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Chapter 1

The Proposal




	An email notice popped up on Michael’s work monitor, tagged urgent, and from the desk of the big boss, Ms. Rachel North. He minimized his spreadsheet and read: Mr. Westphal, are you available for a meeting in my office at four this afternoon?

	What could this be about? He’d never had a meeting with her. Not on his own. She’d taken over management of DataMaxx a year ago, and shook things up. The most annoying thing she did was eliminate the use of first names, as well as casual office attire. Ms. North believed that the formalities bred respect for the job and the company, for your fellow workers, for the self. Michael wasn’t enthusiastic about the suit and tie bit, either. He liked the comfort of cotton button-downs or polos. At least stretchy suit pants were more comfortable than the polyester bullshit from the office days of yore.

	But, much to his surprise, he loved how it made his female coworkers look. The ones with tight bods sashayed around in form-fitting business skirts, legs dropping from the split hems in either tights, pantyhose, or gloriously bare. With any of those options, every woman’s legs were on display. Tight tops abounded, blouses and sport jackets were cut low, or tight, or both. A few in here had exceptional tits, and didn’t mind if everyone knew it. It was often distracting as they bounced by clutching folders with their deadly red manicured fingernails. Ms. North was 100% right about one thing: he now had far more respect for his office comrades. At least the female variety. Particularly the female variety.

	He responded to Ms. North’s email: I’ll be there. Am I to bring anything?

	Ms. North: No.

	Weird. If she wanted to just tell him something, couldn’t it be an email? Perhaps he’d made a mistake somewhere in the last assignment and she wanted to personally upbraid him. This could be nothing but bad, whatever it was. Now the rest of his day would be wrecked with anxiety.

	Ms. North was a little odd, but she was hot in the MILF, power-manager mold. She commanded attention with her own set of generous tits and gym-maintained legs. Her hair was a dark bob, common with the authority-types, and she wore it well. Michael couldn’t recall a day where her skirt dropped below her knees. She had fabulous thighs and her wardrobe bragged about it.

She ran the place almost military style. Not only were the employees to address one another by their honorific and family names, but to use “Sir” and “Ma’am” with one another. He’d known Carlos back in college, and calling him Mr. Esposito and responding to him with phrases like, “I agree, sir,” or, “I’ll get the text of that to you within the hour, sir,” felt ridiculous and corny. Michael still wasn’t used to it.

	But with the rest of the office, the acclimatization to the new jargon was slow, but felt normal now. Almost. Close enough. Actually, he enjoyed the attractive woman of the office calling him “sir” all the time. Between the dress code and this, it made it all worthwhile, really.

	He pulled up the email that greeted him first thing as he sat with his coffee this morning, from his wife Erin: Know what I feel like doing tonight? Attached was a pic he’d taken of her a year ago: Erin was more attractive than he deserved, and he knew it. And was thankful. Her wide, perfect smile and full lips, her strawberry blonde hair that cascaded to the middle of her back, her light freckles that drove him a little nuts (a freckle fetish?), her C-cup tits with the pink nips, her well-kept bod and long legs and round little ass. The picture she sent was of her sitting on the bed in her pink nightie, nipples prominent through the fabric. Her hands were bound behind her and unseen, her ankles tied with white rope, a ballgag held her lips open and wide, a black ball silencing her speech. Her eyes were smiling. And that’s what made the pic so arousing, so sexy, so perfect.

	But dammit, did she have to send these things to him at work? As much as he loved it, he didn’t need a boner tenting his suit pants. But then again, it helped cancel out the tension regarding the meeting with his boss. As soon as he arrived back home, he’d be tying up his wife. Erin and their bondage shenanigans were everything to him.

	But first, he had to get through the day. And through this mysterious meeting with Ms. North.

	He clicked back to the spreadsheet he was working on, and soldiered on through his workday.

◆◆◆

	In the office restroom he splashed water on his face. His meeting with Ms. North was in five minutes. He’d finished the last assignment and focused on the new task at hand: impressing Ms. North in person. In the mirror he skeptically criticized his appearance. Friday was his pinstriped blue suit day. His crimson tie with a surreal Salvador Dali pattern was one of his favorites. With a wet hand he slicked back his black hair, dried his hands and straightened his tie. At twenty-eight he cut a decent figure, making use of the free gym membership, a perk of employment at Datamaxx.

	He blew air though puffed cheeks, pulled the ends of his jacket down firmly, smiled for his own reassurance, and left the bathroom for Ms. North’s office.

	Her forbidding mahogany door was closed and guarded by the ever-smiling blonde secretary Ms. Waverly. She always wore red. And the tops of her boobs were always on display. “Ms. North is expecting you, go right on in.” She gave him a smile. Was that a flirty smile?

Michael nodded “Thanks” in reply to Ms. Waverly and paused at the door. He should be here. He was a competent employee with a meeting with the big boss. And he was ready. Michael opened the door, crossed the threshold, closed it behind him. Ms. North’s office was resplendent in dark wood paneling carved in complex, intricate Celtic knots. He’d heard she’d blown the company budget on this office’s remodeling, and even chipped in some of her own exorbitant salary, too. The effect was humbling. Despite the computer tech on her desk and the luxury contemporary leather chair that cradled her tight ass, it felt like a medieval queen’s throne room.

	Ms. North, seated behind a rococo antique desk from the 1700s, met his eyes with a neutral expression, lips a straight line. She surely approached the Big Five-Zero in age, but her face glowed with beauty treatments, her blue eyes fierce with power. Dark brown hair touched her shoulder in a power cut. It framed her face perfectly, and she knew it. Her makeup was on point, with shadowed eyes and ruddy lips. Her bosom was generous, but cloaked behind her red suit, three layers binding her breasts to her, including her bra. Even her tits dominated the office. Severe, sure, but elegant and alluring. “Sit down, Mr. Westphal.”

	Michael nodded and sat in the sole chair before the impressive and expensive desk.

	“I’ll get to the point, Mr. Westphal.” She turned her computer monitor to face him, and his heart stopped, his breath caught. There was a photo he had taken of his wife. His darling redhead was hogtied on the desk in their den. Her elbows were strictly bound, nearly touching. Her black pumps were a mere inch from her crossed and tied hands. Erin’s eyes were wide and staring directly at him though Ms. North’s flatscreen.

	Michael’s heart dropped to his shoes. A few pictures sent via email had cost him his job. Not the best job on the planet, but it had given them a comfortable life, and being fired over such a thing would be ruinous. Michael would have to start over at entry-level. He might have to sell the house and move. His shoulders slumped, defeated. He couldn’t meet her eyes. Studying the floor, he said, voice just above a whisper, “I apologize for the…vulgar pictures that have been sent to me at work. I’ll clean out my desk.”

	The picture switched to another one. This time Erin stood on the basement, naked, her boobs drawn up a bit because her arms were hoisted to the ceiling beam by a length of rope connecting her bound hands. She stood on her toes, her arms stretched above her. A red ballgag opened her mouth to the max, her top teeth just visible biting into it, a trail of drool escaping down her chin. Her eyes were wide, looking into the camera.

	Michael sighed and stared back at the floor. He wanted to just get up and leave, not to sit here and be humiliated like this.

	“You and your pretty wife lead an interesting sex life, Mr. Westphal.”

	Was she teasing him? Was it done this way with every employee that fucked up on a scale grand enough to be fired on the spot? She took the time and effort to needle them with whatever they had done? Since he obviously wasn’t going to get a reference, he had no reason to take the abuse. He should simply get up, head to his desk, collect his things. Yet, he sat, staring at the floor. Rage built within his chest, but it wasn’t enough to break his paralysis, to get up, tell Ms. North to fuck herself and simply leave.

	Another photo. Erin smiled in profile, over her shoulder. Her elbows had been bound so they touched. Her wrists, palm-to-palm, had been roped and cinched tightly. The bottom of the picture cut right below her perfect, round, naked ass.

	“You look to be rather expert with the ropework, Mr. Westphal.”

	That did it. Michael rose and glared at Ms. North. “That’s enough. I’m leaving. I’d appreciate if you’d delete the private photographs.” He turned and grasped the door handle and jerked it, intending to swing it open hard and with fury, but it didn’t budge. The resistance was actually painful. He turned around to face Ms. North, who now stood behind that antique desk, arms crossed, wearing the slightest of smiles.

	“Why is the door locked?” he asked.

	“I had it electronically lock as soon as you came in. Because I don’t want you to leave.”

	None of this computed within Michael’s mind. “What? Why?”

	Ms. North opened a desk drawer and extracted a small, black leather bag and sat it atop the desk. She unzipped it, unrushed, and pulled out several coils of white rope, lining them up in a neat row. “I think it’s a happy coincidence we find ourselves together like this. If there was a way you could keep your job, would that be in your interest?”

	“Yes. Depending on what—”

	“Terms, yes, terms. The job’s not so great in perks and pay that you’d do anything. But perhaps you’d do something. Maybe even a big something.”

	Michael glared, uncertain. And still angry.

	“This boss persona I wear during the day is taxing. Tiresome. And I have a hard time letting it go at night, spoiling the kind of satisfying relationship I seek. So, I’m going to try this, since you unwittingly have given me the perfect opportunity. Or rather you can thank your wife for this. Or keep it a secret.” She plucked one of the smaller coils of rope from the desktop and threw it to him.

Startled, Michael almost dropped it. But he held it in both hands, looking back at Ms. North questioningly.

Ms. North removed her jacket, revealing a black short-sleeve round neck office blouse with a pattern of white dots. Classy. Expensive. She draped the jacket over her office chair and came to the front of the desk. “If I have to give orders for what I want, so be it. If you would like to keep your job, Mr. Westphal, you’ll need to take these ropes and tie me up. Tightly, like I know you can. Do this, whenever I call on you, and you will remain employed. With a few less duties on that side of the office door, and a few more on this side.”

Michael still held the rope, blindsided by the preposterous request, unable to speak or move.

“And tell your wife to send more of the photos. I like to look at them, too. It’s up to you how to tell her. She doesn’t send them often enough.”

He looked from Ms. North, back to the rope in his hands, and back.

“Or you ask for me to unlock the door and we’ll never see one another again.”

Michael didn’t want to go behind his wife’s back. The relationship was too good. This job was too good. And as far as Ms. North was concerned, he had fantasized about tying her up. The severe, bossy bitch was actually quite attractive. Sure, older, but he liked that, too. Very tight body, breasts a bit too big and distracting on a boss, but she usually wore tasteful business suits, and never anything low cut. The blouse she wore now still wasn’t low enough for even a hint of her naked boobflesh.

Michael was a calculating man. He juggled all the variables. So, if he did what she wanted today, he would confess to Erin tonight. And go from there. If his wife hated the setup, he’d quit, somehow make it up to her for the indiscretion (albeit under duress) and go on with life, starting a new career somewhere.

He uncoiled the rope, the ends striking the floor.

Ms. North smiled, turned, and crossed her hands behind her. She looked over her shoulder, their eyes locking for a brief moment and her lips upturned very slightly. She slowly faced away.

Michael did want to tie her up. Rather badly. She was a dom in her everyday existence, her day job, but most importantly, to him the entire past year. There was something more special and meaningful about subjugating someone who’s lorded over you for so much time.

Hell yeah he was in. He stepped to her and looped bands of rope about her slender, waiting wrists. He cinched and knotted it tightly. She flinched at the tightening but uttered no sound.

Michael chose a longer coil from the desk and slipped around her upper arms, just above her elbows. He tightened the slip knot to draw her elbows together. Slowly. He didn’t know what she could take. He paid attention to her body language. Her elbows now had a bare inch of distance between. Plenty for the cinch. He widened the band on her arms, dipped back to the anchor point and made a tight cinch in that small space between. He knew to create a thick band, as circulation could be an issue. If she were his wife, he’d ask if everything was okay at this point. But here, with his manager who held his career in her (bound) hands, he didn’t ask. He figured she would protest if something wasn’t right. Her pace of breathing sped up subtly, but that was all. She didn’t even look back at him. What a fine submissive. He never would have figured this stern woman for a subbie.

Fetching a smaller rope this time, he knelt by her ankles and made a simple business of binding them. Her high-heeled sandals displayed her maroon-painted and perfectly pedicured toes. He briefly wondered about her designer shoes. Likely $500 or so. Erin browsed web catalogues of atrociously priced shoes for fun. She’d show him a pair now and again, and they’d comment derisively on the bourgeoisie who buys such trifles. And laugh. And now here they were, right beneath his nose. These might be Stuart Weitzman designer shoes. When he had her feet in the air, he planned to read the sole of the shoe to see if he was right.

The last coil he pulled was destined for her thighs, right above her knees. He stayed behind his silent, attractive boss, allowing herself to be helplessly bound. In her own office. He momentarily forgot where they were. She wasn’t the type for any “open door” policy. That door stayed closed. If you needed something from her, you made an appointment. If anything was urgent, you stated that explicitly in your text or email or any communication with her secretary, who was always stationed in front of that door. It was an impossibility that anyone would knock. Michael was sure Ms. North had partitioned the hour, the remainder of the working day, to be alone.

Michael stood and stepped back and absorbed the bondage he had placed her in. Her elbows almost touched, her wrists were secure, her thighs, her ankles. Four bands of rope. Sufficiently defenseless. And, although not gagged (not yet) she made not a sound. Silent.

Michael gazed at her fit, rounded ass and her bound hands directly above. Her hands were relaxed, not curled in fists, not shifting to find relief. Not yet, anyway. She didn’t give him a single boundary. But, she could at any point. He reached forward and cupped her right bun, squeezing her butt aggressively. She flinched and gasped. But didn’t protest. Beneath that suede skirt her ass felt terrific. He fondled both sides of her ass with his right hand. He grasped a handful of her hair and pulled her back to him and clutched her waist with his free arm so she didn’t fall. Her ass was now against his crotch. And his crotch responded. He slowly twisted his hips, probing her fine rear end, growing harder.

His hand about her waist wandered up, up, to her breast, which he cupped. Two layers protected her tit. Her thin blouse, her bra, thicker, less pliant. The barriers made the groping less satisfying. His hand moved up, flat against her chest above her breast.

Her heart thrummed fast.

Michael grinned for the first time since crossing the threshold of Ms. North’s office.

His hand slid up to her throat. He wasn’t a choking fetishist, but with her neck not gripped lightly in his hand, he waited for any reaction from his captive. Her mouth opened, likely intaking more air in anticipation of her airway being blocked.

Beneath her bound hands he straightened his knees, standing taller, his dick now throbbing against her tied hands. Her fingers did not respond. He shifted to poke the smoothness of her lower back.

Michael stroked her throat, but did not choke. She leaned her head against his shoulder. His other hand unzipped her skirt and he pushed it to the floor. Where it covered her high-heeled sandals. He maneuvered back a little, to see what kind of panties covered her fine ass. Black and purple, patterned in paisley, the curves of her cheeks peeping beneath. He freely cupped her ass before shucking those off, too, and they caught on her thigh ropes. Her naked butt was now his, and he made the most of it, one hand on her throat, the other kneading her bare cheeks. She tensed, and released. Damn, she must do squats or the stair-stepper: when she clenched, everything became seriously firm.

Michael released her, pausing to make sure she wouldn’t fall by holding her briefly with a steadying hand, then he swept the computer monitor from the antique desk which fell with a clatter and bent her over it roughly.

She grunted, but didn’t protest. Her ass and pussy were available to him. He kept a hand at the small of her back, but she gave no resistance, anyway. He carefully, gently placed his fingers beneath her vag.

Wet. Wet as a fish pulled from the river. But far warmer. Hot, even. He could smell her arousal and he was nowhere near the source. His fingers probed gently, and for the first time, Ms. North moaned. The sound of her sexual moans were a symphony to his ears. This whole situation had him near the edge.

He stopped. Pulled his hand away. He would not, could not, fuck her. Not now. He wouldn’t do that to Erin. But he’d still use this district manager that wanted to be used. That, by any perspective, forced him to use her in this manner. But there were limits.

For now. Even if the limits were of his own devising.

He went to the leather duffel and dug around. He could see from the corner of his eye Ms. North looking at him as he searched within. He unzipped the end compartment. Ah. Gagging materiel. And high-end purpose-built gags. A rubber bit gag. Ball gags of several sizes and colors. And thick, plush scarves. And a single roll of duct tape. He pulled out the tape, silver-black. This was not some cheap brand, but Rhino tape. One needed a solvent to part this from skin if you needed it off the same day. He placed the tape back and pulled a silky scarf.

Ms. North, still eyeing him, spoke for the first time since she'd crossed her wrists behind herself and submitted to him. “Have I not been silent, Mr. Westphal?”

“You have,” agreed Michael as he fashioned a large knot in the scarf.

“I fear you aim to give me reason to scream,” she said.

“Perhaps.” Michael eyed the knot he’d made, sizing against how wide he estimated she could open her mouth.

Even though Ms. North could straighten up, she remained bent over her own desk, her eyes on Michael as he made the gag more mouth-filling. Their eyes met. Michael’s brow hardened with determination, with vengeance for being unjustly placed upon the edge of employment termination. Ms. North’s eyes widened with maybe a twinge of fear. Michael wondered if she had gambled and things had gone too far, but her pride would not allow her to stop. Or, maybe, she was exactly where she wanted to be. Beneath an underling’s thumb. Or ropes. And a gag.

He approached his captive with the knotted scarf, holding the cloth against her lips, parted just enough for extra airflow. Their eyes still locked. She shifted to gauge the gag before her.

She looked to Michael again before opening her lips to accept the muffler, which was instantly inserted. He pushed with his thumbs to get that knot beyond her teeth, but it popped into place satisfyingly. He knotted it at the nape of her neck. Her manager-style hair, not quite touching her shoulders when standing, made it easy to tie without snagging.

He’d already decided to not fuck her, but he’d get off. That would be easy. But he needed one more rope. He procured another, a short length. He swept the duffle from the desk. The blotter and the several papers atop went next. “Mmmph!” cried Ms. North, helpless Ms. North, in alarm at the sudden violence, shaking her head. Michael smiled and went behind her and lifted her legs and pushed her atop the cleared desk. He folded her legs so her heels nearly touched her naked bum. He stripped her skirt from her ankles, but her dangling panties at her thighs would remain. Unless he ripped them off. He decided they could stay. The final rope was fed between the cinch at her wrists and looped to the cinch at her ankles and she was roped into a tight hogtie atop her own desk. From where she lorded over the entire office. And here she lay, strictly hogtied and gagged. And now, complaining through her gag, indistinct mews.

Michael grasped the rope connecting her wrist and ankles and shifted her feet to one side, out of the way of her left cheek. He smacked her naked, luscious ass, and watched her flesh ripple as she grunted behind her gag. He smacked her ass again, and again, and kept at it until her cheek reddened.

And he stopped, panting. As was the hogtied Ms. North.

“I’ll leave you lopsided. One bun red, the other still white, and begging for likewise punishment.”

He released his grip on her connector rope and went to the other side of the desk, where he plopped down in the luxurious comfort of the plush, leather chair. Her chair. Her command chair. A throne, and no less. And very comfortable. But Ms. North was not comfortable. She was curled in a strict hogtie with a large cloth gag bound between her teeth. And surely, her ass stung. At least one side of it.

She shifted within her bonds. Definitely uncomfortable.

He liked seeing her move in the increments her bondage allowed. It was all perfect. Michael unzipped and released his hardened member, and stroked it back to full mast. Ms. North cut her eyes to his masturbatory business. After all that action, it didn’t take but perhaps two minutes. He stood for his finale and came on her bare ass, cooling her torched left cheek.

He sighed with relief. He wiped his dripping member on her blouse, and redeposited his shrinking penis back within his pants.

He sat for a short breather. What started as a tragedy and his own humiliation had ended with an intoxicating bondage game with his boss. And he’d paid back the humiliation with strict bondage, a spanking, and at last cumming on her gym-sculpted ass and wiping the rest on her expensive designer blouse.

Now, he must release her.

He untied the scarf at the back of her neck and pulled the large knot from her lips. The gag was thrown to the floor. Ms. North licked her lips as Michael began untying the connector between her hands and feet.

“Are you going directly home, Mr. North?”

“Yes.” Her feet collapsed once released, now dangling over the edge of the desk. Usually in this situation, Michael would untie the elbows next, since that was the most strenuous part of the bondage. But for Ms. North, her ankles would be released next. She could endure the discomfort a little longer. Besides, she wasn’t even complaining, which was remarkable. He figured she liked to weather it all like she was tough. A tough manager, a boss. Well, good for her. She can be like this a few extra minutes he thought, and he took his time. He liked seeing her like this way. A lot.

The rope from her ankles dropped to the floor. He worked the knot at the rope around her thighs.

“Did I mention that I think your wife is very pretty?”

Michael inwardly groaned. Where was this going? “I don’t specifically remember.”

“She’s very pretty, Mr. Westphal.”

“I’ll tell her you said so.” He pulled the rest of the thigh rope from her legs and cast it to the floor.

“Make sure you do.”

Michael started in on her wrists, just above her naked ass, one bun still smarting red. He smiled at that. Nothing like lopsided soreness to deal with later. Beneath the wrist rope she’d chafed quite a bit. Her wrists clearly showed indentations and angry red marks, the remains of a good time. As that rope fell to the floor, Ms. North’s hands separated and lay inert at her hips. The binding above her elbows was the last bit between her and freedom. He was tempted to smack her ass again, but felt the whole thing was over and it’d be inappropriate. At last, he worked at her elbows. Once released, she slowly turned over and sat up on the desk, wincing a couple times.

She rubbed her wrists. “Did you enjoy yourself?” she asked.

“I did.”

“Judging by the force of your ejaculation I believe you’re being honest.”

Michael didn’t know what to say to that, so he stood there, wanting to be dismissed and on the road back to his “pretty wife.”

Still seated on her desk, she unbuttoned her blouse and removed it, revealing the off-white designer bra beneath. She looked up to catch him staring. She hopped from the desk, hiked up her panties that were around her ankles, stepped over the broken computer monitor, and walked to the armoire, which she opened. There were several changes of clothes hung inside, and others folded on shelves. She picked out another blouse from and hanger and slipped it on. “We shall meet in my office after hours weekly. If you want a level seven promotion and raise, get your wife involved.”

The words, “no way,” almost fell from his mouth reflexively. But he stopped short. He worked as a level four. Three grades up was a significant boost. “Involved how?”

Ms. North pulled another black skirt from the armoire and pulled it on and zipped. “First, I would like more of those photos. I would like video. Live, only, and at my requested times. And lastly, sometime soon, I am to be invited into your home and get involved with your games in a very intimate manner. Not often. Once a month should suffice.”

Michael could see the offered raise was significant to match her significant demands. He would leave it all up to Erin. If he attempted to force her hand in this deal, she just might pack up and leave. That would devastate him. It was best this way. She’s either all in or they’re both out. Michael stroked his chin. He was already aboard. He loved playing with his boss all bound and gagged. “Before I discuss this with Erin, I’ll need all the details of the monthly visitation, ma’am.”

“Of course. The scenarios would vary, and I’ll relay a few. And first of all, tell her I’m not interested in your cock inside me. Anywhere. So tell her that. But I would like to assist in the binding of your wife. And then being bound next to her, or to her. I also would enjoy the two of you overpowering me and tying me up. And after, tie up your wife, too. Beside me. To me. Is this enough information for you to go home with?”

“Um, I expect you’d like orgasms with your visits?’

“I would. Yes. But no penetration. I’ll have a bullet vibrator inserted before I arrive. I’ll hand you the remote control.” She smoothed out her fresh blouse. “Being helpless and at the mercy of your wife’s fingers would be nice. Not a requirement. Has she dallied with girls before, Mr. Westphal?”

“Drunken experimentation in college. That’s all I know about.”

“You two aren’t active members of any local BDSM group, are you?”

“No.”

“Well. All right. How does this sound?”

Michael paused for a moment. He honestly didn’t know how Erin would respond to this proposal. He really hoped she’d be okay with the deal. The money. The money was enough to change their lives. But the business of fulfilling the obligations would also alter their lives. From several angles. He found the fantasies outlined by his boss very appealing. “When do you need a decision?”

“Monday morning.”

It was Friday. This weekend would be interesting.


Chapter 2

The Boss Visits




Michael sat in his car a few extra minutes in the garage. Erin had sent him that bondage photo this morning as a signal of her desire to play tonight. Obviously, that was dead. There was to be a discussion, and a heavy one. He dreaded it.

He sighed and emerged from the car, closed the door and entered the house. In the kitchen he found Erin in one of the sundresses he favored: yellow as butter, the skirt brushing the tops of her knees, the top cut low enough the reveal her cleavage. She opened the oven to check on dinner, her ass facing him. This was done on purpose, and he loved it. Nothing, nothing, would interfere with their life. It wasn’t perfect, but it was damned good.

Erin closed the oven and twirled around to give her husband a kiss and a hug. “How was your Friday?”

“Weird. Bizarre. And we have to talk.”

Her smile fell. “Something wrong?”

“Yes. How about we sit in the living room?”

“Okay. Dinner has another half hour.”

“Perfect.”

They both sat in their discussion seats: him at the far end of the sofa, her at the edge of the loveseat, corner-to-corner. “Wait,” said Michael as he stood and removed his jacket and tie, laying them on the sofa beside. “Much better.”

“So?”

“Okay, the pictures you sent today, and the other days, are filtered through the company’s server. The boss found them. And called me in for a meeting.”

“Oh my god!” Her hands cupped her mouth in shock, her legs curled up onto the loveseat cushion. “I’m so sorry! Did I get you fired? Oh my god!”	“This is difficult to explain. Yes, I would have been fired…but, just let me tell you what happened, and after I’m done, give me your thoughts, okay?”

Her eyes, still above her hands that hovered over her mouth, crinkled in confusion.

Michael needed a drink. He excused himself and stood, and offered her one, too. She nodded. After uncorking her favorite red wine and serving himself a double shot of tequila, he told her everything. And Erin, the angel that she was, listened. Her expressions traveled all over the emotional menu, from shocked, to angry, to horrified, to furious, to something Michael hadn’t ever seen. But she never once interrupted. Her expression was now placid. Unreadable.

Michael finished, and silence hung in the room like the weight of centuries.

“Well. You’ve had a day.”

Michael nodded.

“You didn’t say if she’s attractive.”

Michael sighed. “Yes. She’s attractive. Older. Let’s say pushing fifty.”	“Right now, I don’t know. That’s a lot of money, but…I don’t know. And I sure as hell don’t want you to get fired and start all over again. And this, really, is all my fault.”

“You didn’t know. You’re being harsh on yourself.”

“No, I should have known better. To your phone only. Jeeze.”

“Thing is, I didn’t think of it. I should have known better.”

“I need time with this. This is a lot.”

“I would say take all the time you need, but we need an answer for her Monday morning.”

Erin stood and forced a smile. “Let’s not talk about this during dinner. We’ll talk more tomorrow.”

“Okay. Are you mad?”

She sighed. “A little. More than a little. But you were between a rock and a hard place. I’m sorting this all out in my head. I won’t be mad for dinner. Maybe in the morning, though.”

“Fair. As I said, this is all up to you. I refuse to even try and get you to do something you really don’t want to.”

Erin smiled. “I appreciate that. And by the way, despite what I emailed you earlier, I’m no longer in the mood.”

“I figured.”

“I knew you’d understand. Considering.”

“Dinner?”

Michael stood up. “Dinner.”

◆◆◆

Two weeks later, Michael parted the curtains to see Ms. North’s BMW coupe in the drive, headlights dimming as she stepped from the car. Reaching in, she pulled out a small leather duffel and shouldered it before closing the door. The motion sensor light illuminated her and her power outfit: burgundy jacket with four faux pockets, black trim, black skirt, black designer pumps. Sky-high pumps. She walked to the porch with ease and confidence. Michael didn’t know how in the world anyone could walk in such things and make it look so easy.

As she stepped up to the porch he allowed the curtain to close and looked back at Erin, who’d stood from her spot on the sofa, hands nervously wringing. Despite the anxiety, Ms. North was certainly right: Erin was very pretty. As requested, she had donned a pencil dress for the evening, something business casual: round neck, deep blue, ruched waist and the hem fell to just beneath her knees. Her three-inch heels matched the dress, but cost probably a tenth of Ms. North’s.

The doorbell played its tones. Michael looked to his nervous wife. “I won’t let anything bad happen to you.”

She smiled nervously and nodded.

Michael answered the door.

“Good evening, Mr. Westphal.”

“Good evening. Please come in.” Michael held the door open and allowed Ms. North to pass.

She went directly to Erin. “You look lovely, Ms. Westphal.”

“Thank you. Nice to meet you, Ms. North.”

“Likewise.”

“Can I get you anything?”

“Just a seat, so we can chat for a few minutes, first. The three of us. But if you would like something to relax, feel free.”	Erin motioned to the sofa, “Please sit,” To Michael she asked, “Need anything?”	“I’ll have a glass of wine if you are.”

Erin went into the kitchen. Michael sat on the loveseat.

“New suit?” asked Ms. North.

“Yes.” The suit: powder blue. The tie: silver and black patterned. The shirt: Egyptian cotton, white as fresh snow.

“I like it. You look like you’re CIA.”

Michael grinned at the compliment. “If I may say, Ms. North, you look like a CEO from a graphic novel: beautiful, intimidating, ready for a hostile takeover.”

“Exactly. And thank you.”

Erin returned with two wine glasses. She handed one to Michael and sat next to him. Both sipped. Erin clasped her wine glass with both hands in her lap.

Ms. North cleared her throat and leaned back into the sofa. “Ms. Westphal—”

“You can call me Erin.”

“I prefer not to, it that’s fine with you. I prefer to give you every ounce of respect you deserve.”

Erin nodded and sipped her wine.

“Good,” Ms. North continued. “Tonight, let’s relax. Take our time. Everyone has first night jitters. Even me. But I conceal that. It’s served me well in my successful career. Anyone can say the safe word, can say, ‘no,’ or ‘I need a minute,’ or whatever. So relax. The game can stop—permanently—at any minute with no hard feelings. These games are your gateway to the big dollars, enough to change your lifestyle significantly. But money isn’t everything, and this business is in your hands, I assure you. Michael can keep his job if he sends me pictures of you in bondage on a weekly basis. But, the big promotion only comes with monthly playtime. Is everything clear?”

Erin nodded.

Michael replied, “Yes, very clear.”

“And since I’m to be in bondage, I’m trusting you two as much as you’re trusting me.”

“I understand,” said Michael.

“You two already play these games, so adding someone else to the fun and getting money on top of it all should be win-win.”

Michael drank a quaff of the wine and sat it on the coffee table. “Yes. It should be. But there’s an emotional component.”

“Indeed. And don’t think I don’t realize this. Try not to fall in love with me, you two.” Ms. North grinned at her own joke.

Michael had never seen her smile before. It wasn’t a beaming smile of happiness, but a knowing grin, with mirth glinting in her eyes. She was here to have fun. It felt nice to see her smile. He gave the small joke a courtesy chuckle.

Erin smiled nervously and sipped her wine again. Just a swallow lingered and swirled at the bottom of her glass.

Ms. North leaned forward with a small, toothless smile intended to be reassuring. “How about this? Ms. Westphal, I can tell you have a lot of anxiety by your body language. I don’t mean to scare you with my confident and formal manner. But perhaps that can’t be helped. Not tonight. We’ve just met. So how about we discard most of the roleplay we had decided upon for the evening? We’ll go through the motions, and pause often. Your husband is here and I can tell you are the dearest thing in the world to him. And as I said, you can stop things at any time. As much as I love your skittish kitten emotional state, the last thing I want to do is scare you away. So, how about that, Ms. Westphal?”

Erin inhaled, taking a small breath. “That sounds fine. I mean, that sounds a lot better. I’d rather start slow. Michael’s been the only one to tie me up for the past five years. This is all…overwhelming.”

“I understand. I do. So, let’s take this slow. Do you need another drink before we begin? I don’t recommend being too tipsy before bondage play.”

Erin took that last bit of wine and sat it on the coffee table next to Michael’s. She eyed his glass, took a sip, and stood. “I’m good. Let’s get started.”

Ms. North clapped her hands together and said, “Well done!” She unzipped her duffel beside her and set several coils of rope on the coffee table. She rose from the sofa and said, “The outline stated I was to sneak up behind you with my henchman,” she pointed to Michael, “and clamp my hand over your mouth. May I begin like that? No sneaking necessary, I would like to…grab you and make sure you can’t scream, or rather, absorb your screams with my hand.”

“That’s fine,” replied Erin and turned her back to Ms. North.

Ms. North stepped forward and wrapped her left arm about Erin’s waist and her right hand cupped her lips, pressing hard. Michael stood and watched this powerful woman, perhaps three inches taller than his wife, handle her expertly and efficiently.	Erin’s eyes widened and she “mmmphed!” behind the restraining hand, reaching up to defend herself, grabbing at Ms. North’s arm. She twisted in Ms. North’s grip, attempted to bend over, then to and fro in the restraining grasp.

Ms. North pulled Erin’s head back to her shoulder and steadied her, until only Erin’s rapid breathing could be heard. “Be quiet and sill,” said Ms. North in a voice edged with iron. Not loud, yet commanding. “I’m not here to hurt you. But I need you out of the way for a few moments. Understand?”

Michael did his best to look tough for the roleplay, arms crossed, grimacing, ready to assist his boss. He loved the sight of Erin’s wide eyes above Ms. North’s hand covering her lips, indenting her cheeks. Erin’s eyes looked to him, then cut to the woman gripping her. She nodded as much as that hand would allow.

“Maybe I should trust you,” continued Ms. North. “Maybe you have a scream ready and prepared beneath my hand, yes? Then I would have to hurt you. Neither of us want that, I can assure you.”

Erin shook her head in the tiny increments allowed. “Mmm-mmph.”

“I need you to remove your hands from my arm and place them crossed behind your back.”

Erin shook her head. “Mmmmm?”

“I won’t ask again. I’ll just ask my man here to smack you until you do as ordered.”

Erin moved her hands behind her back and crossed them. “Mmmm?”

“Yes, that’s right,” soothed Ms. North. She nodded to Michael, who stepped forward and gripped Erin’s arms above the elbows, restraining her. Ms. North lifted her hand from Erin’s lips, carefully. Michael knew she could feel Erin’s breath on her palm. He was jealous. He loved that feeling. Erin didn’t scream, didn’t say anything. “Hold her,” she ordered as she picked up a coil from the coffee table and spun it loose, one end dropping to the floor.

Michael looked into his wife’s eyes as he held her arms fast. She looked up to him, doe-eyed. Not so scared or nervous as she’d been. He posed a question in his eyes, raising her eyebrows. She nodded so slightly that anyone not Michael may have missed. But she told him that everything was all right. So far.

Ms. North busied about binding Erin’s hands behind her. Michael didn’t have a view of this since he stood before her. He could tell that she wasn’t in pain. Erin was a tender thing and her eyes betrayed her when anything caused discomfort. And she was accustomed to being tied up.

“There,” announced Ms. North as she stepped around her captive. Ms. North looked her up and down as Erin compliantly stood with her hands bound behind her. “I believe we should we store her in the basement.”

“Perfect,” replied Michael. “The basement windows are glass blocks. Good for keeping sound in.”

“I’ll be quiet,” said Erin in the tiniest of voices.

“Well, we intend to make sure of that,” said Ms. North as she grabbed her duffle and pulled out a white cloth and balled it up. “Hold her.” Michael stepped behind Erin and gripped her by her upper arms. “Open, sweetheart,” ordered Ms. North.

Erin hesitated for a few seconds, but parted her lips to accept the wad of cloth. Ms. North stuffed every scrap of it behind Erin’s teeth. Next came an elastic bandage over that, first between her lips for the first two wraps, then over for the remaining four, compacting the packing, sealing any potential cries of Ms. North’s captive.

Throughout the whole process of the wrapping of Erin’s face, Michael noted that she offered no resistance. She submissively allowed her voice to be taken.

Ms. North held Erin’s gagged face in both of her hands. “Silence is sweet, is it not?” She placed her hands in the small of Erin’s waist and gazed into helpless Erin’s eyes. “Such a pretty thing. So pretty.” She looked over Erin’s shoulder to Michael still behind her. “Be a dear and unzip her dress.”

Michael did as instructed without hesitation. It was natural. Ms. North had given him plenty of orders over her year of tenure. It was a reflex to act on her behest. He unzipped, and Ms. North pushed the top of the dress down, revealing Erin’s lacy, blue bra.

“Aren’t you a fashion maven, matching the hue of your dress?” said Ms. North. “Were you expecting company tonight? I bet you were.” She smiled like a shark, ready to devour the bound and gagged redhead.

Erin mewed pitifully behind the effective muffler.

“Join me, won’t you, Michael? For the unveiling?”

Michael was slightly startled by her using his first name, She’d never done so. For the game, he surmised. Releasing his wife’s arms he stepped beside Ms. North, her eyes fixated on Erin’s sexy, blue bra.

Ms. North unclipped the front hook of the bra and moved the cups aside. Erin’s tits and her pink, erect nipples lay bare before them. Ms. North’s smile grew wider. Lustier. She moved the cups aside, the bra dangling behind her back mostly, caught in her bound arms. She cupped one of her breasts and Erin flinched and stepped back. “You’re not going anywhere,” said Ms. North as she pulled her to her own chest, an arm about Erin’s waist. “You’re mine, tonight,” and cupped her tit again, and pinched her nipple, eliciting a single, small grunt from behind the wrap gag. “Lead the way to the basement,” said Ms. North to Michael, grasping Erin by the arms from behind her and pushing her forward.

Michael walked through the dining room, into the kitchen, opened the door and flicked on the lights over the stairs leading down. He looked behind to see Erin giving Ms. North a little pushback, resisting, her stifled moans arousing him. He liked seeing Ms. North tying and dominating his wife. He was enjoying himself immensely. And by the look in Erin’s eyes, she was getting into her role, so, at the very least, she was staring to relax, if not outright have some fun. She was a natural submissive, not just in the bedroom but in every aspect of life, so there was a decent chance of her getting into this as much as he.

Michael worried a bit about Ms. North pushing his tightly-tied wife step-by-step on these old stairs. The venerable house had been built in the 1920s, and the steps were a little…tired. Michael kept his gaze over his shoulder, ready for any missteps during the descent. It was also fun to watch Erin’s naked boobs bounce on each step.

Ms. North was careful. She didn’t push like she had in the rooms upstairs. They made it to the bare concrete floor of the unfinished basement. “How perfectly atmospheric!” commented Ms. North. “The unpainted cinderbrick walls give the place a bit of a dungeon feel, doesn’t it?”

Erin shook her head.

“But it does, dear. I like it this way.” She turned to Michael. “How about this support post? Shall we rope her to it?”

“I like the idea.”

“Did you bring the bag?”

“Sorry, I’ll bring it down immediately.”

Michael hurried up the stairs and back into the living room. He grabbed the duffel and returned. Ms. North had Erin pinned against the aforementioned post, one hand under her chin, forcing her head up, the other hungrily groping a tit. Erin mewed pitifully.

“You are a pretty thing,” Ms. North murmured into her hair, nibbling an ear, breathing in the fragrance that was Erin. “Such a pretty thing.”

“Rope, Ms. North?”

“No. You do the work this time. Tie her ankles, then her thighs. Wait. Let’s stand her front-ways to this post. A breast on either side. I would like that.”

The idea appealed to Michael, too. He shared a quick glance with his wife. She was okay, he could tell by her eyes. He couldn’t tell how much she was enjoying Ms. North’s domination and groping, but she definitely wasn’t having a bad time. Erin never had a problem stopping a game she didn’t like. But was the job and the money interfering? Was she playing along strictly for the advantages it would give them? He couldn’t be sure. But when it was all over, they would discuss everything at length.

Together they positioned Erin as instructed and Michael went to work, wrapping rope about her bare, delicate ankles. Ms. North looked to be arranging Erin’s tits around the post. He attached the remaining rope to the post. She wouldn’t be hopping anywhere. If she tried at the moment, she’s fall flat on her back. He’d better stabilize her with another rope higher. He fetched a longer rope from Ms. North’s stash, slipped it around Erin’s waist, and cinched her tightly to the post. Ms. North stood back, appraising her captive, watching Michael work.

Now, for the rope about her thighs. He made quick work of it, also attaching her to the post there. Michael straightened up and looked her up and down. Their eyes met as she looked over her shoulder. He adored her wide-eyed damsel expression. He circled to her front, beside Ms. North. Erin’s head was tilted around the intervening post she was bound to. The wrap gag was tight and showed no signs of loosening. Michael knew from her complaints in the past that anything stretchy wrapped tightly around her face caused discomfort after a while. The pressure on her jaw had to be troubling.

Ms. North stepped to his wife, her fingers brushing her nipples, her back to Michael. “What shall we do with our helpless, bound and gagged captive?” wondered Ms. North aloud.

That was the key phrase to trigger the next phase of their playtime. Michael didn’t expect it so soon. He reached to his back where a prop gun was secreted in his belt, passed to him by Ms. North at work yesterday. Along with another item that weighted his suit jacket. He extracted the replica weapon, stepped forward, swiftly struck with his left arm, securing Ms. North’s throat in the crook of his elbow and placed the barrel of the gun against her forehead. “You’re going to join her.”

“What are you doing? Unhand me!”

“Get down on your fucking knees!”

“I—”

“Now!” Michael used his weight to press down, her knees bent, and soon touched the floor. 

“Don’t do this.”

“Shut up.” Michael added pressure to the gun barrel against her temple. “Now put your hands behind you.”

Ms. North complied.

Dominating his boss like this was intoxicating. He released her neck from his arm’s brace, fished out the steel handcuffs from an interior jacket pocket, and, one-handed, clipped a cuff over each wrist. Ms. North now kneeled on the unforgiving concrete, hands locked behind her. Facing his standing, bound and gagged wife. Intoxicating, indeed.

With rope from the duffel on the floor just steps away, he bound her ankles, distantly wondering if the rough concrete floor was damaging the toes of her very expensive shoes. She could buy more.

“You are going to be in such, deep, deep, troub—mmmph!”	Michael’s hand clamped over Ms. North’s lips. She shook her head and attempted angry words beneath his hand. “It’s best if you follow orders. I know there’s a sizeable ballgag in that bag. Would you like to keep quiet on your own? Or do you need something in that mouth of yours?”

Her furious eyes met his. She shook her head as much as his hand over her mouth allowed.

“Good.” He removed his hand and dragged her the two feet to the post, facing his standing wife. He looped another length of rope under her arm pits and fastened her there, the rope encircling the back of his wife’s thighs.

He stepped away, admiring the two women bound there. His wife, 20s, lithe and submissive. Ms. North, upper 40s, a Mrs. Robinson kind of hot, a power woman, kneeling, furious, yet helpless. A delicious tableaux. He really wanted to add that ballgag to Ms. North, but he had another idea. Something unplanned. All Ms. North had instructed was for her to be bound to his wife for the finale. Nothing on how. It might be a little rough, her knees on the hard floor like that. But after his first session with her, he knew she was too prideful to complain. Or stop the game. She was a subbie only in the realm of sexual play, and a tough one. She could take a certain amount of humiliation. And a little pain.

Michael walked behind his wife. He reached under her dress and pulled her panties down, feeling her bare ass as he slid the underthings past the rope that also held Ms. North fast to the post. The crimson panties were left suspended by her thigh ropes. His hand wandered upward to her pussy. To his delight he found her wet. He was glad she was enjoying herself. He lingered there, massaging in the way she liked: slowly with a very light touch. She threw her head back and moaned behind the packing and wrap gag.

After a moment, he retracted, Erin more aroused but not yet edging at orgasm, he knew. He lifted the bottom of her dress and folded the ends into the rope that held her waist to the post. He grabbed her ass and shifted her so her pussy peeked around to Ms. North’s face on the other side.

He stepped to the helpless, but ungagged, Ms. North. He grabbed her by the hair and forced her to look up. “You’ll get released when she gets off.”

This was off-script. Way off script. But if she, or his wife wanted to stop things here and play differently, anyone could signal. Ms. North could simply say something. Erin could clap her hands behind her back, the sign that meant stop. Nothing was actually forced here. But as Michael looked into the hard eyes of Ms. North, he felt a pang of regret. Maybe this wasn’t the best idea on their first night of play? Did he just ruin everything by taking things too far?

Michael let go of her hair and Ms. North faced to the subject, Erin’s vagina, glistening. She kept shaved except for a stripe of red curly hair that pointed toward her belly button. Michael always thought of it as a little top hat.

Would Ms. North refuse?

Call a stop to everything?

Michael waited.

He chanced a look to Erin, her eyes neutral. She’d experimented with two different girls in college, but was pretty damn straight. This might be cross a line for her.

The moment stretched.

Ms. North leaned forward and opened her lips to kiss the sweet offering of Erin.

Erin sighed, leaned her head back. She pushed her hips slightly forward, as that’s all the room she had, encased in the ropes as she was.

Michael backed away, aiming for a better view of the action, since Ms. North’s hair was in the way. His mind melted a little watching her tongue move up and down Erin’s clit. Then lavish the edges with tender attention.

Michael nearly forgot an important component. He quickly plucked the remote for Ms. North’s bullet which she had inserted before arriving, and juiced it to level three. There were ten levels on this thing. She jolted and a small scream escaped. She turned to eye him with surprise. She took a ragged breath, then went back to work.

Erin’s head still lay back, her back arched. Well, she was most certainly happy with the way things had progressed. But he feared he might get an earful of not clearing this with her before the games began. But it looked like Ms. North really knew what she was doing. And now Erin’s breathing quickened. Small moans escaped the cloth confines of her gag.

Michael needed to be involved, somehow. He moved to behind Erin, her bare ass pumping, reacting to Ms. North’s machinations via tongue and lips. He knew he couldn’t disturb the orgasms that brewed within her. Spanks would destroy what had been built up thus far. He caressed her round, perfectly plump ass. Gently. He reached around for a bare breast. He fingered a nipple. But not too aggressively. His stiffened cock he placed just above her ass, touching both rope and her skin through his suit pants. God he needed out of these things. Well, not entirely. He released her tit and ass and unleashed his cock via zipper. He badly wanted to stroke in her ass crack, but he still worried about destroying the moment between the two bound women. Just the touch of her skin would be a slice of heaven. And so it was, throbbing against one of her cheeks, cupping both breasts.

Her moans increased in volume, in pace. He laid small kisses on her neck, and nipped the sensitive skin just below her earlobe. He stopped, moved the bullet vibrations to five. Now Ms. North was moaning. Judging by Erin’s lack of pause, Ms. North’s tongue didn’t stop its work.

Erin’s head shook from side-to-side, throwing him back, her back arched even more. She screamed, literally screamed into that muffler, the only thing that kept the neighbors from calling the cops

And then her body relaxed, all at once. She went limp, suspended standing by his ropework..

Michael chuckled lightly, and tucked his dick back into his pants. It would be poor form to dive in anywhere at this point. He’d jack off to this moment for days. Maybe the rest of his life.

Erin still hung there, leaning backwards, eyes closed. He looked down to Ms. North, a smirk on her wet lips, eyelids fluttering. The buzz of bullet still had her going. But not over the cliff. Michael turned it up another two levels. Seven still wasn’t max, but Ms. North yelped. Her eyes, fluttered, then focused on Michael. “Put your hand down there,” she ordered in a hoarse whisper.

Michael looked to Erin, who had straightened up, recovering. She knew what was going on. Her eyes were exhausted but smiling. She nodded.

Kneeling by Ms. North he slipped his hand down the front of her skirt. It was tight, but he made it. His fingers found the top of her panties and dived in. Soaked panties. He discovered her bush and continued until he struck the soaking oyster that vibrated with the silent but powerful bullet. He applied just moderate motion and pressure on her clit and she cried out, gasped, and yelled hoarsely and shook. Her head rested on his shoulder. With his other hand, he turned off the bullet.

His hand in her panties relaxed. He pulled back.

He allowed her to rest a moment, her breath heavy on his chest through his shirt. At last she lifted her head and looked into his eyes. A half smile played on her lips.

“You promised to release me,” she breathed. “The conditions have been met, I believe.”

Michael retrieved the key from his pants pocket and unlocked the handcuffs, then undid the rope that bound her above her tits to the post. He dithered internally as to whether he should stand her up first to relieve the pressure on her knees, or just unbind her ankles. He decided to go for the ankles, and quickly. Once that rope was thrown aside, he helped her up.

Erin looked to him, satisfied and tired eyes over her gag.

“I believe we can release the girl,” Ms. North said, tracing Erin’s chin with her fingernails. “We’ve tortured her enough for one night.”

◆◆◆

After everyone had washed up, Ms. North in the hall bathroom, the married couple in the master bath, they reconvened in the living room. Erin had refilled her wine glass.

“I’m worried about my off-script bit there, Ms. North.”

“As you should be.”

“I’m listening.”

“I could have stopped things with the safe word. Yes?”

“Absolutely.”

“Good. But I didn’t want to. I think that’s obvious. Everything is fine. I don’t want to quash the fluidity of play with a script that cannot be deviated from. This was a good evening. Ms. Westphal, did you have a fun evening? You are the primary concern, here.”

Erin smiled, set her glass of wine down on the coffee table, and gave Ms. North a small, tender kiss on her lips.

Ms. North’s eyes went from startled to mirth.

“I had an enjoyable evening, Ms. North.”

“As did I. It thrills me that you did, too.” She looked to Michael and then back to Erin. “We can do this again in four weeks?”

Erin nodded and smiled. “Yes. Let’s.”




END





Why,  yes, this story does go on...
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