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Chapter 1

The Guest




Part 1 brief recap: 




	Dr. Nancy Cardiff bargained with her university student Blake, who also works as a dom in porn, for a bondage session in her office in order to raise his failing grade. Blake secretly films the action

	When she didn’t give him a passing grade as promised, Blake threatened to email the footage to the student newspaper. Another bargain struck for never releasing the video: a bondage session at her house. Blake hogties her and spanks her quite brutally and fingers her to orgasm. All was forgiven on both sides, and a friendship begins.




	The streets were wet from snow melting from the exhaust-stained snowbanks along the curbs. Nancy (I still hadn’t grown accustomed to calling her anything but Dr. Cardiff, but I was working on it) invited me over to meet a friend of hers. She wasn’t opening her social circle to me. This was, as she had explained, a BDSM-curious friend not from her academic world.

	This was all weird. Not that I didn’t like it, I was having fun. But I didn’t know what to make of it all. We enjoyed one another’s company, but it wasn’t a romantic relationship, and didn’t appear to be heading in that direction. I was open to it, but never voiced anything. She might never be up for any love relationship with a student for plenty of valid reasons. She might be shunned by her faculty friends, or at least side-eyed. The age difference was a thing, she was almost twenty years older than me. None of that mattered to me. But it all certainly mattered to her. I was fine with my status as a  young dom boy-toy. If that makes any sense. It really didn’t. She certainly grew on me and I liked her a lot, but our get-togethers were lusty business. No candle-light dinners or walks in the park hand in hand with flakes of snow gently drifting from the sky.

	I wasn’t going to push things. I was scared to. And did I want to? If I did, all this sexy bondage business might be thrown to the wind if she ever thought I wanted more out of the relationship. My only card to play was that I was her only bondage playmate. She might not want to give it up, either. But I was afraid to rock the boat. The boat, such as it was, was a lot of fun.

	Now this friend was going to be at her house. For a “bondage demonstration” with Nancy as the damsel and me as the bad guy. She said we’re not going for any hardcore roleplay, that we’d just kinda wing it, see how the guest feels and reacts. Erika. Nancy actually told me it was spelled with a “K.” As much as I was looking forward to tying up Nancy again, this Erika, whom I had never met and knew nothing about, was a big variable. Would she make me feel uncomfortable?

	She shouldn’t. In the bondage biz I work with different people all the time. Sure, I get a little nervous when someone new is along for the shoot, but usually, everyone gets along just fine. There was a few models I disliked, but not so bad I hated them or anything. Usually they annoy me or have a cross attitude that’s off-putting. As I thought about it, there had only been two I didn’t like being around. Everyone else was chill in their own way and amicable.

	Thinking about work had my thoughts drifting to Sil. Silvia, but she goes by Sil. Her porn name was Bonnie Fide. I really liked her. Blonde, generally smiling and laughing. Except when she’s in a role and doing the opposite of all that. With a gag in her mouth. Her hair was a champagne blonde, tight bod, only like five-two. Sometimes she would cackle at something and everyone would turn around. She’d get embarrassed and cover her mouth with her hand. Which I found pretty hot. Anyway, I’d love to hang out with her sometime, but it’s unprofessional to flirt on the set. The boss told me to never, ever, do that. I could scare off the talent no matter how polite I thought I was being. Fine, I guess. But a little subtle flirting wouldn’t hurt. Especially if she never even noticed. Ugh.

	I pulled into Nancy’s driveway. A black salt-begrimed sedan was parked by the curb in front of her house. As I got out with my backpack full of bondage fun, I noted it was a Jetta. Well, someone with more money than I, but not rich, was my assessment. Erika was supposed to be around Nancy’s age.

	Once I alighted on the porch the door popped open before I could ring the bell. Nancy stood with a smile and a half-full glass of red. She consumed a lot of wine, I noticed. Or was that just when I was around? In the foyer she gave me a one-armed hug and a peck on the cheek. At a glance I checked her out. A green sweater today, this one a V-neck with the V announcing her cleavage. After ditching the boots, I walked to the living room and there was Erika on the sofa. What a mane of red hair. She looked a bit like Tori Amos from the 90s. But with bigger boobs. She wore a zippered, brown and white patterned cardigan that looked cozy as hell. And that’s how I noticed her boobs after her gorgeous hair. She smiled and stood, extending a hand. “Erika.”

	“Hi,” was all I could say in the moment. I didn’t expect her to be so beautiful. Her hand was warm and dry. And small within my big mitt.

	“Pleasure to meet you,” she said.

	“Likewise.” I sat my backpack on the coffee table, which was clear except for Erika’s wine glass. “How do you know Nancy?”

	“We met at the Rainbow Room. Mutual friends.”

	That was a gay bar. My eyebrows reaching for the ceiling gave away my surprise.

	“It’s not just for the lesbians,” she laughed. “But Nancy leans a little bi, if you haven’t noticed.”

	“We haven’t known each other too long.”

	“Blake, glass of wine?” asked Nancy from the threshold between the living and dining rooms.

	“Um—”

	“Is he old enough?” Erika asked, arching an eyebrow at Nancy.

	I opened my mouth to answer but Nancy did for me. “He’s fine. No jokes about his youth, please.”

	They both looked to me. “Sure. Wine would be great. Thanks.”

	As Nancy disappeared Erika patted me on the shoulder. “Sit. Relax.”

	I sat. I did not relax.

	“How on earth did you get into the bondage porn business?”

	No small talk from this one.

	“Don’t be grilling him,” called Nancy from the kitchen.

	“I’m just making our guest feel comfortable by asking him about his work and interests.”

	This was not making me comfortable, but that last bit did make me laugh.

	Her hand brushed my arm as she said, “You don’t have to answer any of my questions. I’m just being nosy. I know nothing about the business, so it intrigues me.”

	Nancy returned and handed me a glass of wine.

	“An old girlfriend told a friend of hers who was looking for rigger help.”

	“Rigger?”

	“Someone who knows how to tie someone up.”

	“Makes sense.”

	“So I met with him for lunch and we got along. He just threw me in on the next shoot.”

	Erika smiled. “How was that first time on camera?”

	“I was pretty nervous. But everyone was so chill and patient it went fine. I bumbled a few times at the start, but Xavier, the guy that runs everything, just cut and we re-did things. He never got mad or acted like I sucked.”

	Erika sipped from her glass. “So, he kept calling you back.”

	“Right. It’s mostly just fun, now.”

	“Your looks must have figured into the equation. You’re fit.”

	“Um, thanks.”

	“He’s on the wrestling team,” interjected Nancy.

	“That explains that,” said Erika.

	“Xavier’s stuff focuses on the women. No one’s looking at me too much. I’m just a prop, really. So, the looks aren’t that big of a deal for the guys involved.”

	“Even for the hardcore?” asked Nancy. She never seemed very curious about the behind-the-scenes of my job before.

	“Hardcore? What does that mean, exactly?” asked Erika.

	“Hardcore means actual intercourse,” I explained. “Yeah, looks figure more into that, I guess.”

	“I figured,” said Nancy. “My experience: I like the guy to look good for that. For everything, now that I think of it. The videos where the guy dom is sort of, ah, unattractive, kills it a little.”

	“I think it’s different for the women viewers. A lot of guys want to see someone like themselves dominating the pretty women.”

	“I never thought of that,” said Nancy.

	Erika perked up after I defined “hardcore,” and her eyes sparkled. “So you must have a huge cock.”

	My porn experience did not stop me from getting embarrassed by remarks like this. “Uh, not really. Sufficient, I guess?”

	Nancy laughed. “He’s being humble. I think he means he doesn’t have the typical horse dick we see in vanilla porn. You’re bigger than most guys I’ve been with.”

	“Ah, well thanks.” This was getting a little uncomfortable. I took a large quaff of my wine.

	Nancy looked to Erika. “I should have showed you the videos.”

	“How about right now?” Erika gestured to the TV.

	“I’d prefer not,” I said before Nancy could answer.

	“The porn star has spoken,” said Nancy. “Let’s not make him feel any more uncomfortable.”

	I never thought of myself as a “porn star.” Because I wasn’t. About no one who was a fan of Xavier’s work even knew my name. They could rattle off all the names of the girls in the videos they liked, but me? Hardly.

	“Fine, then. How about we get started?” suggested Erika.

	I was perfectly fine with that.

	Nancy’s glass went from half-full to empty. “Sure. Let’s.”

	As I unzipped my backpack, Nancy went over the gameplan. “Blake, tie me up. Erika, observe.”

	“I would like to do more than observe,” said Erika. That sparkle in her eye returned.

	Nancy shot her a skeptical glare.

	“What?” Erika feigned an aghast expression. “I learn how to properly tie you up and I can’t touch the merchandise? Spank your cute butt?”

	“I meant Blake can’t touch the merchandise. Not today. We already agreed on this.”

	I nodded as I arranged coils of rope on the coffee table. This was supposed to be a demonstration for Erika. Not a bondage orgy. She had made that very clear yesterday. I knew how to behave. 

	I picked up a rope and raised my eyebrows at Nancy.

	“Dealer’s choice,” she answered.

	“Cool. Turn, hands behind.”

	Nancy smiled and did as instructed. Erika stood next to me. “Tell me how you’re doing all of this as you go.”

	“Sure. First, fold the rope in half. Place the fold where her wrists meet, here. This will be the anchor point. Loop the ends through, then wrap the rope around and around, leaving maybe a foot dangling. Take these ends and bring them through the anchor point.” Erika paid very close attention, nodding. “Take the ends and wrap them in opposite directions between her wrists. This is cinching, making the ropes tight without cutting circulation. The best spot to make the knot is at the top of the whole thing. The hardest place for her fingers to reach. And make it a square knot, so it won’t loosen as she struggles.”

	“I’ll need some practice. But it doesn’t look too complex.”

	“It’s not. Let’s get her elbows next, which will make things stricter for her. It doesn’t just restrain the arms, it makes her wrist less moveable, too, less chance of her escaping.”

	With a longer rope, I started in, drawing them very close together. I talked Erika through the whole thing, which wasn’t much different than the wrists. Nancy stood there with a pleased expression, enjoying herself. The elbow ropes sure made her breasts stand out in her sweater.

	“I should have had another glass of wine,” said Nancy.

	Erika slapped her butt playfully, making Nancy jump. “Let’s gag her.”

	I laughed. “I mean, you could get her a glass and a straw first.”

	Erika said, “What? We’re not her servants. She’s ours. Let’s put a duster in her mouth and set her to work.”

	Nancy sighed. “Blake is a thoughtful and caring dom. Thank you, Master.”

	She had never called me that. I think she was currying favor with me since Erika was acting like a loose cannon. Was I supposed to keep her in check? Or turn her loose? This had not been discussed.

	Erika stood in front of Nancy and placed her hands on her shoulders. “I’ll get you some wine before your gag. After that, you’re all mine.”

	“Thank you.”

	Erika giggled. “Oh! I love this side of her. This is fun!” She practically danced to the kitchen.

	“You okay?” I asked Nancy, voice low. “She seems a little wild.”

	She smirked and whispered. “She’s like that. Don’t let her get carried away with anything painful.” 

	“Got it.”

	I dug through my bag for gagging items as Erika returned with a wine glass, straw poking out from the rim. “Here’s your last drinky-drink, alchy.”

	Nancy rolled her eyes and sipped hard. The half-glass Erika had poured was quickly drained. Maybe Erika’s remark had merit.

She took the glass into the kitchen and returned quickly. “Gags?”

	I motioned to the selection I had laid out on the table. “Gags. Choose.”

	Erika inspected the array. “What’s this?”

	“A bit gag. Keeps her mouth open, won’t keep her very quiet.”

	“Uh. Useless. I know that’s a ballgag. What’s this?”

	“Ring gag. Keeps her mouth open, too. You can stick things in the hole. Usually makes someone drool a lot.”

	“Ew. I just want to keep her pie hole quiet, so the neighbors don’t hear.”

	“I don’t like the sound of that,” said Nancy.

	“I don’t like the sound of this,” replied Erika as she placed her hand firmly over Nancy’s lips.

	Nancy’s eyes got big as she mewed behind the tight handgag. I loved the sight of that. Erika was a curious novice, and so far, fun. 

	I tore my eyes from the handgag spectacle to point out the best mufflers for our captive.

	“There’s an assortment of cloth here, for packing in her mouth, wrapping around—”

	“I like that. It looks more…criminal.”

	“Mmm?” Concern lit in Nancy’s wide eyes over Erika’s hand.

	“Yeah. If that’s the look you want, let’s go with some cloth.” I picked up a white, folded napkin and folded it until it was a cube. In the last fold I slipped in a thin, silk scarf. I held it up to Nancy’s face, lips still covered by Erika’s hand. “Okay, let her open for the gag.”

	“I kinda like holding her lips.”

	“You can do that the whole time, if you like. You might get tired after a while.”

	Nancy jumped and yelped through her gag.

	“I pinched her butt,” laughed Erika.

	I was getting along with Erika wonderfully. She was a blast.

	At last, she removed her hand from Nancy’s lips and she yelped again and in went the wad of cloth. I figured that was another, unseen pinch of Nancy’s ass. “Take the ends and tie it tight behind her head,” I told Erika.

	“With pleasure.”

	The thin scarf indented Nancy’s cheeks and pulled the corners of her lips back. I could tell by Nancy’s eyes as they grew even bigger that she felt the tightness of the gag. I handed Erika a stretchy roll of bandage. “Wrap this around and around her face. For extra quiet.”

	“This is fun,” she said as she unrolled the bandage and started wrapping. Soon Nancy stood there, the wrap gag tight enough to bulge a smidge of cheek above the bandage. Erika wasn’t being gentle in the least. Fascinating and arousing to watch.

	“Pinch her again to see how much noise she can make.”

	Erika loved the suggestion and Nancy mewed. “The neighbors will never hear,” she said.

	“Right. Looks like you like her butt. Shall we bend her over the coffee table?”

	“You’re full of good ideas.”

	Together we assisted Nancy to her knees before the end of the coffee table. I looked to the ropes on the table and picked out a couple of long ones.

“Mmmmph!” came Nancy’s very muted cry. Erika had unbuckled her belt and was pulling her pants down.

	“You’re taking advantage, early,” I said, ropes in hand.

	Nancy’s black panties were revealed as her jeans continued their downward trend.

	“If we bend her over and then try to get her pants off, we’ll run into trouble.” Erika straightened up and smiled, tapping her temple with her index finger. “Thinking ahead.”

	Her logic was sound. “Well done.”

`	I watched as the panties were slid down about mid-thigh to join the top of her jeans. Erika grabbed both ass cheeks and grinned. Nancy wriggled. “She’s squirming too much,” complained Erika.

	“We can put a stop to that.” I got down on one knee next to Nancy who was having her ass aggressively groped. I meant to tie her thighs together, but there were her jeans all bunched up there. “Let’s stand her up and get those jeans and panties out of the way.”

	Erika sighed. “I should have thought of that, too.”

	We both grabbed Nancy under an armpit and helped her back up. I held her steady and Erika pulled the jeans down to her ankles and told Nancy to step from them. She did as instructed as Erika pulled them free and tossed them to the loveseat. The black panties were next, tossed to the top of the entertainment center, landing at the corner of the TV. Looks like we planned to be messy tonight. “Back on your knees,” said Erika as we lowered Nancy back down. “And let’s get these socks off. Blake likes feet, so I hear.”

	No secrets here. Not that I really minded the indiscretion, but any excuse was a good one to slap that ass. But I stopped, remembering the rule about my hands and their relationship to the merchandise. “Erika? Spank that butt once.”

	Smack!

	“What else did you tell her?” I asked in a stern interrogator’s voice.

	Nancy shook her head, totally unable to answer.

	I winked at Erika.

	Smack!

“You’re going to get it tonight,” I said.

	Erika applauded briefly. “This is so much fun! I’ll get the socks for you.”

	“Um, thanks.”

	Erika slipped off each sock, revealing Nancy’s wrinkled, lovely soles. Yeah, I do like her feet. But for now, I planned to ignore them and get her all tied up. 

	I looped rope around her thighs above her bent knees. Erika observed closely, sometimes rubbing Nancy’s bare ass. After cinching between her thighs and knotting, I started in on her ankles, which I crossed first. And naturally, I gazed at her soles and arches.

	“Is doing the ankles the same as tying her wrists?” asked Erika.

	“Pretty much. Here, let me undo it and let’s see you try.” I hadn’t began the cinch yet, so I just had to unwrap and hand her the rope. “Go for it.”

	She took the rope with an evil grin. She folded in half, made the lark’s head after fussing with it a little, but she asked for no instructions. The rope was wrapped around her ankles all the way to the rope ends. She figured out her mistake and rewound a couple of wraps. She found the anchor point and slipped into the wrong side, but she could see something went wrong. She looked to me as if to say, “I screwed up and now I’m lost.”

	I pointed at the problem. “In here, on this side of that loop.”

	“Oh.” She corrected. There was a little trouble getting the cinch between her crossed ankles, but she managed just fine. After the knot she beamed a big grin. “I can do this!”

	“You did great.” I patted her on the shoulder.

	She smacked me on the ass. That was a surprise. This wasn’t supposed to go like this, but there was a lot of sexiness in the atmosphere, so I didn’t say anything. I just chuckled a little. “Nancy’s not attached to the table. We should take care of that.”

	“Yes!”

	I looped a really long one under Nancy’s armpits and around and underneath the table to secure her down. Another went into the cinch between her thighs and to a table leg, securing her in the kneeling, bent position, instructing Erika the whole time.

	Erika circled her tied up and gagged friend, appraising and admiring the bondage and Nancy’s exposed ass. “This is lovely. Just a lovely evening.” She kneeled by that butt and caressed her flesh. “We could put things in her.”

	My eyebrows shot up. 

	Nancy’s eyebrows did likewise.

	“Um, I was just supposed to be demonstrating bondage techniques for you.”

	Erika giggled. “Maybe I’ll demonstrate ass demolition techniques for you.”

	I didn’t think this is what Nancy had in mind. These two have known one another a lot longer than I knew Nancy. I had been called over with a specific goal in mind, and that had been accomplished. Maybe we’d do a couple positions. I didn’t want to be a part of something where Nancy took abuse she didn’t want. I leaned down, eye-level with the heavily gagged Nancy. “Shake or nod your head for yes and no. Do you want anything inside you tonight?”

	She shook her head no.

	Erika visibly drooped. “Aw.”

	“How about a spanking?”

	She nodded yes.

	“I have a leather spanker with me. I can show Erika the ways of smacking ass without injury. Interested?”

	She hesitated. Then nodded.

	I stood. “Okay. The way these things go, you need permission, consent of the sub at all times.”

	“I know.”

	“You can’t get someone all bound and gagged and then spring new things on them when they have no say-so.”

	“Right.” Was that a slight roll of the eyes? She was getting carried away with having her hot friend in this position. But she was amendable to toning it down, being rational and considerate. Things can go awry in these situations and someone can get their feelings hurt or a body part injured. Either way, go by the guidelines set before the action started. That was law in the BDSM Bible. Which wasn’t a real thing, but every serious player was taught it, knew it, and abided. Xavier taught me this when we had our first lunch. Erika now sported a sheepish expression. She knew she was crossing lines.

	I dug out the black leather spanker. Erika’s eyes lit back up. “This stings a lot more than a hand,” I explained. “It can do more damage, too. A little swing can give a lot of sting, goes the saying.” I moved behind Nancy and her beautiful butt. What a pretty view. Her ass had completely healed up since I had spanked her hard while I had her hogtied. A couple weeks had passed.

	Erika sat on the loveseat behind us, elbows to knees. She was more than ready to watch.

	“Flick the wrist as you swing, and don’t put all your strength behind it. You don’t need to.” Smack!

	“Mmmph!”

	Same with the backhand, just opposite flick. Smack!

	“Mmmph!”

	Erika clasped her hands together. “I love the way her butt jiggles with every slap.”

	“Me, too.” Smack! Backhand: Smack!

	“Oooh,” enthused Erika. “You’re leaving marks.”

	“Little pink marks.” I handed the spanker to Erika.

	She took it and stood, running a hand along the business end of the leather implement. Erika bit her lower lip for a small moment as she swept the spanker into the air, giving it light test swings.

	I nodded. Her form looked okay to me.

	Her eyes bored into the exposed buttmeat of Nancy. Swiftly, she reached far back—

	Oh no… I thought, but there was no time to react.

	She swung hard and fast.

	SMACK!

	“Mmmmmmph! Mmmmm!”

	“Whoah!” I grabbed her arm before she could strike again. “Way too hard! Too much arm and no wrist.” Did she deliberately do that? Was she being a brat rookie dom? A brat sub was fun, but a brat dom was dangerous. The angry welt she left behind swelled in real time.

	Erika placed her free hand over her mouth in a gesture of oopsie! 

	“Maybe it’s too early for you to be swinging that thing.”

	“No!”

	“Come on, give it here.” I opened my hand.

	She struck me with it on my palm. Hard. “Ow!”

	I spun about and cradled my hand, which stung like hell. And she smacked my ass!

	“Hey!” Even through my jeans and drawers that hurt.

	Erika giggled, brandishing the spanker like a weapon as I turned back to her. “Give me that!” I was getting mad. I grabbed at the spanker as she dodged and leapt away. 

	“Erika.” This was stupid. No one ever acted like this on the set. But this wasn’t a professional setting. Just some folks playing around. Damn it, there were rules. For safety. And this grown woman, maybe fortyish, was acting like a child. But now she was out of range of both Nancy and me. Nancy was safe for the moment. I had to keep my cool. My hand burned. Did she have no sense of decorum? You don’t hit someone not consenting to it. I mean, she had struck me twice, and neither of the hits were playful. Erika had this anything-goes attitude. I had to stop her.

	She still had that evil grin. Still brandished the spanker. My spanker. For the moment, my control of the situation had deteriorated to nothing. “Erika…” All play had left my voice.

	She swatted the air between us. “Move it, college boy. I got some spanking to do on that sweet, sweet ass.”

	My patience evaporated. I had to protect Nancy from a severe flogging she didn’t want. My voice had a hard edge, “Just give me back my spanker. Give it here.”

	“You’re being a wet blanket. We’re here to play.”

	“Every game has rules. Especially this one. You’re breaking them.”

	Erika pointed to Nancy, who had her head raised from the table, watching, listening. “She wanted to be tied up and spanked. You’re breaking the rules.”

	This was exhausting. “Fine. I’ll ask her if she’s up for a brutal spanking from you.”

	“She doesn’t get a say anymore! She’s tied up and gagged!”

	“Wrong.” I half turned to Nancy, keeping a wary eye on the loose cannon brandishing my spanker. “Do you want Erika to spank you with that thing?”

	Nancy shook her head. I was right, Erika had crossed the line.

	Erika, dropped her weaponized hand to her side and dramatically rolled her eyes. “Well, this is no fun!”

	To Nancy, I asked, “Want mt to untie you?”

	She nodded.

	Erika’s mouth opened in shock and disappointment. “Aw fuck.” She threw the spanker to the sofa and stomped upstairs. Where was she going? Was she about to jump on a bed to kick and scream and cry? What a baby.

	I kneeled by Nancy. “Arms first or gag first? Nod for the gag.”

	She shook her head. Okay, arms. I set to work undoing her elbows. Above, I could hear Erika stomping some more. I sighed and continued. I was the youngest person here by a stretch, and I was several light years more mature than Erika. And Nancy had chosen a piss-poor playmate. Apparently, she didn’t know her well enough. I tossed the rope to the sofa and set to getting her wrists undone. That rope joined its brother in a jumble.

	The gag was wrapped really tightly. But I spun it loose quickly. I unknotted the thin scarf and pulled the wet packing from her mouth. Nancy worked her jaw but didn’t say anything. Not yet. The rope over her back and beneath the table came loose next. As I untied her thighs, she said, “What the fuck is her problem?”

	“She’s your friend. I have zero insight.”

	“Obviously, I haven’t seen this side of her.”

	Keeping my voice low, I said, “Just my first impression opinion, but she shouldn’t be invited for these kinds of things.”

	“Obviously.”

	“You should have snapped your fingers right after she hit you like that.” I pulled the last rope from her ankles. She was free.

	“I guess you’re right. I didn’t think of it. That spank had me dizzy. I couldn’t even think.” She stood up, carefully, stretched her arms. She was naked from the waist down. Her sweater dropped just below her pubis mons when she relaxed her arms. Her pubic hair was trimmed, not shaved, except for beyond the bikini zone.

	The ankle rope was still in my hands. I started coiling it. May as well pack up. Shit went crazy and Nancy probably needed to boot her friend out the door and be alone for the evening with a glass of wine.

	She caught my eyes, staring, pink lines of the gag streaked back from the corners of her lips. I couldn’t read that tiny smirk. But her stare made me pause, like she was about to say something. She reached behind my head and pulled me in for a kiss. I was stunned, but got with the program after a second and returned it, dropping the rope from my hands and pulling her to me. The kiss lingered. She finished with a tiny lick of my upper lip and drew back, her eyes into mine. “Thank you,” she said. “You’re a good sort. I’m glad you were here.”

	She pecked me on the cheek, brought her hand back to the front and patted my chest. I took the meaning to release her from the embrace, so I did. Nancy pointed to the ceiling. “I don’t know how to approach her.”

	“Want me to kick her out?” I asked.

	She chuckled. “No. Maybe she got a little drunk and a lot crazy.” She reached behind and a pained expression crossed her face. She grimaced. “And I can’t even sit. And it wasn’t fun. It started out fun, but the last bit spoiled the whole affair.”

	“I’m sorry.”

	“For what? You literally saved my ass.”

	We both chuckled a few notes.

	“Do you want to lie down? On your belly here on the sofa? I can clear it for you.”

	“My god, Blake. You’re really, really sweet. I have a better idea. Here. You sit.” She patted me on the chest, a slight push to the couch. I sat. Well, she wasn’t the only one with a sensitive ass right now. But I was sure mine wasn’t half as bad as hers. She placed her hands between my legs at the knees and had me spread. Slowly, she positioned herself on my lap: thighs on one leg, lower back on the other and she leaned against my chest to my right side, so she was fully supported but her scorched and naked butt was not touching anything. Genius, really. She draped an arm around me. Her head leaned onto my neck.

	I soaked in the moment. But not entirely. Erika was still here. Somewhere upstairs. I held onto my professor, loving her sitting on me, relishing her touch. This was tender. She needed to be held right now. I was so glad she felt comfortable enough with me to sit here and recover from gameplay gone awry. She could have just kicked everyone out and brooded alone. But here she sat, nuzzling my neck.

	Footsteps on the stairs, descending. We both stiffened. Erika appeared in the foyer. She paused, looking at us. Her face was streaked with tears. Her makeup was a mess. She had been up there crying. Her voice barely above a whisper, “I’m sorry.” She walked into the living room, picked up her purse. “I’ll just leave. I’m really sorry.” Back into the foyer she put on her shoes and plucked her coat from the hook on the wall. Without another word, she opened the door, the cold coming in briefly, and left.

	We sat in silence as we heard her car start, then pull away into the night.

	I didn’t know what to say. She was Nancy’s friend, so I allowed the silence to linger until she spoke.

	“Well,” she started. “There was nothing to say. I couldn’t say, ‘It’s okay,’ because it wasn’t.” She kissed my neck. “You’re okay, though.”

	“Thanks.” I paused. “She’s your only weird friend, right?”

	“Unfortunately, probably not. You think you have a bead on someone, then they really surprise you in an odd way. I wonder if she’ll call?”

	I thought about it. “I think she just walked out forever.”

	“Sad. She was fun to have dinner and drinks with.”

	“Life goes like this sometimes.”

	“True. Listen to you. Wise beyond your years.”

	“Are you making fun of my relative youth?”

	Nancy laughed. “I’m sorry. I did not mean to belittle you. You were my savior tonight.”

	I didn’t have a reply. My silence felt awkward.

	“Would you like a blowjob?”

	“Um…” This was totally unexpected. But the very thought had my guy straining against the denim. Enough to reach and touch her bare bottom that perched between my thighs.

	She looked to me with a grin. “I’ll take that as a yes.” Nancy lifted herself from my lap and positioned herself on her knees on the floor.

	I was stunned and frozen, and a swirl of thoughts passed through my brain. I didn’t think she liked me much besides a bondage buddy. And even that…considering the previous grading and blackmail business. I guessed looking out for her while her “friend” was getting out of control must have sparked something within her. Was this just payback? Did she think she somehow owned something in return? My voice caught up to my thinking and I said, “You really don’t have to do—”

	“Oh, stop it.” She placed her hand over my very awake member, still in my jeans, begging for release. “This isn’t because of anything. A ruined night should not be wasted. How about you tie my hands behind me and then I’ll get to work. Would you like that?”

	I had to shut up and just go with the flow. I’d regret it the rest of my life if I didn’t. “Oh, yeah. Sure.”

	I reached for one of the loose ropes I didn’t yet coil, stood and went behind her. She was on her knees, hands crossed just above her ass with the furious welt that needed ice. She patiently waited as I bound her wrists. I pulled my pants and underwear to my knees and sat back on the sofa, erect.

	She lowered until her lips touched my cock. My view was her dark hair, her crossed and bound hands. She hardly had to do much. But what she did, she did and did very well. Switching between licking my shaft like a candy cane and bobbing on me with her lips tight, she brought me around pretty quickly. I was still primed from the bondage action earlier. As I reached the point of no return, I gave warning. I’m polite that way. “Okay, okay,” is what I said through clenched teeth.

	She released me, and moved clear. I cranked myself for the last bit, shooting jizz on my bare leg and underwear and jeans. I was scared I was going to make a mess in her hair or the sofa. I got my breathing under control and mentally lamented the wet spot on my drawers. It was cold outside and anything wet in the underwear was a nuisance. 

	Nothing was said as I untied her. She went upstairs. I followed after a few moments, just to clean up in the bathroom. I folded my underwear so the wet splotch was inside. They would be deposited in the backpack and I would be strutting commando.

	Back downstairs Nancy, now in loose, peach-colored sweats, sat on the cooling gels I recognized from before.

	I was feeling blissed out and awkward with my balled-up drawers in my fist. I made a straight line to my backpack to hide them from sight. I looked to her, relaxing, cooling her burnt butt. What kind of thing did we have going? I still didn’t know. I didn’t know what to say. “Um, butt feeling any better?”

	“Now that I’m sitting on these, yes. When it gets numb I’ll feel great.”

	“Good.” I picked up a loose rope from the floor and began winding it together for packing. “Want me to get you a glass of wine?”

	“You’re a dear. A good soul. Please.”

	I threw the coiled rope into the open backpack and walked to the kitchen. I poured and returned. Half the glass disappeared. She set it on the coffee table she had been recently tied to. “I should be clear, Blake. We can’t be dating or romantically involved. I don’t know if that thought was bouncing about in your head, but I thought it best I be open and honest. I like you a lot. But we’re in different worlds. Here, in our kinky sphere, our worlds touch. I think we should continue to play. But no romance.”

	That made things easier. But I also was struck with a pang of sorrow, like I had been shot down asking a pretty woman to hang out at a café. Weird how that works. But I didn’t want to look like some lovesick college boy. Which I wasn’t anyway. “Yeah, I get it. I do like playing the games. As if you couldn’t tell.”

	“Good. How about I call you when my butt’s ready?”











Chapter 2

The Next Guest




	At Xavier’s house we were wrapping up a custom video. It was a hogtied foot worship deal. I was working with Sil, long blonde hair, C-cup breasts and a killer smile. We had worked together twice before, just damsel clips. She was in pink bra and panties and hogtied on Xavier’s palatial four poster bed. I had just removed the black ballgag. “Not fond of balls in my mouth,” she quipped.

	“We know you don’t do hardcore,” said Xavier, taking down the light stands.

	She giggled as I worked on the connector rope to her hogtie. I was the one who’d been sucking on her toes for fifteen minutes. I’d been looking forward to it, but she really lotioned up her feet and Jergins wasn’t the best flavor. She was still new. I had to tell her, in case we had to do something like this again. “So, if we do another foot vid like this, could you please lotion your feet the night before? Not once you get here?”

	I saw the realization light in her blue eyes. “Oh my god. I’m sorry. That never occurred to me.”

	Her feet flopped to the bed as I got the connector fully untied. I fiddled with the knot at her wrists next. “Yeah, I need a mint or something to get the lotion off of my tongue.”

	“Your tongue is now silky smooth as my feet,” she giggled.

	“Yay me.” I got her hands loose and she turned over and started untying the ankles ropes herself.

	“What are you doing after?” she asked.

	As I gathered Xavier’s ropes I replied, “I have a paper to write.”

	“Oh. Have any time to get a coffee? I need to relax and cool down after a shoot.”

	This took me by surprise. “Okay. Sure. A little coffee shouldn’t push back my writing time by much.” Sil wanted to hang out with me? She was way out of my league. I would love to sit across from her and stare in a more casual setting.

◆◆◆

	Thankfully, the coffee shop wasn’t crowded. It was the middle of the week. I wasn’t huge on going out for coffee since I made my own at home and shop coffee tended to be a little pricey. But this was with Sil. And I just got some money. As did she. Her car was in the shop and she had taken an Uber to the shoot. I got us here in my twenty-year-old junker. It wasn’t a total junker, but it seemed everyone had a newer car than me.

	We talked about Xavier and the business for a few minutes. “I actually like bondage,” she said. “I know most models just do it for the money.”

	“I’m into it, too, but I think all the riggers are into it off-camera.”

	“I figured. Any interesting stories? Gossip?”

	“Well, are you a student?”

	Sil narrowed her eyes, not knowing where I was going with the unrelated question. “No.”

	“Okay, good. I would switch stories if you were. This involves a professor. I’ll leave her name out of it.”

	She leaned in, elbows to the table. I skipped right to the last bit, meeting Nancy at her house, her friend taking things too far and then running off crying. I also left out the blowjob. I knew how to stick to the interesting bits for coffee conversation.

	Sil asked, “So, are you dating your professor?”

	“No. Just a bondage buddy. Weird, I know. I think her intellectual friends would look down on her dating a student. If she were even interested. But aside from that last time, things have been fun.”

	She smiled. “That does sound like fun.” Sal sipped her coffee. “So, like, this professor is pretty?”

	“Yeah. She’d older than us, but yeah, totally.”

	“How old?”

	“I don’t know. Maybe forty?”

	“A MILF, huh?”

	“Right.” I laughed a little.

“So, maybe you could bring a friend to your next professor bondage thing?”

	I loved the way she thought. “Maybe? I think it would be fun. But I have to ask her, though, first.”

	“I promise not to spank too hard or cause trouble.”

	“I know you wouldn’t. She might be a little…hesitant considering what just happened.”

	“Tell her you’ll tie me up first.”

	This was dreamy. Yet, sadly, unlikely. “I’ll mention it.”

	“Mention it? I would hope you would advocate for your guest a little harder than that.”

	“Oh, I will.”

◆◆◆

	A week passed, Nancy texted. She was ready for another round. I brought up the subject of a guest of my own. She was skeptical, asking if this potential guest was a student. Naturally, I told her Sil was from work.

	Nancy: Which one is she?

	Me: Bonnie Fide.

(pause, I assumed she looked on the site for her)

	Nancy: She’s beautiful. You two dating?

	Me: We’ve been out together a couple times. She’s cool and knows how to behave during play.

	Nancy: Let me think about it.

	And that was that for a couple days. Then,

	Nancy: You can bring your friend over. But we’ll talk first. No promises of play the first visit.

	Me: Understood.

	We scheduled. Sil was excited. She and I hadn’t pushed things very far at all. The last time we went out we made out in my car for a bit. It was great being lips to lips with her, as opposed to tongue to toes like we were the last time we worked together. She just flatly said, “I’m not quite ready for anything else right now.” After goodbyes, she headed up to her apartment. Jeeze, this felt like high school. I decided to play it cool, not be pushy or clingy and just meet her when I picked her up to head for Nancy’s place.

	The day arrived and Sil bounced down the stairs from her apartment and into the car. She beamed a big smile. “This is gonna be fun! Amirite?”

	“Yeah. But as I said, she wants us to just hang out and talk first. She might get skittish and we won’t play.”

	“Oh bullshit. Who doesn’t like me?”

	“Fair point. We’ll see.” I put the Corolla in drive.

	We arrived soon, the gloom of the cloudy evening preceding the night, lights behind curtains casting glows from the houses we passed. Nancy welcomed us at the door, glass of wine nearly empty, another tight sweater accentuating her admirable bosom. After hanging our jackets we settled to the couch, with filled wine glasses on the coffee table awaiting. A fire crackled in the fireplace.

	“Oh,” started Sil, looking at the glass before her, “I don’t drink. But thank you.”

	“That’s fine. I do.” Nancy took the glass and quaffed a gulp. “I can put on some coffee.”

	“Oh, no thank you. Water is fine. I can’t drink coffee after the sun sets.” She laughed at herself.

	I sipped my wine as Nancy headed to the kitchen. I unreasonably thought that Nancy would consider Sil’s lack of alcohol imbibing as a strike against her. But she couldn’t be like that, could she?

	Nancy returned with a glass of water with a wedge of lemon and handed it to Sil. She took a large drink.

	Nancy sat down on the loveseat, looking at us over her new glass of wine. “I’ve seen your work, Sil. Really nice. How did you get into it?”

	“I guess I needed some fun, easy money. I like being tied up, and when I met with Xavier and called his references, everything seemed cool to me. I sat in on an hour of a shoot first. Then I was like, ‘I can do this!’ So he scheduled me. And that’s how I met Blake.” She squeezed my arm.

	That caught Nancy’s eye. Her eyes, ever so slightly, narrowed for a brief second. Or did I imagine that? “Have you played BDSM scenarios before? Not counting work?”

	“Well, I had a couple of boyfriends that liked to tie me up sometimes. But that’s really it. They weren’t that serious, if at all. I think they did it to please me. And they weren’t very good. But I know the basics about safewords and Xavier taught me some ropework. This kinda feels like a job interview.”

	“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to come off like that. I think the last experience, with a friend no less, has me hyper-vigilant.”

	“Yeah, a bad experience can ruin things for a while.”

	I stiffened. I didn’t know if Nancy wanted me to relay what had happened with Erika. I don’t know why she would want to be secretive about it except for general confidence between friends. I had to tell Sil something before we came over, right? I took another sip of wine.

“But I’m glad you invited me over,” Sil continued.

	“I’ve been interrogating you,” said Nancy. “I don’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable. Feel free to ask me anything.”

	“So, like, how did you get into it? Bondage, I mean.”

	A slow smile spread and her eyes lost focus as Nancy reminisced.

	I leaned in. This had to be good.

	“Back when I was an undergrad, I was accused of stealing a dormmate’s guy. We were four to a dorm, and she got the other girls on her side. No one asked for my side of the story. I didn’t steal anyone. Not the point. I had a night class that ended at eight in the evening. While walking back to the dorm, the three grabbed me. The campus traffic was light that time on a weeknight, but some saw. Amused and curious. What harm would a bunch of girls do to another girl? One kept her hand over my mouth and the other two kept their arms about me and dragged me to a light post. With several rolls of duct tape, they pinned me there and wrapped me up like a mummy, ankles to shoulders. Someone stuffed a handkerchief or some cloth in my mouth as I was cursing at them and layered tape over that. There was no way I could get out of that. The girl who perceived the slight lectured me and laughed at me. The three left me there. God, I had never been so turned on in my life. The whole bit, being ganged up on by three women and rendered entirely immobile. And gagged. Someone could have come by and just brushed me between my legs and I would have cum like lightning.” She laughed. “That’s how this subbie was born.”

	Sil’s mouth was open in surprise at the story, eyes perfectly round at the audacity of Nancy’s college assailants. 

	“But I like to do the tying, too,” Nancy continued. “To a lesser extent. I’m a switch, I suppose. I also like looking at tied up women. Mainly imagining myself in their position.”

	“Oh my god,” said Sil. “Thank you for sharing that.” Then she whispered. “That story is so hawt.”

	Nancy and I laughed.

	Nancy finished that glass of wine.

	“Would you like to tie me up?” asked Sil.

	I tried to not look surprised, but I was shocked at Sil’s bluntness.

	“Yes,” said Nancy, matter-of-fact. “I would.”

	“But not to a post outside. It’s cold.”

	“Well, it was warm the day of my first bondage experience. And it’s likely against HOA rules.”

	I had never heard Nancy joke. Was she drunk? Did she just bond with Sil?

	“I mean, you can tie me up right now. If you like. I don’t mean to sound like some hopelessly horny slut. We don’t have to do anything tonight. Your house, your rules.”

	“I wish the last bitch I had in here was privy to that maxim. Blake, open the backpack and let’s see if I remember how to do this. It’s been several years.”

	I didn’t hesitate. “Long or short?”

	“Short. And Sil, let me know if anything pinches or hurts.”

	“I will. How do you want me?”

	This was not how I envisioned things. And I did a lot of envisioning the past couple days. And nights.

	“Stand up and cross your hands behind you.”

	“Okay.” Sil got up, started unbuttoning her long sleeved blouse. I stopped, wondering what she was doing. Nancy didn’t ask her to strip. The blouse came off and she folded it and placed it on the sofa arm. Beneath the blouse she had on a violet tank top. She turned to face Nancy. “This okay?”

	“Perfect. However you like. You have a really good body.”

	“Thank you.” Sil faced away from Nancy and crossed her slender wrists.

	With the rope I handed her, Nancy bound them together. I watched closely, trying to not be obvious and tamping down the urge to be a critic, which was unnecessary, as Nancy’s simple ropework was perfect.

	Sil gave the tight ropes a little test, tugging. “Nice,” she said.

	Nancy spun her around to face her. Sil stood several inches shorter than Nancy. “We didn’t go over your limits. Now’s the time.”

	“Well, for tonight, nothing harsh. We just met, you know? You guys can touch me wherever, though.”

	“Wherever?” said Nancy, arching a single eyebrow.

	Sil nodded. “Wherever.”

	Nancy reached and placed her hand in Sil’s crotch. Sil bit her lower lip. “Wherever?” Nancy repeated.

	“Yeah. Wherever.”

	This was shaping up to be a fantastic night.

	“Have a seat, Sil,” Nancy said as she gestured to the loveseat.

	Sil sat.

	“Would you remove her boots, please?” Nancy asked me.

	She knew I would love to. Sil’s ankle boots were black leather with one-inch heels. I unzipped each, pulled them off.

	“I didn’t lotion them since last night.”

	As I pulled the socks from her feet, Sil told Nancy, “We did a foot worship video and I lotioned the fuck out of my feet right before we started. He complained my toes tasted like Jergins.”

	Nancy laughed.

	Sil’s toenails were painted black. I fondled her toes and she giggled. Nancy tossed me a rope. It went around her ankles, over her jeans. She now sat bound hand and foot, at me and Nancy’s mercy.

	Nancy dug in my backpack. I asked, “What’s in your gag drawer?”

	She stopped digging. “Nothing exceptional. Same as at the office.”

	“You play games in your office?” asked Sil.

	Nancy hesitated.

	“Yeah, Nancy, you do BDSM at work?” I grinned. “Is there a professor or two that visits between classes?”

	She smirked. “My office play is confidential.”

	Sil opened her mouth and popped her eyes wide, the smiled. “So hawt.”

	“Let’s do a ballgag for you,” said Nancy, approaching, red ballgag in hand.

	“Tell us a story, Nancy. About some office bondage. You don’t have to tell us names.”

	“No. Open.”

	“Aw.” Sil opened her mouth.

	Nancy placed the ball into Sil’s willing mouth. I gathered Sil’s blonde locks and Nancy buckled it behind her head a notch tighter than I would have. I guess she didn’t like her line of questioning.

	We both stood over our captive. Sil’s eyes darted between us.

	“Aren’t you a pretty thing?” said Nancy as she reached down and cupped a boob.

	Sil purred behind her gag.

	“Such nice tits. I’ve already seen them in a couple of videos.”

	“Mmmmm?” Sil’s eyebrows raised.

	“I’m a fan, Bonnie Fide. And such a clever and cute pseudonym.”

	Sil giggled beneath the ball. She tried to reply, but it was unintelligible.

	“Did you leave a comment on the clip?” I asked.

	“No, I don’t participate in the comment section. I just lurk. Seems many people enjoy you,” she said to Sil. “And I can see why.”

	Sil’s eyes smiled at the compliment and attention.

	Nancy bent down, hands to knees, getting eye-level with Sil. “How about we carry you upstairs? To the bedroom?”

	Sil actually smiled around that ballgag and nodded.

	Nancy straightened up and motioned to me. “Hey strong fellow, how about being the transport?”

	“Sure.”

	I picked her up, one arm beneath her knees and the other under her armpits and hoisted her. She was rather light. I followed Nancy up the stairs. Sil made eyes at me and giggled. “Weve kidnapped you and it’s not funny.” She giggled again before switching to her huge, scared eyes. Which didn’t last. She was having too much fun. I carried her down the short hall and into the master bedroom with the imposing four poster bed. Without prompting I dropped her onto the decorative duvet over the mattress patterned in a paisley of blues and browns.

	Sil lay on her back and bound hands, knees bent, looking curiously at Nancy and me. Nancy, hand on her chin, asked as she stared at the bound and gagged Sil, “What shall we do with our captive?”

	“More naked,” I suggested.

	“Excellent idea.”

	“Mmmmm?”

	Nancy got on the bed and hauled Sil up by a fistful of her tank top. Nancy’s grin was devilish. She pulled up her top so her black sports bra was exposed. Next went up that bra, and Sil’s tits were out. Nancy cupped one, gently. Sil’s head dropped backward and she closed her eyes as Nancy pinched a nipple, and not too hard, but enough to elicit a response. Nancy began to fondle with both hands as I watched. Was I supposed to participate? I was okay watching. But life would be better if I had some titty in my hands. Or mouth. Which Nancy started doing next, kissing and nibbling on Sil’s nips.

	She reached behind and unbuckled the gag and pulled the ball from Sil’s mouth. This was a surprising turn. Before I could ask what was happening, Nancy said, “So, are you and Blake an item?

	Sil looked confused. “Well, we’ve been hanging out some.” She looked to me.

	I wasn’t sure what she expected me to say. “This is the best hangout time we’ve had,” I said with a grin, certain that was a stupid thing to say right after I had said it.

	“You haven’t had sex yet?” Nancy sounded incredulous.

	Sil looked a little annoyed, like Nancy had pressed too far into her business. And mine. 

	“Well, then I won’t propose what I was going to. Let me propose something else.”

	Curious, I asked, “What was option A?”

	Nancy waved me off. “Don’t worry about it. How about this. And Sil, feel free to say no, even though I have you all tied up. I would like to strip you naked and tie you spread to the four posts of the bed.”

	“Okay. Yeah.”

	“I wasn’t finished. I can fuck you with a strap-on. It vibrates.”

	Sil paused, considering.

	“And Blake here can add to the excitement. Maybe his hands and tongue all over you. Make out with you. But whatever you’re up for.”

	“It vibrates?”

	“Yes. You like your toys cranked high or on a more gentle setting?”

	“Cranked the fuck up all the way.”

	Nancy grinned devilishly. “So, shall we proceed?”

	“Okay. Yeah. Gag me. I’m a screamer.”

	“Excellent idea. Blake? Get one of your thick cloth numbers and we’ll get her rearranged.”

	I didn’t hesitate. Downstairs I dug out a soft, stretchy white cloth. Easy on the mouth, stays in when jacked tight. Back up the stairs, I found Nancy had Sil’s ankles untied and was pulling her pants off. Her hands were still bound. Nancy tossed the jeans to the floor. She hooked her thumbs into the elastic of the underwear and Sil helpfully lifted her slender legs to accommodate her final disrobing. The pink panties joined the pants.

	“Did you bring more rope?” Nancy asked.

	“No.” She hadn’t asked me to.

	“Well, dig around in the bottom dresser drawer on the right.”

	I tossed Nancy the gag I had brought up and went to the drawer. Lots of rope and a few sets of handcuffs. I nabbed four long ropes and got on the bed as Nancy finished untying Sil’s hands. “Take off your top, beautiful,” said Nancy. Sil stripped from her tank and sports bra which were already pushed up to her neck. Nancy took the gag and showed it to Sil, who opened up without further prompting. Once gagged, she lay all the way back on the bed. She reached her limbs to the four corners of the bed. She knew the drill. Xavier had tied her this way in her first shoot. “I’ll get her hands. You can do the rest?”

	“Sure.”

	We both went to work. As I fastened her ankles spread to the posts, I felt her soles. I gave one a few kisses. I planned to be at her feet for a bit as the action started. I adored her soles. So perfect.

	I looked up to see that Nancy had finished her work above. She leaned on an elbow next to Sil’s head and her other hand meandered down her belly and found her sweet spot. I watched intently as her fingers lightly toyed with Sil’s clit. Sil moaned into her gag. This went on for a moment and Nancy sat back up. “How about you get her more ready as I get the equipment?”

	“Yep.” I crawled onto the bed, Sil spread beneath me. I dropped my head to her pussy. I tasted her, gently. She arched her back in response to the touch of my tongue. I stroked upward and down, dallied at the edges of her clit and centered again. Her moans told me I was doing this right, but not so well that she edged. I quickened my rhythm, which had her squirming and mewing more.

	I heard Nancy behind me, clearing her throat. Holy shit. It’s always a shock to see a naked woman packing a large, black dong. The strap-on was pretty big. And glistened with lube. I looked back to see Sil’s reaction, but I was positioned between the two. I slid off the bed and Sil, with her head up to see what was coming, gave a surprised “Mmmph!”

	Nancy had her hair pulled back in a ponytail, and she slowly crawled into bed, the dong bouncing with every move. So did her tits. Sil’s eyes flicked from that dong to Nancy’s tits and back again. Lust and trepidation danced within Nancy’s eyes. She reached down to feel where my face had been. “Feels like Blake did his work. Maybe I didn’t need the additional lubrication on this thing.” She smiled sweetly at the helpless Sil. “But I’m not so rude to dive in dry.”

	I stood by the closet doors for a side-view of the action. Nancy gripped the greased rubber cock and slid inside Sil. Every muscle tensed; Sil shut her eyes. That thing looked like a lot to bear. Nancy pushed most of that shaft in and paused, arms braced on either side of Sil. She leaned, picked up and hand a pinched a nipple to get a squeak from Sil, then repositioned and began to thrust. Not hard, she began slow. Building Sil’s tolerance, I guess. Making sure she wasn’t actually hurting her. Sil bit her gag like she was in a Civil War movie having her leg sawed off. She pressed the back of her head into that pillow.

	A small urge called to play with Sil’s soles. But it didn’t feel right with her taking that sizeable cock and gritting her teeth. She growled into her thick cleave gag as Nancy increased the pace of the thrusts. 

	I had never been in the room when Xavier was filming any strap-on action. Was never hired on for any of those scenes. So this was a first for me. It was hot, but I needed to see Sil liking the action more than enduring it. Spankings and such were different—they were supposed to give some hurt. But blasting the pussy with a huge dong, I realized at that moment, really wasn’t my thing. Yet, Nancy’s tits swinging was she thrusted and Sil biting into her gag like that were arousing. My own cock was confused.

	Nancy paused, reached for the base of the cock, and a buzzing started. Then the buzz pitched higher. Sil screamed into her gag. Nancy resumed thrusting. Sil thrashed her head side to side on the billow, her blonde locks flying, covering her face. She jerked at her bonds. I stood, entranced by the violent display. Was she coming or…what? Nancy continued with her rhythm. Sil didn’t settle into any sort of edging groove. Somewhere between the worlds of pleasure and pain. Her eyes were shut tight. Her gag mews were erratic.

Nancy stopped, turned the vibe off. then pulled out the rubber cock. “A little too much for you, beautiful?”

	Sil nodded, looked relieved.

	“Should I continue on a lower setting?”

	Sil shook her head, hair stuck to her face sweat.

	“You could have called me off with a snap of your fingers.”

	“Mmmmmmph.”

	Nancy, smiled, slid off the bed, unstrapped that dong and allowed it to thump to the floor. “Well, how uncourteous of me to be so rough with you on your first visit to my home.” Nancy cut her eyes to me. “Like Blake spanking the hell out of me on his first visit.”

	“Hey…”

	“Oh, shut up. I know I deserved some of that, and it was a scene, all right. And a good time, overall.” She looked back to Sil, brushed the strands of hair from her face and stroked her cheek above her gag for a moment. The gag was extracted. “You poor thing. Too big and hard, too powerful of vibes?”

	“Yeah. I kept trying to get into it, but it just wasn’t happening. Overstimulation. I can’t handle it.”

	Nancy straddled Sil again, this time over her belly, cupped her face in her hands and kissed her. Sil returned it. It was a tender, lingering kiss. Nancy broke the kiss. “Did you like what Blake was doing to you?”

	“Yeah, that was nice.”

	Nancy looked to me and that was all I needed. I crawled onto the bed from the footboard side, enjoying the view of Nancy’s naked ass. Sil now tasted like lube with a hint of rubber, but I didn’t mind. Damn, if it wasn’t lotion it was something else. I stopped my laps to stifle a laugh. This was a terrible time to get a case of the giggles from a random thought with pussy in my mouth. I went back to work, light touch and slow, like I had started before. I could hear them making out but couldn’t see anything with Nancy’s butt in the way. I focused on my job. I increased the slick friction and pressure, and Sil must have turned her head away from Nancy to breathe hard and fast. Suddenly there were fingers in my way. Nancy had reached back and her two middle fingers framed Sil’s clit. I resumed licking that button between her fingers and together we had Sil screaming into the pillow. She reached a high-pitched crescendo that devolved to hitched breaths.

	Nancy rolled off of Sil. I raised up on my knees, watching Sil smile, still panting into the pillow.

	I was the only one in the room with clothes on.

	“Look at that,” said Nancy. “A guy in the bedroom that didn’t get to cum!”

	They both laughed.

	Sil said, “First time in all history!”

	I sighed.

	“You gonna untie me or what?” asked Sil.

	“Maybe.”

	Nancy, now with the cock in her hand, straps dangling, “Drop your pants. Let’s see if you can cum with this in your ass.”

	“Oh my god. As lovely as that sounds, I decline.”

	She smacked me in the butt and left the room, laughing.

	I started untying the knot at a post to begin Sil’s release.

◆◆◆

	The ladies had cleaned up and dressed as I picked up the ropes and gags and restarted the fire. Nancy made us tea. She felt she had drunk enough wine for the evening.

	Sil and I sat on the floor, close to the fire. Nancy was back in the kitchen now making scones. It seemed awfully late for scones, but “Why be leashed to traditional food times?” Nancy had said.

	“Was it fun?” I asked Sil, whispering, because the kitchen was right around the corner. “Be honest. I won’t be butthurt if you don’t want to do another round with Nancy.”

	She whispered her reply, but in a loud whisper. “Yes, I had fun.” After a giggle she kissed me. A small one. “Thanks for inviting me.”

	“Cool.”

	“Is this a regular thing?”

	“I don’t really know. Just going with the flow.”

	“I like Nancy.”

	“Yeah.” I paused. “Yeah, once we got our shit straightened out.”

	“And she makes scones.”

	“A bonus I had not imagined.”

	Nancy returned and sat at the edge of the sofa, completing our circle of three. “About twenty minutes for the scones.”

	Sil patted her on the knee. “So cool. Scones.”

	Nancy picked up her phone from the coffee table. And frowned. “Hmmm…”

	Sil and I looked at one another. Then to Nancy.

	“Erika,” said Nancy. Still reading.

	We waited.

	“It’s Erika. Apologizing again. In short, she would like to come over for a session and she would like me to spank her ass in retribution for what she did to me.”

	“I don’t know,” I said.

	“I heard the story,” said Sil. “She’s not welcome in our polycule.” Sil noticed what she said and clamped a hand over her own mouth.

	“So, is this what’s happening?” asked Nancy.

	“Sorry! I was just thinking and it went right out of my mouth. It just means I like you guys and don’t want hurtful people around.”

	Nancy scuffed Sil’s hair and sighed. “You young people. I admire your enthusiasm and optimism.”
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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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