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Chapter 1

Three Months Later




	I never felt more loved than when Natalie had me tied up. Like now. I lay flat on my back in her bed, my hands bound above my head and attached to the bars of the headboard. My legs, spread and attached to the posts of the footboard. My mouth had been stuffed with a cloth and a stretchy black scarf wrap covered my lips to keep it there. I lay naked except for my black and red panties. Natalie liked to “unwrap her present” last. And by unwrap she meant slice off with a blade.

	For now, the panties remained as she reclined beside me, her nails making little circles around my left nipple. She smiled her pleased smile, which always thrilled me. Her clothes were still on. She remained in her black and white waitress uniform except for her shoes. I had the day off and she didn’t. She had returned home and immediately wanted to tie up her pet. Me. We now had keys to each other’s apartments. I knew about when she was getting off and decided to invite myself over and wait for her. I was glad I did. And so was she.

	Natalie licked my nipple, then retreated. Sometimes she devoured me, other times she took her time. Both ways excited me. She nipped my ear, teeth on my lobe.

	“Mmmm.” So nice.

	“So, Pet, I’ve been thinking.” She left the thought unsaid and left the bed. She unbuttoned her dress and allowed it to fall to the floor, she brushed away her long red hair that fell over her chest. She favored black bras. Her eyes locked to mine, she unclasped the bra from the front and set her breasts free. My girlfriend was such a spectacle. She knew it. And got off on me restrained and growing more aroused as she stripped before me. She hooked a thumb into the waistband of her panties. And paused, grinning at me as I gazed at that sweet spot between her thighs that was about to be revealed. “Wanna see?”

	I nodded. “Mm-hmm.”

	Her shark grin came out and I knew I was about to be disappointed. “No. Not right now.”

	I groaned into my gag.

	She climbed back into bed and straddled me, her ass lightly resting on my pelvis, her hands on either side of me making depressions in the mattress. Her tits so close to my face. Not that I could lick or kiss them, I would have to be satisfied with them gently swaying with every minute motion of hers. The Grand Canyon I’m sure was a nice view, but her tits topped that. Of this I was certain.

	“As I said, I’ve been thinking.”

	This sounded like the beginning of a discussion I was unable to participate in.

	“What do you think about maybe inviting someone over for our little games? Just for fun? Just…more tits more action more fun, right?”

	This crushed me. I had just gotten used to being her girlfriend, her pet, and feeling like I deserved all of it. Her lust and affection and love. Not entirely, but pretty damn close. I was getting comfortable. And now this. So I wasn’t good enough for her. She wanted more. More than me.

	“Aw, my pet,” she caressed my cheek. “I can tell by your eyes I hurt your feelings. I’m sorry. You must think that I want to add a girlfriend to the mix. That’s not it at all. So, this was poor timing on my part. I ruined the fun. Sometimes I talk without thinking or I say things at the totally wrong time.” Her lips lingered on my forehead in an apology kiss. “I’m sorry,” she whispered, hot breath tingling my ear. She leapt from the bed, bouncing me, and dug in that nightstand that seemed to have an endless supply of fun things. With a small, apologetic smile she held up an X-Acto knife. Being tied up with anyone holding a blade is scary. But I knew she liked to saw off my panties. But still, seeing the blade glimmer in the dimmed lamplight always gave me pause. And Natalie knew it.

	Slowly she crawled back on the bed, eyes on the prize.

	But—

	Damn it all, she had sent my brain—and heart—into a tailspin with the mention of having someone else in our bed. Was I being greedy? I mean, she was beautiful enough to have a damn harem, and well, who was I to be a little petty bitch and stop her? Was I scared she’d discard me for someone maybe prettier, or funnier, or, or just someone with bigger boobs? Yes. I feared that and I didn’t think I was being unreasonable. Of course any and all of that could happen.

	She stretched the waistband of my panties and cut it, sawing lightly, the fabric separating and parting. Crawling to the other side, the action was repeated as she concentrated, biting her lower lip. Taking the front, she pulled the panties from beneath me as I raised my butt a little to assist with my final bit of undressing.

	Natalie left the bed again to set (another) pair of ruined panties on the dresser along with the blade. She returned to me, laying beside and pressing my clit with her thumb. That was nice, but her idea had me rattled. She would have to work to bring me to an orgasm now. I still wanted one, maybe even needed her to do me and do me right after her troubling suggestion. But my mind had left the room, essentially. I had to allow her to bring me back. She could. If she wanted. She did want to, right?

	Her stroking continued, light on my clit, still moist from the action preceding that bullshit. I closed my eyes. Her tongue ran up and down my neck.

	I kind of wanted to call it off. But I didn’t want to disappoint her. She was really trying, and I appreciated that. I did my best to mentally push the negativity aside.

	“Oh, my pet, something wrong?”

	Well, shit. I didn’t nod or shake my head. I just froze. Should I just act like everything’s fine, fake an orgasm, even, just to get through this? Just to make sure she thinks everything is okay?

	“I know what you really need.”

	I knew she didn’t. Not at that minute.

	Down the bed she went and her tongue touched me, sending a little jolt through me, even though I knew what was coming. Not really what I needed, not anymore, but it was nice. I closed my eyes and let her do that thing. Natalie worked my clit with her tongue, beginning with that feather touch, then adding pressure gently, slowly…okay this was getting to me. Her magic soon had me moaning through the gag, the cloth filling my mouth now totally soaked with my saliva. A little speed was added to the mix of her attentions. My hips grinded against her, involuntarily. 

	Out of nowhere came a vision of Natalie tying up some girl next to me. Someone prettier. Beautiful, even. Natalie smiled that shark smile of hers that was mine. That was her smile for me, and now some other, some beautiful subbie had her attention and lust.

	My hips relaxed. The stimulation was there, but my body and mind could no longer respond. I just wanted to leave.

	Natalie stopped. She came up to me, concern written in the wrinkles on her forehead. Her hands worked at the wrap around my mouth. When the last bit pulled away, she extracted the soggy cloth packing and tossed it from the bed. She stroked my hair and didn’t say anything, her eyes looking into mine for clues. I said nothing. Shouldn’t everything be obvious as a plane crash?

	“So, mentioning bringing someone else into the bedroom fucked with your head, didn’t it?”

	My voice came out barely above a whisper. “Yeah.”

	“I should have known that wouldn’t work with you. I’m sorry for mentioning it.” I detected disappointment in her tone. She unattached my wrists from the headboard. As she began working on the knot that bound my wrist, “I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

	“I know.”

	“Strictly for fun, pet. Maybe you’d like two of us playing with your tied up body. I really thought you would.”

	“You didn’t say it like that.”

	My wrists were free. Natalie looked confused, crinkling her nose. “Didn’t I? What’d I say?”

	“Something like ‘more tits more action.’”

	She giggled, shaking her head as she started unworking my right ankle from the post. “Okay, I guess that was a little vague.”

	“Sort of. I thought you meant you needed someone else to tie up. More tits for you to play with.” God, I sounded so petulant and petty. Why shouldn’t she have more tits for a night? Life was short. But…what if she liked those tits more? Okay, I didn’t need to head down that road, she already clarified. What she proposed sounded so much better. I wasn’t sure if I wanted that, either.

	“I’m sorry. I thought I’d been clear. It sounded different in my head. Anyway, if you don’t want that, either, that’s fine.” Was it, though? After my ankle was free, she turned to cup my face and kiss me. And that lingered. Not so much a sexy kiss, but a sincere, loving apology. I felt it. She broke away and whispered, “I never want to hurt you.”

	I tried to speak the words but my throat couldn’t get them around the lump growing within, so my lips moved and mouthed, “Thank you.”

	She smiled warmly. “Let me get your other foot.” She turned to wrestle loose the final binding. “I won’t bring it up again.”

	“Maybe I just need some time to think about it.”

	She turned, the end of one rope in hand. “You don’t need to say things you think will make me happy when you don’t mean them.”

	I propped up on my elbow. “That’s not it. When you rephased things…I think I might like it. But give me some time.”

	She grinned, eyes skeptical. “Take all the time you need. I can give you some more details. How about I make us some tea and you get your perky, perfect breasts hidden beneath a sleep shirt?”

	My own smile broke out. “Okay.”

	I cleaned up, donned a long gray T that hung to mid-thigh and joined her on the sofa. I took a sip from the steaming teacup. “You’re sweet, making me tea. Thank you.”

	“That’s one of the things I adore about you. Any little thing and you say ‘thank you.’ We’ve been together several months and you still do that. It’s the sweetest thing.”

	I didn’t reply, but felt the heat of embarrassment crawl up my neck and cheeks.

	“And the way you still get embarrassed when you get a compliment.” She laughed three notes. “You’re such a catch.”

	Did she just say that? No one in my life had ever said such a thing to me. I didn’t know what to say back. And I didn’t know if I should feel so floored. But I did. I didn’t want to look pathetic and make a big deal out of it. I sipped my tea.

	“Anyway, a friend I hadn’t heard from in over a year texted me. I called her back on my break. She’s a total dom, so we never tried anything romantic. And never will. Would not work. So we got to talking and I was telling her all about you and she was pretty intrigued.”

	“Jeeze, what’d you tell her?”

	“Fishing for compliments, are we?”

	“No!”

	“I just told her all about you, about you and me, about our games. And she just flat-out asked if we ever played with guests. I knew what she meant. Great idea, I thought. I’d love to watch as someone else tied you up and had their way with you. And I’d join in. I said I was open to the idea, but I didn’t know about you. But I would ask, since I thought it would be so hot.”

	I stared out the window, teacup in my hand. “Who is she?”

	“Azalea. We met in college.”

	“Did you have sex?” Shit, why did I ask that? I sometimes sounded so…typical. So jealous. I don’t want to be that woman. “Wait, sorry—”

	“Yes, a few times.” She placed a hand on my forearm. “It’s okay. If you’re considering inviting her in, it’s all right to ask about our history. We’re not going to run away with each other. That’s about it for our sexual history. We traded sexy tales about our mates sometimes. We like the same things in bed, but, two doms…you know that isn’t going to work out for long.”

	“I’ve never been in a threesome.”

	“Can be fun,” she chirped, encouraging.

	“What does she look like?”

	“Well, if I had anything to do with her, you know she’s damn hot.” Natalie laughed at herself, plucked her phone from the coffee table.

“Well-” and I bit that remark back before it spilled out.

	“You were about to say you aren’t hot, weren’t you?” she said, eyes boring holes in me.

	“No,” I said, my tiny voice giving everything away.

	After setting her teacup on the coffee table, she took my teacup and did the same. She grabbed the hair at the back of my head and pulled me to her, lips devouring mine for a moment before she pushed me back, leaving me a little breathless. “You really think you aren’t hot when you have me turned on, like, all the time?”

	“I don’t know.”

	“Ugh, quit thinking you’re not my smokin’ hot pet. That’s what you are, so get that straight.”

	I laughed a little.

	“Hold on.” She flipped through the photo files on her phone. She turned the screen to me. Azalea stood in an art museum, an 18th century portrait of some comely lass with blonde curls and a white frilly dress denoting her nobility. And as for the girl in question, long blonde curls that dropped below her tits, contrasting with her black leather jacket and dark short skirt, stockings, and four-inch heels. Her red lipsticked lips were parted in an overly joyous grin. Green eyes, delicate chin, breasts about to burst through the sweater beneath her open jacket.

	“Yeah, she’s hot all right,” I agreed with a little reluctance.

	“Wouldn’t it be fun to have her spanking your ass?’

	“I mean, well, yeah.”

	“Damn right it would. Anyway, you think about the Azalea thing. I won’t think any less of you or be disappointed if you don’t want to have her over for kinky shenanigans. We can just meet her for dinner, so I can at least show you off.”

	I arched an eyebrow.

	“I do plan to show you off to an old friend.” She picked up her teacup and sipped. “I have the most beautiful pet in town and I’ll show her to everyone.”

	My heart melted.







	


Chapter 2

Azalea




	I expected her to be in all black, like her photo, but no. Her blonde curls were the same, but her sundress was a powder blue, cut low with the thinnest straps. Well, it was summer, so I don’t know why I expected her to be wearing that leather jacket from the picture. She greeted me warmly with a hug. A platonic hug. This dinner was a meet and greet type of thing, and she didn’t come off as a horny lesbian dominatrix. I guess I didn’t really know what to expect from this hot blonde with sexy curls.

	After we were seated and ordered drinks, wine for me and Azalea, Natalie ordered herself a tequila, neat. I hoped she didn’t intend on getting wasted. I still wasn’t used to being with someone who favored liquor. I kept expecting her to get smashed and she never really did.

	As the evening progressed I felt out of place as Natalie and Azalea caught up. They made efforts to include me, but I didn’t say much, which was embarrassing. I didn’t want to appear like I didn’t want to be here, or that I didn’t like Azalea (she was lovely), yet I was nervous, and not that social anyway, so I faded to the background and my third glass of wine.

	Then suddenly, Azalea’s hand plopped atop mine. And squeezed. “Natalie went on and on about you. Just gushing. Like you’re this rare treasure. I can see that. But how about you tell me a little about yourself?”

	“Don’t put her on the spot like that,” said Natalie, hand on my thigh. “I told you she’s an introvert.”

	“It’s okay,” I said, emboldened halfway into my third glass of wine. Natalie was mothering me, and that rubbed me wrong. I could stand on my own two feet. “I waitress because it’s decent money. I like horror movies, and have a special thing for both the serious and the camp. I dabble in dark poetry, but it’s terrible.”

	“Liar,” interjected Natalie and she downed her third shot. Three was her usual limit.

	“You’re just being nice,” I told her. “Which I appreciate.”

	“I’m not,” Natalie protested as she turned to Azalea. “She has a poem professionally published.”

	“Well, you have your poet bona fides, then,” said Azalea. Was her expression genuinely impressed or just faking it for conversation? And getting into my pants?

	“Well, thanks, but a small bit of commercial success doesn’t mean much. I got twenty-five dollars for that.”

	Azalea patted my hand and withdrew. “But you pursued commercial recognition, and you got it. You must have wanted it. And then you got it.”

	Fine, she cornered me. It did feel good to see that poem in print. Really good. I should be more proud. It was a cool publication with lots of poetry I loved. “It’s a great little magazine.”

	“I would love to hear you read it,” she said.

	Natalie cut her eyes at me.

	“Um, you like poetry? Dark poetry?” I asked.

	Her eyes got serious, and Azalea recited,

“But see, amid the mimic rout

   		“A crawling shape intrude!

“A blood-red thing that writhes from out

   		“The scenic solitude!

“It writhes!- it writhes!- with mortal pangs

   		“The mimes become its food,

“And seraphs sob at vermin fangs

   		“In human gore imbued.”

	My hand covered my chest. “Edgar Allen Poe.”

	Azalea grinned, darkly. “The Conqueror Worm.”

	“Yeah.”

	Natalie nudged me, breaking my brief stupor, a silly grin on her face.

	“Would you be so kind as to share your poetry with me?” asked Azalea.

	“I—” I faltered. “I don’t know, that’s pretty personal.”

	“That’s okay,” replied Azalea as she reached for her wine glass. “But if you change your mind, I would love to hear you read.”

	“I’ve never read before.”

	“I bet you’re awesome.”

	“I don’t know. Maybe I’ll let you see some stuff.”

	“I would love that, too. No pressure. You’re in interesting woman, Grace.”

	I felt myself blushing.

	“I told you!” said Natalie. “She’s a gem.”

	Both politely ignored my reddened cheeks as I hustled the remains of my wine glass down my throat.

	Azalea stood and said, “Be back in a moment, ladies,” as she headed to the restroom.

	She was no more than five steps from the table when Natalie asked, “So what do you think?”

	“She’s cool.”

	“Okay. And?”

	“Yeah. She can…do things to me.” I looked Natalie in the eyes, hard. “As long as you’re there.”

	“I’ll never leave your side, my pet.” She dropped her voice to a whisper. “How about this? We go back to my place. Just you and me in the apartment. I’ll tie you up, then I’ll text Azalea to come on up when we’re ready. It will blow her mind to walk in with you all helpless at her fingertips. What do you think?”

	That did sound like fun. “Maybe give her some boundaries? Like she can’t hurt me? Or penetrate me? Not on the first night.”

	Natalie’s eyes dazzled at that last bit, “The first night.” She pecked me on the cheek. “It’ll be fun. And if anything is not fun, I want you to promise me that you’ll say something. Don’t just endure something you don’t want. I don’t want you to be sad thinking I’m having a great time. It’s not a good time if you’re sad. I want you to have fun.”

	“Okay. I promise.”

	Azalea returned to the table. “Are we going to eat, or what?”

	Natalie flashed her shark grin and whispered, “Oh, there’s a meal right here we can feast upon.” Her hand slithered up my shoulder to the back of my neck, grasping ungently. I flinched.

	“Oh really?” said Azalea, eyes drilling holes in me. “This is turning out to be such a delightful evening!”

◆◆◆

	After dinner, in Natalie’s car speeding to her apartment, she asked, “Tell me tonight’s boundaries, right now. With Azalea not around.”

	She was so thoughtful to ask this. “How about she sit back and watch, until, I mean, if I give you a signal that it’s okay to touch me?”

	“Of course. But if you’re gagged, should we agree now on what kind of touching?”

	Of course I would be gagged. “Don’t blindfold me. One wink for touching everywhere except, um, my holes.”

	Natalie chuckled. “Okay.”

	“Two winks for all the touching—but nothing painful.”

	“Got it.”

	“And three for everything goes. I’m trusting you to referee.”

	She patted my thigh. “I’ll protect my pet. But you don’t have to worry. Azalea is very cool, very mindful. And I can tell she really likes you.”

	“She seems really chill. Yeah, I can see why you two hit it off.”

	Natalie side-eyed me. “Did I detect a little jealousy in that tone?”

	“No.” I laughed and shook my head as if that were utterly preposterous. “Okay, maybe a little. But I’m cool, okay? No green eye. I think this’ll be fun.

	We arrived before Azalea and Natalie texted her to wait in her car for another text before coming in. Natalie wanted her to walk in with me already tied up. I was game.

	“Help me move the coffee table.”

	I didn’t ask what she had in mind but we got that out of the way and she carried in a chair from the dining room. “Sit.”

	I sat.

	Natalie stood before me with ropes in her hands and a thoughtful expression. “Okay, stand and drop that dress.”

	I didn’t hesitate to ditch my dress to the sofa and stand there in my fancy black bra and panties. My sandals had been ditched at the door when I came in, habit. I re-sat, hands folded atop my bare thighs.

	“Cross your hands behind the chair back.” Natalie went behind me and secured my wrists. I made no comment as she kneeled by my feet and roped them together and tethered them to a leg of the chair. A longer rope was employed as a chest harness to secure me tightly to the chair back. Ropes now framed by boobs and bra. Natalie smiled. “You’re quite a snack. I can’t have you being a mouthy snack, though.”

	“I’m the snack that doesn’t talk back.”

	“Oh, hush, you like being gagged.”

	I thought that was a clever retort. She went back to the bedroom to find a muffler for me and I inhaled deeply a few breaths. Butterflies fluttered in my stomach. This was exciting, and I was nervous. I like Azalea. But what would she do?

	Natalie returned with a red ballgag. She bent down and kissed me, our lips drawing it out. “Not too late to call it off, if you don’t feel right.”

	As much as that would seriously disappoint her friend downstairs waiting with a great deal of horny anticipation, Natalie thought of me first. Which was so sweet and thoughtful. “I love you.”

	“Aww. Pet, I love you too. Now open your pretty pie hole.”

	 I parted my lips for that gag, which was the exact size to keep my mouth pried open at maximum. She strapped it in pretty tightly. Natalie smiled and winked at me. She tapped her phone and sat on the sofa. She had a side view of me. When Azalea entered through the foyer, I would be facing her, ballgagged and bound to a chair in my underthings.

	Natalie went to the door and unlocked it. She must have told Azalea that the door would be open. And after another minute of enduring some anxiety and a little fear and a lot of uncertainty, in she came, beaming, her eyes dancing up and down my bound form. “This is the loveliest thing I have ever walked in on!” She bent over to get eye level with me, her cleavage drawing my eyes. “Natalie told me all about how snacky you look all tied up. Her words. Snacky. Now I see what she means. You’re quite edible. And dare I say, addicting if I had even just a nibble!” She straightened up and gestured to the sofa. “May I sit?”

	“Naturally,” replied Natalie. “Should I crack open a bottle of wine?”

	“That sounds perfect.”

	Natalie left me with Azalea, who sat back in the sofa, looking relaxed. And happy. As if she had walked in on a dinner party and to her surprise they was serving her most beloved food in the world. Her eyes zeroed in on my bra. “I hope Natalie unwraps you soon. But in the meanwhile, how about I get to torturing you?”

	“Mmmm?” This wasn’t part of the deal.

	She picked up her phone. “How about I find a book of dreadful poetry and read it to you in a goofy voice?”

	I sighed through my nose. As bad as that sounded, I’d rather endure that than her just smacking me when I wasn’t ready for that brand of action. I shook my head and widened my eyes in mock horror. “Mmm-mmm.”

	She flicked through pages on her phone, presumably seeking poetry on some book website. “Here’s one of cowboy poems! Doesn’t this sound perfect for you!”

	“Mmmmm!”

	Azalea entered with a wine glass in each hand. Red. “You’re not allowed to torture the captive. Yet.”

	Azalea took her glass. “Pity. You caught me in a nick of time.” Her glass was drained by half in a single go. “I can crash on your couch, right?”

	“Of course. And we’ll see where the evening takes us.” Natalie eyed me with a devious grin.

	“I want to nibble on her. Maybe smack her titties.”

	“Don’t be scaring my pet. Or read her cowboy poetry. You enjoy the view. For now.”

	“Oh, I’m doing that.”

	Natalie sat her glass down on the end table, stood and scotched the chair and me to fully face our guest. She placed her hands on my shoulders. I looked up to her. I had no idea what she had in mind for entertaining Azalea (and herself (and me)), but right now, I felt so loved I’d allow anything. Just to hear her tell me she loved me. That’s all I needed in this life. Her tying me up was the icing.

	Natalie, from behind, cupped my chin, holding my head to her mid-section as her other hand wandered down to my right breast. And squeezed.

	Azalea leaned forward, elbows on her knees, absorbed in the show.

	Natalie hooked a finger beneath a bra strap and slid it beneath my chest ropes. My front clasp was released, and now one of my tits was exposed. I moaned lightly as Natalie gripped my breast, then pinched my nipple. Not too hard. She usually began with a gentle touch. Her nails ran from my chest up to my neck and she released my head. And pulled out my other breast and stretched the bra away from the encircling rope and threw it to the couch beside Azalea, whose eyes smoldered as she watched.

	Natalie pinched and twisted both of my nipples simultaneously.

	“Mmmm!”

	“How unkind!” exclaimed Azalea.

	“Well, she allowed me to tie her up. She’s often foolish like that.”

	“You didn’t have to knock her out? Take her by force?”

	“Not at all. I asked her to sit down and put her hands behind her.”

	Azalea chuckled. “How naive! Seriously. The girl gets what she gets for being so trusting.”

	“Right? Maybe I should whore her out on the internet. Have guys come over to fuck her for $200 a bang.”

	“Mmmm!”

	Azalea snapped her fingers. “That’s shrewd business. Smart.”

	I didn’t expect the verbal teasing. It made me feel small. More humiliated than just the physical action. My mind didn’t know how to handle it. Natalie’s teasing had been lighter in our play. And rare.

	Natalie kneeled beside me. She stroked one breast as she kissed a nipple. I felt teeth. If there wasn’t a ball in my mouth I would have grinded them together as she bit me. And again.

	I screeched into that ball.

	Azalea applauded, grinning. “Oh! Her poor, sweet nips! I wish I could kiss them and make them better!”

	Natalie’s eyes met mine, which had started to tear a bit from this abuse. It was easier to be spanked than pinched and bit. In my experience, anyway. Ah, she was looking at me, waiting for my signal. If I didn’t wink, that would mean Azalea had to continue to look but not touch. I didn’t trust her with meting out pain. I winked a single blink.

	Natalie turned to Azalea. “You can touch, but no pain. And her sacred spot is all mine.”

	Azalea stood. “I’m happy to be a fly on the wall. But now, I’m positively ecstatic.”

	Despite her affirmation of the rules, she still made me nervous. But I had allowed her to join in. I must enjoy the unpredictability of the situation. Now behind me, she reached down with both hands, her nails on my belly, and dragged those nails up, across my breasts and grazing my nipples, and up my chest and up my chin to my jawline, where she stopped. Natalie watched the scratching with a small grin.

	“You left marks,” said Natalie, pointing to the thin, pink lines striping my torso. “Did she hurt you, my pet?”

	I shook my head. She didn’t. It felt rather nice.

	“I would never hurt your little pet,” said Azalea. She bent down until her lips were right at my ear. “Unless she tells me too,” she whispered, her warm breath tickling my ear.

	“Keeping secrets from me?” asked Natalie.

	“Maybe.” Azalea placed a finger on my ballgag. “And she’ll never tell.”

	“Mmm.”

	“See?” Azalea cupped my breasts from behind, her head almost resting on my shoulder. “Is nibbling okay touching?”

	“Confined to the designated areas and as long as no pain is administered. As per the contract. Section B, line twenty-four.”

	Azalea laughed before I felt her teeth on my earlobe as her fingers caressed my nipples. Which were plenty sensitive right now, but her touch was tender. And hot. I closed my eyes and I felt Natalie’s hands on my thighs. And then her tongue. This was extremely pleasant overstimulation. This two-on-one stuff was pretty great. I kinda wanted to spit out the ballgag (impossible, only if I had a superhero mouth) and kiss Azalea who continued with her tongue and teeth at my ear. And now my neck. I shivered as Natalie’s thumb dipped between my thighs and touched my button through my panties. She massaged me with her thumb and I internally admitted she was right. So far, anyway. Inviting Azalea over was fun.

	The clitoral stimulation paused and I felt Natalie’s hands at my ankle ropes, undoing the tether to the chair leg. And then completely untying my ankles. A new position?

	Azalea kneaded my breasts as her lips and tongue teased my neck. I no longer paid Natalie’s hands any attention. Whatever she was doing down there would happen whether I looked or not. I enjoyed all the sensations with my eyes closed. Azalea’s hand pressed over my lips and gag as her other hand crept into the hair at the back of my head. She grasped a handful of hair and pulled, not hard, just drawing my head back. Stimulating, not painful. Still holding me like that, her lips kissed the other side of my neck.

	My legs were forced apart, Natalie’s hands on my thighs. Rope encircled one ankle and the chair leg. She busied tying my legs apart. I thought I’d be leaving the chair. Guess not.

	Azalea released my mouth, but held tight to my hair. Her face just an inch away from mine, her eyes looked into me, searching my soul. What would she discover? She ran her tongue along my bottom lip, licking both me and a sliver of my gag.

	Natalie tied my other ankle to the opposite chair leg.

	“She can still close these legs and hide her treasure,” commented Azalea.

	“Critic.”

	“Just suggesting. While I’m here. Making myself useful.”

	With a smirk Natalie left the room.

	And me alone with Azalea.

	She came around to the front, traced my jawline with a nail. “A minute alone with you. And you can’t tattle.”

	Was she serious? Was she about to break a rule? She was teasing, right?

	With an evil grin she slipped a finger beneath the waistband of my panties. My eyes got big. “Mmm?” I closed my thighs. I couldn’t do that tightly with my ankles bound to the outsides of the chair legs. 

	“Feels awfully warm in here.” The back of her finger brushed back and forth across my pubis mons. I waited for her to cross the line and dip to my clit. Her touch was a tease. Arousing. Her touch just enough to raise the excitement.

	“Az, where is your finger?” asked Natalie in a mock stern tone as she returned with more rope.

	“I’m just demonstrating how your pet can still close her legs.”

	The coils of ropes plopped onto the sofa. Natalie grabbed the hand edging into forbidden territory and pulled it from the confines of my panties. The two looked to one another, Natalie smirking, Azalea affecting an innocent smile. Natalie licked the finger and Azalea barked a surprised laugh. “Okay, looks like you didn’t break the law.”

	“I’m offended you would consider me capable of such.”

	The two held one another’s gaze. Were they about to make out? The moment stretched. Or did it freeze because I was scared to watch Natalie kiss another woman? Natalie released Azalea’s hand and they turned to their captive. I quietly sighed in relief. Azalea reached for a coil of rope and unspooled it. Natalie looked at me with her hungry smile. She had no idea what had just run through my mind. I was truly scared they were about to kiss. Not only was that not on tonight’s menu, it would have hurt. That may have ruined everything. I was promised they would just play with me. I wasn’t ready for anything else. Not yet. They didn’t kiss. Maybe my overactive mind could shut up now.

	But that look they shared. I couldn’t erase that from the memory. And I wasn’t sure what to make of it. I still wanted to have fun. I needed to at least try to temporarily delete that shared, lingering look. Goddamnit mind, shut up.

	Azalea lifted a thigh up to move rope beneath. A couple of wraps right above the knee before the ends went beneath the chair. My thigh was hauled off to the side, my knee pointing at two o’clock and not moving back to twelve. No way.

	Okay, I was getting back into this. And Natalie was getting back into my tits. That bit of abuse earlier had them extra sensitive, and I don’t think she cared, judging by the way she handled me, thumb and forefinger pressuring my reddened nips. As Azalea tied my other thigh to make sure easy access to the goods beneath my panties, I muttered into my gag in pain. I was really glad I didn’t give Azalea permission to hurt. I may not have lasted. She gives off this air of a professional pain-maker.

	My thighs were locked apart, the new rope biting into the flesh above my knees. Natalie sat on the sofa to have a look at what she did. “Clever,” she commented. “Attaching each thigh to the opposite side after passing beneath.”

	“That makes all the difference in keeping her open for business.”

	“I like it.” Natalie stood and placed a finger beneath my chin, raising my face to hers. “We’re learning some new tricks, Pet.”

	“Mmm?”

	“That’s right. You’re having the time of your life.” She laughed.

	“Are you going to do anything about those panties?” asked Azalea. “They’re in the way.”

	“Someone’s antsy for the pussy.”

	“So?”

	“Fine. Hold on. Don’t be in her holes while I’m gone.”

	Azalea placed the back of her hand across her forehead. “Mistrust. The mistrust is soul-crushing.”

	As soon as Natalie’s shapely butt disappeared from the room, Azalea clamped both hands on my bare shoulders, leaned into my face and whispered, “I’m going to be in your holes.”

	Before I could react, her hands gripped either side of my head and her tongue slipped between my bottom lip and the ballgag. She started in the middle slid to one side, then all the way to the other before retracting. She kissed my forehead. “You are quite a pet,” she said and winked at me.

	Natalie returned, the X-Acto knife in hand.

	“Whoah. Didn’t know we’re doing blood play.”

	Natalie slapped her shoulder with her free hand. “No. None of your Edgar Allen Poe shit. No scars on my pet. Watch.”

	Azalea plopped down on the sofa and crossed her legs.

	Natalie kneeled beside me, her blade catching the light.

	This part always gave me pause. A thrilling pause, but still. I’m bound and gagged and she has this sharp instrument headed for my helpless flesh. She stretched the waistband from my skin and slipped the blade between fabric and skin, blade outward. One swift motion and that side of the panties split.

	Azalea grinned. “Oh, such anticipation!”

	Now on the other side, Natalie did the same thing. The broken panties shriveled at my crotch. After placing the blade on the end table, and taking a quick sip of wine, she grasped the panties in the middle and pulled, me lifting my ass to allow the frayed fabric to flee my body.

	“Bravo!” cheered Azalea and she clapped.

	I felt cool air on my heated crotch. And the stare of Azalea.

	“You like?” asked Natalie.

	“I love! I should spike your wine so you fall asleep so I can throw her bound and gagged into my trunk.”

	“Thief.”

	“I could get away with it. While you slept I would hogtie you. You would never escape.”

	“Such a one-track mind.”

	Azalea raised her eyebrows. “So?”

	They both laughed.

	Natalie went to the end table where a few coils of rope lay and pulled a pink rabbit vibrator from beneath them. She looked to Azalea as she held the little toy up. “Let’s make her edge.”

	“Yes!”

	Natalie knelt by me, grinning. “Let’s position this right for someone bound to a chair,” she said as she angled the toy. She shook her head. “I could undo your chest ropes and have you scootch forward—”

	“Don’t be untying her, now,” said Azalea.

	“Right. Let’s just lean the big end on her clit—she’s already a little wet, mind you—and buzz her right there.”

	“I second the motion,” said Azalea, leaning back on the sofa to watch.

	It sounded like a nice idea to me, too.

	Bzzzzzzzzz.

	I threw my head back. “Mmmmmmm.” A low setting, but I was overstimulated as it was. I rocked my hips into it.

	“Looks how she rides that thing,” commented Azalea in a hoarse whisper, lust tinting her voice.

	Natalie, with her free hand, pinched a nipple and kept the pressure there and on the thing buzzing my clit. I raised my head to look at her. She bit her lower lip as she looked at me, her eyes glinting with joy.

She had me on the damn edge already. I purred into that ball. I was tired of that ball in my mouth, but then again, I loved being made so helpless I couldn’t even call for help. Not even through these thin apartment walls.

	She turned it off. Breathing hard through my nose, I looked to her. My eyes iced into a glare.

	Natalie giggled. She released my nipple and gently stroked my button with her finger after inching that rabbit back.

	It felt nice, really nice, but I wanted the buzzy back.

	“You’re making her mad,” said Azalea. She scooted over on the sofa for a better view of the action between my legs. “Wow. This is hot. Anyone mind if I do myself as you two do your thing?” She stood, hiked up her dress and repositioned herself, her white and red striped panties now visible.

	“Don’t get your goo on that sofa,” said Natalie without looking back.

	“I’m keeping my panties on.”

	Azalea’s hand slid down beneath her waistband.

	Now my eyes were glued to her. A new spectacle. I was still breathing hard. She noticed my stare. She winked at me and flicked one of the straps to her dress aside, then her bra strap and bared a tit. She fingered her cinnamon nipple as she fingered down below.

	She was really hot. Her tits were C-cup—

	Bzzzzzzzzz.

	Ooo this was higher than last time. My eyes shut in reflex. I writhed as much as I could beneath my tight restraints, those damned chest harness ropes digging into my upper arms. I was going to have rope burns and marks for sure.

	“Mmmmmmmph! Mmm!”

	“I love the little mews she makes,” said Azalea, all breathy as she touched herself.

	“My pet mews the best. Such a turn-on.” said Natalie, voice low, as if she didn’t want to disturb a bird she was trying to photograph. I knew she didn’t want to distract my orgasm. So sweet.

	God, now I was actually getting close. Natalie held the rabbit steady and allowed me to find the right rhythm, which needed to be a little faster.

	BZZZZZZZZZZZ!

	She jacked it up to high. I really hoped she wouldn’t turn it off on me. I might never make it back to this spot.

	“She’s about to blast off,” whispered Azalea, her own breathing accelerated.

	She sounded far away, like two rooms over. And underwater.

	It hit me like a wave that kept rolling. I screamed, so unmindful I had forgotten I was gagged, but did that even matter?

	I thought for a second I wasn’t gagged, but that was Azalea, making her self orgasm on the sofa.

	I relaxed, all at once. Everything. My head hung low, chin to chest. I felt my own sweat, dripping down my neck and chest. And the skin chill that followed. Hands in my hair. That was Natalie. Undoing the buckle to the ballgag.

	It pulled away from my lips. I swallowed. My breathing began to return to normal. I looked up. Natalie stood over me, her fingers in my sweat-moistened hair. Azalea sat directly in front of me, a small grin. Her tit still out. A nice view to open my eyes to. “It was a pleasure to meet you,” she said.

	“Um…yeah.” It was all I could say in the moment.

	Natalie continued to run her fingers through my hair. “Aw, my pet is very tired,” said Natalie. “I should put her to bed.”














Chapter 3

The Big Surprise




	During my half shift at the restaurant a week later, I fretted about the fun scheduled for tonight. Azalea was coming over. Although I truly enjoyed the treatment from two women, I was a little jealous of her. It was childish, even petty, I knew, but it couldn’t be helped. She had a past with Natalie, and she was prettier than me. But I had acquiesced to another session. Natalie hoped I could get more confident if there were two women lustfully playing with me…but what about Natalie’s glances at Azalea? I knew she had a little thing for her still, even though she would never admit it. But was a little thing anything to really worry about? My brain certainly thought so. Maybe my brain was right this time.

	As I retrieved desert for my last table of the shift, another waitress, someone older and MILFy who’d worked at The Regency forever and way before me, asked, “How’s your gorgeous girlfriend?”

	“She’s good,” was all I said before heading back out to the dining room with two slices of chocolate ganache layer cake.

	Was that a compliment or a swipe? A swipe at me? Like it’s so amazing my girlfriend was gorgeous. After I sighed away the cloudy thoughts I reanimated my smile for the customers at table thirteen. Pleasant (to me, anyway) businessmen out for a little dinner before heading back to their families. They probably used this dinner as an excuse to avoid their families for another couple of hours. 

	So what if my beautiful girlfriend liked me, someone in the cute department, not gorgeous. People should quit being jealous and crabby in a backhanded way.

	I clocked out half an hour later. In the parking lot, MILFy waitress smiled and waved to me. She was on her cigarette break. I waved back. No use making enemies at work. Maybe she was just making conversation and not cutting me down.

	I got into the car. Natalie’s little sports car. She told me to drive it when it’s convenient. Safer than the bus. Actually, safer than her driving, too. At the apartment I looked forward to a shower and a glass of wine before Azalea showed up. And a kiss from Natalie. My “gorgeous” girlfriend. I really had to rinse that little episode from my mind.

	I walked in, kicked off my shoes and placed them side-by-side on the door mat. In my own apartment, I would have left them wherever they landed. Natalie didn’t like that. I plopped my purse on the kitchen counter and poured a glass of red. I sipped. Better. Where was Natalie? She always, absolutely always, greeted me as I arrived. The apartment was silent.

	Was she asleep? Not feeling well? I worried and walked to the bedroom. And I stopped at the threshold. My lips parted in silent surprise and shock.

	Natalie sat on the floor facing me, naked, bound and gagged. Her hands were tied behind her, ropes encircled her ankles and thighs tightly. Silver duct tape sealed her lips, and I could see a little bulge there: her mouth was stuffed.

	Azalea was seated behind her, but stood as I came in. Her hair was pulled back, making her look a bit fierce. Her black leather miniskirt hung mid-thigh, her black corset spilled her boobs out the top, her shiny black boots gleamed as she strode up to me and grabbed my arm.

	“Hey.” Thoughts a-jumble, that’s all that came out.

	Natalie looked to me with eyebrows raised, a playful glimmer in her eye. What exactly was going in here?

	Azalea quickly forced my hands behind and locked them with handcuffs.

	My god, Natalie looked so hot tied up, helpless, naked. Never, ever, has she hinted at switching roles. So I had never witnessed her bound. The image of her in that submissive position twisted within me as something wrong, a violation. She wasn’t supposed to be like that. She was supposed to be pinning me down, restraining me.

	Azalea pushed me forward several steps so I stood over Natalie. I could now see her elbows were bound, nearly touching. Her wrists were bound crossed with rope. Natalie hadn’t been caught unawares and cuffed. She had offered her hands to Azalea. That scene was a hard one to imagine.

	My mind was blown. And this wasn’t the gameplay we had planned for tonight. Which wasn’t even scheduled to begin for another hour and a half. When did Azalea show up?

	I opened my mouth to ask Azalea what the fuck as her hand clamped over my lips and pressed the back of my head to her shoulder. “The walls are thin, don’t be screaming, or even asking questions. Other than tying up Natalie, I didn’t touch her. Didn’t even lick a nipple. Oh, but I want to.”

	She released my mouth and her hands were on my shoulders pressing me to my knees, facing Natalie, her bare, naked legs beside me. Azalea grasped the hair at the back of my head and pushed my face toward Natalie’s breasts. “You lick them. Kiss them. Suck them.”

	On one hand, I was like, don’t mind if I do, my pleasure. Yet, this wasn’t what we had planned. I didn’t even get a shower. Or my glass of wine. Should I go along? Should I call these two out on deviating from the plan without consulting me first? Or…was this the consultation? They set the scene and I wasn’t gagged, no hand over my mouth. I could refuse. I could call things off and I know they would stop if I expressed discomfort. Was I uncomfortable? Or just in shock at seeing Natalie bound and gagged?

	My eyes looked to Natalie’s. She was having fun. Her eyes told me that she wanted me to have fun, too. And being “forced” to service her while she was helpless in bondage certainly piqued my interest.

	And arousal.

	Azalea forced my head nearer to Natalie’s left breast. I gave no resistance. My lips touched her nipple and I kissed it. I ran my tongue in circles around and around, loving the stiffening of the flesh.

	“Mmmm,” came her muffled moan.

	That had always been my line. This was the first time hearing Natalie vocalize gagged. A shiver ran through me. My doubts flew away. Most of them. I was into this.

	I sucked on her nipple, softly, then hard. More murmurs from Natalie. Azalea still had me by the hair. She pulled me back, upright on my knees. “Good girl,” she said. I looked back and up to her. She was even more stunning in her dom gear. Her appearance demanded attention and obedience. I imagined her ordering Natalie to strip, and her hesitating, before succumbing to the demands. I liked what I saw in my mind’s eye. Then again, so conflicting…

	Azalea pulled a rope from her black satchel on the bed. She positioned my ankles, crossed, and tied them as I still kneeled beside Natalie. Azalea stood and smiled down at her captives. The anticipation: I didn’t know what was coming next. This was wild. Would she gag me?

	No. At least not yet.

	Azalea took Natalie by the shoulders and laid her on the floor on her side, then hoisted her up into a kneeling position alongside me. She was then bent over, her ass to the ceiling, head on the carpet, eyes looking up to mine. By the glassy gleam and how wide her questioning eyes were, she had no idea what was in store for us, either. And damn, her bondage looked very tight, now that I was staring right at her wrists and elbows.

	Azalea scootched me so I was behind Natalie, looking to her ass. Her pussy peeped between her thighs. My crossed and bound ankles allowed for my knees to be placed on either side of Natalie’s bare wrinkly soles. Azalea grabbed my hair and pushed me down, down right at Natalie’s tenderest part. “Eat.”

	Natalie had made me service her before in an assortment of bondage positions, but this was a new one. I kissed her and she reacted with a shiver. It was difficult getting the proper angle. I tilted my head so my tongue slid up and down her without my nose in the way.

	“Mmmmmmm.”

	Her gag-moaning was still a very new and novel concept. But I liked that it was pleasure. I loved hearing her enjoy herself, no matter the circumstances, no matter what was in her mouth.

	With Azalea supporting me by my hair took pressure from my back and legs, kneeling like this. I was simultaneously being forced and supported. I continued my work, tongue gliding, getting Natalie more wet. She wriggled her ass a few times. I almost giggled. I stopped myself, thinking that would have broken the spell. Azalea might spank me for that. And I would be okay with that.

	I leaned part of my face on the back of her thigh as I worked her clit with quick but gentle tongue flicks. She moaned more. But I knew she wasn’t nearly at the edge yet.

	Azalea’s free hand slid up my waitress uniform over my ass and dragged my panties to around my knees. That hand returned, stroking the backs of my thighs, my ass.

	I was busy with Natalie and Azalea was being super distracting. She gripped one ass cheek, then the other.

	I licked Natalie more aggressively.

	Azalea’s hand covered my pussy, softly, no fingers entering. Just pressure. It was nice. And so borderline breaking the rules. Did last sessions rules still apply?

	I paused, jaw aching, catching my breath, disappointed that I was stimulating Natalie but not sending her over. What was wrong?

	Azalea released my pussy and smacked my ass.

	“Ow. Shit.” That was unexpected.

	“You’re doing a terrible job,” growled Azalea. She smacked my ass again.

	“Ow. Sorry.”

	“It’s not me you should apologize to.”

	“Um. I’m sorry, Natalie.”

	Azalea shoved me over on my side, my handcuffs clinking. Natalie remained in her ass-up stance, head to the side on the carpet, eyes on me above the layers of tape covering her mouth. I knew that look. She was amused at my abuse. Not too surprising.

	Azalea pawed in her satchel. She came to me with a white wad of cloth and a roll of silver tape. “Your mouth is useless. May as well plug it.” She offered the ball of cloth and I opened. She stuffed it all past my teeth. She tore a piece of the tape and smoothed it over my lips. And another. And two more. The last one went from jawline to jawline beneath my chin. She patted my cheek and smiled. “I like you quiet.”

	The roll of tape was deposited in the satchel, the bag thrown to the floor. She smacked Natalie’s upturned ass twice, openhanded on each cheek. It was weird seeing her treated so. I wanted to get loose and protect her. As a good pet would. But with these handcuffs…no way. I was just a helpless, bound and gagged girl watching.

	She pushed Natalie over so now she lay on her side. Azalea adjusted her roughly so she was face up, laying on her bound arms. Azalea got atop her, a knee to either side of her tits, and cupped her face in both hands. Natalie’s eyes became big globes. Azalea grinned like a cat with a mouse. She used a fingernail to pick at the edge of the tape. She found purchase, and pulled it back, bracing with her other hand so her skin wouldn’t stretch so much. Natalie squinted as the tape peeled back. At last the tape, several layers all stuck together, pulled free. Azalea plucked the soaked wad from her mouth and threw it aside. 

	She stood, towering over the prone and bound Natalie, a boot to either side of her. I could tell she liked standing over her with that smile of hers.

	Natalie did not speak. Her breathing was heavy, nostrils flaring.

	Azalea stepped back, reached up her leather skirt, and down came her panties. Scarlet panties, the only thing on her not black. Stepping free of her underwear, she threw them in the direction of her black bag on the floor. She adjusted Natalie’s position again, the top of her head now faced me, she still on her back. Azalea dropped to her knees this time, practically sitting on her face, just inches away. I gasped. I didn’t expect this. I didn’t want this. To see her humiliated so. And I didn’t want her pleasuring Azalea. I just didn’t. Especially not like this.

	“Do me right or I’ll hurt your pet.”

	“You wouldn’t dare.”

	Azalea reached over and roughly grabbed my hair and pulled. Hard.

	“Mmmmmm!”

	“Stop it!” cried Natalie. “Okay! I’ll do it. Fuck.”

	Azalea grinned and lowered herself to Natalie’s lips. Her tongue responded.

	I wanted to fight back. To stand up and…what? I was tied up. Sure, I could stand or scootch about. Maybe that was it. I scootched around, repositioning, as Azalea threw her head back in pleasure, a hand holding her ponytail. Yes, Natalie had talent. She employed it on me often enough. On me. Not you, you dominatrix bitch with too much attitude. Invading our apartment. Our lives.

	I judged I was in a decent position. I swung both legs out and kicked Azalea right in the side, toppling her over. Not all the way, she caught herself with a hand. Natalie looked to me in horror, her mouth an O. Lips wet with the juices of Azalea.

	“Oh shit,” she whispered.

	I was still on the floor. Bound and gagged. Azalea rose above me, expression stern and unruffled. And resolute. With both hands in my hair she hauled me up all the way to my feet, my crossed feet, and she dragged me to the foot of the bed and bent me over, face to the duvet. She was at the bag and back in a heartbeat. Something in her hand. My uniform dress was hiked up around my hips.

	“Don’t—” started Natalie.

	Azalea whirled about instantly and the leather spanker thwapped her on the side of the thigh with enough force to make me wince.

	Natalie yelped.

	“You were about to say something?” Azalea asked.

	She shook her head.

	Azalea returned her attention to me, fire in her eyes. “You stay put and don’t move. If you shift before I’m done, your girlfriend will get two for every one I intend for you. Got it?”

	I nodded. I was genuinely scared. The spanker left an angry red mark on Natalie’s thigh. I buried my face into the bed. I didn’t want to see it coming.

	Smack!

	“Mmmm!”

	“I have never—”

	Smack!

	“Ever—”

	Smack!

	“Had someone kick me—”

	Smack!

	“In the middle of a session!”

	Smack! Smack! Smack!

	“Mmmmm-mmmmm!” Tears squeezed from my eyes and into the duvet. Natalie’s really fancy duvet. I had never been spanked so hard. The sting reverberated and crawled up my back. Was it over? I hoped it was over. Goddamn. My ass was afire. Like, it seriously stung like a hive of wasps were angry at my butt and all left their stingers in me.

	But I had come to the defense of Natalie. Like a good pet. The best pet. No matter if I had to sleep on my side and not sit comfortable for the next few days, that was worth it. I proved my devotion to her. If she didn’t love me before, she doubtlessly did now, right?

	My eyes were still shut against the pain and tears. A brief scuffling behind me. I opened them to see Azalea dragging up Natalie from the floor and then hopping her to the side of the bed and bending her over. Natalie faced me, hair sticking to her cheek and forehead.

	“You tell her what a terrible, terrible pet she is.”

	Natalie licked her lips. A smile grew. A tired smile at first, then it morphed into her shark grin. “You’re the best, bravest pet anyone could ask for! I love you forever!”

	Smack!

	“Ow! Dammit!” she cried, after that spanker struck.

	“You little pussy screamer,” Azalea spat at Natalie as she strode to her satchel and extracted a ballgag. Before Azalea forced Natalie’s jaws open, Natalie mouthed the words, “I love you,” to me. I could only nod, sight still blurred by tears. Not so much the pain anymore. But I felt her love course though me. The emotion was overwhelming. And now I had to watch her take punishment for what I did. I couldn’t protest and ask that the stripes be given to me. I would I truly would. If I could. I would do anything for her.

	And watching her hurt was an agony I had never felt before.

	Her lips around that big black ball, she shut her eyes. Like I did.

	Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack!

	Azalea really put her shoulder into it. Natalie took it, hardly making a peep behind that gag.

	Smack! Smack! Smack!

	A tear leaked from an eyelid and escaped down her cheek. I wanted to kiss it. To kiss all the pain away. She endured that for me.

	Now I was crying again. For Natalie. Poor Natalie took all that because of me.

	Azalea climbed up on the bed up at the headboard, leaned back, a boot by each of our faces. “None of you bitches have any spunk left to do me. That’s a damned shame.” She gazed at us in turn, her bratty captives thoroughly punished. And silent.

	She must have got an idea, since her exhausted expression suddenly lit up. She reached over and unbuckled Natalie’s gag and removed that ball that strained her jaws. Her fingers picked at the tape on my face. I was sure she was about to rip it off my face really hard as another vengeance for my insolence. But no, it was carefully peeled away, the cloth extracted.

	She sat back against the headboard, knees up, a black boot by each of our mouths. “Lick my boots if you want to be released. Watching this will get me going.” Her skirt was up high enough to expose her pussy, the view beyond the boot in my face. Her hand dropped below to service herself.

	Natalie and I glanced to one another. I licked the leather. Just a taste. I didn’t want to.

	I cut my eyes to Natalie, who licked without pause or hesitation. I couldn’t watch her do that. I concentrated on my own ugly subservience.

	“Polish them!” she muttered, as if we were scum that had to be dealt with and she didn’t like it one bit.

	I licked. Natalie licked. What choice did we have? I couldn’t take another snap of that spanker. Scratch that. For Natalie, I would accept a bloody beating for that girl. Anytime. Even now. But I did not wish to upset Azalea and have her spank Natalie again.

	Azalea started humming, her other hand tangling in her ponytail. This lead to moaning. Her fingers moved faster. I caught her scent beyond the leather at my nose. She never closed her eyes, which darted between me and Natalie. Her lips formed a snarl. Who the hell came snarling?

	Azalea’s voice rose, her mouth opened and she sighed long and hard. No scream. Just relief. Her stare had zeroed in on Natalie as she crossed over and came. Naturally. The prettier face. Or was it extra for a dom to have a dom in such a position? I didn’t know. I was relieved to stop licking the damned boot.

	Azalea left the room for the bathroom. To clean up, I guess.

	“You really love me forever?” I whispered to Natalie.

	She grinned. “Forever and ever.”

◆◆◆

	Natalie and I lay on the bed, still naked but now untied. On our bellies, heads cradled in arms. Ice packs resting on our stinging asses. Azalea had provided the ice packs after she coated our reddened and welted butts with Arnica. She became amazingly motherly and gentle after the play had ended. For the moment we had the bedroom to ourselves. Azalea left us with some classical music playing. Not my thing, but it was fine for coming down after all of that.

	Nothing had gone as planned. It was an adventure, all right. At first, I was mad at Azalea for handling Natalie like she did. But Natalie told me she needs that once in a while. And she was curious as to my reaction at coming in and seeing her all bound and gagged. Well, maybe she shouldn’t have shocked me like that. Definitely not.

	Azalea came in, hair down and a white sundress billowing about her perfect legs as she strode. She had freshened up. “How’s those wounded butts?” she asked.

	“Cold,” replied Natalie.

	“Numb,” I said.

	She leaned on the bed, looking concerned. “Was I a little…much?”

	“For god’s sakes, Az, you scared my pet so much she attacked you.”

	Azalea paused, crinkled her brow. “So, was that real? I thought you were just being a bratty subbie.”

	“You were being mean to her,” I said, my voice tiny from the exertion. And also, that’s just me when telling someone something they might not want to hear.

	“Oh. I went a little hard. You’re new to this and I didn’t really take that into consideration as much as I should have.” She stroked my hair. “I am sorry. Let’s not do any surprises in the future. But part of that was her idea,” she jerked a thumb to Natalie.

	“Yeah, I’ll take some of the responsibility,” said Natalie, her head not rising from the comfort of her curled arms.

	Goodbyes were said, and Azalea left, saying she’ll buy us all dinner next time we go out. She admitted going to hard, and also, she was the only one who had orgasmed.

	We didn’t move. Azalea let herself out.

	It was a little scary seeing Natalie all helpless, and then spanked brutally. Scary, and not gonna lie, hot at the same time. My mind was still conflicted. I’d figure it all out later.

	Natalie moved closer to me and placed her arm over my back. A small grin grew and I sighed. She didn’t need to say anything. I closed my eyes.

	It’s so nice to be loved.
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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! Could there be a part three? Yes!
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