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Chapter 1

The New Case




	Cameron walked from a meeting back toward his office when Amber stopped him. “I have something you might be interested in.”

	Their budding relationship had so far been successfully hidden from their law office comrades. Office relationships were frowned upon, although not explicitly against anything in the employee handbook. Amber turned and led the way to her office, her blonde hair swaying and her cute butt swinging beneath the short black skirt that dropped mid-thigh beneath her white and black jacket. 

	Inside her office, Cameron closed the door behind him. She winked before she sat at her desk and that got him more than curious. He took one of the leather chairs before her desk, tablet still in his hand from the meeting.

	“You’ll find this case interesting,” she started, pulling up something unseen on her laptop. “Okay. Woman wins the lottery. She calls up a friend to celebrate.”

	“Names? For clarity?”

	“Jessica is the lottery winner, Fran is the friend. Both aged twenty-eight. That help?”

	“Immensely.”

	Amber cleared her throat and continued. “Fran comes over and they get really plowed. Vodka. Expensive vodka. Which sounds like a rip-off to me. It’s made from potatoes and potatoes are cheap.”

	Cameron made a rolling motion with his hand.

	“Anyway. According to Jessica, she passed out, woke up bound and gagged. Fran and her boyfriend were both present. The boyfriend obviously invited over to assist. Jessica eventually gets loose, and guess what?”

	“Lottery ticket had vanished.”

	“Correct. She called the cops, and now her friend Fran (not so much a friend amirite?) and her boy Roger, vanished.”

	“Didn’t cash in the ticket?”

	“Not yet.”

	“Huh.” Cameron rubbed his chin in thought. “Seems there’s missing details.”

Amber grinned salaciously. “You are a man for the deets.”

	“I am.”

	She looked to her laptop and tapped. “From her written and signed testimony, ‘I woke up on the floor, face down. My hands were tied behind me, my feet tied together and attached to my hands. Cloth had been stuffed into my mouth and two bandannas were wrapped around my face really tight. Fran and Roger were on the sofa laughing at me’”

	Cameron waited a beat. “That’s it?”

	“Sorry, she didn’t detail what she was wearing at the time. But she did mention she found out the big lottery news right when she came home from work. Since she does business sales at an engineering company, she was probably wearing stylish office attire.”

	“I’m picturing this better, now. Does the report say how she got loose?”

	Amber scanned her screen. “Yes. Says it took her an hour, but she managed to scoot and crawl to her bedroom, where she keeps a knife in her nightstand. Presumably for protection. Hmmm. Police jotted down she had abrasions on her wrists and ankles, corroborating her account.”

	“Interesting. So why’d she call our law office?”

	“She wants to sue friend Fran when she cashes in that ticket.”

	Cameron laughed. “That won’t work. The money goes to the bearer, and it’s only Jessica’s word that Fran was at her house and tied her up. Even if we have Jessica on camera at the 7-11 purchasing the ticket, Fran could say she gave it to her. Definitely something fishy about this mess.”

	“So the big question remains: Do you want to hogtie me and steal my lottery ticket this weekend? Like Saturday?”

	“I don’t have other plans.”

	Amber shot him a shocked and hurt face, mouth open. “So, if someone sets up a game of D&D, you’d show up with your dice and figures?”

	“Hey, it sounds like you’re belittling the greatest TTRPG of all time. I shan’t have you dishonoring Gary Gygax.”

	“I don’t know who that is, but maybe I’ll make other plans, since my proposal doesn’t sound all that appealing.”

	“Let’s not get too hasty.”

	Amber plucked her phone from her desktop. “I’m texting Genevieve. She’s always up for fun on a moment’s notice.”

	“Okay! Okay! I’d love to hogtie you. And gag you! Jeeze! Touchy!”

	Amber sat her phone down. “Much better. In fact, there’s more to this. I have a friend who’s a pro dom. I called her last night.”

	Cameron’s eyebrows raised. “This has never been mentioned.”

	“And I just recently mentioned our shenanigans to her. She told me it was about time I came out of the subbie closet and had some subbie fun.”

	“She sounds smart. I like her already.”

	“Her name’s Lyra. I haven’t seen her in months. But I would like to invite her over. She’s up for re-enacting the case, but she wants to have a meeting with all of us first. Tomorrow night.”

	“Oh. Okay. I don’t have other plans for tomorrow, either.”

	Amber laughed. “That sounds like you’re in favor? Maybe?”

	“Provisionally.”

	“Fine,” sighed Amber. “So, you might have reservations about someone else tying me up?”

	“Considering that whole kidnapping thing we did with Landon—”

	“Right, right, and that was a lot of fun. So, I thought it was a no-brainer to bring along a friend of mine.”

	“You just caught me off-guard. That’s all. I’m very intrigued.”

◆◆◆

	Cameron had planned to arrive at Amber’s apartment early. He was early. But Lyra was already there. Apparently, she wanted to get there before him. Or Amber had told her a different time. He was already a little nervous. He quickly realized he wasn’t in control of the situation. At all. But—

	Lyra, seated on the sofa and visible from the door, where he now stood feeling awkward, was a stunner. A killer, wide smile with luscious lips. A mane of black hair, tits a stretch bigger than Amber’s, her skin a Mediterranean tawny.

	“Cameron, this is Lyra,” introduced Amber.

	Lyra stood and greeted Cameron with a hug. Also unexpected. “Pleasure,” she said, breaking the brief embrace.

	“Likewise,” Cameron replied. “I thought you’d be dressed different.” He immediately regretted saying that, feeling stupid.

	Lyra blinked and her smile disappeared. “You don’t like what I’m wearing?”

	His gaffe had been magnified and Cameron felt like turning around and crawling away. Lyra filled her tight jeans with sexual perfection. Her sandals had been left at the door and she stood barefoot, toenails gleaming crimson. Her black tank top was how he noticed her breasts from the door. “I dunno, Amber said dom and I just pictured black leather…” Cameron felt he was digging a hole and should just shut up.

	Lyra’s expression, brow hardened a bit, became stern. Offended, maybe? She said, “You didn’t show up in leather. And you’re a dom.”

	With peripheral vision he caught Amber’s eyes bouncing from him to Lyra as they conversed. He recognized the straight line of her lips as signaling her stress. Great, now he was giving Amber anxiety. “Yeah, you’re right, that was just silly of me. Just forget I—”

	Lyra slapped him in the arm and laughed. “I’m fucking with you! Relax. I know you don’t really think I go shopping or visiting friends in leather gear. You’re a little nervous about this whole thing.” She took him by the arm she’d slapped and guided him to the sofa and said to Amber, “How about getting him a drink or something?”

	“You had me going, there,” said Cameron.

	“And you are a true player, I hear. Amber told me all about the roleplay kidnapping you guys did. So it kinda shocked me you walked in here like a kid on his first day of school.”

	Cameron shook his head. “Yeah. Meeting someone new can sometimes throw me. Me and Landon are old pals. A trusted friend. That all went off like clockwork. And…I don’t know you.”

	“Don’t trust Amber’s taste in friends?” Lyra’s eyebrows went up.

	Cameron knew Amber listened from the kitchen. “Okay, you’re right. I should fully trust her instincts. And I guess I didn’t. I came in here a little suspicious. And I shouldn’t have.”

	She patted him on the shoulder. “Feel better now?”

	“Yes. I do.” Cameron didn’t feel completely at ease and didn’t like the was Lyra had taken control of the situation right from the get-go. Her being so beautiful didn’t help, either. That was part of why he felt intimidated. He knew this. He had to deal with it because he’d love to watch her tie up and gag his girlfriend.

	Amber handed Cameron a tumbler of whiskey and ice and he sipped twice, thankful.

	“Everyone getting along?” Amber asked.

	Lyra laughed. “Yes! Cameron’s a sweetie. He didn’t stalk in here like he owns the place. The ones that have to rule the roost at all times are the jerks with little dicks and should be kicked to the curb pronto.” She patted Cameron’s arm. “He’s not like that.”

	“Thanks,” said Cameron. He wasn’t entirely sure if that was a compliment or a sly cut. But Lyra was disarming and charming. He decided to sit back and go with the flow. Amber and Lyra knew each other and had been friends for years. He’d knew better than to poke a stick in friendships that far predated their relationship.

	Amber sat on the loveseat, allowing the other two the sofa.

	Lyra said, “Shall we have the talk? The no-obligation, open conversation about what we all want out of a little play? And what we don’t want?”

	“That’s how these things usually go, right?” said Amber.

	“That’s the way they should go. Too often people just start the hanky panky and then someone gets a finger in a hole they don’t want and then they get mad and that sours the whole thing.”

	Cameron chuckled and cut it short. Who the hell says “hanky panky?” Or “pronto?” He was more amused at that than anything. “That all sounds perfectly reasonable.”

	“You guys didn’t do that the last time?” asked Lyra.

	“Well, me and Cameron talked everything over beforehand,” said Amber, “but I wanted some things to be a surprise. That was a big part of it for me. Landon wasn’t part of the, uh, pregame talk.”

	“Well,” Lyra started, “everything was all fun, right? That’s what you said.”

	“We had safe signals,” chipped in Cameron.

	“Good,” nodded Lyra. Cameron caught from her tone that she meant, well that’s the fucking minimum.

	“Well, things got a little harder and stricter than I had in mind,” Amber continued, “but that was part of the thrill of it. Being kidnapped and played with like a doll. Being at their mercy was a total thrill.”

	“Well, in the future, please get all the players in on a nice, long pregame conversation. You can set limits without laying out every single little detail.”

	Amber nodded, rapt as if listening to a sage of wisdom. Cameron never got that look.

	“Amber you should start, being the submissive. You already laid out the scene for me and it sounds pretty mild. But what’s some things that you don’t want to happen?”

	“Um…” she flushed.

	“Come on now, honey,” said Lyra. “You had two guys play with your parts as you were tied up in a hardcore position in a garage. If you can do that, you can open up and be honest about some limits.”

	“Right. Okay. For starters, nothing in my mouth but gags. No dicks, no having me go down on you,” Amber pointed to Lyra.

	“See? That wasn’t so hard. No judgement. Right, Cameron?”

	“Right on.” He was a little disappointed, but he wasn’t expecting a BJ for this weekend’s session, anyway. But this was filed away for a future discussion. He truly loved having his cock sucked by a woman all tied up.

	“Cameron, you go next. What do you not want me to do to Amber?”

	He gave it some thought. “No butt stuff.”

	Amber giggled.

	“What?” Cameron was a little miffed at the giggle. “I’m not into buttholes and don’t want to see anything going in there. Or anything like that.”

	Lyra looked at Amber. “You shouldn’t laugh at his open honesty.”

	“Sorry. ‘Butt stuff.’ It was the phrasing more than anything. Lyra, what’s something you don’t want?”

	“Okay, nothing from my fellow dom. No pats on my ass, no boob grabbing, no surprise kisses. Nothing. We’re a team, or you’re the voyeur in this case, so no liberties are to be taken.”

	Cameron sipped his whiskey and nodded. “Cool.”

	“I’m cool with you having a few liberties with me,” said Amber to Lyra.

	Cameron liked the idea, but didn’t want to seem to eager and said nothing.

	“Okay,” replied Lyra. “What sort of liberties are we talking about? This wasn’t mentioned until now.”

	“Um, touching me. Everywhere except the butthole, I guess. I know this wasn’t part of the case we’re basing this on, but an orgasm at the end would be nice.”

	“Great. This feels a little strange coming from a friend I didn’t know was into this until recently. But I must admit, I thought about it sometimes.”

	Amber grinned. “So, you fantasized about tying me up and doing things to me?”

	Cameron was surprised to see Lyra look embarrassed, casting her eyes to the floor. “Yes, sometimes.” She looked back up, her smile beaming. “I hope that doesn’t make you uncomfortable. I think, besides you being hot, I make have picked up on your subbie vibe with my BDSM radar.”

	Both of the women chuckled.

	Cameron was getting excited for the weekend play. Seeing Lyra vulnerable, just for a second, eased his anxiety. He drained his whiskey glass. “Excuse me for a sec.” He stood and went to the kitchen to pour a little more.

	Lyra picked up where the conversation had been broken by the confession. “So, about your orgasm. Fingers? Toys?”

	“I’ll leave that for the dom to decide. I just want to have big fireworks at the end.”

	Lyra clapped and laughed. “This is going to be so much fun!”

	Cameron called from the kitchen, only separated by a counter wall with bar stools, “Anyone need anything?”

	The women declined. As Cameron turned, he caught Lyra giving Amber a wink. What did that mean? He determined to not mention it. The drink would further soothe his nerves.

	“So, anything else?” asked Lyra as he sat down.

	“I’m good with everything,” he replied.

	“One more thing,” said Amber. “No smacking or slapping me in the face. I’m just not into that.”

	“Noted,” said Lyra. 

◆◆◆

	For Cameron, Friday took forever to arrive. There was nothing but office contact with Amber in the intervening three days. They only talked small, but she targeted him with winks and blown kisses. The anticipation drove him a little nuts.

	He buried himself in the work, and he finished up a brief he’d been toiling over by four thirty. He emailed the doc to the partners and split for the day. No one would raise an eyebrow on a Friday. He had finished his work ahead of time, and was taking home a few hours to bill from home on Sunday. Nature of the beast, working in a law office and eyeballing a path to becoming a partner in the firm.

	Once home, there was still a little more waiting to be done. He busied himself with a shower, making dinner (he whipped up some beef stroganoff—he prided himself at being a decent cook, and the ladies always loved it) and threw in a quick wank. He feared being in a corner with a raging boner for tonight’s voyeuristic play. He knew he would get aroused no matter what he did, but releasing some of that horny would dull the edge. He assumed (hoped) that Amber would have the energy for a little sex after Lyra left for the night. If not, another wank would be in order or sleep would be impossible. 

	At last, Cameron departed, an overnight bag in hand. Also, whiskey. He shouldn’t drink Amber’s all the time. He parked on the street a block from her downtown apartment building.

	At Amber’s door, he inhaled a long breath. Lyra did make him a little nervous. She had been super-friendly for their pregame meeting. Why nerves, then? He knew once he got in there, added a drink to the mix, everything would be fine. More than just fine, he hoped.

	Lyra opened the door. She smiled and hugged him. “We’re going to have so much fun!”

	She wore a white tank and her nips poked through the fabric. Her skirt hung to her knees and was patterned plaid, green and black. Her sandals sat near the coat rack with her midriff jacket hung. Stylish. She really had it all. Cameron admired her. And had a big case of lust for her, too, naturally. But she was a dom. He knew they would never get along in the sex department, but the thought of roping up a dom was one of his pocket fantasies.

	Amber was in the kitchen. “I’m fixing you a whiskey.”

	“I have a bottle with me, too.”

	Lyra eyed him with a smirk. “Plan on some heavy drinking, are we?”

	“No, no. I just need to replenish her supply. Since it’s mostly for me, anyway.”

	Lyra took him by the arm and led him to the easy chair. “This is your throne. We moved the coffee table so your girlfriend has plenty of room to be bound and gagged on the floor and you have the best seat in the house.”

	Cameron placed a hand over his chest. “You ladies honor me.”

	Lyra giggled. “Sit, you. Maybe after you ditch your bag.”

	Cameron drifted to the kitchen, kissed Amber, and set the bottle on the counter. Amber still had work clothes on, sans jacket. Her red surplice halter top draped over her skirt, which fell to her knees. Cameron loved her in red. Her feet were bare on the cool tile of the kitchen, toenails gleaming with black polish beneath the screen of her pantyhose. He continued to the bedroom where he unloaded his overnight bag. He returned to seat himself upon his prepared “throne.” Lyra was no longer in the living room. The tumbler of whiskey on the rocks lay ready at the little corner table beside. He sipped.

	Amber came over, nerves evident in her forehead wrinkles. “Okay. So. We’ve decided to do a little acting. I know I’ll feel silly. But promise you won’t laugh.”

	“Not even a snicker?”

	“No.”

	“A tiny smirk?”

	“You’re not helping.”

	Cameron patted his thigh. “Sit, thespian.”

	Amber released an exasperated puff and lowered herself to the offered thigh.

	“You’re not doing this to impress anyone. You’re doing it because you thought it would be fun. And now you have nerves because you think bringing this fantasy to life might make me, or maybe Lyra, giggle?”

	“Yeah. I thought it would be pure fun. Now, I don’t know. Maybe I should ask her to just tie me up without the role-playing bit.”

	“I think you’ll regret that. I mean, do whatever you like. Do whatever you’re comfortable with. But you had no trouble acting in front of me and Landon.”

	She looked to the window behind him. The curtains were closed. She stared in thought for a small moment. “That was different. Landon was a stranger, so I didn’t care what he thought. Second, all I had to do was act like a scared damsel. That’s just a no-brainer.”

	“You had fun. Right?”

	“Yes! It was a blast. Here, I think because I plan to act all super happy because I won the lottery…it’s just different. You might think I’m silly.”

	“It should be an easy part, and genuine. I mean,” Cameron dropped his voice low, “does it feel like you won the lottery having your pretty dom friend tie you up?”

	She tilted her head in thought. A smirk followed. Then a grin. “Yeah. You sorta nailed that. Funny how we’ve kinda crushed on one another and never said a damn thing. And just a little texting and a meeting and look…it’s happening.”

	Cameron stroked her pantyhose-wrapped thigh lovingly. “If you can’t be a little silly in front of your friends and lovers, well, you’ll need new friends and lovers.”

	“Listen to the philosopher preaching from his philosophy throne.” She kissed him, allowing it to linger longer than Cameron had expected.

	Two sharp claps startled them from their kiss. Lyra: “Hey, you two, that wasn’t discussed in the pregame chat. She’s mine for the night Prince Kissy Face.”

	“Fine,” said Cameron. “Remove thyself from the throne!” he said with drama.

	Amber got up and hugged Lyra tightly. “I’m so glad we’re doing this.”

	Lyra patted her back affectionately. “Me, too. We’ll have such fun!”

	Amber held her friend out at arm’s length by her shoulders. “We will!”

	“Shall we begin? I’ll wait in the hall for your call.” Lyra went to the door and slipped on her sandals.

	Cameron kept his eyes on Amber, but his attention remained with Lyra through peripheral vision. Lyra plucked her jacket from the stand, donned it with unthought, natural grace, and waggled her fingers at the two before making her exit.

	Amber faced Cameron, who took another small pull of the whiskey, draining the glass. 

	“This will be fun, right?” Amber asked.

	“It will be a blast. He stood with his glass of ice. “From here on out, I’ll serve myself.”

	“That’s fine.”

	“Hey, aren’t you supposed to be drinking vodka right now?”

	“You’re right. But I’m not going to get shitfaced like in the police report.”

	“Good call.” Cameron refilled his glass.

Amber came in and filled a shot glass, and down it went. She pulled a disgusted face. “Ugh. Let’s get some OJ.” She downed the whole screwdriver. Cameron went to the kitchen to make her another.

	As he set it on the dining room table, Amber had her phone to her ear, smiling broadly. “Oh my god! Ohmygod! Ohmygod-ohmygod-ohmygod!” She bounced on the floor and screamed an intelligible stream of words. A hand over her chest, she brought her breathing back down a notch. “I just won the Lotto!”

	Cameron sat on his throne and grinned at her performance. Amber had mentioned she minored in drama at college, and some days she wished she would have pursued the arts instead of law. To Cameron, she just pulled this emotion right out of her ass like a magician with a rabbit.

	Now she was jumping up and swinging her phone-free arm in circles. Actress, absolutely. Dancer…maybe not.

	After a few minutes of this, Lyra entered. And it started all over again, but with them both screaming and howling and hugging. The hugging turned to spinning together, and they collapsed onto the sofa laughing.

	“Let me make us drinks, Doll,” said Lyra as she launched from the sofa into the kitchen.

	Amber gazed dreamily at the ceiling. “First thing tomorrow, a new car. What should I get?”

	“Whatever you want,” said Lyra as she mixed drinks, stirrer clinking on glass.

	“Yeah. Whatever I want.”

	Lyra came in with a big smile and two screwdrivers. “To no more worries!” she toasted.

	Amber repeated the toast and they clinked their glasses a little too hard and a dollop fell to the sofa. The women paused, looked to one another, then cackled loudly.

	“Go!” shouted Lyra.

	They chugged their drinks. And laughed more.

	Lyra took the glasses back to the kitchen. Cameron watched Amber’s eyes glued to Lyra’s ass as she walked. “More?”

	“Yeah!” cheered Amber.

	They repeated the bit. This time Lyra didn’t return with fresh drinks.

	“Hey,” said Amber. “More.”

	“Slow down, Doll. You might want to remember tonight.”

	Amber giggled. They chatted about what to do with this Niagara Falls of money. Cameron could tell she was pretty drunk. She imbibed four drinks. She should be. Her speech got more and more slurred. Her lids drooped.

	Cameron leaned forward on his elbows. He’d never seen her this drunk. He had seen her four drinks down before.

	Amber lolled her head onto Lyra’s shoulder, talking softly and wholly unclearly. She stopped talking, mid-word, and her eyes closed. Lyra smiled at the unconscious lottery winner. She stood and pulled the inert Amber by her armpits to the floor and arranged her face-down. Lyra crossed her limp hands at the small of her back.

	The scene finally clicked with Cameron. They acted like Lyra had spiked her drink! This was unexpected. He found the little surprise arousing. Was it a commentary on how Amber thought the case really went down? He planned to stay on his throne and see.

	Lyra pulled rope from her huge leather purse. She spun it from its coil, and set about binding the sleeping Amber’s crossed wrists. Once the knot was tied, she looked to Amber’s ass and grinned devilishly. She squeezed a cheek, which was followed with several love spanks. 

	The next rope to emerge from the purse was longer and encircled her ankles. After the knot, Lyra took the long remaining ends and looped them through the cinch at her wrists, bringing her heels to her ass. The hogtie was complete. Cameron stared intently at Amber’s soles in the pantyhose. He loved that. Lyra stood over her captive and grinned. A smile of triumph.

	Two bandannas were extracted from her purse, one red, the other a light blue. Lyra lifted Amber’s head by her hair and stuffed a balled-up blue bandanna into her parted lips. Once all the cloth was pushed beyond her teeth, Lyra straddled her from behind and tied the other bandanna over the stuffing. She gently rested Amber’s head to the side and knotted it behind her head, brushing stray hairs so they wouldn’t be caught in the knot.

	Cameron loved seeing Amber hogtied and (essentially) barefoot. Lyra straddling her added to the effect. She had been totally subdued and rendered helpless.

	Lyra moved to the opposite side of Amber, sat cross-legged and playfully squeezed her butt again. Amber’s eyes fluttered and she weakly moaned. Her eyes opened up completely and she looked around, confused. She grunted. She tried to move, tugging hands which were connected to her ankles. Amber’s eyes popped wide in shock as she realized she was thoroughly tied up and gagged.

	Lyra smacked her butt to hasten her trip to full awareness.

“Mmmph!”

	“Hey there, bestie, wakey wakey!”

	Amber tried to communicate, to verbally express her displeasure at her situation, but her mouth was full of cloth and there was little hope in dislodging it. Her brow hardened.

	“So, I always knew our friendship would run its course. And it has. I hate to let anything like a few million dollars get between us, but, that’s the way things are.”

	Amber’s eyes shifted about the room, then landed on Lyra again. The anger gave way to hurt.

	Lyra propped up Amber’s chin with her fingers. “Look, doll, we had a good run. A great one, even. But it’s time to let go. Especially, let go of that lottery ticket. Now, where is it?”

	Amber shook her head.

	“I can only be nice for so long. You’re in no position to bargain. Let’s just get this over the quick way. Tell me where you hid that ticket. And I won’t get all mean to that hot little bod of yours.”

	“Mmmph!”

	“Okay, I understand you can’t chat too well right now. But if you nod your head I’ll remove the gag and you can spell out the details for me. ‘K?”

	Amber shook her head emphatically.

	Lyra cupped Amber’s face in her hands, her eyes lit with a burning determination. And desire. “You don’t understand. I have the whole weekend to encourage you to reveal the whereabouts of that ticket. I could tear apart your apartment, but I’d rather toy with your bound body. You’re going to make this fun for me. I appreciate that. And I’m not a total monster. I plan to give you a hundred thousand out of the prize money. A small percentage, for sure. But you could buy yourself a new car, or just take off work for a year and go someplace nice. So, what do you say, huh? I don’t want to smack you around all weekend, but I am mentally prepared for that.”

	Amber shook her head, anger in her crinkled eyebrows again.

	“Well, this will be fun for me. Not so much for you. In fact, I’m going to call Roger.”

	Amber’s eyes got big again.

	“Maybe I’ll let him fuck you until you spill the beans. He likes it rough, as I’ve confided in the past.” She stroked Amber’s hair. “You already denied yourself the easy way.”

	Lyra plucked her phone from her purse and her thumbs did the texting dance.

	Cameron’s phone chimed. Wait…did she…? In a situation like this, he would never even consider a glance at his phone, no matter how it beeped at him. But the timing here was too coincidental. He leaned forward and pulled his phone from his back pocket. From an unknown number: You’re Roger. If you like, head outside, wait 10 minutes, then knock. He looked to Lyra, who gave him a wink.

	Another pleasant surprise! He was about to get involved. He stood and passed the two. He quietly put on his shoes and exited the apartment into the hall. After closing the door he looked to the time to make sure he knew when the ten minutes was up. He also took a moment to add Lyra’s number to his contacts.

	He strolled the building’s hallway. It was an older place, restored to its former gothic glory a dozen years back. Amber loved older architecture and had fallen in love with the place. She had moved here once she scored her job at the firm. She loved being able to walk the several blocks to work.

	With a few minutes to kill, Cameron walked down to the elevators. They had traditional brass cages, ornately decorated in sharp curved patterns that reminded him of church stained glass.

	Cameron checked his phone. Only three minutes had passed. Anticipation was the surest way to slow down a clock. He hated leaving the tableaux of his girlfriend hogtied on the floor, but a small price to pay for a surprise role in the action. What was he supposed to do, anyway? He thought back to the police report that had inspired all this. But there were no details about his role. He would take cues from Lyra, that was the deal for the evening. But in their evolved scenario, there was no need for more bondage trappings. Lyra had come over fully prepared. So, was he there to just assist with getting Amber to tell them where the ticket was? He’d let Lyra lead and just have fun.

	And he had to remember his name was Roger. Amber played the role of Jessica. Lyra as Fran. It just hit him that Fran was such a plain name for an exotic woman like Lyra. She was miscast.

	Camron checked time on his phone again. He sighed and smiled. Just two more minutes to go. He dawdled by the elevators for the remaining time. Being shut out of the apartment where all the delicious action was happening was kinda killing him. And he could use another whiskey.

	He walked at a controlled, leisurely pace back to Amber’s door and knocked.

	The door opened and Lyra grabbed him in a tight hug. A nice hug, her voluminous breasts pressed tightly to his chest. “I have a little surprise for you.”

	“Okay. Where’s Jessica?” His question was answered as soon as he crossed the threshold. Lyra had been at work during his brief absence. Amber was still hogtied on the floor, but now her elbows were tightly bound so they touched. And a wrap had been added over her already effective gag. It looked like a long, stretchy bandage had been used to encircle her head and mouth about half a dozen times. She looked angry, eyes boring into him.

	“Whoah,” said Cameron. “Um…so what’s going on?”

	“Don’t be alarmed. She’s fine, just a little drunk and uncooperative at the moment.”

	“So…?”

	“So,” she took Cameron by the hand and led him over to the hogtied Amber, “she has the winning Lotto ticket and wouldn’t tell me where it is.”

	Cameron feigned an evil smile. “You need some help getting her to give us the ticket?” He drew in a breath. “We’re rich?”

	“After a little encouragement, we’ll have the ticket and we’ll be so goddamn fucking rich.”

	Cameron pumped his fist and hugged Lyra fiercely. “Damn I love you so much!”

	“I love you too!”

	This hug was better than the last one.

	The embrace broken, they looked to their helpless captive. “Any ideas?” asked Lyra.

	Cameron held his chin in consideration. “Pull down her pants and spank her ass.”

	“That’s a nice place to start.” She kneeled by Amber’s butt, where her hands and feet almost met: bound feet hovering just below her ass, hands at the top of her butt. Lyra looked back to Cameron. “You just want to see her butt, don’t you?”

	With a hand over his chest in mock offence, he replied, “I’m insulted you would think such a thing. I’m just here to get the money.” He looked down to Amber. “Nothing personal. We would like to be unimaginably rich. Surely you understand.”

	Amber glared, eyes cold as diamonds in the snow.

	Lyra unzipped the back of her red skirt and began ooching it down her thighs as Amber wriggled and protested through her gag. The extra wrap muffled her quite well. Cameron loved the feeble sounds of her indignation. Amber’s round ass, now covered in pantyhose and a rather plain pair of black panties, wriggled. Lyra and Cameron both gazed for a moment before the final bit of unveiling. Lyra at last gripped the waistband of the pantyhose slid them down her thighs. The panties followed. Cameron loved her round ass that shifted uncomfortably. 

	“Hold her hands and feet clear of the spanking area,” said Lyra.

	Cameron happily seated himself beside Amber and placed a knee to the side of her ass and pulled her tethered limbs to him, opening the path for spanks.

	“Last chance, Jessica, doll. This is gonna hurt. You gonna tell me anything about that ticket?”

	Amber remained stoic. She made no move to respond. Her glare was resolute.

	Lyra looked to Cameron, winked, raised her hand high, and quick as a snake she slapped the waiting, naked butt.

	“Mmmph!”

	A pink handprint formed as Cameron watched.

	Lyra gritted her teeth in what looked like evil glee, repeated the spank, but this time there was no pause. Again. Again. Again, again, again, and more.

	Every time Cameron felt the jolt of Amber’s response through her body as he held onto her for the ordeal. Really, just the opening salvo of the ordeal. Amber’s butt was now reddened. He knew she wouldn’t relent at a hand spanking. She could take quite a bit. Cameron loved her muffled yelps that accompanied each strike. The way her ass flesh rippled.

	Lyra didn’t break a sweat, but she paused. She leaned over to grip Amber’s face, hand beneath her chin. “I’m not fooling around here. You think we’ll just get tired and leave? I can spank your pert, perfect ass all night long. I like it. And you can’t do a thing about it.”

	The sound of flesh slapping flesh on repeat filled the apartment again, Amber’s moans a melody resulting from the skin-to-skin percussion.

	After that round, Cameron released his hold on her to look into Amber’s eyes, now filled with tears. One slid down her cheek, absorbed by the bandage gag. Lyra really put her strength behind the spanking. Her ass now shone scarlet, tiny dots of busted blood vessels bloomed.

	“My bestie is tougher than I thought,” said Lyra. “But I’ve been pretty easy on her. I brought along some things.”

	“Like?”

	“I have this glass dick that I can heat up in the oven. With an oven mitt I can ram it up her ass.”

	“Mmmmmmmph!”

	Cameron cackled. “Well, let’s stick to things that won’t leave her permanently damaged.”

	“For now.”

	“Sure, for now. But I’m really excited to get my hands on all that money.”

	“We’ll get it. Actually, we can just leave her like this all night long. She’ll be cramping so bad by morning she’ll be singing the tune we want to hear.” Lyra bunched her lips in a hard thinking expression. “But that’s not much fun. I have nipple clamps.”

	“Yes!”

	Lyra arched an eyebrow. “Now you want to see her titties.”

	“Oh, come on! That was a trap!”

	“You sounded awfully excited.”

	“Because I thought it was a great idea. And it might work. Maybe she has really sensitive nips.”

	Lyra stood. “We’ll find out.”

	Cameron wondered what else was in that purse. It seemed like a Bag of Holding from D&D: endless storage.

	Lyra now held a tiny suede bag. She pulled out two screw-clamps. “With these, we can add pressure as we like.”

	“Awesome.”

	“Go ahead, Boob Man, get her tits out for me.”

	“Only because you asked. Not because I’m excited to see them.”

	“Umm-hmmm,” muttered Lyra as she shot him a suspicious look.

	Cameron rolled Amber to her side. Her face was damp with sweat and the streak of a tear. Damn, and they just started. He lifted the top from her waist up to her armpits. Her black bra was nothing fancy. He flipped the cups down, revealing her perky, firm breasts. He wanted to grab them, knead them, but he had a role to play. He was Roger here with jealous girlfriend Fran and her best friend Jessica hogtied. He was enjoying this roleplay so far, despite being under the command of dom Lyra. She didn’t lord it over him. He liked that. It felt more like teamwork, with her as captain, not a dominatrix extreme.

	Amber tried to shift away from the approaching clamp. Cameron gripped her shoulders, holding her steady. Lyra, an expert, went for her lowest breast, her right, first cupping her tit and massaging her nipple to fully erect. Once available for the clamp, Lyra slipped it on as Amber squirmed. She tightened it, squishing that poor nipple.

	“Mmmmmm-mmmmmmph!” Amber shook her head from side-to side.

	“One more. You only have two nipples, otherwise I would add more.” The next clamp was affixed to her left nipple. Again, screwed down and eliciting more muffled verbal mutterings from their captive.

	Cameron half-expected Amber to use the safe signal. This looked painful. Her nipples grew red as he watched.

	Lyra cupped both breasts. “These can get a lot tighter. Or they can come off. What do you think?”

	Amber’s eyes were squeezed shut. One leaked a tiny tear.

	Lyra released her breasts and smacked one.

	“Mmmmph!”

	“You’re in for a long, long night, doll,” said Lyra, sugar in her voice.

	Amber’s eyes opened again, looking to Lyra, then Cameron.

	“I believe she’s ready to talk. Maybe. That right?”

	At first, Amber didn’t respond.

	Lyra smacked her other tit.

	After her muffled cry, Amber nodded.

	“You want to tell us something?”

	She nodded vigorously.

	Lyra to Cameron: “Go ahead and take out the gag.”

	Cameron felt Amber’s body relax a little, leaning on him. He reached for the end of the bandage wrap, tucked beneath the whole bundle, and pulled. He unspun the bandage until Amber’s face was free. Pink stripes remained above her other gag. It had been very, very tight. Cameron untied the knot of the bandanna behind her head. After setting that cloth, soggy in the middle, to the floor, Amber maneuvered the stuffing from her mouth with her tongue. It plopped wet to the floor audibly. She breathed in and out with relief. She looked pretty exhausted.

	Lyra stroked her cheek gently. “You have something to say? Would you like to be free of those clamps? The ropes?”

	Amber inhaled a long breath. “Bedroom. Nightstand. In a book. Just in between the pages.”

	“Which book? You’re quite a reader, I bet you have several in that nightstand. Maybe a dozen.”

	“I forget the title. I’m a little stressed here.”

	“Oh. I can wait.”

	Amber licked her lips. “Or you can flip open every book there. I can’t think straight with these damn clips on my tits.”

	“All right then.”

	“You’ll take them off?” Amber looked hopeful.

	“No. I’ll look for the ticket in your books. I’ll remove the offending bits of metal once I have that little ticket in my hands.”

	Amber groaned.

	Lyra stood, told Cameron, “Don’t you be having any mercy on her while I’m gone.”

	Cameron nodded.

	“And no groping.”

	“Fine.”

	Lyra walked down the hallway.

	“Hey, look,” said Amber, her big eyes pleading.

	Cameron replied, “What?”

	“The ticket’s not in there. It’s not in the apartment. Ditch her, untie me, and I’ll give you two thirds of the take.”

	Cameron couldn’t help but grin at Amber’s commitment to the game. “Right. Sure you will.”

	“That bitch is nuts! I was her best friend and she betrayed me in a heartbeat as soon as she found out I had a boatload of cash coming. Look what she’s done! And she’ll do it to you.”

	“I can’t get you untied in time to just split, anyway. But nice try.”

	“I know. But she has a gun and handcuffs in her purse. I saw.”

	Cameron’s eyebrows went up.

	“Get the gun. Do you really want to be under her thumb? Or have her ditch you when she gets the ticket? She will. You know she will.”

	Cameron paused. He reached for Lyra’s purse on the floor. It was open. The pistol was obvious, the silver grip peeking from a pocket. He looked to Amber again, one hand still on the purse. “Timeout.” That was the safeword. “Is she down for this?”

	Amber grinned and said, “Yeah. This game could go several ways. She said she hasn’t been tied up in a long time and sorta needs it. The gun’s a replica that doesn’t even shoot blanks. It’s nothing but dead metal. Looks real, though.”

	Cameron thought. This was a fine opportunity to get the gorgeous Lyra all bound and gagged. “You’re cool with this?” he whispered.

	“Get that bitch. She was more harsh than I thought she would be. Damn, these fucking clamps.”

	“Time in.” Cameron pulled the prop gun and the cuffs from Lyra’s purse and positioned himself in the kitchen. When Lyra emerged from the hall, it was the perfect spot to surprise her.

	He waited.

	Lyra cursed in the bedroom.

	Any second now.

	She came stomping down the hall, “You thought I was rough before.”

	As she stepped near Cameron grabbed a fistful of her hair and jabbed the gun to her ribs. She yelped in surprise. “Hey!”

	“What do you have this, for, huh?”

	“Let go of me!”

	“No! Answer me! Were you going to end her once she gave you the ticket?”

	“Never!”

	“How about me? Were you going to end the other witness? Take all the cash for yourself?”

	“Baby. I love you, baby. I would never, ever—”

	“What is it for, then?” He pulled her hair, causing her body to jolt against his. This gave Cameron the charge he was looking for. Being in control of a dominatrix was a special sauce for his libido. And she’d been ordering him around the whole time. This was just…so extra.

	“It was a last resort to get her to tell me where the ticket was. I would never shoot her. Or you. Or anyone. C’mon, baby.”

	“You’re a liar. And look at what you did to your best friend of years. Years! We’ve only been together eight months. You would have ditched me, too.” Cameron released her hair and pulled the cuffs from his back pocket. “Let’s get your hands behind you.”





Chapter 2

Lyra




Cameron walked Lyra, hands cuffed behind her, to the bedroom.

“This is ridiculous. We could have all the millions and you’re blowing it.”

“You mean you would have the millions. I can’t believe all this time, it took this crazy business—you cruelly betraying your friend—for me to see who you really are.”

Inside the bedroom, he forced Lyra to sit on the chair by the vanity. “I don’t understand!” she cried. “I did all of this for us!”

Cameron pointed to the gun in his hand. “This is loaded. That tells me everything I need to know.”

“I—”

Cameron clamped his hand over her plump lips, and relished the feeling. “No more out of you. Nothing. Understand?”

Lyra nodded.

Cameron let go of her lips and left the bedroom.

Lyra called after him, “Come on! Baby!”

Cameron grabbed Lyra’s large, bottomless purse and dug about. He found a ballgag. Perfect. It would look so good with Lyra’s lips around it. And another coil of rope. He marched back and found Lyra standing, hands still manacled behind her, hands in a nightstand drawer. “What are you doing? Think Amber has a gun in there?”

She yelped as Cameron grabbed her by the arm and hauled her back to the chair and sat her back down. He arranged her arms behind the chair back. “Baby, please. Roger…”

Cameron pressed the ball to her lips, which she immediately clamped shut. He aggressively pinched one of her nipples through her tank top and she cried out in surprise, just enough to shove the ball past her teeth. She shook her head in an effort to dislodge it. With a strap in either hand he pulled back hard, craning her head back. Unable to shake much, he managed to buckle it over her hair. Some of her raven dark hair got caught in the struggle, but she wouldn’t stop moving. He didn’t care if the gag business pulled on her hair. Her pleadings, blessedly, were now a thing of the past.

He dropped to his knees to get her feet bound. She resisted, spreading her legs apart. He settled on looping a rope around one ankle and a chair leg. She mewed behind the ballgag and kicked him repeatedly with her free bare foot as he managed to get one ankle secured.

Cameron thought of getting another rope from Amber’s stash, but that would be leaving the story and roleplay. He strode into the living room, where Amber was still tightly hogtied.

“What’s going on?” she asked. “You gonna untie me? I’ve been like this forever!”

She lay on her side, the clamps still on her nipples. He needed to defy Lyra’s order of “no mercy.”

“Let me get these off you,” he said as he unscrewed the first one. Her poor nips were angry red. As the first one was cast to the floor, Amber blew air through puffed lips. Another moment and the other was off.

“That’s sooo much better. Thank you. Did you tie her up or something?”

“Yeah. I need to roll you over to get you undone.”

“No! please don’t roll me over on my tits. They’re tender and I can’t take it.”

“Fine.” He moved to her backside where he could get at the connector between her wrists and ankles. The knots were tight and it took him a bit to get things loose, but at last the connector rope was in his hands. He bunched it up sloppily, stood and went back down the hall.

“Where are you going?” called Amber. “I’m still tied up!”

Cameron ignored her. In the bedroom, Lyra glared at him over her ballgag. Cameron grinned. He grabbed her free ankle with one hand and she tugged and kicked, making it impossible for him to get rope around her. He dropped the rope and grasped her ankle with both hands and bore down with his weight and pressed her bare foot to the floor. He anchored her ankle with his knees. He managed to get the rope with his free hand and finally looped it around her ankle and the chair leg. Lyra grunted as he finished the knot. The beautiful dom was now secure. He wanted some rope around her chest, too. It would make a picturesque frame around her glorious tits.

So he returned to the living room, Amber on the floor on her side, bruised titties still out. He thought she might try hopping or crawling around now that she was not hogtied. But there she lay. Looking quite hot. And tired.

“Okay, now are you going to untie me?”

“Yeah.” He knelt behind her and worked on her elbow ropes. Certainly those were a source of her fatigue. They were tight, her elbows touching. Lyra really did a banger of a job with the expert ropework.

“Oh, thank god. I can feel blood flowing again.”

Cameron took the rope and headed back down the hall.

“Hey! How about the rest of me?”

Cameron ignored her and proceeded to the bedroom, where Lyra sat, chairbound and ballgagged. “One more thing,” he said as he split the rope, made a lark’s head, and wrapped it over her chest, above her boobs, wrapped it around her and the chair back, crisscrossed between her tits, looped it below, cinched it between her right arm and torso. The rope emphasized her generous breasts. And made her nipples stand out in high relief against the thin fabric of her tank top. Cameron admired her. And his ropework. The dom was helpless and on display. Perfect.

Back to the living room. He scooped up Amber. “Where are you taking me?” she cried. “What are you doing? Untie me!” Cameron made no reply as he carried her to the bedroom, her skirt and pantyhose and panties still around her knees, her camisole up and her tits bouncing with the motion. They passed Lyra, and Cameron plopped her on the bed. He sighed. This was taxing. Taxing, but loads of fun. He never had two bound women in the same room before. This situation was intoxicating. He planned to make the most of it. And hoped for a repeat in the near future.

He leaned on the bed, staring hard at his girlfriend, bound hand and foot, on her side. “So, you gonna tell me where the ticket is?”

“What? We can both go get it! I promised you the bigger cut.”

“Should I tie you up more, throw you in the trunk, and you shout directions?”

“No! No, that’s not how it’s going to work. You got that bitch out of the way. Now let’s you and me get the ticket and split the money. I’m not like her. She’s the one who betrayed me. She was going to do the same to you. But I’m not going to do that. I’ll give you a chunk of money just to spite her.”

“Fine.” Cameron went to the dresser, acted like he was searching for something even though he knew exactly where to look for what he needed. After the third drawer, he “discovered” bandannas. But Cameron wanted a slight change to the action. He left the bedroom for the kitchen and pulled open the junk drawer. With a roll of duct tape in hand, he returned. Lyra stared daggers at him above her ballgag as he passed. He sat on the bed next to Amber’s head. “You’re chatty, and about all the wrong things. I only need a single piece of information. Since you’re not very amendable to giving me that, may as well keep you quiet.”

“No. Why do you want me gagged, huh? More abusing me? I’m not screaming.”

“Open. You don’t want me pinching your tender nips right now.”

Amber flinched at the mention of anything else happening to her nipples. She rolled her eyes and opened her mouth. Cameron stuffed in the wadded-up bandanna. “Keep that in there,” he ordered as he ripped off a length of tape. He smoothed it over the packing and her lips. Another piece was applied diagonally over the first. The last completed the X over the first layer. He pressed the layers firmly across her lips and cheeks. He appraised his gag work and was satisfied.

Back in the living room, he picked up Lyra’s purse. There were still a couple bundles of rope lurking within. He only needed one, if it were long enough. In the bedroom, he paused by Lyra in her chair. He threw the coil of rope on the bed and took the chair by the back, leaned her backwards, and dragged her to beside the bed, her “mmmphing” all the way. He wanted to watch her for the finale of the game.

He was turning from her to pay attention to the damsel on the bed, but stopped. The rules set forth dictated he was not to fondle his fellow dom. He forgot that when he had pinched her nipple as he gagged her. She didn’t stop play nor act agitated. Regardless, nothing had been stated about getting her a little more naked. If that were out of bounds, she would signal. He stood over her, drinking in the sight of this beautiful, chairbound damsel that glared at him. She met his eyes with acrimony. Not cowed. Not one bit. He slipped a finger beneath one of her tank straps and pulled, waiting for her reaction. She continued to glare. He pulled it beneath the first rope, repeated it for her left strap. Her shoulders now bare, slightly more of the tops of her boobflesh became visible. Gripping her tank top from beneath the lowest wraps of rope he tugged until her breasts were fully revealed.

She did not clap her bound hands behind her in the safe signal.

Her tits were magnificent, as expected. Fully natural (he was ninety percent sure of this, but knew he couldn’t give them the squeeze test to be certain), rather large , pebbly areolas (but not too expansive, they were just right in Cameron’s opinion) and thick nipples that stood out, erect from the friction of the clothing removal.

He tore his stare from her tits and went to his girlfriend tied up on the bed, who watched everything, eyebrows hardened above the tape over her face.

He grabbed her bound ankles and managed to get the slipknot into the cinch. She wriggled, but didn’t fuss too much. The first part of the session had sapped a lot of her energy. He pulled her so her bare ass was at the edge of the foot of the bed, hoisted up her feet as he stepped up and stood atop the mattress. He bound her ankles to the crossbar of the high canopy. She lay on her bound hands, and her legs were together and tethered high. Her skirt had fallen to cover her ass, which he needed exposed. He picked it up, moved it to the ropes at her ankles and pushed part of the cloth beneath her bindings so it dangled there. Her panties followed suit. He wanted to cut them off of her but feared later retribution for clothing destruction. Her pantyhose remained with the waist at mid-thigh. That was hot, so he allowed them to remain. 

At the beginning of the game, he was unsure if he would get any relief from the onslaught of titillation. But here he was, unbuckling his belt and dropping his pants. Amber’s head popped up at the sound of Cameron’s zipper, and began squirming, lifting her ass from the bed by her tethered ankles. What was she hoping to accomplish? Pulling the bed canopy down?

With his pants and drawers on the floor, her took her by the hips and maneuvered her butt back to the edge of the bed as she continued to wriggle. “One way or another,” he said, “I’m a lottery winner tonight.” He peered around her legs, watching Amber shake her head furiously. “Does that mean, ‘No, not going to tell you the whereabouts of the ticket,’ or ‘No, please don’t cram your dick inside of me?’”

“Mmmph!” she cried, unable to tell him what she exactly meant.

Perfect. His right hand found her to be more than ready. The day’s events must have kept her on the edge, too. Cameron, throbbing at the sight of his girlfriend bound on the bed and her friend chairbound and topless beside, had him steely enough to drill through concrete. He maneuvered his thirsty member inside Amber.

“Mmmmph!”

With her hips in his hands, he thrusted slowly, at first, relishing the coming payoff, her sweet insides, particularly tight around him from her bondage position. He looked to Lyra, who looked back not icily as she had been the entire time she’d been bound, but now with a sparkle of amusement in her eyes. Lyra must have realized why he had dragged her chair there: for his additional viewing pleasure as he fucked Amber. Lyra shook her shoulders to and fro, jiggling her bare tits at him. This caused a heady sexual rush that had him pounding Amber hard.

Amber’s angry cries evolved to gagged moans of overstimulated pleasure.

Cameron released her hips, wrapped an arm about her thighs to remain inside her, and with his other hand placed a thumb on her button, the way she liked. He resumed thrusting as Amber’s moans pitched higher. He knew she was about to explode. She might cum before him. He kept going. And going. Her moans accelerated, her muffled staccato mews growing in volume, shortening in length. His eyes settled back to the bound and ballgagged Lyra. She caught his eyes and jiggled her tits again.

It was all over. He grunted like a crazed caveman as Amber’s body shook with her own orgasm. Her screams, buried beneath cloth and tape, reached a crescendo. She fell limp in her bonds. He stumbled back from the force of his spent rounds, gasping, clutching his chest. Dizzy.

Amber sighed.

Lyra giggled.

◆◆◆

Cameron washed his junk in the sink as Amber, naked, was about to step into the hot running water of the shower. “Clean the sink of your cock goo,” she said as she closed the shower curtain. He laughed tiredly. Amber was fastidious about her bathroom and kitchen, not so much everywhere else. He cleaned her sink before toweling himself dry and digging into his overnight pack for clean underwear and clothes.

In the living room he met Lyra, who had also changed. She now wore a gray hoodie and tight jeans. Cameron missed her tight, thin tank already. “That was…fun,” he ventured, feeling a little awkward. She sure had an affect on him.

“You two are a blast,” she said, putting ropes back into her purse.

“Glad Amber reached out, huh?”

“Absolutely. I need to humiliate her some more sometime. Maybe do myself when I have her all wrapped up into a little ball. Spanking her fabulous butt the whole time.”

“That sounds fun.” Cameron sat on his former “throne,” tired. 

She turned to him. “So, do you need to be invited when we play? Be honest.”

Cameron gave it some thought. “I don’t think so. If you two need a girls’ night, I would be happy hearing the details later.”

“Cool beans. I’ll keep that in mind.”

Cameron’s stomach growled. “Are you hungry?”

“A little. Maybe a little snacky. Don’t put yourself out.”

“I’ll see what she’s got in there,” Cameron stood and went into the kitchen.

Lyra perched on one of the barstools by the pony wall dividing dining area from the kitchen. “How goes the working together thing as you guys date?”

“It’s fine. Some days we hardly see one another in the office.” He opened a cabinet. “Want some blue corn chips and salsa?”

“Perfect. Yes, please. Amber’s a superhottie when all dressed up doing the lawyering bit. I know the parking garage story, but you guys do any role play inside the office?”

“Wow. Sounds risky.”

“But that’s part of the fun!”

“You sound just like Amber.”

“Well, maybe that’s where we’ll have our girltime.”

Cameron shook salsa from the jar into a bowl. This got him a little jealous. He shouldn’t be such a chickenshit. He pictured Amber all tied up in one of her office suits, gagged, bent over her desk. Great, his pants buddy began to rise. He hoped not noticeably.

“You’re thinking about it, aren’t you,” Lyra teased. “About her all tied up in her business top and dress, her high heels, gagged really good and tight so no one outside the office can hear her.

He chuckled, and hoped his full-fledged woody remained unseen. “Yeah, that makes for a tempting scenario.”

Amber emerged from the hallway in a bathrobe. Hair wet. “So, what are we talking about?”

Cameron looked to Lyra, both suppressing giggles.

“What?” Amber asked. “What’d I miss?”

“Nothing,” said Lyra innocently.

“Sure.” Amber rolled her eyes. “Anyway, I checked email after the shower.”

“You work to much,” said Cameron.

“Whatever. You’d be interested. There was an update on the Jessica case.” Amber sat at a barstool next to Lyra.

“Go on,” said Cameron, dumping chips into a serving bowl.

“Jessica didn’t buy the winning ticket. Fran and boyfriend Roger did.”

Cameron stopped mid-motion, about to reapply the chip clip to the bag.

“They went over to celebrate with their friend Jessica. The two women got drunk, but not Roger, as he doesn’t drink. They eventually went home. Jessica concocted the scheme, gave herself rope burns about her wrists and ankles, called the cops.”

“Wow,” said Lyra. “So Jessica was the evil one.”

“Well, the way we acted it out was way more fun,” said Cameron as he bit into a chip.

“So why didn’t they cash in?” asked Lyra.

“The story broke on the local news. They were scared. But once the 7-ll camera showed them buying the ticket, they came forward.”

“I feel cheated,” said Cameron. “We roleplayed something that didn’t even happen.”

“So it goes,” sighed Amber.

All of them dipped chips in the salsa in silence for a moment.

Lyra piped, “So let me tell you what Cameron and I were talking about.”




END











If you like the story so far and wish it to continue, please leave a review to that effect on the Amazon page! Could there be a part four? Yes!
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