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“Okay, set ready?! Alfie, is the set ready?! We’ve got one more coming in. Last shots of the day people, let’s go!”

The chaos of photoshoots could easily bring the average person to their limit, but Lane Price basked in the constant comings and goings of the many people on set that day. She loved the buzzing busyness of producers running to and fro, models coming and going trailed by assistants holding up their absurdly long dress trains and spritzing them with mist. As a photographer, Lane was grateful for the ability to watch the chaos from afar and enter it only for a few minutes at a time.

“Model is set. Lane, where’s Lane? Where’s my photographer?!” The production manager, Alex, with a voice loud enough to be heard across a football field, called across the warehouse studio.

She had managed to be left alone for the time it took to consume two and a half cigarettes and a stale vanilla latte from earlier this morning which was a new record. Typically, she couldn’t go ten minutes without someone on set calling her name or forcing contact sheets into her hand.

Lane winced at the impossibly loud voice calling her name. She exhaled a last cloud of smoke, swept through the open doorway from the balcony back into the warehouse and made her way to the tripod situated in the center of the room. Behind a camera was her absolute favorite place in the world to be.

As she settled herself in position, Lane hardly looked up at the set in front of her. Instead, she examined the scene from the viewfinder of her camera. The backdrop was a pure, translucent white and the model sat against a Louis IX antique French chaise lounge. It was an editorial shoot which were her favorites because it meant she could have a little artistic freedom and not focus so much on photographing a product. She adjusted the camera a few times, widening the aperture, dialing down the F-stop, and playing with the focus a bit. Once she was satisfied, she stood up to her full height and looked at the scene head-on.

It struck her then that the model she was photographing was absolutely stunning. She was perhaps middle-aged with cascading blonde hair that fell just past her shoulders, an angular, bony face, and a certain quiet sadness about her. For many moments, she stood there staring, admiring her. Lane would describe herself as girl-crazy, but the rest of the world seemed to want to call it promiscuousness or womanizing. Sure, she loved women. She loved fucking women, but she wasn’t a love and leave them type. Lane loved making other women feel good. She loved giving pleasure to all kinds of women. She just wasn’t much for relationships, that’s all.

“Lane! Get going! What’s the hold up?!”

“Yeah, yeah. Sorry, Alex.” Lane sprang back into action, dipping down to press her eye up against the viewfinder of her camera again. When she was finally satisfied with her camera settings, she took a couple of test shots and shot a look over her shoulder at the tech sitting a few feet behind her. He sent her a thumbs up in approval of the shots and Lane turned back to her camera.

As was her typical workflow, she took a few shots, then paused to look at the scene again. The model was looking off to the side, her eyes slightly downcast and hooded. Lane dragged a hand through her sandy-colored messy hair that hung boyishly at her shoulders.

“Can you, um, can you look towards me?” Lane asked, her voice gentle and steady.

The model glanced upwards, her gaze meeting Lane’s, and for many moments they just looked at one another.

“Like this?” The model asked.

“Um...” Lane returned her eye to her viewfinder. “Yeah, yeah, just like that. That’s great.” She took a few more images, then jogged back a few steps to take a look at the tech’s screen to review them. After another few moments of contemplation, she moved swiftly past her camera and stepped onto the set.

“Hi,” She said softly to the model. “I’m Lane, by the way.”

“Marion.” The model murmured. Her voice was thick with what sounded like an Italian or maybe French accent. Lane couldn’t help but smile slightly. She knelt down beside the sofa Marion was stretched across.

“Do you mind if I...?” She reached outward to tentatively shift a couple of fallen strands of hair that obscured Marion’s face.

“Oh... sure.” The woman murmured.

“Um, great. Looks good. Just uh... just stay like that, okay?”

Again, Lane returned to her camera, this time smiling to herself as she pressed her eye up against viewfinder. She was very good at reading people, but for some reason Marion was coming off a little opaque. For the next twenty minutes, she took hundreds of photos, occasionally asking Marion to shift or to switch sides along the couch.

“Alex, we good?” Lane asked the surly production manager who stood a few feet away monitoring the tech’s computer screen as each new photo appeared.

“Yeah, looks good, Price. Alright, that’s a wrap, everyone! Call time tomorrow is 7:30 AM, do NOT be late!”

Cringing at the volume of Alex’s voice, Lane smiled to herself as she began dismantling her camera from the tripod. She took her time in packing away her treasured 1989 Mamiya 7 into her camera bag, and made her way off set and to the elevator down the hall. She jammed the down button a few times and couldn’t help but think about how pleased she was with the photos of Marion. Then again, she couldn’t take all the credit for how well they came out. Marion herself certainly had a part in that.

As the elevator doors groaned open, Lane suddenly realized she wasn’t wearing the coat she had been when she arrived on set this morning. She zipped away from the elevator and back down the hall towards the green room where talent was able to have some privacy between shots. She had a habit of leaving things in there overnight.

She pushed the door open and was surprised to find that the room was not empty.

Marion sat at a vanity in the corner of the room, looking at herself in the mirror, a tube of lipstick in one hand. Her green eyes ticked upwards to the mirror in front of her and she watched the reflection of Lane entering the room.

“Oh,” The photographer mumbled, “should’ve knocked. I’m sorry. I just came to grab my–”

“You’re very good at what you do.” Marion said, suddenly.

Lane shut the door behind her and reached down to swipe her coat up off of an armchair in the corner of the room. “I... yeah. Well, glad you like it.”

“Other photographers I’ve worked with are so cold and uncaring. They hardly even see me as a person. Just a pretty object.” Marion put the tube of lipstick down and turned in her chair to face Lane. She looked the woman up and down very slowly.

Lane straightened, her camera bag on one shoulder, her jacket slung across the other. For many moments, she said nothing as Marion examined her tall, slightly gangly form. “Yeah, well... good photos require a good relationship between the photographer and model, I think.”

Though she was unsure why, Lane found herself taking a couple of steps forward towards Marion. Marion moved gracefully to her feet and stood in front of the chair. She was a few inches shorter than Lane and tilted her head upwards slightly to look at her.

“You know,” Marion murmured, “I’ve been wanting to have some photos taken of me as a gift for my husband. Maybe you would...?”

“Your husband?” Lane felt something inside of her deflating slightly. Of course Marion would be married. She was a middle-aged attractive woman with lucrative modeling career, after all.

“Well, we’re... consider this a last-ditch effort to repair something that perhaps should just be scrapped. Here,” Marion turned and reached for her purse hanging on the corner of the chair. She retrieved a small business card and held it out for Lane to take. “My address is on there. Would tomorrow work? I’ll pay you, of course.”

Lane stared down at the card in her, her mind fizzling to a stop. “Yeah.” She finally agreed, nodding. “Sure thing, Marion.”

“Alright, then. See you.” As swiftly as she had offered Lane the job, Marion sunk back into her chair and returned to the mirror.

A day alone with Marion at her home tomorrow...? Lane did love a challenge.

***

“I’m, uh, here to see Miss–Mrs. Laurent.” Lane declared into the speaker box sticking up from the ground a few feet away from the massive iron gate. Marion certainly had the demeanor of a wealthy person, but Lane had never imagined she had this kind of wealth. The home was humongous, towering up into the sky at least four stories and punctuated by a perfectly manicured lawn and entryway.

The speaker box buzzed back at her and with a creaking groan the gate began to open. With her camera bag in one hand, Lane hoped desperately that she wasn’t making a mistake. Her exploits with women had taken her on some adventures in the past, and she typically didn’t involve herself with married women, but Marion was too hard to resist.

Lane walked through the gate and up the short steps to the front door. She stood idly for a moment, staring at the polished oak door and wondering if she should make a run for it now. Before she could raise her fist to knock, the door suddenly pushed open.

“Miss Price?” A stout, older man appeared in the small opening crack of the door. He had a head of salt and pepper hair and wore a suit finer than anything Lane had ever owned.

“Ah, yeah. Yeah, that’s me.” The photographer murmured.

“Mrs. Laurent is expecting you.” The door opened wide and the man tilted his head down as he ushered Lane inside. Wordlessly, he led her through a gigantic foyer and to the back of the house down a long hallway looking out into a green courtyard. The man knocked twice on the door. Then, without another word, he turned and went the way he came.

“Come in,” A voice sounded quietly from the other side of the door.

With a tentative hand, Lane pushed open the door and slipped inside. The bedroom was as big as Lane’s entire apartment. The polished wooden floors gleamed in the light of the setting sun streaming in from the massive windows on either side of the room. And there Marion was, lounging across the humongous bed wearing nothing but a silk robe.

Lane couldn’t help but smirk a little. She hadn’t been entirely certain if Marion had been hitting on her by inviting her over, but now she was more than certain.

“Hi, Marion. Nice place.”

“You think so? I don’t know. I find it a little... bland. No personality. My husband’s taste in furniture is so predictable. All Danish mid-century, you know? I myself am a little more of a maximalist.”

“Well, I think you’ve done a fine job, but I’m not exactly an expert in interior design.” Lane placed her camera bag on the floor and for the first time let herself look Marion up and down. A thrum of desire ignited in her. The woman’s legs were smooth and silky looking as they peeked out from beneath the black silk of her robe. Lane imagined herself undressing her, putting a tongue to that–

“So, shall we get started?” Marion suggested.

Pulled from her reverie, Lane nodded once. “Right. Yeah. Let’s get started.”

The photographer took her time in taking out her tripod from its case and arranging her camera on its rotating head. She went about her usual preparatory business before she took photos, taking a few light readings around the room and inserting a new film roll into the back of the camera.

“So,” She murmured, peering through the viewfinder at her barely-clothed subject. “What are we doing today, Marion? This is a gift for your husband you said?”

“Yes,” Marion said, sitting up and arranging the soft tresses of her hair on one side of her shoulder. Lane was surprised that Marion had little else to say about this gift, but didn’t press the issue. Without another word, Marion removed her robe and tossed it to the side of the room. Nude, she presented her tight, well-cared for body in full to Lane.

For a moment, Lane remained completely still, her eyes taking in the woman before her, fantasizing about kissing Marion, teasing her, biting her nipples, fucking her. She kept those thoughts to herself for now.

“Well, he’s a very lucky man.” Lane said, softly. “Alright, I’m going to get started here. Can you, um, just lie back. Relax. And... yeah, that’s great.”

Lane took three images in quick succession as Marion arranged herself on the bed. She removed her eye from the viewfinder and examined the scene again. Her insides were warming, desire swimming through her belly hungrily. She really wanted to fuck Marion right now.

“Marion, let’s try something. Um, lie on your side there. Put your leg down, and...”

“Why don’t you show me how you want me?” Marion’s voice cut through Lane’s thoughts like a hot knife through butter.

The photographer straightened slightly and held tightly to the leg of her tripod. With a wry, knowing smile stretching across her face, Lane pressed forward to the edge of the bed, abandoning the camera behind her. Marion lay looking up at her, her lips parted slightly, her knees pressed together. With a sudden unbearable hunger, Marion sat up, grabbed onto the collar of Lane’s shirt, and pulled her down into a crushing kiss.

Lane climbed onto the bed eagerly, each hand going down on the side of Marion’s head. She was surprised to feel Marion’s tongue slipping inside of her own, dancing around and exploring every wet crevice. The room was filled with the sounds of small sighs and gasps of pleasure as Marion pawed impatiently at Lane’s shirt.

“Take this off.” She demanded, pushing the plain black t-shirt over Lane’s toned core. Lane sat up slightly and removed the offending garment before descending back down to Marion once again.

Their mouths met in another crashing embrace and Marion slipped her arms around Lane’s neck. She groaned appreciatively into the younger woman’s mouth as Lane’s hand tangled in her hair and took hold of one of her hips.

“I’ve been thinking about you ever since I first saw you.” Marion gasped into the kiss, unwilling to break their wet embrace. “Imagining your hands all over me, inside of me. I... I don’t know what’s happening to me, why I’m so attracted to you–”

Lane silenced Marion’s confessions by dragging two fingers across the lips of her warm, wet pussy. “What, am I not your usual type?” She teased.

Marion hissed out a gasp of delight as Lane’s fingers brushed past her clit. She was already incredibly wet. Watching Lane photograph her had turned her on far more than she had expected it to.

“God, you–you’re so much sexier than my husband, than anyone else I’ve ever fucked. I’ve never felt this way... about a woman before...”

Marion’s words hung in the air for a moment as Lane shifted her lips down the older woman’s jaw and to a a spot just above her collarbone.

“Let’s not talk about your husband.” She hummed throatily. “So, you’ve never been fucked by a woman before?” Lane murmured into the soft stretch of skin.

“N-no,” Marion whimpered, pressing her hips flush up against Lane’s. She wanted her inside of her. She wanted to be penetrated by Lane, fucked by her, teased by her. She had never wanted anyone so badly. “God, Lane, please–”

“I bet you’ve been just desperate to be fucked, then. Since your husband is so disappointing...” Lane’s left hand hovered over Marion’s pussy yet again, teasing it, occasionally pushing a finger through her wet folds and stimulating her swollen, wanting clit.

“Yes, I need more, Lane. I need you. I need you to fuck me.” Marion gasped, her arms tightening around the photographer’s neck.

“I think you need to better appreciate what it’s like... being with a woman. Getting fucked by a woman.” Lane continued murmuring.

Marion suddenly became very aware that Lane was teasing her, drawing out her pleasure into new, unknowable lengths. She whimpered pathetically, her pussy throbbing with need.

Lane plunged two fingers deep inside of Marion with exquisite slowness, filling her up, exploring her inner wetness and teasing her g-spot delicately. She pulled and pushed her fingers into and out of the older woman, slowly, her upper row of teeth biting down on her bottom lip as she did. She gave her a taste of what it felt like to be filled up by her.

“Oh, fuck, oh my god, fuck, Lane, yes, god, oh my god–” Marion begged, grabbing a handful of the younger woman’s hair. Her green eyes screwed shut and Marion felt spikes of pleasure shooting through her like never before. Her hips bucked in pleasure as she tried desperately to fuck herself on Lane’s fingers.

Lane lowered her lips to Marion’s full, firm breasts. She couldn’t be certain, but it seemed like they may have been implants. She took one nipple in between her lips and sucked on the hardening skin with fervor.

“Yes, baby, don’t stop. God, please, don’t stop...” Marion continued whining, her body bucking and writhing in pleasure. Never before had her husband or any of her other lovers ever fucked her like this. Pleasure had been woefully absent from her life for far too many years.

Lane removed her fingers from Marion’s warm, clenched inner walls and dropped down onto the bed beside the woman. She slipped her knee in between Marion’s legs and pressed it gently up against the woman’s wet core. Marion immediately began to ride Lane’s knee, bucking herself up against it, stimulating her clit with every little rocking movement she made.

With her two fingers covered in Marion’s wetness, Lane wrapped her lips around her own fingers and lapped up the older woman’s juices.

“You taste so good, Marion.” Lane murmured. “Can I taste you some more?”

Wordless, her mind locked into a cage of pleasure-induced paralysis, Marion nodded emphatically. Lane lowered herself further down the bed and arranged herself so that her head was just in between Marion’s legs. She pushed her lips into the warm, wet folds of Marion’s sex and stroked her clit with soft scrapes of the tip of her tongue.

Marion grabbed great handfuls of the silk sheets beneath her, squeezing her eyes shut and releasing a barrage of whimpers. She felt her chest rise and fall rapidly, uncontrollably, warmth and pleasure building up inside of her like a great balloon being inflated. Her senses were taken over the edge as Lane reached up both of her hands and began tweaking Marion’s nipples mercilessly. With her clit and nipples stimulated simultaneously, Marion was certain she would be unable to hold in a scream of unbridled rapture.

Lane’s mouth worked manically, her tongue petting Marion’s folds endlessly, over and over again. Her eyes ticked upwards and watched as the older woman’s head tipped back.

“Lane, Lane, I’m going to... God, I’m going to cum, Lane. I’m going to cum–I’m going to–!” Marion’s voice hitched in the back of her throat as her body seemed to fold in on itself, scrunched into one giant nerve. She gasped, her hands balled into tight fists, and finally released. Sweet waves of unending pleasure burst through her and she succumbed to an overpowering orgasm.

Her body trembled and shook against her will and finally released her into a heavy, immovable exhaustion. Lane lifted her head and wiped her lips with the back of her hand, unable to keep a small smile from rising.

“So...” The photographer murmured.

Marion opened her eyes and smirked a bit sheepishly down at the younger woman. “That... Thank you. No one’s ever...”

“Yeah, that’s what you said.” Lane said, climbing up from the foot of the bed and collapsing next to Marion.

Marion sat up onto her elbows and leaned over to press her lips up against Lane’s. They shared a long, exploratory moment of caressing each other’s tongues. Suddenly, Marion pulled away, her eyes wide and uncertain.

“What?” Lane murmured.

Marion clapped a hand over Lane’s mouth, looking as if she were listening intently to something. “Go!” She whisper-yelled. “You have to go, my husband is home. I just heard the garage. Fuck!”

“What?” Lane asked again. Looking over her shoulder wildly as if Marion’s husband would be standing right behind her.

“Go!” Marion repeated, pushing the long, thin photographer from the bed and thrusting her shirt at her.

Lane pulled the shirt over her head and turned to her photo equipment standing in the middle of the room. “What about–?”

“Honey, are you back here?” A man’s voice pierced the fearful silence.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Lane muttered, sprinting over to her camera and pretending to fiddle with its settings. Marion scooped up her robe from the floor and in record time put it on and tied the belt around herself.

By the time Joseph Laurent stepped into the master bedroom, Marion was dressed and sitting on the unmade bed with her legs crossed, pretending to pose for Lane’s camera.

“Oh,” The man stopped in the doorway, looking back and forth between his wife and the young photographer. Slowly, he smiled. “working from home today, darling?”

“Something like that.” Marion said, laughing through her teeth. “We’re just finishing up though, aren’t we?” She said, sending a stiff look towards the woman who had just been penetrating her. Marion’s cunt was dripping wet still. She hoped to god her husband couldn’t smell her sex.

“Um, y-yeah. Yep, all done.” Lane said, nodding once to the man.

“Yes, well, thank you, that’ll be all.” Marion muttered towards Lane, hopping off the bed and kissing her husband’s cheek. “How was work today? Did your meeting go well?”

Lane watched as the couple disappeared down the hall, heaving a huge, desperate breath of air. That had been painfully close. She quickly packed up the rest of the camera and let herself out of the massive, towering house. She gave one last look up at the place as she took off down the street, a little frustrated that she herself had gotten no release after that sexual encounter.

She yanked the business card Marion had given her out of her pocket and stared down at the phone number printed on the card. Marion had been incredibly fun to fuck, and clearly the woman had a lot to learn about sex with women. Lane fantasized about being the one to teach her. In truth, she loved the excitement of going behind Marion’s husband’s back, fucking his wife like he wasn’t able to.

As she made her way home, Lane’s mind was filled with endless streams of images of Marion lying below her begging for more. She had never fucked a middle-aged woman before and Lane had to admit to herself that it was incredibly sexy. There was something about the fact that she was showing Marion, a woman of refined taste and accomplishment, the pleasures of lesbian sex.

Her apartment was warm and quiet as she unlocked the door and slipped inside. Lane hardly had time to throw down her camera bag and jacket before she was jogging into her bedroom and pulling out the box of sex toys that lived beneath her bed. There it was. She grabbed the long, graceful black vibrator and kicked the box of toys back under the bed. She stepped out of her shoes, lay down across her messy bed and admired her favorite of sex toys. It was pale black and had a name like a princess. Grace or Vivian or something. She clicked the on button to ensure that it was charged and was met with a welcoming buzz.

Lane unbuttoned her tight jeans and pulled them down to her ankles. Then, she pressed the buzzing tip of the vibrator up against the boxer briefs she wore and let out an initial sigh of pleasure. Lane was unsurprised to the find that she was still dripping wet after her encounter with Marion. She pressed the tip of the vibrator further up against herself and rose her hips slightly to increase the pressure of its touch.

Her mind wandered dreamily to Marion. Teasing her bare body mercilessly. Giving her only little spurts of pleasure now and then, fingering her swollen clit for a moment or so before dragging her fingertips along Marion’s thighs or pinching and kneading her nipples.

A small moan escaped her as she maneuvered the vibrator downwards towards her sex. She was incredibly wet now after thinking of Marion again. She pushed the massager inside of her and rocked her hips up and down a few times as the pleasure became overwhelming.

“God,” she whispered, letting out a sudden exhale of hot breath. “oh, oh, fuck...”

She loved the idea of taking control of someone else’s pleasure, allowing only little delicacies every now and again. The slap of an ass, fingers being pushed into her mouth, an occasional penetration. She fucked herself with the wand very slowly, pushing it in and out, in and out of her and panting along with it.

With one hand, she squeezed her nipple tightly, pinching it between her fingers and twisting the skin around until that delicious sensation of something between pleasure and pain took over. She increased the speed on the vibrator and moved it back up to her swollen and wanting clit. The vibrations sent unbearable waves of pleasure shooting up inside of her. Her whole body felt drawn, tight, and yet relaxed into utter tranquility. She rolled onto her side and stroked the vibrating up and down against herself.

“Hey, Lane, is that yo–”

Lane nearly toppled off of her bed at the sound of the voice. She opened her eyes and gasped slightly at the sight of her roomate, Michelle, standing in the doorway.

“Oh...” Michelle said, a small smirk rising onto her face. “I, um, didn’t mean to disturb you.”

“Fuck.” Lane muttered, turning off the vibrator and tossing it down beside her. “Hi, Michelle. Sorry... should’ve closed the door.”

Michelle walked into the room a couple of steps and looked down at the vibrator with a growing smirk. “Doesn’t bother me. In fact... I wouldn’t mind watching.”

Lane let out a small, unsurprised laugh. Michelle had been hitting on her for weeks ever since she moved in to the second bedroom of Lane’s apartment. Typically, Lane had a rule against fucking roommates, but this technically wouldn’t fucking...

“Hm. Yeah, alright, Michelle. You can watch.” She said, settling back onto her elbows and grabbing the vibrator again. She pulled her briefs down to her ankles with her pants and turned the vibrator onto a medium setting.

Michelle moved to sit on the edge of the bed, lying down onto her side and watching Lane attentively. She swept her dark hair out of her eyes and let her hand hover over her own sex.

Lane slowly stroked herself with the buzzing tip of the wand, letting out a low, throaty moan as she did. She pressed it up against her clit and slowly drew it down to her cunt. “Nnghh,” She groaned, “Michelle, I’m really, really horny right now.” She murmured.

“Yeah?” Michelle asked, “Why are you so horny?”

“Because... ah... fuck... I just fucked this model... and her husband came home while we’re fucking... and I didn’t get any release, you know?” Lane’s eyes fluttered shut as she increased the speed at which she stroked herself. Her clit was warming up, bursts of heat exploding through her lower abdomen. Her wetness was spreading now. Fuck, she needed to cum.

“Wow,” Michelle murmured, “that sounds really hot. Do you... want some help?”

“Fuck it,” Lane murmured, “yeah, Michelle, help me.”

The photographer handed her roommate the vibrator and bit down on her bottom lip as she lay back on the bed. Michelle seemed eager as she climbed over to Lane’s side and lay beside her. She held up the wand and increased the speed to the highest setting. Then, she tentatively pressed the wand up against Lane’s wet, dripping cunt.

“Fuck,” Lane mumbled, “oh, yeah, right there,” she said, pushing her hips upwards.

Michelle rubbed the wand at Lane’s clit, teasing it, trailing the tip of the device up and down many times before allowing it to settle in one place.

“You like that?” She whispered.

“Oh, fuck, Michelle, yeah, yeah, I like that, keep going.” Lane said, whimpering as her clit was tortured and teased. “Michelle, fuck me, please, go inside of me.”

Michelle pulled the vibrator downwards and pressed the tip of it inside of Lane’s sopping wet cunt. She pushed it inside slowly, watching Lane’s face closely as she did so. Then, she pulled it out. Then, she pushed it in again. She repeated this process over and over, countlessly, fucking Lane with precision and control.

“Shit,” Lane moaned, forcing her hands behind her head tensing every core muscle. Her inner walls clenched tightly around the device and held it in place. The vibrations shot an explosion of pleasure through her. She was getting close to cumming. It wouldn’t take much after her evening with Marion, that was for sure.

“You gonna cum for me, Lane?” Michelle whispered, again. “I bet your clit is so sensitive right now. What if I just...?” Michelle moved the vibrator back up to Lane’s clit and held it there mercilessly as the woman bucked and writhed on the bed.

“Fuck, Michelle, I’m going to–I’m going to cum, Michelle, fuck, Michelle, I’m–!” Lane panted, her breath leaving her in hot spurts. Her orgrasm was rising, billowing up inside of her, threatening to explode. An unbearable swath of heat grew inside of her and Lane’s body suddenly tensed and twitched and shuddered as she came onto the vibrator.

Michelle pulled the device away and turned it off with a soft smile. “Wow.” She murmured.

For many moments, Lane was silent. “Yeah. Wow.” She parroted. “Michelle... fuck, thank you.”

“No problem.” Michelle said, climbing off of the bed with a small smirk. “You’ll just have to return the favor sometime.”

Feeling utterly spent, Lane remained still on the bed for many minutes, her eyes shut and her mind floating comfortably. She thought of Marion again, the woman’s face screwed up in pleasure as she had what was probably her first orgasm in years. She thought of Michelle, taking control over her pleasure and fucking her silly with her own toy. Though she hadn’t intended on falling asleep, Lane’s last thoughts before she slipped off into a restful slumber wondered what kind of shit she would get herself into tomorrow.

Martina in the Morning

Martina rolled over in bed. A broad sheath of gray light filtered in through the sheer white curtains and filled the room with colorless quiet. Usually her eyes opened easily, but this morning her body refused to cooperate. No matter how hard she tried, her eyes kept sliding shut and falling prey to the heavy weight of sleepiness. It was Saturday and the morning was hers to do with as she wished.

There was laundry to be done, a stack full of dishes from a small dinner party with a handful of friends the night before, and a few other unfortunate but necessary chores she had to do. She cringed at the thought and pushed those ideas away in exchange for more pleasant sleep-addled desires. As dreamy thoughts swirled around her of what the day might bring, a warm flame of certainty lit itself inside of her. She knew exactly what she wanted to do this morning. Martina rolled onto her stomach and threw an arm out onto her bedside table. She pulled open the bottom drawer and blindly grasped for what she was looking for.

She felt the soft, slick silicone of her vibrator and drew it out of the bedside drawer carefully. Slipping onto her back, she held the smooth, elegant massager in her hands and admired her favorite of sex toys. It was a lovely shade of mint green and had a name like a princess. Grace or Vivian or something. She clicked the on button to ensure that it was charged and was met with a welcoming buzz.

It had been at least a week or so since she had last indulged in a morning masturbation. What with work and family visiting town and a million other things occupying her mind it had been extremely difficult to find a little time to herself. Now, with the whole morning at her disposal, Martina settled comfortably on her back and turned the vibrator on to a low setting.

She pressed the buzzing tip up against the boxer shorts she wore and let out an initial sigh of pleasure. Martina was unsurprised to the find that she was already a little bit wet, as sometimes happened in the mornings. She pressed the tip of the vibrator further up against herself and rose her hips slightly to increase the pressure of its touch.

Her mind wandered dreamily to one of her favorite fantasies. In it, she’s in bed with a woman whom she has brought home with her from a party or a bar or something. They’re removing each other’s clothing and this fantasy woman begins teasing Martina mercilessly. She gives her only little spurts of pleasure now and then, fingering her swollen clit for a moment or so before dragging her fingertips along Martina’s thighs or pinching and kneading her nipples. It’s torturous, but Martina loves it. The idea of being denied pleasure was so tantalizing to her, though she had no idea why.

A small moan escaped her as she maneuvered the vibrator downwards towards her sex. She was incredibly wet now after reminding herself of her fantasy. She pushed the massager inside of her and rocked her hips up and down a few times as the pleasure became overwhelming.

“God,” she whispered, letting out a sudden exhale of hot breath. “oh, oh, fuck...”

She loved the idea of someone taking control of her pleasure, allowing her only little delicacies every now and again. The slap of an ass, fingers being pushed into her mouth, an occasional penetration. Martina was in control of so much during her daily life that having that control taken away from her was mind-numbingly stimulating. She fucked herself with the wand very slowly, pushing it in and out, in and out of her and panting along with it.

With one hand, she squeezed her nipple tightly, pinching it between her fingers and twisting the skin around until that delicious sensation of something between pleasure and pain took over. She increased the speed on the vibrator and moved it back up to her swollen and wanting clit. The vibrations sent unbearable waves of pleasure shooting up inside of her. Her whole body felt drawn, tight, and yet relaxed into utter tranquility. She rolled onto her side and stroked the vibrating up and down against herself.

Her mind returned to her fantasy and she imagined having her g-spot teased, two fingers slipping up inside of her from behind and petting that soft, velvety area that sent lightning rods of pleasure through her. How sweet it would be to beg for more, to beg to be fucked, to be given just the barest amount of pleasure when her body needed the most. She thought of being on her hands and knees, pushing her ass up into the air and fucking herself on the woman’s hands, rocking back and forth and being filled to the brim.

Martina opened her eyes for just a moment to look down at herself. Her hips were bucking uncontrollably up against the wand. Her clit was dripping wet and making her boxer shorts moist and damp. Her breath was hitched in the back of her throat and she could tell her orgrasm was coming soon. In her mindless state of pleasure, Martina pressed the vibrator up inside of her and used her free hand to play with her clit. With two fingers, she gathered some of her wetness and rubbed it over her sensitive lips. Over and over, she stroked her pleasure center, increasing speed, going faster and faster, her teeth biting down on her bottom lip.

It was coming. Her orgasm was swelling. Squeezing her eyes shut tightly, Martina worked herself harder and faster, if possible. Again and again until–she was going to come. She was on the verge of coming–

“Fuck! Yes, god, fuck!” She moaned as that delicious, beautiful, body-wracking sensation overtook her. Her body curled into itself and she slowed her fingers until her clit could take no more. Her body jerked and bucked a few times until finally slowing and relaxing into complete repose. She pulled the vibrator out of her and placed it aside, images from her fantasy still floating around at the edge of her mind.

She released a long, heavy sigh, shut her eyes, and took pleasure in her complete and total ability to please herself.

Taken in the Office

You had been staring at me all day long. I felt your eyes on me from the moment I stepped into my office. We’ve been working together at the same company for only six weeks, but every single day I’ve felt you looking me up and down whenever I walk by your desk, or when we’re in a meeting together, or slipping into an elevator. 

I was on my way to the employee kitchen when I felt that familiar sensation once again. I ignored it at first and continued on my way to the espresso machine. I ignored it as best I could and made myself my second Americano of the day. When I turned around, there you were, leaning up against the doorway with that tease of a devil-may-care smirk. Your arms were crossed over your chest and your sandy brown hair was shaggy and messy and grazing your shoulders. Your black blazer hung off of you so perfectly I wanted to scream. Your black boots were just visible beneath your cuffed chinos and I couldn’t stop staring.

You held your finger to your lips and beckoned me to follow you. I should have ignored you. I should have swept right past you and went straight back to my office, but you are so sexy when you smirk at me like that. I licked my lips and followed you down the hall. I wasn’t sure where you were leading me, but somehow I wasn’t surprised when you ushered me into the women’s bathroom. You shut the door behind us and before I could ask what the hell we were doing here, your hands pressed up against me and directed me into the nearest stall. You shut and locked the door and suddenly your lips were on mine.

You pressed your hips up against me, and my bad pressed up against the cool, hard wall. You slid your fingers up into my skirt. I whimpered, immediately wanting you inside of me so, so badly. You teased me, rubbing your fingers over my underwear but not entering me. Not yet.

“How badly do you want me?” You whispered, tilting your chin down and pressing your lips up against my ear. I shivered under your touch, sucking in a hiss of a breath.

“I... I want you. I want you so badly,” I whispered, my voice hardly a whisper as it stumbled out of my mouth.

“You’ve been thinking about me?” Your voice was low and breathy, tickling my ear as your hand trailed upwards and grazed up against my left breast. You began to knead my nipple, gently at first, then harder and harder, pinching it, rolling it between your thumb and forefinger.

A little moan left me at the sensation. With your free hand, you teased me down my front, hovering over my sex.

“I’ve been thinking about you,” I confirmed, nodding slightly and sighing into your neck.

“Say it.” You murmur. “Beg me to fuck you.”

I whimpered again. I would do anything you told me to. “Please,” I found myself whispering, “Please, fuck me. Please, god, I need you inside of me.”

You teased me a little more, rubbing your finger across my panties, pressing up against my clit. Then, you grabbed onto the waistband of my thong and yanked it down to my thighs. You shoved your fingers inside of me, two at first, pumping into me, then sliding out and rubbing against my sensitive clit.

“You are so wet...” You murmured into my ear. “Is this how you want me? Fucking you in a bathroom stall?” I nodded through a series of uncontrollable moans. My pussy was throbbing, desperate for more of your touch.

You continued to tease me, rubbing my clit with painful slowness.

“Yeah, yeah, please, right there–” I begged, thrusting my hips forward up against your crotch.

You pumped three of your fingers inside of me again, widening my wet hole. You pressed up against my g-spot and I gasped at how well you filled me up. Suddenly–

The bathroom door opened. As if you had been expecting it, you removed your hand from around my hips wrapped it tightly around my mouth. Your hand stifled my cries and I made sure to be as quiet as possible. We listened as someone came in and began to wash their hands at the sink. For many moments, you held me in a silent, tight hold, while your fingers very slowly slid out of me. Then, the door opened once again and you began thrusting your fingers in and out of me as hard and fast as you could.

You kept your hand covering my mouth as you went hard on me, fucking my pussy over and over again. I moaned into your hand, squeezing my eyes shut tight. Fuck, you felt so good inside me.

You purred into my ear, moaning quietly as my body responded so well to yours. You pulled your fingers out of my pussy and began playing with my clit, rubbing at furiously, working it over and over as my orgasm threatened to rise to the surface. I bit down mercilessly onto my  bottom lip. God, I was going to cum so soon...

“Cum for me, baby. Cum for me right now.” You whispered.

I whimpered pathetically, over and over again, helpless to your touch. I panted and whined as my orgasm came closer and closer. It was coming–I was coming–

My hips bucked as my body shivered and trembled and my orgasm took over. Your hand loosened around my mouth and you pulled your fingers from my pussy. Your lips pressed up against mine and for a moment we shared a long, hard kiss.

Then, without another word, you unlocked the stall door, washed your hands at the sink, and left me alone in the bathroom. I stood in the stall with my pantied around my knees, and the feeling of your hands still pumping in and out of me, feeling so deliciously filled up, so yours.

One Night Stand

I’ve never been to this side of Bushwick before. I never had much of a reason to go beyond Prospect Heights, to be honest. Tonight, though, I’m feeling extremely grateful I left my apartment. I agreed to have drinks with an old college friend, Emily, and met her at a little divey spot in Bushwick for what I told myself would be two drinks only. Now, it’s nearly 2AM and I’ve agreed to go home with a stranger. It’s been a long time since I’ve done this, but hey, what the hell?

I glance down at the twinkling street a few stories below me, admiring the massive living room window in this apartment. Annie, the woman who invited me back to her place, is some kind of designer I think. At least, her place makes it seem like it is. We hit it off at the bar just as I was paying my tab, and somehow her crooked smile and chocolate-brown eyes convinced me to stay a little longer. Emily went on her way, and I suddenly found a reason to have another drink.

We talked for at least an hour, and then came the inevitable: ‘My place is nearby. Want to continue this conversation there?’

It’s a little unlike me these days, but I said yes, and here I am. Annie disappeared into the bathroom a few minutes ago. I have to admit that I’m feeling a little nervous and out of practice with the whole flirting thing. Then again, I must have done something right to get invited over.

A hand suddenly snakes around my waist. I twirl around, surprised to see Annie standing just an inch or so behind me. I must have been deep in thought as I didn’t hear her approach. Her hand remains firmly on my hip and she raises the other to caress my cheek. Her breath is warm as I gasp into the touch and slide my eyes shut.

I can feel her breath on my neck as she tangles a hand in my hair. Slowly, her lips lower to mine. Her kiss is hungry and wanting, her tongue pressing into and dancing along the inside of my mouth. She tastes like vanilla and tobacco. I moan quietly into her embrace, feeling my legs weaken and my mind slip away.

Her tongue continues to explore my mouth. The room is silent except for my quiet gasps and sighs of pleasure. I clasp my hands behind her neck, drawing her closer.

“Do you want me to stop?” Annie murmurs into my mouth, taking my bottom lip between her teeth and teasing it gently.

I hardly have to think before answering. “No,” I whisper, “please don’t stop.”

Never breaking the kiss, she leads me backwards towards a beige loveseat in the center of the room. I felt my knees back into the metal legs of the piece of furniture and lower myself onto it. Annie looks down at me with dark, lidded eyes swirling with desire. She drags her top teeth along her bottom lip as she climbs on top of me. She breaks our kiss to lower her lips to my jaw and neck. Her hands dance around my waist, pulling dexterously at my pants button and zipper.

I open myself up to her, whimpering in pleasure as my core is suddenly alight with need. I need her closer to me. I need her touching me. My clit is throbbing. She manages to pull my pants downward and drags a couple of fingers across my black, lace underwear.

“Oh, oh god,” I whine, desperately wanting to feel her inside of me.

With torturous slowness, she pulls my underwear down my legs. Her fingers part my slit slowly and carefully.

I’m surprised by how wet I am as she drags her fingers along inside of me. She plays with my clit slowly and easily, just teasing it, daring me to beg for more. “You like that?”

I writhe in pleasure, gasping for more, my breath hitching in my throat. I grab handfuls of her black t-shirt as she touches me. I want to feel her skin beneath her clothing.

“Y-yes,” I moan, “god, yes–”

With her free hand, she lifts my own shirt upwards towards my neck, exposing my bra and bare abdomen. She pushes the thin material away from my breast and teases my hard, pink nipple. She pinches it between her thumb and forefinger, rolling it against her fingers and making it harden even more. My head cranes backwards in pleasure. God, it feels so good. My body feels like it’s on fire.

Without warning, she plunges three fingers inside of me, and suddenly she’s fucking me hard and fast, in and out, in and out. I cry out an unbridled moan of bliss, biting on my lip to contain the noises.

“Fuck, fuck, Annie, please! God, right there, please! Don’t stop, don’t stop–” I beg.

She presses the heel of her hand up against my clit and my wetness spills out of me. I buck my hips upwards to the rhythm of her thrusting. She reaches that perfect little area, my g-spot, and I plead for more.

Her fingers continue to work my nipple, kneading it until suddenly her lips disconnect from my neck and latch onto it tightly. I pull her closer to me, my own lips pressing up against her earlobe.

She pulls her fingers out from my wet core begins working my clit again, harder and faster this time, petting it furiously.

“God, you’re so wet, Taylor.” Annie mumbles into my jaw. My body is taut like the string of a bow. I’m filling to the brim, ready for release. My clit is on fire, ready to burn, ready to burst–

“I’m–I’m... going to cum. I’m going to–” My voice sputters out of my mouth. Annie’s weight is heavy on me, her fingers merciless as they work on me. I squirm beneath her, my face twisted into a silent scream.

“Cum for me, Taylor.” She breathes into my mouth, taking my lips in hers again. I groan into her kiss. It’s coming. My orgasm is rising. It’ll be here any second–

My body feels like an inflating balloon, heat bursting from my center and exploding out from in. I gasp endlessly, my hands tightening around the back of her shirt, clutching her to me. “Oh–oh god!”

My juices spill from my core as my body shivers and trembles under the grasp of my orgasm. My mind melts and words seem impossible as the world shakes around me. I pant, my chest heaving up and down as divine pleasure swells and settles within me.

Annie slowly rises, turning and lying down on the loveseat beside me. She’s smirking a little when I open my eyes again. Her arm is thrown casually around my waist and I feel full, comfortable, and like I may be floating slightly.

“So,” She purrs, “want to take this to the bedroom?”

As You Please

I’ve never been good at new beginnings.

“Marie, allow me to introduce you to some of our company. Marshall, whom you met at the interview. Kamene, Leticia, Annie, Lincoln, and Cyn.” Vincent, the director of the New York City Ballet and my new boss, points at each person he names. I’m fairly positive I’ll forget every single person’s name. I smile and nod once at the group. They’re all standing around aimlessly, tapping toes, sucking on water bottles, scrolling through their phones.

The rehearsal space is humid and sticky and everyone has a slight sheen of sweat glistening on their foreheads. I pull my gym bag closer to my side. First days have always been hard for me. I can remember crying on the first day of school every year until the fifth grade. It isn’t any help that dancers aren’t exactly known to be the friendliest of people. Ours is an industry of competition, hard work, and dedication. We don’t tend to let each other get in our way.

A sleight Asian girl offers me a smile and a wave, but otherwise the group is nonplussed. I’m not surprised. This is the New York City Ballet, after all. I made it. After years of training, cutting my teeth in smaller companies in the northeast United States, and competition after competition I’ve finally made it. I’m the newest member of the top ballet company in the nation.

“Okay, warm ups in fifteen.” Vincent reminds us, his hand slipping off of my shoulder. He turns and meanders back to a few chairs settled in the middle of the stage where I presume he directs from. He winks over his shoulder at me.

I warm up with the group when the time comes, stretching out and pressing my nose to the polished wooden floor. I do as much as I can with the group until they begin a piece I’ve never heard of before and will eventually have to learn. I meander over to the side of the stage and watch from there.

Everyone is sharp and quick and sudden in their movements, perfectly on time, moving like individual parts of a well-oiled machine. I watch a girl who, after staring at her long enough, I realize looks very similar to myself. Her dark hair is almost-black and her eyes are a soft brown. She’s moves with a fervor I don’t have though. She’s long and slender, her pale feet stomping the ground heavily.

Her eyes tick over to mine and I quickly look away.

*

“So, new girl.”

I look up from my canvas gym bag, though I don’t say anything. I’m not entirely sure where the voice came from until it sounds again. This locker room is like a cave, dark except for a few fluorescent lights lining the cracked ceiling.

“You came from Columbia, right? Impressive.”

I turn on my heel and am met face-to-face with the girl who looks like me. The girl who caught me staring at her. I think about her footwork again, heavy and emotional, something I’ve never been able to achieve in my own dancing. Dance like you fucking feel things! You’re not a feather in the wind, Marie! I can hear my old director’s voice clunking around in my head. I’m always too light on my feet.

“Yeah.” I murmur, offering the woman a small smile and not much else. I dig into my bag for my jacket.

She leans against the lockers and I can feel her sizing me up. She’s looking at me in a way that most people do from across a crowded bar, trying to pick me apart.

“I went to NYU. Feels like a million years ago now.” She says, laying a hand on her chest. “Oh, and I’m Annie.”

“Oh.” I pull on my jacket for something to do. “Um, I’m Marie.”

I’ve never been very good at, or interested in, small talk. Sure, we could end up being close friends eventually, being in the same company and all, but right now I’m eager to get home and continue rehearsing.

“Hey,” Annie murmurs, crossing her arms over her chest and shifting her weight onto one foot. “you ever been to this bar on 9th street? I think it’s called Lucky’s, or something. Some of us are headed over there now for a drink. You want to come?”

I find myself staring at her mouth instead of her eyes. God, what’s wrong with me? I haven’t been laid in a few months and I think it’s starting to show. I quickly avert my eyes up to hers. When I look up at Annie, I see something in her eyes that I can’t quite identify. Like a challenge, or a dare. Is she really inviting me out? Or is this a test of some kind?

The question is hardly even out of her mouth before I mumble out, “No thanks. I’ve, uh, got a lot to do tonight.” Like have a date with my vibrator.

I pull my gym bag onto my shoulder.

“You sure? C’mon, we don’t bite.” She insists, taking a step closer to me. Her smile is wolfish and crooked. I get a whiff of her scent as she moves closer: vanilla and tobacco.

“I’ll see you tomorrow, Annie.” I say, turning and slipping past her to get to the door. No distractions, I tell myself. Even if she is extremely attractive...

*

I’m panting heavily, my breath coming out of me in ragged puffs of heat. The routine we just practiced was like blast of cardio. Vincent is auditioning all of us for the spring production, but no one knows what it is yet. I’m hoping for a classic, like La Sylphide or Carmen. We’ve spent the afternoon repeating routines over and over again while the assistant directors and producers spectate. It’s exhausting, but it’s the dancer’s chance to shine. I chug water from my bottle and pace around a little, as do most of the other company members.

As I’m drinking, I can see out of the corner of my eye that Annie is heading my way. Despite my impulse to turn away, I stand still.

“Your arabesques are really good.” She says. Is that smirk permanently affixed to her face, or something?

“So you were staring at me?” I fire back, surprising myself.

Annie laughs low and guttural, like a cat’s purr. She bites her bottom lip and gently chews on it.  “I guess I couldn’t help myself.”

I turn myself towards her, my chest still heaving a little. “So... what do you think it’ll be? Bolero? Spartacus? I’ve heard Vincent’s a fan of the classics.”

“Dunno.” She says, throwing a look over her shoulder at Vincent. He’s standing in the center of a circle of assistants all talking in hushed tones. He looks tense, but excited as he drags his hands through his salt and pepper hair. “I’m hoping for Swan Lake though. A chance to play the good girl and the bad. Now that I think about it... you might be a shoe-in for the part. There’s something about you, Marie. A dark side hiding underneath that perfect outer layer.”

I laugh a little, but there’s no humor in my voice. In fact, I can’t help but feel a little turned on. She thinks my outer layer his perfect? I imagine I look a little monstrous with all of this sweat dripping off of me. I turn my gaze towards the ground, anywhere except for Annie’s eyes. “Yeah, well...”

“I’m going to get the lead.” Annie says, confidence dripping off of her voice. “It’s my time. I can feel it. Vincent’s been giving me looks like he wants to tell me something, or he knows something I don’t.”

I can’t say I’m surprised by her words. Dancers can be really intense sometimes. Not to mention, they can get incredibly competitive when it comes down to it. “Well, best of luck to you.” I offer.

Annie turns her attention back to me and scoffs a little, clearly finding little meaning in my words. With a wink, she turns and saunters away.

“Alright, everyone! Great work today.” Vincent’s voice booms through the space. “The cast list will be outside my office door sometime next week. Have a good weekend.” Everyone begins a languid scatter out of the room, slowly packing water bottles into backpacks and talking excitedly about weekend plans.

*

“It’s out. Did you fucking see it? I can’t believe–”

“–printed on his door, go look for yourself!”

“–bullshit.”

From the moment I walk into the building, all I hear are snippets of conversation like this. It’s Monday morning and rarely are any of my co-workers this chatty first thing before noon. I get a few glances here and there from company girls. One even smiles at me.

The list, I realize.

Vincent must have already finished casting this year’s production. My heart skips a beat in my chest. I know I shouldn’t be too excited, being a new addition to the company and all, but I can’t help but hope I’ve got a part. New dancers tend to have to prove themselves before getting offered any major roles in the seasonal productions. I’ve been avoiding the invitations to weekly outings at Lucky’s with Lincoln and Annie and the others all in the interest of rehearsing more, getting better, proving my worth. Maybe, if I’m lucky, I’ll be rewarded for all of that hard work.

I increase my walking speed until I’m going at a small jog. I skip going to the locker room downstairs and instead head straight for Vincent’s office. There, pasted in the center of the polished wood door is a singular piece of paper.

I’m panting a little as I arrive. My eyes read the text on the printout so quickly I can’t even tell what they’re saying.

“Cast list for season production of...” I read aloud to get a better grip on what I’m seeing. I drag my finger down the list of names. Where is mine? Where is–there. I follow my name over to a title typed on the right column of the page.

“Lead...”

Holy shit. I’m the lead! I’ve been cast as the lead role in the spring production! My heart hammers impossibly fast against my chest and I let out a smile, almost a laugh, in the silence of the hall. I can’t believe this happened. I only joined the company two weeks ago. When I’m finally able to, I return to the page and read the list again. I notice for the first time that there’s an understudy listed beneath my name. Annie Caldwell.

Well, she isn’t going to be happy about that.

*

The rehearsal space is filled with the sound of continuous talking as everyone discusses the announced cast with gusto. Apparently it causes gossip every year.

“Hey, Marie, congratulations. Really, well done.” Marshall slips his arm around my shoulders and steers me towards the back of the room where rows of water bottles and joggers and dance shoes litter the floor. He leans up against the mirrored wall and smiles at me with a genuineness I haven’t yet seen from any of the other dancers.

“Thank you.” I murmur, looking over my shoulder at the gaggle of women stretching and swallowing mouthfuls of water during our break. Annie is in the middle of a reverse lunge, but our eyes meet for the briefest of moments. Her face is unreadable. I imagine I look a little scared.

“Don’t let Annie get to you. Bit of a sore loser, she is. But she’ll come ‘round. Seriously, you deserve it.”

I nod, turning my gaze back to the Marshall, but I can’t help noticing Annie in the mirror’s reflection. She’s watching my back, her eyes trailing up and down me so carefully, so slowly. I can almost feel her stare.

“So, listen, rehearsals are going to ramp up for you and I and the understudy leads. It’s intense, but fun. We have this tradition where all the leads go out for dinner and a little bit of fun right before we get down to business. We were thinking this Friday. You in?”

“Will Annie be there?” I have no idea why that question came out of my mouth, much less rose to the surface of my brain. I shake my head, trying to course-correct.

“Yeah, leads and understudies.” Marshall says with a small, knowing smile. “Do you... do you fancy Annie, Marie?”

“No, no, I–” I shake my head even more vigorously. The thought has never occurred to me before that maybe this strange energy between Annie and I is attraction. I can’t think about that right now. “No. I just... was wondering. Um, Friday sounds good. Thanks, Marshall.”

The bar is exceptionally, achingly loud. I wince a little as I push my way through the endless throngs of New York City trust fund kids sipping cocktails with ludicrous names. Somehow I hear Marshall’s booming laughter over the cacophony of the crowd. I slip through an opening in the crowd and head towards the back of the bar. There, in a corner booth tucked beneath a three-foot tall speaker mounted on the wall is Marshall, Annie, and Lincoln.

“Hey, there she is!” Lincoln booms over the thumping bass. “Marie, glad you made it. Come, come, sit down.”

I flash a smile at the group and Marshall raises his drink in a silent hello.

“This place is... busy!” I yell.

Annie smirks a little and laughs to herself as she takes a sip from a glass of wine.

“It’s our go-to spot.” Marshall shrugs, “Usually not so intense. Want a drink, Marie?”

“Uh...” I look over my shoulder and notice a lull at the bar. Now is probably a better time than any to order something. “Yeah, yeah, I’ll be right back.”

I slip away back into the crowd and wrangle my way up to the bar. For many minutes the bartenders seem to zip around like a moths around a flame and I remain invisible to them.

“You gotta be a little more assertive than that.” A voice says somewhere to my right. I whip my head to the side and Annie smiles hungrily from the barstool next to me. “Like this.” She leans forward and holds her hand out, nodding to the closest bartender. Suddenly, he stops and puts all of his attention on her.

“I’ll have another Merlot, and she’ll have a gin and tonic.” Annie orders without so much as consulting me for what I wanted. I have to admit though, she hit the nail on the head...

“How’d you know that’s what I’d order?” I ask, leaning onto my elbows and looking curiously at her.

“Oh, you just seem like that kind of person. I don’t see you ordering one of those fifteen dollar pink cocktails. You’re not so hard that you’ll drink beer on the regular, and yet... you like to have fun, so a glass of wine is a little boring for your occasional outings. Gin and tonic is the only viable option, I think.”

I laugh a little, nodding. She’s exactly right. “Good guess.”

The bartender returns a few moments later with our drinks and Annie signals him to put them on her tab.

“Thanks,” I say, offering her a small smile and taking a sip. Maybe Annie isn’t as intense as I first pegged her as. Maybe she’s just hard to warm up to.

“So... I never congratulated you on getting the lead.” She says, looking down into her glass. I lick my lips, unsure what to say.

“Oh, you don’t have to–”

“No, you deserve it. Let the better man win, right? Well, better woman, anyway.”

We stay at the bar talking with raised voices over the crowd’s buzz for many minutes until Annie suddenly looks perturbed.

“Ah, shit. I don’t have any cigarettes left. You got any?” Annie is digging into her purse like a madwoman.

“No.” I murmur. “I don’t smoke.” I guess I’m not surprised. Dancers are usually very conscious about what goes into their bodies, but Annie is clearly untraditional.

“Shit.” Annie sighs. After a moment, she puts her drink down. “Hey, I think I’ve got some at my place. It’s just around the corner. Wanna come?”

I look back at Marshall and Lincoln in the corner, “Um...”

“Oh, c’mon, they’ll be fine. C’mon, it’s late at night in New York City, be my walking buddy.” She insists.

“Alright, alright.” I agree. I’ve finished at least three quarter of my drink, and it was free after all, so I abandon the glass at the bar and slide off my barstool.

Annie runs back to the booth to get her coat and meets me at the front door. “I told ‘em we’ll be right back.”

I follow Annie outside of the bar and the wash of cool breeze that greets me is like a breath of fresh air. I pull my coat a little tighter around myself. Annie is a couple of paces ahead, nodding back at me to catch up.

“I’m just a few blocks up, off 23rd.” She says. We shoulder past a group of raucous skateboarders, duck beneath some low hanging branches on a linden tree, and wait at the crosswalk. “Do you have a boyfriend, Marie?”

The question is so casual it takes me a moment to realize what she was asking. “No. No boyfriend.”

“Girlfriend?”

“Not right now.” I say. I try to mimic the smirk she’s always flashing around at everyone, but I think it comes off as a little weak.

We cross the street and within minutes we’re climbing the front stoop of a pre-war apartment nestled in between a bodega on the corner and another similar building on the left. I follow Annie inside and try not to think about my dingy Lower East Side fifth floor walkup. Before I even enter her apartment, I know Annie is loaded.

The elevator takes us up to the eighth floor. We’re silent, occasionally exchanging alcohol-fueled sly glances and smiles. I’m a still a little weary as to what exactly I’m doing here with Annie. Maybe she really just wanted company.

Annie unlocks the front door and I shuffle inside the dark unit behind her. She slips off her coat and hangs it on the hook beside the door before flipping on the light switch. The living room is punctuated with vintage furniture and antique light fixtures and expensive looking cabinet hardware. I try very hard not to think about my bank account in this moment.

“Annie, your place is–”

My words are silenced by the strange and sudden sensation of another mouth on mine. Annie’s hands are around my hips and her lips are pressing into me hungrily. I give in to her kiss. I don’t know if it’s the alcohol, or maybe the loneliness I’ve been experiencing since starting at the ballet, but I let her kiss me. Not only that, I kiss her back.

“What’re you–” I start to mumble into her mouth, but Annie walks me backwards into the wall in between her bedroom and bathroom.

Her mouth latches onto my lower lip and for many moments we stay like that, her tongue exploring the corners of my mouth with her own. Finally, she pulls away just a couple of inches and tilts her head to the side.

“I just wanted to see what you tasted like.” She says, softly.

I’m taken aback to the point where my brain has stalled. Of course I’ve noticed the way Annie constantly stares at me in rehearsal, in the locker room, during break, but I’ve never considered that she actually was attracted to me. I always thought she was fucking with me.

“We should... get back to the bar...” I mumble. I think she can tell I don’t actually mean it.

“Come here.” She whispers. I’m entranced, feeling a little like I’m under a spell, out of control. If I’m being honest with myself, I’m a little bit turned on.

Annie takes my hand in hers and pulls me into her bedroom. It’s one of the biggest bedrooms I’ve ever seen in a New York City apartment. It’s low-lit and decorated with a black desk in the corner and what looks like a king-size bed in the center. Annie draws herself down onto the bed and pulls me with her. We’re both lying on our sides and her lips are on mine again.

Something digs into my back from beneath the covers. I turn over and feel around for the offending object. Tucked beneath the bedspread I find a pair of black leather cuffs. For a moment, I’m not sure what I’m looking at. When I reach out to pick them up, I realize they’re meant to restrain. The leather is soft and pliable and the two cuffs are connected by a short chain between them. My eyes tick up towards Annie’s.

“Oh.” She says with a small smirk. “Whoops. That’s embarrassing.”

I place the cuffs down and shake my head. “No, no, you don’t have to be...”

I can feel my attraction growing. I’ve always been curious about bondage, about being tied up during sex, but I’ve never had the confidence to try it out with any of my lovers. I’m somehow not surprised at all that Annie would be into that sort of thing.

“Do you want to try them on?” Annie asks, wagging her eyebrows at me. The old me would have said no immediately. The old me would have found some excuse to have to leave. Not anymore.

“Sure.” I whisper.

The sound of the clinking metal sends desire shooting through me as Annie shifts around behind me. I can hear her unbuckling the clasps and my breath hitches in my throat.

“I guess you could say I’m a little kinky.” Annie says. She takes my wrist with one of her hands and begins wrapping the leather around it. It’s snug and warm and she tightens it around me. Fuck, I’m getting wet. “I like having power over people. I like being in control.”

My heart is thumping around like crazy inside of me. What is going on? Why am I allowing her to do this? I look down at my hand imprisoned by the cuff. Then, Annie reaches for my other hand. I almost pull it away, but our eyes meet and I’m suddenly entranced. All I want to do is kiss her.

“Do you like being in control, Marie?” She whispers. Her face is just inches away from mine.

“Y-yes,” I murmur, shutting my eyes and leaning forward just slightly.

Annie grabs my other wrist and before I can protest, she pulls it behind my back and secures it to my other arm. My hands are cuffed behind my back now and I really, really want to kiss her.

“Well, that’s too bad.”

Annie’s lips crash into mine and I fall back onto the bed. She’s on top of me like a wild animal, kissing me with a mad fervor. There’s nothing I can do with my arms bound behind me. I’m completely at her mercy.              

“I was supposed to get the lead part.” Annie mumbles into my mouth.

My blood runs colds. Is that what this is about? “No, Annie, it isn’t like–”

“Shut up.” She claps her hand over my mouth and my protests turn into muffled whimpers behind her hand. “I’m talking right now. I’m in control. You’re mine.”

Her words send a strange sensation up through my spine. I’m frightened, but fuck I’m turned on. I pull a little at the leather cuffs binding my hands together behind my back, but there still just as tight as they were last time I tried. I stop talking and let her low, strained voice fill the silence of the room.

“When you joined the company, I knew you would be my greatest competition. I was so obsessed with you, beating you, wanting you. I hated you, and yet... I couldn’t stop thinking about you.” Annie’s hand loosens around my mouth. She holds two fingers together and forces them between my lips. I don’t have much of a choice except to take them in, to wrap my lips around them and suck hungrily.

“And now I have you.” She murmurs, her eyes dark and unreadable as she lowers her head down to mine. She parts her lips and kisses the edge of my mouth. My mouth, her mouth, her fingers all come together in a wet embrace. “And what can you do about it? Nothing.”

Annie reaches back behind her and pulls open a bedside drawer. I can’t see exactly what she has in her hands, but I know what it is as soon as she starts binding my ankles together. Two more identical cuffs wrap around my ankles and restrain them. She’s right. I am completely helpless to her.

My pussy is on fire now, begging for even the slightest of touches, for any kind of release. I shift my bound legs slightly and my push my hips upward to meet Annie’s. I need her inside of me.

“You’re helpless, Marie. Say it.” Annie commands me, extracting her fingers from my mouth.

“I’m... I’m helpless.” I exhale as my mouth is freed from her fingers.

Her breasts push up against mine as she lowers her weight further down onto me. She straddles me with a knee on either side of my hips and looks down at me from where she sits. I feel her fingers dragging slowly down my abdomen, inching towards my pelvis. She hovers above my pussy, just barely touching my wet folds.

“You want this? You want me, Marie?”

“I want you, Annie.” I beg, despite myself. I don’t know how the hell I ended up tied up in my closest competitor’s bed, but right now the details don’t matter. I want her to fuck me. I want to be used by her.

“Tell me I’m a better dancer than you.” She demands.

“Y-you’re better. You’re a better dancer that me.” I sputter up at her.

“Tell me I deserve to have the lead role in the spring production.”

I’m breathless. “You... you deserve to have the lead role.”

Her fingers dive inside of me without warning. She spreads my core open and plunges three fingers in. She fucks me hard and fast, licking her lips as she stares down at my prone form.

“Ah, fuck, fuck, oh god–” My mouth immediately begins running as my body tenses and pleasure swells somewhere inside of me.

“What did I say? I want you to be quiet, Marie. I don’t want to hear anything you have to say. In fact,” Annie’s hands slide out of me as she bends over the edge of the bed. I can hear her grabbing something off of the floor. When she returns to her previous position she has a long black scarf in her hands. “I’m going to gag you to make sure you stay quiet.”

There’s nothing I can do to protest as she lays the thick material over my mouth and knots the fabric behind my head. The scarf hugs my face tightly and I let out an exploratory moan to see how silencing it is.

“Much better.” Annie mumbles. Her fingers return to their position inside of me and she fucks me slowly, sliding in and out of me with a lazy, torturous speed. Unbearable groans of pleasure leave me but are stifled by the gag. I writhe and squirm beneath her as my clit is rubbed and worked mercilessly.

“You like it. I know you do. I know you want me, Marie. I know you want me inside of you.”

She’s right. I do. She’s reduced me to a pathetic, moaning mess and I can’t help but love it. I’m terrified of her, but I want more. My juices are soaking the bed beneath me and I’m a little embarrassed at how wet I am. I can’t remember a single other time in my life that I’ve ever been so turned on. It almost hurts how intensely my pussy is clenching for her.

Annie places a hand on the top of the headboard and leans forward a little, using it for leverage. She increases the speed and force of her hand sliding in and out of me. I moan in appreciation into the scarf and my eyes slide shut. She fucks me harder, her whole body going into every thrust.

God, I can’t take this anymore. I think I’m going to cum soon. I avert my eyes up to her and notice that Annie is staring down at me with this unreadable expression. She’s hungry for me. She wants me. But she looks so intense, like she’s controlling me, owning me. I try to communicate with my eyes that that the pleasure is becoming too much, that my body is going to rebel against my mind soon, but I don’t think my gaze is enough to let her know.

She pulls her fingers out of my dripping pussy and starts giving my clit special attention. My moans go up an octave. Fuck, that feels so incredibly good.

“Is this what you like? Being taken by someone? Controlled? You’re not nearly as accomplished as they say, are you, Marie? Huh? Look at you, all tied up, you’re just a plaything. A toy.” Annie growls at me. All too suddenly, her hands stop working on my clit and she lies down beside me on the bed. I grit my teeth together as waves of pleasure float away from me. I was so, so close to cumming...

Annie pushes me onto my side and lays with her front pressed up against my back. I can feel her breasts rubbing up against my shoulder blades. She reaches one arm over me and takes a hold of my left nipple in her fingers.

“Do you really think you’re better than all of us? Better than me?”

I shake my head ‘no’ with a meek groan.

“That part was mine, Marie. Mine! And now...” I hear her laughing low and throaty. “...understudy. You know, this is the first time in my entire life I’ve ever been someone’s understudy.” Her fingers pinch my nipple now, twisting the sensitive skin between her fingers like she’s kneading dough. A shiver runs through me. My nipples are particularly sensitive and it wouldn’t surprise me if I were able to orgasm just from nippleplay.

Annie’s words fall away. I can’t see her face, but I can sense she’s thinking deeply about something. She tweaks my nipple again, mostly holding it tightly between her fingers and occasionally twisting it around.

“I bet you really want to cum, don’t you?” She murmurs into my ear, her breath hot and ragged.

I nod emphatically, moaning out incomprehensible agreements.

“You want me to make you cum? You want me to give you pleasure, Marie? Do you think you deserve that?” Yes, I want to scream, yes I fucking deserve it, because I’m better than you.

Gagged, unable to give Marie any of my thoughts, I remain a helpless doll at the whim of Annie’s every emotion. Annie’s hand suddenly returns to my pussy, pushing open my slick folds and petting my clit with rapid strokes.

It takes only ten or fifteen seconds before I’m screaming into my gag, unbridled pleasure leaking out of every orifice of my body. Annie is giving me an orgasm on a whole other level than I’ve ever experienced. My body is one tight nerve bound by leather and chains. I buck in my restraints, my hips riding the air like a wild bull. I huff and pant into my gag, my wrists straining at the cuffs binding them. It folds over me like an unraveling ray of light, seeping out of me like I’m a seed, blooming.

Then, I’m nothing. Lying still and completely relaxed, devoid. I feel the scarf being pulled down from my lips. Annie’s voice is still warm and wet in my ear.

“You’re mine.” She says for at least the tenth time, reminding herself. “You may have my part, but I own you.” Her hand hovers over my pussy again.

I surprise myself when I whisper into the air, “Yes, you own me.”

*

I can’t concentrate. My mind is completely shot. All I can seem to do is roll around in bed and touch myself. Even though it’s Sunday, I had been planning on going to the rehearsal space to get a few hours of practice in on my own without everyone else there. Now, that’s absolutely not going to happen.

It’s almost 1 PM and I’ve been awake for nearly three hours. I’ve masturbated at least four times as I try to process what the fuck happened last night. Annie... she... I submitted to her. I let her take control of me. I gave myself to her. She was taking the power back from me, I realize. She felt powerless by me getting the part and she needed someway to mitigate that. I guess tying me up and fucking my brains out is one way to do it.

I don’t know how I’m going to face her on Monday. I don’t know how I’m going to ever look her in the eyes again. I can’t help but wonder if she’s going to do it again, if she really was serious about owning me.

I replay the events in my head one more time, dragging my fingers up and down my clit slowly as I do. Annie eventually untied me and told me she looked forward to seeing me next week. She even made me take down her phone number. I remember leaving her apartment feeling like my legs were made of jelly. I walked all the way home instead of taking the train. And, unsurprisingly, I had to masturbate twice before going to sleep last night.

My clit is sensitive and spent from all of the attention it’s been getting in the last twenty-four hours. I guess it could use a break. I sit up and try not to think about Annie. I try not to think about her hand over my mouth muffling my groans of pleasure. I try not to think about her fingers pinching and tweaking my nipples. I try not to think about what else she might do to me and how much I may enjoy it.

*

“One and two and three and four and one and two and three and four, Marie pick up your feet a bit, one and two and three and four and good, good, take five people.”

Shit. I bend down and grab onto my ankles to stretch out my lower back. I’ve been dancing like shit all day, probably because I can’t stop looking behind me at Annie every five seconds. I’ve been avoiding her when I can, but now that the company is all together for practice I have no options. I’m not really sure what I’m feeling for her. Lust? Shame? Excitement? Terror? It’s all sort of blending together into a cocktail of emotions.

I straighten up and wander over to Lincoln who’s talking spiritedly with Marshall. “Hey, guys.” I greet them quietly, trying to act as normal as possible, as if I hadn’t been taken and devoured by one of our co-workers this past weekend.

“Hey, Marie, how’s it going?” Marshall winks at me.

“Oh, there she is! I was wondering where you’d gotten off to on Friday. You AND Annie disappearing together. Suspicious, indeed.”

“Oh, oh, no, I–we were–”

“Mhm, whatever you say, honey. ” He says, wagging his eyebrows up at me. “Just know there’s many people here who would kill for a night alone with Annie Caldwell.”

I laugh beneath my breath, but I’m still freaked. Do they know? They couldn’t possibly know unless Annie told them. But from the way they’re talking I don’t think she did.

“Hi boys.” Annie’s voice cuts through me like a knife. I don’t dare look around behind me to confirm it’s her standing there. She saddles up to us and stands beside me and Lincoln.

“And here’s Thing 2. Speak of the devil! We were just discussing where you and Miss Marie ran off to on Friday night.”

“And there’s nothing more interesting to talk about?” Annie smirks, leaning all of her weight onto one leg and pushing her hands into her jogger pockets. “Oh, c’mon, we had a little girl time, y’know. Just getting to know each other.”               

My eyes meet Annie’s and I feel like I’ve been electrocuted. There’s something about the way she’s looking at me that takes me right back to Friday night. She’s staring at me like she’s instructing me to do something, like she’s in control of me, daring me to speak out of turn or to defy her.

“Um... right. Yeah.” I mumble.

Somehow, I manage to avoid her for the rest of the day. I even manage to pack up my gym bag in the locker room and nearly sprint out the front door before she ever even makes it out of the rehearsal space. I’m not scared of her, though. I realize as I’m walking home I’m more frightened of myself.

*

“Oh, the show was fantastic, wasn’t it, honey? God, I can’t believe the seats we had. Right in the center! Oh, your aunt and uncle are going to die when we show them the pictures.”

My father is chewing and talking at the same time. He and my mother definitely stand out as tourists in this midtown Italian restaurant. As much as I try to listen, my mind is stuck on Annie. On what she did to me three nights ago. I haven’t seen her since, but my mind has not once wavered from her. It seems like every five seconds I see her looking down at my prone body. I feel her hands inside of me.

“That’s great, dad.” I say, taking a long sip of wine.

“Well, we’re just so proud of you, honey. Look at you. Our kid makin’ it in the big city. You made any friends in your new dance group?” My mom asks.

“Um, yeah, definitely. I’m just going to run to the ladies room.” I mumble. My hands are trembling as I slip away from the table and stumble towards the back of the bar. I throw the door open and press myself up against the cool stone of the sink. I put my face towards the basin and take a moment to breathe.

I’m so horny right now I can hardly concentrate. My mind has been on overdrive since my night with Annie. It’s all I can think about. Her taking control of me and my body, tying me up, fucking me. It feels like a dream. I can’t understand why she makes me feel this way. Why do I like the things she did to me? Do I want to be controlled like that? Do I want to be owned by someone?

I can’t stand it any longer and I thrust my hand down the front of my skirt. I don’t care that I’m in a public bathroom. I don’t care that anyone could walk in at any moment. I run my fingers up through my wet folds and find, unsurprisingly, that I’m incredibly turned on. My sticky, clear juices are pooling in my underwear. I gather some of the wetness and drag it up through my pussy to my clit.

A small moan leaves me. I massage my clit slowly, gently, applying a little bit of pressure to it every few strokes. I want her right now. I want to please her. I want her to tell me what to do. I imagine Annie grabbing me from behind, her hot breath tickling my earlobe, her hands roughly grabbing at my breasts. I imagine her dragging my skirt down to my ankles and shoving three fingers deep up inside of me from behind.

“Fuck,” I whisper, dragging my hand down to my pussy. I fuck myself gently on two fingers. What would she do if she knew what I was doing right now? The urge to talk to her suddenly amplifies. What would she say to me, I wonder.

With my free hand, I dig shakily into my purse and pull out my cell phone. My fingers pause inside of my pussy as I call her with my other hand. It rings once. Twice.

“Hello, Marie.” Her voice is so thick and silky, and I want to wrap myself up inside of it.

“I...” I take a deep breath. What am I doing? “Annie, I... I’m doing something bad right now.”

“Oh?” Annie sounds amused on the other line, and maybe just as surprised as I am. “And what are you doing that’s so bad?”

“I’m in a bathroom at a restaurant with my parents. I... I want you so badly, Annie. I’m... I’m thinking about you.”

The line is silent for many moments. Panic seeps into me. Did I lose her? Is she angry?

“Are you touching yourself, Marie?” She finally asks.

I shut my eyes and let my index finger trail up to my clit. “Yes.”

“Are you caressing that dirty little clit of mine?”

“Mmhm.” I confirm. My panties are completely soaked right now.

“What made you think that you’re allowed to touch yourself without my permission, hm? I thought we had an understanding that I own you.”

“I... I’m sorry. I couldn’t help myself, I... I needed it. I need–”

“You need to shut the fuck up and listen to me. Get down on your knees right now. I don’t care where you are. Do it.”

I suck in a sharp inhale. The bathroom has three stalls in it. I could easily go in to one of them. Otherwise, anyone could come in here at anytime. But Annie has instructed me to do as she says. I lower myself down to the ground beside the sink, holding the phone up to my ear still.

“Okay.” I whisper.

“I own you, Marie. Never forget that. Are you wet right now?”

“Y-yes.” I say, “I’m soaking through my panties.”

“Good. Take your hand and cover it in your wetness. Get your fingers completely covered.”

Without a second thought, I drag three of my fingers down to my cunt and wipe them in the spilling mess of my desire.

“Now, put your fingers in your mouth, Marie.”

My chest tightens. I pant for a moment at the thought. God, I wish Annie was here right now.

“Let me hear you.” She commands.

I tentatively pull my fingers from out of my pussy and examine them. They’re slick and sticky with my juices. I have no idea what they’ll taste like, but I press them up to my lips and slowly stick them inside. It’s tangy and sweet at the same time, a little fruity, a little sour.

“Okay,” I mumble, but I doubt she can understand what I’m saying with my fingers in my mouth.

“Good girl. Suck on them. Lick up all of your cum.”

I moan a little as my tongue winds up and down the length of my fingers. A sound outside of the door startles me, but I don’t stop.

“Now get up off the floor, go back to your dinner, and don’t you dare touch yourself again without my permission.”

Before I can protest, or agree, or beg for more, the line clicks off. Shivering, I remove my fingers from my mouth and pull my phone down from my ear. She’s hung up. I want more than anything to cum right now, but... The thought of disobeying Annie fills me with some unidentifiable feeling. I want to do what she says. I want to please her.

I get to my knees and straighten myself in the mirror. As I meander slowly back towards the table, I hope to god that my parents can’t smell the distinct scent of sex on me.

*

“There you are.”

I look up at Annie, but say nothing. I put my gym bag down on the bench and slowly unzip it. Before I can begin changing, I’m suddenly being pressed up against the lockers, the cool metal of them shocking the bare skin on my back.

Annie’s lips crash into mine, hard. Our teeth touch at one point as her tongue inserts itself between my lips, exploring my wet mouth. Her hands go to my hips and she keeps me completely immobile against the lockers. Then, just as suddenly as it started, it’s over. She turns away and returns to her own locker just a couple of feet away.

I’m left breathless and wanting. There’s the sound of a few other dancers in the locker room some rows away. I realize with a pang that we’re not alone.

I stare at Annie for a few moments, watching her retrieve a pair of headphones and a bottle of vitamins from her locker. She has a slight sheen of sweat glistening on her arms. She catches me staring and my eyes dart away, to the floor, to my bag, anywhere.

Suddenly, Annie returns to my side and her arms snake around my hips. She holds me from behind and my first impulse is to squirm away. Instead, I lean back into her, pressing the back of my head against her chest.

“You’re very submissive for such a confident, accomplished dancer.” She whispers. One hand trails up my side, tickling my abdomen, brushing past my breast. The hand sends tremors down my spine as it slides up my neck and to my head. Annie grabs a fistful of my hair, but does not pull on it.

“...only to you.” I find myself whispering back.

“Hm. So, you wouldn’t want anyone else to know about what we do, hm? Wouldn’t like it if I fucked you here in the locker room for anyone to see or hear?”

I felt paralyzed by the thought. Of course I wanted to be fucked by Annie more than anything else in the world right now. But she was right that I didn’t want anyone else to know about it. I wanted it to be ours. “You... you can do anything you want to me.”

“What if I bent you over and tied you to this bench with your ass in the air? Your pussy hanging out for anyone to come in and see?” Her laugh sends desire shooting up inside of me. Fuck, I want her.

“Or... what if I tie your hands behind your back?” Annie grabs both of my wrists with her hands and thrusts them behind me tightly. “And sit you down right here...” She forces me down onto the bench, keeping my hands held tight with one of her hands. “...and put a big, red ballgag in your mouth? Would you let me do that? Just because it pleases me?”

I wince a little as my ass hits the bench. I struggle just slightly because I like when Annie uses force on me.

“I...” I can hardly form words with my pussy’s inner walls clenching so tightly.

“That would embarrass you, wouldn’t it?”

I nod, once.

“But you would let me do it? Because I own you?”

My eyes meet hers again and I exhale a quiet agreement. “I would let you.”

“What are you so embarrassed of, Marie?” Annie asks me. As she speaks, I feel a soft fabric wrapping itself around my wrists. Oh god, I’m getting wet. The fabric tightens until its binding my wrists together behind my back. Though I can’t see what exactly she’s doing, it seems Annie tied one end of what appears to be a robe belt to a horizontal bar on the bench she’s sat me down on.

“I... I don’t want people to know that... that I’m–”

“What? Kinky? A horny slut? Mm, I can just imagine the look on your face if some of our friends came in here and found you all tied up and wet, spread open wide.” Annie’s laugh sends tremors through me. She really, truly enjoys shaming me.

“Please,” I beg her, because I know she likes it.

Annie stands at the end of the bench and places her hand on the back of my head. She uses her free hand to pull down her pants and underwear. She pushes my head forward until I have a mouthful of her pussy. “Go ahead, eat me.”

I begin licking dutifully, my tongue sliding through her folds and petting her clit gently.

“Mm, that’s a good girl.” Annie whispers, her fingers tightening around the wad of my hair. She moans softly in the back of her throat, nodding down at me as I lap up her juices.

I continue eating her out until her moans turn into strained whimpers, escaping her lips against her will. She cums softly and quietly, her chest heaving up and down a few times before her grip around my hair relaxes.

“I’m going to shower now.” She says, pulling her pants back up to her hips and dragging a hand down the side of my face. I look up at her, my owner, my mistress, the one who holds my autonomy. She kneels down so that we’re face to face and I struggle in my restraints, looking down and behind me at my bound hands in anticipation of her releasing me.

Instead, Annie begins removing my shoes. Wordlessly, she pulls down my thigh-high socks. I stare down at her, watching her, trembling as her hands caress my feet. “Wh-what’re you...?”

Annie doesn’t respond to me with words. Instead, she takes one of the socks and begins tying my left ankle to the left bench leg. My heart constricts. What is she doing? Is she going to leave me here while she showers?

“No, Annie, please. Please don’t leave me here. Seriously, someone could come in, someone could find–”

“That’s exactly the point.” She says, flashing a smile up at me. She binds my right leg to the right bench and, despite the unbearable attraction that begins swelling up my already sensitive clit, I start to squirm in my restraints.

“Please,” I beg again. “Please, Annie.”

“You’re really hot when you beg like that.” She murmurs. With that, she brushes past me and disappears behind the rows of lockers towards the showers.

“No, no, fuck, no.” I whine, pulling hard on the belt binding my hands. My legs don’t budge either. I can’t believe her. I can’t believe Annie is doing this to me. I’m also really, really wet right now. The idea of someone coming in here and finding me is absolutely terrifying, but it’s also incredibly tantalizing. What if another dancer found me? What if they took photos of me? I shudder at the possibilities and pray to god that Annie comes back soon.

It’s at least six minutes or so before I hear the water shut off and the quiet sounds of feet padding against the wet tile floor. I’m struggling around and squirming incessantly when I feel someone taking a seat behind me on the bench. Annie presses her pussy up against my ass and the inside of her thighs touch the outside of mine.

“See? That wasn’t so bad, was it?” She purrs at me.

I say nothing as she reaches down and unties my ankles from the bench legs. She places her hand around each of my bound wrists and whispers into my ear. “Are you going to be a good girl?”

“Yes,” I whisper back, desperate to stand up.

“Okay.” She unties the robe belt and frees me from my bench prison.

Before I can get up, she wraps her arms around my hips and drags her teeth across my left earlobe. “You liked it, though. Didn’t you?”

I relax up against her, knowing I have to answer her.

“I liked it.” I murmur back. I’m absolutely aching for her, but I know that I’m in no position to ask for anything. She owns me. Every single part of me.

*

Days turn to weeks as rehearsals for the spring production begin taking up more and more of our time. When I’m not dancing, I’m either sleeping or commuting. Were we not so busy, I have a feeling I would be spending more nights at Annie’s. So far, though, our time together has been limited to the rehearsal space.

There’s just a week left until the premiere of our show and I’m starting to resemble one giant nerve. I always get stressed before performances, but this is an entirely new level. I’ve never been the star of such a big and important show. I’m even starting to see promotional pictures on bus shelters with my name plastered across them.

During particularly long rehearsals where we’re required to stay from 8am to midnight, Annie has taken it upon herself to force me to relax. We’ve fucked in supply closets, the locker room, the green room for performers, and even outside of Vincent’s office. I can tell she wants to do more than just fuck me though. She’s always holding my hands behind my back or tying me up with whatever she has on hand. I let her, of course because, even amidst all of the attention I’m getting for my role, I know that it pleases her to be in control of me.

I’m sitting in the audience seats about to watch as the understudies do a full run-through in costume and makeup. This is my first break all day and I’m absolutely exhausted. I’m stretched out in one of the seats in a row all to myself when Annie suddenly slides into the seat next to me. She’s wearing my costume. I have to admit we look like a mirror image of each other now.

“I have something for you.” She says, biting her lower lip as she leans over to me. Without another word, she grabs for the waistband of my athletic pants and shoves her hand down into them.

I sit up suddenly, glaring at her. The theater is dark and there’s no one around us, but still. I can’t protest, though.

Annie slips her hand beneath the waistband of my panties and pushes something round and ovular up inside of me. I hiss out a gasp. What the hell was that? Suddenly, the object starts to vibrate. I sit back in my seat and tilt my head over to her. She just put a vibrator inside of me.

“I’ve got the remote.” She says, waving a small digital panel at me. “I’ll be making sure you enjoy the show.”

“Fuck, Annie–” I whisper, “Oh... god. I... oh my god...”

“Shh. Be quiet” Annie whispers, grabbing onto my chin and squeezing. “I’ll be back when it’s all finished.”

I watch her get up from the sat and jog backstage. I’m squirming in my seat, unable to sit still as the vibrations warm me up from inside. Fuck, it’s right up against my g-spot. The vibrations are low and slow right now, but I have no doubt Annie is going to ramp things up for me.

I try to stay quiet and still as the rehearsal begins, but it’s difficult. I can’t help but moan into the palm of my hand and squeeze my hands into fists when it shifts towards my clit. I know realistically that I could take it out. I could stop these games I play with Annie. But truthfully... I don’t think I want to.

I’m in awe of the way Annie controls me without having to tie me up. I’m basically restrained by the fact that I can’t disrupt the rehearsal. I can’t let anyone know that I’m experiencing sexual pleasure right now. Annie is far too good at this.

I watch her on stage performing my role just as well as I do and it’s making me wetter. I’ve already got a pool of cum sitting in my panties, but watching Annie dance and knowing she’s in control of me right now is making it even worse.

I bite my lower lip hard as I suddenly start to cum. My body shakes and trembles with tremors, releasing some fraught tension I’d been keeping inside of me.

The performance goes on for forty more minutes and in that time I cum at least three more times. By the end of it, I’m utterly spent, but unwilling to defy Annie and take the thing out of myself. It takes all of the energy I can muster to shuffle down to the locker room at the end of the show and wait impatiently for her to join me and release me from this pleasure prison.

“Wow.” She says, holding up the cum-soaked vibrator. “Impressive. Think you’ll cum that many times during the premiere?”

Fear shoots through my heart. “Wh-what do you mean?”

“Well, I of course won’t be letting you off the hook that easy. You’ve got the part that I deserved to get. I’m not going to make it easy for you, Marie.”

I lick my lips hungrily. What could she possibly do to me?

*

“I want to give you a little pre-show gift.” Annie teases me, taking my hand and pulling me away from the production assistant. She leads me towards my dressing room.

“Places in one hour!” The assistant reminds me as I’m pulled away. A nod a silent acknowledgement back to her.

Annie shoves me inside of the dressing room and shuts the door behind her with a heavy thud. She’s staring at me with a wolfish, hungry grin and I have a feeling I know what’s coming. She did promise she would have something for me for the premiere.

“Down on your knees.” she instructs me.

I don’t think twice. I lower myself to the ground in front of her.

She puts her purse down on the ground beside me and begins taking out many, many items. A red ball-gag with a leather panel over it. A black leather blindfold. Coils of rope.

My heart begins to beat faster and faster. I don’t have much time to play, and Annie knows that.

She stands behind me and shoves the gag roughly into my mouth. The ball fills me up and forces me to bite into it. The leather panel on top seals my mouth shut. She buckles it tightly behind my head.

“You’re going to do great tonight, Marie. You’re going to dance your little heart out, and you’re going to get good reviews. And those good reviews are going to turn into more auditions down the line. You’re getting everything I’ve ever wanted.”

“Mmph.” I mumble in return.

Annie grabs hold of my hands and pulls them roughly behind me. She begins winding the soft coils of white rope around them. Then, she wraps more around my elbows. My arms are completely immobilized.

“But you don’t deserve it, do you?” she asks, looking down at me.

I raise my gaze to her and shake my head, knowing how pathetic and helpless I must look.

“No, you don’t deserve it at all. But I do. Say it. Say you don’t deserve it, Marie.”

I think Annie must really like the sound of my voice when I’m gagged. I think I do as well. “Mmppphhphh.” I groan back at her.

With a hand on my back, she pushes me down to the ground. I struggle a little and she tugs on my hair in response.

She removes my pants with one swift tug and leaves me bare in my underwear. Then, she begins binding my ankles and knees with more of the rope. I watch her as she works, my pussy dripping in anticipation.

When she’s finished, my legs are tied to my wrists in a severe hogtie. She pulls me up to the sofa in the corner of the room and as a final touch slips a blindfold over my eyes.

“Now, you have a choice, Marie. You can stay here as I command you to, or you can free yourself and go out on stage. If you stay here, I get to dance the part that I deserve. If you let yourself go, you defy me, your owner, and there will  be consequences. Do you understand?”

My mind began whirring as I realized that Annie was serious. This wasn’t just a game. This was real. She pulled at the waistband of my underwear and slipped the vibrating egg inside, just as she had done during rehearsals.

“Have fun, darling. But not too much fun. Otherwise you won’t make your debut.”

I realize in horror that the show is supposed to start in less than an hour. I’m supposed to be in costume and makeup as soon as possible. I’m supposed to be going on stage. If I’m not there, my understudy will have to go on in my place. Annie will go in my place.

Annie grins at me as she backs out of my dressing room and shuts the door behind her. No one will come in here without permission unless I say they can come in. That means no one will find me tied up in here.

I struggle hard in the hogtie, but it’s incredibly strict. The leather panel over the ballgag keeps my cries successfully stifled.

Annie’s testing me. This would be my ultimate submission to her if I obeyed. She’s making me choose our relationship or my career... I have to admit to myself that this decision will be difficult to make. I love the way she treats me. I love being her object, her thing to play with. I am in love with feeling like my freedom has been taken away. But do I love it so much that I’m willing to sacrifice the greatest moment of my career for it?

I can get out of these restraints if I make my way over to the pair of scissors she left on the ground. If I can get them into my hands, then I can cut the rope binding my feet to my wrists. The only problem is I can’t see with this blindfold on. I rub my face up against the side of the couch and the blindfold starts to lift upwards. I can see a little bit now, enough to spot the scissors about five feet away.

The egg presses up against my clit as I shift and a groan leaves my gagged mouth without permission. God, it feels so, so good. I don’t want it to end, but it must. I have to get on stage. I shift further until I start to tumble off of the couch and onto the ground below. It’s a short fall. I doubt anyone out in the hall heard it.

Now, I’m prone on the floor facing the door. I need to somehow turn around and get my hands around the scissors. The ropes are snug around me, hugging my thighs, breasts, and hips. It feels like Annie touching me, binding me, restraining me. I sigh into the gag and inch closer towards the center of the room. For a moment, I just lay there and take pleasure in the high-speed vibrations working my clit into a frenzy. I’ll probably cum soon if I can’t get untied.

I move forward bit by bit like an inchworm, pulling and struggling in my tight bondage until–

Finally. I roll onto my back and my hands press into the scissors. I’ve got at least forty minutes before the show starts. I can do this. I slip my fingers into the scissors handle and cut the rope connecting my wrists and ankles. It snaps apart and my legs are finally free. Though they’re still bound together, I can at least sit up onto my knees now.

 I try not to topple over as I bend backwards and carefully press the blades around the ropes wrapped around my ankles. It takes me a couple of tries, but they fall away as well. Now, I get to my feet and the vibrator dislodges slightly. It gives me a bit of relief, but I’m still plagued with that torturous delight.

Untying my wrists will be a little bit trickier, but I think I can use my experience as a dancer to my advantage. I’m extremely flexible from working with my body over the years, and bend down towards the ground and open my elbows as wide as I can. Then, I push my feet through the opening and my wrists are now bound in front of me instead of behind.

I fall back onto my ass and sigh, taking a moment to just enjoy the pleasurable sensation of being tied up. I really love the way it feels and knowing that Annie did it to me gives me that much more enjoyment. With my hands bound in front of me now, I’m able to lift them upwards and behind my head. I pull the blindfold off and light comes seeping in. Then, I make short work of unbuckling the tight gag. The ball falls out of my mouth and I suck in a massive breath.

With my hands in front of me, I’m able to see the knot in the center of the ropes. Bringing my fingers together, I work at it bit by bit, picking at it, cursing as it fails to loosen but every few tries. Finally, after a good five or six minutes of panicked picking, it finally gives. I’m free.

I pull my panties down and pull out the absolutely soaked egg. I wipe myself clean with a kleenex and rush to my costume hanging in the dressing room closet. I dress in record time and sit down at the vanity. It’ll look messy with how quickly I’m applying it, but my makeup will be done. I’ll be dressed. All that will be left will be to perform.

And when I see Annie backstage after the show, I’m sure we’re going to have a hell of a night together.
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