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Chapter 1

Working Late




Part 1 brief recap: Stern and sexy office manager Ms. North threatens Michael Westphal’s employment when she discovers his wife Erin sending him racy bondage pics to him at work. They make an arrangement so Michael will remain employed. Michael ropes up his boss in her own office, at her request. After, Ms. North is invited to the Westphal’s house where Ms. North ties up Erin, and in the basement Michael has them both at his bondage mercy.




Part 2 brief recap: Ms. North makes a surprise visit to the Westphal residence while Michael is at work. Ms. North uses Erin as her bondage toy. Michael returns home, and upon seeing the kinky happenings, ties up his boss bent over the coffee table, and spanks her viciously. Erin takes pity on the thrashed Ms. North, and amends are made.




	Michael sat in his office chair waiting for the clock to hit five. He’d accomplished all he needed for the day, barely. He swore that Ms. North added more to his plate than necessary. Maybe she wanted him to prove himself since his big promotion. Well, Michael was confident he did. His workload was far from complete, but it was enough to call this week over and done. But he pretended to browse documents on his screen to look busy as his mind wandered to his boss, Ms. North. He didn’t see her until after he had returned from lunch, but the image stuck in his mind for the remainder of the day. And still didn’t evaporate.

	As he’d strode in from lunch at the local Thai joint, passing the masses of gray cubicles on the way to his office, he spied her, back to him, conversing with a client. Michael almost stopped, but that would have been obvious. He paused, and that couldn’t be helped, before continuing on his way. Her black skirt (my god, was that leather?) dropped only to mid-thigh. Her top, also black, displayed her shoulders, and lace decorated her upper arms and neck. Her pantyhose gleamed in the office LEDs, shiny, and tinted black, sliding down into her black, open-toed high heels. Michael thought she looked more like she was headed out clubbing, rather than managing a Fortune 500 company.

	Michael wasn’t satisfied with just a passing rear view. At his office door he paused again, wanting to turn around. That would be too obvious. He opened his door and proceeded to his desk. He rummaged about for several seconds, before turning back the way he had come, as if he had forgotten something in his car.

	He peered down the aisle where Ms. North had been, but she was gone, along with the client. He walked across the office floor, glancing every way, hopefully without looking like a lost idiot. He rounded a corner, still looking behind and stopped short, nearly colliding with Ms. North. 

 	“Sorry,” he sputtered. He wasn’t prone to sputtering, but her low-cut top nearly had his face in her exposed cleavage. Now with the frontal view, the black lace lining that open top of the sexy V-neck drew his eyes right down the center of the sweet terrain between her breasts. He forced his eyes up immediately. By the knowing look in Ms. North’s eyes, she most certainly noticed.

	“Excuse me,” Ms. North said lightly and they both walked passed one another.

	Michael had forgotten where he was headed. He remembered his walk was a ruse to catch another look at Ms. North, and that had been quite successful. He headed to the restroom, and then back to his desk.

	The workday was now at its close, and Michael gathered a few documents into his briefcase in his final departure preparations.

	His desk phone rang.

	“Fuck,” he muttered. The display: OFFICE MS NORTH. He picked up. “Yes?”

	“Meet me in my office at ten after.” And she clicked off.

	He should be mad at her for requesting him after hours without asking if it were possible. But she did give him this promotion. And he’d enjoyed her bound and gagged and, just two weeks ago, gave her such an intense spanking that he still jerked off to the memory, so fresh and vivid (and sizzling hot) in his mind. Not to mention what she was wearing had him distracted for the last half of the day. He’d visit her office with no complaints. The clock told him he had to wait another twelve minutes. His shoulders slumped. She gave no clue if this was actually work-related…or something else.

	He sent a text to his wife Erin that he would be a little late in coming home, and he’d update when he knew more.

	At last 5:09 arrived and he got up after his screen blinked off from the power-down. Briefcase in hand, he walked to the formidable door of Ms. North. Her assistant was gone, so he knocked.

	“Come in.”

	A step through the door and Michael stopped cold.

	“Close the door, please, Mr. Westphal,” said Ms. North.

	Michael closed the door and set his briefcase on the floor to face the impossible tableaux before him. Beside Ms. North’s antique desk dating from the 18th century stood his redheaded wife, Erin. She stood on her toes, her toes in black heels, ankles bound with white rope, her hands reaching for the ceiling, because they were bound and tethered to an O-ring screwed there. Her lips encircled a red ballgag. Erin stared at him, not alarmed, or even stressed. She wore a sharp business suit, navy blue, that contrasted with her long strawberry-blond locks.

	Michael felt a stirring within his briefs.

	“Glad you could make it, Mr. Westphal,” said Ms. North. “I invited your pretty wife in to interview for a position here at DataMaxx, and so far, she’s making an exquisite impression on me. What do you think?”

	Michael stepped forward to get a closer view of his bound and gagged wife. Such a wonderful surprise! Also, this explained why Erin didn’t reply to his text. His eyes slid up and down her bound form. Her navy dress fell to just above her knees, so her legs dropped into her heels deliciously. The top was cut to just hint at her beautiful breasts within, the light freckling an erotic constellation of flesh he desired to touch. And taste. “I like the impression she’s making, too,” said Michael, grinning. “But the interview’s not over, yet, is it?”

	“No. It’s not. I needed a second opinion.”

	“I appreciate your confidence in me,” said Michael. He stroked the side of Erin’s face. She pulled away from his touch. “I’m unsure she wants this job badly enough.”

	“It’s a position many have inquired about. But, so far, I like her moxie.”

	“I’ve been called in halfway though, it seems,” said Michael as he drank in the sight of Erin, especially her lips around that ballgag. “Please forgive me. What phase of the interview is this?”

	Ms. North now stood beside Michael, hands behind her back and wearing a shark grin. “I called you in for the third stage: The Trial.”

	“Ah.” Michael gripped Erin by her waist with both hands. “My favorite stage.”

	Erin’s eyes grew large. “Mmmm?”

	“This is where we divide the imitators from the true professionals,” said Ms. North.

	“Indeed,” said Michael. “Curious, though. How did this interviewee get here? I happen to know her husband was at work with their only car.”

	Ms. North took Erin’s chin in her hand and smiled. “That’s a story unto itself, isn’t it?”








Chapter 2

That Morning




	Erin loaded the dishwasher with the breakfast dishes. It wasn’t quite full, so she didn’t run it. Michael had just left for work, and she had the day to herself. The only big thing on her agenda was planting the magnolias she picked up at the garden center yesterday.

	Her phone rang. She saw who it was and answered, “Hello, Ms. North.”

	“Wonderful to catch you, Mrs. Westphal. We have a position open in our office, and I immediately thought of you. It’s part-time, and surely it would be convenient for you to ride with your husband on your workdays. You’d be on a different floor, though. But you two could schedule your lunches together.”

	“Well, what would I be doing?”

	“Copy-editing and proofreading. You mentioned your English degree.”

	“This might work out. There’s an interview, I assume?”

	“I can arrange it for this afternoon.”

	“I could take the bus, I guess.”

	“Nonsense,” Ms. North clucked. “I’ll send a driver and an assistant over. Two o’clock. Good men, I’ve known them for years. Please dress appropriately and prepare yourself to be properly packaged for the ride.”

	“No problem, Ms. North. I’ll see you later then.”

	Erin hung up and smiled. A job interview! They had plenty of money after Michael’s promotion, but if she wouldn’t mind working a couple days or so a week. She’d still have time for gardening and finishing her first novel. Less time, but she really should escape the house more.

	Erin needed to shower, find interview clothing, fix her hair—wait. It just now hit her: “Properly packaged for the ride.” Ms. North was sending over someone to kidnap her!

	Now she felt a little stupid. Was there really a position open for her? Or was this all a bit of role-play? She’d never been tied up by a stranger before, let alone absconded with in a car, bound and gagged! Yet…it did sound exciting. And Ms. North did emphasize that she trusted the drivers, or kidnappers. Both, she guessed.

	What if she didn’t parse Ms. North’s meaning? What a debacle that would have been. But Ms. North must have figured she’d catch on. That was a compliment to Erin’s perception and intellect. Well, cheers to Ms. North and her confidence in her wits.

	This sounded fun, but she was anxious too. This was new.

◆◆◆

	After the shower, the hair, and the makeup, Erin stood in the walk-in closet in just panties and pantyhose choosing clothes. As far as interview attire, there weren’t many options. Blue was a power-color, right? She moved the purple jacket aside and chose the blue dress. Once properly attired, she appraised herself in the full-length mirror in the bedroom. The cut just hinted at her breasts, yet accentuated their shape. The sleeves were long, modest. The skirt fell to knee-length. Black purse in hand, she walked to the coat closet where her shoes were arrayed in a rack. Black heels to match the black purse.

	She was ready. And ten minutes early. She peeked out the living room curtains. Her pick-up had not yet arrived. How was this to go down, anyway? While preening and dressing she turned over the possibilities in her mind. And the thought of men barging in and tying her up and carrying her out the back was exciting. Arousing. But trying to divine the details was useless. She’d find out very soon.

	The doorbell rang. Well, no break-in. That was actually good. A peek out of the curtains revealed no one. No car, no one on the porch. The back door? The bell tones were the same. She crossed through the kitchen and eyed through the peephole. There stood a man in a black uniform, black leather driver’s cap. His hands were folded by his belt. Very formal. And damn good-looking, too, with a strong chin (light stubble), ice-blue eyes, and speaking of strong, this gentleman was fit.

	She wouldn’t mind him tying her up at all.

	Erin opened the door. “You’re right on time—mmmph!”

	With cat-like swiftness, the uniformed driver stepped in and silenced her with a big, meaty hand over her mouth. Another man entered as she was pushed into the kitchen and picked up. The first man repositioned himself behind her, arm over her arms, the other hand clamped over her lips. The next man, in an identical uniform, but a strong Black gentleman, scooped up her kicking legs and she was carried by both into the living room and sat ungently on the sofa.

	“Mmmmmph!” Erin didn’t expect all this.

	The Black man released her legs and growled, “Hands behind you!”

	His commanding voice was to be obeyed, and swiftly. She crossed her wrists behind her back as the white guy kept her handgagged. Her wrists were quickly bound.

	“Feet together!”

	Erin complied, placing her ankles side-by-side for him to bind. And in all of five minutes, she was tied up hand and foot on her sofa.

	“When Jordan takes his hand away, you’re to open your mouth, but not scream. Do you understand?”

	She nodded beneath Jordan’s grip on her lips and jaw.

	The man in front of her had a balled white cloth ready. The hand left her face and she opened, as instructed, and allowed the (so far) nameless Black man to stuff the wad into her mouth. Jordan, behind her was quick with the stretchy wrapping that encircled her head several times before being secured. Her mouth was quite full and the wrap stressed her jaw. She knew she had been effectively silenced for the ride to her “interview.”

	“Let’s get the box,” said Jordan.

	Box?

	She was left alone in her tight bondage as the both of them left. Erin didn’t even notice the vehicle they had arrived in. The thought of hopping to the front door in an escape attempt crossed her mind. What would happen then? Would a neighbor call the police? Tempting as it was to test the boundaries of the game, she decided it was best to await her fate.

	The back door opened again, and they entered the room with a long, wooden box, rectangular, similar in size to a coffin. Rope handholds adorned each end. Four brass hinges sat along one side, two locking clasps on the other. A pattern of small holes had been drilled into the lid. Erin’s eyes grew wide.

	Jordan sat beside her, face serious. “Ryker will open this up for you. It’s important that you don’t struggle within the confines, nor kick the sides of the box. Do you understand?”

	Erin nodded.

	Ryker, the Black man, opened the hinged box, and she could see it was plushily padded within. She was glad she didn’t suffer from claustrophobia. The two picked her up and laid her within on her side. It felt just like a memory-foam mattress. The lid was closed and a metal clanking heralded the locks. Little rays of light filtered in through the air holes. The box was lifted, tilted, set back down. A translucent cloth went over the holes. Everything darkened incrementally. Were they wrapping the box for some reason?

	She was lifted and carried. Not roughly, but as if she were precious, fragile cargo. She appreciated this. No fantasy of hers included being boxed and shaken about like a maraca. The box slid into a vehicle (a van maybe?), the wooden bottom shushing against metal. She doubted this was a pickup truck. Doors slammed, and soon the engine started. The vehicle moved, and they were on their way.

	Ms. North must have a greater taste for rope than other restraints, Erin concluded, as she lay in her transport coffin, bound at the wrists and ankles. It would have been faster and easier, and definitely more secure if these gangster goons of hers had employed handcuffs. Less comfortable, surely, and even if she could wriggle her hands from her bonds, she was still in a locked box. Erin tested her wrist ropes, sliding her hands to and fro, fingers searching for a knot. It would at least be fun to spring from the box when opened and make a run for it. She groped about and slid her wrists back and forth, but Ms. North’s goons knew what they were doing.

	She was securely tied up for the duration.

◆◆◆

	The ride ended, the vehicle doors opened, more carrying. Light from the above holes changed from daylight to dimmer interior light. Erin heard the distinct slide of elevator doors followed by upward motion. She could tell no one else was in this elevator. Perhaps this was a rarely-used freight elevator? More walking, some turns. Then, and this stunned her, she heard voices. Nothing really discernable penetrated her box, but she could tell she was being carried through a large room where people milled about. What would happen if she began kicking the padded confines of the box? She’d been expressly instructed to do no such thing…but what if?

	The men stopped, but didn’t place her on the floor.

	A female voice: “Ms. North’s been expecting a large package. I’ll let her know it’s arrived.”

	They had taken her right through the main floor of the DataMaxx office! She wondered if she had passed Michael, him completely oblivious!

	“You can go right in.”

	“Thank you,” replied Ryker.

	A door opened, motion continued.

	“Please set that in front of the desk,” said Ms. North.

	The office door closed.

	“Thank you for your assistance,” said Ms. North. “Let’s see what we have here.”

	Erin’s little prison shifted, tilted, then settled. The cloth over the holes was swept away. Keys jiggled in locks. Light flooded in as the lid swung open.

	Erin blinked a few times.

	Ms. North bent over, hands behind her back, peering in at her captive. Even though Erin’s eyes had yet to fully adjust, she could see the bright smile of Ms. North. She reached in and ran a hand up Erin’s leg beginning at the calf, skin whispering on her pantyhose. The hand went up her skirt until it discovered her ass, and squeezed a cheek. “The package appears undamaged. And delectable. Let’s extract the prize from the box, shall we?”

	Two pairs of hands grasped her. One pair took her beneath her armpits, the other behind the knees, and she was straightened up standing on the floor. Both flanked and steadied her, ensuring she didn’t fall. Ms. North, still smiling, scanned her body, from toes to nose.

	“Well, Mrs. Westphal, you passed the first phase of the interview. And I applaud your choice in office attire. Quite appropriate. You know what looks good on you. So many people have no idea. Such a pity.” She placed a fingernail beneath Erin’s chin and gazed into her eyes. “Let’s begin phase two, shall we?”

	Of course, Erin could not reply, with the packing in her mouth and the tight wrap around her face. Which, she noticed since she had been released from the dark box, had begun to ache. Now that she had a moment to take note of discomfort, her tied wrists were feeling the pressure, too.

	“I fear that gag has ruined Ms. Westphal’s lipstick. Would you be a good man and remove it, Jordan?”

	“Of course, Madam.”

	Something loosened at the back of her neck, and the bandage fell away, loop by loop, until the whole thing fell around her feet. Jordan held out his hand for her to spit the wad of packing. Quite large and mouth-filling, it took some oral machinations to dislodge the gag. Jordan took the soaking ball of cloth away.

	Despite being free to speak, Erin said nothing. She licked her dry lips before stretching her aching jaw.

	Ms. North approached, her smile faded and her typical, serious glare bored into Erin. She felt small and intensely vulnerable. “Your lipstick, as I predicted, is in need of repair, Mrs. Westphal. But before I assist with this situation…” She leaned into Erin, her lips touching with tenderness. They kissed. Erin would never tell Michael this, but Ms. North was the most exquisite and sensual kisser she’d ever encountered. It was like she had made a lifelong study of the process, and graduated with honors.

	Ms. North’s teeth gently bit her upper lip before the slow touch of her tongue glided across her bottom lip. She pulled away and said, “Now I’ve done more damage. It’s my responsibility to repair. But before I do…” Another kiss. This one longer. Their tongues met and darted and teased.

	The kiss broken again, Ms. North said, voice just above a whisper, “I’ll fix you.”

	She retreated to her desk, and from a drawer she pulled a makeup eraser stick. Erin pouted her lips to accept Ms. North’s application of the expensive looking makeup remover. When finished, “I believe I have a little something close to your favored shade.” She rummaged in the same drawer, looked critically at several lip sticks before choosing one. “This will do nicely.”

	Erin again pouted her lips, and with artistic caution, a new layer was applied. Ms. North produced a compact mirror. Erin appraised what Ms. North had done for her. She could tell it was an incrementally darker shade of burgundy than she had chosen for the day, but it was very close. Ms. North had quite an eye. Erin smiled. “Thank you.” Those were her first words since she had been handgagged by Jordan in her home about an hour ago.

	Ms. North looked to Ryker. “The ballgag. And then place her beneath the ring.”

	“Madam,” replied Ryker as he pulled a red ballgag from the interior of his black jacket and held it to Erin’s lips.

	She opened and the rubber ball was wedged in (carefully, avoiding the newly-applied lipstick) and strapped behind her head as Jordan held her hair out of the way. Jordan then undid the ropes about her wrists. Without any coordination that Erin could notice, each grabbed her beneath the armpits and carried her the two steps to beneath the silver ring in the ceiling.

	Erin did not think this was the way her afternoon would transpire.

	Jordan bound her hands in front of her with a long rope. The cuff was made thick and cinched between. As the roping went on, Ryker found a wooden stepstool and set it beside her. He stood on it, now above her. Jordan raised her hands up to him. The dangling ends of the binding ropes were threaded through the ring, hoisting her arms above.

	“Mmmm!”

	Her heels lifted from the floor. She needed the stretch after her stint in the box, but this stretch didn’t end. Jordan removed the stool and both of her kidnappers stood ready in a corner of the office, hands folded at their belts.

	Erin felt particularly vulnerable bound before three people, two of them strangers.

	“Your interview is going swimmingly, Mrs. Westphal. I like the way you adorn my office.” She slipped a finger in the inside of the cut at the top of Erin’s dress, grazing the tops of her breasts. Erin shivered at the touch she could do nothing to stop. Ms. North’s other hand reached and squeezed Erin’s ass. “Wouldn’t it be fun if I invited a few of the company officers in for a little meeting? They could interview you, too.”

	Erin couldn’t tell if she were kidding. Considering she had sent two strangers to pick her up, rather tie her up and box her up, anything could happen. The possibilities ratcheted up her anxiety. She didn’t think she could stand anymore surprises. But in reply, Erin shook her head.

	“No? Perhaps you really aren’t serious about this job, Mrs. Westphal.” A fingernail stroked her chin. “You have no say in the matter. And it’s important you meet your potential co-workers.”

	“Mmmm!”

	Ms. North sat at her desk and picked up the landline phone. “Meet me in my office at ten after.” She hung up.

	Erin thought that was awfully terse. It was likely just a fake call to get a rise out of her. She didn’t take the bait. Ms. North wouldn’t add more to the party, would she? Erin hoped not. The blood was beginning to drain from her hands above her. The restraint itself wasn’t so bad, but being stretched vertically was giving her circulation issues. Her fingers registered the beginning of the tingles.

	Ms. North rose from her chair to stand in front of her toy once again. “I do love your dress, pantyhose, and heels, as I had mentioned. Do you think it’s a bit much for a meeting after-hours? Maybe you would have more of an impact on the gentleman coming in if you made do with…less?”

	Was she really going to strip her? Her two goons still stood in the corner, impassive as stone, but if Ms. North got her tits out they would take peeks, surely. She really didn’t sign up for this.

	Or did she?

	Erin knew if she clapped her hands things would stop. (Things would stop, right?) She trusted Ms. North so far. But her hands were tingly. How long until they were numb? How long before she could no longer move them? Her heart pounded again, just as hard as when she was stuffed into that coffin bondage box. How much more excitement would the day bring? She stared defiantly into Ms. North’s eyes.

	Ms. North grinned, as if she looked at a delicious dinner she’d waited so long to arrive. “The invited gentleman will be surprised. I didn’t even hint at the new bauble beside my desk. And he has a taste for such things, let me tell you. He’ll be delighted.” She stepped back and appraised her, looking Erin up and down, and by the glint in her eyes, she knew Ms. North adored what she saw. Ms. North took her own chin in hand, thinking as she stared lustily. “Your porcelain skin bares no marks of your adventures, save for what lies beneath the ropes. What do you think, Mrs. Westphal? Should I redden your cheeks? You haven’t even been slapped. Not once. Or should I leave you untouched for the visitor? He can slap you as much as he likes? I’ll give him scissors to slice off all of your clothes and he can play with all of your scrumptious parts. Although I’d love to unwrap this present myself, it’s also fun to watch.”

	Someone knocked at the door.

	Erin held her breath. Her heart thudded and blood roared in her ears.

	“Come in,” said Ms. North as she stepped to the side so as not to block the entrant’s view of her, tied and gagged as she was. 

	The door opened and in walked Michael. A stunned Michael. His expression of astonishment melted to a pleased smile.

	“Close the door, please, Mr. Westphal.”

	Michael closed the door.





Chapter 3

The Trial




	“How did this interviewee get here?” asked Michael. “I happen to know her husband was at work with their only car.”

	Ms. North took Erin’s chin in her hand and smiled. “That’s a story unto itself, isn’t it?”

	Erin nodded.

	Michael had been mired in a bit of a gloomy mood, but seeing his wife hoisted up and ballgagged chased away all negative vibes.

	Ms. North motioned to the corner of the office where two stacked men in black stood. “I sent a couple of my drivers to pick her up.”

	Michael also noticed the tall, wooden box standing on end against a wall next to a Klimt painting. His mouth fell open. He remembered these guys carrying this cloth-wrapped box through the office about an hour or so ago as he went to the breakroom to wash out his coffee mug. His wife had been inside! This was amazing. He went to his wife and cupped her face in his hands. “You had an adventure, didn’t you?”

	Erin nodded.

	“May I remind you this is an interview, Mr. Westphal. And as an interviewer, how would you like to proceed?”

	Michael kissed his wife lightly on her nose and she giggled through her ballgag. He looked over his shoulder at the…delivery men? Drivers? Kidnappers? “And…I have not been introduced.”

	“Ryker is the Black gentleman, and Jordan the white.” Neither of them reacted, still as statues. “Think of them as my robots. Robots that cater to my whims so very effectively.”

	“Do they have a role in this interview?” asked Michael.

	“Their role may be done…or not. We shall see. But, I assure you, Mr. Westphal, they see only what I instruct them to see. And do only what I instruct them to do. As I said, think of them as robots.”

	Michael nodded. Robots. Fine. They certainly didn’t look as if they heard or saw anything in the room. More like statues. He turned back to his helpless wife. Her large eyes stared back at him. “Well, then. Let’s begin the trial, shall we?”

	He looked at her dress trying to figure how to get it off of her the way she was bound. Impossible. But he didn’t want to untie her, either. Well, he could pull the skirt up all the way to her neck, that would expose everything, but messy. She’d have a crumpled blue collar above her shoulders. Oh, hell. He’d just received a hefty raise, her could buy her a new dress. “Ms. North, may I borrow a pair of scissors?”

	“Mmmm?”

	“Of course, Mr. Westphal,” replied Ms. North as she went to her desk and opened a drawer. She handed him a formidable looking pair of silver scissors.

	Erin’s eyes grew larger.

	Michael gave the shears a couple of test clips in the air. They felt hefty, like they could cut through a cardboard box with minimal effort. He placed them at the top dress cut where it met her shoulder, and started cutting the left sleeve along its length.

	Erin chastised Michael through her gag, unintelligible “mmms,” but didn’t dare move.

	“Sacrifices must be made if you want the job,” said Michael, not pausing in the slicing.

	Ms. North watched with a small expectant smile, arms crossed.

	The parted sleeve dropped to Erin’s waist, dangling. Michael, now practiced with scissoring the cloth, made quit work on the right one, and her tattered dress fell to the floor around Erin’s heels. She now stood in her black bra, sheer pantyhose with the black panties peeking through.

	Ms. North applauded. “Excellent! Ms. Westphal, your performance in this interview is quite stunning!”

	“Mmmmph!”

	With two snips her bra straps were cut and Michael unclipped it from the back and tossed it to the side. Erin’s breasts, now revealed and somewhat retracted by her arms raised toward the ceiling. The air conditioning chilled her pink nipples erect.

	“Bravo!” cheered Ms. North.

	After setting the scissors on Ms. North’s desk, Michael slipped his fingers into the waist band of Erin’s pantyhose and slid them down below her knees. Michael inspected her front and back. At the back he smacked her pert ass just to illicit a “Mmmph!” from her.

	Michael dipped one finger into the front of her panties, eyes locked into Erin’s. The back of his finger brushed the top of her pubic hair beneath the silky fabric. What a way to end the week! With his left hand he grasped Erin’s face beneath her chin. He flipped the hand beneath her panties around and his two middle fingers discovered the Land of Moist, and entered.

	Erin gasped.

	He applied a bit of pressure with the top of his palm to her clit.

	Erin moaned.

	Michael grinned and maintained his motion. 

	“Is this to be a trial, Mr. Westphal, or a pleasant, yet forced, exercise in arousal and stimulation?”

	Michael fingers kept working his wife. “Do you have any suggestions?”

	“In consideration of the path you’ve chosen for the delicate and restrained interviewee, I do have something that you might consider.” She turned to her robots, still standing in the office corner.

Michael had forgotten about them. His beautiful wife in bondage, tits out and his hand in her panties, had that effect on him.

	“Bring the sawhorse,” commanded Ms. North.

	Sawhorse? What was she talking about? Curious, Michael removed his hand from his wife. The two robots had opened a large cabinet and extracted a long, black carrying case and unzipped it. Together they efficiently unfolded an aluminum sawhorse, the top bar smooth and black, the four legs silver and sturdy.

	“Would you like these fine gentleman to untie Ms. Westphal’s ankles and sit her atop the horse? She does look like she could use some relief.”

	“That’s a great idea.”

	“Excellent.” Ms. North addressed the stoic men in black. “Follow the orders of Mr. North until I indicate otherwise.”

	In unison, they replied, “Yes, Madam.”

	“Well, then,” began Michael, a little uncertain, “Let’s untie Mrs. Westphal’s ankles. Sit her atop the horse. And…bind her ankles beneath it.”

	Ryker bent down and released Erin’s ankles from their bondage, exposing the red marks. The rope had been there for quite some time.

	Michael held his hand up, “A moment.” With a thumb hooked in each side of Erin’s panties, he slid them from her legs, and took the pantyhose with them, too.

	“Mmmm!”

	Michael could tell she was nervous being totally naked and tied up in front of these two strangers. “Now remove her shoes and hand her pantyhose and panties to me. Please.”

	The men obeyed immediately. Michael sort of wanted a “Yes sir” or something like Ms. North had received, but it really wasn’t that important.

	“No need for a ‘please,’ Mr. Westphal. It’s not necessary and a waste of verbiage.”

	Michael nodded.

	Ryker placed Erin’s high heels next to Ms. North’s desk and Jordan presented Michael with the requested underthings. 

Michael took the pantyhose and moistened panties and considered burying his face in them, but…he felt self-conscious with Ms. North and her robots here. But just a foot from his face, he paused, and he could indeed detect his wife’s delicious scent. Michael smiled and set them on Ms. North’s desk. He knew this was a little rude to Ms. North, placing dirty panties and hose there, and he enjoyed the feeling it gave him. He also found pleasure in ordering these two guys around. They obviously liked it. He gestured to his naked wife. “Continue with the earlier orders,” he said.

	Jordan lifted Erin up by the waist effortlessly, the man was strong and Erin slight. Ryker slid the sawhorse toward her, and Erin accommodated the new furniture by opening her legs. Placed directly below her, Jordan set her down, gently. Both bent down and crossed her ankles beneath and tied them. The only thing Erin now wore: ropes and the ballgag. Delectable.

	“This is not the usual sort of sawhorse,” explained Ms. North as she stepped forward. She found a knob beneath the principal strut upon which Erin was straddling (and moistening) and turned it.

	Erin jolted as the top of the sawhorse came to life with vibration. The buzz filled the room, as did Erin’s moans.

“Wow.” Michael was speechless. Erin writhed atop the sawhorse, tits jiggling.

	Ms. North crossed her arms again, staring with great satisfaction at the naked redhead moaning atop the sawhorse. “This looks to be a trial by orgasm,” she said.

	“A fine and entertaining trial, I think.” Michael’s brain brewed a devilish idea. Should he? He cut his eyes to Ms. North. All dominant in her black accouterments that had him in a state of lust for the bulk of the day. He stepped backwards, eyes still pinned to his bound and moaning wife rocking on the sawhorse, not giving anything away. Now a step behind the tall and perfect body of Ms. North, he hesitated. But…maybe she wanted this all along, yes?

	Michael handgagged Ms. North from behind and ordered her robots, “Find a gag and gag Ms. North.”

	Without hesitation the two sprang to action.

	Ms. North thrashed in his arms, but he held on tight, his left arm pinning her. She was no weak damsel, but his hold was not broken.

	Ryker had opened up a bottom drawer of Ms. North’s desk and now held a black ballgag by its strap for Michael’s inspection.

	“That will do nicely. Bring it here. Jordan, turn that sawhorse off before she cums all over the place.”

Jordan rushed to the sawhorse controls and Erin’s moans degenerated to heavy breathing, her shoulders sagging, her head bowed.

“Now make sure the gag gets properly placed in the pretty mouth beneath my hand.”

	Jordan held Ms. North’s head while Ryker grasped the ballgag’s straps in each hand and held it an inch before Michael’s hand. “Ready?” asked Michael.

	Ryker nodded.

	Michael removed his hand and Ms. North refused to part her lips. Jordan dug his fingers into Ms. North’s jaw muscles which caused a yelp that was plugged by Ryker inserting the ball with machine-like efficiency. Together they managed to get it buckled behind her head.

	Ms. North still thrashed in Michael’s arms. “Bind her hands behind her!” ordered Michael.

	Jordan fetched a length of rope as Ryker and Michael wrestled Ms. North’s wrists to the small of her back. Jordan roped her well and tightly as Ms. North still bucked. Michael held on to his boss. He’d half-expected her to clap or snap to bring a halt to her binding and domination, but nothing came, no safe signal. But she was resisting for all she was worth and growling behind that ball in her mouth.

	“Let’s make her kneel,” said Michael.

	Ms. North, with fury in her eyes, shook her head.

	Jordan, still positioned behind her, pressed his knee against the back of Ms. North’s knee and she buckled to the floor.

	“Hold her there,” said Michael as he stood before Ms. North, taking in her defiant glare with a satisfied smile.

	Jordan’s hands pressed on her shoulders, leaving her no option to stand.

	Michael turned to his wife still perched on the sawhorse. “Would you like to see Ms. North interviewed?”

	Erin nodded.

	“Excellent. Ryker, let’s take off her top. I see scissors on the desk.”

	“Mmmmmmph! Mmmmph!” Ms. North shook her head with violence.

	Ryker returned with the fabric shears and went to work as Jordan held her steady.

	“Let’s not struggle too much, Ms. North, we don’t want to bloody the floor,” mused Michael, loving Ms. North’s expression of anger and horror. He supposed it was horror at the very expensive lacy top being shredded.

	The fabric fell from her shoulders. Ryker sliced down each side of the ruined top and the remains dropped to the floor around her knees. The bra beneath was also black, naturally, perfectly matching her outfit today. “Continue,” Michael told Riker. The bra straps were cut, first the right, then the left. Ryker unclasped the bra at the front, and the damaged underwear was tossed. Ms. North now knelt before Michael, hands bound behind her, a ballgag in her mouth, her generous tits with their dark brown erect nipples on display.

	This was a damn good Friday. Perhaps the best Friday in Michael’s life.

	“All right. Let’s straddle her up there on the horse facing Mrs. Westphal.”

	The two men took an arm each and hauled Ms. North to her feet, her heavy breasts swaying with the sudden motion. She surely knew resistance would be sad and futile at this point, so there was no kicking, no screaming behind that ball in her mouth. Her leather skirt was hiked up to her waist by Jordan, just to get it out of the way and she was sat on the wooden horse. Beneath her black pantyhose she wore red panties. Michael liked the splash of color hidden beneath all the black. More ropes came out, and Ms. North, defeated by her own men, allowed loops to be wrapped about her ankles and tethered to the rear, stout legs of the sawhorse.

	Their job complete, the two stood back from the tableaux of bound and topless women.

	Michael stood between them. He lovingly cupped his wife’s breast. She purred. He grabbed with his other hand at Ms. North’s tits roughly. She growled. Michael admitted, only to himself, that he liked her tits a lot more than his wife’s. She was no sweetheart like Erin, she was the cold-ass commander-in-chief of DataMaxx, and that was part of his love in seeing her bound and gagged and helpless against fending off his hands from her D-cup boobs.

	“Lot of extra work you piled on me this week, Ms. North. Oh, fuck the honorific. Here, tied up to your own sawhorse, you’re just Rachel. I like your tits, Rachel.”

	Ms. North glowered at Michael as he grappled with her breasts.

	Michael stepped back to watch both women. Erin sat on her perch, looking a bit tired. She had a pretty long and exciting day. And Michael had just arrived. Ms. North stared daggers into him. She must not have expected him to take her robots and turn them on her. He congratulated himself on his swift and clever thinking.

	“Ryker? Show me how this sawhorse works.”

	He came over and showed Michael the controls at the end of the sawhorse behind Ms. North’s ass. It was a simple knob. Low to high. So very simple. Michael figured Ms. North would have had something of amazing complexity fashioned. No. Simplicity. How nice. Michael turned the knob up just a smidge.

	Both women yelped through their gags at the sudden, yet gentle, stimulation. Erin’s eyes rolled back and she shifted herself back and forth on the vibrating contraption. Ms. North moaned, but without any real gusto. As if she didn’t want anyone in the room to see she was having a good time, dominated and stimulated.

	“You stand at the control,” Michael said to Ryker as he went to his wife and grasped her waist, feeling her rock back and forth on the vibrating pleasure log. His hand slid down to the precipice of her mound. She’d already had a taste of this thing, she was quite wet. He added to her mechanical stimulation with a little pressure of his own. Erin moaned louder. He cut his eyes to Ms. North, whose gaze was fixed on the couple in front of her. Was she jealous? Jealous of the connection between the two married lovers, or of his attention to her tender region? Michael wondered, but he loved depriving her of any extra pleasure at the moment. All that extra work this week. Well, this bondage business did make up for it.

	Michael signaled Ryker with a thumbs-up motion to indicate a desired increase in vibration for the ladies. The hum grew louder, as did the gagged moans of the captives. Ms. North couldn’t help herself this time.

	Erin’s eyes were closed, her face tilted to the ceiling. She rocked on the sawhorse and his hand. He reached around her and grabbed her breast with his free hand. He was throbbing hard and pressed his cock against her thigh. He didn’t want a wet spot on his pants, but he felt uneasy unzipping in front of the two dudes in the room. Self-conscious. Erin’s rocking motion, along with her being naked, tied up, a gag clutched tightly between her teeth, one hand on her pussy and the other on her tit, this had him really close. His own eyes closed for a moment as he reveled in the ecstasy of the overload of sexual sensory input. He popped his eyes open again, but looking to Ms. North, riding the horse like Erin, her expression softened by the unrelenting stimulation. Her eyes on him. Why on him? 

	“Max it!” cried Michael.

	Ryker turned that knob all the way and the women squealed.

	Michael could feel the vibration through his cock on Erin’s leg. Holy shit. He turned his gaze to his wife’s face, her ballgagged mouth—god this was so arousing! The moans of the two women pitched high.

	Erin was screaming, riding the wave of a powerful orgasm. And Michael came next, releasing his wife and doubling over, grunting. He puffed and puffed as the charge of the climax sped through him like an earthquake and shuddered him until he fell to his knees.

	Ms. North came last, her screams thankfully dampened by that ball in her mouth, otherwise she may have shattered the windows and set car alarms off in the parking lot.

	Michael nodded to Ryker, who turned off the sawhorse.

	Everyone panted. And sweated.

	Ms. North slouched, breathing furiously through her nose.

	Erin was a naked sweaty mess with hair clinging to her neck and forehead, also panting.

	Only the sound of heavy breathing filled the office.

	Michael looked down and noted the spot on his suit pants. “Ryker. Jordan. Let’s untie the ladies.”

◆◆◆

	When Jordan removed Ms. North’s ballgag at Michael’s orders, she said nothing. She was spent. What a day it had been. What a delight! This couple she had acquired had been fabulous so far. Worth every penny of that promotion. Once she hydrated and regained some of her energy, she knew she’d masturbate replaying the day’s events in her mind. And the video. Cameras were hidden in the office. In the car of her robot kidnappers. And in their driving caps. Inside the bondage box. This was something she’d enjoy for years to come.

	Her own bondage had come as a surprise, and a welcome one. Kudos to her promoted man, Mr. Westphal.

	Once Jordan had her untied she went to her private washroom attached to her office. She cleaned up, had Jordan bring her in fresh clothes from the armoire, a dress, that for her, she deemed casual. Most wouldn’t consider silk floral print very casual, but she abhorred denim jeans. Once somewhat recovered and fresh, she returned to the office.

	Erin, whose dress she’d ruined earlier, sat cuddled with her husband on the sofa beneath a blanket. Presumably naked. Ms. North retrieved a two small packages from her armoire and walked to the couple in their afterglow.

	“These are for you, and they’re in your size, Mrs. Westphal.” One package was office wear, including bra, pantyhose, and panties, the other jeans and a cotton top, something she thought she would favor.

	Erin opened the first package. “Oh! A replacement dress!” She unfolded the blue number. “It’s smart and pretty! Thank you!” She then fawned over the casual wear, and excused herself to change, gathering the blanket around her as she headed toward Ms. North’s private washroom.

	“Wait,” said Ms. North.

	Erin turned, eyebrows up.

	“You have the job, by the way. Your performance for the interview was…memorable.”

	Erin looked to Michael, who smirked and nodded. “I don’t know, Ms. North,” she said, “if I have the energy to work for you.”

	Ms. North smiled. “It’s only part-time. If the workload becomes overbearing, we can have a chat.”

	“Okay, then. Deal. When do I start?”
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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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