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Chapter 1 

The Guest Room

The first thing Camille noticed was the ceiling.

It was not her ceiling.

Her ceiling had a water stain shaped vaguely like a rabbit above the left corner of her bed. This one was smooth, pale, and expensive-looking, with recessed lighting dimmed to a soft morning glow. The sheets beneath her were cool and white. The pillow smelled faintly of cedar, lavender, and something clean enough to make her feel even more aware of the fact that she had no idea where her clothes were.

She lay still for several seconds, letting the night return in broken pieces.

Music. Champagne. A woman laughing with red lipstick on her teeth. A couple named Mateo and Bria who had promised she would be safe. A house in the hills. Tall windows. Black marble floors. A hostess with dark hair and a voice like velvet wrapped around a knife.

Then nothing.

Camille lifted the sheet.

She was naked.

“Oh, no,” she whispered.

Not hurt. Not sore. Not sick. Just naked, embarrassed, and awake in a room that looked like it belonged to someone who kept fresh flowers in places most people forgot to dust.

A folded robe waited on the chair beside the bed. On top of it was a note written in sharp black ink.

Good morning, Camille.

Your clothes are being cleaned. Coffee is in the kitchen when you are ready.

Nothing happened to you while you slept. You were checked on, covered, and left alone.

You are safe here.

L.

Camille read the note twice.

Then a third time.

The last line should have relaxed her. Instead, it made something warm and nervous curl low in her stomach.

She remembered the hostess now.

Lucia Vale.

Everyone at the party had seemed to orbit her without being told to. She was in her early thirties, maybe, with olive skin, black hair swept back from a face too composed to be called pretty and too striking to be called anything else. She had worn a silk blouse the color of red wine and trousers that looked tailored to make people notice how she moved. Camille remembered thinking, stupidly, that Lucia did not enter rooms. She claimed them.

And now Camille was in her house.

Naked.

With a robe folded beside the bed like an instruction.

She sat up, found her phone charging on the nightstand, and saw three texts from Bria.

You okay?? We left you at Lucia’s because you were OUT. She said it was fine.

She’s safe, promise.

Also you owe me because you apparently cannot handle champagne.

Camille groaned and covered her face.

She typed back.

Alive. Embarrassed. Where are my clothes?

The reply came almost instantly.

Probably washed. Lucia’s like that. Don’t panic.

That did not help.

Camille put on the robe. It was too large, falling almost to her ankles and swallowing her hands. The fabric was soft, heavy, and faintly scented with the same cedar-lavender warmth as the sheets. She tied it tight enough to feel less exposed, then opened the bedroom door.

The hallway outside was quiet.

The house was not enormous in a gaudy way. It was worse. It was tasteful. Wide hallways, matte black fixtures, framed abstract art, polished wood floors, a stillness that made Camille conscious of every step. She followed the smell of coffee down the stairs and into a kitchen where sunlight cut across black stone counters.

Lucia Vale stood at the island, pouring coffee into two small white cups.

She wore a silk robe the color of smoke.

Camille stopped in the doorway.

Lucia looked up.

“There you are.”

Her voice was exactly how Camille remembered it. Smooth. Certain. A little amused, as if she had been expecting Camille’s nerves and found them charming.

Camille tightened the robe around herself. “Hi.”

“Good morning.”

“I’m sorry,” Camille blurted. “About sleeping here. I didn’t mean to pass out in your guest room.”

“You were brought to the guest room,” Lucia said. “Passing out happened earlier, apparently, somewhere between champagne number two and deciding you liked the piano room.”

Camille shut her eyes. “God.”

“Coffee?”

“Yes. Please.”

Lucia pushed a cup toward the near side of the island.

Camille crossed the kitchen and took it. The first sip steadied her. Strong, dark, with enough cream to soften the edge.

“Your clothes are in the laundry,” Lucia said. “Bria thought it would be funny to put you to bed with nothing but your earrings. I decided it would be kinder to wash what she left in a pile on the floor.”

Camille stared into her coffee. “That’s mortifying.”

“It was a little funny.”

Camille looked up sharply.

Lucia’s mouth curved.

“But harmless,” she added. “You were asleep. I checked that you were breathing comfortably, covered you, and left. No one came into that room afterward.”

The directness of it made Camille’s face heat.

“I read the note,” she said.

“I wanted there to be no confusion.”

“Thank you.”

Lucia leaned against the counter. “You’re welcome.”

For a moment neither of them spoke. The silence stretched, but it was not empty. Camille felt examined without being touched. Lucia’s gaze was not crude. That might have made it easier to dismiss. It was worse than crude. It was discerning.

Like Lucia could see the exact shape of Camille’s embarrassment and had already decided what to do with it.

Camille looked away first.

Lucia caught it.

“Do you remember last night?” she asked.

“Some.”

“Do you remember asking about the door downstairs?”

Camille frowned. “The locked one?”

“Yes.”

“Sort of. Bria said it was private.”

“It is.”

Camille took another sip of coffee to have something to do with her hands. “I wasn’t trying to snoop.”

“You were curious.”

“That sounds better.”

“It’s also true.”

Lucia set her cup down. “You asked Bria what kind of parties I host. Then you asked Mateo why everyone seemed nervous around me.”

Camille’s stomach dropped. “I said that?”

“You did.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Stop apologizing for being observant.”

The command landed gently, but it landed.

Camille’s mouth closed.

Lucia watched that too.

“There,” she said softly. “That was interesting.”

“What was?”

“You stopped because I told you to.”

Camille’s fingers tightened around the cup.

Lucia did not move closer. She did not need to. “Some people bristle at instruction. Some people obey without thinking. Some pretend they dislike it while their bodies tell the truth.”

Camille’s pulse kicked once, hard.

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“No?”

“No.”

Lucia’s gaze dropped briefly to Camille’s hands. “Then I’ll be clearer. Last night, before the champagne defeated you, you spent a great deal of time watching me give orders.”

Camille remembered it in flashes.

Lucia telling a man twice her size to move a tray, and him doing it immediately. Lucia asking a woman if she had permission to touch another guest, and the woman blushing before answering yes. Lucia’s fingers under someone’s chin for half a second, tilting their face up, the gesture so brief Camille had wondered if she had imagined the intimacy of it.

“I was people-watching,” Camille said.

“You were watching me.”

Camille said nothing.

Lucia’s smile returned, smaller this time. “Better.”

“What?”

“You didn’t lie.”

The praise should not have affected her.

It did.

Camille felt it open somewhere under her ribs, a little pulse of warmth she did not know what to do with. She set her coffee down before her hands could shake.

Lucia’s expression softened by a degree.

“Camille,” she said, “I’m going to ask you something plainly. You can answer plainly. If you want the conversation to stop, say so.”

Camille swallowed. “Okay.”

“Are you attracted to women?”

The question hit with such clean force that Camille almost laughed. Not because it was funny. Because it was too direct for all the little doors she usually hid behind.

“I think so,” she said.

Lucia waited.

Camille rubbed one thumb against the other. “Yes.”

“Have you ever been with one?”

“No.”

“Have you ever wanted to be?”

Camille’s face burned. “Yes.”

“And do you like being told what to do?”

Camille looked at her then.

Lucia did not smile this time. She simply waited, patient and unreadable, giving Camille enough space to lie and enough silence to make lying feel pointless.

“I don’t know,” Camille said.

“Try again.”

The words were quiet.

Camille’s breath caught.

Lucia’s eyes stayed on hers.

Camille whispered, “Yes.”

Lucia nodded once, as if Camille had confirmed something already obvious.

“Good.”

There it was again. That warmth. That terrible little bloom of pleasure at having pleased her.

Lucia picked up her cup and drank.

Camille felt as if she had stepped into a room with no floor.

“I should probably get my clothes,” she said.

“You can.”

The answer came immediately.

Camille blinked.

Lucia gestured toward the hallway. “Laundry room is past the pantry. Your dress should be dry enough by now. I can call a car. You can leave in twenty minutes and never see me again.”

Camille stared at her.

“Or,” Lucia said, “you can stay for breakfast.”

“That’s the other option?”

“For now.”

Camille tried to smile. It came out nervous. “That sounds ominous.”

“It’s only breakfast.”

“Somehow I don’t believe you.”

“Smart girl.”

Camille hated how much she liked that.

Lucia set her cup down again and came around the island. Camille went still as the older woman approached. She stopped several feet away, close enough for Camille to catch the faint scent of her perfume, something dark and floral under the coffee.

“I’m going to give you a rule,” Lucia said.

Camille’s heartbeat quickened.

“For as long as you are in this house, no is allowed. Questions are allowed. If you say yes, I expect you to mean it. If that yes changes, you tell me clearly. Understood?”

Camille nodded.

“Words.”

“Yes. Understood.”

“Good. Second rule. Nothing intimate happens unless you choose it sober and awake. Not because you feel trapped. Not because you think you owe me. Not because you are afraid refusal will make me cold.”

Camille’s blush deepened, but so did something else. Relief, maybe. Or trust beginning its dangerous work.

“Okay,” she said.

“Third rule. Red means stop. Yellow means slow down or check in. Green means continue. Simple enough?”

“Yes.”

“Say them back.”

“Red means stop. Yellow means slow down or check in. Green means continue.”

“Good girl.”

The words were softer than before.

Camille looked down.

Lucia reached for her, then paused before touching.

“May I?”

Camille knew what she meant.

Even so, she asked, “May you what?”

Lucia’s mouth curved again. “Touch your face.”

Camille’s heart beat once in her throat.

“Yes.”

Lucia’s fingers came under her chin, light but certain, and tilted her face up.

It was not sexual. Not exactly.

It still felt more intimate than being kissed badly by any man Camille had ever dated.

“You’re very responsive,” Lucia said.

Camille tried to look away, but Lucia’s fingers held her there. Not hard. Just enough to remind her that she had agreed.

“I don’t know what to do with that,” Camille admitted.

“You don’t have to know yet.”

Lucia’s thumb brushed once beneath her lower lip.

Camille’s breath changed.

Lucia heard it.

“You have a choice now,” she said. “Clothes and car, or breakfast and curiosity.”

Camille’s laugh came out shaky. “That’s unfair phrasing.”

“It’s precise phrasing.”

“What happens if I choose breakfast?”

“You eat. We talk. I answer questions about the kind of people you were watching last night. If curiosity survives breakfast, you ask what comes next.”

Camille searched her face. “And if I ask?”

“Then I decide whether to give it to you.”

The room seemed to tilt.

Camille thought of the laundry room. Her dress. Her shoes. The clean exit Lucia had offered without hesitation.

Then she thought of Lucia’s thumb beneath her lip and the way “good girl” had made her knees feel less reliable.

“Breakfast,” Camille said.

Lucia let her chin go.

“Sit.”

Camille sat.

Lucia made eggs with herbs from a small pot on the windowsill, toast with fig jam, and sliced peaches arranged on a white plate as if presentation mattered even when feeding a hungover stranger in a borrowed robe. She did not flirt while cooking. Somehow that made the tension worse.

Camille watched her hands.

Lucia’s hands were beautiful. Capable. Long-fingered. No rings except a black band on her right thumb. Camille imagined those fingers wrapped around her wrist and immediately looked down at her plate.

Lucia placed breakfast in front of her.

“Eat.”

Camille did.

The food helped. So did the simple act of being given something normal to do. Bite. Swallow. Breathe. Drink coffee. Do not stare at Lucia’s mouth.

She failed at the last one.

Lucia caught that too.

“Ask,” she said.

Camille put her fork down. “Ask what?”

“What you want to ask.”

“What’s behind the locked door?”

Lucia’s eyes warmed with amusement. “A playroom.”

Camille had expected the answer and still felt heat climb her throat. “For sex?”

“For power.”

Camille looked down at her plate.

“Sex is often involved,” Lucia said. “Not always. The point is exchange. Control. Trust. Surrender. The negotiation of what someone wants and what they’re afraid to admit they want.”

Camille’s fork sat untouched beside her eggs.

“People do that here?”

“Sometimes. With permission.”

“Was that what I saw last night?”

“You saw the edges of it.”

Camille’s voice came quieter. “And Bria and Mateo know?”

“They’re members of a private circle. They should not have left you here without telling you enough to make an informed choice. I’ll be speaking with them about that.”

“They didn’t hurt me.”

“No,” Lucia said. “But they treated your curiosity like a toy. That’s different from respecting it.”

Camille absorbed that.

The distinction mattered more than she expected.

“So what happens now?” she asked.

Lucia leaned back in her chair. “Now you finish breakfast. Then you decide whether you want to go home.”

“And if I don’t?”

“Then you may ask to see the playroom.”

Camille’s skin prickled.

“Just see it?”

“Unless you ask for more.”

Camille’s mouth went dry. “You keep making me ask.”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because wanting is easy when someone takes the decision away. I’m interested in what you choose when the choice remains yours.”

The words settled between them.

Camille looked at Lucia, really looked at her. At the calm face. The strong shoulders under silk. The mouth that seemed made for both cruelty and kindness. The woman had given her every exit and somehow made staying feel like stepping toward a cliff with her eyes open.

Camille finished breakfast.

Then she folded her hands in her lap and said, “I want to see the playroom.”

Lucia stood.

“Then ask properly.”

Camille’s pulse kicked.

“Please,” she said. “Will you show me the playroom?”

Lucia smiled.

“Yes.”

The locked door was downstairs, past a wine cellar and a corridor lit by low amber sconces. Lucia entered a code, and the lock clicked softly.

Camille expected something garish.

It wasn’t.

The room beyond was warm, elegant, and unsettling in its restraint. Dark walls. Leather furniture. A padded bench. Cuffs hanging neatly from a rail. A mirror that took up most of one wall. Shelves with objects Camille recognized and many she did not. Everything had a place. Everything looked clean, deliberate, and cared for.

“This is not a dungeon,” Lucia said. “It’s a room for honesty.”

Camille stepped inside.

Her bare feet sank into a thick rug.

The robe suddenly felt very thin.

Lucia stayed by the door. “Color?”

Camille looked at the cuffs, then the bench, then the mirror.

“Green,” she whispered.

“Good.”

Lucia closed the door behind them.

The click echoed through Camille’s body.

Lucia came to stand behind her, not touching.

“What do you feel?” she asked.

“Nervous.”

“What else?”

“Curious.”

“What else?”

Camille shut her eyes.

“Turned on.”

Lucia’s voice lowered. “Thank you for telling the truth.”

Camille’s hands tightened in the robe.

Lucia stepped around to face her. “Do you want to continue?”

Camille nodded.

“Words.”

“Yes.”

“What do you want?”

“I don’t know.”

“That is not the same as nothing.”

Camille’s breath shook.

Lucia waited.

Camille forced herself to say it. “I want you to tell me what to do.”

Lucia’s gaze darkened.

“There she is.”

Camille felt that praise hit lower than it should have.

Lucia pointed to the center of the room.

“Stand there.”

Camille obeyed.

“Untie the robe.”

Camille’s hands went to the belt. Then stopped.

Lucia watched her carefully. “Color?”

“Green.”

“Then continue.”

Camille untied the robe. She did not take it off yet. The edges hung open, showing a line of bare skin from throat to thigh.

Lucia said nothing.

That was worse than a command.

Camille understood.

She pushed the robe from her shoulders.

It fell to the rug behind her.

For several seconds, Lucia only looked.

Camille stood naked in the center of the playroom with her arms at her sides, every instinct screaming at her to cover herself and every deeper instinct begging to be told not to.

Lucia stepped closer.

“You are allowed to be beautiful without apologizing for it,” she said.

Camille’s eyes stung unexpectedly.

“That’s not what I thought you’d say.”

“What did you think I’d say?”

“I don’t know. Something dirty.”

Lucia smiled faintly. “There will be time.”

Camille laughed once, breathless.

Then Lucia’s expression changed.

“Hands behind your back.”

Camille obeyed.

“Feet apart.”

She obeyed again.

“Chin up.”

The last order made her tremble.

Lucia circled her slowly, not touching, the silence sharpening each second. Camille could see herself in the mirror now: small, bare, flushed, exposed. Lucia behind her in smoke-colored silk, composed and almost severe.

It should have been humiliating.

It was humiliating.

It was also the most alive Camille had felt in years.

Lucia stopped behind her.

“I’m going to touch your shoulders,” she said.

“Yes.”

Lucia’s hands settled there.

Warm. Firm. Certain.

Camille exhaled.

“Relax,” Lucia murmured.

“I’m trying.”

“Try harder.”

A laugh caught in Camille’s throat and turned into a shiver when Lucia’s thumbs pressed into the tension at the base of her neck.

At first, Lucia only worked the tension from Camille’s shoulders, thumbs pressing slow circles at the base of her neck before gliding down the outside of her arms. Her fingers circled Camille’s wrists where they rested behind her back, close enough to suggest restraint without becoming it.

“You like the instruction,” Lucia said.

“Yes.”

“You like being watched.”

Camille hesitated.

Lucia’s hands paused.

“Truth.”

“Yes.”

“You like not knowing what I’ll do next.”

Camille’s breath trembled. “Yes.”

Lucia’s palms returned to her shoulders, then down her back, slow enough that every inch felt intentional.

“If something is too much, will you tell me?”

“Yes.”

“If I ask for your color, will you answer honestly?”

“Yes.”

“If you want more, will you ask instead of waiting for me to take the decision from you?”

Camille closed her eyes.

That was the hardest one.

“Yes.”

Lucia came around to face her.

“Good.”

Then, finally, she kissed her.

It was not gentle, but it was not rushed. Lucia’s hand cupped Camille’s jaw, thumb near her ear, holding her exactly where she wanted her. Camille froze for half a second from the shock of wanting it so badly. Then her mouth opened under Lucia’s, and the kiss deepened.

The first woman Camille ever kissed tasted like coffee and command.

She made a small sound before she could swallow it.

Lucia pulled back.

Camille followed without thinking.

Lucia smiled.

“Greedy.”

Camille’s face burned. “Sorry.”

“No. I like greedy when it’s honest.”

Lucia kissed her again, harder this time, and Camille stopped trying to stand like someone who knew what she was doing. She leaned into the kiss, hands still obediently behind her back, breasts brushing the silk of Lucia’s robe. The contact sent a sharp little thrill through her.

Lucia caught it.

She caught everything.

Her hand slid to Camille’s waist.

“Color?”

“Green.”

“Do you want my hands on you?”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

Camille swallowed.

Lucia waited.

Camille whispered, “Everywhere.”

Lucia’s eyes held hers.

“Better answer.”

Camille felt the embarrassment rise, hot and bright.

“My breasts,” she said. “My hips. Between my legs.”

Lucia’s approval was visible this time.

“There.”

Her hands moved.

Camille gasped when Lucia touched her breasts. Not because it hurt. Because she had never been touched by someone who seemed to know her body before learning it. Lucia’s thumbs brushed lightly over her nipples, once, twice, then more firmly when Camille’s breath caught.

“So responsive,” Lucia said.

Camille’s knees weakened.

Lucia’s mouth moved to her throat.

“Stay standing.”

“I’m trying.”

“You’re doing well.”

That almost made her crumble.

Lucia’s hands slid to her hips, then around to her backside, gripping with controlled strength. Camille’s body answered with a pulse of heat she could not hide. She pressed her thighs together without thinking.

Lucia stepped back.

“Don’t.”

Camille froze.

“Open.”

Camille looked at her.

Lucia’s gaze did not waver.

Slowly, Camille parted her thighs.

The room felt too quiet.

Lucia looked down, then back up to Camille’s face.

“You’re wet.”

Camille shut her eyes.

“No,” Lucia said.

Camille opened them again.

“If you’re going to blush, do it while looking at me.”

The words were almost too much.

Camille did.

Lucia touched her then, one hand steady at her waist, the other sliding between her thighs. Her fingers found heat and slickness, and Camille made a sound so helpless she embarrassed herself with it.

Lucia stilled immediately.

“Color.”

Camille sucked in a breath. “Green. God. Green.”

Lucia’s mouth curved.

“No gods in this room.”

Camille almost laughed, but Lucia’s fingers moved and the laugh broke into a moan.

Lucia touched her slowly at first, learning her by reaction: the catch in her breath, the tilt of her hips, the helpless strain of hands kept obediently behind her back when every part of Camille wanted something to hold.

“May I hold your wrists?” Lucia asked.

Camille nodded, then corrected herself quickly. “Yes.”

Lucia’s left hand closed around both of Camille’s wrists behind her back.

Not restraints.

Not yet.

Just Lucia.

It was enough.

Camille’s surrender came through her body before she understood it. Her shoulders softened. Her head tipped back. Her thighs opened wider. Lucia touched her with a patience that felt merciless, circling, pressing, sliding through the wetness Camille had no way to deny.

“You like being held still,” Lucia said.

“Yes.”

“You like being made to answer.”

“Yes.”

“You like knowing you can stop this and choosing not to.”

Camille’s eyes flew open.

Lucia’s face was inches from hers.

Camille whispered, “Yes.”

Lucia kissed her forehead.

Then her fingers pressed lower, asking with touch before entering.

Camille cried out softly, more startled than pained, and Lucia went still.

“Words,” Lucia reminded her.

“Green,” Camille gasped. “Please don’t stop.”

Lucia did not stop.

She worked her slowly, deeply, with the same controlled confidence she brought to everything else. Camille rocked into her hand before she realized she was doing it. Lucia tightened her grip around Camille’s wrists.

“Ask.”

Camille could barely think. “Please.”

“For what?”

“Please make me come.”

Lucia’s expression softened and sharpened at once.

“That was very good.”

The praise tipped Camille closer to the edge than the touch itself.

Lucia’s fingers moved with more purpose. Her thumb found the place that made Camille’s legs shake. Camille tried to stay quiet, failed, tried again, failed worse.

“Don’t hide it,” Lucia said. “Let me hear what you sound like when you stop pretending.”

Camille broke.

The orgasm rolled through her hard enough to bend her into Lucia’s shoulder. Lucia caught her, held her wrists, and carried her through it until the last wave left Camille shaking and breathless against her.

Then Lucia slowed.

Stopped.

Released her wrists.

Camille clung to her, stunned by the aftermath.

Lucia wrapped an arm around her and held her upright.

For a while, there was no playroom. No mirror. No locked door. Only Lucia’s body, Lucia’s robe, Lucia’s hand smoothing down her back in slow, grounding strokes.

When Camille could breathe normally again, Lucia said, “Color?”

Camille laughed weakly into her shoulder.

“Green,” she said. “Very green.”

Lucia’s laugh was low and pleased.

“Come upstairs,” she said. “You need water. Then a bath. Then we’ll decide what you’re ready to learn next.”

Camille looked up at her, still flushed, still naked, still unable to believe she had chosen this and wanted more.

“Is this how you treat all your stranded guests?”

Lucia brushed Camille’s hair from her face.

“No,” she said. “Only the honest ones.”


Chapter 2

The Woman in Silk

Camille expected the panic to arrive once the pleasure faded.

Shame, maybe. Regret. The cold slap of reality after standing naked in a stranger’s private playroom with her borrowed robe somewhere on the floor.

Instead, she felt quiet.

Not empty. Not numb. Quiet.

Lucia wrapped the robe around her shoulders before they left the room. She did not make Camille carry it. She did not make a joke. She dressed her with the same calm authority she had used to undress her, sliding one arm into the sleeve, then the other, then tying the belt herself with a precise little tug.

Camille watched her hands.

“You’re staring,” Lucia said.

Camille blinked. “Sorry.”

“Don’t apologize. Just tell me why.”

“I like your hands.”

Lucia paused.

Then she smiled.

“That’s honest.”

Camille looked down, heat returning to her face.

Lucia touched two fingers beneath her chin, lifting her gaze.

“Color?”

“Green.”

“Still?”

Camille swallowed. “Still.”

“Good.”

Upstairs, Lucia gave her water first, then fruit, then another cup of coffee with more cream than Camille would have added for herself. She did not ask Camille to talk until some of the dazed softness had left her body.

That restraint was what undid her most.

Lucia could have teased her. She could have made the whole thing feel like a conquest. Instead, she moved around the kitchen in her smoke-colored robe as if Camille’s first surrender had become something to protect, not something to gloat over.

Camille sat at the island and touched the inside of her wrist, where Lucia’s hand had held her still.

There were no marks.

She almost wished there were.

Lucia caught that too.

“Careful,” she said.

Camille looked up.

“With thoughts like that.”

Camille’s mouth went dry. “I didn’t say anything.”

“You didn’t have to.”

The answer should have been impossible. Instead, Camille believed her.

Later, Lucia took Camille to the laundry room and handed her clean clothes piece by piece: underwear, bra, dress, cardigan, shoes. Camille dressed with a strange reluctance. The more covered she became, the more the morning seemed to recede, as if silk and cotton could make a liar out of what her body still remembered.

When she finished, Lucia leaned against the laundry counter.

“I can call a car now.”

Camille stared at the floor.

“Or you can stay.”

Camille looked up too quickly.

Lucia’s expression did not change, but her eyes warmed. “For the afternoon. Nothing more has to happen. You can sit by the pool and recover from last night. Or ask questions. Or decide you’ve had enough and leave whenever you want.”

“What would you prefer?”

“That is not how this works.”

Camille flushed.

Lucia stepped closer. “You may care what I prefer. I’m sure you do. But if your answer comes from trying to please me, I won’t trust it.”

Camille absorbed that slowly.

No one had ever made wanting harder.

“I want to stay,” she said.

“Why?”

“Because I don’t want to leave yet.”

Lucia waited.

Camille forced herself to continue. “Because I don’t know what this is, and I want to know. Because I liked what happened downstairs. Because I’m scared that if I leave now, I’ll pretend I didn’t.”

Lucia studied her for a long moment.

Then she nodded.

“Acceptable.”

Camille let out a breath she had not realized she was holding.

“Come,” Lucia said. “There’s someone I want you to meet.”

That sentence nearly changed Camille’s answer.

She stopped in the hallway. “Someone?”

“A friend.”

“What kind of friend?”

“The kind whose opinion I trust.”

Camille’s stomach tightened. “About me?”

Lucia turned back.

“No one is entitled to you, Camille. Not me. Not my friends. Not any room I bring you into. But if you’re curious about this world, there are people you should meet carefully.”

“Carefully.”

“Yes.”

“That sounds ominous again.”

Lucia smiled. “It should sound respectful.”

The media room sat at the far end of the house, past the piano room Camille barely remembered from the party. Unlike the rest of the house, it was warmly dim even at midday, with leather seating, dark built-in shelves, and a low table holding a silver tray with tea, cut fruit, and small pastries.

A woman sat in the center of the sofa as if the room had been arranged around her.

Camille stopped at the threshold.

The woman was tall, almost six feet, with deep reddish-brown skin and a presence that seemed to fill the air before she moved. Her hair was coiled and pinned with a few gold beads that caught the light when she turned her head. She wore layered silk in saturated colors, green, bronze, and dark red, the fabric loose enough to seem effortless and fine enough to suggest nothing about her was accidental.

She was older than Lucia. Mid-forties, maybe. Age had not softened her. It had refined her.

The woman looked at Camille, then at Lucia.

“Oh,” she said. “So this is the morning surprise.”

Camille’s face heated instantly.

Lucia’s hand touched the center of her back.

Not pushing.

Grounding.

“Camille,” Lucia said, “this is Marisol.”

Marisol rose.

Camille had the absurd urge to step back.

Marisol noticed and smiled, not unkindly.

“Relax, sweetheart. I don’t bite without permission.”

Camille’s blush got worse.

Lucia’s hand remained at her back. “Marisol was my first teacher.”

“Teacher?” Camille asked.

“In this,” Lucia said.

The quiet answer shifted the room.

Camille looked from Lucia to Marisol, then back again. Lucia, who seemed like the beginning and end of authority, had once knelt somewhere metaphorical or literal and learned from the woman now crossing the room toward them.

The thought made Camille’s pulse trip.

Marisol stopped several feet away.

“May I look at you?” she asked.

Camille blinked. “You’re asking?”

Marisol’s mouth curved. “Always.”

Camille glanced at Lucia.

Lucia said nothing.

That was harder than permission. It made the choice hers.

“Yes,” Camille said.

Marisol’s gaze moved over her with slow attention. Face, throat, shoulders, hands. The dress she had slept in the night before, now clean and slightly wrinkled from the laundry. The way Camille kept her fingers curled. The way she stood close enough to Lucia to feel protected by proximity.

“Pretty,” Marisol said. “Nervous. Curious. Very new.”

Camille almost laughed. “That obvious?”

“To me, yes.”

Marisol stepped a little closer.

“Color?”

Camille hesitated, surprised, then found Lucia watching her, waiting.

“Green,” Camille said.

“Good. Then we’ll keep this simple. I ask before I touch. You answer honestly. If you accept an instruction, I expect obedience. Does that frighten you?”

“Yes.”

“Does it interest you?”

Camille’s lips parted.

Marisol waited.

“Yes,” Camille whispered.

Marisol’s eyes warmed.

“Well then.”

She reached one hand toward Camille’s face and stopped short of contact.

“May I?”

Camille had answered that same question for Lucia.

It felt different now.

“Yes.”

Marisol’s fingers brushed along Camille’s cheek, light as a thought, then down to her jaw. Her touch was warmer than Lucia’s, slower, more ceremonial. Lucia’s dominance had been sharp silk. Marisol’s felt like velvet over stone.

“You’re still carrying the morning,” Marisol said.

Camille did not understand, but her body did. Her breath changed.

“She did well,” Lucia said.

Marisol looked at her, amused. “I assumed. You wouldn’t have brought her otherwise.”

Camille glanced at Lucia.

Lucia’s face was composed, but there was something in her eyes Camille had not seen before.

Respect.

Maybe even anticipation.

Marisol returned her attention to Camille.

“Would you like to show me what you learned?”

Camille’s stomach dipped.

“I don’t know what I learned.”

“Then begin with the first thing.”

Camille looked toward Lucia.

Lucia’s voice was calm. “What did I tell you about looking to me for answers that belong to you?”

Camille shut her eyes briefly.

Then she opened them and faced Marisol.

“You told me to answer honestly.”

“Good,” Marisol said. “Can you do that now?”

“I can try.”

“Excellent. Stand in front of the sofa.”

Camille’s body obeyed before her mind finished worrying.

Marisol’s smile deepened. “There it is.”

Camille stood in front of the sofa, hands clasped too tightly.

Marisol sat again, crossing one leg over the other.

“Hands at your sides.”

Camille let them fall.

“Shoulders back.”

She straightened.

“Chin up.”

The adjustment exposed her throat. It made her feel visible in a way that had nothing to do with clothes.

Marisol studied her.

“Do you like being corrected?”

Camille swallowed. “I think so.”

“Not good enough.”

“Yes,” Camille said, breathier this time. “I like it.”

“Why?”

Camille’s face burned. “Because it means someone is paying attention.”

Lucia was very still beside the doorway.

Marisol’s expression softened.

“That was a better answer than I expected.”

Camille felt the praise move through her, deep and bright.

Marisol leaned back against the sofa.

“Remove your cardigan.”

Camille’s hands went to the buttons.

Then she paused.

The pause was small, but both women caught it.

“Color?” Lucia asked quietly.

Camille turned her head toward her. “Green.”

Marisol did not speak again until Camille had folded the cardigan and set it over the arm of the sofa.

“Dress next.”

Camille’s pulse jumped.

Marisol lifted one hand. “You can refuse.”

Camille looked at Lucia.

This time Lucia did not correct her. She simply held her gaze.

Camille could leave. She knew that. Lucia had made sure she knew it.

That knowledge did not make her want to leave.

It made staying feel more dangerous.

And more hers.

“Yes,” Camille said.

Her fingers found the side zipper of her dress. She pulled it down slowly, then slipped the straps from her shoulders. The dress fell to her waist, caught briefly at her hips, then slid to the floor.

She stepped out of it.

In the quiet room, the sound of fabric settling on the rug seemed enormous.

Camille stood in her underwear and bra, exposed in front of Lucia’s former teacher.

Marisol’s gaze moved over her again.

“Beautiful,” she said simply.

Camille’s eyes stung without warning.

She hated that. Hated how quickly praise from women like this went somewhere tender. Hated that she wanted more of it the moment she received it.

Marisol noticed.

“You’re not used to being admired without being handled carelessly.”

Camille shook her head once.

“Words, sweetheart.”

“No.”

Marisol looked to Lucia. “Oh, this one has layers.”

Lucia’s voice lowered. “I know.”

The way she said it made Camille tremble.

Marisol pointed to the floor in front of her.

“Kneel.”

Camille’s breath caught.

Not because she did not want to.

Because she did.

“Green?” Marisol asked.

“Green.”

“Then kneel.”

Camille sank to the rug.

The position shifted the entire room. Marisol above her. Lucia behind and to the side. Camille between them, half dressed, knees on the soft rug, hands resting awkwardly on her thighs.

Marisol leaned forward and touched Camille’s hair.

“Very pretty like this.”

Camille lowered her eyes.

Marisol’s fingers paused.

“No. Look at me when praise embarrasses you.”

Camille obeyed.

The older woman smiled.

“Good.”

Lucia moved at last, crossing the room to stand beside the sofa. She did not sit. She stood where Camille could see her, arms relaxed, gaze intent.

Marisol looked up at her. “May I?”

Lucia’s brows lifted slightly. “Ask her.”

Camille’s heart stumbled.

Marisol’s gaze returned to her. “May I touch you more intimately?”

Camille’s mouth went dry.

“What does that mean?”

Marisol’s smile was approving. “Good question. Breasts, thighs, perhaps between your legs if you still want that when we get there.”

Camille’s whole body warmed.

Lucia’s voice came quietly. “You can say no and remain exactly as welcome as you are now.”

That was what let Camille say yes.

“Yes,” she whispered.

Marisol reached for her, slowly enough that Camille saw every inch of the movement. Her fingertips traced along Camille’s shoulder, then down to the strap of her bra. She did not remove it. Not yet. She touched the skin just above it, then the edge of the cup, then paused again.

“Still green?”

Camille nodded, then remembered. “Green.”

Marisol’s fingers slipped beneath the strap and eased it down one shoulder.

Camille exhaled shakily.

Lucia’s gaze sharpened.

Marisol lowered the other strap, then reached behind Camille and unclasped the bra with a practiced motion. She drew it away and set it neatly on the sofa beside her.

Cool air touched Camille’s breasts.

She almost crossed her arms.

Lucia’s voice stopped her.

“Don’t hide.”

Camille froze, then forced her hands to remain on her thighs.

Marisol’s thumb brushed over one nipple.

Camille gasped.

“Sensitive,” Marisol said.

Lucia’s mouth curved. “Very.”

Camille made a small mortified sound.

Marisol chuckled. “It is not an accusation.”

She explored Camille with patient attention, learning the shape of her reactions: a thumb over one nipple, fingertips beneath the curve of a breast, a light pinch that made Camille jerk, and the soothing stroke afterward that made her lean forward before she could stop herself.

“Ah,” Marisol said. “You like contrast.”

Camille’s breath shook. “I don’t know what I like.”

“Yes, you do. Your body is very articulate.”

Lucia came closer.

Camille could feel her now. Not touching, but near.

Marisol cupped Camille’s chin and tilted her face up.

“Would you like Lucia to hold you still?”

Camille’s eyes flew to Lucia.

Lucia waited.

Camille’s voice was almost gone. “Yes.”

Lucia moved behind her and knelt on the rug. Her thighs bracketed Camille’s hips. Her arms slid around Camille’s torso, not covering her, not protecting her exactly, but holding her in place while leaving her body open to Marisol’s hands.

The position was devastating.

Lucia’s mouth brushed Camille’s ear.

“Color?”

“Green.”

“Good girl.”

Marisol touched her again.

This time Camille could not move away from the sensation, not because she was trapped, but because she had asked to be held. Lucia’s arms were firm around her. Marisol’s fingers teased and tested until Camille’s breasts ached and her breathing broke into quiet, uneven sounds.

Then Marisol’s hand slid down Camille’s stomach.

Camille tensed.

Lucia tightened her hold, grounding rather than restraining.

“Breathe,” Lucia murmured.

Camille breathed.

Marisol stopped at the waistband of Camille’s underwear.

“May I remove these?”

Camille hesitated.

Marisol waited. Lucia waited.

No one filled the silence for her.

“Yes,” Camille said.

Lucia released her just enough for Marisol to draw the underwear down. Camille lifted one knee, then the other, and the last piece of clothing was gone.

She knelt naked between them.

Not abandoned.

Not taken.

Chosen.

The distinction mattered. It made the humiliation bloom hotter instead of souring into fear.

Marisol rested one hand lightly on Camille’s knee.

“Open.”

Camille parted her thighs.

A quiet sound escaped Lucia behind her.

Camille heard it and trembled.

Marisol saw.

“So you like being wanted by both of us.”

Camille shut her eyes.

Lucia’s lips brushed her ear again.

“Answer her.”

“Yes.”

Marisol smiled. “Good.”

Her fingers moved between Camille’s thighs.

Camille jerked at the first touch, then melted backward into Lucia’s body. Marisol stroked her slowly, not enough to drive her over, enough to make every second stretch. She touched as if she had all afternoon and no interest in rushing toward Camille’s relief.

“You are wet,” Marisol said.

Camille’s face burned.

Lucia’s voice was low in her ear. “Tell her why.”

“I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do.”

Camille whimpered when Marisol’s fingers circled a little more firmly.

“Because you’re both looking at me,” she admitted. “Because I’m naked. Because you told me to open. Because I did.”

Lucia’s arms tightened.

“There,” she whispered. “That is honesty.”

Marisol rewarded it with two fingers sliding through Camille’s wetness and pressing inside.

Camille cried out and rocked forward.

Lucia held her.

Marisol stilled. “Color.”

“Green,” Camille gasped. “Green. Please.”

“Please what?”

Camille hated them both for making her say it.

She loved them both for making her say it.

“Please keep touching me.”

Marisol did.

Lucia’s hands moved to Camille’s breasts, taking over where Marisol had left them. Camille was held between them now, Lucia behind her, Marisol in front of her, the two women working her body with terrifying patience.

No one rushed.

That was the cruelty of it.

They did not overwhelm her all at once. They built her carefully, layer by layer, until Camille felt like she had become nothing but exposed skin, open thighs, and the helpless need to be good for them.

Marisol’s fingers moved deeper.

Lucia’s teeth grazed the side of Camille’s neck.

Camille’s hands clutched at Lucia’s forearms.

“May I?” Camille panted.

Lucia understood. “Yes. Hold on.”

Camille did.

The permission made her feel even weaker.

Marisol changed the angle of her hand, and the pleasure sharpened.

“Oh,” Camille gasped. “Oh, please.”

Marisol’s gaze lifted to Lucia. “She asks beautifully.”

“She does.”

Camille shook between them.

“Ask properly,” Lucia murmured.

Camille could barely form words. “Please make me come.”

Marisol’s expression warmed.

“So polite.”

Lucia’s fingers closed lightly around Camille’s nipples.

Camille broke.

Her orgasm moved through her in a long, shaking wave that left her crying out against Lucia’s shoulder. Marisol kept her hand steady, drawing the pleasure out while Lucia held her through it, praising her in low, quiet words Camille could not fully understand.

When it finally passed, Camille sagged bonelessly against Lucia.

Marisol withdrew her hand slowly and stroked Camille’s thigh instead.

“Very good,” she said.

Camille laughed once, weak and breathless. “I’m going to start liking those words too much.”

“You already do,” Lucia said.

Camille did not have the strength to deny it.

For several minutes, they let her rest. Lucia held her. Marisol poured water from the tray and brought it to Camille’s mouth. Camille drank because Marisol told her to, then drank again because Lucia said, “More.”

The care after the intensity unsettled her almost more than the pleasure had.

Eventually, Marisol sat back.

“She is new,” she said to Lucia. “But not fragile.”

Camille lifted her head. “I’m right here.”

Both women looked at her.

Her face heated again. “Sorry.”

Marisol arched a brow.

Camille caught herself.

“I mean, I’m right here.”

Lucia’s mouth curved with approval.

Marisol laughed softly. “There she is.”

The praise felt different this time. Less like approval for obedience. More like recognition.

Marisol crossed one elegant leg over the other.

“Lucia tells me you asked about the locked door before you even knew what it was.”

Camille glanced at Lucia. “Apparently champagne makes me nosy.”

“No,” Lucia said. “It makes you less practiced at hiding.”

Camille could not argue with that.

Marisol leaned forward.

“Then I will tell you something plainly. There is a private event tomorrow evening. Invitation only. Very controlled. Very safe. Also very intense.”

Camille’s stomach tightened.

“The Exchange,” she said.

Lucia looked at Marisol.

Marisol smiled. “You heard us.”

“Only a little.”

“Enough.”

Camille pulled the robe tighter around herself, though she did not remember Lucia putting it back on her. “What is it?”

“A private society,” Marisol said. “Not a nightclub. Not a free-for-all. A curated space for consensual power exchange, exhibition, discipline, performance, and desire.”

Camille’s pulse quickened.

Lucia spoke then. “You are not ready to participate publicly.”

Relief and disappointment struck at the same time.

Marisol noticed both.

“That reaction,” she said, “is why you may be ready to attend.”

“Attend,” Camille repeated.

“Watch,” Lucia said. “Stay with me. Learn the rules. Leave whenever you want.”

Camille looked between them. “And if I wanted more than watching?”

Lucia’s expression sharpened.

Marisol smiled.

“Then you would have to earn that,” Lucia said.

Camille felt the words move through her like a touch.

“What does that mean?”

“It means tonight you rest,” Lucia said. “Tomorrow, if you still want to go, we talk through limits. What you’re curious about. What you do not want. What you may want but are not ready for. You will not stumble into a room like that unprepared.”

Marisol nodded. “The fantasy is being swept away. The practice is knowing exactly where the exits are.”

Camille absorbed that.

“Would I have a safeword there too?”

“Yes,” Lucia said.

“Same one?”

“Red will always work with me,” Lucia said. “At The Exchange, Strawberry is the word everyone recognizes immediately. Either word stops anything involving you.”

Camille nodded slowly.

Marisol’s gaze softened. “That frightened you.”

“A little.”

“Good. Fear is information. Not always a warning to run. Sometimes a warning to pay attention.”

Camille looked down at her hands.

“What if I embarrass you?” she asked Lucia.

Lucia’s answer came immediately.

“You won’t.”

“You don’t know that.”

“Yes, I do.”

The certainty in her voice wrapped around Camille’s chest.

Lucia knelt in front of her now, taking both of Camille’s hands.

“If you attend with me, your only job is honesty. Not bravery. Not performance. Not pleasing me past yourself. Honesty. Can you do that?”

Camille thought of the playroom, the mirror, the way truth seemed to make Lucia’s eyes darken.

“Yes.”

“Then you will not embarrass me.”

Camille believed her.

Marisol stood, silk shifting around her.

“I should go. I have arrangements to make.”

Lucia rose too.

Camille started to stand, but her legs were still unreliable. Lucia noticed and helped her up.

Marisol came close one last time.

This time she did not ask to touch Camille’s face.

She offered her hand instead.

Camille looked at it, then placed her fingers in Marisol’s palm.

Marisol bent and kissed her knuckles.

The gesture was so unexpectedly formal that Camille went still.

“You are not a toy,” Marisol said quietly. “Remember that when the room gets loud.”

Camille swallowed.

“I will.”

Marisol smiled.

“Good girl.”

Then she was gone, leaving the scent of amber and spice behind her.

Camille stood in the media room with Lucia’s robe around her shoulders, her body still humming, her mind full of silk, hands, praise, and a place called The Exchange.

Lucia watched her carefully.

“You don’t have to decide now.”

“I know.”

“Do you?”

Camille met her eyes.

“Yes.”

Lucia studied her for a long moment.

Then she held out her hand.

“Come upstairs. Bath first. Food after.”

Camille took her hand.

Lucia led her down the hallway, not pulling, not hurrying, simply expecting Camille to follow.

And Camille did.

Not because she had no choice.

Because the choice was starting to feel like the most dangerous pleasure of all.


Chapter 3

The Exchange

Lucia did not mention The Exchange again until the next afternoon.

The silence made it loom larger.

Camille woke in the guest room a second morning, alone beneath expensive sheets, with sunlight crossing the floor and her body still humming with remembered instruction. She lay there for a while, staring at the ceiling she now recognized, trying to separate what had happened from what she had imagined.

Lucia’s playroom.

Marisol’s hands.

The robe sliding from her shoulders.

The impossible softness of Lucia’s voice when she said, honesty.

Camille covered her face with both hands.

She had not gone home.

Lucia had offered. More than once. A car, clean clothes, a polite exit, breakfast wrapped up in a little paper bag if Camille wanted to pretend this had been only a strange weekend detour.

Camille had said no.

Not dramatically. Not bravely. She had simply stood near the front door after Marisol left, dressed again and trembling from everything that had already happened, and found she could not make herself step outside.

Lucia had not looked surprised.

“Then stay tonight,” she had said. “Sleep. Decide tomorrow.”

Tomorrow had arrived.

Camille still did not want to leave.

There was a folded note on the nightstand.

Breakfast downstairs. Dress comfortably. No decisions before coffee.

L.

Camille smiled before she could stop herself.

Then she caught the smile and felt embarrassed even alone.

She showered in the guest bath, using soap that smelled like bergamot and white tea, then dressed in the clothes Lucia had washed for her the day before. Her own dress felt too flimsy in daylight, too connected to the party, so she borrowed the soft black wrap sweater Lucia had left draped over the chair.

It was not quite permission.

It was not quite not permission either.

Downstairs, Lucia was outside on the rear terrace, seated beneath a striped umbrella with coffee, toast, fruit, and a tablet. She wore linen trousers and a sleeveless black top, hair twisted low at the back of her neck. No robe. No silk. Nothing overtly seductive.

Camille still had to remind herself not to stare.

Lucia looked up as Camille stepped onto the terrace.

“You found the sweater.”

Camille touched the sleeve. “Was I supposed to?”

“You were supposed to decide whether you wanted it.”

Camille sat across from her. “Is everything a test?”

“No.”

Camille waited.

Lucia poured coffee into a cup and pushed it toward her. “Only the useful things.”

Camille took the cup, hiding her smile behind it.

Breakfast was quiet for a few minutes. The house sat in the hills above the city, its pool reflecting strips of pale sky, its garden trimmed into beautiful obedience. Camille watched a hummingbird flicker near the flowers and wondered what her own apartment looked like this morning. Her unmade bed. The mug beside her laptop. A pile of laundry she had been ignoring.

That life felt close enough to return to and far enough away to become unreal.

Lucia set her tablet aside.

“You’ve been thinking about it.”

Camille did not pretend to misunderstand. “Yes.”

“The Exchange.”

“Yes.”

“And?”

Camille looked into her coffee. “I want to see it.”

“That wasn’t the question.”

Camille’s fingers tightened around the cup.

Lucia’s tone stayed calm. “Do you want to attend because you are curious, or because you think I want you to?”

Camille almost answered too quickly.

Then she stopped.

Lucia noticed the restraint and allowed it.

“I care what you want,” Camille said.

“I know.”

“But I don’t think that’s the only reason.”

“Then what is?”

Camille drew a breath. “I want to know if this feeling goes away when other people are in the room.”

Lucia’s eyes sharpened slightly.

Camille continued, because if she stopped she might not start again. “With you, and with Marisol, it felt like the world got very small. Like all I had to do was listen and answer and let myself want things. But maybe that only works because this is your house. Your room. Your rules.”

“And if it works somewhere else?”

Camille’s throat tightened. “Then maybe it’s not just a moment.”

Lucia said nothing for a long time.

Then she nodded once.

“Better.”

That single word still did things to Camille’s body.

Lucia reached for a slim black folder beside her tablet and opened it on the table between them. Inside were two pages, printed cleanly.

“What is that?” Camille asked.

“A guest agreement.”

Camille’s eyes widened.

Lucia’s mouth curved. “Not legally binding in the dramatic way you’re imagining. It’s a consent checklist and an acknowledgment of rules. Everyone attending as a guest completes one before entering the main event spaces.”

Camille leaned closer.

The first page listed the house rules.

No recording. No real names on the floor. No touching without permission. Red or Strawberry stopped everything. Yellow paused the scene. Green meant continue. Staff could intervene if someone seemed overwhelmed, aftercare was part of the night rather than an afterthought, and no one played intoxicated.

Camille read that last one twice.

Lucia noticed. “No champagne this time.”

“I figured.”

“One drink at most tonight, and only after any scene or demonstration is finished.”

Camille looked up. “Any scene?”

“If you participate at all.”

The words struck like a fingertip down her spine.

“If?” she asked.

Lucia leaned back. “You are attending to observe. That is the plan.”

“But?”

“But curiosity is not always satisfied by watching.”

Camille pressed her thighs together under the table, then caught herself.

Lucia’s eyes flicked down.

Camille flushed.

Lucia did not tease her. That was almost worse.

“Page two,” Lucia said.

Camille turned it.

The second sheet was a checklist divided into columns.

Interested. Curious but unsure. Not tonight. Hard no.

Beside each was a list of dynamics and acts: nudity, exhibition, impact play, restraint, verbal humiliation, service, orgasm control, oral service, voyeurism, group attention, public demonstration, penetration, anal play, male partners, female partners, object use, pain intensity, praise, degradation, and aftercare preferences.

Camille stared at it.

It should have made the whole thing feel clinical.

Instead, seeing each possibility named so plainly made her body react with humiliating clarity.

Lucia slid a pen toward her.

“We’ll complete it together.”

“Now?”

“Yes.”

Camille picked up the pen.

Her hand shook.

Lucia noticed but said nothing.

That became its own kindness.

They worked through the list slowly.

Nudity.

Camille hesitated.

Lucia said, “You liked being naked yesterday.”

Camille’s face burned. “That doesn’t mean I want a room full of people seeing me.”

“No. It means the question deserves honesty.”

Camille marked Curious but unsure.

Exhibition.

Same column.

Voyeurism.

Interested.

Lucia’s eyebrow lifted.

Camille stared at the paper. “I like watching.”

“I know.”

Impact play.

Camille remembered Marisol’s voice describing discipline. The possibility of being spanked not as punishment exactly, but as ceremony, control, sensation, proof.

“Curious,” she said. “But not hard.”

Lucia marked a note beside it.

Restraint.

Camille’s hand paused longer.

Lucia watched her.

“I think interested,” Camille said.

“You think?”

“I am interested.”

Lucia wrote it down.

Verbal humiliation.

Camille swallowed.

“What kind?” she asked.

“Good question. Some people enjoy harsh language. Some prefer embarrassment without cruelty. Some like being called names. Some only like situational humiliation, being displayed, corrected, exposed.”

“Not names,” Camille said quickly.

Lucia wrote no insulting names.

Camille exhaled. “Maybe embarrassment. Being corrected. Being told what I am doing.”

“Good.”

Orgasm control.

Camille could not look at her.

“Interested,” she whispered.

Lucia wrote it without comment.

That almost made Camille laugh from nerves.

Oral service.

The pen hovered.

Camille thought of Lucia’s mouth on hers, Marisol’s fingers, the way both women had watched her become honest. She thought of kneeling. Of being asked to ask.

“Female partners,” Camille said, voice low. “Interested.”

Lucia made a note. “Male partners?”

Camille’s answer came immediately. “Not tonight.”

Lucia’s gaze lifted to hers.

“Hard no?”

Camille thought carefully.

The answer mattered. Not because anyone was pushing her, but because this was the first time in her life someone had asked before assuming.

“Hard no for tonight,” she said. “Maybe generally. I don’t know yet.”

Lucia wrote exactly that.

Camille felt strangely proud.

When they reached public demonstration, Camille put the pen down.

Lucia waited.

“I don’t know what that means.”

“It can mean many things. Standing for inspection. Receiving instruction. Being guided through a simple scene. Serving someone. Being restrained. Being watched while you experience pleasure. Nothing happens unless negotiated first.”

Camille’s heartbeat quickened.

“Would you be with me?”

“If you participate tonight, yes.”

“And Marisol?”

“She will be there.”

Camille absorbed that.

“What would you recommend?”

Lucia was quiet for several seconds.

“I recommend you watch first. If you still want to be presented after that, we keep it simple. No penetration, no men touching you, no restraints you cannot step out of, and no pain beyond light spanking unless you ask for it. No one handles you but me or Marisol.”

Camille looked at the checklist.

“That sounds safe.”

“It is meant to be.”

“Then why am I still scared?”

“Because safe does not mean small.”

That answer stayed with Camille all afternoon.

They spent the hours before the event in preparation that felt almost domestic. Lucia had Camille eat lunch. Drink water. Rest. Shower. Camille expected to be dressed like someone else, turned into a fantasy object unrecognizable to herself, but Lucia chose something simpler: a deep teal dress with thin straps and a floating skirt that stopped mid-thigh, pretty enough to belong at a cocktail party and sheer enough in the light to remind Camille what she was not wearing underneath.

“No underwear?” Camille asked, voice too thin.

Lucia held her gaze in the mirror.

“You may wear it if you want.”

Camille looked at the underwear laid beside the dress.

Then at herself.

Then at Lucia.

“No,” she said.

Lucia’s expression softened by a fraction. “Your choice.”

The words warmed her more than any command could have.

Lucia fastened a delicate gold chain around Camille’s throat. Not a collar. Not exactly. Just close enough to make Camille keep touching it until Lucia took her hand and lowered it.

“You’ll fidget.”

“I know.”

“Don’t.”

Camille let her hand fall.

Lucia wore black.

A long gown, understated and devastating, with a slit that revealed one strong leg when she walked. Her hair was pinned up. Her earrings were small gold drops. She looked less like a woman going to a party and more like a verdict dressed for dinner.

A black car arrived at dusk.

Camille’s nerves worsened the moment they left the house.

The city slid by in fragments: lit windows, dark trees, restaurants filling for the evening, strangers walking dogs, ordinary people doing ordinary things while Camille sat beside Lucia with no underwear beneath a dress Lucia had chosen, on her way to a private society where adults performed their desires under stage lights.

Lucia rested one hand on Camille’s knee.

“Color?”

Camille laughed weakly. “Already?”

“Yes.”

“Green.”

Lucia’s thumb brushed once, then stilled. “You can be green and nervous.”

“I am.”

“I know.”

The Exchange occupied an old estate tucked behind wrought iron gates in the hills. Not a mansion designed to impress from a distance, but a warm brick building softened by ivy, low lights, and mature trees. Security stood near the entrance in dark suits, polite and unobtrusive. Inside, the foyer smelled faintly of sandalwood and polished wood.

No one leered at Camille.

That surprised her.

People looked, yes. But not in the hungry, careless way men had sometimes looked at her in bars. The attention here was frank, assessing, and somehow formal. Guests greeted Lucia with warmth and deference. Some kissed her cheek. Some called her Lucienne, which made Camille glance over.

Lucia smiled slightly.

“Old name.”

“Yours?”

“One of them.”

That answer made Camille want to know ten more things.

She did not ask. Not yet.

Marisol found them near the entrance to the ballroom.

She wore bronze silk and gold cuffs at both wrists, looking impossibly regal and completely at ease. She kissed Lucia on both cheeks, then turned to Camille.

“There you are.”

Camille blushed as if she had been summoned.

Marisol saw and smiled. “Still green?”

Camille nodded.

Marisol waited.

Camille corrected herself. “Green.”

“Good.”

Lucia handed Marisol the completed checklist.

Camille blinked. “You’re showing her?”

“You agreed she could supervise anything involving you tonight,” Lucia reminded her. “She needs to know your limits.”

“I did agree,” Camille said quickly.

Marisol accepted the paper and skimmed it with serious attention. No teasing. No raised eyebrow at the vulnerable boxes. She read Camille’s limits like they deserved respect.

“Clear,” Marisol said. “Good.”

She looked at Camille.

“No men touch you tonight. No penetration. No hard impact. No name-calling. No fixed restraints. Lucia or I only. If you choose to be presented, red or Strawberry stops it. So does stop. Do you understand?”

The list should have embarrassed her.

Instead, it steadied her.

“Yes.”

“Good.”

From inside the ballroom, a bell chimed once.

Marisol’s smile returned. “Come watch.”

The ballroom had once been built for dancing. Camille could see the old bones of it: high ceiling, carved molding, tall windows now draped in heavy velvet. But the center of the room had been transformed into a performance space. Not a crude stage, exactly. More like a ritual floor, marked by warm light, with furniture arranged along one side: a padded bench, a low platform, a tall frame with polished steel rings, a table displaying toys and implements with almost museum-like neatness.

Chairs and small sofas surrounded the space in a wide oval.

People sat with drinks in hand, murmuring, laughing softly, leaning into lovers and companions. Some wore evening clothes. Some wore collars. Some wore barely anything. Some were nude already, but their nakedness seemed less shocking than Camille expected because no one treated it like a spectacle until the person chose to step into the light.

Lucia guided Camille to a loveseat near the front, close enough to see everything, not so close that Camille felt trapped.

Marisol sat on Camille’s other side.

The placement was not accidental.

Camille sat between them and tried to breathe normally.

A man’s voice came through hidden speakers, rich and low.

“Members and guests, welcome. Tonight’s gathering includes first-time guests, returning performers, and member demonstrations. As always, there are no legal names on the floor, no recording, and no touching without permission. Red or Strawberry stops all action. Yellow pauses. Staff may intervene at any time. We honor desire by honoring limits.”

The room quieted.

“If you are new,” the voice continued, “you are not here to impress us. You are here to discover whether your truth feels different when witnessed kindly.”

Camille felt Lucia’s hand cover hers.

She glanced at her.

Lucia did not look back. Her gaze was on the stage.

But her fingers squeezed once.

The lights softened everywhere except the center floor.

A woman stepped from behind the curtain wrapped in a white towel.

She was maybe late thirties, soft around the hips, brown-haired, visibly nervous. A man walked beside her, not touching, one hand held near the small of her back in case she needed the reassurance.

The woman stopped in the light.

The room waited.

The man said something too low for the audience to hear.

The woman laughed nervously, then nodded.

Slowly, she opened the towel.

Camille’s breath caught.

Not because the woman was naked. Because she was afraid and doing it anyway. Because the room did not devour her. Because no one shouted or mocked or took from her. A few people smiled. Someone murmured, “Beautiful.” Another said, “Well done.”

The woman let the towel fall.

She stood with her arms slightly away from her body, eyes shining, chin trembling. Then, after a long moment, she turned in a slow circle, allowing herself to be seen.

When she faced the room again, tears had slipped down her cheeks.

She smiled through them.

The applause was soft, sustained, almost tender.

Camille swallowed hard.

Lucia leaned close. “What are you feeling?”

Camille whispered, “I don’t know.”

Marisol said, “Try.”

Camille kept her eyes on the woman as the man wrapped her carefully back in the towel.

“Jealous,” she admitted.

Lucia’s hand tightened around hers.

Marisol’s voice warmed. “Of being seen?”

Camille nodded.

“Words.”

“Yes.”

The next demonstration was a couple, both older than Camille’s parents, both wearing dark robes. Their scene was not one Camille would have imagined wanting to watch, and yet she could not look away. The tenderness between them was almost indecent. They kissed first. Slowly. Deeply. Then the woman knelt in front of the man, her hands resting on his thighs, the act framed not as service demanded, but service offered.

Camille expected to feel awkward.

She did.

But she also felt moved by the obvious trust between them.

They proceeded only in stages. Eye contact. A whispered check-in. A hand signal. The woman eventually bent over a padded bench, and the man entered her from behind with a care that did not lessen the heat of it. The audience watched, silent except for soft encouragement. The woman’s pleasure built visibly, her face turned toward the room, her embarrassment transforming into something like pride.

When she came, she reached back for him, and he covered her hand with his.

Camille looked away only when her own body reacted too strongly.

Lucia noticed.

“Green?”

Camille’s voice was rough. “Green.”

“You’re allowed to be aroused.”

“I know.”

“Do you?”

Camille shook her head.

Lucia’s mouth brushed near her ear. “Then learn.”

The next scene changed the energy of the room.

A young woman in a vintage cheerleader costume stepped into the light, leading a lean young man by a leash attached to a black collar. The man was not naked as in the kind of dream Camille might have expected from a place like this. He wore briefs, nothing more, and his blush reached his chest.

The woman smiled at the room with the confidence of someone who had negotiated every second in advance.

“She’s newer than she looks,” Marisol murmured. “He is much more experienced than he looks. They enjoy reversing expectations.”

Camille watched the woman circle him, watched her whisper in his ear, watched him place his hands behind his back because she told him to. The audience clearly enjoyed his embarrassment, but it was not cruelty. He met the crowd’s eyes when she ordered him to. He shook. He obeyed. He also smiled once when she turned away, quick and delighted before he remembered to look mortified again.

Camille found herself smiling too.

Then Marisol stood.

The room noticed.

Of course it did.

Camille’s spine straightened.

Lucia leaned back, unsurprised.

“You knew?” Camille whispered.

“I suspected.”

Marisol walked into the light with the easy authority of a woman who belonged wherever she stood. The young woman in costume turned toward her, eyes bright. The young man dropped his gaze immediately.

Marisol did not touch either of them at first.

She asked questions.

Camille could not hear all of them, but she saw the answers. The woman nodded. The man said something. Marisol asked again. Both responded more clearly.

Only then did she step closer.

What followed was not the raw shock Camille had feared from watching another dominant take control. It was almost elegant. Marisol took the young woman’s chin and kissed her, slowly enough that the room seemed to lean closer. She guided the woman’s hand to the young man’s shoulder, then placed the man on his knees. She arranged them like figures in a painting of surrender and permission.

Camille watched, transfixed.

Marisol did not rush to the most explicit thing. She built the scene from posture, from waiting, from the ache of anticipation. The cheerleader’s confident smile dissolved into open need. The young man trembled with visible arousal and embarrassment. Marisol moved between them like heat given human form.

Lucia’s voice came low beside Camille.

“What do you see?”

Camille could barely answer. “Control.”

“What else?”

“Trust.”

“What else?”

Camille’s fingers dug into her own thigh. “Want.”

Lucia’s gaze stayed on Marisol. “Yes.”

The scene became more intimate, then more explicit. Marisol brought the young woman to a shuddering peak with her fingers while the young man watched from his knees, denied touch until Marisol gave him permission. Then she guided him into service, not to herself first, but to the woman he had arrived with, forcing his attention away from humiliation and toward care.

The audience responded to the precision of it.

Camille understood why.

Marisol made dominance look not like taking whatever she wanted, but knowing what everyone wanted before they could fully bear to say it.

When the scene ended, both younger participants were laughing breathlessly, wrapped in each other’s arms while Marisol stroked their hair. A staff member brought water. Someone else draped a robe over the woman’s shoulders.

Aftercare was not hidden.

It was part of the performance.

Camille could not stop looking at that.

Marisol returned during the break and sat beside her as if she had only stepped away to answer a phone call.

“Well?” she asked.

Camille stared at her. “You’re terrifying.”

Marisol laughed, rich and pleased. “Thank you.”

“I meant that as a compliment.”

“I accepted it as one.”

Lucia’s hand moved to Camille’s knee. “Still curious?”

Camille looked toward the lit floor.

The staff were resetting the stage. The steel frame remained, but the harshness Camille had imagined earlier seemed less frightening now. It was only an object. The meaning came from the people around it.

“I don’t know,” she said.

Marisol took the checklist from a small clutch beside her and unfolded it.

“You marked public demonstration as curious but unsure.”

Camille’s mouth went dry.

Lucia turned toward her fully. “You are not obligated.”

“I know.”

“Good.”

Marisol leaned closer. “Would you like to be seen?”

Camille’s breath stopped.

Lucia’s voice followed, softer. “Not used. Not overwhelmed. Seen.”

Camille looked at the stage.

She thought of the woman in the towel. The trembling smile. The gentle applause. The moment she seemed to realize that being visible had not destroyed her.

“Yes,” Camille whispered.

Lucia’s stillness changed.

Marisol’s smile faded into something more serious. “Then we negotiate now.”

Camille nodded.

“No fixed restraints,” Lucia said.

“Yes. No fixed restraints.”

“No men touching you.”

“Yes.”

“No penetration.”

“Yes.”

“Light impact only if you ask.”

Camille hesitated. “Maybe.”

“Maybe means no unless you ask clearly,” Marisol said.

Camille nodded. “No unless I ask clearly.”

“Public nudity?” Lucia asked.

Camille felt her body answer before her voice.

“Yes.”

Lucia studied her face.

Camille held her gaze. “I want to try.”

“What do you want us to do?”

Camille looked from Lucia to Marisol.

“Us?”

“You said you wanted to be seen,” Marisol said. “By the room, yes. But more importantly by whom?”

Camille’s eyes stung again.

The answer came out barely audible.

“You.”

Lucia’s hand tightened on her knee.

Marisol’s expression softened.

“Then we keep it simple,” Lucia said. “Presentation. Inspection by me. Marisol supervising. You answer questions. You may kneel if you want to. Nothing more unless you ask for it.”

Camille nodded.

Lucia touched her chin.

“Last chance to decide this is only a fantasy for tonight.”

Camille looked at her.

“I want to go up there.”

Lucia held her gaze for another moment.

Then she stood.

Camille’s body went cold and hot at once.

Marisol rose too.

The room was still in break, people talking softly, sipping drinks, laughing in small clusters. No one seemed to notice immediately that Camille’s entire life had narrowed to Lucia offering her hand.

“Come,” Lucia said.

Camille took it.

They did not go straight to the center floor. Lucia led her first to a side room behind the curtain, where a woman with silver hair and a discreet headset looked up from a small desk.

“Guest presentation?” the woman asked.

Lucia nodded. “First time. No restraints. No audience contact. Marisol supervising.”

The woman turned to Camille. “Name for the floor?”

Camille blinked.

“Not your legal name,” Lucia said. “Something you don’t mind hearing in front of strangers.”

Camille had not expected that.

Her mind went blank.

Marisol said gently, “You can choose anything.”

Camille thought of Lucia’s playroom, the mirror, the way she had felt when truth finally left her mouth.

“Pearl,” she said.

Lucia’s eyes shifted to her.

The woman at the desk wrote it down. “Pearl. Color?”

Camille answered, “Green.”

“Safeword?”

“Strawberry. Or red.”

“Good. Either word stops everything. If I see you panic, I may stop it even if you don’t. Understood?”

“Yes.”

The woman smiled. “Enjoy being seen, Pearl.”

That nearly made Camille turn and run.

Instead she let Lucia guide her to the edge of the curtain.

Marisol touched her shoulder from behind.

“Breathe.”

Camille breathed.

Lucia leaned close.

“I’m proud of you already.”

Camille looked at her sharply.

Lucia’s expression was steady. No tease. No performance.

The words entered Camille somewhere deeper than arousal.

The bell chimed.

The room quieted.

The announcer’s voice returned.

“Our next presentation is a first-time guest. She has chosen to be seen. No audience participation. No audience contact.  Offer her your attention respectfully.”

Camille’s knees nearly failed.

Lucia squeezed her hand once.

Then she led Camille into the light.


Chapter 4

 Pearl in the Light

The stage lights were warmer than Camille expected.

That was the first thing she noticed, absurdly. Not the audience. Not the sudden silence. Not the fact that every person in the ballroom had turned toward her. The light was golden, almost gentle, touching her skin and the teal dress as if both had been placed there deliberately.

Lucia walked beside her, one hand resting lightly at the small of Camille’s back.

Not pushing.

Still, Camille followed the pressure of that hand like it was the only real thing in the room.

The audience blurred at the edges of her vision. Faces, evening clothes, bare shoulders, collars, wineglasses, parted lips, attentive eyes. Too many people. Not cruel. Not laughing. Just watching.

Respectfully, like the announcer had said.

That almost made it harder.

Cruelty would have given her something to resist. Kindness made her feel exposed all the way through.

Lucia guided her to the center of the floor and turned her to face the room.

Camille’s breath went shallow.

Behind them, Marisol stepped into the light, not taking over, only positioning herself where Camille could see her if she turned her head. She looked regal and calm, bronze silk flowing around her body, hands folded loosely before her.

The announcer’s voice came from above.

“Our guest has chosen the name Pearl for the floor. This is her first presentation. No audience contact. No audience commands. She is under Lucia’s care, with Marisol supervising.”

A soft murmur moved through the room.

Pearl.

Hearing the name spoken aloud did something to Camille. It loosened the connection between the woman who had arrived hungover in Lucia’s guest room and the woman now standing in the center of a private ballroom, wearing no underwear under a thin dress, waiting to be told what to do.

Lucia turned toward her.

“Look at me.”

Camille did.

The audience disappeared a little.

“Color?”

“Green.”

“Louder.”

Camille swallowed. “Green.”

Lucia’s mouth curved, almost too subtly to be called a smile.

“Good.”

That word steadied her more than it should have.

Lucia stepped behind Camille. Her hands settled on Camille’s shoulders, warm through the fine straps of the dress.

“Breathe in.”

Camille obeyed.

“Out.”

She exhaled.

“Again.”

The room watched her breathe.

The humiliation of that, the simplicity, the intimacy of being guided through something so basic in front of strangers, made heat climb her throat. Her hands trembled at her sides.

Lucia caught it.

She caught everything.

“Hands behind your back.”

Camille obeyed.

Her fingers clasped one another. The pose drew her shoulders back and lifted her chest. The front of the dress shifted over her breasts. She heard a soft sound from somewhere in the room, not crude, almost appreciative.

Her face burned.

Lucia leaned close, her voice meant only for Camille.

“They like seeing you try.”

Camille’s breath caught.

“Do you like being seen trying?”

Camille’s answer stuck.

Lucia waited.

Marisol watched, still as a statue.

“Yes,” Camille whispered.

Lucia’s fingers tightened once on her shoulders.

“Again.”

“Yes.”

The second answer was clearer.

Lucia stepped around to face her.

“Simple instructions only. Nothing more. If you need to stop?”

“Red. Or Strawberry.”

“If you need a pause?”

“Yellow.”

“And now?”

Camille looked at the audience, then back at Lucia.

“Green.”

Lucia nodded.

“Remove the sweater.”

Camille had forgotten she was still wearing it.

The soft black wrap hung open over the teal dress, Lucia’s sweater, borrowed without permission but apparently expected. Camille reached for the tie at her waist. Her fingers fumbled with the knot.

A few people watched her hands.

That made the fumbling worse.

Lucia did not help.

Camille understood why. Helping would have hidden her embarrassment from the room. Lucia wanted her to feel it, survive it, and discover what remained afterward.

Finally, the knot loosened.

Camille shrugged the sweater from her shoulders. For a second she did not know where to put it.

Lucia held out one hand.

Camille placed it there.

“Thank you,” Lucia said.

The polite words, after the command, made Camille’s stomach tighten.

Lucia turned and carried the sweater to a chair near the edge of the light. When she returned, Camille was alone in the center of the floor.

Only for ten seconds.

Maybe less.

It felt much longer.

Lucia stopped in front of her.

“Turn slowly.”

Camille’s eyes widened.

Lucia’s gaze stayed steady.

“Green?”

Camille’s skin prickled.

“Green.”

“Then turn.”

Camille turned.

Slowly.

The teal skirt shifted against her thighs. The dress was modest by the standards of the room and impossibly revealing by the standards of the girl she had been three days earlier. She felt the audience’s attention move over her bare shoulders, the curve of her back, her legs, the line of her body under thin fabric.

When she completed the turn, Lucia was waiting for her.

“Well done.”

The praise landed like a hand low on her belly.

Camille tried not to show it.

Lucia saw anyway.

“You enjoy praise.”

“Yes.”

“You enjoy earning it.”

Camille shut her eyes for half a second.

“Look at me when you answer.”

Her eyes opened.

“Yes.”

Lucia stepped closer and touched the gold chain at Camille’s throat. “And you enjoy this.”

Camille’s voice broke softly. “Yes.”

“It isn’t a collar.”

“I know.”

“Do you wish it were?”

The room seemed to vanish and sharpen at the same time.

Camille’s lips parted.

Lucia did not rescue her from the question.

Marisol’s gaze was intent now.

Camille could feel the whole room listening, but Lucia was the only person she could truly see.

“Yes,” Camille whispered.

A soft reaction moved through the audience. Not laughter. Not shock. Something warmer, a collective recognition of a truth finally spoken aloud.

Lucia’s expression changed.

Just a little.

But Camille saw it.

“Not tonight,” Lucia said.

“I know.”

“Someday, if you still want it.”

Camille’s heart beat hard against her ribs.

Lucia touched her cheek with two fingers.

“Ask for what you want tonight.”

Camille trembled.

She knew.

The knowledge had been building since the first woman dropped her towel, since the audience applauded her courage, since Camille had admitted jealousy under her breath.

She wanted the dress gone.

She wanted the fear of being seen to break open and reveal whatever waited beneath it.

But wanting it privately and asking for it in front of everyone were different kinds of exposure.

Lucia waited.

Camille swallowed.

“Please,” she said, voice shaking. “Take off my dress.”

Lucia’s eyes darkened.

“Are you sure?”

Camille looked at Marisol.

Marisol gave her a small nod, not permission, only reassurance.

Camille turned back to Lucia.

“Yes.”

“Color?”

“Green.”

Lucia stepped behind her.

The room went quiet enough that Camille could hear the tiny sound of the zipper at her side being drawn down.

Lucia moved slowly.

Too slowly.

Camille understood this too. Lucia was giving her time to change her mind. She was also making her feel every second of choosing not to.

The straps slid down Camille’s shoulders.

Her breath caught.

Lucia paused.

“Still green?”

Camille closed her eyes.

“Green.”

The dress fell.

It whispered over her skin, down her body, over her hips, then pooled around her feet in a ring of teal fabric.

Camille stood naked in the light.

For one suspended moment, nothing happened.

No one spoke.

No one laughed.

No one moved.

Then someone whispered, “Beautiful.”

Camille’s face crumpled before she could stop it.

Not with sadness.

With the terrible relief of not being destroyed.

Lucia came around in front of her, holding the dress. She handed it to an attendant at the edge of the floor, then returned without looking away from Camille’s face.

“Hands behind your head.”

Camille obeyed.

The movement lifted her breasts and opened her body to the room. She trembled hard enough that her thighs shook.

Lucia looked down briefly.

“Feet apart.”

Camille parted them.

Not wide. Just enough.

The blush that went through her was almost unbearable. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and more awake than she had ever felt at a party, in a bedroom, under a man’s dull hands, in front of a mirror, anywhere.

Lucia circled her.

No touching yet.

Just inspection.

Camille stared ahead, hands behind her head, elbows wide. She could see Marisol beyond Lucia’s shoulder, calm and watchful. She could see the first woman from earlier, still wrapped in her towel, smiling at her from a sofa. That helped.

Lucia stopped behind Camille.

“You’re doing beautifully.”

Camille exhaled shakily.

Lucia’s hand touched the center of her back.

One touch.

A grounding point.

“I’m going to ask you questions now,” Lucia said. “Answer honestly.”

“Yes.”

“Do you feel forced?”

“No.”

“Unsafe?”

“No.”

“Do you want to stop?”

Camille’s breath trembled.

“No.”

“Then tell me what you want.”

Camille shut her eyes.

The answer was too much.

Lucia’s palm pressed between her shoulder blades.

“Pearl.”

The name pulled the answer from her.

“I want you to touch me.”

Lucia’s hand slid down her back, slow as poured honey.

The room watched.

“Where?”

Camille’s thighs trembled.

“My breasts.”

Lucia’s hand came around her waist, then up, cupping one breast from below. Camille gasped. The audience disappeared into a field of heat and quiet. Lucia’s thumb brushed her nipple, gentle, then firmer when Camille’s breath hitched.

“Where else?”

Camille’s voice dropped to almost nothing. “Between my legs.”

Lucia removed her hand from Camille’s breast.

For one awful second, Camille thought she had asked too much.

Then Lucia spoke.

“Kneel.”

Camille lowered herself to the floor.

The light shifted around her. The audience rose higher. Lucia stood above her in black, composed and devastating, while Camille knelt naked at her feet.

A sound moved through the room.

This one Camille felt.

Lucia touched the top of Camille’s head.

“You may look at me.”

Camille looked up.

Lucia’s face was not cruel. That almost made it harder. Her eyes were dark with desire, yes, but also with pride, with care, with ownership that had not yet become possession because Camille had not offered enough for that.

“Do you want to continue?”

“Yes.”

“What do you want?”

Camille’s mouth went dry.

“I want to be good for you.”

Lucia’s fingers tightened slightly in her hair.

“That is not an answer to the question I asked.”

Camille’s blush went from her face to her chest.

She knew what Lucia wanted. Honesty, not prettiness.

“I want you to make me come while they watch.”

There.

The room inhaled.

Lucia’s expression shifted into something almost tender.

“Good girl.”

Camille nearly came from the words alone.

Lucia looked toward Marisol.

Marisol stood and crossed into the light.

Camille’s heart lurched, but Lucia’s hand remained on her head.

Marisol stopped beside them.

“Color, Pearl?”

Camille breathed. “Green.”

Marisol looked to Lucia. “How do you want her?”

Lucia’s gaze returned to Camille.

“On the floor. On her back. Knees bent. She can close her legs at any time.”

The reminder was for the room as much as Camille, and the choice made opening herself feel sharper.

She lay back on the warm floor. Lucia knelt beside her, gathering Camille’s hair away from her face. Marisol knelt on her other side.

The audience became ceiling, shadow, and breath.

Lucia touched Camille’s cheek.

“Look at me.”

Camille turned her face toward her.

“Keep your eyes on me as long as you can.”

“Yes.”

Marisol’s hand touched Camille’s knee.

“May I?”

Camille’s breath shook.

“Yes.”

Marisol guided one knee outward, then the other, not forcing, only arranging. Camille opened herself under the lights with Lucia’s hand on her face and Marisol’s palm warm against her thigh.

Lucia asked again, “Color?”

“Green.”

Marisol’s fingers moved first.

Light over Camille’s inner thigh.

A pause.

Another touch, closer.

Camille’s body tightened.

Lucia’s thumb stroked her cheek. “Breathe.”

Camille breathed.

Marisol touched her between her legs.

Camille’s eyes fluttered.

“Stay with me,” Lucia said.

Camille forced her eyes open.

The first stroke was almost too gentle. The second found her wetness. The third made Camille’s hips move before she could stop them.

Marisol made a soft approving sound.

“She is very ready.”

Camille’s face burned.

Lucia’s gaze held hers. “Tell me why.”

Camille shook her head.

Lucia’s voice stayed calm. “No hiding.”

“Because everyone is watching,” Camille whispered. “Because you told me to ask. Because I did. Because I’m open like this and you’re proud of me.”

Lucia’s eyes warmed.

“I am proud of you.”

Camille whimpered.

Marisol’s fingers moved in slow circles, patient and precise. Not enough. Then almost enough. Then away. Camille’s hands curled against the floor. Her knees tried to close, not from refusal, but from the intensity of being watched while pleasure built.

Marisol stopped immediately.

Camille made a broken sound of frustration.

Lucia leaned over her. “You closed your legs.”

“I didn’t mean to.”

“I know. Do you want to continue?”

“Yes.”

“Then open them.”

Camille did.

The audience saw that too.

The choice. The obedience. The need.

Marisol resumed.

This time, Lucia’s hand slid down to Camille’s breast, holding her there, thumb brushing the nipple in rhythm with Marisol’s touch. Camille tried to keep looking at Lucia, but pleasure kept breaking her focus. Her eyes fluttered shut. Her head tipped back.

Lucia’s fingers lightly pinched her nipple.

Camille gasped and looked at her again.

“There you are.”

The room had become too much and not enough. Every sound seemed amplified: Camille’s breathing, the soft slick movement of Marisol’s fingers, the low murmur of approval from the watching room, Lucia’s voice telling her she was doing well.

Marisol leaned close to Camille’s ear.

“May I touch you inside?”

Camille’s whole body tightened.

Lucia’s hand stilled on her breast.

The question hung there, clean and exact.

Camille remembered the checklist.

No penetration tonight.

She had said that.

She could change her mind. She knew that. But she also heard Lucia’s earlier caution, felt the edge of her own overwhelm, and understood that wanting more did not mean taking more immediately.

“No,” Camille said, breathless but clear.

Marisol smiled.

“Very good.”

Lucia’s expression went fierce with approval.

Camille almost cried.

Marisol did not push. She kept her touch external, circling, teasing, building the pleasure without crossing the boundary Camille had named. The respect made Camille feel safer. The safety made the pleasure hotter.

Lucia bent and kissed her.

Not deeply. Not enough to hide her from the room. Just enough to give Camille something to hold onto.

“Ask,” Lucia whispered against her mouth.

Camille’s voice shook. “Please let me come.”

Lucia kissed her again.

“Not yet.”

Camille moaned.

Marisol slowed.

“No,” Camille gasped, then immediately flushed at her own desperation. “Please.”

Lucia’s mouth curved. “Greedy.”

“Yes.”

“Honest.”

“Yes.”

Lucia looked toward Marisol.

Marisol’s fingers resumed their firmer rhythm.

The pleasure returned harder for having been delayed. Camille’s back arched. Her hands grabbed at the floor until Lucia took one and pinned it gently above her head.

Only one.

Not restraint.

Reminder.

Camille’s other hand was free. She could close her legs. She could say red. She could stop it.

She did none of those things.

She opened wider.

A murmur moved through the room.

Lucia saw.

“Good girl,” she said, low and proud.

Camille shattered.

The orgasm tore through her with a force that made the room vanish. Her body tensed beneath Marisol’s hand. She cried out Lucia’s name, then covered her mouth too late with her free hand. Lucia caught that hand too, holding both now, not pinning but containing her as the pleasure rolled through her in shaking waves.

Marisol kept touching her until Camille sobbed once from the intensity.

Then she stopped.

Instantly.

Lucia released one of Camille’s hands and touched her face.

“Color?”

Camille could barely speak.

Marisol reached for a glass of water from an attendant who had appeared soundlessly near them.

Lucia’s voice sharpened slightly. “Pearl. Color.”

Camille drew a breath.

“Green,” she whispered. “Overwhelmed. But green.”

“Good answer.”

Lucia helped her sit up slowly. Marisol wrapped a soft robe around Camille’s shoulders before she was fully upright, shielding her from the room without making it seem like shame.

The audience applauded softly at first, then with growing warmth.

Camille stared at them, dazed and flushed, robe clutched at her chest, body still trembling.

They were not applauding sex. Not exactly. They were applauding courage.

The distinction struck her so hard she leaned into Lucia without meaning to.

Lucia put an arm around her.

“Take it,” she murmured.

Camille did not understand.

“The applause. They are giving it to you. Take it.”

Camille looked out at the room.

At the woman in the towel smiling through tears.

At strangers nodding with approval.

At Marisol standing beside her, proud and watchful.

At Lucia holding her like something precious and dangerous.

Camille swallowed.

Then, with her face burning and her knees weak, she nodded to the room.

The applause softened, then faded.

Lucia guided her from the light.

Behind the curtain, the silver-haired staff woman met them with water, a blanket, and a small bowl of fruit.

“Beautiful first presentation,” she said.

Camille started to say thank you, but her voice cracked.

Lucia took the water and held it to Camille’s mouth.

“Drink.”

Camille drank.

“More.”

She obeyed.

Marisol watched her with calm satisfaction.

“You kept your limit,” she said.

Camille blinked at her.

“When I asked,” Marisol continued. “You said no.”

Camille looked down. “I almost didn’t.”

“But you did.”

Lucia brushed Camille’s hair back from her damp forehead.

“That mattered more than anything else you did out there.”

Camille’s eyes stung.

“I thought saying no would disappoint you.”

Lucia’s expression went still.

Then she crouched in front of Camille, taking her hands.

“No.”

The word was quiet and absolute.

Camille looked at her.

“Do not mistake obedience for surrendering your judgment,” Lucia said. “I want your submission, not your disappearance. Your no matters as much as your yes.”

Camille breathed in unsteadily.

Marisol nodded once. “That lesson usually takes longer.”

Camille gave a weak laugh. “Do I get a certificate?”

Lucia’s mouth curved.

“No.”

Marisol smiled. “Perhaps a peach.”

That made Camille laugh for real, shaky and small.

The laughter helped.

So did the robe, the water, Lucia’s hands, Marisol’s steady presence, and the knowledge that she had gone into the light, been seen, wanted, guided, and brought back whole.

After a few minutes, Lucia asked, “Do you want to stay for the rest of the evening or go home?”

Home.

Camille realized she did not know which place Lucia meant.

“My apartment?”

“If that’s what you want.”

“Your house?”

“If that’s what you want.”

Camille leaned her head back against the wall.

“I don’t know.”

Lucia nodded. “Then we wait until you do.”

They stayed behind the curtain until Camille’s breathing evened and her legs stopped trembling. When she was ready, Lucia helped her back into the teal dress, then the black sweater. The gold chain remained at her throat.

“Do I have to go back out there?” Camille asked.

“No.”

Camille considered.

“Will they look at me?”

“Yes.”

“Differently?”

Lucia’s answer came after a pause.

“Some will.”

Camille touched the chain.

“Because they saw me?”

“Because they saw you choose.”

That made Camille stand a little straighter.

They returned to the ballroom quietly.

No one shouted. No one made a crude comment. A few people smiled. One older woman touched her own heart as Camille passed. The woman from the towel presentation caught her eye and mouthed, Well done.

Camille almost cried again.

Lucia led her back to the loveseat.

Marisol sat on her other side.

For the rest of the evening, Camille watched from between them as the scenes continued: some playful, some tender, some intense enough that she understood why staff stood near the edges. After her own presentation, the room no longer seemed like a threat.

It seemed like a language.

A strange one, yes. Dangerous if spoken carelessly. Beautiful when spoken by people who understood its grammar.

Near midnight, Lucia finally stood.

“Enough.”

Camille looked up. “For me?”

“For all of us.”

Marisol kissed Camille’s forehead before leaving. “Rest tomorrow. No big decisions while floating.”

Camille nodded. “Thank you.”

“For what?”

Camille thought carefully.

“For asking.”

Marisol smiled.

“You’re welcome, Pearl.”

On the ride back through the hills, Camille leaned against Lucia in the dark car. No one spoke for several minutes. City lights moved beyond the windows, scattered and golden.

Lucia’s hand rested over Camille’s.

“Regrets?” she asked.

Camille looked down at their hands.

“No.”

“Complications?”

Camille laughed softly. “Probably.”

Lucia’s thumb stroked once over her knuckles.

“That is often how honesty begins.”

At Lucia’s house, the quiet felt different than it had that morning. Not empty. Waiting.

Lucia helped Camille out of the car, then brought her upstairs not to the guest room, but to the master bath. She filled the tub with warm water and a few drops of something that smelled like orange blossom and smoke.

This time, when Lucia undressed her, there was no performance in it.

Only care.

The teal dress over her head. The sweater folded over a chair. The chain unclasped and set carefully beside the sink.

Camille stepped into the bath and sank into the heat with a sigh.

Lucia sat on the edge of the tub and washed her gently. Shoulders. Arms. Back. No teasing. No testing. No questions except temperature, water, tired?

Camille let herself be cared for.

That was almost harder than being watched.

After the bath, Lucia dried her with a towel warmed on a rack. Camille stood sleepy and soft while Lucia wrapped her in a robe, then led her to the bedroom.

Not the guest room.

Camille stopped at the doorway.

Lucia looked back.

“You may sleep alone if you prefer.”

Camille shook her head.

“Words.”

“I don’t want to sleep alone.”

Lucia’s face softened.

“Then come here.”

The bed was enormous, white sheets turned down, lamps low. Camille crawled in first because Lucia told her to. Lucia undressed down to a black slip, then slid in beside her.

For a while, they lay facing each other.

No stage. No audience. No title. No name chosen for the floor.

Just Camille and Lucia in the quiet aftermath of everything neither of them could make simple again.

Camille whispered, “You called me Pearl.”

“That is the name you chose.”

“Do you like it?”

Lucia reached out and touched her cheek.

“Yes.”

Camille closed her eyes.

“Do you like Camille?”

Lucia’s fingers stilled.

“Yes,” she said. “Very much.”

Something inside Camille eased.

She moved closer, and Lucia opened her arms.

Camille tucked herself against her, face near Lucia’s throat, one leg slipping between hers. Lucia held her with the same certainty she did everything else, but softer now, one hand moving slowly over Camille’s back.

Just before sleep took her, Camille heard Lucia say something almost too quiet to be real.

“You did not disappear.”

Camille did not know how to answer.

So she held on tighter.

Lucia kissed her hair.

For the first time since waking in the wrong house, Camille stopped wondering whether she should run.


Chapter 5

After the Light

Camille woke to Lucia’s hand in her hair.

For several seconds, she did not move. She lay curled on her side in Lucia’s bed, one cheek against a pillow that smelled faintly of smoke, orange blossom, and skin. The room was dim, the curtains drawn against the morning. Somewhere beyond the glass, birds moved through the garden, their calls thin and bright against the hush of the house.

Lucia’s fingers moved slowly through Camille’s hair.

Not possessive now. Not instructive. Just present.

Camille kept her eyes closed because opening them would mean admitting she was awake, and admitting she was awake would mean the night before was real.

The ballroom.

The teal dress.

The stage lights.

The room applauding while Lucia wrapped an arm around her.

Heat rose in Camille’s face and pressed itself into the pillow.

Lucia’s hand paused. “You’re awake.”

Camille opened one eye. “No.”

Lucia smiled.

It was smaller in the morning. Less dangerous. More devastating.

“No?”

“I’m pretending I’m not.”

“Why?”

Camille closed her eye again. “Because if I’m awake, I have to think.”

Lucia resumed stroking her hair. “Then don’t think yet.”

Camille gave a weak laugh into the pillow. “You make that sound easy.”

“It is not easy. But it can wait.”

That was new too.

Camille was beginning to understand that Lucia’s control did not come from rushing. It came from knowing exactly when not to.

She opened both eyes.

Lucia lay beside her in a black slip, hair loose over one shoulder, face bare of makeup, one arm folded beneath her head. Without the evening clothes, stage light, and careful armor of hostess and dominant, she looked younger and more tired. Still beautiful. Still composed. But human in a way that made Camille ache.

“Hi,” Camille said.

Lucia’s mouth curved. “Good morning.”

“Did I sleep?”

“Hard.”

“Did I snore?”

“Only once.”

Camille groaned and covered her face.

Lucia caught her wrist and lowered her hand gently. “No hiding this morning.”

Camille swallowed.

Those words had carried heat the night before. Now they carried tenderness, which was worse.

“I’m embarrassed,” Camille admitted.

“About which part?”

“All of it?”

“That’s broad.”

Camille gave her a look.

Lucia’s thumb moved over the inside of her wrist. “Are you ashamed?”

The question landed differently.

Camille considered it. She remembered standing naked in the light, hands behind her head. Asking Lucia to take off her dress. Saying no to Marisol when she had almost said yes. Coming apart while strangers watched, then realizing the applause was not for her body alone but for the choice she had made in showing it.

“No,” she said.

Lucia’s expression softened.

Camille looked down at their hands. “I thought I would be.”

“Many people confuse privacy with safety.”

Camille looked back up.

Lucia continued, “Sometimes privacy is only where we hide from ourselves.”

Camille lay quiet with that.

Then she said, “You say things like that and expect me to function normally afterward.”

“I expect very little normal function from you this morning.”

Camille laughed.

The laugh loosened something in her chest.

Lucia shifted closer and kissed her forehead.

It was so gentle that Camille almost cried. Not from sadness. From the strange accumulation of being fed, watched, undressed, guided, praised, brought back, bathed, and held. She had expected desire to feel like hunger. She had not expected it to feel like care.

Lucia saw the change in her face.

“Come here.”

Camille moved into her arms.

Lucia held her without making anything of it. Camille tucked her face against Lucia’s throat and breathed her in. For a while, that was enough.

Then her body remembered the shape of the woman holding her.

The warmth of Lucia’s bare thigh against hers. The slip riding slightly up Lucia’s hip. The hand in her hair. The low rise and fall of Lucia’s breathing.

Camille went still.

Lucia’s hand paused on her back.

“Color?”

Camille’s cheeks warmed.

“Green.”

“Need?”

The single word made Camille close her eyes.

Lucia did not ask, What do you want? Not yet. She asked what moved through Camille after sleep, after the crash, after the bright intensity of the night before had settled into something deeper and more dangerous.

Camille lifted her head.

“I want to touch you.”

Lucia’s gaze sharpened slightly.

“Where?”

Camille’s blush deepened, but she did not look away. “Your face. Your hair. Your breasts. Between your legs.”

Lucia’s eyes darkened.

“There she is.”

The praise moved through Camille like a hand along her spine.

Lucia rolled onto her back.

The simple movement changed the entire room.

She did not order Camille. She did not pull her on top. She only lay there against the white sheets in her black slip, hair spread over the pillow, one knee bending slightly as she looked at Camille and waited.

Waiting was worse than commanding.

Waiting made Camille choose.

She pushed herself up on one elbow and touched Lucia’s face first, because she had said she wanted to. Her fingers followed the line of Lucia’s cheek, the sharpness beneath the softness, the curve of her mouth. Lucia stayed still beneath her touch, but her eyes did not leave Camille’s.

Camille’s hand moved into Lucia’s hair.

It was softer than she expected.

Lucia’s lashes lowered.

That small sign of pleasure gave Camille courage.

She leaned down and kissed her.

The kiss began careful, almost reverent. Then Lucia’s mouth opened beneath hers, and Camille felt the woman who had controlled entire rooms surrender one inch of response.

It made her bold.

Camille kissed her harder.

Lucia let her for three full breaths.

Then her hand closed in Camille’s hair and held her still.

“Slowly.”

Camille’s body obeyed at once.

Lucia smiled against her mouth. “Good.”

Camille made a sound she wished she could take back.

Lucia heard it.

“Still so easy to praise.”

“Don’t tease me.”

“That sounded dangerously close to an order.”

Camille froze.

Lucia’s gaze was amused, but there was warning under it.

Camille swallowed. “Please don’t tease me too much.”

“Better.”

Lucia let go of her hair.

Camille kissed her again, slower this time. She let her mouth move from Lucia’s lips to her jaw, then down the long line of her throat. Lucia’s skin smelled like sleep and faint perfume. Camille pressed her face there, breathing her in, and felt Lucia’s hand settle at the back of her neck.

Not pushing.

Approving.

The black slip had thin straps.

Camille touched one.

Lucia’s eyes opened.

“Ask.”

Camille’s pulse jumped. “May I take this off?”

“Yes.”

Her hands were clumsy from nerves. Lucia did not help. She let Camille draw the straps down, let her work the silk over Lucia’s breasts, ribs, and hips. Camille had seen Lucia naked before, but this was different. Last night had been Lucia tending to her. The playroom had been Lucia teaching her.

This was Lucia choosing to be wanted.

Camille pulled the slip away and set it on the floor.

Then she looked.

Lucia’s body was lean, strong, and elegant. Not perfect in the unreal way Camille might have imagined from a distance. Better than perfect. Human and powerful, with softness at the breasts, definition at the stomach, and a few pale lines near one hip that made her feel more real, not less.

Camille’s mouth went dry.

Lucia watched her watching.

“You like looking.”

“Yes.”

“Tell me what you like.”

Camille’s first instinct was to hide behind generalities.

Everything. You’re beautiful. I don’t know.

But Lucia had taught her better.

“I like your shoulders,” Camille said. “They make you look strong.”

Lucia’s eyes warmed.

“I like your breasts. I like that you’re not hiding from me. I like…” She swallowed. “I like knowing you could stop me at any second and you’re choosing not to.”

Lucia’s breathing changed.

Camille noticed.

Lucia noticed her noticing.

“Very good,” Lucia said, but her voice had lost some of its smoothness.

That gave Camille more courage than any permission could have.

She lowered her mouth to Lucia’s breast.

The first kiss was soft. The second less so. Lucia’s hand moved into her hair again, not controlling now, only touching. Camille traced the shape of one breast with her lips, then took the nipple into her mouth because she wanted to know what Lucia sounded like when she stopped being entirely composed.

The answer came quietly.

A breath.

A low sound at the back of her throat.

Camille’s body responded to it with almost embarrassing intensity.

She moved to the other breast, learning from every small shift beneath her. Lucia did not instruct much. That made each little sign feel earned. A deeper breath when Camille used her tongue. A hand tightening when she sucked harder. A soft, pleased hum when Camille slowed down instead of rushing.

Camille began to understand that service could be active.

Not waiting to be used. Studying. Choosing. Offering.

She kissed down Lucia’s stomach.

Lucia’s hand tightened in her hair.

Camille paused immediately. “Color?”

Lucia’s eyes opened.

For one moment, something unreadable passed between them.

Then Lucia smiled.

“Green.”

Camille felt absurdly proud of herself.

Lucia’s fingers relaxed.

“Continue.”

Camille moved lower.

The command should have made her blush.

It did.

But now the blush carried hunger with it.

She settled between Lucia’s thighs and looked up. Lucia’s knees bent on either side of her, opening enough to make Camille’s pulse turn reckless. The sight of her, composed and bare and waiting, hit Camille harder than any fantasy she had ever had alone in the dark.

“Have you done this before?” Lucia asked.

Camille’s face heated. “No.”

“Do you want instruction?”

Camille nodded, then corrected herself. “Yes.”

Lucia’s mouth curved. “Good. Start with your mouth on my thigh.”

Camille obeyed.

Lucia’s thigh was warm under her lips. Smooth skin, a trace of salt, the faint scent of her body deepening as Camille kissed higher. Lucia’s hand stayed in her hair, guiding only when Camille drifted too quickly.

“Slower.”

Camille slowed.

“Not there yet.”

Camille kissed around where she wanted to go.

“That’s better.”

The praise made her ache.

Lucia’s legs parted a little more.

“Now.”

Camille lowered her mouth.

The first taste of Lucia stole the breath from her lungs.

She went still, overwhelmed by the intimacy of it, by the heat and softness and the knowledge that this woman, who could make Camille tremble with a single word, had allowed herself to be open beneath Camille’s mouth.

Lucia’s voice came from above her, lower now.

“Breathe through your nose. Use your tongue softly first. Don’t rush to make something happen.”

Camille followed the instruction, hesitant and intent.

Lucia’s hand stroked her hair once.

“Good. Like that.”

Camille closed her eyes and let the lesson become sensation. Soft pressure. Slow circles. Listening to Lucia’s breathing. Learning when to stay light and when to press firmer. When Lucia’s hips shifted, Camille followed. When Lucia’s thighs tightened, Camille held steady.

The room narrowed to the bed, the woman beneath her, and the steady rhythm of command and obedience.

“Look at me.”

Camille opened her eyes and looked up the length of Lucia’s body.

Lucia was watching her.

Not as she had in the playroom. Not as examiner or instructor. Her face was flushed now, lips parted, one hand tangled in Camille’s hair, the other gripping the sheet.

“Do you like being there?” Lucia asked.

Camille could have answered with words.

Instead, she moaned softly against her.

Lucia’s eyes closed for half a second.

“That was not an answer,” she said, but her voice shook enough to make Camille’s heart leap.

Camille lifted her mouth just enough. “Yes.”

“Why?”

Camille’s lips were wet. Her face burned.

“Because I can feel you wanting me.”

Lucia’s expression shifted.

For the first time, Camille saw Lucia Vale surprised.

Only for a second.

Then Lucia’s hand tightened in her hair.

“Continue.”

Camille did.

This time she worked with more confidence. Lucia’s taste became familiar. Her reactions became a map. Camille learned that Lucia liked the softer strokes first, then firmer attention when her breathing turned uneven. She learned that Lucia’s composure frayed slowly, thread by thread, and the sight of each thread coming loose made Camille desperate to pull more.

Lucia’s thighs closed lightly around her head.

Not trapping.

Holding.

Camille pressed closer.

Lucia’s hips rocked once against her mouth.

A rush of heat moved through Camille so intense she had to grip the sheets.

“Very good,” Lucia breathed.

Camille nearly lost herself in the praise, but Lucia’s hand guided her back to the exact place she wanted her.

“There. Stay there.”

Camille stayed.

Lucia’s breathing broke.

The sound went through Camille like a command she had not been given yet. She kept her mouth where Lucia wanted it, tongue steady, lips sealed, one hand sliding up to hold Lucia’s hip because she needed to feel the moment happening.

Lucia did not come loudly.

That would have been too simple.

She came with a sharp inhale, a sudden stillness, and then a deep shudder that traveled through her body into Camille’s mouth. Her hand tightened in Camille’s hair. Her thighs trembled. Her control did not vanish, exactly. It transformed into something more private.

Camille held her through it until Lucia’s hand loosened.

Then she slowed.

Stopped.

Rested her cheek against Lucia’s thigh, breathing hard.

For a long moment, neither spoke.

Then Lucia said, “Come here.”

Camille crawled up the bed.

Lucia pulled her into a kiss.

Camille froze for half a second, aware of the taste on her own mouth.

Lucia kissed her deeper.

When she pulled back, her eyes were darker than before.

“You learn quickly.”

Camille smiled despite herself. “I had a good teacher.”

Lucia’s hand moved to Camille’s throat, thumb resting lightly over her pulse.

“Yes,” she said. “You did.”

Something in the answer made Camille’s smile fade.

Lucia caught it.

“What?”

Camille hesitated.

Lucia’s thumb moved once against her throat. “Truth.”

Camille drew a breath. “I don’t know what this is now.”

Lucia did not pretend not to understand.

“No.”

“No?”

“No, you don’t know yet.”

Camille’s chest tightened.

Lucia’s hand softened. “Neither do I.”

That answer frightened her more than a neat one would have.

Lucia Vale, who seemed to know every rule before entering any room, did not know.

Camille looked down. “Am I supposed to go home today?”

“Do you want to?”

“I don’t know.”

“Then that is not the question.”

Camille gave a weak laugh. “You keep doing that.”

“What?”

“Making the question harder.”

Lucia’s mouth curved. “The easy questions are rarely useful.”

Camille rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling.

“I should go home,” she said. “At least for a while. I have a life. Sort of. Clothes. Rent. A job I might still have if I didn’t forget what day it is.”

“It’s Sunday.”

“Right. So I probably still have a job.”

Lucia turned onto her side beside her. “Going home does not undo anything.”

Camille looked at her.

Lucia continued, “Staying does not prove anything either.”

Camille hated how much she needed to hear that.

“What do you want?” she asked.

Lucia’s gaze stayed on hers.

“For you to come back by choice.”

The answer was immediate.

Honest.

Dangerous.

Camille’s throat tightened.

“Would you ask me to?”

“I could.”

“But you won’t?”

Lucia’s fingers brushed the side of Camille’s face. “Not today.”

“Why?”

“Because if I ask today, you’ll say yes before you know whether the yes is yours.”

Camille swallowed.

Lucia kissed her once, softly.

“Go home. Shower in your own bathroom. Sleep in your own bed. Think about what happened. Think about what you want when I’m not standing in front of you.”

Camille’s eyes burned.

“And if I still want to come back?”

“Then message me.”

Camille laughed weakly. “Message you?”

“Yes.”

“That sounds so ordinary.”

“Desire has to survive ordinary things.”

That line stayed with her through breakfast.

Lucia fed her again. Eggs, toast, coffee, sliced peaches. Camille did not miss the peaches and narrowed her eyes.

Lucia looked innocent.

Camille was not fooled.

Afterward, Lucia called a car.

Camille stood in the foyer with her small purse, her cleaned dress, her phone, and the strange ache of leaving a place that had become too important too quickly. The house around her looked exactly as it had two mornings earlier. Polished floors. Quiet art. Flowers in a narrow vase.

Only Camille had changed.

Lucia walked her to the door.

No command.

No kiss yet.

Camille hated that she wanted both.

The car waited outside.

Lucia turned to her.

“Color?”

Camille blinked, then smiled. “Green.”

“Good.”

“Are you going to keep asking me that forever?”

“Possibly.”

Camille looked down, then back up. “Can I ask something?”

“Yes.”

“May I kiss you before I go?”

Lucia’s expression softened.

“Yes.”

Camille stepped close and kissed her.

Not like the playroom. Not like the bed. This kiss was quieter and more terrifying because it belonged to no scene at all. No safeword. No audience. No role, except the fragile one forming between them.

When Camille pulled back, Lucia let her.

That mattered.

“I’ll message you,” Camille said.

Lucia did not smile.

“I hope you do.”

Camille got into the car before she could change her mind.

The ride back into the city felt too bright. Too normal. People walked dogs. A man jogged shirtless past a park. A woman in sunglasses argued into her phone. Somewhere a child shrieked with laughter.

The world had continued, offensively unchanged.

Camille arrived at her apartment just before noon.

The place looked smaller than she remembered.

A mug in the sink. Shoes near the door. A pile of mail on the counter. Her unmade bed visible through the open bedroom door. Evidence of a woman who had left for a party and returned as someone she did not fully recognize.

She stood in the middle of the living room and listened to the silence.

No Lucia. No Marisol. No low voice telling her to answer honestly. No one watching.

Camille set her purse down.

Then she went to the bathroom, turned on the shower, and stood beneath water that smelled like ordinary soap and old pipes. She expected the spell to break.

It didn’t.

Under the water, she remembered Lucia’s hand holding both her wrists. Marisol saying she was not a toy. The ballroom applause. The way Lucia had said, I want your submission, not your disappearance.

Camille pressed her forehead to the tile.

“Oh, hell,” she whispered.

After the shower, she put on loose clothes and made tea she did not drink. She checked her phone three times, though she knew Lucia had said she would not ask today.

That was the point.

The choice had to be hers.

Camille lasted four hours.

At 4:17 p.m., she opened Lucia’s contact.

She had saved the number simply as L.

Her thumbs hovered over the screen.

She deleted three drafts.

I’m home.

Too plain.

I keep thinking about you.

Too vulnerable.

I want to come back.

Too honest.

She stared at the last one until her heart beat hard enough to hurt.

Then she sent it before she could lose courage.

The reply came six minutes later.

Six unbearable minutes.

Why?

Camille laughed once, breathless and miserable.

Of course Lucia would not make it easy.

She typed, deleted, typed again.

Because I felt more like myself there than I do here.

This time the reply came faster.

That is not a small thing.

Camille sat on the edge of the couch, phone gripped in both hands.

Another message arrived.

Do you want dinner, conversation, instruction, or all three?

Camille closed her eyes.

Her body answered first.

Her mind caught up a moment later.

All three.

Lucia’s response:

Tomorrow. Seven. Wear something you choose because you want me to see you in it.

Camille stared at the message until the screen dimmed.

Then she stood and went to her closet.

For the first time in her life, choosing what to wear felt less like covering herself and more like telling the truth.


Epilogue

Chosen

Camille returned to Lucia’s house the next evening.

Then again three nights later.

Then the week after that.

At first, she told herself she was only visiting. Only exploring. Only learning the edges of something she might eventually step away from once the spell wore off and ordinary life found its shape again.

But the spell did not wear off.

If anything, ordinary life began to feel stranger.

At work, she answered emails and scheduled meetings while remembering Lucia’s voice in the playroom.

At the grocery store, she stood in the produce aisle and caught herself smiling at peaches like an idiot.

At home, she folded laundry, showered, made dinner, and tried to ignore the quiet ache that came from knowing no one there expected anything from her. No one corrected her posture. No one asked for her color. No one looked at her with the terrifying patience of someone willing to wait until she told the truth.

Lucia never demanded that she come back.

That made Camille come back more willingly.

Some evenings were not sexual at all. Those surprised her the most. Lucia cooked. Camille helped badly until Lucia gave her proper instructions, then better once she had them. They ate on the terrace while the city lights flickered below the hills. Lucia asked about Camille’s job, her apartment, her family, her bad dating history, the books stacked beside her bed, and the version of herself she had learned to perform because it made other people comfortable.

Camille talked more than she intended.

Lucia listened more closely than anyone ever had.

Other evenings were lessons.

Posture first. How to kneel without collapsing into herself. How to keep her hands still. How to hold eye contact when praised. How to answer without apologizing. How to ask for what she wanted before shame could turn the words into silence.

Then service.

Wine poured correctly. Towels folded the way Lucia preferred. A bath drawn to the right temperature. A tray carried without rushing. Buttons undone slowly. Stockings rolled down with care. Hair brushed until Lucia’s eyes closed and her breathing deepened.

Camille discovered that obedience was not emptiness.

It was attention.

It was learning the shape of another person’s preference and placing herself inside it willingly, carefully, with a concentration that made the rest of the world go quiet.

Lucia rewarded good service with praise.

Sometimes with kisses.

Sometimes by taking Camille downstairs to the playroom and reminding her exactly how much honesty her body could survive.

Camille learned her limits by naming them.

No men, not yet. No insulting names. No fixed restraints unless Lucia remained close enough for Camille to see her face. No pain that turned the scene into endurance instead of surrender.

Yes to exhibition, sometimes. Yes to discipline, when the meaning was clear. Yes to being watched by Lucia. Yes to Marisol, if Lucia was present. Yes to being Pearl, but not all the time.

That last one mattered.

Pearl was brave in ways Camille was not always ready to be. Pearl could kneel under warm lights. Pearl could hold still while strangers saw her blush. Pearl could open her hands, her thighs, her mouth, her secret wants.

But Camille was the one who had to wake the next morning.

Lucia treated both names with care.

The Exchange became part of their lives slowly.

Camille attended more often than she participated. She watched scenes of tenderness and discipline, comedy and reverence, surrender and control. She learned that desire had dialects. Some people needed rope. Some needed ritual. Some needed pain. Some needed to be displayed. Some needed to serve. Some needed to be brought to the edge and denied until they shook. Some needed to hear, in front of witnesses, that they had done well.

Camille understood that one most of all.

Marisol remained in their orbit.

She corrected Lucia once in a while, always with a smoothness that made Camille’s eyes widen and Lucia’s mouth tighten in restrained amusement. She taught Camille how to read a room, how to recognize the difference between fear and panic, between embarrassment and distress, between a limit being approached and a limit being crossed.

“You are learning submission,” Marisol told her one evening, after Camille had watched a scene that left her too quiet. “But you must also learn discernment. A submissive without judgment is not devoted. She is vulnerable.”

Camille remembered that.

Lucia made sure she did.

Three weeks after Camille’s first presentation, Lucia took her back into the light.

Nothing elaborate.

No stage scene. No audience arrangement. Just a quiet demonstration in the smaller salon at The Exchange, with Marisol nearby and a dozen members watching from low chairs.

Lucia asked Camille to undress herself.

Camille did it slowly, hands trembling only a little.

Lucia asked her to kneel.

Camille knelt.

Lucia asked her to explain why she was there.

That was the hardest part.

Not the nudity. Not the audience. Not the warmth between her legs from being looked at and wanted and known.

The words.

Camille lifted her chin and said, “Because I like being seen by her. Because I like belonging to myself enough to offer myself to someone else. Because she doesn’t let me disappear.”

The room went silent.

Lucia’s face changed in a way Camille had no words for.

Later, in the car, Lucia held her hand the entire way home.

Still, Lucia did not collar her.

Camille wanted it.

At first, she wanted it badly enough to be stupid about it. The gold chain Lucia sometimes fastened around her throat before events became an obsession. Camille touched it too often. Stared at herself in mirrors too long. Imagined leather. A ring. Lucia’s hand at her neck. The private finality of being marked.

One night, after too much wine and too much courage, Camille asked.

Lucia said no.

The answer struck like a slap.

Camille’s face went hot, then cold.

“No?” she repeated.

Lucia sat across from her in the playroom, still dressed, hands folded in her lap.

“No.”

Camille looked away before she could cry.

Lucia let the silence last exactly long enough to hurt.

Then she said, “Tell me why you asked.”

“Because I want it.”

“That is not enough.”

Camille’s throat tightened. “It feels like enough.”

“I know.”

That made the tears come.

She hated that too.

Lucia stood, crossed the room, and knelt in front of her.

The sight of Lucia kneeling startled Camille enough that she forgot to hide.

Lucia took her hands.

“You asked like you wanted proof that I would not leave,” she said.

Camille tried to pull back.

Lucia held on gently.

“Do not run from the truth because it is inconvenient.”

Camille’s breath broke.

Lucia’s thumbs moved over her knuckles.

“I will not collar fear and call it devotion.”

Camille cried then, silently and angrily, because the worst thing about Lucia was that she was so often right.

Afterward, Lucia held her.

No scene, no lesson, no punishment.

Only the long, quiet ache of wanting something before she was ready to carry it.

So Camille learned patience.

Badly.

She also learned trust.

Slowly.

She learned that Lucia could say no and still want her. That a denied request was not abandonment. That a boundary could be an act of care even when it made her furious. That submission was not measured by how much she could endure, but by how honestly she could remain present.

Three months after her first night in Lucia’s bed, Camille asked again.

This time, there was no wine.

No playroom.

No silk robe.

No performance waiting to swallow the fear.

They were on Lucia’s terrace after dinner, shoes off beneath the table, a bowl of peaches between them, city lights scattered below like fallen stars.

Camille had been quiet for nearly ten minutes.

Lucia noticed, of course.

“You have something to say.”

Camille looked down at her hands.

“Yes.”

“Then say it.”

Camille breathed in.

The night air smelled like jasmine and warm stone.

“I want to belong to you,” she said. “Not because I’m afraid you’ll leave if I don’t. Not because I need proof. Not because I want to become Pearl and stop being Camille.”

Lucia went very still.

Camille forced herself to continue.

“I want it because belonging to you has made me more myself. Because you make me answer honestly. Because when I kneel for you, I don’t feel smaller. I feel clearer.”

Her voice shook.

She let it.

“I want your collar. If you still want to give it to me.”

Lucia looked at her for a long time.

Long enough for Camille’s heart to start hurting.

Then Lucia said, “Ask me again.”

Camille’s breath caught.

Lucia’s eyes were dark and steady.

No rescue.

No shortcut.

Camille understood.

She slid from her chair and knelt on the terrace stone at Lucia’s feet. Not because Lucia had told her to. Because that was where the question belonged.

“Lucia,” she said, voice quiet but clear, “will you collar me?”

Lucia touched her face.

“Yes.”

Camille closed her eyes.

The word moved through her with more force than any command.

The collar was narrow black leather with a small gold ring at the front.

Private first.

Lucia fastened it in the bedroom, standing behind Camille before the mirror. Camille watched her reflection: bare throat, lifted chin, wide eyes, Lucia’s hands at her neck.

The leather settled against her skin.

Lucia did not speak immediately.

Camille was grateful. Words would have broken her open too quickly.

Then Lucia touched the ring.

“Mine,” she said, “because you choose it.”

Camille’s breath left her.

“Yours,” she answered, “because I choose it.”

Lucia kissed the back of her neck.

Camille cried then, but not like before.

Not from fear. Not from proof. From arrival.

Later, they took the collar to The Exchange.

Not the same night. Lucia refused to let ceremony become impulse. So they waited two weeks, long enough for Camille to wear the collar privately, remove it when she needed to, ask for it again, and understand that the power of it came not from being locked on, but from being chosen each time.

When they finally stood in the smaller salon, Marisol fastened the collar under Lucia’s instruction.

Camille knelt in a simple black dress, hair loose over her shoulders, hands resting open on her thighs. Lucia stood before her. Marisol stood behind her. Around them were people Camille had come to know not as a faceless audience, but as witnesses.

The first time Camille had entered The Exchange, she thought being watched would consume her.

Now she understood that being witnessed could hold her together.

Marisol’s fingers were warm at the back of her neck.

The collar closed.

Camille shivered.

Marisol kissed the crown of her head and whispered, “Pearl, when you wish to be.”

Then Lucia stepped forward.

She placed two fingers beneath Camille’s chin and lifted her face.

For a moment, Camille saw everything that had brought her there.

The wrong ceiling.

The folded robe.

Coffee in Lucia’s kitchen.

The locked door.

Her first yes.

Her first no.

The light.

The applause.

The long, difficult work of learning the difference between surrender and disappearance.

Lucia touched the ring at her throat.

“Mine, because you choose it.”

Camille held her gaze.

“Yours, because I choose it.”

The room was quiet after that.

Then came the applause.

Soft.

Warm.

Familiar.

Camille did not look away from Lucia.

She did not need to.

The audience could witness.

The collar could mark.

Marisol could smile proudly behind her.

But the choice was between the two of them.

Always the choice.

Lucia held out her hand.

Camille took it and rose.

Not pulled. Not lifted. Chosen.

And when Lucia kissed her in front of everyone, Camille did not feel like Pearl pretending to be brave.

She felt like Camille, finally honest enough to be seen.
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She entered prison as a disgraced executive. She became the possession of the woman who taught her how to survive.

Tess Calder once had money, status, and the polished arrogance of a woman who believed consequences were for other people. A wire fraud conviction takes it all away, sending her into Blackstone Women’s Correctional Unit with nothing but fear, pride, and a mouth that could get her badly hurt.

Blackstone is loud, brutal, and ruled by predators. Tess is soft, exposed, and unprepared for the rules of prison life.

Then Mara Voss notices her.

Mara is not gentle. She does not comfort. She controls. With quiet authority and absolute discipline, she teaches Tess how to stand, how to obey, how to survive, and how to surrender. What begins as protection becomes something darker, hotter, and far more intimate.

Tess knows she should resist Mara’s claim.

Instead, she starts craving it.

As prison politics tighten around them and enemies test the limits of Mara’s protection, Tess is forced to confront the truth: Blackstone may own her body, but Mara is the one who owns her obedience.
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Then she met Elise Hartwell.

Rich, beautiful, commanding, and effortlessly cruel, Elise is the kind of girl who does not ask to be obeyed. She simply expects it. Mara knows she should keep her distance, but every glance, every order, and every humiliating little task pulls her deeper into Elise’s world.

What begins with carrying tennis bags and rubbing tired feet becomes a summer of private service, dangerous obsession, and first-time surrender. Elise teaches Mara exactly where she belongs, and Mara discovers that submission can feel shameful, intoxicating, and impossible to resist.

Football Widow (Lesbian Domination & Cheating, Book 1)

Two wives find a better way to spend their day while the men watch football.

Mary was lonely and neglected. Now that it was playoff time Mary faced the unpleasant burden of preparing for her husband’s annual "Wild Card, Wildness" party. Mary was a real stunner for her age. At 5’10” she had curves that most women paid big bucks for. Her thick round butt and plump but firm breasts made her the object of many men’s desires. But once Mary meets her husband's coworker Claire things begin to change. Mary will sneak away from the party with her new friend and discover a part of herself she hasn’t felt in a long time...

Prison Training: The Beginning (Lesbian Domination & BDSM, Book 1)

Emily is sentenced to 18 months in a women's penitentiary. She is initiated into the ways of submission and lesbianism by the inmate leader Ruby. Ruby sees something attractive in Emily and seeks to make Emily her own. Ruby convinces Emily to agree to be her pet for the next five days.

Blaze: Lesbian Domination & BDSM

When Jade goes out to meet her new Dom for the first time, she gets more than she bargained for. The man with who she had been talking online for several months was not what she was hoping for in person. As she leaves she meets a dominant older woman who will end up giving Jade her first-time lesbian experience and changes things forever. Will it be a one-time thing, or will their hot and steamy night lead to a new relationship?
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In "Temptations on Campus" prepare to be seduced by the tantalizing journey of four college roommates who unearth forbidden passions.

It all begins on a tranquil morning when the sun's golden rays grace their dorm room, awakening them from blissful slumber. Claire, groggy from the previous night's revelry, playfully rouses Jenna from her sleep, setting the stage for a day filled with unexpected twists.

What starts as a typical morning banter takes a provocative turn as Jenna dares to propose an unconventional idea—sharing a shower. Claire's teasing refusal only intensifies their playful chemistry. With every interaction, their connection deepens and unveils their hidden cravings.

The other roommates Abby and Tiffany's are fueled by the knowledge of each other's secret fantasies. Their undeniable chemistry ignites a passionate encounter that blurs the lines between friendship and desire. As their connection deepens, they find themselves on an exhilarating journey of self-discovery and intimate exploration.

"Temptations on Campus" is a Kindle book that will keep you captivated from the very first page. Join Claire, Jenna, Abby, and Tiffany as they navigate the thrilling world of awakening desires, intense passions, and the daring embrace of their true selves. This sizzling college romance is a tale of forbidden love that will leave you breathless and craving more.
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