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Chapter 1

The New Girl




	The new girl was tall, with long red hair in ponytail that hung to her shoulder blades, a constellation of freckles on her cheeks and killer, full lips. And Jeremy was already flirting with her every time she came into the kitchen. This was her second day.

	I minded my business, and just allowed my eyes to slip up and down her when she wasn’t looking. Her perfect, round butt looked fabulous in our black and white uniforms, the skirt that dropped to mid-thigh. Never hit on someone in their first week. Jeremy, or any of the guys actually, ever observed the unspoken rules. They had to get to her first, before anyone else did.

	I wasn’t a guy, and Natalie was probably straight. Sexiness wafted off of her and everyone looked. And dreamed behind their pervy eyes. I kept to my work and managed decent tips. The Regency was pretty fancy and the boss obviously liked to maintain an attractive waitstaff, guys included.

	Jeremy was good-looking too, kept himself fit, a bit swole, but not gym denizen buff. I could tell he was a little miffed at being passed over. “Well, Grace, maybe she’s your type,” he told me as we both gathered plates before wading back onto the floor. 

	I knew he meant lesbian, as he assumed all women were who didn’t flirt back at him. “She’s way out of my league,” I said as I pushed through the kitchen door.

	Later that night I was out back on a smoke break, sitting on a lot curb at the edge of the building. I don’t smoke, but I still took the five-minute rests. Why not? The back lot was well lit with overly-bright lights on posts. I liked to look at the stars, but the lights washed them all out. Two of the prep cooks smoked a joint by the dumpster and waved me over. I shook my head. I liked weed just fine, but not for me at work. Having the giggles in front of our stuffy clientele wasn’t the best way to score tips. Or forgetting what the drink they ordered.

	“Hey.”

	The voice made me jump. Natalie stood right beside me. I didn’t hear the back door open. I daydreamed sometimes.

	She sparked a cigarette and puffed a little ghost into the night and sat next to me. “I heard what you said.”

	“What?”

	“You said I’m out of your league.”

	Embarrassment hit and I felt my cheeks flush. I didn’t know what to say. “You’re really pretty, that’s all I meant.” What a stupid reply, and now I had the urge to join the prep cooks smoking, and crawl beneath the dumpster.

	“Thank you.” She looked at me. Natalie was a good five inches taller than I. Maybe close to six feet. Statuesque. She smiled. “You’re pretty. I like the way you have your hair black, and it’s a really cool cut, too.”

	My hair was sorta short, stopping before my shoulders. “Um, thanks.”

	“Your wide, green eyes are absolutely enchanting. If you were gay I’d be all over you.”

	“I’m gay.”

	Natalie laughed. She stubbed her half-done cigarette on the curb. “You are not.”

	I didn’t say anything, just looked off into the night.

	Natalie popped an Altoid. “So, you got a guy? Maybe one here?”

	I shook my head.

	The cooks walked by, returning to work after a dumpster blunt. Their eyes were all over Natalie.

	She rolled her eyes. “Guys suck.”

	“Yeah. Cocks with legs and eyeballs.”

	Natalie snorted. “I hadn’t heard that one.” She looked right at me once the door closed and the guys were gone. “If you’re really gay and think I’m pretty, you’d kiss me.”

	Was she playing? Teasing me? I look at her and her eyes were bright, like a dare. Even though I thought she would pull back and tell the rest of the crew the lesbian tried to make out with her in the parking lot, I didn’t care much. Her lips were too beautiful not to go for it. I leaned to her and her eyes got bigger before she relaxed and our lips met. Oh, it was heavenly. This girl was beautiful and knew how to kiss all tender. 

	She pulled back just an inch, our eyes locked. “Shit, you are gay.”

	I giggled.

	We kissed again, a little longer. No tongue. Her hand crawled up my back and grasped my hair, sweet tension on my scalp really got me going. So I reached behind her and ran my nails on her neck. She pulled my hair so my head leaned back, forcing herself over me, and I loved it. I gasped, breaking the kiss. Her saucy smile brimmed with desire. I never thought in a lifetime that this gorgeous woman (or any gorgeous woman) would ever want someone like me. She could have anyone, absolutely anyone. And maybe she just wanted me for the moment. Parking lot sport.

	Which was okay, I guess, it was a really great moment I never thought I would ever have.

	We kept looking into each other’s eyes, her with that grin. She released my hair. “I guess we need to get back.”

	Damn. I was hoping she would drag me back to her car. Fuck the job.

	Natalie stood up, brushed the back of her skirt. “It’s my second day, I shouldn’t be doing shit that would get me fired.”

	“Okay.”

	“Come on.” She reached for me, long fingers, black nails. I took her hand and she helped me up. I was disappointed she released the grasp after. I wanted to hold her hand.

	But instead, we went back to work.

#

	At shift’s end I just wanted to go home, maybe smoke a bowl, shower, and go to bed. So tired. I got my purse from the locker in the breakroom when Natalie tapped me on the shoulder. I thought she’d left already. And I still wasn’t sure what to think of our divine minute in the parking lot. I thought a lot of things, mostly that she might be the kind of girl that just kisses whoever she wants because she can. And women are pretty safe to kiss and leave. Men are more likely to key your car (or worse) for a tease like that. She had given me some friendly glances the rest of the shift, but I still didn’t get my hopes up. Good things in the romantic department didn’t happen to me. I still admired her ass and legs as she walked by, though. Like nearly everyone else in the restaurant.

	“Wanna get a drink?” 

	Okay, this was unexpected but welcome. Her hair was now down and she looked dashing and fresh. I’m sure I looked fatigued and limp, but thinking of her lips on mine was all the energy I needed. “Um, yeah. I didn’t bring a change of clothes.”

	“Neither did I. And are you sure about going out?” She eyed me skeptically, one eyebrow raised. “You don’t sound too excited.”

	“I am. That’s just how I talk.”

	She slapped me on the arm. “You’re funny, come on. Ready?”

	She had a car. I was ready to wait at the bus stop to get home. So, I climbed into her two-seater. It was some sports car, about twenty years old, she confided, but it could still go with her foot on the gas.

	I’d never been to The Bottom Shelf. I guess I didn’t know it existed. A small place. What I noticed first: no TV screens. Just people and their drinks, a couple dart boards, and two dudes with guitars on the tiny stage. Kinda chill. Natalie garnered some looks as we walked through and sat at the bar. “Do you get used to people checking you out all the time?”

	“Never make eye contact. I can’t get eye-to-eye with a guy without them thinking I’m into them.” She sighed. “I could shave my head and I bet they wouldn’t stare.”

	“I still would. But I like your hair.” I chanced a touch, reaching for her tresses hanging over her shoulder. So soft. I needed her hair care tips. Well, they might not work on my stiff locks.

	Natalie smiled at my touch.

	The bartender came by and she ordered tequila shots. Presumptuous. I would have argued with anyone else. But she had a certain way that I couldn’t explain. She could order for me, it was that simple. Even though I was not a tequila fan.

	The shots arrived quickly. Again, the pretty girl gets the service. Despite the hassle, being beautiful had its advantages.

	She raised her glass. I raised mine. We clinked and down it went. Ooof. Tequila. I cleared my throat.

	Natalie laughed. “Not a liquor girl?”

	“Not really. Not tequila so much.”

	“So you did it just for me?”

	She cornered me fast. “Maybe I did. I’ll try anything.”

	“Try another?”

	That smile dared me. She was doing it on purpose. Using her power to get me a little tipsy. And I didn’t care. I liked it. “Okay.”

	“Another!” she shouted to the barkeep. He nodded. Her eyes back to me, she said, “What do you like to drink?”

	“I’m not a big drinker, but when I do, wine.”

	“Yeah? Are you one of those snobs who know all about wines? Vintages and swirling it around in the glass and holding it up to the light?”

	“I can’t afford to be a sommelier.”

	“A what?” Natalie looked at me, amused, like I said something nasty.

	“A wine snob.”

	“Is that the technical term? I learned something tonight. But hey, you must make decent money.”

	“Yeah. But rent.”

	She threw her head back for a laugh, then slapped her hand to the bar. “Rent! It fucks us all, amirite?”

	“Hear hear!” shouted an older guy several tables behind.

	Natalie placed her hand over mine on the bar and whispered, suddenly serious, “Whatever you do, don’t look at him. We don’t need some old beer-breath drunk coming over and ruining our good time.”

	I kept my eyes to hers, although I had already briefly glanced his way. “Okay. Good plan.”

	The drinks arrived. We raised our glasses and Natalie toasted, “Fire and blood!”

	“Fire and blood!”

	That went down a little easier. “So, you like Game of Thrones?”

	“Oh my god, you caught that!”

	“The words of House Targaryen.”

	She laughed and clapped her hands, eyes sparkling. Leaning forward, she said, “Let’s go to my place and watch some.”

	“Okay.” I didn’t even hesitate. I wondered if I should have. This was certainly code for “Netflix and chill.” I wasn’t so sure, but the tequila was. “We getting an Uber?”

	“Yes, yes, I’ll get my car tomorrow on the way to work, I guess.”

	She paid the tab with cash tips and wouldn’t listen to my feeble protests. “This was my idea,” she said, leaving a decent tip for the bartender.

	The Uber was quick, the black sedan waiting for us just beyond the bar’s double doors. Once inside the car and on the road, my seat belt on, she moved on me like a starving dog on a steak. Her kiss was aggressive, biting my lip and tongue. As my hands ran up her back she grabbed each one and pinned them to the headrest of the backseat, and kissed me more. She gave a finger to the driver who had adjusted his rearview mirror for a better look.

	“Sorry!” he said, chuckling. “You two are hot.”

	Natalie pulled her lips from mine, her hands pinning me again. “Damn straight we are,” and kissed me again.

	The drive to her place was short, or maybe it just seemed that way because I was having a hot and fun time.

	Her apartment complex was one of those common three-story deals. She took my hand and led me up the steps to her door, third floor. Her lipstick was a mess. I’m sure mine was, too. After bumping the door open with her shoulder she pulled me in after her, slammed it behind her and pushed me to the wall and devoured my lips again. She paused, pulled back, still no more than two inches from my face.

	“No one’s ever said anything about my eyes before,” I said, voice just above a whisper. I don’t know why that hit me at that moment. I felt I might be screwing up some good sex.

	Natalie grinned a shark smile. “Impossible. Are you trying to get me to tell you your eyes are beautiful again?”

	“No,” it came out as a giggle, and she nipped my lips.

	“You have gorgeous, big, damsel eyes.”

	“Um…what? What’s that?”

	She still displayed that predator smile. She was going to eat me. And I wanted her to. “I’ll show you.” She pulled me from the wall and guided me several steps to a little tall, black table. She turned me around a little roughly and pressed me to the wall, chest first. She held me there with one hand as her other pulled open a drawer. My cheek to the textured wall, eyes facing away from the table. I couldn’t see what she was doing. After I heard the drawer there came the sound of metal clinking. I had no idea. Her hand at the small of my back moved and grasped my right wrist and moved it behind me, and I heard metal clacking and a cold, implacable bracelet tighten. Then it hit me what she was doing. She maneuvered my left to join my right in the handcuffs. She leaned into me, pressing me again to the wall, her lips at my ear. “You’re my damsel now. I got you.”

	This was very unexpected. There were feelings churning within that I could not name. But it was a little scary and a lot hot. I couldn’t think of anything to say. Did I want to say anything?

	“Your eyes. They got really wide just now.” She laughed just a little. A pleased laugh. She backed away just a smidge and placed one hand at the small of my back and the other ran up and down my ass. “Are you going to tell me no ever complimented your ass, too?”

	“Um, I don’t know. Maybe?”

	“I think it’s a nice ass.” Her wandering hand reached down and pulled up the dress. Her fingers grabbed the waist of my panties and slid them down just below my cheeks. Now Natalie groped, rather gently, my exposed ass cheek.

	I twisted to turn around and she stopped me, her hand pressing my back so my face and breasts remained against the wall. Her hot breath returned to my ear. “Why do you want to turn around?”

	“I…I want to kiss you.”

	“That’s very sweet. Tell me that again.”

	“What? Oh. I want to kiss you.”

	She nipped my ear, her teeth scraping my lobe briefly.

	A tiny moan escaped me.

	She took me by the shoulders and turned me to face her, my handcuffs pressed between my back and the wall, her hand now on my chest. Her left reached up and caressed my cheek, nails gentle, not stopping at my jawline but sliding down my neck. I didn’t know what to expect, which was exciting. But I essentially just met this girl, and here I was handcuffed in her apartment. My pessimist mind told me I’d just let a serial killer bind me. My horny mind found it all really thrilling. There were no women serial killers, were there?

“Are you going to kiss me?” she asked.

	“You’re holding me back.”

	“But you still want to kiss me?” she inched closer.

	“Yeah.”

	She cupped my face in both her hands and kissed me, so tenderly it took me by surprise. I thought she’d eat my face, biting my lips and tongue. But no. Natalie drew back again. I didn’t want her to. I wanted her to kiss me forever. She didn’t have to cuff me for that. But it was something extra, a thrill, an unexpected addition to the arousal.

	She shucked her dress down her body and stepped from it, standing before me, eyes locked to mine in a black bra and panties. Her black work shoes were next to go as she kicked them toward the door.

	I was about to melt. “You’re beautiful.”

	“Yeah?” She grasped my chin in her hand and stared directly into my soul. “Am I out of your league?”

	“You’re a goddess. I’m a mere mortal in the mud.”

	Her smile broadened. “I wouldn’t bless a muddy mortal with my attention, let alone my body. You don’t know who you are.”

	This girl was a mind fuck. In the best possible way. No one had ever made me feel like this. And I couldn’t describe the feeling. I couldn’t wrap my head around it all. 

	Standing back, and me still leaning against the wall with my hands in cuffs behind me, Natalie unclasped her bra at the front, and it was gone, dropped to the floor. Her breasts drew my eyes like a sunrise on a lake. So gorgeous: shapely, pink nipples and pink pebbled areolas. I was speechless. I pried my eyes back to her face. Her smile was amused.

	“See something you like?”

	I nodded.

	“You would like to touch?”

	I nodded again.

	“I won’t let you.”

	I bit my lower lip. The desire within was a burning I couldn’t hold back. But the handcuffs. I jangled them in frustration.

	She pressed me to the wall. “Someone’s getting restless. I can feel your quickened breath beneath my hand. You’re breathing pretty hard, Grace.”

	“I want to kiss you.”

	“Oh, we’re past the kissing stage.”

	“What do you want?”

	“You. And I have that, don’t I?”

	“You have me. What else do you want?” I ached for her. For anything from her. I wanted everything, but just to kiss a nipple would be a heaven undeserved, yet longed for nonetheless. “What do you want me to do?”

	She took my face in her hands again and kissed me, too briefly, just a drop of water when I was parched. Desperate and dying. But I accepted the small kiss. By the arm she led me to the living room and sat me on the white sofa. She looked down, eyes swallowing me. I felt small. A mouse trapped by a goddess.

	Natalie gazed at me, considering. I had no notion as to what turned about behind her green eyes. I waited. She spun around and left the room, down the hall to the bedroom. I watched her ass turn in her black panties. What was she doing? I felt it was not my place to ask. It felt like that would upset the balance of things.

	She was gone only a moment. Rope and cloth she clutched to her belly as her breasts swayed with her motion above.

	Right now, she could do anything she wanted to me. What was I even doing here? No matter what she said, she was so far out of my league, no, that wasn’t even right. She occupied an entirely different planet, and me just a speck of a crummy asteroid. No, she was on an entirely different plane of existence, a different universe. If she wanted to tie me up, gag me, and chuck me from the balcony, I would die happy. As long as she was looking over the balustrade watching me fall, so she was the last thing I saw.

	Natalie knelt by my feet and removed my shoes and threw them to the side carelessly, as if they were peanut shells. My ankle socks went next. She took a coiled length of rope and wrapped it around my bare ankles. She cinched and knotted it. She looked up to me, just waiting, allowing everything. With a knee on the sofa cushion next to me, she caressed my cheek again, staring into my eyes. “You’re my pet,” she said.

	“Okay.”

	“I want you to do something for me.”

	“Um…I’m tied up.”

	She cocked her head. I had said something wrong.

	“What do you want me to do?” I hoped this was right.

	Her expression softened. “First—” she reached back down to her small pile of ropes and things and pulled out a long, thick scarf. It looked like a scarf. She placed it over my eyes and knotted it behind my head. What did she want me to do blindfolded?

	Her hands lifted me beneath my arm pits, maneuvering me to my back on the sofa, my head resting high on the arch of the sofa arm. So faronto it my head was tilted back. A little uncomfortable, my head and neck arched back. I moved my cuffed hands so they weren’t sticking me in my back. There was a light rustling. I wished I could see, but the situation was arousing without sight. I didn’t trust this gorgeous stranger that took a surprising interest in me, but there was little choice now. I had allowed her to take full control of my body. I was her captive. Her pet. I was more than okay with everything. So far. What didn’t she want me to see? Or was this just something added to my helplessness, something that turned her on? Having me at her total mercy? I couldn’t see her tits anymore, and this grieved me.

	 I detected her scent before she lowered herself to my lips. Natalie was as aroused as I, and my lips parted for her. Her lower lips touched mine, my tongue immediately stroking her clit, which was hot as a skillet and wet as the ocean. I was turning this goddess on! This thrilled me to my core. I had to please her. Apparently, I was so far. She moaned as I began gently and slowly, tongue circling, probing, centering on her clitoris. And then zigzagging across it. Another moan. A whimper. I was her pet and I wanted to please my owner. Maybe she would allow me to kiss her breasts. But this privilege was heaven. I shouldn’t pine above my station. I have been blessed.

	It sounded like she stifled her cries beneath a hand, her moans now muted. I imagined her hand cover her mouth, her thighs parted to allow me to pleasure her. I increased the speed of the motion of my lips and tongue, but not the pressure. That elicited more volume, despite her attempts to swallow her cries of ecstasy. Was I giving her ecstasy? Was I being a worthy pet?

	She screamed and pulled away. I didn’t want her to leave so soon. I felt alone, my face wet and cold. Natalie’s whimpering was all I heard. I wanted to leap up and go to her. I couldn’t. Everything was darkness.

	After a moment I felt her hand on my face, then my neck. She hoisted me up and held me in her arms. Being helpless and in her arms struck me as tender. Although she had forced me (well, there really wasn’t any coercion), this felt so right. I had ascended to a higher plane.

	Gently she laid me in a sitting position. I felt my ankles untied. My panties, this whole time hung a bit below my asscheeks, were pulled away. Her hand covered my lips and her breath blew hot in my ear. “Be quiet, my pet. The walls are thin.”

	I nodded beneath her hand. I waited. I didn’t know if Natalie would dose me with pleasure or pain. I was a good pet, right? But pleasuring her was enough for me.

	Keeping one hand pressed over my lips, her other found me dripping between my thighs. I arched my back from the shock of her tender touch. I had been on the edge for so long. And now she was touching me. And perfectly. How did she know me? 

	She worked me with slow gentleness, at first. It didn’t take much at all before I screamed into her hand, writhed beneath her fingers. The pressure on my face increased as my efforts to voice my pleasure rose. She held me down. The cuffs, pressured between my back and the sofa, bit into my wrists. But that was eclipsed by what Natalie’s two fingers were doing to me.

	Behind my blindfold sparks went off like fireworks, my mind nearly broke. I was screaming but her hand held my lips fast.

	Did I pass out? Her hand was no longer over my mouth. There was light, the blindfold removed. But my hands were still chained behind me. I was still on the sofa, dress pulled up and panties gone.

	Shapes came into focus. Natalie stood there, smiling, topless, radiant. “Did my pet have a good time?”

	I bit back telling her I loved her. That craziness was just mega-orgasm talk. “Yeah.” Was she going to release me?

	She leaned in, a hand on either side of my head, balancing herself, and placed one of her beasts in my face. I kissed her nipple, delighting in her sweat. Finding the energy to peer through heaven’s gates once again.

	Natalie giggled at me. Was I being too eager? Or silly?

	She ran a hand through my hair. “You’re fun.”




	


Chapter 2

The Stockroom




	I didn’t realize at the time how much I had struggled within those cuffs. The red marks had faded to pink by the next morning, but there was a little purple bruising. No way to hide it in our uniforms. Not like I could wear something long-sleeved. But I hoped the bracelets I wore on both wrists distracted customers’ and coworkers’ eyes just enough so no one noticed.

	So, I went into work, knowing I was scheduled two hours before Natalie was to start. Everything was going fine, but the images and feelings from the night before kept coming, wave after wave. And my cursed mind, never a friend, kept whispering that Natalie had used me for a good kinky time, and she’d ignore me today, or just tell me she had fun, didn’t you? And that would be all. That couldn’t be right, could it? The things she’d said and the way she’d said them, her eyes enveloping me…I didn’t imagine all of that, did I? It wasn’t just lust, was it?

	That turned my traitor brain around. I wasn’t that pretty, her compliments aside, so she must have liked me. Our chatter at the bar—we got to know one another a little and bond a bit. We could have become friends, even just occasional work friends, but she took me home with her. She thought I was pretty and interesting. And fun.

	But did she though?

	I bounced back and forth like that for two hours as I bounced back and forth between the dining room and the kitchen.

	And I dreaded the clock hitting six. I should be looking forward to seeing her, and I was and I wasn’t. Like I didn’t want to find out if this was all real or not. Oh hell, I even resigned myself to being her toy or pet or whatever as long as I got to see her. God, I’m pathetic. And no way was I going to text her. I refused to appear needy or desperate or anything but the confident woman I certainly was not and never have been.

	“Nice bracelets.”

	Natalie startled me, coming up from behind and pinching my ass as I stood at the bar waiting for the bartender to remake someone’s Long Island. Some people. Anyway, my heart soared. I wanted to throw my arms around her and kiss her and take her right there on the floor. But we were at work.

	“Thanks,” was all I said, smiling like a goofball at seeing her.

	“Not too many reservations tonight,” she said.

	“Might be a little slow. Who knows?”

	“I just don’t want to be sent home.”

	The bartender gave me the drink I’d been waiting for, his eyes sliding all over Natalie. “They won’t send you home.”

	“Last hired, first sent home.”

	“Unless you’re so beautiful they wouldn’t dare.”

	She opened her mouth in mock shock. “Are you hitting on me?”

	I bit my lower lip and whispered, “Maybe.”

	I left her to get the customer their drink, walking on clouds. I was free to think I had a girlfriend, someone way out of my league, someone who appeared to like me back. See? I couldn’t even say that with confidence. “Appeared.” She liked me, dammit. I forced my mind to say it: Natalie thinks I’m pretty and wants to hang out with me. And tie me up and do fun things with my body.

	Why can’t I just enjoy something good that comes my way? Well, probably because it almost never does. But for once, it looked like someone breezed into my life and tied me up to keep me. And it felt good. Really good. I was determined to ride this high all night and not allow my stupid negative head mess with that.

	And she was right. As the night progressed, it was really slow. I had one table. Her last table left, so she was helping me, so these four hungry folks out for a classy evening were getting better than top-notch service.

	In the kitchen, me munching on a slice of Polish buttermilk rye bread, Natalie caught me alone. With that shark smile of hers. I knew something was up. We had hours before our shift was over.

	“Wanna have some fun?”

	“Um, yeah? Depends?” I don’t think I could say no to her even if I really wanted to. But why would I ever want to?

	“Come with me.” She grabbed me by the hand and whisked me to the breakroom, where she pulled her purse from a locker. She took me by the hand and into storage, where rows of shelves were filled with the stock of dry and canned goods, restaurant-sized.

	“What are we doing in here?” I asked.

	“Fun.”

	She led me around the corner to the stuff that was overstock or rarely needed. Between tall shelves she stopped. “How about I tie you up back here and leave you for a while I take care of that table.”

	“What if someone comes in?”

	“That’s part of the fun, right?”

	Oof. This was daring. One or both of us could be fired for doing kinky shenanigans on the property. On the clock. Might be hard to find another gig like this after that.

	“You’re thinking of all the bad things that might happen but are really remote, aren’t you?”

	This girl knew me pretty well for only one night together.

	“Well, this sounds like fun—”

	“Yes it does.” She set her purse on a shelf and pulled out some white rope.

	Oh my god. It was happening. I really couldn’t tell her no, even though this made me seriously nervous.

	“Turn around and cross your hands behind.”

	My heart thrummed in my ears. She was right, this was exciting. And too risky! I didn’t want to lose my—aw fuck it. Who am I fooling? I turned my back to her and crossed my hands. Immediately I felt rope binding me, my bracelets jangling as she did so, Natalie pushing them out of the way as she worked her rope magic.

	She turned me around to face her, and kissed me. “You’re the best pet,” she said.

	The kiss was nice, but I wasn’t reassured that I wouldn’t be discovered, so I was still nervous. And what if more people streamed into the restaurant and it got really busy and here I was in the storeroom, all tied up?

	“Open that pretty mouth of yours.”

	I wanted to argue, but I also wanted this to be done as quickly as possible.

	The balled-up white cloth went into my mouth and she had some stretchy cloth she wound around my face, through my lips and the last wraps over, finally knotted behind my head.

	“And you need this. I didn’t see what she pulled from her purse, clutched in her fingers, hiding it. She went down on one knee and jerked my panties down.

	I yelped into my gag, which was quite effective.

	She pushed my thighs apart, and I complied by standing with a little distance between my feet. I felt her fingers in me. I moaned. What was she doing? She’d better check on that table out there.

	“Oooh, I don’t even have to spit on this, someone’s enjoying herself.”

	Something went up me. “Mmmph!” It was smooth and rather small. My panties were hiked back up and she groped one ass cheek.

	“On the floor, pet.”

	She quickly arranged me belly-down on the tile, on the floor that needed a mopping. Now she was getting the front of my uniform dirty like it was nothing. Was she trying to get me fired? Now on my belly with my legs bent up and my ankles being roped together. Everything went tight as she looped rope into my wrist ropes and pulled my heels almost to my ass.

	“Mmmm!”

	“Shhh my pet.” She stood over me, smiling. “All done. I’ll run to that table right now.” Natalie walked away, leaving me with a view of her leaving, which was nice.  “Even though we’ll be parted, I’ll be thinking about you.”

	She rounded the corner. Before the door closed, she turned out the lights. Ugh! I didn’t expect her to leave me hogtied in the dark. This whole bondage at work business was nerve-rattling. And really hot. But still, I might get fired. This was not the work-life balance I had envisioned. Ever.

	Could I get loose? That would surprise her. I fumbled in the darkness, fingers feeling, reaching, for a knot I could work on. I felt a lump that might be a knot and picked at it, trying to get a feel for—bzzzzzz…

	“Mmmmmmmmm-mmmmph!”

	Oh my god why didn’t I see this coming? Natalie had stuck a remote-control vibrator inside me and just set the thing off! It buzzed deep within and set me to wriggling. It was like a wonderful buzzy, stimulating itch that I couldn’t reach. It had me sweating. I didn’t need to be sweating like this at work!

	It stopped. Breath plumed from my nose, first, the excitement of being hogtied in the stockroom, and now in the dark with this damned buzzy thing in my vag! Who the hell did I hook up with? This girl was crazy.

	What was she thinking? I bet she was laughing with customers or the cooks, thinking of me all bound and gagged in the dark getting an overload of stimulation whenever she pressed a button. Natalie was having the time of her life, probably. Wait. Maybe she had been fired from her old job for doing something like this. Maybe, maybe she’d done this lots of times to girls like me that get all caught up in how beautiful she was, her attention, her smile and her kiss—bzzzzzzzz…

	“Mmmmmmmmm-mmmmph-mmmmmm!”

	I rolled to my side, rubbing my thighs together as if that would pop it out or make it stop. But damn, it felt so good—but too much! She had the thing jacked higher than before. I wanted relief but it wasn’t hitting me right to cum, just setting me on the edge. I never thought I’d be edging on the job.

	It stopped, which was good, I needed to recover. I needed her to come back and untie me. Someone would notice I’d been gone awhile, wouldn’t they? And she’d better be taking care of my table. I noticed she was great with customers. Natalie had a knack for customer service. Everyone loved her, and I don’t think it was all her tits and ass and face of Aphrodite. 

	I maneuvered back to my belly. And wished I could see.  I wished she would come back before we got into trouble. I pulled and strained against the ropes, but I stopped after a moment. I didn’t want to give myself more marks. I had enough from last night. I didn’t know how much time had passed. I had know way to tell. bzzzzzzzz…

	“Mmmmmmmmm-mmmmph-mmmmmm!”

	The lights popped back on, and I couldn’t stop moaning into that damned gag. That better be her and not a cook looking for sumac or some shit because despite the gag there was no way I could be quiet that bitch must have maxed the damned thing inside me and it was all buzzing up and down me and I was on the edge but not going over and I wriggled and rolled and screamed and I hoped to dear god that wasn’t the manager coming in I couldn’t hear anything besides myself and I knew everyone could hear me, even out in the dining room despite the gag—

	It shut off. I went limp.

	Natalie stood above me. Very pleased with herself, that satisfied smirk. “Enough fun, pet, let’s get you back to work.” She untied me, and pretty fast. My hands were still tied as she reached inside for that buzzy bullet she had tortured me with. Her touch was both good and bad and I was dizzy. And still with my hands tied and a gag in my mouth.

	My panties were abandoned an inch below my ass and she undid my hands. “Been struggling, have we?”

	I sat up, leaning against a big box of something, I didn’t look, and Natalie worked the wrap off and I spit the wet wad to the floor. I inhaled a huge breath. After I let it go her lips were on mine, and I returned the kiss, despite my anger at her. This was amazing but too scary.

	She drew back. “Oops, sorry, I messed up your lipstick.”

	And there was that.

	“You better tidy up and get back out there, my pet.”

#

	Well, Natalie did take care of that table, who had left before I emerged from the restroom after doing my best to remake myself presentable. And she spilt the tip with me.

	And thankfully, no one noticed I was gone for a while. Which was good. But also, no one noticed me missing? Well that figures. Maybe that’s something Natalie noticed, too, and concocted this sexy bondage scheme knowing full well she could get away with it because no one paid any mind to me. I didn’t check the clock before I was stored in the storeroom, but by the time I was untied, raced to the bathroom, and made it back onto the floor, it must have been a half an hour total. A half an hour where I edged and got paid. Well, my hourly wage as a waitress was lower than shit, but there were the tips I still collected.

	The remainder of night trundled along, me still distracted (and all gooey inside) by being Natalie’s toy for a bit. I liked being her toy. But I still couldn’t help but wonder that she was using me and would cut everything off when she got tired of me.

	Why did everything circle back to that? She probably really liked me.

	Eh, probably not.











Chapter 3

The Kidnapping




	The next night was even slower. And Natalie wasn’t scheduled. But I thought about her the entire time as I shuttled food and drink to the few customers that did come in. Weeknights could be like this sometimes.

	After four hours the manager told me to clock out. I was off tomorrow, so it wasn’t a terrible thing. In the breakroom I sent Natalie a text: They’re sending me home. So slow tonight.

	I didn’t know if she’d answer me or not. She was probably always busy. It was fine, I guess. I could cuddle with myself on the sofa and read a book, watch a movie, then sleep.

	As I was walking out the doors, Natalie sent: I’m picking you up. Don’t walk to the bus stop.

	You’re picking me up?

	Yes, on my way. You shouldn’t have to take the bus. I‘ll be there in a few minutes.

	How thoughtful. I didn’t even know why I texted her, other than to see if she responded at all. And she did. It made me giggle. I allowed myself to think I had an actual, true girlfriend. Maybe a little crazy and perverted, but those weren’t necessarily bad traits. I sure as hell had fun so far. After work yesterday I had masturbated, twice, mind focused on being hogtied by Natalie. Her hands and tongue all over my helpless body.

	I stood on the far side of the lot, close to the street, and waited, flipping through social media on my phone to pass the time.

	Her little car roared into the driveway and screeched to a stop beside me. The window buzzed down. “Get in, hot stuff.”

	No one had ever called me that before.

	I got in and away we went…to the lot across the street, for a strip mall of shops locked up for the night.

	“What are we doing—” I stopped.

	She put it in park and dangled a pair of handcuffs from her fingers. Natalie had on a red camisole top that showed a lot of boob; her jeans hugged her long legs. And that smile of hers. “Wanna put these on?”

	I laughed. “I guess. Am I being kidnapped?”

	“Yep, but I’ll allow you a choice of hideouts I’ll drive you to: My place or yours?”

	My apartment was a little messy. I wasn’t comfortable with her seeing that. When she had me at her place, it was immaculate. Probably always was. I clicked the handcuffs over each wrist before I replied, “Um, yours?”

	Natalie moved her hand behind my neck and pulled me in for a kiss. Just a kiss. A small, nice one. I shivered. “To my place with a captive I kidnapped from a restaurant parking lot!”

	She popped the car in gear and off we went. Fast. Dammit, did she have to drive so fast with me sitting here with my wrists handcuffed? I just knew we’d get pulled over, and how do you explain that?

	It wasn’t long at all before we pulled into her apartment complex. She parked in a covered parking spot. All I could think of was that this cost extra every month.

	“All righty, let’s get inside, shall we?” She opened her door.

	“Um, hey,” I raised my handcuffed hands, “how about these?”

	She stopped, pulled her door back closed, leaned to me. With one hand over my mouth and the other in my hair, she licked my neck right below the earlobe and traced down to my collarbone.

	“Mmmmmm.”

	Her lips right at my ear, “You trust me?”

	Did I? I wasn’t sure if I did or not, but I couldn’t deny her anything. I nodded, since her hand still covered my lips.

	“You’re staying cuffed,” she continued, breath in my ear. “I’ll lead you by both hands and won’t let go. Act like we’re lovers so as not to arouse any suspicion. Got it?”

	I nodded again.

	Natalie looked to me skeptically, face inches from mine, like I really was kidnapped and might run away or scream. She removed her hand and patted me on the cheek. “Be a good pet, now.”

	She got out of the car, closed her door and came around to me. After opening the door, helping me out, she closed the door and did what she’d promised. Taking both my hands in one of hers. We crossed the parking lot lane, onto the sidewalk, made it to the outdoor steps as a couple descended. She stopped.

	My heart was pounding. What if they saw? I made a big deal of not looking at them, acting as if everything was normal, just two lesbians out for an evening, nothing weird to see here. Except I was still in my waitress uniform. And handcuffed.

	The couple walked by us, chatting as they headed for their car.

	My heart settled.

	Natalie shot me a smile and led me up flights of stairs to the door. Once inside, she locked it and turned to me. She took the keys from her pocket and undid my metal restraints. I didn’t expect to be free. Not so soon.

	Taking a step back, she crossed her arms as eyes slid up and down me, head to toe. Twice. “Take off your clothes, she ordered.

She wanted me to strip? I suddenly felt self-conscious. I really wasn’t prepared to be appraised in the light of her entryway. I felt a little fat today. I probably stank a little from work. 

	“Go on.”

	She was waiting. This was what she wanted. I unbuttoned the front of the uniform and allowed it to fall around my ankles.

	“Bra.”

	I unclasped it from the front, cast it to the floor. I didn’t know what to do with my hands. At my sides? Hide my breasts in embarrassment? Would that turn her on? I felt awkward before her.

	“Panties, then shoes.”

	That gave my hands something to do. I kicked off my black work shoes, then slid my panties to the floor and left them there. I decided to stand before her, completely naked, hands behind my back, allowing her to see everything, even though I felt like nothing here would impress. She wanted me naked, so here I was. She had seen me exposed before, and invited me back. She liked me, right?

	“I don’t think you appreciate your body enough. I like your body, your perky breasts with the small, round nipples. Your legs are finely shaped. You probably think you’re fat. You’re not. I wouldn’t change a thing.”

	Heat rose from my neck.

	“Keep your hands where they are and turn around.”

	I did as instructed.

	I heard the same table drawer as the first night. I felt the ropes bind my wrists. She was really good and fast at this. Probably at everything. Her hands on my shoulders, she pushed me forward, down the hall and into her bedroom, where an impressive four poster stood: thick columns of a dark wood, the bed made with a duvet patterned with shades of red and threaded with gold. It was sumptuous. 

	In the bottom drawer of the nightstand she pulled a red ball with black, dangling straps. I knew what it was: a ballgag. “Open, my pet.”

	I accepted the rubber ball into my mouth, and she buckled it behind my neck.

	“I don’t want my pet squeaking too loudly,” Natalie said as she traced my jawline with a fingernail.

	Back at the nightstand she got more things. More rope. After turning me to face the foot of the bed and guiding me so I stood with my knees touching the footboard, she knelt and adjusted my stance so my legs were spread apart, quite wide. Rope wound about one ankle, then was tethered to the bottom of one post. The same was done for the other.

	Standing again, she hugged me from behind and gripped my breasts, kneading them. She tweaked a nipple, gentle, then roughly.

	“Mmmm!”

	Her lips at my ear, “You have such perfect tits,” she whispered. My other nipple got pinched.

	“Mmm!”

	“And your little squeals, quieted by that ball in your mouth, just divine!” She cackled. “You don’t even realize how delicious you are, my pet.”

	She pushed me over so I was belly-down on the bed, breasts into her soft, luxuriant duvet. Her hands were now on my bare ass cheeks. Then below. Her touch! Natalie knew how to touch a woman just right, a single finger stroking my moist clit, meandering from lip to lip, penetrating me, then returning to my clit. She didn’t have to bind and gag me to mete such wondrous treatment. But I liked being at her mercy. It sure added something to, well, everything.

	It felt so sudden, so soul-crushing, to be left alone. Afraid to look behind or pull myself to a standing position, I stayed there. And I felt, not loved, but lusted after. And for now, that was enough. It filled me. This wasn’t like some dude and his throbbing drippy thing rubbing all over me. I gave that up long ago. But I’d never encountered a woman that appeared to want me so. This was fresh and new. I kinda wanted her to just tie me hand and foot and cuddle me and tell me she loved me. Who was I kidding? I should just accept what she wanted, to play with my body in bondage. It felt so good. Who was I to desire more than whatever she wanted?

	Rope snaked between my wrists, and they were pulled up behind me. It sorta hurt but not too bad. Stressful on the shoulders, my tied hands hoisted behind toward the top bar of the bed canopy. This new rope kept me bent over, chest to the bed. No maneuvering at all.

	Smack!

	“Mmmmm!”

	Wow, that stung!

	Smack!

	“Mmmmmph!”

	That more than stung. Shit, she baited me all this time just to tie me up and beat me in her bedroom! I looked behind and she had this short, leather strap thing and that shark grin of hers. Fuck. What have I gotten myself into? This hurt too much!

	Smack!

	“Mmmmmmmmph!”

	“You know who’s worthy of my leather spanker? You are, Grace. You, with your pretty face, your eyes that make me melt. Your lips that kiss me like I’m the only girl in the universe! It’s you!”

	Smack!

	“Mmmmmph!” I was tearing up. The stings. Her words. What the hell was she doing with the spanking and the psychological bullshit?

	Smack!

	“Mmmmmmmmmph!” A tear slid down my cheek. My poor ass had to be red now.

	“You’re my pet because I fell in love with you when I saw you, standing there like you didn’t belong. Like you weren’t pretty. Like there was no reason in the world anyone would like you!”

	Smack!

	“Mmmmmph! Mmmmmmm!” How much more of this could I take? Was there a safe word? I couldn’t say a safe word with a ball in my mouth!

	I heard the spanker thump to the floor. She slid onto the bed beside me, her hands in my hair, stroking my face. Her voice became soft, her touch tender. “Like no one could ever love you. Like you’d push away anyone who tried. But you know what? Someone has to tie you down so you’ll listen. So maybe, just maybe, you could accept someone else’s love. So maybe you could accept your own love.” Her tongue grazed my ear, sending chills through me, but her touch wasn’t as powerful as her words. “I have something for you.”

	And she was gone. I didn’t want her to go. I wanted her to say more things. Even to spank me more. Even though it hurt, a lot, I wanted her here. Doing whatever she wanted to me. Whatever made her happy. I could be good for something besides serving food and drinks. I made her smile, right? I got her off, right?

	Where did she go?

	I was crying. I was getting her really nice duvet wet. I was so pathetic. Why was I this way?

	“Here’s a present just for you.”

	She was back! I looked over my shoulder and she was naked, breasts just huge and wonderful—and oh my god—she sported a strap-on: black, rubber, and too damn big. This was what she got for me? I wasn’t into cock! Or being fucked like—”

	She slid it inside of me, making me feel full, like I couldn’t take any more than she gave me, plugging my vag, stretching it.

	Bzzzzzzzz.

	It vibrated! “Mmmmmm!”

	She eased it back and forth as one hand gripped my hip, her other felt beneath for my little button she knew how to ring.

	No longer crying, I was moaning, then screaming, screaming into that gag. Her neighbors could hear me now, for sure. I didn’t care.

	Natalie laughed, cackled even as pushed me to the edge, and pushed me beyond and an orgasm had me like lightning zipping though every cell, making my flesh quiver and shake. Sound receded, then sight, as I faded into an ecstasy I had never experienced. It was like I exploded into pieces, but in the best possible way, and faded into a darkness all-enveloping.

	Did I faint?

	The rubber buzzing cock was gone. My arms had been released from being held up behind me, but still bound at the small of my back. My eyes opened to see Natalie beside, hand on my back, making little circles in my sweat with her fingers. “You like?”

	I nodded, head heavy. I was so spent.

	The gag was unbuckled and removed. I dropped spit on her duvet as she pulled it away.

	I was still bound, my ankles moored to the posts below. I was her pet. She kept me here so I wouldn’t run away.

Natalie pushed stray hairs from my eye. So gentle. She kissed me, so gentle. Her eyes, soft, not hungry, just gazed into me. Through me.

	I gazed back.

	The tiniest grin spread her lips, not parting, no teeth, no shark. What was that expression? This was new.

“I think I love you,” she said, eyes serious. “But you won’t accept that, will you?”

	Did she really mean that? Was this some mind game she liked playing with whoever she could lure to her bedroom?

	“You think I’m playing games. I’ll untie my pet and set her free. You could go back home and we’ll be just work buddies. Just co-workers. Would that be better for you? No stress of wondering whether or not someone might actually be genuinely in love you?”

	Something clicked within me. It felt like something cracked and broke. Tears returned, pooling, but not yet spilling. “Let me go?” I asked, voice cracking.

	A sadness crossed her eyes as she rose from the bed, , and I felt one ankle loosen and release, then the other. She crawled back into bed beside me on her knees, her fingers working the ropes on my wrists. My arms fell to my sides. Natalie threw the rope to the floor.

I crawled all the way onto the bed, onto my side, and opened my arms to her. “Hold me?”

	A smile grew wide, her eyes sparkled with a happiness so far unseen. She lay in my arms and we held one another tight, really tight. I breathed in her scent. “Don’t let me go,” I whispered.

	“I’ll never let you go, my pet. I love you.”
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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 two? Yes!
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