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Chapter One: Soaked Through

Marie ran inside her sorority house and threw the door closed behind her, breathing fast. She smiled apologetically at the group of freshmen she startled in the lobby and wiped her wet sneakers on the obnoxiously pink welcome mat. The summer storm was a welcome presence to cool the hot Tennessee air, but it was just Marie’s luck for the downpour to start on her 20-minute walk back from campus. Then again, she never really considered herself to be a lucky person.

“You’re wet,” her friend Jules called over from the common room.

“Is that right? I hadn’t noticed,” Marie said, wringing out her hair as she walked over. Jules was sitting by the window with her feet up on another chair and a book in her lap. She looked comfortable with her black hair tied back and a blanket wrapped around her legs. Marie walked over to her, sneakers squeaking on the hardwood floor, and wrapped her drenched arms around the back of the chair.

“Marie!” Jules swatted at her arms with her book. “You’re such an asshole.”

Marie laughed and pulled away from the hug. She lifted Jules’ legs off the other chair and sat down next to her.

“Whatcha reading?” Marie asked.

“Don’t judge me.” Jules put a hand over the cover.

“Me? I would never.” Marie faked an innocent expression and craned her neck to get a better look.

“It’s called Violets and Villany, it’s a dumb fantasy smut book that Charlotte’s making me read,” Jules said. Marie couldn’t help but laugh at the bright purple cover and swirly, gold script. Jules was a prickly alternative girl who would rather die than wear a nonblack color. The image of her reading a romance book while wrapped in a blanket on a rainy day was priceless.

“You said you wouldn’t judge!” Jules protested. Her cheeks were actually turning a little pink.

“I’m not judging. It’s just funny seeing you read something like that. Charlotte must be doing a number on you.”

“She is not! We’re just… you’re really annoying, you know that?”

“Only to you.” Marie blew her a kiss.

“Also, you’re probably reading some weird shit too. Weren’t you reading Bound and Gagged or something like that?”

“Hilarious. It’s called Bound to Change, and it was actually really good.”

“What’s it about?”

“Okay. So there’s this princess, Rosalia, who’s the daughter of an evil duke. She knows how brutally he treats the lowborn caste, but feels powerless to do anything about it. The guilt builds and she has these intense conversations with her handmaiden, Shay, that result in Rosalia begging to be physically punished for the sins of her father.”

“Punished, like…”

“Bound, whipped, spanked, all of it. She pretty much becomes her handmaiden’s submissive, though they don’t have sex with each other, not in the traditional sense. It’s deeply cathartic for Rosalia, especially because Shay is a lowborn. But then, after weeks of discipline at Shay’s hands, Rosalia discovers that Shay is actually a spy working for the Resistance.”

“Woah, spoilers!” Jules held up a hand.

“You were just making fun of it! Now you’re interested?”

“Kinda. The politics of it all are intriguing, of course, not the kinky sapphic domination.” Jules blushed a little. “Can I borrow your copy when you’re done?”

“I got it from the library, so… oh no,” Marie cut herself off, opening her backpack. She dug around for a moment before feeling the spine of a book. Pure terror shot down her own spine.

“What?” Jules asked.

“I didn’t return it,” Marie said. “I took it out like, last semester, and completely forgot I checked it out from the library.”

“You got a smut book from the library and let it sit overdue for months?”

“It’s not smut! I mean, there’s plenty of sexual stuff, but… Jules, what do I do?” Marie asked with wide eyes.

“Well, I don’t know. If you go to the library, they’ll probably throw you in the basement with all the others. But if you don’t go… all I can do is pray for you. I heard that they have this one librarian who tracks book thieves across state lines,” Jules said with a wild look on her face. Life drained from Marie’s face, which made Jules break out in laughter.

“Oh, fuck off.” Marie rolled her eyes. Obviously Jules was messing with her, but she was still worried about the overdue book.

“But what about late fees though? How much am I gonna have to pay? What if they don’t let me graduate?” Marie’s anxieties tumbled off her tongue. She had quite literally never kept a book past its due date and didn’t know what consequences awaited her.

“Guess you’ll have to go find out,” Jules said with a smile and a nod towards the rain-spattered window.

“I can’t go back out there, it’s downpouring!” Marie protested.

“The library closes in half an hour, and I’m pretty sure late fees multiply every day… like compound interest or something,” Jules said.

“No. I’m not letting you get in my head.” Marie stood and zipped her bag back up. “I’m going to the library, and the very nice librarian will understand that mistakes happen.”

“You can use my umbrella!” Jules called after her. “It’s in my room though, and you’d be cutting it real close with the closing time.”

“I’m gonna kill you,” Marie called back and threw the hood of her rain jacket over her head before stepping into the torrential downpour.

“Not if the librarian gets you first!”

✽✽✽

Marie wiped the rain out of her eyes as she approached the library. It was 8:55 p.m. and only getting later, so she walked as fast as she could without slipping. The building was the most beautiful structure on campus with towering pillars and large, arched windows, but to Marie, it looked like a dark castle in the rain. She opened the door, wiped her feet off, and slid her hood back. Her jacket did little to actually protect her from getting wet, but that was hardly her main concern right now.

Normally filled with students, Marie only saw a few people still studying in the libary on her way to the librarian’s desk. A janitor was spraying down tables as a bored-looking security guard approached the studiers to remind them of the library’s closing hours. Behind the desk, Marie saw a brunette  woman with neatly-trimmed bangs, round glasses, and patchwork tattoos covering her arms up to her elbows, where she had the sleeves of her cardigan rolled up. With her glasses perched on her nose and a serious look on her face, she had the energy of a stern disciplinarian. She was lost in whatever book she was reading and she didn’t look up as Marie approached.

“Hi, I’m Marie,” Marie said, immediately regretting her choice of an introduction.

“Hi,” the librarian said. “I’m Ash.” She pointed to her nametag with a mixture between amusement and annoyance on her face.

“I know you close soon, so I’ll be quick. I have this overdue book I completely forgot about.” Marie hefted her rain-soaked backpack off her shoulder onto the ground. “I don’t know what the late fees are, but I’m very sorry for forgetting about it.”

Marie looked at her bag and saw the two zippers separated at the top. Bound to Change was soaked through from the rain.

“The book?” Ash asked when Marie paused. She looked over the desk and watched with raised eyebrows as Marie pulled the drenched paperback out of the bag with trembling hands. She silently took the book from Marie’s hands with two fingers, as if it were contaminated, and rotated it to assess the damage.

“Bound to Change, huh? It’s been awhile since I read this one,” Ash finally said. She looked at Marie through her glasses with a green, piercing stare. The librarian looked like she was at least ten years older than Marie, and that alone made her intimidating.

“Yeah. Me too.” Marie let out a little laugh, hoping to ease the tension. She saw the corners of Ash’s lips twitch into a slight smile.

“Can I see your student ID?” Ash asked. Marie hesitated. The librarian raised her eyebrows threateningly and she relented, handing it over. The idea of being logged in a disciplinary system made Marie’s skin crawl.

“So, what did you think?” Ash asked as she typed Marie’s information into the keyboard.

“What did I think?”

“Of the book. The characters. The romance,” Ash said without looking up.

“Oh, right. I thought it was incredible! I loved how Rosalia's guilt was contextualized. Sure, she wasn't directly responsible for the cruelty of her father, but she certainly benefitted from it. And it was interesting how Rosalia chose to atone for those sins at the hands of her handmaiden, who she thought was lowborn. Some of those scenes...” Marie trailed off as she thought about the tension between the submissive princess and the dominant handmaiden.

“The fact that it was sapphic didn’t bother you? That tends to turn readers away from it.”

“No, of course not.” Marie’s answer was quick, a little too quick considering how many of her conservative sorority sisters she hid her sexuality to. Ash’s intense gaze returned with an affirming nod, which made Marie feel something warm as the cold rain evaporated from her skin.

“What was your favorite scene?” Ash asked. Marie had an answer, of course. It was right between the bookmark she hadn’t removed from the book, which she stuck in the pages after a particularly memorable late-night reading session.

“Favorite scene? Between Rosalia and Shay?” Marie asked, searching for any answer besides the reveal of Shay's betrayal. She could practically feel the tension from that scene in her bones. She knew it by heart.

Rosalia hung from her wrists, shackled to the ceiling of her bedchambers. She was naked, save for a knotted cloth that gagged her lips. Shay stood in front of her, hands clasped in front of her servant robes.

Excitement coursed through the princess’ stretched body. How would she be disciplined today? Would Shay whip her back with the flogger? Perhaps she’d strike her feet with the cane? Rosalia craved the punishment, especially after her secretive investigation earlier today.

“I know that you know,” Shay said. Confusion washed over the princess’ face, then unfiltered fear dripped down her spine. Rosalia began to mumble, but she was silenced by a raise of her handmaiden’s dark eyebrows.

“You were in my chambers this evening, were you not?” Shay questioned her. It felt like the beginning of an interrogation. Slowly, Rosalia nodded once.

“You saw my letter?”

Rosalia nodded. There was no point in denying the truth.

“Do you know its purpose?”

Rosalia shook her head.

“Don’t go anywhere.” Without another word, Shay left her chambers.

A dark anticipation beat in her chest. Rosalia was not bound for playful discipline, she was bound for legitimate restraint. Earlier that day, she had discovered a letter between Shay and a notorious Resistance leader in her handmaiden’s chambers. If it was fear that provoked Shay to shackle and gag her, Rosalia understood. Shay was worried that the princess would run to her father, and there was only one punishment for treason against the Duke.

Still, it pained Rosalia that Shay did not trust her with the secret. They had spoken at length about the cruelty of her father’s rule and what might be done to counteract it. Shay knew how deep the waters were in the well of her guilt, yet instead of speaking honestly, she bound her as if preparing her for another session with the whip or cane.

Rosalia knew that their tenuous relationship rested on a knife’s edge. It was already treasonous for Shay to bind, whip, and torment her, even if it was at her royal request. But conspiring with a Resistance operative? That was treason to the highest degree.

As the princess waited for Shay to return, the weight of her handmaiden’s secrets became heavy on her aching shoulders. What was Shay’s role in the Resistance? Did she truly desire the cathartic discipline as Rosalia did, or was it just an act of subterfuge? What would Shay do with her now that she knew?

The door opened again, silencing Rosalia’s thoughts at once. Shay locked the door and strode over to her. Her handmaiden was dressed in leather riding breeches and a silk shirt. She held the letter in one hand and a leather crop in the other.

“You made a mistake, little lady.” Shay walked over to Rosalia’s writing desk and held a corner of the letter over a candle. The waxy parchment burned in a brilliant flame, then crumbled to dust on the desk.

“Always so adventurous. So curious.” Shay paced in front of her, spinning the crop between her thumb and forefinger. “You just had to go looking, didn’t you?” For a second, her stoic expression dropped. She almost looked pained.

“Mmm.” Rosalia exhaled a soft mumble. She wished she hadn’t looked. A lifetime of ignorance would be better than losing Shay.

“I must confess that this has been enjoyable. The Duke’s daughter herself, begging for the sting of the whip? It’s as if you answered every one of my most twisted fantasies.” Shay ran the crop up Rosalia’s thigh. She lightly tapped it against her fleshy thigh. Rosalia moaned and twisted, hungry for more pain. She yearned for it.

“Would you like another? One last whipping before we part?”

“Um, I don’t know,” Marie lied, thinking of the helplessly bound Rosalia. “Probably that one scene where they argued about the legitimacy of monarchical rule.”

Ash raised her eyebrows in suspicion. “Really?”

“Yeah, it was… It was an interesting commentary on a historical government system. I actually had to read this for a class,” Marie lied again. Ash’s eyebrows raised another notch, joined by a toothy smile. She swiveled in her chair away from the computer to look at Marie.

“You read Bound to Change because a professor assigned it?” Ash asked. She slid the book in front of Marie and carefully opened the pages around the bookmark. Marie felt a deep shame rise to her face as Ash called her bluff.

“Well we had a choice to write about something that inspired our writing style and…” Marie tried to dig herself out of the massive crater she was in and watched as Ash flipped a page forward. She knew this emotional scene intimately well.

Rosalia bit down on the gag, thankful for the small relief it gave her against the cruel crop. She took every stroke without flinching once. Thick pink welts formed at her thighs and back as Shay snapped the leather against her royal flesh. There was a gravity to this discipline, as if both women thought it would be their last. The princess savored every last sting of the crop and every bead of sweat that dripped from her brow. She could feel her blood boil beneath her skin. It seared away her sins; her family’s sins, or so she told herself.

Slowly, Shay slowed her strokes. Her last tap was gentle, almost loving on the princess’ hip. She reached forward and pulled the knotted cloth from her teeth. It fell against her neck with a wet thud. Rosalia licked her dry lips and stretched out her jaw as Shay slid the key into her shackles. She did not turn it.

“You know too much. Goodbye, Princess.” Shay turned to leave.

“Wait! You don’t have to leave. I won’t tell my father.”

“I can’t risk that.”

“Why not? Who are you?” Rosalia practically shouted, shaking her chains. “You owe me that much.”

Shay turned on her heel and walked back to the princess. “You truly want to know who I am?”

The princess nodded, breathing heavily through her nose.

“I am Ahm’Shay Mezzihan, daughter of Amin. Your father killed mine.”

Rosalia’s heart shattered. All this time, she was the daughter of Amin Mezzihan? The first commander of the Resistance?

She searched Shay’s eyes for an explanation. Her warm, brown irises were glassy with tears. “Shay. You could’ve told me. I would’ve listened,” Rosalia said hoarsely. Her handmaiden turned away from her, blinking back tears.

“You don’t understand.”

“Then make me,” Rosalia demanded.

Shay shook her head.

“Please, Shay. I won’t tell my father. I would never betray you.”

“I know.”

“Don’t leave me! Please, Shay. Say something.” The princess shook her chains again. Something within Shay snapped. She turned to face the princess with a burning conviction.

“You know, I was once like you: stubborn, wild, hungry for pain. I used to burn your father’s stockpiles, poison your garrison’s wells, raid your farmer’s storehouses… I liked it. I even liked getting caught, getting punished. I was the needle in the boot of a giant. But then others joined me. They rallied to my name, to my father’s name. My responsibility to them, to their families…” Shay trailed off. She grabbed the chain above Rosalia’s head and shook it, fire dancing in her eyes.

“I know the guilt you feel. You think that pain is the answer. Well, I found a dark pleasure in my torment. Just. Like. You.” Shay poked her three times in the chest. “And look how I turned out.”

“We’re different, Shay. It’s not the same. I want this. I need this. I can help you.”

“My people would not accept you.”

“Do you? Do you accept me?”

Shay was silent for many long moments. She stared into Rosalia’s eyes with a conflicted expression of love and hate, of duty and passion. Finally, she wrapped her hand around Rosalia’s angular chin and spoke slow, devastating words.

“I do. I accept you. But I cannot have you. Goodbye, Princess.”

Marie sighed and looked at her feet. This was not how she imagined a book return going.

“Hey,” Ash said, her tone a touch more comforting. Marie looked up at her.

“I’m just teasing you, it’s fine." Ash closed the book and tucked it under her desk.

"Really?”

“Yeah, we don’t actually punish students for returning books late. And water damage happens, it was clearly a mistake. Your tuition covers the replacement, if that’s any consolation,” Ash said. Marie’s whole body relaxed from her shoulders to her toes. Admittedly, it was a bit silly to worry as much as she had.

“Thank you so much,” Marie said. She really meant it.

“No problem,” Ash said. “Though I do enforce late fees for my personal collection.”

“Your personal collection?” Marie asked. Ash took a large tote bag out from the desk and pulled a book from it. She dramatically pulled out a thick book with a bold title and an image of a royal hands bound with rope.

“No way. You got a copy of Bound to Her?” Marie asked. The second book of the series wasn’t released yet, at least not officially.

“A small perk of the job.” Ash smiled and pushed the book across the desk to her. A few sticky notes stuck out of the pages and the spine was slightly curved.

“What does Rosalia do? Does she follow Shay back to the Resistance camp? Please tell me she doesn’t report her to the Duke.” Marie pried for details about the cliffhanger ending to Bound to Change.

“Well, I just finished it today, so if you’re interested…”

“I can’t. It’s your book, and look what I did to the last one.”

“Then you better take good care of it,” Ash said. She took out another sticky note, scrawled a date on it, and pressed it to the inside cover.

“It’s due back in 24 hours. Or else.” She flashed a menacing stare that Marie couldn’t quite decipher.

“One day for the whole book?” Marie asked. She was a fast reader, but that was quick even for her.

“Like I said, my personal collection has very strict rules.” Ash smiled devilishly.

“Fair enough. This is really nice of you. And I’ll return it on time, I swear,” Marie said, tucking the book deep into her bag. She turned to leave when Ash stopped her.

“Do you want a ride home? I’m about to close up and I’d rather not get another waterlogged book returned to me,” Ash offered. Marie looked out the window for a good reason to say no. Seeing only rain, she accepted.


Chapter Two: Unreleased Smut

“Forgive me, but you don’t really strike me as the sorority type,” Ash said. They were parked outside Marie’s sorority house. The rain pounded the top of Ash's Honda Civic. It was almost romantic.

“I get that a lot,” Marie said. She didn’t look like most of her sorority sisters and certainly didn’t act like them. A daughter of a Haitian immigrant father and Tennessee-born mother, she stood out in most crowds where she would’ve preferred to blend in.

“It’s nice once you get past the ritualism of it all. Most girls just want to fit in somewhere, you know? Be a part of something,” Marie said.

“Oh, I get it. I joined Kappa Delta my freshman year… twelve years ago?” Ash said, trying to get the date right. “That was really something.”

Marie nodded, not prodding further. Jules had told her stories about what some of the older pledges went through during initiation. Cruel hazing rituals were rampant back then.

“I mean, it did help me realize how gay I was,” Ash laughed and glanced over to Marie to gauge her reaction. Marie’s stomach fluttered. She made an educated guess that Ash swung her way based on her alternative appearance and book taste, but the unprompted confirmation made her pulse quicken.

“Oh yeah? I coulda guessed, being a fan of Bound to Change and all,” Marie said.

“Yeah. Some of my straight friends struggled a bit with it,” Ash said. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Ash rubbing her fingers into her palm nervously. The rain outside beat harder against the roof of the car. Marie didn’t know what to do. Situations like this didn’t happen often for girls like her.

“Well…”

“I hope…”

Marie and Ash spoke at the same time, stumbling over each other’s words. Marie looked at her, illuminated only by the reflection of her headlights. It felt like there was a fist clenched in her core, squeezing her nervous excitement tight. Ash’s eyes flickered between her own gaze and her lips. She shouldn’t kiss her, right? No, Ash was a University employee and much older than her. That would be too forward.

“Can I…”

“I should…”

They spoke over each other again. Ash laughed a cute, hearty laugh and nodded towards the sorority house. 50 feet of rain separated the car and her front door. 
“You’re gonna have to run,” Ash said. “And to think you were just starting to dry off…”

“That’s something to know about me,” Marie said, popping the door open. “I’m never lucky.” Ash laughed again and looked as if she wanted to say something more. She found her voice when Marie put one foot out the door.

“24 hours,” Ash reminded her. “Don’t be late.”

Marie smiled and pulled her hood over her head, disappearing into the night. The rain pounded against her face as she ran to her house. She probably looked ridiculous in front of Ash. She threw open the door again, startled a different group of freshmen than before, and wiped the rain out of her face.

“Who’s that, Marie?” Jules called over to her. She was staring out the window with a craned neck, trying to get a look at the driver.

“Oh, the librarian gave me a ride home,” Marie said. Jules raised her eyebrows suggestively.

“She’s still there, you know. I think she wanted to make sure you got inside safely,” Jules teased. Marie took her wet jacket off and shook it towards Jules menacingly.

“Come on, be reasonable!” Jules lifted her book again in defense.

“You’re such an instigator,” Marie said. She tossed her jacket on a hook and collapsed in the chair next to Jules.

“I mean, you were sitting with her for a really long time. Long enough to…?”

“If you want details, this is the worst way to get them,” Marie threatened. She looked around the room and saw a few girls eavesdropping in the common room.

“How far back did her seats recline?” Jules whispered. “Or did you crawl in the backseat?”

“I’m gonna kill you,” Marie said through clenched teeth. “We didn’t do anything, obviously. She did give me a book though.”

“Well, yeah. She’s a librarian. Isn’t that her job?”

“No, I mean… Yes, it’s her job. But she gave me a book from her personal collection: Bound to Her. It hasn't even been officially released yet,” Marie explained in a hushed tone.

“She gave you some unreleased smut to read? That’s like, fifth base,” Jules said. “Charlotte and I tried anal way before we were on book-sharing terms.”

“Gross. That’s an overshare and a brag.” Marie rolled her eyes. “She said if I don’t return it in 24 hours, there’s gonna be a late fee.”

“Oh yeah? What’s she gonna do, make you memorize the Dewey Decimal System?”

“I don’t know! It’s kinda exciting, to be honest. Maybe I should return it just before the deadline. Make her sweat, you know?”

“You’re such a nerd. Only you would get horny over a library book due date,” Jules laughed.

“I am not horny,” Marie lied. She stood up and grabbed her bag, looking down at Jules with a smile. “And if you’ll excuse me, I have some unreleased smut to read.”

✽✽✽

Rosalia stood atop the Resistance camp’s central tower, gazing across the moonlit horizon towards her father’s castle. The wind whipped through her hair and pressed her simple peasant dress against her chest. It was freeing to be high above ground and not chained to the wall of a windowless cell. “I want to keep you in my sight,” Shay had told her after a Resistance guard tried to assassinate Rosalia on her first night in the garrison. She had her moved to her personal quarters in the center of the camp and refused to let anyone else near her. Shay was quite possessive, it seemed.

When she fled her father’s castle in search of Shay, she hoped to convince the Resistance that she believed in their cause. But no one would speak to her, not even Shay. Every day, she watched her former handmaiden rally soldiers and denounce her father’s name. Gone was the woman who debated philosophy with her, who brushed her hair, and who spanked her pink over her knee when she needed it most. In her place was a commander, a warlord, and a leader of people. Maybe she was a fool for believing that Shay ever cared about her. It was her job to spy on her family, after all.

In truth, Rosalia traded freedom in one tower for captivity in another. Shay shackled her to her bed in the evening and locked the door to the camp during the day. It was for her protection, Shay had explained. With how high the moon was in the sky, it was a matter of minutes before Shay came to retrieve and bind her for the evening.

“You should be careful, Princess. It's a long way down,” Shay said, appearing behind Rosalia at the top of the tower. The princess stiffened at the sound of her voice. A concoction of anticipation and anger mixed in her veins.

“Shay,” Rosalia acknowledged her. The curly-haired woman slid next to her on the railing. Rosalia could smell her earthy pheromones and sweet perfume, but her affection for Shay was a sliver of what it once was. How could she value a woman who thought so little of her?

“You’re upset with me,” Shay said.

“I am.”

“You chose to come here.”

“I did.”

“You could leave, if you wanted. I’d escort you home.”

“I know.”

“What did you think would happen, coming here?”

Rosalia said nothing and stared into the forest between the camp and her castle.

“You don’t understand what I’ve done to protect you.”

“Protect me?” Rosalia scoffed. “I don’t want your protection.”

“I think you do. You wouldn’t believe how many of my people are calling for your head.”

“Is that right? Then perhaps you should give it to them.”

Marie checked the time on her phone. It was well past midnight and she had class early in the morning. But it was more than fiery dialogue that made her want to push forward. One of the sticky notes Ash left in the book was coming up. Marie ran her thumb across the thick pages to the spine, which was streaked with stress marks from being repeatedly bent. Something dawned on Marie. She held the book in one hand and folded it in half, which creased the book to the sticky-noted page.

Marie knew immediately what Ash did with the book. Her own bookshelf was filled with broken spines; necessary evils to leave another hand free while reading. She always felt a little guilty for breaking the spine of a book so she could get off to its contents, but if her librarian was doing it, then what did she have to worry about?

An image of Ash in bed with glasses on the tip of her nose and a hand buried between her thighs appeared in Marie’s mind. With the book firmly in one hand, she slid her other into the hem of her underwear and kept reading.

The retort spilled out of her mouth before she could think. Shay was stunned, mouth agape, and Rosalia pushed her advantage.

“You know what I’ve been thinking? Perhaps we are the same. You see me and see the Duke’s daughter. You imagine me as some spoiled despot, ruling over my subjects from a lofty tower, but look at yourself,” Rosalia snarled. She took a step closer to Shay, who was pressed against the railing.

“You rile your people up, spit on my family’s name, and then expect them not to come for my neck? You are not their savior, nor are you mine.”

“I never said…”

“Oh, enough!” Rosalia silenced her. To her surprise, Shay closed her lips. Rosalia took a steady breath and realized how close they were. She saw fear in her eyes. Shay was in over her head.

“Do not play games with me, Ahm’Shay,” Rosalia said her full name. The word felt intimate on her lips, like a long kiss on the collarbone. The princess paused a moment, then unleashed her heart upon her.

“It’s been a month of this. A month! If I am your prisoner, then bind me in your dungeons. That I can accept. That is what I expected, coming here. But do not pretend to care about me if you truly despise me. That is a torment I will not accept,” Rosalia spat. Her words echoed in the silent night.

Shay said nothing and chewed on her bottom lip. There was something she yearned to say, but her tongue did not have the strength to utter it. The Resistance leader took a deep breath and put a smile on her lips.

“You haven’t asked why I’ve come to see you tonight.” Shay spoke as if she was Rosalia’s lover, just stopping by for a glimpse of her beauty. If only.

“I assumed it was time for my nightly chaining,” Rosalia said, anger still dripping from her tongue.

“Just the opposite, actually. Resistance leaders from the South and East are meeting with me tonight to discuss a new operation. You will be in attendance,” Shay said.

“You’re serious?” Rosalia’s scorn dropped entirely. She couldn’t believe it. After an entire month of being shut out, now she was being brought in?

“What will you have me do?” Rosalia asked. She found herself genuinely curious. Maybe there was a reason she had been squirreled away as a prisoner.

“Ah, so you’ve accepted. Good. We have lots to discuss later. For now, let’s make you presentable.”

Rosalia was led into Shay’s chambers, where a steaming bath of sweet-smelling water waited. Soaps, brushes, and towels were neatly arranged on a small table beside the bath. Looking down at her fingernails, Rosalia knew she needed this. The thick layer of dirt told her it had been far too long since her last proper bath.

“For you, Princess,” Shay said. She held her arm out to the bath and turned away from her to rifle through her wardrobe. Rosalia approached the water with caution, as if expecting some kind of trick. She trailed her fingertips through the water and felt the warmth spread through her fingers to her hand.

“I did not poison it,” Shay said over her shoulder. Rosalia felt a smile tug at the corners of her lips. She picked at the top strap of her peasant dress, nervous to be naked again in Shay’s presence. The last time she was nude in front of her, she turned her pale flesh pink and revealed her treason against the Duke. Echoes of that intimate session danced across her skin, making her thin hair raise in excitement.

Spurred by the ghostly ache, she quickly shed her dress and stepped into the water before Shay could turn and catch her looking nervous.

“Oh,” Rosalia couldn’t help herself but let out a gasp. The hot water hugged her body with a gentle embrace. She closed her eyes for a moment and let herself fall into the past. Lush gardens in the courtyard, dinner with Shay on the terrace, flirty exchanges with suitors in court, the shine of the sun reflecting off her silk…

“It looks like I’ll need to expedite this,” Shay said, breaking Rosalia from her memories. She knelt at the edge of the tub and plunged a sponge into the soapy water. Rosalia’s legs twitched as her knuckles grazed her thigh. Strangely, she felt more exposed under suds than bound by chains. Shay brought the sponge to her neck and squeezed the soapy water down her shoulders and chest. Calloused hands that were far more comfortable handling steel now dragged the sponge across the princess’ skin with gentle, but firm strokes.

Marie traced her labia with her thumb and pinky as her three middle fingers slid against her vulva. Her knuckles pressed against her underwear as she slid her digits lower. She dipped her fingertips low and slid her fingers back up, brushing her delicate folds with her slick arousal. Marie could feel her heartbeat pulse against her fingers, daring her to follow its rhythm.

Rosalia felt her breath quicken as Shay dipped the sponge lower. Her heart and mind were in a constant conflict regarding Shay, but her body found the situation all too simple.

“It’s been a while, hasn’t it?” Shay asked in a whisper. She pressed the sponge between her breasts and moved it slowly. As her handmaiden, she used to wash Rosalia regularly, but her touch felt different this time. It was anxious, almost hopeful.

“You didn’t normally spend this much time on my tits,” Rosalia said. She felt Shay’s hand retract slightly in embarrassment, as if it weren’t obvious what she was doing.

“If you’d rather…”

“I didn’t tell you to stop.” She pounced on Shay’s moment of vulnerability and put her hand on top of Shay’s, urging it tighter to her chest. There was a twisted satisfaction, watching her struggle to control herself. Looking into her eyes, Rosalia saw more than the indifference she was used to. There was genuine need; whether for acceptance, release, or something entirely else, Rosalia didn’t know. But she was not about to squander the small sliver of power she had waiting to figure it out.

Rosalia slipped her fingers underneath Shay’s submerged hand and tugged the sponge from her grasp. It rose to the top of the water, leaving Shay’s bare hand pressed against Rosalia’s breast. The princess raised her eyebrows, taunting her to make a move. Shay’s face was close enough to hear the steady breathing between her lips.

“Do you… desire this?” Shay asked, her voice quiet and her eyes hopeful. Rosalia felt Shay’s thumb slide over her nipple. The princess smiled. For the first time since she arrived in the camp, she was in control. Rosalia slid a hand up to Shay’s and pushed it down her body between her legs.

“I demand it,” Rosalia said.

Marie bit the inside of her lip, her heart fluttering as the dynamic shifted on the sticky note-marked page. She imagined Ash’s soft cheeks flushing as the tension built between Rosalia and Shay; her lips parting as they did in the car earlier that night. Marie circled her three fingers up and around her clit, wondering if that was how Ash touched herself. She imagined Ash’s fingers, slippery with arousal, peeling a sticky note off the pad to mark her pleasure. Lost in the fantasy, Marie brought the book to her nose and inhaled deeply as her fingertips worked lazy circles around her clit.

The aroma of fresh paper and ink filled her completely. As she took another breath, she swore she could smell something else. Something strong and earthy and intoxicating. A soft shiver trickled down her ribs as Ash’s words echoed in her mind. I do enforce late fees for my personal collection… 24 hours… or else…

She increased her tempo with thoughts of Ash’s punishment melting her mind. Marie was in the library’s basement, bound to a bookshelf with her clothes tattered at her ankles, like Rosalia. Ash paced in front of her, a cold rage resonating from her slender form. She held a thick wooden ruler in her hands and looked like she was a moment away from using it on Marie’s exposed flesh. Ash stopped, walked up Marie, and roughly slapped her other hand between her thighs, cupping her exposed sex.

“Oh,” Marie moaned. It was a soft exhale, barely audible. She breathed in the book’s scent and let her fantasy overtake her senses. Hours of pent-up arousal condensed to a single point and with a practiced swirl of her fingertips, a mind-bending climax flared in her core. Even as her fingers slowed, she felt pleasure pulse through her clit. Marie opened her eyes and blinked the daze out of her vision, her forehead slick with sweat.

She looked at the time, then back at the book. There were more many more pages and six sticky notes left to read. How could she possibly finish the book before the deadline tomorrow? What would happen if she didn’t?


Chapter Three: Easy to Read

“Up late reading?” Jules asked as Marie sat down next to her with bloodshot eyes. Jules' girlfriend Charlotte suppressed a giggle with a sip of coffee, which all but confirmed that they were gossiping about her. The two of them were Marie’s closest friends and the only openly lesbian couple in the sorority.

“I was studying,” Marie lied. Jules and Charlotte shared a suspicious look and turned their attention to her.

“Here. You need this more than me.” Charlotte pushed her mug across the table to Marie. She pushed her hair behind her ears and leaned over the table like a detective interrogating a suspect.

“So. Jules told me you have a date,” Charlotte said. She was trying to act nonchalant but couldn’t keep the smile off her lips.

“I do not have a date. I have a book,” Marie said, holding up Bound to Her. “And it has a very strict due date.”

“What’s with all the sticky notes?” Charlotte asked. Marie swatted her hand away as she reached for it.

“Just some sections that Ash really liked.”

“What kinda sections?”

“Alright, what’re we doing here?” Marie demanded. She was too tired to play this game.
“Hm… she’s defensive,” Charlotte noted, turning to Jules. Marie rolled her eyes and took a long drink of coffee. She was going to need it to put up with whatever this interrogation was.

“Well, I’m just curious about my very good friend’s love life, that’s all. And from what I heard, some serious sparks flew last night,” Charlotte said. Jules nodded in agreement. Marie looked around to make sure the prying ears of her other sorority sisters weren’t listening around the corner.

“Fine. You’re right. Some sparks flew, she gave me a book, and I was up late… enjoying it,” Marie said the last part in a hushed voice. Charlotte and Jules shared an excited look and turned their attention back to her.

“But she’s older than me, maybe 30? And she’s an employee of the school so…”

“So what? It’s not like she’s your professor, although that would probably be even hotter for you,” Charlotte teased. Marie couldn’t help but laugh; she was right, after all.

“Why are we even having this conversation? I mean, nothing’s happened between us. I just need to return the book before 9 p.m. tonight and we’ll see where it goes from there,” Marie said.

“See?” Charlotte asked Jules, alluding to some earlier conversation. Marie was beginning to feel like she was out of the loop on her own life.

“This is exactly why we’re having this conversation. There’s no way you’re gonna return that book on time,” Jules finally spoke. Marie thought back to her fantasy last night. The idea of being treated like Rosalia for returning a book late seemed so silly now that her system wasn’t running hot. But still, there was something in Ash’s eyes that made her think it wasn’t just an innocent book loan.

“What do you think she’s gonna do to me?” Marie whispered.

“Oh, I think she’s gonna bend you over a desk and paddle you until you’re pink, probably,” Charlotte whispered back. Marie’s cheeks burned a brilliant red at the thought.

“You think she’s that kinky?” Marie asked.

“Marie. She gave you lesbian erotica barely disguised as a fantasy novel and told you there would be consequences for not reading the whole thing in a day,” Jules said. “I don’t know how kinky she is, but she definitely wants to fuck you.”

“For the record, I think she’s super kinky,” Charlotte chimed in.

“Noted. Thank you,” Marie addressed Charlotte before turning back to Jules.

“What should I do?”

✽✽✽

Marie stood outside her sorority house with Bound to Her clutched in her hands. It was 8:45 p.m. and only getting later.

“I feel like this is trying too hard,” Marie motioned to her body. Jules picked out a white sundress with a deep neckline and short hem from the depths of her closet. She had a touch of blush on her cheeks and mascara on her lashes, which Charlotte insisted on. Worst of all, she wore a matching set of nude lingerie underneath the dress. It felt overly hopeful that tonight would turn into something more than a book return.

“I couldn’t disagree more,” Charlotte said with a cheerful smile. 

“This feels really stupid. What if she just takes the book and doesn’t say anything else?”

“Then you come back here and tell us how wrong we were,” Jules said. “Seriously though, just go have fun. Maybe you'll get lucky for once.”

“Maybe,” Marie sighed and started walking towards the library, her flats clicking against the pavement. For all the chaos in her head, it was a beautiful night for a walk. The air was cool, the stone path was lit by the setting sun, and the campus was clear from students finishing a long week of classes. At this point, she had to accept whatever late fee Ash had planned for her. Even if she ran, she wouldn’t make it there before the deadline. And Jules and Charlotte were probably right; this was a rule that was meant to be broken.

Marie climbed the steps up to the library door and checked the time. It was 9:02 p.m. and the place looked deserted. In the lobby, the janitor looked up at her with a surprised look.

“I’m sorry honey, we’re closing down. I gotta imagine you got something better to be doing than studying on a Friday night,” the old woman said.

“Oh, I’ll be quick. I’m just returning a book. Do you know if the librarian’s still here? Ash?”

“She sure is. Head down those stairs and stick left.”

“Thanks.” Marie gave her a warm smile and hurried down the stairs. Her heart was a flurry in her chest. Around the corner, she peeked and saw Ash packing up her bag at her desk with her back to the stairs. A pit in her stomach opened between the feeling of an innocent crush and unbounded lust. Marie took a deep breath and walked over with as much confidence as she could muster.

“We’re closed,” Ash said without turning around. Marie kept walking forward, looking around to make sure the tables were clear of late-night crammers. Ash was dressed in a cream-colored sweater, a black pleated skirt, and sheer stockings. Her sable hair was up in a ponytail and her bangs were messy on her forehead.

“I was hoping you could make an exception,” Marie said. Ash dropped the book she was holding and turned around.

“Marie. You’re late,” Ash said. She sat back down in her chair and rolled up against the desk with her fingers steepled together. Despite her serious tone, Marie saw a mixture between relief, surprise, and excitement wash over Ash’s face. Maybe her friends were right.

“I know, I’m really sorry,” Marie said. The apology rolled off her tongue with the embarrassed, eager tone of a teacher’s pet.

“Here.” Marie slid Bound to Her across the desk. “I was reading really late today and meant to return it, but I got… I got distracted and I lost track of time. I’m really sorry.”

“Distracted?” Ash asked, immediately picking up on the subtext. She took the book and turned it over, checking for damage. Her fingers pinched a bright purple sticky note that stood out in the sea of blues that Ash put there.

“You marked a page?” Ash asked.

“Yes. Last night, you asked me what my favorite section was, so I wanted to come prepared,” Marie said. Ash’s lips curled just enough to show Marie that she was thoroughly amused by her presentation.

“Come prepared for what, exactly?” Ash asked. Her eyes burned into Marie’s. Even though she was sitting and Marie was standing, Marie felt small in her presence.

“I don’t know,” Marie lied. She had spent an hour in the shower preparing for tonight, but it would be a bit forward to let Ash know that she shaved, scrubbed, and lotioned everything for her. Ash looked at her up and down, eyes flickering as if she could read her mind. Then, a knowing smile broke on Ash’s lips.

“I did warn you about a pretty serious late fee,” Ash said. She got up from her chair and circled around to the front of the desk, leaning back on her wide hips and supporting her weight with her arms.

“I know. I’ll do anything to make it up to you,” Marie said. It was hard to keep a smile off her face, but she didn’t want to spoil the tension. Ash looked her over once more. It was clear that she was trying to figure out whether Marie was being sincere or not.

“That’s good. I hope you didn’t make other plans tonight,” Ash said. She was still testing the waters, careful to make sure that Marie had the same intentions that she did.

“My schedule is very open,” Marie said. The spark of amusement returned to Ash’s eyes.

“Is that right? And if I asked you to join me somewhere with less prying eyes?”’

“I'd say that once again, I’m very open,” Marie whispered. Ash nodded in understanding and picked up Bound to Her from the desk. 
“Wonderful. Follow me.”

Ash led Marie through a maze of bookshelves and reading tables to an unassuming door in the back of the library. With her back to her, Marie couldn’t help but smile at how easily she was playing her part. Then again, pretending to be an eager student who couldn’t stomach disappointment wasn’t much of a departure from reality. Ash stopped by the door with her hand on the handle and turned to face Marie.

“Books are much easier to read than people, you know,” Ash said cryptically. Marie studied her face and saw a nervous flush in her cheeks. It was kind of cute to see such a serious woman so flustered.

“You’re reading me very well,” Marie affirmed, giving her the reassurance she was looking for.

“Good.” Ash twisted the handle of the door and showed a dark, descending staircase to Marie. “Then you shouldn’t have any problem going down there.”

“None at all.” In truth, Marie’s palms and neck were sweaty with anticipation. It was one thing to fantasize about characters in a book, but reality was waiting for her down a flight of dust-powdered stairs.

“After you.” Marie swallowed her anxiety and took a few steps down the wooden stairs. She looked back over her shoulder to see Ash close the door behind her and lock the deadbolt with a key from her carabiner. Her heart rate spiked at the reality of being locked in the basement with an almost-stranger. But then again, isn’t that exactly what she wanted?

Marie stepped down the stairs to the basement archive carefully as if not to wake whatever monster was being kept down there. The smell of old books, leather, and wood filled her nose. It was similar to what she imagined Rosalia’s old bedchambers smelled like.

Behind her, Ash flipped a switch and ignited a dozen old, warm lightbulbs across the basement. The archive was a long stretch of old bookshelves in rows with boxes of files and documents scattered between. At the front of the room sat a large wooden desk with a well-used leather chair and an old reading lamp. Whatever modernization the library had gotten over the years certainly didn’t extend to this place.

“I love it down here,” Ash said. She tossed Bound to Her on the desk and sat down in the massive leather chair.

“Why’s that?”

“It’s quiet, secluded, and filled with all sorts of old books.”

“Are you sure you’re not a serial killer?” Marie asked, glancing over her shoulder towards the locked door.

“Are you?” Ash asked. Marie’s face went white. With the way she was looking at her, she didn’t know whether Ash wanted to kiss her or kidnap her.

“Why don’t you take a seat?” Ash pointed to an old folding chair on the other side of the desk. Marie tucked her dress under her thighs and sat down with her hands folded in her lap.

“This library was built hundreds of years ago, did you know that?” Ash asked. Marie shook her head.

“Back in those days, students truly valued books. Imagine writing a research paper with no computer, no internet, nothing. It was a lot harder. When someone lost, damaged, or didn’t return a book, they were depriving others of very important information. What would you do if the book you needed to write a paper on was forgotten in some other student’s bag for half a year?”

“I don’t know,” Marie said. The fire in Ash’s eyes made her shift nervously in the uncomfortable chair.

“You’d be fucked. Simple as that,” Ash said. Marie nodded. She could feel where this was going.

“It should come as no surprise that back then, there were some pretty serious punishments for breaking library rules."

“Really? Like what?”

“Well, one time a student racked up a late fee so high, she had to spend every night in the archive sorting through boxes and organizing documents,” Ash said. She opened a drawer in the desk and took out a thick roll of duct tape. Marie eyed it suspiciously while Ash continued her monologue.

“The poor girl was down here so much, people used to joke that she was the librarian’s pet,” Ash said. Marie thought back to what Jules told her last night; about the librarians who locked people in the basement. That joke was starting to seem uncomfortably serious.

“While library has moved on from such archaic punishments, I’m something of a traditionalist. I believe that students must feel the impact a book can have, don’t you agree?”

“I… of course,” Marie said softly. Ash smiled and stood up, walking around the desk to move closer to Marie. She leaned against the edge of the desk and picked up Bound to Her. 
“Let’s start with something simple. Call it… line recitation. That scene you bookmarked earlier,” Ash opened it to the purple sticky note, “Read it to me.”

Marie took the book and looked down at the page she marked. It was the scene that followed Princess Rosalia and Shay’s dinner with the Resistance leaders.

“The whole scene?” Marie asked, though she assumed the answer.

“Every word.”

The dinner went as well as Rosalia could’ve expected. The Resistance leaders from the South and East were kind and agreeable, more so than even Shay had been. Perhaps it was their distance from her father’s reach that made them less hostile. Though the proposal the three leaders had for Rosalia was less than agreeable: she was to return to her father in a prisoner swap and lower the drawbridge for Resistance forces. Of course, Rosalia said that she would do it. What other option was there?

When they returned to the tower, Shay was upbeat and smiling. She poured two glasses of wine and held one out to Rosalia. The princess didn’t notice. She was staring at the chains secured to her bed.

“I’m surprised you were so agreeable tonight, Princess,” Shay said.

“Did I have a choice?” Rosalia didn’t look at her, staring only at the chains.

“Of course you did.” She walked over to Rosalia and put a hand on her waist, but the princess turned it away. 

“Did I truly? What would have happened if I refused?”

“I told you, I would’ve protected you.”

“Against those men? You would choose me over them? After a month like this?” Rosalia gestured to the chains.

“Those men are good people who want fair treatment for their families. They know how important you are.”

“Fair treatment? How could you possibly say that when we both know where I’ll be sleeping tonight.” Rosalia took the shackles and shook them in front of Shay’s face. Her chest pulsed with anger, some at Shay, but mostly at herself. She should’ve known that there would be a cost to betraying her father and defecting to the Resistance.

“We don’t have to do that anymore. Those chains were for appearances. We can be equals, partners even. Rosalia, please…”

“That's easy to say when they aren't around your wrists. If we're equals, then you’ll put these on,” Rosalia said. She held the shackles out to Shay.

“Rosalia…”

“You speak of fair treatment and equality. If you truly believe the words you speak, you’ll put these on,” Rosalia said.

“Surely there’s another way to prove my conviction to you,” Shay protested. Rosalia’s eyes reflected the fire from the candlelight. A conviction bubbled up within her. All at once, Shay's actions became so obvious. 

“You love me,” Rosalia said. Shay’s eyes shot wide, lips parted with shock. “You do, don’t you?” The princess stepped closer to her and continued.

“When you were my handmaiden, you were eager to discipline me. Now, as my warden, you’re scared to touch me. But you want to. I can feel it. Today, in the bath… I did not compel your hands to wander,” Rosalia said. She took a step closer to the stunned woman.

“I know how this tears at your heart. You love a princess from a family you hate. You bind the woman you want to be free with. It hurts, doesn’t it?” Rosalia asked. She was close to Shay now, the thick chains weighing heavy between them. Wordlessly, Shay nodded once.

“Imagine how I feel. I fled a life of pleasure to be nothing more than your prisoner. I can’t help but love you, and believe me I’ve tried. All I've ever wanted was your approval, a touch that didn’t come from a whip,” Rosalia said. She lifted the shackles in front of Shay once more. Shay’s eyes shifted between the heavy irons and Rosalia’s equally menacing gaze.

“You love me? Despite what I’ve done?” Shay asked softly. Her eyes were glassy with tears ready to fall.

“I love you because of what you’ve done,” Rosalia said. She didn’t believe the words until she said them. But in the deepest part of her being, she knew they were true.

Hands shaking, Shay lifted her wrists up to Rosalia, signaling her submission. The princess locked a cuff around her right wrist, then her left, leaving a little more space than Shay allowed her. She twisted the key to lock them in place, then threaded the key ring through the thin silver necklace on Shay’s neck. Shay’s eyebrows furrowed in confusion. She could very easily escape with the key so close to her.

“With me, there is always a choice,” Rosalia said. Her fingers trailed from her collarbone to the neckline of her dress. She positioned her hands on either side of the seam and ripped the dress open down the front with a forceful tear. Shay gasped as the delicate fabric was torn from her shoulders and chest. Her breasts spilled out of the tattered dress, which barely held together at her waist. Rosalia traced her fingers down her sides, thumbs brushing over her nipples, before she gripped the waist of her gown. She looked up at Shay, who was covering her breasts with her cuffed hands.

“It’s a shame to ruin such a pretty dress,” Rosalia said and ripped the dress down off her waist, bursting the thinly-stitched seams. She was surprised to see her nude underneath the thin garment, and by the pink of Shay’s cheeks, she too wasn’t expecting to be revealed with such violence.

Rosalia took a step back to admire her work. Shay was as Rosalia used to be: chained, naked, and at her mercy. Either woman could’ve stopped here and declared the display of submission sufficient, but neither did. Rosalia wanted to do more than prove a point and Shay was eager to prove herself.

“Get on the bed, hands and knees,” Rosalia said. Even in dominance her voice floated with a warm friendliness. Shay obeyed. She stepped out of her dress and knelt on the bed facing Rosalia.

“Turn around,” Rosalia said.

Marie stopped reading and looked up at Ash. The librarian was watching her with an intense glare, but there was a splash of pink on her pale cheeks. She was enjoying this as much as Marie was. Marie cleared her throat and looked at the floor, pretending to be flustered by the fiery content.

“Oh, you were doing so well,” Ash said. “You didn’t want to continue?”

“I’m embarrassed. I know what they're about to do, and I don't know if I can read it," Marie said, still looking at the floor.

“That’s a shame. Here I thought you were capable of having mature conversations about explicit topics. But it seems as if your inability to follow due dates is matched by your cowardly immaturity,” Ash said. Marie looked up at her, eyes narrowed from the insult.

“Ah, did I strike a nerve?” Ash taunted. Marie smiled. It was fun to dance around and flirt, but she wanted something more.

“No, you didn’t. I was expecting that you might actually be striking my nerves tonight. But if you want to waste time listening to me read, by all means let me continue…” Marie said with as much of Rosalia’s trademark scorn as she could muster. The pent-up energy from 24 hours of tension was at a knife’s point. They had both enjoyed flirting around the line between fantasy and reality, and someone was about to cross it.

“I’m very sorry,” Ash said, venom dripping from her tongue. “I must have forgotten that punishments are supposed to be fun. Slipped my mind.”

“I didn’t mean…” Marie started to apologize.

“No no, my methods just weren’t up to your standards,” Ash cut her off. “Why don’t you tell me how you want to be punished? Since you’re clearly an expert on the matter.”

Silence filled the few feet of distance between librarian and student. Ash looked Marie up and down with expectant, hungry eyes. Marie ran her tongue across her dry lips and searched Ash’s face for a cue. She was expecting the dominant librarian to take charge here, but she backed herself into a corner with her outburst. There was no way out of this one.

“Last night, when I was reading the book, I imagined myself… restrained,” Ash admitted. She felt more vulnerable now than she had all evening. It felt like she was taking a test in a foreign language she had never heard of.

“Noted. Continue,” Ash said. She grabbed the roll of duct tape on the desk and rolled it between her fingers. Marie swallowed hard.

“I imagined you with a ruler,” Marie admitted. Ash opened a drawer in the desk and produced a thick, wooden ruler. It looked exactly like the one in her fantasy.

“I have one of those,” Ash said as if taking inventory.

“And I was naked. My clothes were all over the place,” Marie said with an air of finality. That was as much as she was willing to explain.

“Here you are, fully clothed,” Ash said. Marie’s lips curled into a smile. She stood up, pulled a strap from her dress off one shoulder, and watched Ash’s eyes trail from her neck to her collarbone. Though she thirsted for submission, Marie could feel the power she had over the older woman.

“Here I am,” Marie said, slipping the other strap off her shoulder. With a small push from her thumbs, the sundress fell to her hips, then to her ankles. Marie felt the chill of the cool basement on her exposed skin. The lingerie Charlotte and Jules picked out for her provided little comfort, but the cream-colored lace did look stunning on her latte-brown skin. She stepped out of the dress towards Ash, shrinking the already closing distance between them.

Marie could see the gears turning in Ash’s head. Whatever expectation the librarian had when Marie walked down her stairs, this was far exceeding it. Ash took a step towards Marie and stared her straight in the eyes, inches apart from her face.

“You think you know what you’re getting yourself into. You don’t.” She dragged the hard edge of the ruler up Marie’s thigh, hip, and ribcage to her bra. Marie exhaled softly, sinking into the submission.

“Take this off,” Ash said, her tone deep and luxurious. Marie obeyed. She reached behind her back and unclasped the lacy garment. The bra slipped off her shoulders and revealed her heavy breasts. Ash kept eye contact the whole time, though Marie could tell she was tempted to look.

“I was going to go easy on you… embarrass you a little, tease you a bit, maybe take you back to my place. But you really need this now, don’t you?” Ash asked. She dragged the ruler back down her side to the thin band of lace circling her hips. Taking her direction, Marie slid her fingers down her hips and pushed her panties down to her ankles.

Ash’s eyes flicked between her naked thighs, hips, and chest. The exhilaration Marie felt pounding through her system was reflected on Ash’s face. Despite her cold, domineering attitude, she looked like she could barely contain herself. Marie liked that. If Ash was about to break after just seeing her tits, it wouldn’t take much more to have the serious librarian melting in need.

Ash exhaled carefully, perhaps clearing her head, and picked up the roll of duct tape from the desk. She stretched out an inch of tape and ran her finger along the edge. Whether from her arousal or the cool air in the archive, Marie felt her nipples harden and goosebumps prickle on her arms.

“This is a little archaic even by my standards. You’d have to do something pretty severe to necessitate restraint,” Ash said. “Tell me, Marie, what have you done to deserve such treatment?”

Marie swallowed hard. She thought about the late night she had with her hand buried in her thighs, inhaling the scent of the book. The confidence on Ash’s face made it clear that she knew what Marie did.

“The reason I didn’t finish the book was… well.. I was touching myself,” Marie said softly.

Ash raised an eyebrow. There were flames in her irises behind her glasses. “Where?”

“I think you know.”

“Here?” Ash reached forward and grazed her fingertips across Marie’s collarbone.

“Not quite.”

“Here?” Her fingers brushed the sensitive skin of her breasts and swirled around her hips.

“Warmer,” Marie said. Ash’s touch was agonizingly gentle, almost ticklish.

“Here?” Ash stepped closer and pressed her hand against her inner thigh. Marie let out a small gasp as the heel of her hand brushed the crease of her thigh.

“Here,” Marie said. She put her hand over Ash’s and moved it between her legs, barely hovering above her sex. For a moment, Ash looked like she was about to give in to her hunger. They were so close, Marie could feel Ash’s sweater brush against her breasts. Marie pushed Ash’s hand closer. She wanted her to feel how badly she wanted this. If her innuendos, lingerie, and nudity weren’t obvious enough, feeling her warm, slick sex would tell her everything she needed to know.

“Not so fast,” Ash said into Marie’s lips. She pulled her hand away and pulled out a long stretch of tape. Marie internally groaned at how slow Ash was taking this, but she knew consequences would come with further complaining.

“This seems necessary first,” Ash said as she circled behind Marie. She positioned her arms behind her back so her wrists were stacked on top of each other, each hand grasping the opposite elbow.

“It seems that you lack focus. You’re easily distracted by wandering hands and lusty urges,” Ash said. She began binding Marie’s wrists tight with the tape, taking care to make sure she couldn’t shake loose.

“Lusty urges?” Marie asked mockingly, flexing her fingers against the tape to see if there was any room to struggle. There wasn’t. She watched Ash pick up her panties from the pile of discarded clothing and ball them up.

“Did you pull that straight from Bound to… mmph!” Marie’s insult was interrupted as a wad of arousal-soaked lace was shoved between her teeth. Ash ripped a small piece of tape off the role and pressed it over her lips to secure it in place.

“Shhh. You're in a library,” Ash smiled as she smoothed the tape out with her thumbs. Marie was melting. It was surreal to be in the library’s basement with a beautiful, dominant woman willing to turn her fantasy into reality. And the humiliation of being forced to taste her own arousal only deepened the pulsing in her core.

“Snap your fingers if you want to be released,” Ash whispered in her ear. Marie nodded once.

“As I was saying, I’m quite sure that you would’ve finished the book had you not been so easily distracted by your lust.” Ash put the tape back on the desk and picked up her ruler. Marie eyed it nervously as Ash tapped it against her hand. The librarian circled her like she was prey. She flinched as Ash pressed the corner of the ruler into the flesh of her tits, thighs, and ass, looking for the most sensitive skin to strike.

“I prefer positive reinforcement, you know. I usually opt for tease and denial. But it’s clear that I need to take a more punitive approach with you.”

Ash grabbed the soft flesh underneath Marie’s chin and pulled her over to the large desk. Without ceremony, she pushed the student down against the hard, cold wood. Marie gasped into her gag as her breasts pressed into wood and her hips hinged on the hard edge. Ash kicked her feet wider apart, exposing her sex and arching her back.

“You’ve fantasized about this before, haven’t you?” Ash dragged the tip of the ruler down Marie’s curved spine.

“Mmhmm,” Marie mumbled. She tried to look back at the cruel librarian, but her cheek was firmly pressed to the desk. All she could see were the endless rows of the archives.

“I could see it in your eyes, you know, when you returned Bound to Change soaking wet.” Ash dragged the ruler up Marie’s thigh. She used it to spread her ass slightly open. A deep humiliation settled in her chest as the librarian inspected her intimate folds. Marie could feel her wetness; she could taste it on the underwear stuffed between her teeth. But it was something else entirely to have another woman see how hopelessly aroused she was.

“You broke the rules. Guilt welled in your chest. You craved forgiveness,” Ash spoke with burning conviction, referencing Rosalia's masochism. She dragged the sharp tip of the ruler up her labia, then dramatically pulled it away. Marie breathed carefully through her nose. She knew what was coming. Here she was, bound, gagged, and bent over a librarian’s desk. This was her cruelest nightmare and her softest daydream.

“Well, Marie, if it’s forgiveness you crave, then here’s your penance.”


Chapter Four: Penance

Marie closed her eyes. She imagined herself as Rosalia, bent over the knee of her handmaiden. The punishment was earned. It was needed. Ash stood at her hips and grabbed her slim waist with her left hand, securing her in place. Long moments of tangible tension stretched between student and librarian, then it came.

The thick wooden ruler smacked loudly against her right buttock. The pain was sharp and stinging, but quickly dulled into a radiant tingle that spread up her spine. It shouldn’t have felt good, but Marie’s body betrayed her logical mind. She could feel the satisfaction course through her blood and echo through the stricken flesh.

Ash struck again, this time on her left. Bright pain flared within her flesh. It was like staring into the sun, blinding and overpowering. Marie hummed deeply into her makeshift gag. She hungered for more. Ash obliged her. She alternated sharp smacks and light taps in a flurry of delicious punishment. Again and again, the wooden ruler slapped against the tender flesh of her ass and thighs. The pain shot endorphins through her bound body like shooting stars crossing a constellation. It was cathartic and cruel and scintillating all at once.

Ash gave her one final reprimand across her thighs, then set the ruler on the desk. She pushed her hips against Marie’s ass and grabbed her waist with a hungry grip. Instinctively, Marie pushed back against her, grinding her ruler-striped skin against Ash’s hips. The soft fabric of her skirt felt incredible on her inflamed skin. Each angry pink line ignited anew with every rhythmic grind.

Marie wanted to be taken completely, there and then, bent over in the archive with punishment marking her ass and need spilling from her sex. Ash’s hands trailed to her ass. Marie’s breath hitched, expecting pleasure. Slowly, Ash dragged her painted fingernails across the angry wheals.

“Mmmmm,” Marie groaned. Aching rivulets flamed across her sensitive flesh. It was almost too much, but the pulsing pleasure behind her navel soothed the sharp edge of the pain. And when Ash’s digits finished their cruel scratch, they drifted low and gently cupped Marie’s exposed, superheated sex. Marie breathed heavily, loosening the adhesive on the tape silencing her lips. Ash’s soft hand felt luxurious against her slick, sensitive folds. She felt a single finger curl up, then suddenly stop. Marie could feel Ash freeze behind her.

Footsteps echoed in the library above. They were getting closer. Ash circled around to Marie’s front. Marie opened her eyes and saw panic in Ash’s. Before they could act, a key rattled in the door to the archive.

“Hey… Ash? You down there?” the voice of the janitor called out from the top of the stairs. Marie and Ash shared a look of terror.

“Mmm!” Marie shook her bound arms and flashed her eyes at Ash. This was her worst nightmare. If she got caught like this, there’s no way she could ever show her face in the library again. Maybe she wouldn’t have a choice. Maybe she’d be actually punished by the school, or worse, the police.

“Your bag’s still up here and we closed up an hour ago,” the janitor continued. The door to the archive creaked open and Ash sprang into action.

“Hey Janet! Yes, just finishing up some organization,” Ash called up. She swooped down, grabbed Marie’s dress, and pulled Marie up from the desk. Marie stumbled around the large desk as fast as she could manage. Ash threw the dress in an open drawer and pulled the chair back from the desk, pointing at the gap underneath.

“Go!” Ash whispered. She pushed Marie down by the shoulder and sat in the chair as quietly as she could. Marie fit awkwardly in the legroom of the desk with her hands still bound behind her back and her knees splayed awkwardly to the sides. Luckily, the desk was large enough to fit her and the front of the desk was covered by a thick wooden panel. She breathed heavily through her nose. Adrenaline coursed through her body with each step the janitor took down the stairs.

“Easy night?” Ash asked casually. She pulled her chair closer to the desk and circled her legs around Marie’s back, pulling her in tight. Marie’s head was secured firmly between her thighs with her chin resting on the edge of the leather chair. She felt a fresh wave of arousal wash over her body as she followed the line of Ash’s stockings under her skirt, and then… nothing. It was dark under the desk, but Marie could clearly tell that Ash wasn’t wearing underwear. She was smooth around her labia with a thatch of neatly trimmed dark hair on her mons. Despite everything, her pulse quickened between her splayed legs.

“Just about, yes. Had to shoo off a handsy couple in the stairwell. You’d think there’d be a more comfortable place to get it on, but whatever,” Janet said. Ash squeezed her thighs a bit tighter to hold her still. The irony would’ve been hilarious to Marie if she weren’t naked and tied up beneath a desk.

“Well, it’s good that you found them before Jerry. He treats his security job like a holy crusade against the students,” Ash laughed.

“Ain’t that right.” Janet’s voice was louder now. She was probably at the bottom of the stairwell. Marie silently prayed for the janitor to not get any closer. She took a deep, calming inhale through her nose and breathed in the intoxicating scent of Ash’s arousal. Her labia were glistening and slightly parted, all but begging to be devoured. It was cruel to be forced to breathe in her scent with no way to taste her.

“Do you need me to get out of here? The archive wasn’t due for a cleaning, so I figured it was a fine place to finish up some work,” Ash explained. Marie was impressed with how easily she was handling the situation. That said, she wasn’t the one completely naked.

“Nope, I was just checking in. Say, is that…” Janet stopped herself to look at something. Fresh panic shot through Marie as she thought she was noticed.

“Oh, that’s so embarrassing! I was getting a little comfortable here and took it off, you know how it is,” Ash said. Her thighs anxiously tightened around Marie’s head, but she kept her voice steady.

Marie was confused for a moment, then realized that Ash didn’t pick up her bra in the chaos. A new spike of dread crawled up her spine. Things were going so well and everything was about to fall apart. It felt like every time she took a chance, the universe reminded her that risky actions had consequences. Maybe she wasn’t always unlucky, maybe she was just stupid. The thought refused to go away as she waited for Janet to bust them.

“Hey, no judgment. It’s been a long week, you gotta let the pressure off,” Janet said. “Well anyways, you stay comfortable. I’m gonna finish up on the main floor and head out.”

“Thanks Jan, have a nice weekend,” Ash said. Marie breathed a silent sigh of relief and felt Ash’s legs loosen around her.

“You too, honey. And by the way, Jerry already left, so don’t worry about any further interruptions.” Janet said as she walked up the stairs.

“Oh!” Ash said, surprised. Marie could practically hear her blushing. “Thanks. Good to know.”

Marie and Ash waited in tense silence for the door of the archive to close. When they could no longer hear footsteps, Ash released her legs and quickly slid her chair back.

“Hey, you okay?” Ash reached down and held Marie’s face in her hands.

“Mmm,” Marie mumbled.

“Oh, right. Sorry,” Ash winced and carefully peeled the tape from Marie’s lips. She removed the now spit-soaked panties from her mouth and smoothed Marie’s hair back around her ears. Marie smiled in appreciation and let Ash help her to her feet. Arms still immobilized, she sat on the edge of the desk as Ash looked her over with a worried expression.

“Thanks, I’m good,” Marie said. Ash ran her hands down her shoulders and gave her a comforting squeeze.

“I’m sorry about that, I know that must’ve been really scary for you,” Ash said. “You did very well though.”

Marie felt her heart flutter from the praise. It felt good to have her emotions validated by a woman who just mercilessly disciplined her with a ruler.

“Thanks. It was actually kinda hot,” Marie said.

“Really?” Ash looked relieved that Marie wasn’t traumatized.

“Once I stopped spiraling, yeah. You completely took control of the situation like you’d done this a million times…”

“I haven’t, for the record.”

“Then, it's even more impressive that you could talk your way out of it so smoothly. Especially considering the whole bra thing,” Marie said, looking over at her bra on the ground.

“Oh, I don’t know about smooth. I think I blacked out and relied on pure instinct for that whole conversation.”

“Well, it sounded good from my position down here. And it wasn’t so bad being between your legs,” Marie said. She gave Ash a small smile and looked down at her freshly wrinkled skirt.

“Is that right? I think that was pure instinct too.”

“Ah, so you’ve done that a million times?” Marie teased. Ash laughed and planted a soft kiss on her lips. Marie wanted more, but the kiss was clearly more affectionate than sexual.

“I’m well-versed,” Ash said curtly. She paused for a moment and looked up the stairs. “I think we should get out of here.”

“But we were just getting started.” Marie’s shoulders slumped in disappointment.

“That’s right. Like I said earlier, I intend to embarrass you, tease you, and take you back to my place,” Ash said. She took a pair of scissors out of the desk and reached behind Marie to free her from her bindings.

“I’ve already reduced you to a puddle with nothing but office supplies,” Ash said as she cut Marie free. Marie blushed harder. She was so aroused that her fluids were soaking into the wood she sat on.

Ash put her hand on her chin and leaned in to whisper in her ear. “So imagine what I’m capable of when I’m properly equipped.”

“Oh,” Marie gasped. “What’re you gonna do to me?”

Ash laughed and slid her hands around Marie’s full hips. “Only what you beg me to do,” Ash said, lips grazing the side of her neck. It was a perfect answer. Marie felt like putty in her hands.

“Are you always this respectful with your lovers?” Marie whispered.

“Most of the time,” Ash said and removed her lips from Marie’s neck. She took Marie’s dress out of the drawer and tossed it onto her lap. Ash put her underwear and bra into the drawer with the duct tape and closed it with enough force for Marie to know not to ask for them back.

“Do they ever beg you not to be?” Marie asked. Ash’s lips spread into a proud, dangerous smile.

“Every time.”


Chapter Five: I Demand It

Marie felt the cool night’s air wash across her face through the open windows in Ash’s car. She felt disheveled with her wrinkled dress, smudged makeup, and missing underwear. Thankfully, Ash was content to drive in comfortable silence while Marie replayed the events of the night in her head over and over again.

Marie licked her dry lips and tasted the echo of her own arousal. She wanted desperately for it to be Ash’s, and if it weren’t for the gag, it could’ve been. Ash looked over at her with a raised eyebrow and Marie realized that she was staring at the small strip of flesh between her stockings and skirt. Marie blushed and turned her head to look out the open window.

“You can look,” Ash said. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw her slide her skirt another inch up her thigh. Marie took a slow, deep breath and refused to look. It felt like she was keeping a forest fire at bay with a garden hose.

“Oh, you’re resisting now? Isn’t it a little late to put the cork back in the bottle?” Ash teased. She trailed her fingertips across Marie’s exposed thigh and traced the hem of her dress. Marie took another deep breath, but her exhale was shaky. Ash had barely touched her all night and she already felt like she was melting.

“If you keep doing this…” Marie trailed off as Ash’s fingertips traveled underneath her dress.

“You’ll do what, exactly?”

“I’ll explode. Erupt. Shatter into a million pieces,” Marie laughed. The teasing was becoming unbearable. It was taking an embarrassing amount of restraint to not push Ash’s hand against her clit.

“We can’t have that, can we?” Ash’s fingers floated back to the steering wheel. Marie audibly groaned and Ash laughed at her frustration. After what seemed like an eternity but was truly only a few minutes, Ash pulled into the driveway of a lowrise apartment building. Marie got out of the car, legs trembling, and followed the librarian up a set of stairs to a spacious top-floor apartment.

Marie found herself smiling in the doorway looking into the living space. From the little she knew about Ash, the way she decorated the space made so much sense. Her living room was tidy with a patterned rug, leather sofa, and colorful art covering the walls. A well-stocked bookshelf sat beside the couch and a small coffee table held another dozen novels, a few candles, and a half-finished cup of tea.

“Apologies for the mess,” Ash said. She kicked her heels off and motioned for Marie to do the same.

“You clearly live in squalor, that’s for sure.” Marie rolled her eyes as Ash whisked the teacup away to the kitchen.

“You’ll have to forgive me for my high standards, then,” Ash said from the kitchen. “Can I get you anything? Water? Tea? Wine?”

“I’m okay, thanks.”

Ash returned with two glasses of water and passed one to her. Marie smiled sheepishly and drank the whole thing in two gulps, not realizing how thirsty she was. Ash took her glass, set it down, and held out her hand.

“Come,” Ash said. Marie took her hand and allowed herself to be guided to her bedroom. It was a small room with a large bed and desk taking up most of the space. Ash circled around and lit a few candles to brighten the space. Marie watched as she opened the bottom drawer of her desk and pulled out a few coils of rope, a pair of leather cuffs, thick metal shackles, and a few yards of silk sashes. She laid them on her desk in neat rows and called over to Marie.

“I’m fresh out of duct tape, I’m afraid, but I hope that one of these might be interesting to you.” Marie ran her fingers across the textures of the rope, leather, metal, and silk. She imagined how they’d feel on her arms and legs as she struggled under Ash’s merciless teasing.

“This,” Marie decided, her fingers lingering on the rope. Ash nodded in approval, tossing three small bundles onto the bed.

“I was hoping you’d pick the rope.” She stepped close to Marie and traced a finger down her ribs. “This won’t be necessary.” Ash pinched the fabric of her dress. Marie slid the straps from her shoulders and let it fall to her ankles without a second thought. It felt like she was under a spell. Ash guided her to the bed and laid her down in the middle, taking care to put a pillow under her head. Still clothed, Ash straddled her hips with a length of rope in hand and an expectant look on her face. Marie felt her heart begin to pound again as she slowly offered her arms up to her.

“Very good,” Ash purred. Her eyes glimmered in the candlelight with praise. Ash turned her arms so her forearms faced up and began looping the rope around her wrists. The rope was soft and well-used, which made Marie wonder how often Ash had a girl like her bound in her bed. Ash doubled the rope over the space between her wrists and cinched it tight with a dramatic flair.

She pulled Marie’s hands up to her headboard where a small iron ring was hidden behind a pillow. Her sweater-covered breasts pressed against Marie’s face as she bent over her. Marie inhaled her scent, smelling earthy perfume, fresh paper, and ink. With a flourish, Ash snapped her out of her fixation as she pulled the rope tight so Marie’s arms were fully extended and tied a knot connecting her wrists to the ring.

“I assume it didn’t come with that,” Marie said, eyeing the anchor point.

“I’ve made a few modifications to suit my lifestyle,” Ash teased. Marie glanced to her side and saw a few more rings connected to the end of the headboard and the bedposts.

“Kinky,” Marie whispered to herself. Ash grinned and opened the drawer to her nightstand, producing a powerful-looking wand vibrator and a ball gag. Marie felt herself blush seeing the sex toys. She had always been too embarrassed to get them for herself, even when Jules and Charlotte repeatedly offered to buy them for her. Knowing that they were about to be used on her made her stomach tighten with excitement.

“You’re unfamiliar with this?” Ash teased, dragging the head of the wand to her nipple. She turned it on the lowest setting, making Marie gasp in pleasure. The slow vibration sent electricity straight down her chest to her aching sex. If it felt this good on a nipple, she couldn’t imagine how intense it would be on her clit.

“I’m familiar now,” Marie breathed.

“Oh, this’ll be fun,” Ash laughed. She got off Marie and knelt at her side.

“Open,” Ash said, tapping the vibrator against her legs. Marie eagerly parted her thighs, which were embarrassingly sticky. Ash slid the vibrator between them so the head was pressed against her clit. The pressure already sent a ripple of pleasure up her core, and Ash hadn’t even turned it on yet. The librarian opened a bundle of rope and began binding her at her knees and ankles in the same way she tied her wrists. She tied the excess length to another ring at the base of the bed, pulling hard to fully stretch Marie taut.

Marie wiggled her hips and quickly realized that she was completely immobilized. The rope wasn’t too tight, but it did hold her firmly in place and prevented her from opening her legs. With the head of vibrator squished tight against her pussy, her pleasure was completely at Ash’s mercy. Marie looked up and saw Ash smiling over her with the ball gag in her hands.

“Is this necessary?” Marie asked. “I won’t scream, promise.”

“Don’t make promises you can’t keep,” Ash laughed, glancing at the vibrator. “Though if you need me to sweeten the deal…” she reached between her legs under her skirt and dragged the thick ball between her thighs. Marie’s eyes went wide seeing her arousal glisten off the black silicone. Without a second thought, Marie parted her lips and eagerly accepted the gag. Ash rolled it across her tongue before buckling it behind her head tightly.

“Mmm,” Marie couldn’t help but moan. Ash’s essence tasted like honey and fire and sex itself. She wanted to break free from her bondage and throw herself between her thighs, but this small taste would have to do for now. Ash leaned over her and gave her a small kiss on her gagged lips before getting up and grabbing something from her living room.

“Shall we continue?” Ash asked, holding up Bound to Her. She flicked to the page where Marie stopped reading and pushed her glasses up her nose.

“Mmmph,” Marie protested through her gag. She needed to be fucked, not read to. Ash ignored her frustration and straddled her bound body.

“Let’s play a game,” Ash said. She reached behind her and pressed a button on the vibrator. Marie’s legs immediately tensed up as the powerful motor whirred to life and rumbled against her clit. Marie almost fell into an orgasm on the spot, but she held herself together with a few deep breaths.

“If you can make it through the chapter without climaxing, I’ll let you do anything you want to me,” Ash said.

“Anyphink?” Marie mumbled. She could barely think with the vibrator pulsing against her desperate clit.

“Whatever you can dream of,” Ash whispered dangerously. For some reason, Marie imagined Ash bound and gagged like she was, unable to stop her from devouring her. The thought alone almost pushed her over the edge.

“If you can’t control your… What did I call them? Lusty urges?” Ash laughed to herself. “I’ll leave the vibrator on its highest setting until the battery dies or you snap, whichever happens first. Deal?”

Marie nodded instantly. In her pleasure-drunk state, winning and losing sounded equally enjoyable. When the punishment for orgasming was more orgasms, how could she say no?

“Wonderful! Let me just…” Ash pressed a button on the vibrator and increased the speed from a low rumble to a steady hum. Marie’s eyes rolled back and her hips buckled under the pleasure. She felt her entire body radiate in ecstasy, one small touch away from a climax. She begged with her eyes at Ash, who had nothing but an evil smile in return for her. Marie threw her head back against the bed in delicious agony as Ash began reading with a low, seductive tone.

Despite her prowess with a whip, Shay looked magnificent in submission. Her chest was pressed to the bed with her backside up facing the princess. Her shackled hands gripped the sheets above her head, forming a beautiful curve from her fingertips to her back to her hips. Rosalia ran a finger down the length of her spine and watched her muscled shoulders and back contract at the gentle touch. Shay exhaled a long, cleansing breath. Rosalia could smell her anticipation.

“You told me that you developed a thirst for pain,” Rosalia said. She grabbed her hips with both hands and pushed her fingertips into her soft flesh. Shay arched her lower back deeper in submission.

“After years of fighting my father’s men, I suppose it’s natural to grow accustomed to it,” Rosalia said, digging her fingers deeper. “Even now, with all your power, you still crave it. I can see it in your eyes.” She softened her touch and spread her hands up her back against the knotted muscle around her spine.

“Sometimes, after you disciplined me, I’d think about turning the whip on you. I’d imagine your pretty skin all pink and your moans all soft like mine. You wanted that too, didn’t you? Maybe you still do,” Rosalia continued. Shay said nothing. She kept her breath steady and her eyes closed as the princess’ hands roamed her vulnerable body.

“You told me we’re the same, but we’re not alike, you and I. You’ve lived a life of pain at the hands of those you hate. I’ve only ever been whipped by a woman I love,” Rosalia said. Shay gripped the sheets harder. Rosalia could tell she was waiting for a strike.

“We’re not alike, you and I,” Rosalia repeated. She kissed a lazy trail from the small of her back to her hips. “I’ve lived a life of pleasure, and you’ve never truly known it.”

Marie clenched the rope between her fingers and the gag between her teeth. The taste of Ash’s arousal on her tongue intensified as the vibrator worked hard to finish her off. Her body shined with a thin layer of sweat as she tightened her thighs to keep the orgasm at bay. Every word from Ash’s lips coaxed her closer to a climax. She couldn’t even look at her. The librarian looked divine with her skirt pushed up her thighs and her glasses perched on her nose.

Ash saw her struggling and reached behind her to increase the speed of the vibrator. The steady hum turned into a frantic whir. Marie twisted and pulled in her bondage, but the strength of the knots and the weight of Ash on her hips kept her locked in pleasure. Marie closed her eyes tight and breathed steadily through her nose. One wrong shift of her hips and she would climax on the spot. She just had to focus.

Rosalia pushed the side of Shay’s hip to flip her onto her back. With Shay’s hungry eyes on her, she released the clasp at the back of her neck and stripped her dress to her feet. Rosalia smiled and climbed onto the bed, pressing her body to Shay’s.

“That’s better,” Rosalia said. Her thigh was in between Shay’s and her hands lovingly circled around her neck and back. She kissed her ribs and breasts and neck until her face was inches from hers. 

“I was wrong to say that you are like me,” Rosalia whispered. “You’ve never read poetry under the willow trees in the North.” Rosalia kissed her lips. Shay’s were stiff and dry as if she had never been kissed before.

“You’ve never swam in the hot springs in the South while the snow falls around you.” Rosalia kissed her lips again, deeper this time. Shay parted her lips slightly. They were almost trembling.

“You’ve never looked into a lover’s eyes while their love blossoms on your tongue.” Rosalia kissed her once more and received an eager reply. Shay wrapped her shackled arms around her back and held her tight as she kissed her. Rosalia smiled into her lips and slipped a hand down between her legs, searching for the pocket of warmth she knew she’d find. She teased a finger down her petals, gathering honey on her fingertip before dragging it up and around her bud. Shay moaned into her lips, deep and powerful.

Rosalia let Shay writhe in pleasure as she kissed, licked, and caressed every inch of her flesh down to her hips. She circled her arms around Shay’s thighs and spread them to reveal her sex. Rosalia breathed in the musky, intoxicating scent of her lover. She settled her head between her thighs and looked up at Shay’s hopeful eyes.

“As long as you are with me, this is all you will know,” Rosalia whispered up her body. She extended her tongue and licked a broad, heavy stroke up Shay’s vulva to her clit, keeping eye contact the entire time. She watched the muscles relax in her face with each loving stroke. Tears formed in the corners of Shay’s eyes and streaked down her cheeks. Rosalia felt her heart soar seeing love drip from her pretty face. With renewed passion, she swirled her tongue through her folds and kissed her clit like she was in love with it.

“If you don’t stop I’ll…” Shay whispered, her throat scratchy. Rosalia laughed softly and looked up.

“You’ll what? Allow yourself a moment of complete, unrestrained pleasure?”

Shay smiled and sank into the bed. A look of contentment washed over her face. Rosalia increased the pressure of her tongue and felt Shay’s thighs tremble against her cheeks.

“May I?” Shay whispered. Her face was filled with pleasure and her eyes were deep with longing.

“I demand it,” Rosalia said, mischief in her eyes. She closed her lips around Shay’s clit and poured every ounce of love she had into her.

“Mmm!" Marie mumbled through the gag, feeling herself on the brink of a climax.

“The end,” Ash said, snapping the book shut. Marie felt the pressure in her core consolidate to a single point, one moment away from release, then the vibrator suddenly went quiet. Waves of pleasure turned into agonizing denial. Marie thrust her hips lewdly into the head of the vibrator, but it was too slick with her fluids to give her the friction she needed. She took a few deep breaths through her nose and felt rage build in her chest. There was no capacity for smooth words or flirty games left in her. She needed to fuck.

Ash’s face was as serious as hers. She knew what kind of animal she was riling up within Marie, and she was ready to unleash it. Her fingers whipped through the knots on her ankles and knees, freeing her legs. Ash removed the vibrator from the puddle of pleasure it left and placed it on the nightstand with the book. Next, she reached behind her head and unbuckled the gag. She wiped Marie's saliva on the sheets and tossed it next to the vibrator. Finally, she laid her fingers on the knot to the final rope binding Marie to the bed.

“Be gentle with my clothes. I like this sweater,” Ash said, reading the carnal thoughts in Marie’s mind. Ash took her glasses off and began untying her wrists. Marie smiled, felt her hands go free, and pushed Ash hard onto her back. There were no more thoughts in Marie’s head, just needs.

She roughly grabbed Ash’s wrists with one hand and pinned them over her head. Her other hand snaked beneath her sweater and slipped under her bra. Ash’s nipple hardened at the touch and Marie rolled it firmly between her thumb and index finger. Needing more, she grabbed the hem of the sweater and carefully pulled it off her shoulders, revealing more tattoos and the soft skin of her breasts.

Marie crushed her lips against Ash’s and kissed her hard. Ash kissed her back, bit her lip, and wrenched her hands from Marie’s grasp. Ash slipped out from under her and stared her down with an evil, playful look on her face. She wasn’t going to make this easy for Marie.

Breathing heavily, Marie reached over to the desk and grabbed the metal shackles.

“You said you were always gentle with your lovers,” Marie said. She licked her lip, which ached from Ash’s bite.

“I was gentle. Now you’re all riled up. What’re you gonna do about it?” Ash taunted. Marie lunged forward and grabbed one of Ash’s wrists. She ratcheted the shackle tight on her wrist and pulled it up over her head. Ash put up little struggle as Marie locked her other wrist in the cuffs and secured the chain to the headboard. Marie felt an intoxicating power mix with her arousal as the half-naked librarian struggled in her cuffs.

“You owe me something,” Marie said. She straddled Ash’s shoulders and hovered her pussy just above her face. Ash licked her lips. Her eyes were glued to her sex, just waiting for a taste.

“Beg for it,” Marie demanded. Being repeatedly bound and teased had awoken something wild within her.

“Please,” Ash said, her commanding voice reduced to a whimper. Marie reached down and grabbed her chin hard.

“Beg,” Marie repeated. The dominance rolled off her tongue far too easily. Is this what Ash felt like? How did she not get addicted to it?

“Can I please…” Ash whispered, cleared her throat, and tried again. “Can I please taste your pussy?”

“Worship it,” Marie whispered. Ash shuddered hearing that, and Marie felt another rush of adrenaline. She released her chin and sank her hips down to meet her lips. Ash’s tongue was extended flat and wide to lap up her essence as she pressed herself hard against her face.

Ash moaned something into her pussy, but Marie didn’t hear it. She didn’t even care to. Marie grabbed the top of the headboard for support and rocked her hips hard. She dragged her pussy up and down Ash’s face, covering her nose, lips, tongue, and chin with hours of pent-up arousal. There was nothing sensual about it. Marie was fucking her face and Ash was fucking her back. It felt like a competition to see who could be more responsible for Marie’s orgasm.

It didn’t take long for her denied climax to ramp back up in full force. But this time, she was in control. Marie looked down and saw Ash looking up at her, her mouth and nose covered by Marie’s pussy. Though her hair was a mess and her makeup was smudged by Marie’s secretions, she looked like she was in heaven.

Marie closed her thighs tight around Ash’s head and pressed herself against Ash’s face hard. The librarian struggled to breathe in anything that wasn’t Marie’s pussy, she but still worked hard to push Marie over the edge. Ash tilted her nose back, took in a big breath of air, and wrapped her lips around Marie’s clit. She pulsed her lips to create suction and circled her tongue flat and quick. Marie’s eyes went wide as the pressure built fast in her core. Ash’s eyes were encouraging and determined. She looked like she would rather suffocate than fail to make Marie orgasm.

The suction intensified on her clit. Every muscle in Marie’s body clenched. Her white-knuckled grip on the headboard slipped from her sweat. Ash’s tongue swirled faster and faster, conducting a beautiful crescendo. For a moment, Marie went completely still. Then, her world shattered as a thunderous orgasm erupted within her. Wave after wave of uncontrollable pleasure radiated out from her core across her body. Ash slowed her pace, switching to long, languid strokes to gently guide Marie back to reality. When Marie finally lifted herself from her face, Ash greeted her with a wild, sticky smile.

“Oh,” Marie exhaled. She collapsed next to Ash, who was busy catching her breath.

“You’re really…wow…” Marie could barely speak. She used her thumbs to wipe some of her arousal off Ash’s face before kissing her deeply in appreciation. Feeling Ash’s lips on hers stirred something within her pleasure-numb body. That might’ve been the closest she would ever come to nirvana, and she needed Ash to feel it too. She broke the kiss and glanced down between Ash’s legs. Her skirt had fully ridden up her hips during the wrestling and faceriding. Her stocking-covered thighs were practically begging her to dive between them, but Marie had an idea.

“You said something about this thing’s battery life?” Marie picked up the vibrator and ball gag from the nightstand. Ash eyed them warily.

“It’s probably got an hour left at full strength,” Ash said. “Though before you get any ideas, I’m very…” Marie turned the vibrator on and pressed it to her clit, dispensing with all foreplay. “Sensitive…” Ash moaned. Her thighs immediately closed around the head of the wand, rippling from the vibration. Marie giggled and held up the ball gag to Ash’s lips.

“I’ve never actually had this used on me,” Ash said.

“Oh, no one’s ever shut you up before?” Marie teased. Ash rolled her eyes and opened her mouth to accept her treatment. Almost immediately, she began moaning into the gag as Marie took back the vibrator and moved it up and down her vulva and clit.

“How many times have you orgasmed in one night?” Marie asked. She could tell Ash was getting close. Her breathing was shallow and her hips were grinding back against the vibrator.

“One,” Ash mumbled. Marie raised her eyebrows. She usually came three times every time she masturbated. This was going to be easy for her, even if it was hard for Ash.

“Let’s do two,” Marie said. Ash’s eyes went wide with fear. For the first time all night, she was the one who looked scared. Marie gave her the same evil smile that she tormented her with all evening and continued sliding the vibrator up and down her pussy. Her moans were quiet at first, but she began panting and gasping and twisting in her chains as the vibrator hummed against her clit. Marie had to press a hand against her mons to keep her in place so she didn’t buck the vibrator off with her hips.

Slowly, Ash stopped struggling and moaning. Her legs shook silently in place for a moment, and then she crashed hard into the bed as if dropped from a height. Marie watched orgasmic pleasure soak into Ash’s face and muscles. 

“Orgasms look good on you,” Marie said. She put the vibrator down and grabbed the discarded rope from earlier. Ash nodded in gratitude, but she was still shaking from the climax. She stared at the ceiling with empty eyes and weightless shoulders.

“Hmm?” Ash mumbled. She felt Marie wrapping rope around one of her ankles and looked at her with a panicked expression.

“Oh, this is for your protection,” Marie explained. She didn’t know exactly how Ash tied her knots, but she tied a knot strong enough to hold her leg down between her ankle and one of the rings on the bedpost.

“I think you might launch yourself out of the bed if I don’t tie you down,” Marie laughed. She tied her other leg tight so they were spread as wide as the bedposts. Ash groaned into the gag as Marie turned the vibrator back on and returned it to her pussy. She kept it on the lowest rumble possible and used a light touch, but Ash was still very sensitive from her first orgasm.

“Need a break from this?” Marie asked, holding up the vibrator. Ash nodded twice, looking relieved. Marie tossed it aside and laid on her stomach with her head between Ash’s bound legs. She wrapped her arms under her thighs and held her hips as she brought her lips to Ash’s engorged, sensitive clit. Her first touch was a gentle, almost nonexistent line up her labia. Ash gasped softly and relaxed her head back into the pillow.

“I’ll only do what you beg me to,” Marie echoed Ash’s words. Her tongue traced gentle lines through Ash’s folds, tasting her lust. Ash’s chest rose and fell steadily. Then her hips started pushing back against Marie’s tongue, begging for more. 

Marie answered by pressing her lips and tongue to her hot flesh, savoring the fire of Ash’s domination and the sweetness of her submission. Under the flickering candlelight, Ash looked straight out of a fantasy. Marie heard Ash’s soft, muffled moans and the light rattling of her chains. She smelled her need and tasted her want and felt her roiling desire from her shifting hips to her shaking thighs. 

It didn’t take long for Ash’s pleasure to crest again. Marie could feel it vibrate through her tongue. She enveloped her clit with her lips and pulsed her tongue in gentle circles. It was like she was Rosalia with Shay, professing her love and conviction with every soft stroke. Ash accepted the love graciously and started begging in desperate rambles, twisting and pulling and straining in her bondage. She was a raging river and all Marie could do was cling to her hips and ride her currents. Ash thrashed and swelled, her pressure building in strength. The edge of her cliff was rapidly approaching and with one final spiral of her tongue, the once-dominant librarian surrendered to the cascading swell of pleasure, losing herself completely. 

When Ash’s rocking hips began to twitch uncomfortably, Marie finally came up for air, gasping and floating above her lover’s raging currents. The librarian was a shaking, quivering mess, her sweat-slick skin reflecting the candlelight. Marie crawled up her body and wrapped herself around her. She pried the gag from her mouth and placed a lazy kiss on her lips. 

“So, does that cover the late fee, or do you require additional payment?”



If You Enjoyed This...




Please consider leaving a rating and a review! The support I get from readers like you motivates me to write more sapphic smut.  





Up for round two? Check out: 
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Dorm Room Domination: A first-time freshman learns a kinky secret about her older roommate. 

[image: cover for bound to the byline]




Bound to the Byline: A desperate reporter investigates a professional development business staffed with dominatrixes.




[image: cover for Earn It]

Earn It: A flirty bartender is selected for service at a dangerously kinky event in a manor filled with secrets.





About Margot Moon

As early as I can remember, I’ve been enamored with dominant women and intimate exchanges of power. Once I read all the filthy, sapphic smut I could find, I decided to write about all the twisted thoughts, dreamy fantasies, and intense experiences I’ve had over the years. 





I write characters and worlds centered in realism, but dripping with passion. From best friends exploring their kinks to experienced couples pushing their boundaries, I explore the intense world of BDSM with a delightful splash of romance. When I’m not getting lost in stories of sweet, sapphic surrender, I’m getting lost in nature, playing board games with friends, and baking bread.  




- Margot Moon
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