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Chapter 1

The Furniture Store




	I smiled politely as the couple left the store, passing by the living room sets on the way. I had really hoped they had bought the bedroom set I showed them and talked up, but they didn’t. When the door closed, my shoulders slumped. I really needed that commission. Things might be slim this month. And Elanor would be all up in my ass in about a minute.

	“Carter!” called Elanor.

	Or less. There she was near the back of the store, waving me over. She must have been watching and listening the whole time. I sighed and stared back her way. She had already disappeared into her office. I walked slowly, delaying the inevitable post sales failure talk. Worst part of the job. I liked talking to people, that’s why I was, usually, good at sales. These past two months, well, not so much.

	At last, I reached her door, left half open for me. As I crossed the threshold, from her throne behind the desk, she pointed to the chair before her. As if I needed directions. I unbuttoned my suit jacket and sat.

	As always, she was dressed like a manager that meant business—pretty but with an edge. Her red sleeveless vest peeped beneath her jacket. Her wavy, berry-blonde hair was up, her makeup and red lipstick perfect. Her green eyes bored into me. “What went wrong out there? It sounded like they loved that bedroom set.”

	“Well, some people can’t make a snap decision on a big-ticket item.”

	“That’s why you’re there. You help them make that decision.”

	“They’ll be back.” I knew that was weak. I just wanted out of her office.

	“They’re shopping. The next store they walk into that salesman will close the deal because you didn’t.”

	“Pushiness turns off some people.”

	“I’m not asking you to be pushy. I’m asking you to be creative. Be flattering. Be closing.”

	“I know, I—”

	“You’re slumping, Carter. I heard the whole thing. When they asked about the durability of the dressers and nightstands, what did you say?”

	I had to scratch my brain since I didn’t memorize the entire conversation. “I knocked on the top of a nightstand and said it was very durable, made from mahogany.”

	“I know what you said. That was tepid. When someone asks about durability you tell them it’s a goddamn family heirloom that will last for generations. We don’t sell shit here. You’re acting like we do.”

	“Right, right,” I sighed.

	The front door chimed as someone else walked in. “Get back out there. Sell something.”

	I headed out, relieved. I buttoned my jacket and cleared my head of the negativity. I stayed in the background for a while, surreptitiously watching the woman, maybe in her early thirties, drift here and there in the store. When she settled on a sofa in an all-white living room set, I walked over. “Comfortable, right?”

	She rubbed the armrest. “Yes. A little pricey for me, I think.”

	“It’s stain-resistant, high quality, will last a lifetime. And, of course, we have attractive payment plans.”

	“Hmmmm.”

	I sat on the matching loveseat. A salesman is less threatening when they’re sitting. More personable. “Replacing old furniture?”

	“Bought my first house.”

	“Congratulations! That’s a big accomplishment. And exciting.”

	“And expensive.”

	“Yes. But an investment.”

	“True. I just don’t want the old furniture my parents gave me that I used in my apartment.”

	“Understandable. New house. Fresh start.”

	The conversation went on. And on. I couldn’t keep her focused on the furniture. She told me all about her house. I told her we have everything for every room. She told me about her spacious backyard. I told her about our line of exquisite patio furniture. And on. But eventually, she walked out the door with only my card. No purchase.

	“Carter!” barked Elanore from the back.

	I sulked back to her office.

	Once I was seated again, she leaned forward, elbows to the desk. “You let her go off about her new empty house and she walked out of here with nothing.”

	“I was listening. People like that. I kept trying to—”

	“Not trying hard enough. Sure, listen, but don’t allow them to drone forever and get off the subject of why they came through those doors. You didn’t even whip out your phone and calculate what her payments would be. That alone gets people to sign and schedule delivery.”

	Some customers just didn’t want to purchase as soon as they walk into a place. Why didn’t she understand that? Traffic in the store had been low lately, probably adding to her agitation to get me to close every single potential customer. “She was so proud of her new place. If I steered her hard, it would have been a turnoff.”

	“Jesus, Carter, you act like I want you to smack them around, threaten their children, and force a pen into their hand to sign.”

	The door chimed.

	We both got up for a look. “I’ll take these two,” she said.

	“Wait. They were in last week. I gave them my card. Let me-”

	“No. I don’t need you letting them walk again.” She strode their way, glancing over her shoulder, “If I close this, you owe me lunch.”

I rolled my eyes. They were back to make a purchase. It was a slam dunk. I sat on an accent chair near the back, partially hidden by a row of standing lamps. I watched and listened. They even asked for me, showing her my card. She smiled, batted her eyes, and told them she would help them.

	They bought the patio set I had showed them. Cash. That bitch Elanor took my commission.

	She waved the paperwork at me as she passed. “Lunch.”

	I did not want to have lunch with her.

◆◆◆

	Had she been teasing me about lunch? Lunch came and went the next day and she didn’t bring it up. Thankfully. I ate the burritos that I had in my car and listened to music. Much more pleasant than Elanore.

	The pleasantness did not last.

	Later, a couple came in looking for a new bed, specifically one with very sturdy posts. They looked to be in their 30s, the woman slight but tall, the man a bit taller and gym fit. We had two that were appropriate. They both nodded appreciatively at both beds, king-sized. They gravitated to the one with thicker posts.

	“Will you be needing a mattress? We have a large selection.”

	“Nah,” the man said. “We love our mattress. Keeping it.”

	“How old is it?” I asked as the woman slid her hands up and down one of the posts.

	“Maybe six or so years,” he replied.

	“It’s recommended to replace a mattress after seven. They lose their shape and support after a while.”

	“Were good,” he replied.

	I didn’t feel like pressing the issue. He was emphatic. And I needed to move this expensive bed.

	The woman grasped a post and shook it, hard. The canopy supports flexed and jiggled with the post. She arched an eyebrow at the man.

	“Too jiggly?” asked the man.

	“We’ll have this thing wrecked in six months,” she said.

	“You two must sleep really hard,” I joked.

	Both of them laughed. The man said, “She gets tied to the bed a lot. She’s stronger than she looks and wrecks beds.”

	The woman giggled.

	Ah. Maybe they were just open about everything, or they liked to shock unsuspecting salesmen. I was not shocked. I was entertained and instantly visualized this black-haired beauty bound to the bed. And I liked what I saw in my mind’s eye. I appreciated their openness, and offered, “The weak point is at the top, where the canopy attaches. Each spar is fastened by a single screw. Another hole drilled, add another screw, and you’d have sturdier posts.” I stepped up on the footboard and pointed. “And not only that, the square of the canopy, these are aluminum, by the way, is not as sturdy as a triangle, which can be added with two more supports which would crisscross above, making an X. Then, this bed could withstand anything.” 

	“I’m not really a fix-it guy,” he said, shaking his head.

	“What I meant was, we could do this for you. It would be a custom order. Not much cost added. And it would last generations.”

	“You sure about that?” asked the skeptical woman.

	“Positive.” I stepped down from the footboard. “A little engineering goes a long way.”

	“Yeah…we were also looking at a steel bondage bed,” said the man.

	The woman pulled a face. “It’s ugly, though. And very expensive.”

	I patted the post. “This would give you both form and function. Why go with ugly when beautiful is right here?” I was quite proud of that line.

	They looked to one another, as if communicating silently, as some couples do.

	“All right,” said the man. “We like this bed and the customization you offered. But we have to have a long think on any major purpose. We’ll be back in here next week to talk details and money. You can write up an estimate for the fixes on this thing, right?”

	“Of course. I could figure them out right now. We have excellent payment options. It won’t feel like a big purchase.”

	“Nah, man. We don’t pay interest.”

	“We have a three month no-interest option. Three payments, no interest.”

	“We don’t need anything on our credit, either. Hang tight. We’ll be back.”

	I was out of options and Elanore would ream my ass as soon as these two left the store. But, what could I do? “All right then.” I handed each of them my card. Cards get lost, always hand out as many as you can. “I’ll see you two again next week. Which day? I’ll put it on my calendar. You two are just great. Honest and refreshing.” I may have went too far with that last line, laid it on a little thick. But I really meant it.

	I walked them to the door and held it open. They looked happy walking hand in-hand.

	“Carter!”

	Fine. I walked back to where Elanore stood near the back, arms crossed, stern expression. She looked great in her blue dress, today. After that conversation, I now pictured her tied to that bed. Fantasizing is free. She’s such a bitch, which made the fantasy even more fun. I smiled, thinking about her hands bound behind one of those posts and a thick cloth gag in her otherwise unstoppable mouth. I’d have those great tits of hers out and—

	“What the hell are you smiling about?”

	“They were fun people.”

	“Fun people who walked out the door with no sales papers signed. That’s not a situation to smile about.”

	If she only knew. “They’ll be back. They love that bed.”

	She rolled her eyes. “We both know that only half of the people who walk out never return.”

	“These aren’t those people.”

	“You don’t know that. And you literally agreed with them when they thought there was a weakness in the design of that bed.”

	“No. The bed, as-is, they wouldn’t take. That’s why I suggested an upgrade. That’s literally upselling.”

	“That bed is fine as it is.”

	I sighed. “Did you hear what they use it for? It would fail on them in maybe six months, maybe even less, and they would never, ever, buy something from us ever again.”

	“That bed would hold. He’s not tying her to the top of the posts. The pressure would be at the lower part of the bed, and it would take any action they gave it.”

	“Would you have asked exactly how she’s tied to the bed? Maybe you would have allowed them to demonstrate some bondage on you to test the merchandise?”

	Elanore blushed. She huffed and retreated to her office.

	My god. I scored a point against her.

	Before she closed her office door, she said from around the corner, “You still owe me lunch.”

◆◆◆

	After the doors were locked for the night, I wiped down dining and coffee tables. I straightened up from the last swipe on a coffee table and spied Elanore at the bed with the big posts. She took the same post the woman did earlier and shook it. I walked over, rag and polish still in my hands and asked, “Still sore about that bed that didn’t go out the door?”

	“It’s plenty strong. What’s wrong with those people?”

	“How about I tie you to it and you can test it out for yourself?”

	She shot me withering stare. “Quit being stupid.”

	“Just trying to help.”

	“Right. Just finish up the wood.”

	“On it, boss.” I headed back to the tables. I continued the moisturizing of the furniture. After three more tables, she was back at that bed, her back to me, just staring at it. Jeeze, obsessed much? I went to the next table and sprayed the no-brand polish on it. We have high-end furniture and Elanore gets the cheap polish. Well, I only worked there; I wasn’t in charge of procurement. I never asked about it. I really didn’t care. I just thought it was a little odd. What’s three dollars more for the good stuff?

	“Carter!”

	Damn it all, what now? She was back at that bed, now with her purse, ready to leave. I set the cleaning supplies down and walked over.

	“I need to test this thing out,” she said.

	“You really want to prove that couple wrong that bad?”

	“No, I want to prove you wrong.”

	“If they don’t come back for the bed, I was wrong.”

	“Well, how are you going to prove anything?”

	From her purse she pulled out a couple lengths of hemp rope, messy and tangled. I recognized the type of bindings to keep certain part of disassembled furniture secure for transport. My eyebrows traveled up. “Pretend to tie me to the bed and I’ll give it a go. No wisecracks.”

	“Oh…kay. How did you want to do this?”

	“I’m not sure.”

	“The back posts aren’t a problem, being heavily secured to that huge headboard,” she said, hand at her chin. “It’s the bottom posts that might be a little weak.”

	I didn’t know how to approach this. This was really weird. “Well, I could tether your ankles to the top of the post and you could pull it really hard a bunch of times.”

	“That’ll work.” Elanore removed her heels, climbed into the bed, and lay on her back in the center.

	I removed my shoes, she would get in my shit if I would have stepped on that fancy duvet with my shoes. I climbed into the bed, untangled one of the ropes. It was pretty long and a mess, so it took me a few minutes. Tying up my bitchy and hot boss might get me through the rest of the week. Even though she said to “pretend” to tie her up, I was going to do it right and tight. After wrapping a thick cuff around her ankles, cinching it between and knotting it, the rest went up to the top of the post, anchored where the canopy bars met.

	I stood back and watched her tug a few times, bracing her hands on the bedspread. All she was really doing was scootching herself down the bed.

	“If you were taller you could grab the post kitty-corner and really have a decent go at it,” I said.

	“Well, I’m not tall enough. And If I were, I don’t think I could hold onto that thick, rounded post.”

	“If you want to simulate what the bondage couple would be doing—”

	“Fine. Tie my hands, too.” She eyed me. “You’d better be a gentleman.”

	“Don’t trusted your esteemed salesman?”

	She barked a laugh. “You’re in a slump but you’re not a creep.”

	But I am a kinky pervert, I thought. Back in the bed, she held her hands up and together for me. I roped them like her ankles, but tethered her tightly to the lower portion of the post at the headboard. She now lay diagonally across the bed. Elanore was tightly and securely bound. And she didn’t realize it. Not yet.

	Now with proper leverage, she kicked and tugged. This was fun to watch. Her skirt flew up, too, giving me the full view of her thighs. This woman was fit. Her all tied up sizzled the sex part of my brain. I tried not to stare. But I was supposed to watch. She was working up a sweat. Hell, I was, too. I turned to swipe my brow and forehead. I looked up to the top of the post, where her feet were connected. She jerked her legs back several times, really hard. I held up a hand. “Stop.”

	“What? Why? If nothing else, I’m getting in some cardio.”

	I stepped up on the bed. I inspected the top of the post where the canopy bars joined. The screw was stripping loose. “You caused some damage.”

	“No. I did not.”

	“Well, who else was tugging so hard on this thing?”

	“Damn it.”

	I stepped back to the floor. “This is a demo model, but we still have to fix it before we send it off.”

	“I need to see it.”

	I pointed. “Take a gander.”

	She looked up to her bound hands and shifted them back and forth. She wriggled and pulled. Elanore wasn’t getting loose. “How tight did you tie me?”

	“I don’t know.”

	“You weren’t supposed to tie me like this.” She rolled over on her belly to get a look at her tied wrists without craning her neck. She kept at it. But still didn’t ask for help.

	I stood there enjoying the view of her ass beneath the skirt of her dress. Hiked pretty high, the view of her thighs was pretty spectacular, too. Her feet, sans the shoes and covered only by thin pantyhose, invited tickling. But I didn’t dare. A fun thought, though. Too fun. I was beginning to solidify within my drawers.

	“You did this on purpose,” she said, stopping her struggles.

	“Well, if I had half-assed it, you wouldn’t have the leverage you needed to kick as hard to see that I was right.”

	“God damn it,” she sighed.

	“Now, do you want some help?”

	“Yes. I’m sure you enjoyed having your boss tied down.”

	“Fun while it lasted,” I admitted.

	I went to the post where her wrists were connected and undid that knot first. She was silent, except for her breathing, as I untied her hands. Free, she turned back over on her butt, sitting up.

	“Let me get the top. The knot down there won’t do you much good.”

	She eyed her ankle bonds. “I see.”

	I released the knot at the top of the lightly damaged canopy and post, then got her ankles for her as she sat there a little stewed she’d been wrong and damaged merchandise.

	“There,” I said, collecting the two lengths of rope. “After this fun distraction from my closing duties, I’ll get back to polishing wood.” I caught my phrasing too late. She might think I wanted to go to the restroom and have a wank. That was true, but I wouldn’t do that. Not now, anyway.

	“That’s fine,” she said, still sitting, not making a move to rise.

	Across the showroom I watched from peripheral vision as she stood on the bed to inspect the pulled screw. Like I had been making it up. I could see her grimace as I wiped another coffee table. I kept doing my work as she put her shoes back on and walked to her office. 

	I chuckled to myself and kept at the work. Another twenty minutes and everything was done.

	I put the polish and rag away in the storage room. I emerged when Elanore came out of her office. “Lunch tomorrow?”

	“Sure, I guess. Don’t pick somewhere expensive.”

	“You wouldn’t say that if you were having a good month.”

	I really should have left her tied up longer. A lot longer.























Chapter 2

Lunch




	At the Thai place Elanore picked out, she sipped wine. Sure, Thai food was cheap and wonderful, but now she ordered wine. I didn’t protest. Maybe a glass would soften her bitch factor. I ate my green curry as she, thankfully, chatted about non-work things, which was refreshing.

	We had left Harvey, another sales associate, in charge of the store. He’d never been left alone before, more junior than I. Yet, he was ahead on the sales board. I suspected this would be an extended lunch, since Elanore always took long lunches. I needed a long lunch.

	I actually relaxed for a moment, talking about, of all things, baseball. I hailed from Detroit, and kept tabs on the Tigers, her from Chicago, a Cubs fan. This year there was a chance of the two meeting up in the World Series. If such a thing happened, we planned a silly wager.

	I was about finished when she ordered another wine. All right, a long lunch it is, then.

	“Did that bondage couple give you a day they’d be back?”

	I honestly thought we’d escape without talking shop. Silly me. “No. They said next week.” I expected more berating for letting them out the door without tackling them.

	“I just thought it was neat they were open about their lifestyle and outspoken of exactly what they were after.”

	“Yeah. I agree.” Huh. First, baseball, and now this. “I honestly thought you brought that up to get all up in my shit about it again.”

	She sipped her new glass of wine. “I only get into your shit on the clock. I’m your boss. I’m supposed to. I never call or text you at home, do I?”

	“No. Never.”

	“Some bosses never let it go. I’m not one of those. Anyway, I think you liked tying me up. You did it pretty tight and everything.”

	Surprised, I laughed nervously. What was going on here? “Well, yeah. I got to be the boss for a minute.”

	She gulped a quaff of that wine. Good thing I drove. “You probably wanted to gag me, too.”

	“Well, you wouldn’t be able to get in my shit, then.”

	“Sure, you’d be the boss as I’m tied up in my office. And gagged.”

	“Sounds great. Stress-free day.”

	“Are you saying I stress you out?” Elanore looked concerned.

	I just looked at her over my iced tea.

	“I’m supposed to be motivating, inspiring, and informative.”

	I snorted. I couldn’t help it.

	Elanore sat her glass down. “Apparently my managerial techniques are not up to your standards.”

	“I’m sorry. I mean, if I can be honest without being fired?”

	She arched an eyebrow. “Go ahead.”

	“Mostly, you complain and berate. When someone does make a nice sale, all you say is ‘good job.’”

	“What else am I supposed to say when things go right?”

	Even without any wine, I got to feeling bold. “If it was a solid sale, that is, the salesperson actually nailed it and it wasn’t a matter of someone coming in and falling in love with a product without prodding, then go over with them what worked for that deal. And compliment them. Verbally. Not just throwing a number up on the board.”

	“That would be helpful?”

	“That would take some of the stress out of the job and give me and the other folks some confidence and a good feeling about a job well done. Seems you lead only by needling about perceived errors. No positives.”

	“Okay. So you need more attaboys when things go right.”

	“That’s a start. You also mentioned tying you up in your office.”

	She threw her head back for a brief belly-laugh. “Well, there’s much more substantial furniture in the showroom to tie me to. Don’t know how that would go over with the customers.”

	“Might be a draw. More sales. ‘Test out our beds by tying the manager to one!’”

	“We’d attract a certain crowd, all right.”

	“People who like solid, tough furniture.”

	Down went the rest of her wine. “All right. Next tough sale you pull off, you can tie me up, if that’s what it takes.”

	I knew she was joking, but that didn’t stop me conjuring the image of her bound to a dining room chair and very, very gagged. “I’m going back to work super-motivated, then.”

	“That’s what I want to hear.” The waitress placed the check on the table. Elanore pointed. “That’s yours. Thanks.”

	Inwardly, I sighed. And it made me want to tie her up and gag her even more.

◆◆◆

	Near close that very day, I had a guy debating over the purchase of a fine dining room table that seated eight. The table and chairs were finely carved, all the feet were clawed. He liked to throw dinner parties, loved to cook. He had his dining room measurements; it would fit nicely.

	I painted the picture for him. “When your guests arrive and seat themselves, this is the first thing they see. Sure, they can smell the cooking wafting about, but this is before they see the presentation of the first course. This sets the mood.” I placed a hand on the polished tabletop. “Is this the mood you would like to set?”

	He bought. Cash. I scheduled delivery for next Thursday. After the paperwork was done, it was five minutes passed closing. Elanore had locked the doors when Harvey skated out at 9:01. Anyone without closing duties got to run out the door if no customers milled about the showroom. I unlocked the doors for the dinner party guy, and locked them back. I heard a slow clap from the back. There was only one other person here.

	“Nice job, Carter!” She approached, clapping several more times.

	I bowed, paperwork still in hand.

	“Nicely done. I guess you can tie me up, now.”

	“Excellent. The salesman will take his reward!” I waved the papers in the air with a flourish. I knew she was joking.

	She threw the two lengths of rope atop the table and sat on one of the dining chairs that were part of the set I had just sold. 

	Was I wrong? Was she serious? I decided to play this as far as it would go. “Ha! Even better than making a sale.” I picked up one of the hemp ropes. She just looked up at me. Today she wore red. Dark red that contrasted with her reddish-blonde hair. A red camisole that showed off her breasts beneath her red jacket. Skirt and heels were red, too. If I were a wagering fellow, I would bet her underthings were red, today, too. I walked behind the chair. “Hands, please.”

	She didn’t hesitate. She crossed her wrists behind the chair. Heat rose within me. The joke might still come out once I started tying her, but I wasn’t going to be the one to stop this. I knelt behind her, spooled out about ten feet and used a box cutter to slice it. These ropes were too damn long for my purposes. Her crossed wrists still waited for me. I took in a small breath and began, wrapping the rope around and around, expecting her to call the whole thing off and laugh at me. I got the rope cinched and knotted. My boss was now tied to the chair. Not totally, but her hands were secure.

	I didn’t get up to face her quite yet. I sliced another ten feet of that rope. Now I stood beside her. She looked up to expectantly, not calling off anything.

	“Fun to be the boss for a minute?” she asked.

	“Very.” I knelt by her red heels and tied her ankles.

	“Gonna sell another expensive dining set tomorrow?”

	“Hell yeah. Maybe two.” I connected her bound ankles to a leg of the chair.

	“Good. I don’t mind being the motivational boss.”

	“You’re the best.” I didn’t know where all this was headed, but she obviously liked being tied up, judging by her satisfied smirk. And I was beyond ecstatic to apply ropes to her. I grabbed the leftover rope I had behind the chair, shook it out, estimated the remaining length sufficient. I set to work securing her chest to the chair, extra careful to not touch her breasts, making a decent harness that made her boobs stand out.

	Elanore looked down at herself. “Someone knows what they’re doing.”

	“You didn’t notice that yesterday?”

	“Oh, I noticed all right.”

	The other uncut length still sat on the tabletop, waiting. Why stop here? With the boxcutter, I cut a longer length and the first and set to binding her thighs. I didn’t feel the need to be shy about reaching between her legs to cinch the business. She made no comment, and I enjoyed the feel of her pantyhose. The remaining rope went about her lap and the chair seat. I stepped back to appraise my hot boss all tied up. She looked absolutely smashing, looking to me with her eyebrows up.

	But something was missing. I untied my tie.

	“Are you going to gag me with that?”

	“Yes. No berating me after the gag.”

	“But I’ve been nothing but praise after that sale.”

	“True. But negative criticism could follow. I can’t take that chance.” I stretched out my tie in front of her lips.

	She released a single note laugh, shook her head, and parted her lips.

	I inserted the tie, wrapped it around her head, inserted another bit of the tie into her mouth, tied it behind her head, pressing down her hair.

	Now she looked perfect. I leaned back on the table, drinking the sight of her bound and gagged. Last night was fun, but tonight, the pretense had been cleared away. Elanore looked like a robber had come in, tied her up, absconded with the till. As for me, I would have absconded with the manager. She would look just as good, if not better, seated at my own dining room table.

	She wriggled in her bonds, testing, drawing my eyes to the bit of breast visible between the lapels of her jacket. There wasn’t much room for her to move, but she tried, shifting within her chest ropes, rubbing her thighs together. I stepped behind her to enjoy her helpless hands turning this way and that, fingers searching for the knot. She turned her head so I saw her face in profile, gag between her teeth. Sometimes the strangest fantasies indeed come true.

I returned to her side, soaking in this beautiful visual writ in ropes, in a gag, in a redhead in a business suit. “Think you can get loose, huh?” I teased.

	She nodded vigorously and replied, “Mmmm-hmmm.”

	I let her go at it. She didn’t rock the chair, probably careful of the floor model furniture, unlike last night. I doubted she would have damaged anything even if she spilled to the floor. But she continued to writhe, giving a little “mmmph” here and there as she worked it. I was having too much fun. This was the best ending to a workday in my life. And I was lucky my buttoned jacket covered the evidence of my desire beneath.

	Did she want more? Maybe wanting me to feel her up? Get her tits out? Eventually lay her out on this expansive table and fuck her like I was the boss, her all tied up and gagged? I had to calm down. She didn’t give me any vibe like that. But she didn’t flinch with my hands between her thighs roping her legs together. So, I would watch until she tired of our little game.

	Elanore went limp. Head down. Resting? Or did she give up? “I should have bet you lunch on whether you could get loose or not.”

	She giggled. “Ooo een.”

	I think she said, “You win.” I guess that was a signal to untie her. Oh, well, no tying her spreadeagle atop the table for a railing. I didn’t expect that, anyway. I would think about that later, though.

	I smiled and untied the gag, pulled it from her lips. I balled up the soggy thing and placed it into a jacket pocket. Sadly, that tie is a dry-clean only.

	“Was your reward fun?” she asked.

	“Yes. Very. Best sales bonus ever.”

	She laughed. “Well, good. I’m a motivator, now, right?”

	“I’m feeling extremely motivated,” I said, untying her hands.

	“This is just for you, not the whole sales team.”

	“Truly, I am thrilled and honored.”

	“And our secret.”

	I worked at the knot that held her chest harness together. “Oh, I would never breathe a word. I might not be rewarded again in the same manner.”

	“You got that right.”

	Coiling the chest ropes up, I placed them on the table and looked to her as she stretched her arms, working any bondage-related kinks out. “Did the boss have fun relinquishing her power for a while?”

	She smiled, her lipstick a little smeared at the corners of her mouth from the gag. “Yeah. I did.”

	My heart soared. Did I have a new playmate? My bitchy boss, my new playmate?














Chapter 3

Sales


	The next morning, I chatted up a very polite couple of gay guys looking for “the perfect console table.” They expressed interest in two different ones, but then couldn’t decide. Each one preferred the other. Since they appeared to be at an impasse, I suggested they flip a coin, or thumb wrestle, or rock-paper-scissors. They laughed, but decided they needed to sleep on it. And so, eventually, I bade them a good day as they walked out the door they went.

	“Carter!”

	Here we go. Would anything be different after last night? By her tone, I doubted it.

As I walked to the back, Harvey grinned and said, “Thumb wrestling. Good show, bro.”

	“You wouldn’t have been able to move that table, either.”

	With a shit-eating smile he gave me the finger.

	I seated myself in Elanore’s office, her signature glower wasn’t exactly welcoming.

	“Thumb wrestling? Rock-paper-scissors? What the hell was that?”

	“Keeping the mood light. They may have went for it. Someone wins, they buy the table.”

	She rolled her eyes. “No. Absolutely not. In a split like that, side with one of them. And make sure it’s the cheaper one so they don’t think you’re gunning for the bigger commission.”

	That was actually decent advice. “All right. I’ll remember that.”

	“Will you? Or will you come up with something else that’s even more stupid?”

	I did my best to not clench my teeth. “I’ll remember.”

	“Good.” She waved her hand at me in a brushing motion.

	I left without saying anything. I guess things weren’t changing around here. Would there be more bondage? Or was that a one-shot deal? The bitch actually called me stupid! This was not the mood to greet customers with.

	Harvey was still standing around the dining sets. “She ream you good? Up the ass with a rusty dildo from Temu?”

	“Shut up, Harvey.”

	He cackled.

	I was in no mood.

◆◆◆

	“Carter!”

	After lunch, some middle-aged Karen strolled in, bored and just wanted to look at nice things and waste my time. I had no choice but to show her around and hope things just might be different. But no. Surely Elanore had to see what was happening. But here I sat before her desk again.

	“She was no more than a tire-kicker. You could see that, right?” I explained.

	“Real salesmen can sell a fridge to a penguin. Did you see her rings and bracelets and that Gucci purse? She had money.”

	“But she wasn’t here to spend it.”

	“That’s your job! Make her fall in love with something so hard she opens up her designer purse and whips out a credit card. That performance was so lackluster it was like you wanted to be anywhere else than with her.”

	“I knew she wasn’t here to buy!” I spread my hands in exasperation. “I know her type!”

	“I do, too. She’s lonely and cranky, her rich husband is probably at his executive job fucking a coworker that doesn’t have her stupid haircut or that constant expression of disapproval. She’s bored. She needs to shop. And you treated her like gum on your shoe!”

	“I was friendly.”

	She leaned forward. “You could have been a lot friendlier.”

	“I could have pulled her jeans down and gave that dried-out puss some much needed attention, I guess.”

	“That may have got her in a better mood. Try that next time.”

	I stood and threw up my hands. “You’re impossible.”

	“Am I? We’re supposed to be selling—to everyone who walks through that door!”

	“I got it,” I muttered and headed out her office door. I expected her to call after me, to tell me I wasn’t dismissed or that she wasn’t done reaming my ass, but there was nothing.

	And to top it all off, I had stashed my own rope in the car on the way to work. Last night’s session was so good, I thought my life had turned around. But no. Same old shit. She was probably harder on me because she regretted our little game.

	Thing is, I did need to close something or this month was going to be very, very slim.

◆◆◆

	Before the end of the day, I had sold a sofa and a chest of drawers. Not big, but some confidence had returned. At close I locked the door after Harvey walked out.

	“Hey!” called Harvey beyond the glass. He shook his fist three time and shot me the scissors. Then cackled.

	I shook my own fist thrice and gave him the finger.

	He clapped and went on his way, out into the gloom of twilight.

	It was funny now. Less so earlier in the day.

	I did a walkaround to see if anything needed a dusting or handprint removal. The place was pretty clean.

	By the bedroom sets, Elanore approached. I straightened out the duvet. Someone had tested out the mattress and left a body print. This was what everyone called the bondage bed ever since the kinky couple had been in. It had been repaired since Elanore damaged it. 

	Elanore threw some ropes on the bed.

	This was unexpected. I looked to her curiously.

	“You closed a couple of deals today.”

	“Yes. You also reamed me out rather unjustly this morning.”

	She put her hands behind her and flashed an evil smile. “Sounds like I’ve been bad.”

	I chuckled. So that was her game. I looked her up and down: Black dress cut low and skirt to an inch above her knees, dark hose, black heels open-toed heels. She looked great. Especially with her submissive expression.

	“Yes, you have been bad. Come here.”

	She stood right before me, hands still behind.

	“Turn around,” I said as I twirled a finger in a circular motion.

	She turned and adjusted her hands so her wrists were crossed. I roped them together with a long length, making a thick cuff. With another I looped it into the cinch. I stepped up on the foot board as she looked behind to see what I was up to. I pulled the connector to the top of the post, bending her over in the strappado position.

	“Whoah. I didn’t expect that,” she commented.

	“No one expects that.”

	“I’ll bet that bondage woman expects it.”

	I laughed as I finished the knot. “True. I bet they play often.”

	I stepped back down. Her ass was toward me her dress was hiked up higher, near the top of her thighs. I wanted to smack her butt. But I didn’t know if I should.

	She wriggled a bit. “This is serious.”

	“Stay here. I’m going to get something from my car.”

	“What?”

	“I’ll be right back.”

	It was fun leaving her alone tied up like that, even if only for a couple minutes. In my car, I retrieved my leather satchel of kink goods. I returned to find her just as I had left her.

	“What did you get?” she asked, not looking up from her bent over position.

	“A little something so you can’t ask any more questions.”

	“Okay.”

	From the satchel I pulled out my white ballgag. I bent down and presented the ball to her lips.

	“I must have been really bad.”

	“You were. In fact, I believe you need a spanking.”

She met my eyes. “Was I that bad?”

	“Yes. Such treachery cannot be tolerated.”

	She sighed and opened her mouth. In went the ball. I buckled it over her hair that draped down over her face.

This was getting good. Really good. Behind her again I hiked up her dress, exposing her black and white striped panties over her fine, rounded ass. How hard should I go? Hard, I decided. But not cruel. This was her first strappado. She didn’t know what to expect. But I didn’t plan to be easy on her. She was locked in for gametime. I would allow the thin panties to take one percent of the sting away. Baring her ass at this point might beyond what she had agreed too. That would come later. She’d been bad, all right. And if this went well, she might be even worse tomorrow. It was a nice feeling to look forward to work.

	I didn’t bring any spanking implements. My hand would suffice.

	Smack!

	“Mmmph!”

	That first spank was a tester, meted with moderate strength. Smack!

	She rewarded me with another gagged cry, this one a little louder. Perhaps I had the right swing with that one.

	Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! 

	“Remember when you called me stupid?”

	Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack!

	“Mmmmm-mmmmmmmph!

	Over panties, I fondled her ass. Every time I had watched her walk away, I wanted to do this. And spank it. Now, here I was.

	I left her butt alone and crouched by her face. “Do you think you’ve been properly chastened for your deeds? Your insults? Your belittling?”

	She nodded.

	“I disagree.”

	Back behind her I laid into that ass for another ten spanks. She was moving her butt to avoid more punishment. Unavoidable. After the last smack, I again bent over to her face. “That might have been appropriate punishment.”

	She nodded vigorously.

	I climbed up and released her from the strappado. Elanore leaned on the edge of the bed carefully, testing first if her position was tenable after the spanking. Her shoulders lowered, telling me she was able to at least lean on the soft mattress without getting too much more butt sting.

	I removed her gag.

	“Damn it, Carter, that was a little harsh,” she said between breaths.

	“Was it?”

	She sighed. “Well, all things considered, maybe not.”

	“We agree, then.”

	I untied her hands and she immediately shook them to regain circulation. “I didn’t know you were a such pro at this.”

	“I have experience. This is my thing.”

	She looked up to me, lines on her cheeks from the gag that I had buckled quite tightly. “Yeah. I need this sometimes. And you’re good.”

	As I coiled the ropes, I smiled. “Thanks. You’re fun when you’ve been bad.”

	She stood, smoothed her skirt down. “See you tomorrow.”











Chapter 4

Return of the Bondage Couple




	The next day I hardly saw Elanore. She holed up in her office most of the time. I did move some merchandise, and I did have customers walk out the door without a purchase. No calling me to her office. She was never really around. Just me and Harvey out on the floor, him dispensing unfunny jokes.

	Near closing time, I counted down the seconds to lock the door. I had my hand on the deadbolt when a couple came running up. If it were anyone else, I would have told them that we close at nine sharp. But it was the bondage couple. I swung the door open wide for them.

	“We make it on time?” asked the man who apparently had sprinted from the car.

	“In a nick of time. Welcome back.”

	After locking the door, I walked with them to the bed they were looking at a few days back. They reintroduced themselves: Nick and Tiff. Nick wore a button-down short-sleeved shirt with jeans. Tiff looked smashing in her black camisole top and tiny denim shorts and sandals. I allowed the two to gaze again at the lovely bed they had chosen, Tiff running her hands up and down one of the thick posts at the foot.

	“Good evening,” said Elanore.

	I didn’t notice her approach and I started at her voice. Today was a red dress day, long sleeves (for covering marks on her wrists from yesterday?) with black heels. She had on her friendly smile reserved for customers.

	Introductions went around.

	“Carter told me you had eyes for this bed,” said Elanore.

	Nick replied, “With some custom adjustments.”

	“He mentioned that. We can accommodate.”

	Nick placed a hand on Tiff’s back. “Still like it?”

	“I think so.”

	“It’s a beautiful piece,” said Elanore, evidently taking over the conversation. She’d better not be thinking of taking my commission. “And with a few adjustments, it will be extremely durable. Able to take anything. And more.”

	Tiff smiled. “Carter told you what we need it for?”

	“Oh, yes. He said you two were open about it. But no one knows but Carter and I.”

	Nick waved his hand, brushing away any need for secrecy. “We need people to know. So we get what we want.”

	“Exactly,” I chimed in. “We appreciated the openness. It helps us help you.”

	Tiff turned to me. “And we really liked the way you were so casual about it. Accepting, even.”

	I opened my mouth to reply, but Elanore beat me to it. “Carter probably didn’t confide that’s he’s into bondage, too. That’s the main reason you didn’t rattle him.”

	I didn’t expect her to be open about my fetish. I didn’t mind, we all had similar kinks, but…surprising. I retained my friendly expression without falter. I’m a professional.

	“Cool, bro,” said Nick with a grin.

	“Always nice to meet people into the scene,” said Tiff. “We probably shouldn’t keep these folks,” said Tiff to Nick. “We came in after closing.”

	“Not at all,” said Elanore. “We can go over the custom plans and get everything written up. You’ll have the bed sooner, ready for action.”

	Tiff giggled.

	“In case you think I’m blowing smoke here, look at what Carter did to my ass last night.”

	My mouth fell open as Elanore hiked up her skirt and pushed down her pantyhose and panties to display her bare ass to the couple. Their mouths fell open, too. Her butt was pink with several reddish-brown bruises.

	“Wow,” said Nick, his widened eyes displaying his surprise. Then he laughed. “Could have been much worse, though.”

	Tiff giggled. “That was my ass last week, but yeah, worse.”

	Elanore put everything back in order and smoothed her dress. Facing us, she said, “You walked into the right store.”

	“We sure did!” exclaimed Tiff. 

	“Well, if we’re not intruding on you guys after closing time, let’s get the paperwork going,” said Nick.

	“You guys do your thing,” said Tiff. “I’ll wait here.”

	Elanore nodded to me (good, she wasn’t trying to steal my commission), and as Nick and I walked away and past more bedroom sets, I overheard Tiff ask Elanore, “How about you tell me about that session? Sounds like you had fun.”

	I brought Nick to one of the small rooms with a little table and chairs where we filled out paperwork with clients. This one was tastefully decorated with several framed canvas prints adorning the green walls. The table was a wooden deal, square, polished, but scratched from years of deals. Nick settled into one of the matching dining room chairs as I extracted papers from the dark wood credenza in the corner.

	The whole thing—calling our custom person to verify the additional costs, filling out the forms, adding everything up, verifying everything with Nick—took half an hour. Nick and I shook hands and I gave him copies of everything in a manilla envelope. Both of us smiling, we emerged and walked back out to the floor model of the bed he had purchased. We both stopped about ten paces away.

	Bound to one of the posts at the foot of the bed stood Elanore, a white ballgag in her mouth. Mine, presumably, since I had accidentally left it here last night. A mix of hemp and white rope had been used to secure her tightly. Rope framed her breasts, was wrapped around her thighs and ankles expertly, everything connected to that post.

	Tiff waved when she noticed. “Elanore is such fun!”

	Neither Nick nor I could speak for a moment.

	Finally, Nick said, “Did you get that rope from our car?”

	“Yeah. Was I not supposed to?”

	“That’s fine,” replied Nick. “Just curious.”

	We resumed walking and stood around my manager, tied up and gagged. Her eyes glimmered with mirth. We had already closed the deal, so her motivation must have been pure fun. Or was she making sure we closed the deal?

	Behind her lay a pile of neatly coiled white rope on the duvet. Nick cleared his throat. “I don’t remember giving you permission to rope up the kind woman.”

	Tiff placed a hand over her open mouth. “Oh no.”

	Nick turned to me. “Would you mind tying up my wayward wife to the other post?”

	“Uh…” I looked to Elanore. She winked. “It would be an honor, sir.”

	Without asking, Tiff placed her hands behind the post. I roped them crossed as Nick watched. I had never tied up anyone’s wife before, this was new. And it made me a little nervous. After I finished with her wrists, she tested the ropework and commented, “Feels like he knows what he’s doing.”

	“He does,” agreed Nick, nodding.

	I knelt by her feet and bound them, too, leaving enough room to attach them to the bottom of the post, so she was attached by two points. Nick handed me a long length. “Get her thighs.”

	“Sure.” I wrapped the length above her knees. I felt self-conscious slipping my hands between her bare thighs to cinch up the business. Nick kept a close eye and appeared to love what he saw. And Tiff’s thighs felt great. 

	Nick picked up a black ballgag from the pile on the bed that I didn’t notice. “Could you hold her hair clear?” he asked.

	I gathered her dark hair and held it high as he placed that ball into her willing mouth. I released her hair, allowing it to fall about her shoulders.

	“Know how to do a chest harness like that?” he asked as he pointed to the ropework around Elanore’s boobs, crisscrossing between. 

	“Yes, I do,” I replied, picking up a long length of rope and unspooling it.

	“Here, let me get this out of the way.” Nick slipped the straps of her camisole top down, revealing the sports bra beneath. He didn’t hesitate and pulled that down, too, exposing her generous breasts and largish areolas. He stepped back. “Go ahead.”

	I tried not to stare at her tits too hard, but they were works of art. And there was no way I could do this harness without touching them.

	Nick noticed my hesitation. “Go ahead. Her tits aren’t gonna bite.”

	I chuckled and went to work, Tiff looking at me as I did, eyes relaxed above that black ballgag. As I strung the ropes beneath her breasts, by fingers brushed her wonderful boobflesh. Nick’s a lucky guy. After the knotting behind the post, I stepped back to admire the two pretty ladies post-tied. One topless.

	I went over to Elanore. I whispered, “Do you want to be a little more…nakeder?”

	She laughed a little through the gag, then nodded. This was thrilling. Her dress had buttons down the front, and I began unhooking them, one-by-one. There were a lot, so it took me a couple minutes. I looked to Tiff who was having her breasts fondled by her husband. She leaned her head back to the post, enjoying the attention. I pushed the open dress to the sides, revealing Elanore’s white bra. Nothing fancy, but this is the most of her boobs I had seen before. I undid the front bra clasp and maneuvered the bra cups beneath the chest ropes. Perfectly shaped C-cup tits, small, pink areolas. With the little room she had, she shook them at me, making them jiggle provocatively. My bitchy boss: post-tied, ballgagged, topless. And next to a customer in the same position!

	I grasped both of her breasts and groped her. She purred at my touch. I pinched both nipples at once, enough to get her to “Mmmph!”

	Nick looked over, his wife’s tits still in his hands. “Your girlfriend has really fine breasts.”

	Elanore looked over to him.

	“She’s my boss,” I replied.

	Everyone laughed, even the gagged women.

	“She’s not doing much bossin’ right now,” said Nick with a smirk. “You know, you can feel up these breasts over here. They’re pretty great.”

	They sure looked great. Eyes back to Elanore, I pointed to her breasts and over to Nick. She nodded and cut her eyes to Nick and winked.

	“Let’s switch, then. And by the way, this is the very first time I groped my boss’ boobs.”

	Nick threw his head back and cackled. “You tanned her ass but never touched a boob? Whatever works, my dude.”

	I stood before Tiff, who waited, eyes to mine. I still felt hesitant, even with the green light. She wriggled just enough to set her boobs swaying. They had a lot more motion than Elanore’s. I took in a breath and grasped her tits. Tiff giggled at my obvious erotic joy. My thumbs made circles around her nips. I glanced over to see Nick kissing Elanore’s nipples while she moaned with pleasure. Tiff caught me looking and nodded her head with an, “Mmm-hhmmm.”

	With her open approval, I kissed and sucked her right nipple, making her mew. I moved to the other one, circling my tongue around and around her nipple, tasting her bumpy areolas.

	I pulled back. All this action had me on the edge. I bent over again and placed my face between her breasts and mashed them on both sides of my head, then resumed kissing them, everywhere. Judging by her moans, she loved it.

	Coming up for air, Nick was beside me, grinning. “All right, I’m going to take my lady home and continue this.”

	“Sure,” I said, not giving away my disappointment.

	He pulled a small knife from a back pocket and began carefully cutting her loose. Obviously, he was in a hurry. I could see why. Once Tiff’s hands were free, she drew them forward and adjusted her bra and top to their covering positions.

	Once she was completely free, Nick scooped her up and caried her toward the door. The locked door.

	I jogged to catch up and unlocked the deadbolt. They sailed out into the parking lot beneath the half moon of a lovely, clear evening. I locked the door back and returned to the bound and gagged Elanore. 

	And I was unsure of what to do. Were we going to have sex now, or were the games concluded?

	She tried to say something through the gag but I couldn’t understand. It filled her mouth so completely. I unbuckled it and pulled out the drippy ball.

	She worked her mouth, opening and closing several times, stretching the sore jaw muscles. “Untie me, please?”

	“Okay.” I set to work. Tiff had sure tied some tight knots. I could have got a box cutter and did like Nick, but I hated to slice up perfectly good rope. Eventually, I got her untied. 

	Elanore still had her tits out. There glimmered hope for more action.

	“How about you sit down?” She gestured to a dining room set. “Over there.”

	I didn’t ask. I pulled a chair from the table, turned it around and sat. She stood over me. “Slouch a bit, scoot forward.” I did just that, my eyes still dancing on her pink nipples. She had the ballgag with her, and inserted it into her mouth and buckled it over her hair. That got me going again. Not that my arousal had completely vanished. Not by a longshot. She threw my tie over my shoulder and unzipped my pants and fished out my dick. She hiked up her dress, straddled my right leg and rocked back and forth. My thigh was instantly wet.

	After a moment of this, she reached down for my cock and grasped it with her warm, silky hands. She braced herself with her other hand on my shoulder. Elanore somehow maintained a rhythm between her rocking on my leg and stroking me. I grabbed both tits. Her moaning into that gag really got me going. It only took another minute and I exploded with a relieved groan.

	She came next, not far behind at all, squealing into the gag. Head down, breathing hard, she remained motionless for a few beats. She stood, reached for her gag and stopped. She pointed to it with her dry hand.

	I laughed. She didn’t want cum in her hair or on the ballgag strap.

	I stood, not bothering with zipping up and did her the favor. Once it was removed, she turned and kissed me. Tender, gentle.

	Then she fled to the restroom.

	I did the same.

◆◆◆

	I couldn’t do much about the wet spot on the thigh of my pants. Or the drops of cum up by my zipper. I had to head home for a real cleanse and laundry.

	Outside the restroom, Elanore had her purse shouldered and looked ready to go home.

	She slapped me on the shoulder. “That’s how you close a deal!”

	We both laughed. “You mean allow the customer to tie you up and sexually dally with you?”

	“If that’s what it takes.”

	We walked together to the doors. I didn’t know what to say. I felt I stood in a weird limbo. Outside, she locked the doors and primed the alarm with her phone.

	“See you tomorrow,” she said with a wave.

	“I’m off tomorrow.”

	“Well, see you Monday!”

	I walked to my car in my damp pants, still in limbo. Well, we’d see what Monday would bring.







END


If you like the story so far and wish it to continue, please leave a review to that effect on the Amazon page!
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