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Chapter 1

Contract Meeting




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.




Part 3 brief recap: Ms. North sends for Michael’s wife Erin for a job interview. She’s picked up from her house by Ms. North’s minions, bound and gagged, bundled into a box and delivered to the office where she’s bound again and toyed with. Michael is then summoned to assist in Erin’s “interview,” and he sets Ms. North’s own minions upon her so she’s bound with his wife on the vibrating sawhorse. Ms. North hires Erin.


	Erin checked her laptop clock. Five minutes to go.

	She’d been working at DataMaxx for a month now, three days a week. The work wasn’t that challenging, but she really hadn’t been hired for any relevant business skills. There was plenty of necessary busywork. But so far, she hadn’t been needed for anything else. She thought that was odd. But there was no arguing with the pay, even if all she did was sit in an office cube all day.

	But that was changing today. She was to accompany Ms. North on an important meeting with a CEO at another company, something about obtaining a contract. She’d been told she didn’t need the details, just come along and take notes, carry Ms. North’s briefcase and laptop and look pretty. For that last bit she donned a navy midi dress with sleeves to the forearms, cut low but not too low. This was company business. She didn’t want to take the advice too far. Her black heels stood at three inches, anything higher might raise an eyebrow. She hadn’t been instructed to raise eyebrows. She’d been told to “look pretty.” Her husband Michael had said she didn’t really need to do a damn thing to pull that off as he stroked her long, red locks the night before.

	“Ready Mrs. Westphal?”

	Erin turned to see Ms. North in the entry to her cubicle. If Erin was supposed to be pretty, Ms. North was a vision in dark executive power. Or maybe hitting the club. But not quite. She had the fashion sense to bridge the two and make men’s heads whip around at neck-breaking speed. Her black heels gave her four more inches of height. Her houndstooth mini skirt was patterned in scarlet and black. Her black jacket draped over her crimson low-cut blouse and her cleavage shone white beneath. She still favored her dark hair in a bob that only brushed her shoulders. Her lips matched the deep reds of her outfit. Stunning.

	Erin stood. “Ready.”

	Ms. North smiled and walked down the aisle through the cube farm, Erin trailing. They had the elevator to themselves. “You look pretty today, Mrs. Westphal.”

	“Thank you. You look particularly beautiful, Ms. North.”

	“Thank you. How kind.”

	Their heels clicked on the office building’s tile as they crossed the lobby. Beyond the revolving doors waited a black Cadillac. Both boarded into the back seat and their Caddy rolled away.

	It took Erin a few seconds, but she recognized the eyes of the driver in the rearview mirror: Ryker, the Black, muscled gentleman who was part of the two-man team that had picked her up for her “interview” with Ms. North. Ryker’s eyes stayed focused on the road.

	A clinking sound beside Erin caught her attention. Ms. North had extracted black handcuffs from her purse. “Hands.”

	Erin suspected something was up for this contract meeting. But things were starting already? Without a word or hesitation, she offered her wrists and Ms. North clicked the cuffs about them.

	“So, Mrs. Westphal, for this meeting, beyond opening remarks and introductions, you are not to say anything unless asked to or prompted by me or the gentleman we’re meeting, Mr. Barron. I know you’re perfect for this job, that’s why I chose you.” A white ball came out of the purse next. “As a little reminder for the duration of this short ride, a little training one might say. Open.”

	Erin parted her lips and Ms. North inserted the ball firmly behind her teeth, careful to not touch her lipstick. There was no strap attached to this ball, which filled her mouth perfectly. Ms. North knew her exact size. It was a voluntary gag that she could pop out with little trouble. Her hands had been cuffed in front, anyway. Erin thought this was a little strange, but judging by the new gleam in Ms. North’s eye, she was enjoying having her passenger a little restrained for the ride uptown.

	“This contract will be a boon to the company,” said Ms. North, eyes sliding between Erin’s gagged mouth and her cuffed hands resting in her lap. “And you’re quite the sweetener. I believe this meeting will pass swimmingly.” Ms. North placed a hand on Erin’s thigh for the remaining duration of the short ride, her eyes stealing glances at the bound beauty.

	As they approached the modernist glass building, Ms. North unlocked the cuffs and held her hand beneath Erin’s chin. “Gag please.”

	Erin worked the ball from her mouth without using her hands and it plopped wet into Ms. North’s waiting hand. The ball went into a plastic bag, the bag into her purse.

	They were dropped at the doors of modern office building uptown. In silence they traversed the lobby and rode the elevator to the eighth floor. The receptionist in a white dress greeted them, and after a short call, said, “Mr. Barron will receive you immediately.”

	Ms. North whispered, “That’s an excellent sign.”

	They were ushered into a small meeting room, to a table that seated six. On the table lay a single manilla folder. The wall of glass presented a view of the surrounding buildings and streets and rooftops. The wall behind them had no windows, and the door not only clicked shut, but further clicks indicated they were locked in for no interruptions. A man in a tailored blue pin-striped suit, hair streaked with gray in his otherwise dark hair faced away, hands behind, looking out to the city. Once the door locked he turned with a smile. “Greetings. Ms. North, always a pleasure.”

	“Likewise. This is my assistant, Mrs. Westphal.”

	Mr. Barron came around the table to take Erin’s hand in his warm, dry, and firm grip. “I’m Malin Barron.” He was handsome, aged maybe fifty and fit, his blue eyes like glacier ice. “Pleasure.” He looked to Ms. North. “Coffee? Water?”

	“No thank you. I believe we should begin.”

	“Fine idea! Mrs. Westphal, please be seated,” Mr. Barron said and gestured to the nearest chair.

	Erin sat herself in the comfortable, black leather chair with sturdy, padded armrests. Neither of the bosses sat themselves. Ms. North stood behind the chair. Mr. Barron walked to the credenza in the corner, opened a drawer and pulled out lengths of white rope.

	Erin half expected this. Maybe more than half. But she had no clue what might happen once she was securely bound and gagged. She waited as Mr. Barron came to her side with hands clutching bundles of rope. He handed one to Ms. North and arrayed others on the table. With Ms. North to her right and Mr. Barron on her left, they each took a hand and placed it on the armrest and began to bind her. They didn’t even discuss what they were doing. They had planned this.

	With her wrists firmly bound to the armrests, each picked up another coil. Mr. Barron paused to appraise her. “Thank you for assisting Ms. North. Your presence is very much appreciated.”

Erin didn’t know how or even if she should reply. So she didn’t. 

	Ms. North slipped a long length between her arms and chest, wrapping the rope over her chest, above and below her breasts but not atop her upper arms, mooring her tightly to the back of the chair. She sank into the soft chair back, her breathing marginally restricted with the pressure. Ms. North pulled back Erin’s chair from the table and turned it to Mr. Barron, who smiled and grabbed another length and kneeled to loop it around her thighs. His hands lingered across her legs as he bound her. “Ms. North, would you be so kind as to secure her lap to the seat?”

	“Certainly.” Ms. North immediately went to work with another length of rope, the cord biting into Erin’s bare thigh tops.

	Finished with her thighs, Mr. Barron’s final rope encircled her ankles and was connected to the post beneath the chair. He took the liberty of removing her heels she had carefully chosen that morning. He placed them neatly side-by-side beneath the table. His hand fondled her toes and soles. “You have such finely shaped feet, Mrs. Westphal.”

	“Thank you.”

	Mr. Barron sighed, as if very reluctant to stop the business of massaging her naked feet, stood and stared hungrily at the chairbound Erin.

	Ms. North, from behind, placed her hands on Erin’s shoulders. “Is this a positive start to our negotiations?”

	“Splendid! It’s turning out to be a delightful day.”

	“I agree.”

	“One more thing before we begin…”

	“Naturally,” replied Ms. North. “What type of gag would you prefer?”

	Mr. Barron brought up a hand beneath his chin in consideration. “Her lips are full and pouty. It would be a shame to conceal them.”

	“A ballgag, then?”

	Mr. Barron paused. “Yes. That would do nicely. Do you happen to have one with you?”

	Ms. North smiled. “Why, yes. But only black.”

	“Perfect. Red would not accentuate her lipstick shade. Please, do me the honor of gagging your pretty assistant.”

	She reached for her purse on the meeting table and produced the black ballgag. Erin did not have to be prompted to open her mouth. The black ball was worked behind her teeth and buckled, with some adjusting, beneath her hair.

Mr. Barron grinned broadly. He clapped his hands together. “Well then! This is a fortuitous beginning to the contract negotiations. How about I seat myself next to Mrs. Westphal and you across from me?”

	“Of course.” Ms. North picked up her briefcase and seated herself.

	Mr. Barron took his seat beside Erin and turned her chair so she faced the table once again. He scooted her forward. He picked up the folder on the table stacked with notes and extracted his reading glasses from his jacket pocket. “Last proposed was $4.4 million for your data encryption and overhaul services. The project will take a full calendar year.”

	“Yes,” confirmed Ms. North. “An excellent proposal.”

	Mr. Barron nudged his glasses down his nose a smidge and looked over them at Ms. North. “It could be better.”

	“Could it? We have the best personnel, and their pay is commensurate with their talent and dedication.”

	“I don’t doubt that. But the timeline…”

	“Shrink the timeline and you increase the cost.”

	“There’s obvious padding in here, when we get to the details.”

	“And where do you see that?”

	“With the amount of coders, the timeline doesn’t need to be a full year.”

	“What’s your counter?”

	“Nine months, and I have liberties with Mrs. Westphal’s breasts.”

	Erin took in a breath. She wasn’t just an ornament for the meeting. Her body had become a bargaining chip. Sold off, piece by piece in the interest of a huge deal between these two corporations. This was new. Exciting and…worrying? Anxiety crept up her spine. How far would this go? And was she getting any bonus for her own services in this big money transaction?

	“Ten months. The breasts are yours.”

	Mr. Barron looked to Erin, who could do nothing by return the stare briefly before allowing her eyes to settle to the table.

	“Deal.”

	“Take the concession,” replied Ms. North lightly.

	Mr. Barron stood, pushing his chair behind. Erin did not meet his rapacious gaze that centered on her cleavage accentuated by the framing of rope. He slipped a hand between her breasts, brushing her gently. The ropes blocked the easy path to her nipples. Yet his fingers lingered over the creamy tops of her tits. He sighed in pleasure. Retracting his hand, reaching inside his jacket. He now held a small pen knife and he sliced her chest ropes before Erin had a chance to gather what was happening. He yanked the ropes away, leaving them to their own gravity-induced chaos on the floor.

	“Mmmm!” Erin reacted, her first peep through that ballgag.

	Mr. Barron placed a hand at the top of her back, leaning her forward just enough so he could unzip the back of the dress. The shoulders of the dress were pushed down her arms, her bra straps slid from her shoulders, and Ms. North’s eyes never once left her. Her gaze was both lusty and mother hen protective.

	Erin’s black bra cups were peeled down and her nipples on display. On display to half the city if the wall-sized windows weren’t tinted. Mr. Barron grasped each one, not roughly, and pulled them completely free so they now sat upon her dress top, not half beneath. “This is one of the most beautiful and satisfying unveilings I have ever attended,” he said, gazing lovingly at her breasts as if they were a revered classical work of art. Evidently, he believed they were.

	Erin was complimented. She knew she had great tits. But what direction would the next negotiation take? She wasn’t consulted on her barriers, or even a safe word. How much was on the table? Was she to be whipped or spanked? Surely she wouldn’t be bent over the table and fucked to add another half million to the deal. It wasn’t like she had any say in the matter. But so far, her trust in Ms. North had never been violated. She still had confidence in her boss.

	Mr. Barron now stood behind her and gripped her exposed breasts with both hands. Her nipples were pinched and tweaked. She grunted in response several times. A bit of pain, but nothing edging on her threshold. Her chin was cupped in one hand, raising her head to face him leering above her, his other hand groping her tit aggressively. His cock throbbed with desire and he rubbed it on her forearm as he enjoyed her breasts. This wasn’t part of the deal, thought Erin. Not like Ms. North could see what he was up to from her position across the table.

	After another minute of fondling, Mr. Barron released Erin’s breasts and sat beside her, folding his hands on the table. Ms. North tilted her head. Mr. Barron had something to say and she waited. “Perhaps,” his fingers gestured in the air, “perhaps there’s another additional service we can add to the contract. And I’m prepared to be generous if the service can be provided.”

	“I’m all ears, Mr. Barron. Our services may seem unlimited, but there’s always limits, I remind you. There’s only so much we can provide. The sky, certainly, but not every star in the universe. That said, let’s hear your proposal.”

	“Let’s say there’s several hundred thousand dollars that can be added to the contract. That, and you, Ms. North, added to this delightful afternoon.”

	Erin’s eyes widened. She didn’t expect this. She was positive Ms. North would decline.

	“Mr. Barron, what you ask is very, very expensive. And that comes with its own set of…restrictions.”

	So she was part of the game, thought Erin, surprised. That would explain how she dressed today, but again, she sometimes dressed pretty damn sexy for just an uneventful day in the office.

	“I’m sure your services are more than worth every penny,” Mr. Barron continued. “But the finances are not unlimited. How about climbing atop this table and I’ll place you into a hogtie. Three hundred thousand dollars.”

	Ms. North didn’t flinch, didn’t blink, gave nothing away. “I feel a little undervalued, Mr. Barron. But I can’t blame you for trying. Except this isn’t even your own money you’re negotiating with, but your company’s.”

	Mr. Barron smiled broadly. “Indeed, from my company to yours. That’s what CEOs do. Immaterial.” He patted Erin’s thigh, as if regretting not paying her any attention for the past five minutes. “Shall we say four? A bit of touching included.”

	“For that, you get the privilege of binding me. More, you can do away with some of the intervening clothes. But touching, that’s a million.”

	Mr. Barron lifted his hand from Erin’s thigh to place it dramatically over his chest. “You just knocked the breath from me. Some things, I fear, are unattainable. Unless that was a highball offer and six would suffice. I’m able to reach six.”

	“I’m afraid not. Shall we agree to half a million for me bound atop this table, my tits and ass for your viewing pleasure only. The afternoon is getting away from us.”

	Mr. Barron leaned back in his chair. His hand this time found Erin’s bare breast with the backs of his fingers, caressing her nipple back to stiffness. “All right, then. Done. Seems I have work ahead of me to raise the cash flow for our next meeting.”

	Mr. North smiled and stood, extending her hand across the table. Mr. Barron retracted his hand from Erin’s nipple, stood, and shook Ms. North’s offered hand firmly. “Half a million,” he said.

	Mr. North met Erin’s eyes briefly, then placed a knee atop the table, climbed up with admirable grace, positioned herself on her belly and crossed her hands behind her. She lay the side of her head so she faced the chairbound, ballgagged, and topless Erin.

	Erin sat, staring at her boss, an amazed witness to the transaction and Ms. North’s immediate compliance with the new terms of the contract. This wouldn’t be the first time she would see Ms. North in bondage, but the first time in a business transaction.

	Mr. Barron busied himself at the credenza, gathering materials. Dexterous for a man his age and quite fit, he leapt atop the table and with a coil of rope in hand, straddled Ms. North a knee to either side of her thighs, and went to work on her wrists. A few wraps, a cinch, and the knot. And Erin’s boss was restrained. Erin knew this was only the beginning.

	Mr. Barron pulled a longer rope from his pile beside, and drew Ms. North’s elbows to within an inch of touching. Erin was fascinated. And a bit anxious. Before, Ms. North had been her protector as she had been bound and gagged at this stranger’s mercy. She was no longer able to fulfil that role. This made her nervous. Ryker was downstairs somewhere, but how would they contact him if his muscle services were needed?

	Ms. North’s elbows were now strictly bound and Mr. Barron no longer knelt atop her, but had moved to her ankles and Ms. North’s expensive black high heels. Her ankles were bound side-by-side, and a lot of rope dangled. Erin knew what that was for. Moving off of the table to the opposite side of Erin, he drew Ms. North’s feet almost to her butt, threaded the rope into the cinch of her wrists, and completed the hogtie with the knot on the other side of her ankles, out of reach of picking fingernails.

	Ms. North asked, “How are you faring, Mrs. Westphal?”

	It was nice of her to ask. “Mmm-hmm” This meant “okay,” and Erin added a nod for clarity.

	Mr. Barron stood next to Erin now, appraising the hogtied Ms. North, his arms crossed, a sly and satisfied grin stretching his mouth. He draped an arm around Erin’s shoulders. “Magnificent. You agree?”

	Erin wasn’t sure how to respond, but she went with her honest instinct. “Mmm-hmm.”

	“Look at that restrained power and beauty.” Mr. Barron inhaled deeply. “I’ve visited the Grand Canyon, the Taj Mahal, but there’s nothing quite like Ms. North hogtied on a meeting table.”

	Ms. North smirked at the remarks. “You engage in hyperbole, Mr. Barron.”

	“Never! I only employ precise language.” He looked down at captive Erin, drinking in the sight of her, before his eyes alighted again on Ms. North. “A couple more things.”

	Erin figured a gag would be next, and she was right, seeing Mr. Barron return from the credenza with a pink ballgag. Since he had asked for one for Erin, this one must have been reserved specifically for Ms. North’s lips. He leaned in, gag in hand, which was enough of a prompt for the hogtied boss to open and accept it. He buckled it beneath her hair. He went to her high heels and busied about unbuckling her beautiful shoes, each in turn, setting them atop the table on the other side of her from Erin. He looked longingly at her soles beneath the black pantyhose. Erin knew he really, really wanted to touch, but the man honored the verbal contract. His stare lingered before reaching for her skirt, lifting it above her ass. Her round, shapely ass. He nodded his satisfaction. Her pantyhose were pulled below her ass, stopping about mid-thigh. Ms. North’s panties were a lacy affair, black threaded with red. Erin figured they must have cost more than her dress. Everything she wore looked pricey. Well, she could afford the nice things in life. And after this, more so.

	Hooking his thumbs into her waistband, the panties were dragged, with a little assistance from Ms. North raising her ass a smidge above the table, to join her pantyhose at her creamy white thighs. Erin released a “Mmm” of admiration at the unveiling. Such a perfect butt. Mr. Barron bit his lower lip, as if that was all he could do to keep himself from touching the goods. He hopped from the table to Erin’s side. Both stared at the tightly hogtied Ms. North. “Your boss is amazing, isn’t she?” asked Mr. Barron.

	“Mm-hmm,” Erin replied.

	Mr. Barron smiled and gently caressed Erin’s boob. “You’re quite amazing, yourself. Today is certainly one for the books. Never to be forgotten. Let’s do one more thing.”

	Mr. Barron reached over to the back zipper of Ms. North’s dress and slid it down, exposing more back and the black back of her bra. After pulling her toward the edge of the table and turning to on her side, he pulled down the front of the dress and marveled for a moment at the matching black bra threaded with red. Ms. North’s eyes regarded him mildly. He unbuttoned the clasp and pushed the cups up. Her generous breasts, free, one resting on the table the other above. “Magnificent,” commented Mr. Barron. “Some may call me a fool, but I believe this is the deal of the Century.” Erin’s eyes went from her tits to the small poof of triangle-shaped pubic hair atop her vagina.

	Back at Erin’s side, he greedily fondled her tits but kept his eyes on Ms. North. “If I weren’t so fit for a man my age, I’d fear a heart attack,” he mused. “Ms. North, you are welcome to struggle and see if you can escape the bonds.”

	Ms. North arched an eyebrow, then began to tug at the connector between her wrists and ankles. Erin knew Mr. Barron just wanted a show of a defeated damsel, nothing more. There would be no escaping the bondage. Ms. North grunted and squirmed, maneuvering to her back and arching before turning over to be on her belly again, her breasts squashing against the wood of the tabletop.

	Mr. Barron stood behind Erin, gripping her breasts in both hands with vigor, eyes on Ms. North, throbbing cock on her arm. Again, Erin wondered if this was part of the agreement or not. She wasn’t privy to the details and got more than a small thrill from being bound and gagged and used. All she knew was she would be getting a nice little bonus from this, atop of the charge of being in bondage by a stranger in a strange place. And watching Ms. North in her own nearly naked predicament.

	The fondling and leering of Mr. Barron soon came to an end, and he announced, “Well, ladies, although I so wish this could continue for an eternity, life calls. And the deal wasn’t for an eternity, anyway.”

	Erin was left watching Ms. North released from her hogtie before he began work on Erin, who watched Ms. North dressing herself after she was released.











Chapter 2

The Bath




	The first part of the ride back to their home office was silent. Erin looked at the red, irritated marks on her wrists and Ms. North’s. Neither were dressed to cover the remains of the bondage experience. Erin half-expected (hoped) for the handcuffs from Ms. North again, but no motion was made for one last note of play.

	“Well,” Ms. North began, “we can’t exactly go back into the office after that.”

	“We’d get some looks, for sure.”

	“That, we would. I’ll announce the new contract tomorrow. I’ll go home and calculate everyone’s bonuses and raises.”

	Erin smiled. “Wow. You’re a good boss.”

	“Too kind, Mrs. Westphal.”

	“Not at all. Bosses are more known for taking all the extra cash for themselves.”

	Ms. North said nothing, but a small smile remained. After a small pause, she said to the driver Ryker, “Let’s take Mrs. Westphal home.”

	Ryker didn’t miss a beat. “Address?”

	Erin gave him her address, and they turned for the blue line on the GPS. “Thank you,” she said to Ms. North.

	The ride was going to be longer, but Erin knew she would feel awkward with the marks on her wrists and ankles available for everyone to see and the blooming gossip to follow. She was new. She didn’t need this, nor her husband Michael catching any flack.

	After they merged onto the freeway, Erin felt she had to mention a little something. “Mr. Barron kept pressing his hard-on to my arm when he was behind me.”

	Ms. North’s eyebrows hardened. “Did he have his cock out?”

	“No, no. It was still in his pants. I just felt…that was out of bounds.”

	“A clever one, Mr. Barron. That, strictly speaking, wasn’t really against the agreement. Since you mentioned it you must have felt uncomfortable.”

	“Yes. Yes and no. I kind of like being used. But I thought you should know.”

	“You were right to tell me. I’ll keep this in mind for any future endeavors and make sure he knows I know. He’s usually a good sort, but sometimes, he plays things a little close to the edge. He knows what he can get away with. Anyway, I will calculate a larger bonus for you.”

	Erin felt her boss thought she was digging for more money. “That’s not why I brought this up. Please don’t think so.”

	“I know you’re above such petty gold-digging, Mrs. Westphal. I made no assumption at all. But I want everyone to be properly compensated for their contributions. Or, in your case, an unexpected trial.”

	“It wasn’t really a trial. But all right. Thank you.”

	In silence they rode the next ten minutes. Erin was tired from the day’s exertions. And horny. There had been no pay-off to the episode. She stole glances at Ms. North’s legs as they rode along. And her cleavage. She wanted more, but she didn’t want to appear like a libidinous slut to her sophisticated boss. But the desire was there, crying out to be acknowledged. But she tucked it in. She didn’t want to embarrass herself.

	Soon they pulled into the Westphal’s driveway. Ms. North said, “You did wonderful work today. You looked scrumptious. And still do, despite the workout.”

	Erin hesitated. She shyly smiled at the compliments. She wanted, needed to say something, appropriate or no. She swallowed and forced words to come out, and they came out haltingly. “Ms. North? Thank you. It means the world to me.” She couldn’t hold Ms. North’s eyes. She looked down at her hands in her lap, fingers wrestling her nerves. “I know it’s…a longer drive to your house from here. Would you like to come in for a little while? Just take a break? You could even draw a bath if you wanted.” Erin’s face fell into her hands. “God, I’m sorry. I sound so stupid.”

	Ms. North placed a gentle hand on her shoulder. “Look at me.”

	Erin she wanted to continue to hide within her hands and flee into the house and never return to DataMaxx and face Ms. North. Her embarrassment at her own words was that deep. Her face burned. But the pull of this statuesque beauty, her voice always at a timber that demanded obedience without raising volume, Erin dropped her hands back to her lap and, using every ounce of will, met Ms. North’s eyes.

	“It’s always fine to politely ask, Mrs. Westphal. There’s no shame in that. Your embarrassment here is wasted, I’m afraid. I would love to come in for a visit, thank you.”

	“Really? I mean, okay, great. I have weed. If you’re into relaxing like that.” Regret hit her just as the words spilled out. Why did she have to mention weed?

	“That sounds perfect. You’re a delightful and thoughtful host.” To Ryker, she said, “I may be some time. Spend it however you wish, but don’t stray too far.”

	“Aye, Ma’am.”

	The two women exited the car and Ryker drove away. Erin unlocked the front door. Giddy and nervous. She was about to smoke with Ms. North! And who knew what else!

	In the living room, Erin sat her purse on the coffee table and said, “Just make yourself at home. I’m a little hungry. Are you? I can make something. Or we have ranch zucchini chips I made yesterday if you would just like a snack.”

	“The chips sound wonderful. And healthy.”

	“Just have a seat and I’ll be back with a joint and a bowl of chips.”

	In the kitchen, Erin felt energized. She had forced herself to ask Ms. North in and it had worked. And she appeared happy to have been invited! She wondered if being such an imposing and gorgeous figure was intimidating to everyone, and she had few real friends. Who knew? Well, she might if she screwed up the courage to ask about her life away from work. Ms. North was intimidating, but less so to Erin since she’s seen her bound and gagged a few times. Even rather brutally spanked by her husband. Knowing she was a subbie, well, a switch, wasn’t common knowledge, surely. Erin felt that maybe her and husband Michael were part of a small circle that Ms. North cultivated. Were they friends? Or just kinky buddies in the corporate world? Did she even need to know?

	Erin filled a serving bowl with the zucchini chips and plucked a pre-roll she had picked up from a local cannabis dispensary a few days ago. She returned to the living room to find Ms. North seated on the sofa, legs crossed, eyes on her phone as her thumbs typed, looking elegant and sexy as a woman could. Her heart fluttered. She sat the bowl before Ms. North.

	Ms. North continued typing on her phone, then stopped and returned it to her purse. “I announced the new contract and teased about bonuses.”

	“Everyone’s going to be so happy.”

	“I hope so.”

	Erin sat down next to her boss. “They will be.”

	Ms. North plucked a couple of the chips from the bowl. “These are wonderful.”

	“I’m so glad you like them.” Erin pulled the pre-roll from its tube packaging and lit it from a blue disposable lighter from the coffee table. She passed it to Ms. North, who accepted it delicately. Everything she did, every movement, was the epitome of class.

	Ms. North exhaled, billowing the sweet smoke toward the ceiling. She took another couple of chips. After swallowing, she looked to her host and passed the joint back. “You mentioned something about a bath.”

	“Uh, yes. Yes. You can use the master bath. It’s bigger.”

	“That would be nice.”

	After a toke, Erin passed Ms. North the joint. She took maybe half a hit. Her eyes relaxed. She grinned.

	“I can draw the bath for you, if you like,” said Erin.

	“Wonderful.” She ashed the cigarette in the black glass ashtray. She offered it to Erin, who held up a hand, indicating she had had enough. Ms. North snuffed the cigarette. Her eyes bored into Erin’s, hungrily. She placed a hand into Erin’s hair behind her head and gently drew her face to hers. Their lips met. The kiss was light and soft, at first. It evolved to become deep, with passion, Ms. North’s tongue brushing Erin’s top lip. Then their tongues intertwined within their mouths. Ms. North pulled back, leaving Erin breathless, longing for more. “Would you be so kind in assisting me bathe?”

	Erin’s eyes grew wide. This was a marvelous idea. “It would be an honor,” she replied in a whisper.

◆◆◆

	In the master bathroom Erin ran the water, testing the heat of the flow with her hand. Ms. North had said she would enter in a few moments. Erin didn’t know if she was supposed to be in the tub when Ms. North arrived. She decided to leave her dress on and see what Ms. North would tell her. That seemed right. She poured in some bath bubbles and watched the foam grow.

	Ms. North entered holding two coiled white ropes in her hands. And a blue bandanna. Erin’s heart fluttered. No, she didn’t have enough bondage for the day. The bit earlier was exciting, but also a little weird with Mr. Barron rubbing his cock on her arm. Anyway, no one had made her orgasm yet. She felt this would change soon. She hoped. Erin looked back to the tub. Enough water. She turned off the spigot.

	“That bath looks wonderful,” said Ms. North.

	Erin stood and faced Ms. North, who stood several inches taller than her. “Would you like to get in? I think the temperature’s perfect.”

	“Oh, I will, but first things’ first. Dispense with your clothes.”

“Okay.” She turned so her back faced Ms. North. “Unzip me, please?”

	Erin felt the zipper descend, and she slipped from her dress and folded it and placed it on the shelves behind the toilet.

	Ms. North made a rolling motion with her hand: continue.

	The bra went first, and Ms. North’s eyes danced on her tits for the second time today. The bra was shelved atop the dress. She met Ms. North’s eyes. Erin felt a little embarrassed to be stripping before Ms. North, which was such a silly feeling. Well, she was stripping before her crush. Maybe that never got easier. Thumbs into her waistband, the panties went down, then placed atop her bra. Erin kept her bikini area shaved but the rest of her fiery pubes trimmed neatly.

Ms. North nodded her approval. “Second thing: Hands.”

	Erin thought she was supposed to wash the day from Ms. North’s perfect skin, but now she was to be tied up? She placed her hands before her, wrist-to-wrist. Ms. North placed the bandanna and one coil on the sink and unraveled the other rope. “That’s our stuff,” noticed Erin.

	“I remembered where you kept your things,” she replied as and started looping around Erin’s wrists, cinching before tying the knot. “I hope you don’t mind me digging about in your toy repository.”

	Erin almost laughed at the word “repository.” She had such a stuffy manner of speaking. And Erin liked it. Like a queen visiting to play with her pauper’s body. “I thought I was supposed to bathe you in the tub?”

	“You can manage with your hands tied before you. And with a little gag. Can you not?”

	“I’ll do my best.”

	“Well, that’s all I can ask.” Ms. North took the large bandanna and tied a fat knot in the center.

“Michael should be home in maybe an hour or so. I texted him that you dropped me off. That was before I invited you in.”

	“I hope he’ll be pleased to see he has a visitor.”

	“He’ll be happy to see you, I’m sure. Especially if you have me tied up and gagged still.”

	Ms. North smirked. “Open.”

	Erin parted her lips for the gag. The knot was pushed behind her teeth. Ms. North turned her around, pulled the ends tight so it strained the corners of Erin’s mouth, and knotted it beneath her mane of red hair. Naked Erin was spun once more, facing her boss again.

	Ms. North’s eyes slid up and down her body. The sparkle in her eyes spoke of her liking for the body that stood bound before her. Ms. North removed her jacket and allowed it to fall to the tile. She wrestled delicately from her top and that joined the jacket. Erin’s eyes danced on that black bra laced with the thinnest pattern of red. Ms. North leaned on the sink to remove her pantyhose. She paused, allowing her bound bath slave to eye her standing there just in her underthings for a moment. She unclasped the bra with one hand and that, too, fell. Erin was mesmerized by Ms. North’s considerable breasts, large areolas, and significant nipples. Perfectly shaped, so full and round. At last she stepped from her panties and dipped a toe beneath the bubbles. Finding it to her liking, she stepped in, sat, leaned back, the tops of her breasts remaining above the bubbles. Her arms rested on the edges of the tub. Her eyes closed, relaxing. This made Erin happy. Ms. North felt at home, comfortable. Erin feared their house would be judged as too low-class for a woman as successful as she. Apparently not.

	Erin kneeled on the bathmat, reached for the loofa and applied the bodywash, and began with a light touch, massaging Ms. North’s chest and neck. Ms. North sighed, eyes still closed.

	This was a dream body to cleanse. Ms. North remained limp as Erin gently scrubbed her arms, each in turn, then her breasts, getting more and more aroused as she lingered. Erin lifted each leg, attentively washing her wrinkled soles, calves, the little stretch of thigh she could reach. She added a little rinsing action with the tub’s sprayer.

	Ms. North languidly opened her eyes. She pulled forward, cupped Erin’s gagged face and kissed her lips, running her tongue across her bottom lip. An odd feeling, a kiss over a gag. From Ms. North: exquisite.

	Ms. North turned over in the tub, positioning herself on her hands and knees, her ass close to Erin’s face. She needed the rest of her scrubbed: back, belly, thighs, tender parts. Erin added more bodywash to the loofa and worked Ms. North’s back. She arched and hummed in reaction. Erin set the loofa aside and dolloped bodywash on her bound hands and took to sliding her hands all over Ms. North’s ass and thighs. With a little hesitation and trepidation, she ran fingers from her pubis mons, feeling the tuft of wet hair, all the way to the top of the cleave of her ass. Ms. North shuddered. She looked over her shoulder, and Erin continued, stroking. Ms. North’s eyes glazed and she pushed against Erin’s fingers.

	The buzzing of the garage door opening made Erin pause.








Chapter 3

Discovery and Retribution




	Erin waited in the kitchen, naked, hands bound and a thick bandanna gag in her mouth. Michael entered from the garage, wearing his suit but the top of his shirt unbuttoned and tie loosened. His jaw hung loose and his eyes widened. Erin knew she was a big surprise and sight to behold, especially after a day of work. She watched, smiling behind her gag, as he gathered his wits and smiled.

	Well…” was all he could say. He closed the door and sat his briefcase on the floor. He approached and she ran from the room, into the living room, then the hall. Chuckling, he gave chase. Erin went into the bathroom and as he followed, he stopped short. Ms. North stood there, a leg up on the toilet seat, nude and partially wet, toweling off her thigh. His jaw unhinged again. Erin giggled behind her gag.

	“Welcome home, Mr. Westphal,” said Ms. North, not pausing in her drying.

	Michael’s eyes shot straight for her tits.

	Ms. North turned to fully face him with a sly grin, towel only over her lower region. “Your delightful wife has given me an exquisite bathing. I may have borrowed her without permission.”

	For the second time in a minute, Michael needed to re-adjust from a shock. Recovered enough to speak after a few seconds of silence, he replied, “I was not asked nor informed, Ms. North.”

	“Yes. I realize this. But Mrs. Westphal must bear part of the blame. She invited me in.”

	Michael cut his eyes to Erin, who brought up her bound hands beneath her chin and muttered a tiny “Mmmph.”

	“Something must be done to address this grievance,” said Michael.

	“I understand there may be repercussions,” said Ms. North. “I cannot honestly apologize nor ask for forgiveness.”

	Michael cleared his throat. His eyes darted to the coil of rope on the sink. He took it and glared at Ms. North. “Let’s have your hands crossed behind you.”

	Ms. North nodded, turned, dropped the towel. Erin couldn’t help but survey that perfect butt that she had just washed. Ms. North crossed her wrists at the small of her back. Michael bound them there. His attention went to his wife. He took her hands in his, and then untied her wrists, spun her around so she faced the sink and took her arms behind her. She was soon bound like her boss. He took each by an arm and led them through the hall to the dining room. Neither offered any resistance. Ms. North stayed silent, despite not being gagged.

	At the dining room Michael released his grip on the women and removed one of the chairs. You two stay put,” he ordered and left the room. Erin and Ms. North looked to one another. Ms. North grinned deviously. “I got you into trouble, didn’t I?”

	“Mmm-hmm.”

	“Well, we can hope this will the cherry atop an interesting day.”

	Michael returned with a satchel. The two knew it contained toys and bondage things. Erin wriggled her bare ass at him and winked. He smirked in return. The satchel was set on the table. Michael removed his jacket and tie. The bag was unzipped and he arrayed rope on the table. A large black and white paisley bandanna was folded and knotted in the center, just like his wife’s wet gag. “Open,” he told Ms. North. She did, and in went the knot and the corners fastened behind her head.

	Erin watched with interest as Michael bound Ms. North’s ankles, and then her own. They stood at the end of the table, now tied hand and foot and gagged. Watching their captor as he grabbed another rope. Michael slipped and looped beneath Erin’s armpits and fashioned a lark’s head just above her breasts. He pulled her forward so she leaned over the table, tits to the wood. The ends were bound to the leg kitty-corner from her, ensuring she would remain in her bent-over position. Another rope was plucked from the pile and Ms. North, after arching an eyebrow at him, accepted the same treatment. The two touched at the arms. This must have given him an idea. A shorter rope was applied to their arms above their elbows, and now the two were bound to the table and one another. Erin enjoyed the skin contact with Ms. North.

	Michael went behind them for a view of their exposed behinds. Erin turned her head as much as possible, catching him in her peripheral vision. She wasn’t a huge fan of surprises. Not the ouchie kind, anyway. What was going to happen but a spanking for their misdeeds?

	Erin felt his hand on her left cheek. Not a spanking hand, a fondling one. She figured where his other hand must be. Sizing up the butts before the spanking? She didn’t know. Erin didn’t know what to hope for, either. Except an orgasm. There had been too much bondage and nakedness today without a big payoff. His fingers probed between her thighs and found her sweet spot, ready. She moaned. Ms. North’s gasped. Her spot must have been discovered, too. Michael fingered both of them at the same time, and was performing well. He knew how to stroke Erin, and judging by Ms. North’s eyes, she was enjoying herself, too. They both needed proper stimulation.

	Smack!

	“Mmm!” The barehanded strike to Erin’s exposed ass came as a shock. Things had been going in a completely different direction.

	Smack!

	“You invited her in! You let her inside this house knowing what she would do!”

	Smack! Smack! Smack!

	Ms. North’s eyes looked to Erin’s, sympathetic, if anything. Not guilty. No regrets. She knew her own spanks were coming.

	“What were you thinking? You thought I would never find out?”

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

	“Mmmmmm-mmmmmph!” Okay, now the spanks had enough sting to make her eyes water.

	“And you!” Michael referred to Ms. North. “You batted your eyelashes and wriggled your fine ass and tits to get my wife to let you in, didn’t you?”

	Smack!

	That one was for Ms. North’s ass. She didn’t grunt through her gag. A tough one, Ms. North.

	“And once inside, you decided to have your way with her.”

	Smack!

	“You stripped her naked, tied her up and gagged her.”

	Smack! Smack!

	That second one was for Erin. “And you were more than willing! In fact, that’s what you hoped for, wasn’t it?”

	More spanks for Erin.

	To Ms. North. “A bath? You made her wash your every nook and crevice? Without my permission? She’s my slave!”

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

	“What am I to do?” Michael came around the table to face his bound and gagged captives. His eyes shifted from one to the other. He leaned in, elbows to the table. “Perhaps I’ll shave your heads.”

	Even Ms. North grunted through her gag at that remark.

	“I could sell those long, red locks for some cash, couldn’t I?” Michael said to Erin.

	Erin shook her head. He would never do such a thing. Not even for a real grievance. He loved her hair. And doing that to Ms. North would get them both fired, no matter how much she liked being tied up and humiliated.

	Michael returned to their rears with more rope. Erin felt her ankles untied. What was he up to back there? He tugged at her left ankle and she accommodated him, and that ankle was tethered to the table leg. After a few more minutes she felt her right ankle bound fast to Ms. North’s left. Ah. He had spread their legs. Now she touched Ms. North at two points and she adored it. Their arms sweat at their contact point.

	Michael stood, took the satchel from the table and disappeared behind them again. She heard him digging for something back there. Now, a buzzing. “Here come the clippers!”

	Erin paused. Was he for real? He couldn’t be for real.

	Ms. North’s head popped from the table. “Mmmph!”

	Erin started next, but it wasn’t a buzzy toy—it was Michael’s tongue. The bastard had opened their legs for easier access. He licked her while he used a toy on Ms. North. Which was about right. Speaking of permissions, he had none to stick his face into her snatch.

	He knew what he was doing. But could he adequately perform the juggling act of bringing two women to orgasm together? That seemed to be his aim. Erin, after this day of sexy bondage experiences, sat on the edge, especially after the spanking and being tied to Ms. North, who currently hummed her pleasure. Was she liking the action as much as Erin? She was often hard to read, but right now, the vibrator worked its magic.

	Michael added two fingers to her mix, edging her closer. She almost laughed at her imagining him with one hand outstretched, making every effort to keep the vibrator (a rabbit, most likely) on Ms. North’s little button and work his tongue and fingers on her. Now as his tongue circled and circled her clit, fingers working the boundaries, she felt the surge rising. She groaned through the gag, then mewed.

	And at last, she exploded, crying into that soggy knot of the bandanna gag.

	The tongue and fingers disappeared. Erin just huffed air, recovering. God, she needed that.

	Ms. North had her eyes squeezed shut. Erin heard the vibrator kick into a high whine as Michael cranked it. Ms. North responded, craning her neck, grunting, then screaming as release flooded her. Her head slumped to the table.

	Erin sighed. Happiness. Such a pleasant end to a long day.

◆◆◆

	After the unbinding, the cleaning up and dressing, Erin in her pajamas and Ms. North back in her sexy office attire (sans shoes), the three sat around the dining table. The zucchini chips were out again. Each had a glass of red. Dinner simmered in the kitchen, Michael’s green curry. 

	“It smells wonderful,” said Ms. North.

	“Michael’s a great cook,” said Erin.

	“Well, lucky you,” replied Ms. North, taking another sip of wine.

	“I am. Even though he ties me up and spanks my ass.” Erin giggled as she slapped Michael on the arm.

	“While I’m thinking of it,” said Ms. North, “Mrs. Westphal, take the rest of the week off. You’ve accomplished much this week.”

	“Okay! Thank you!”

	Michael feigned offence. “But not me?”

	Ms. North gave Michael a piercing glare over her glass. “No. You spanked me. I believe you’ll have extra projects on your desk in the morning.”

	Michael sighed.

	Erin laughed.
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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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