
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Office Boss in Bondage 2

by Isaac W.

a centaur celluloid publication

[image: ]


Copyright © 2023 B. D. Hinson

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 9781234567890
ISBN-10: 1477123456

Cover design by: Isaac W. model: Natalie Minx
Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Chapter 1

Chapter 2


Chapter 1

The Surprise Visit




	Erin smoothed out her yellow sundress in the full-length mirror. Thin straps over her shoulders supported it all; the hem fell to her knees. She smiled, checking for lipstick on her teeth. Her eye makeup was done in light tones. She planned on the grocery store, not anything special.

	She left the bedroom and the doorbell rang. She assumed it was FedEx dropping a package, and she wanted to get it inside before leaving. She swung open the front door and was totally surprised to see Ms. North standing on the porch in the dappled afternoon sun coming through the generous leaves of the front yard oak. Erin’s mouth fell open slightly.

	Ms. North did not look like she was about to shop at the local farmers’ market. Was she headed to a formal ball? Her crushed velvet red dress fell to the ground and was slit up the side nearly to her hip. The designer dress left one shoulder bare. Opera gloves, black, slid up her forearms and over her elbows. Her black hair, cut just above her shoulders, sheened like onyx. She smiled, friendly, yet to Erin, reminiscent of a shark’s grin. One hand perched on her hip. Her pose, her smile, her attire, all made Erin feel like a small fish in front of this lithe predator of a woman. “May I come in?”

	It didn’t feel like a question.

	“Of course,” replied Erin as she opened the glass storm door and allowed her to pass. “What brings you over? Did I miss a text?”

	Ms. North walked into the living room, heels clicking on the hardwood, unseen below her dress. “No. Plans fell through at the last moment. An opera matinee with a friend. Do you like Wagner, Erin?”

	“I guess I don’t know. Please sit,” Erin gestured to the sofa.

	“Thank you, I’ll stand. So, since my friend ditched me, I remembered you’re along my drive home. I just thought I’d stop by, see if you would be up for a bit of fun. I’m all dressed up.”

	“You certainly are,” said Erin as her eyes slid up and down Ms. North and her splendid opera dress. “But about playing, I was about to run out for groceries and Michael’s not home.”

	“I know about Michael. He’s at work today. Enjoying that promotion.”

	Erin felt cornered. Was she saying that she could stop by anytime without warning and play with her because of the promotion she had given Michael? And even without him around? This wasn’t part of the deal. “We need a few things…and I didn’t expect you…”

	“Yes, yes, you were headed out for groceries. Right? Here. Use my Instacart account. Have everything taken care of. I tip well, you’ll get perfect service.” Ms. North extracted her phone from a tiny matching purse that Erin hadn’t noticed. She tapped it a few times and handed it to Erin.

	Erin’s voice became tiny. “Um…and Michael? I don’t feel quite comfortable doing anything—”

	“Oh! A Hiroo Onoda are we? So loyal to her number one!” 

	“I don’t know who or what that is, and well, yes. I am loyal.” Erin felt a tiny brew of anger in her belly. This stern and beautiful woman was accustomed to always getting her way. Erin, seeing Ms. North in formal splendor, did give Erin a bit of excitement, but there were rules. Being dominated by her was a seriously fun time, but that didn’t mean she’d risk crapping on her marriage.

	“Admirable,” said Ms. North as she touched the tip of Erin’s chin with her black silk-gloved hand. “Truly.” She traced the line of Erin’s jaw.

	Erin didn’t flinch from Ms. North’s touch. Did she really mean that? Or was this some sort of psychological thing she was doing to get her all tied up for her pleasure while Michael was away? She definitely felt cornered.

Ms. North retracted her hand and held it open. “Phone please.”

	Erin returned the phone.

	Ms. North tapped a couple times and turned it so Erin could read. It was a text exchange:

	ME: Plans fell apart. Would like to stop by and see your pretty wife.

	MICHAEL: It’s okay with me. Let me give her a quick call.

	ME: I’d prefer if you didn’t. Allow me to drop in unannounced. I would love to see if I could trap her in my web. Catch my meaning?

	MICHAEL: Yes. That’s hot. Send pics if you ‘catch her?’

	ME: Oh I shall. Will you be angry with her if she allows me?

	MICHAEL: No. It would be hot. Really hot.

	Erin nodded as she finished reading. So Michael was already on board, and allowed Ms. North to drop in as a surprise. Feelings mixed within her. She really didn’t like him planning a surprise like this so soon after their first session. She felt like this was some sort of test. She didn’t like tests. But maybe Michael wasn’t thinking like that. He wasn’t that type of guy. He was confident. And kind. He never pulled any sort of stunt like this before. So, maybe this wasn’t a test. Also, they’d only had a single session and already he had allowed Ms. North to pop in unannounced. Yet, it was, as he'd said, “hot.” She had to agree, it was sort of hot. And a little scary. Which made it all a little hotter.

	So, everything was fine with Michael. But was it really fine with her?

	Ms. North had her phone screen back to Instacart and handed it back to her. “Get your groceries delivered, my dear. I’ll get a few things from my car.”

	“Okay. Thank you for buying everything.”

	Ms. North had already turned, heading to the door, and waved her acknowledgement behind her as she left.

	Before Erin started with the app, she wondered if Ms. North always carried along some things for bondage play? Or was this planned and she really didn’t have a ticket to the opera today?

◆◆◆

	Erin finished her Instacart order as Ms. North stood by the loveseat, studying a canvas print of a painting by Salvador Dali, her rear facing Erin. Her arms were crossed. Was she an art fan? Or, more likely, a collector? Or was she fascinated by the weirdness and symbolism of Dali’s The Discovery of America by Christopher Columbus? Erin sat Ms. North’s phone on the coffee table.

	“Finished?” asked Ms. North without turning.

	“Yes, thank you.”

	“Excellent.” She turned smiling, a length of coiled rope clutched to her chest. “How about you stay right where you are, get up on the sofa on your knees, facing away?

	Erin obeyed: knees on the sofa, facing the bay window. How much could be seen outside? She’d never ordered groceries to be delivered before, so she didn’t know how long before arrival. Erin wasn’t worried. She’d likely be tied up here and transferred to a different room. Maybe the basement. She crossed her hands at the small of her back.

	“Well, well,” clucked Ms. North. “I didn’t tell you to do that. But it’s very convenient.”

	“Michael has me do this. He likes my feet.” She was barefoot, her soles over the edge of the sofa cushions, facing Ms. North, who approached her slowly.

	“What pretty feet you have, Erin. Nicely curved arches, adorable little toes. I noticed earlier the red polish you employed. Does Michael like red?” Erin felt rope looping about her wrists and Ms. North’s breath on her shoulder when she spoke.

	“Red, all shades, including pink. Purple’s okay with him, too. Never black, though.”

	“He doesn’t consider it very…ladylike?”

	“I guess. He hates the goth look.”

	“You don’t look like you’ve ever been into that scene.”

	The bite of the rope caused Erin to flinch as Ms. North cinched the wrist tie tightly. “No. I like a lot of the music—mmmph.” Ms. North’s hand covered her mouth, gently at first, but the grip of her soft, firm gloved hand tightened over her lips considerably in seconds.

	Ms. North positioned one of her knees on the sofa, between Erin’s legs, and pulled her back into her chest, her head between her breasts. “As much as I adore conversing with you, dear Erin, I did come over to gag you more than speak with you.”

	Erin nodded beneath the hand that silenced her, which was a little silly. Ms. North wasn’t looking for permission or acknowledgement. Ms. North’s other hand slid down her side and settled on her ass. The sundress fabric was thin. As was her white panties. Ms. North’s nails felt sharp as she was groped. “I like your pert little ass,” she whispered, her breath now in Erin’s ear. Feeling playful, she swatted away the fondling hand with her own crossed and bound hands.

	“Ah! Resisting, are we?” Ms. North’s hand never left her lips. “We’ll take care of that.” The hand that gagged her moved to the back of Erin’s head and grasped a handful of hair and shoved her forward, so now she was bent over the sofa back. “Stay,” Ms. North ordered.

	Erin heard a bit of rustling before her ankles were placed side-by-side roughly, rope following quickly. And tightly. Her ankles were bound. She had tested the waters with a slight act of defiance, knowing that more bondage would follow. But what else?

	Erin’s hair was pulled, craning her head back. “Open,” commanded Ms. North.

	Erin shook her head and kept her lips closed.

	The stinging smack on her ass induced a yelp and cloth was shoved rudely past her teeth. “Mmmmph!”

	Ms. North’s hand returned, this time ungently, clamping over her face, imprisoning the wad of cloth inside her mouth. Ms. North leaned backward, taking Erin with her. She reached for something on the coffee table. She straightened them both upright again, removed her right hand and the left plastered tape over her lips. “Don’t resist the tape, my rebellious captive. You might hurt yourself. And stay still. If this catches any of your hair, we’ll have to cut it out.”

	This sounded serious. Erin wasn’t going to test to see if this was a bluff, so no thrashing about. No way was she going to lose a single lock of her hair. Her raspberry blonde locks were her pride.

	Two more strips were placed over the first. There was little give to this stuff. What kind of tape was this?

	The shark smile of Ms. North returned. “So pretty. So quiet.”

	“Mmmm.”

	“Indeed, Erin. Now, for a little something else.”

	Erin stayed kneeling on the sofa cushions. Wondering what was next. She guessed more rope. But where?

	The next length was positioned above her elbows, which were drawn within a whisper of touching. Erin felt the stretch, the pressure in her shoulders. Ms. North worked quickly. Michael had never bound her so tightly. Not at the elbows, at least. She feared losing circulation, despite the wide cuff.

	Ms. North pushed the coffee table aside. Erin looked over her shoulder as Ms. North picked up her phone and positioned it in camera mode. “Excellent. Michael will love to see you like this, yes? I see your pretty soles he adores. Your face in profile, I see the outline of your lips in that tape. Nice. Stay just like that.” The phone made its imitation camera click.

	Erin was used to Michael taking photos of her. But this was new: A woman dominating her and taking pictures. It wasn’t that she didn’t like it. It felt different.

	Ms. North approached and reached up under her dress and yanked down her panties. “Mmmph!” That was a surprise! Her hand, now ungloved, slipped up her thigh and felt her naked bum before taking the bottom portion of the dress and hiking it up. A bit of it was tucked into her elbow ties to make sure her naked posterior remained exposed.

	The camera clicked a few more times. “There. Now to send a few off to your dear husband.” After a pause Ms. North sat the phone down and placed a knee beside her thigh, her weight causing her to lean slightly. Erin felt her hair gathered in Ms. North’s hand. She whispered, breath hot in her ear, sending chills down her spine. “Did Michael tell you that he spanked me in my office when he had me hogtied atop my desk?”

	“Mmmm?” Michael had told her that. Being honest with herself, she liked the image of Michael spanking his hogtied boss.

	“His hand paddled the side of my ass rather harshly. I wager he enjoys smacking your bare ass, doesn’t he?” She paused for an answer, but Erin stayed mute behind the packing and tape, eyes wide. She knew what was coming, and dreaded the stings. Already she had been tied more tightly than Michael had ever done. And since he wasn’t here, she might be spanked harder too. No one was here to referee. A small twinge of regret fluttered like a butterfly in her chest.

	Ms. North drew back, raised her hand.

	Erin squinted her eyes, bracing for impact. Her teeth clamped over the wad of wet cloth soaking in her mouth.

	Wap!

	“Mmmmph!” squealed Erin, her reaction muffled by the gag. Her breath accelerated through her nose, breaths coming fast. That stung!

	Ms. North released her hair, stepped back. “My handprint is forming fast on your perfect buttock, Erin.” Her phone camera clicked. “I want Michael to have this photograph of my hand handprint on his wife’s ass. He may want to leave work and save you!”

	Erin looked over her shoulder. Ms. North still had her phone up.

	“Perhaps I should tell him about budgeting the Harper deal. Has to be done tonight so I can go over it in the morning? That way we can spend hours alone. Wouldn’t that be fun?” Ms. North bit her lower lip as she typed on her phone.

	Was this getting out of hand? Ms. North was Michael’s boss, and she could order him to stay. Was this all a set up because she had a thing for her? And now she took full advantage? The spanking was fun, but…harsher than usual. Should she clap her hands and test the safe signal? Erin was a little afraid to. What if she did and Ms. North carried on, ignoring her? Then she’d be really scared. This was still a game, right?

	Right?

	Her hair was pulled again, this time with more force, pain flaring from the roots at her neck.

	Wap! Wap! Wap!

	The stings overlapped, the pain from the hair pull receded to a distant place. Erin wiggled in Ms. North’s grasp, in her bondage, trying to avoid more of those hard spanks, but they kept coming. A tear trickled down her cheek as she thrashed what little she could bound as she was.

	Ms. North’s phone chimed. Erin was surprised she heard it between her cries and the slapping of her defenseless, naked butt.

	And the roaring of blood in her ears.

	The spanking paused.

	“Well, your groceries will arrive in one minute. Was that especially fast or was I having a particularly good time?”

	“Mmmm.” Erin’s reply, such as it was, wasn’t a response to anything but she was relatively sure that the spanking would stop for a bit. The break allowed her to notice her arousal, too. Sometimes the tightness of bondage or little bites of pain got her going, but she wouldn’t truly notice until there was a break in the action. That break was now. Although nervous at first, Erin was pleased M. North had dropped by. This sure beat grocery shopping.

	Or was it? Ms. North grasped her shoulders and shoved her belly-down on the sofa cushions. Her feet were pushed to her naked ass and a rope threaded through her ankle tie, and then her wrist ropes. She was being hogtied, right here on the couch! The back of the couch faced the door, so she would be hidden. Right? She’d never used the service before, and assumed they they dropped the groceries off on the porch. They didn’t come in and put things in the fridge and cabinets, did they? For the love of all that’s holy, if the poor delivery person spies her hogtied on the sofa with her reddened naked ass out for everyone to see, they might call the police!

	“Look at your poor, poor, little bum.” Ms. North stroked her burning ass lovingly beneath the connector rope. “I might put a cold, wet towel on it. But I do favor that reddish glow!” Her phone chimed again. “Looks like we have a visitor!” Ms. North straightened up and smoothed her formal dress and went to the door.

	Erin heard her heels clicking toward the door, followed by the door opening. “Would you mind bringing the things inside? I’m really not dressed for this.”

	“No problem, ma’am,” replied a male voice. He sounded young to Erin. Maybe college student young? No matter how young or old or whoever, she didn’t want to be seen like this. Ms. North had money, and money soothed over anything. Maybe she’d think it was funny to allow the delivery guy to see her in this state, then pay him off. Maybe she’d explain it’s all a game as he stared, gaping, and her hogtied and gagged. Maybe she’d even invite him to give her a few spanks, or show him her tits just for a laugh! Erin had zero desire to be ogled by a stranger like this! Or touched! Ugh! What was going on?

	Ms. North appeared over the back of the couch and Erin rolled to her side so she could see her. She winked at Erin.

	What did that mean?

	The front door opened again. Erin heard the rustling of plastic bags. “Where do you need these, Ma’am?”

	Erin watched Ms. North from her tied up position below, a sweet smile on her face. “Hmmm.”

	What was she doing?

	“Well…I suppose…please set the bags there in the foyer. I’ll do the rest.”

	“No problem.”

	Erin heard the bags being placed on the small rug in the foyer, the storm door closing as he went to fetch more from the car.

	Erin sighed as relief flooded her body.

	Another load of bags came in and were deposited in the same manner. Ms. North smiled at her captive, perhaps only eight feet from a stranger who had no idea there was a hogtied and gagged woman just out of sight.

	More bags were sat just inside the door. “That’s it, Ma’am.”

	“You’re a dear for bringing up everything. Those porch steps are a pain.”

	“It was no problem! You have a good day!”

	Ms. North left Erin alone and closed the door. Returning to her captive, she said, “Well, he was nice, wasn’t he?”

	Erin was relieved he was gone. But between the restraints, the spanking, the close call at being caught in such an awkward position, she really wished Ms. North would touch her…down there. All this excitement had her in a spin. She could use a little release. Or a big one. Her panties were down by her knees. She was open for business.

	“Well, my adorable prisoner, it looks like you have some frozen goods that need transfer to the freezer. I suppose I’m the slave now.” Ms. North sighed overdramatically.

	Erin moaned a little disappointed moan. But Ms. North was right. Food would go to waste melting in the foyer. She heard the rustle of the shopping bags. “Mmmph!” she cried as something cold, ice cold, was placed on her burning, naked ass.

	“Dear, that might help you a bit, yes? So red. So, so red.”

	As Ms. North continued to the kitchen, Erin wriggled until the bag of frozen whatever fell to the floor. She looked over the sofa edge: green beans. Did Ms. North do that to chill her arousal? Well, it worked. Now she lay there all tied up and a little annoyed as Ms. North went back and forth with bags and put things away in the refrigerator and freezer.

	She returned, noted the green beans on the floor with her eyes, but said nothing. She dug around in that leather satchel of hers. What was she up to now? And when was Michael coming home? Was she stuck here for hours to be toyed with by this stern, corporate woman?

	She couldn’t see what she found, only Ms. North’s smile. Whatever it was, she kept her body between the thing (or things). And she picked up the package of frozen green beans. Erin shuddered. She didn’t want that freezing bag on her ass, but there’s wasn’t a damn thing she could do if that’s what was coming. Erin mentally braced, her eyes squeezed shut.

	Fingers touched her inner thighs. A little pushing and probing. Gently, carefully. Good. No frozen beans. And then something new. Ms. North slid something relatively small and smooth inside her. And it was very cold. She probably placed it on the beans for a little chill. It made her flinch and squeal, but the sensation wasn’t bad. It was okay. Actually, kind of nice. Ms. North came around so she could see her. With a smile she explained, “I’m giving you a little treat.” She showed her the remote control for the bullet she had just inserted.

	Erin’s eyebrows went up.

	“I don’t know your tastes in vibration intensity, but we’ll experiment, yes?”

	“Mmm?”

	“I’ll judge the setting by your reactions alone.” She sat on the edge of the coffee table.

	Erin braced now for something different than cold. The bullet roared to life within her, sending tremors radiating throughout her body. Moans escaped from the thick packing and tape gag.

	“Nice.” She stroked Erin’s hair.

	Erin’s hips moved to and fro, her clit brushing the cushion.

	The intensity of the vibration went higher and harder. Her hips ground into the sofa, seeking release. She could barely hear herself over the buzz from within, the penetrating arousal that zapped and crackled like lightning through her.

	“Well, we found your number rather quickly, didn’t we?” She dug her nails into Erin’s scalp. The hair atop her neck was pulled, a delicious dollop of pain added to the equation. Ms. North set the remote down. “You might need a little help. Allow me. Well,” she chuckled, “you have little choice but to allow me everything, right?” Her hand slipped beneath Erin’s bound wrists, reached over her ass (no longer burning), her fingers probing for a certain something. Erin helped her by lifting her hips. Ms. North discovered her button, her wet button, and stroked, just enough, just right. Erin couldn’t help but shift her hips in response. She had to move what little she was allowed within the confines of her bondage.

	And in a moment Erin screamed into her gag, long as hard as the orgasm hit like a tsunami, finally wresting her of breath and energy.

	The buzzing bullet stopped.

	Erin’s eyes closed. She panted through her nose. Sweat stuck hair to her face and forehead.

	Ms. North placed gentle, whispers of kisses on her cheek above the tape, her nose, her neck.





Chapter 2

Michael Returns




	Ever since he had received the pics of his wife tied up by Ms. North he was itchy to get home. There was too much to like about the photo: Erin’s wrists bound, kneeling on the sofa and her feet bound and soles facing the camera lens. That tape gag looked fierce. And hot. Ms. North even included a closeup of Erin’s bound soles. He really wanted to shoot a load right here in the office.

	But he had to get the budgeting done. Correctly. And he knew he couldn’t get things done with this on his mind. A conundrum.

	Just a skeleton crew showed at the office on a Saturday. His new office, a generous appointment of his recent promotion, had a door. He closed it. He relieved his sexual tension on the hot pics of his bound and gagged wife. It was intensely arousing knowing that she was tied up and gagged at their home right now. Almost like a live stream. He’d have to give that idea to Ms. North sometime. Michael cleaned up with the deli napkins from a quick breakfast on the way in. And went back to work.

	The hour dragged, but he was able to complete the assignment and send it off to Ms. North. He power-walked to the elevator and the parking garage. He gave a small thought to texting Ms. North he was on his way, but he liked the idea of catching them up to some sexy bondage business. No text. Just drive.

	He pulled into the garage with his dick at half mast, anticipation at maximum. He entered through the kitchen, passed through the dining room and there was his dear wife, hogtied on the sofa. Her ass was exposed and reddened, her face a sheen of sweat. Her eyes smiled tiredly at him. Ms. North was sitting on the coffee table, back to him.

	“Welcome home, Mr. Westphal,” she said, not turning.

	Michael sat his briefcase down on the floor, the bottom thumping lightly on the hardwood.

	“It looks like you caught some woman having her way with your wife,” she said, still not turning around. “Perhaps you’ve noticed that she’s beaten her perfect ass red. Whatever will you do?”

	Michael took in the living room scene. Erin lay hogtied and tape-gagged on the sofa, her lovely soles in the air, her elbows bound very tightly, her arms below the elbows showing discoloration, a bit blue. Too tight or too long. It didn’t matter. Those elbow ropes would have to be loosened or dispensed with altogether, and soon. Ms. North sat before Erin, staring at her lovely and spent captive, dressed in some formal red crushed velvet number. This was art. But this erotic painting begged for disruption. For sudden change.

	Ms. North’s leather satchel of bondage sat on the table, slightly behind her, ropes poking out. An invitation.

	Michael strode to the duffle, pulled the first coil of white rope and said in a low voice, “What have you done?”

	“I have found this pretty woman alone. And I tied her up. I gagged her. I enjoyed her body.”

	“She wasn’t yours to take.”

	“Wasn’t she? She was alone. Undefended. She opened the door for a stranger. And she’s so, so pretty.”

	Michael held the uncoiled rope in his right hand and placed his left on Ms. North’s shoulder. “You took something that wasn’t yours. There must be restitution.”

	At last she looked to Michael standing behind her, and smirked. “What do you propose?”

	“I propose nothing. You will receive what you deserve, a punishment of my own choosing. For this woman you have bound and abused is mine, not yours. I intend to restrain you. Cross your hands behind you.”

	The smirk grew to a small smile. She crossed her hands at the small of her back. Michael made swift work of tying her wrists. He grasped her arm and hauled her up to stand, pulled her to one side of the coffee table and forced her to kneel. As her knees bumped down on the oriental rug that framed the table, Michael pushed her to bend over table’s edge, her derriere facing him beneath her tight, expensive dress. After grabbing another coil from her own stash, he reached beneath the dress, shoved her knees apart, one leg fully emerging from the huge slit, and crossed her ankles. In a moment they were tied and cinched.

	Michael stood and went to his wife and worked the elbow tie loose and removed the ropes. The binding had left deep, red marks on her alabaster skin. Erin sighed through her nose. Her relief was evident in her eyes. He cast a hard stare at the bent-over Ms. North, who did not flinch from the heat of the glare. Bent over a table, kneeling, tied hand and foot, she remained placid as a pond on a windless day. Michael intended to change that.

	“Feeling a little better?” he whispered to Erin. She nodded. Her eyes told him everything. She was okay. By her expression, Michael judged she’d even had a little fun.

	He smiled back at her and worked on the knots that secured the hogtie until her feet fell away and plopped on the sofa. He gingerly sat her up. Erin looked down on Ms. North kneeling and bent over. She looked back to her husband, eyes still smiling.

	“How am I to pay restitution?” asked Ms. North.

	“That’s at my discretion.” In the duffle he procured the ballgag, remembering where the gag compartment was. “We don’t need you speaking any longer.” He placed the ball at her lips. Ms. North paused, cut her eyes up at Michael, then opened to accept the gag. It was strapped behind her neck, buckled at the second to last hole.

	Michael appraised the position of his captive. She needed to be more secure, only bound hand and foot presently. Another two ropes he pulled from the satchel and placed them on the floor. He hauled Ms. North up from her kneeling position, pulled her dress up around her waist and pushed her back to her knees. She complained little behind her ballgag throughout the quick ordeal. Such a prideful submissive. Michael knelt on one knee and wrapped rope over her right thigh and around the adjacent table leg. He made it tight, tight enough to elicit a grunt from his boss. He copied the bondage for her left. Her body was now mated to the table. Yet she could still straighten up from her bent position.

	Another rope, the last he needed, was extracted from the duffle and the bag cast to the floor. He grabbed Ms. North by the hair and pulled her up. She glared at him as he wove the doubled strand beneath her armpits, made a slipknot above her breasts and shoved her back down on the table. The wind rushed from her nose with the force. The ends he pulled across to the opposite side of the table and secured between the far legs.

	Ms. North had been rendered helpless. Her ankles crossed and bound. Each thigh bound to a table leg, spreading her. Her wrists crossed and tied. Her chest roped to the far end of the table, keeping her from rising from her bent position. Her cheek lay on the polished wood, the ballgag secured behind her teeth. Her eyes still held fire.

	Michael intended to smother that fire.

	He knelt by her expensive high heels. They had to go. He slipped off each one and ran a finger along each wrinkled sole. She did have attractive feet: high arches, well-kept and soft, tender. He brushed them. He could tell she wasn’t ticklish. He didn’t have a ticking fetish, but he adored the soles of a beautiful woman. And hers were quite fine. The urge to kiss them was powerful. But two thoughts intervened: It felt like a submissive thing to do at this moment. Secondly, he felt weird doing that in front of his wife, pleasuring himself with another woman’s feet. That made no logical sense. He planned to spank her naked ass and didn’t feel anything remotely odd about that.

	Her panties. Red, matching her velvet dress. With a single finger he worked them down, but her legs were spread, making the unveiling a bit difficult. He left them stretched across her thighs. Leaving them there might ruin the elastic, and Michael didn’t care.

	He looked back to Erin perched on the sofa, looking back at him. Her eyes were half-lidded, exhausted by the trials Ms. North had put her through. He winked at her. She returned the wink, and her eyes smiled above that serious tape gag before dropping to Ms. North’s exposed ass. Well, he did tie her in this position for a reason.

	Michael stood so Erin had a clear view of the action, of the revenge reddening he had planned. With his left hand raised high he hesitated, glanced at Erin, who nodded vigorously, and he struck hard, the slap rippling her taut cheek briefly but satisfactorily.

	Ms. North flinched, but didn’t even grunt.

	Michael had a goal now. He wanted to make her cry out.

	Wap! Wap! Wap! Wap!

	Each time he raised his hand to the ceiling and struck down with force. He counted off ten spanks. Her cheeks reddened. Ms. North was definitely feeling it, but her resistance to screaming must be a considerable point of pride.

	Erin giggled, muffled behind her gag.

	Wap! Wap! Wap! Wap!

	Sweat beaded on his forehead, his hand tingled. Ms. North sighed. Well, she asked for it. He stood and kissed his bound wife on the neck as he slipped down the straps of her dress. He kissed her breasts, just because he loved her tits. Erin gave him a soft moan of pleasure and a gagged giggle.

	He left the ladies alone, headed upstairs to the bedroom. He dug about in the bottom dresser drawer, where bondage and sex toys were stored. He hoped a certain item was still there, since he never thought he’d get to use it again. In the back beneath a set of fuzz-lined cuffs, he rediscovered the thick leather spanker. He hefted it and turned it over in his hands. It sported two thick leather tongues, with two thinner ones between. The one time he employed it on Erin she said, “Never, ever again!” It was two much for his tender-bottomed spouse. She was fine with a hand spanking. Yet not too hard. For Michael, this was okay. Bondage was his first fetish, his dearest love he could not live without. Bare feet came in second. That one was powerful enough that he would never be with a woman that had unattractive feet or didn’t properly care for them. Last was the spanking. He could live on bondage plus spanking porn alone to fill that need, he concluded. But he was quite happy he didn’t have to. And now, he walked down the stairs to make Ms. North scream.

	Erin’s eyes grew large as he strode in with the spanker. Not only did she have a soft ass, but a soft heart. She didn’t have a single mean streak in that beautiful body of hers. Erin slowly shook her head. Despite the abuse Ms. North had meted, she didn’t want worse done to the perpetrator. This sweet woman forever had a sacred chapel in his heart.

	Ms. North was curious enough to peer over her shoulder. As best she could, anyway. Michael was sure she could see Erin’s look of concern. But could she see what he had in his hand? He hoped she couldn’t. 

	Michael took up his position, kneeling by Ms. North’s exposed and reddened rear. He raised the spanker. He glanced down at her cute soles, her bound ankles, her ass unable to maneuver from the coming strike. Erin shook her head, vigorously now.

	Ms. North looked to her. Was that worry in her eyes?

Michael smiled, reveling in this glorious situation: wife tied up and gagged on the sofa, watching with trepidation as he was about to spank the daylights out of his boss, bound over the coffee table. His smile morphed into gritted teeth as he swung the leather slapper.

	SMACK!

	“Mmph!” squealed Erin at the blow.

	“Mmph!” grunted Ms. North for the first time.

	SMACK!

	Michael put his wrist into it, giving the strike more sting. Not that it needed any.

	SMACK!

	For making everyone at the office call one another sir and ma’am.

	SMACK!

	For eliminating office casual.

	SMACK!

	For threatening to fire him.

	SMACK!

	For blackmailing him.

	SMACK!

	For making him work today just so she could tie up his wife and spank her silly.

	SMACK!

	For tying up Erin too tightly.

	“Mmmmmph! Mmmm!” his wife scooted herself from the sofa, now on her knees on the floor. Imploring with her large eyes.

	“Mmmmmph!” cried Ms. North, the side of her head on the coffee table, eyes squeezed shut. A tear trickled and pooled on the dark wood.

	But she never once clapped for him to stop.

	Michael heaved a sigh and lowered his hand slowly, dropped the spanker, and hugged his wife. As he drew out the hug and comforted Erin, he glanced down to the wounded butt of his boss, now striped with angry crimson marks. Welts grew as he watched. Someone wouldn’t be sitting comfortably for a while.

	Erin wiggled and Michael broke the embrace. “Mmm?”

	Michael smiled and picked at the tape sealing her lips. This wasn’t ordinary tape. He would have to ungag Ms. North first and see what to do.

	Her eyes had opened and the ferocity and defiance had fled. How many more smacks with that powerful spanker would she have endured before signaling that she had had enough? One day, he might attempt to find out. He unbuckled her ballgag and pulled it carefully from behind her teeth, drool mingling with her tears on the table.

	Ms. North drew in a breath and released it, shakily. Another breath and a modicum of calm returned to her eyes as she looked up to Michael. “The skin-safe solvent for the tape is in an exterior side compartment. Rub it all over the outside of the tape. It soaks in after a moment. It will peel away rather easily.”

	Michael nodded and went searching in the bag on the floor.

	“It’s best if you allow her to do the peeling.”

	“Good thinking,” he replied as he brought the plastic bottle to his wife and pulled her back up to the sofa, sitting her down gently. He applied the citrus-smelling liquid as instructed, then untied her wrists, revealing the pink irritated skin beneath the ropes. She’d been bound for quite some time.

◆◆◆

	Erin rubbed her wrists after Michael untied her and worked on her ankles. She reached up to the tape on her face. The tape was wet with the solvent, which didn’t smell unpleasant. The scent reminded her of oranges. She picked at the edges and she made progress peeling it slowly. She stopped when she reached a point where it pulled her skin too hard and switched to a different area.

	Michael finished with her ankles. She didn’t want to look at him. He was vicious and mean to poor Ms. North. As soon as she had this gag off she’d give him a piece of her mind.

	“You all right, sweetheart?” he asked, looking into her eyes.

	Erin nodded curtly and kept picking at the tape. He could tell that she wasn’t all right but he likely thought it was something Ms. North had done. He was so wrong. So wrong.

	There. It all sloughed off her face and lips at once. And she dropped the tape on the floor and spit out the soaked white cloth that had been in her mouth for so long. She looked up to her husband, “What is wrong with you? Get the Arnica and the E45 cream.” She had wanted to add “now” for emphasis but didn’t want to make Ms. North feel any more uncomfortable than she already was with the striped and welted bum and still bound bent over the table.

	Michael silently headed up the stairs. She had laced her words with enough ice that he knew she meant business. Erin knelt by Ms. North’s head. She looked very tired, her usually bright and stern eyes drooped with fatigue and pain. Erin stroked the side of her face tenderly. “I’ll help you,” she whispered.

	Erin got up and went to the freezer where a couple of gel ice packs were stored. The last time she remembered using them was when Michael slipped on the icy porch steps and twisted his ankle. That was last winter. She pulled both of them from beneath bags of frozen vegetables, some that Ms. North had put away just an hour ago.

	She made it to the living room at the same time as Michael, holding a tube healing goo in each hand and looking lost, like he did every time he fucked up but didn’t know exactly how he fucked up.

	Erin set the cold gels on the table next to Ms. North and plucked the Arnica and E45 from Michael’s hands.

	He started, “I was going to un—”

	“No. I’ll take care of everything. And I can’t look at you right now. Please leave us alone.”

	Michael looked stung, crinkling his eyebrows, but didn’t reply. He cast his gaze down and shuffled upstairs.

	Erin stared daggers at him until he was gone. She sighed heavily and knelt by Ms. North’s tortured ass. “Brace yourself, Ms. North,” she said softly, as if speaking much above a whisper would inflict more pain. She pressed one of the gels on one cheek, feeling her body shudder from the sudden cold. She gently pressed the other and held them there. She would have moved to untie her, but she was in the best and easiest position to apply the cold compresses and the creams. Ms. North wasn’t gagged, so she would have requested freedom if she desired it. She was pretty limp, so maybe, at the moment, she didn’t have the energy to rise if she were released.

	Erin held the two gel packs in place until her hands started numbing. She set them on the floor and gingerly rubbed generous dollops of Arnica gel on the wounded butt of Ms. North. Despite the care in cooling down the area first, she still flinched some with the application on the most angry stripes. She went around to Ms. North’s front. “Should I untie you now? Would that help? The gel has to absorb for a good ten minutes before I apply the cream.”

	“You are too kind, Ms. Westphal, and I had treated you rudely earlier.”

	“Did you? Maybe I liked it.” She cupped Ms. North’s face in both hands and kissed her. At first there was little response, but Ms. North’s lips returned the kiss, but so softly. Such a tender kiss. It felt so perfect for this moment. Ms. North was a wounded animal under her care. They held one another’s gaze for a long moment. Ms. North had been beaten down today, but she retained her spark of pride in that she never begged for release, never went for the safe signal. And it showed with a glimmer in her eye, the slight smirk on her lips. And she even had her subbie caring for her. Ms. North had won. And she knew it. But she always does, doesn’t she?

	They kissed once more, Erin nipping Ms. North’s bottom lip this round. She found kissing a tied-up woman of power quite thrilling. And Ms. North was an expert kisser. Even after that beating. “I’ll fix you right up, okay?”

	Ms. North nodded weakly.

	Erin applied the E45 cream as gently as she could. It was the last step in beginning the healing process. She slipped upstairs quietly. The door to the den was closed, so that’s where Michael had holed up to brood. Fine. She didn’t want to see him anyway. In her nightstand in the bedroom she fished out a favorite toy and sneaked downstairs with it. Michael probably wouldn’t poke his head out until she called for him, which was exactly how she wanted it.

	She presented the rabbit toy to Ms. North, a little gadget fashioned for insertion and two “ears” to stimulate the clit. “I have a little something for you. Are you up for it?”

	“Ms. Westphal, I am in no position or condition to dictate anything. I am yours to do as you please.”

	“I know this, Ms. North. But I take care of my human toys. They are no good to me broken. And I order you, my beautiful yet slightly damaged toy, to tell me what you want in this moment.”

	As a tear slid from Ms. North’s eyes down the side of her nose and to her lips, Erin’s breath caught. Her heart fluttered. This stern woman of power had been touched so deeply that she lost control of her emotions, if only for a moment. And she, little submissive Erin, had broken through to a place within Ms. North that had lain dormant for far too long.

	“If I may be bold,” Ms. North began, voice quavering, actually quavering, “as you specifically requested, Ms. Westphal, I would like you to kiss me.”

	Ms. North’s eyes had become pools at the very edge of overflowing. Erin kissed her and felt the pools overflow, the tears on both of their cheeks. After some long moments, their kiss broken, Erin held her gaze and whispered, “I’ll never tell Michael about this.”

	Ms. North, eyes wet, cheeks streaked, replied, “You’re an angel.”

	Erin picked the rabbit back up and waggled it in Ms. North’s face. “I’m going to make you cum. That makes me more of a little devil, doesn’t it?” She giggled.

	“It’s all dependent on the perspective, Ms. Westphal.”

	Erin stood, about to tend to Ms. North’s nether regions, when Ms. North said, “If I may request, my angel, my devil, I would prefer Michael not hear my screams of pleasure.”

	“Request granted.” Erin grabbed the discarded ballgag and Ms. North opened to accept it. Once buckled, Erin pulled a long, thick scarf from the leather duffel and wrapped it three times around her head. When the knot was finished, she kissed Ms. North’s forehead and knelt at her backside, which was looking better already. Between the treatment of the cold gels and the healing salves, her ass was on the long, winding road to recovery. But she probably couldn’t sit down tomorrow. How was she to drive home? Erin decided she could stay the night, sleep on her side as she healed. Michael wouldn’t mind. He’d better not.

	With her fingers Erin tested the arousal of her tied-up toy, and found she didn’t need much stimulation. The kisses and the emotion had her quite ready. She became wet as the spring rains after a bit of fingering. She turned on the rabbit, inserted the cock part carefully so as not to touch her ass, and bent low to make sure the ears made contact with Ms. North’s most sensitive little button. Erin loved this little thing. And the way it made Ms. North wiggle in her bondage and moan behind her double gag told her all she needed to know of her feelings on the device and the manner she wielded it. Erin worked it and dialed up the stimulation with care, judging by the reactions of Ms. North, which grew louder, despite the effective gag. But Erin really doubted that Michael upstairs, door closed, would notice.

	Ms. North released a series of muted grunts, arching her back as much as the ropes allowed and fell limp. Erin smiled and removed the rabbit.

	Ms. North’s eyes were closed. Erin stroked her hair, damp with sweat. It had been a long day. “You’re staying here, tonight, Ms. North. That’s an order. You’ll sleep in the guest room. And I will sleep with you. If you need anything in the night you’ll wake me and ask. Do you understand?”

	Ms. North’s eyes opened, just slits. Almost imperceptibly she nodded.

	“I’ll untie you now.”
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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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