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Foreword

Please join my mailing list to be notified of new releases and updates, and also to receive a free 3000-word erotic short story! Follow the link to sign up: www.fayerose.net
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Chapter 1

Work was slow. It was my second year running my own business full-time, and even though I knew it was the slow season, it still worried me that quitting my real job was a horrible mistake. That was until I received a call from a woman named Vivienne Ashford.

“Hi there, I’m looking to hire someone to help me organize my home.”

“Yes, of course. My name is Claire. I’d be glad to help you. Could you please tell me more about what you are looking for?”

“Well, it’s a long story. But basically I have a large home with ten rooms, four and a half bathrooms, and I’m really not sure where to start.”

I tried to disguise the surprise in my voice, but it was hard to do. This was a big job.

“How many people currently live in the home?”

“Just two, my husband and I.”

“If you’d like, we can have a consultation first at your house and see what we’re working with. It may be better to meet in person. I’m available tomorrow if that works for you? If not then-”

“Tomorrow is perfect. 11AM would be good for me.”

I said goodbye, hung up the phone, and collapsed with surprise onto the couch. A house with 10 rooms? This was exactly what I needed and I couldn’t mess it up.

I looked at my calendar on my phone. It wasn’t that I didn’t have anything booked, but everything was sporadic. I had many days with nothing scheduled, and the days I did have bookings, they weren’t full day jobs.

Fall and winter would be busy, I knew that. In the summer everyone was away, preoccupied with weddings and travel and sports. Soon people would need help getting ready to hibernate for the winter, get ready for school, and eventually declutter in the new year. Business would be picking back up again, and hopefully this would keep me busy until that happened.
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Chapter 2

Following my GPS, I found Vivienne’s house a few minutes early. It would be hard not to see the huge, blue and white house, with its large patio, multiple balconies, and sprawling driveway. The most surprising thing about the house was that it was so big and elegant that it should have had a security gate, but it didn’t. I could see the top of a ladder poking out over the fence at the side, and realized that they must have a pool. It was a big house for only two people.

As I neared the house, the driveway cut into a half circle, and I parked before the pathway to the entrance. The moment I got out of my car and shut the door, the front door to the house opened.

“Claire, I’m so glad you could make it today,” the woman said, smiling and holding the door open. “I’m Vivienne.”

She held out her hand and I shook it, surprised by her firm, assertive grip. Vivienne looked like she was born to live in a house like this. She wore a two piece white tweed skirt set, with tall heels and her hair cascading in blonde ringlets. Her teeth were white, her makeup flawless, and her tan was deep. It was hard not to stare at her expensive jewelry or her filled lips. She had to have been in her early fifties, but she was in much better shape and style than I was at 26.

“It’s so nice to meet you. Your house is beautiful.”

“Well, we’ll see if you still think that in an hour,” she said, laughing. “Come on in.”

I walked past her into a large lobby. She followed behind me, closing the door, her heels clicking behind me.

“Lets sit down for a moment, we can go over what I’m looking for. Then I can give you a tour.”

Normally I would ask for a tour first, and I would talk about their needs and my ideas as we went along. But I didn’t want to argue with her, and the way she held herself made me not want to. She was so sure of herself and knew what she wanted, and I didn’t mind letting her take control.

We sat down in the next room, a gorgeous sitting room with large windows showing the pool and the gardens. The sun shone through onto the antique furniture. There was nothing cluttered about anything I’d seen so far. It was obvious that every piece of furniture and artwork was carefully picked out. Vivienne led me to a small table near the window with chairs and a pitcher of lemon water.

We sat down and she poured me a drink into a cup full of ice.

“So. What exactly do you do? I mean, do you just organize, or clean, or do you offer any other services as well?”

Her question took me off guard. For a moment, I wondered if she had even looked at my website.

“I do cleaning and organizing, decluttering, and a bit of redecorating although it’s not my strongest skill if I’m honest. Whatever you need, I’m sure we could figure out something.”

She sighed, swirling her glass, her heavy eyelashes fluttering as she found her words.

“I don’t know where to start really. But I’ll just let you know where I’m at. I’ve been married for 25 years, but my husband is not around very much. He does a lot of traveling for work. I do have a housemaid already, we’ve had her here for almost 15 years now. I’m not looking to part with her, but I’m looking for something a bit more… thorough.

“I’ve got 25 years worth of clutter in this house. From my adult children who now have their own homes, from my husband, from his deceased parents, from mine. I just feel like the house is so empty, but so full. I need help organizing, but I’m also looking for someone to assist me in some other ways too, almost like an assistant. I would pay quite well. But if that’s not something you do, I understand, and I would still require your services for organizing.”

I thought for a moment about what she was saying. It almost sounded like maybe she was a bit lonely. Her words were straight to the point and spoken with her clear, confident voice, but there was a hint of vulnerability in what she was saying. I wasn’t an assistant, really. I didn’t know what that would involve. But thinking about my sparse calendar and the temptation of a higher pay had me realizing there wasn’t much I wouldn’t do for some security to get me through the rest of the season.

“Actually I think that is something I would be interested in. I do have a few other clients as well, so I’m not sure what kind of time commitment we’re looking at, but this time of year is quite slow for me so I’m sure I could be very flexible.”

Something in her face changed, I wasn’t sure if it was maybe relief or excitement, but she didn’t really show it a whole lot. I wasn’t sure if it was the filler in her face, or her desire to hold onto her strong demeanor.

“That’s great. We can get into all of the details after I give you a walk-through. I have taken the liberty of writing up a small contract that we can discuss afterwards.”

A contract? Normally I was the one who did that, and that was usually a pretty standard agreement and only for really big jobs. I wasn’t sure yet how big this job was, but I was realizing that it must be more serious than I’d imagined.
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Chapter 3

Vivienne walked me through the house, her heels clicking steadily through the long hallways and open rooms. If she thought this was cluttered, she was wrong, but it definitely could use a bit of work. There were rooms with drawers full of stuff that hadn’t been opened in years, her son and daughter’s rooms that stayed the same as when they had gone off to college, like relics in time. Her husband’s office was a complete mess, but she said I didn’t have to worry about that room.

They had so many linens, storage closets, old boxes from both of their deceased parents, picture frames in storage full of faces that Vivienne said she didn’t even recognize anymore. There were shelves of books that had never been read, packages ordered online that had never been opened, and Christmas decorations they hadn’t bothered to put up for years. The house was full of so much life, yet Vivienne was here alone, with her husband away most of the time. No wonder she was overwhelmed.

We finished the two floors upstairs and returned down to the main floor. She showed me her kitchen storage that needed to be purged but the rest of the downstairs wasn’t so bad.

“Now for the most important room and the one I’d like you to start with.”

We walked toward the back of the house and she opened a set of double doors. The most extravagant master bedroom I’d ever seen opened before us. There was a huge king sized four poster bed, white furniture and carpets, and a huge TV mounted on the wall. A beautiful vanity with a seat and drawers presumably full of makeup was against the wall near the entrance. There was a patio door leading to the backyard, and giant windows making the white room explode with natural light. Beige blackout curtains were tied on either side of each set of windows.

“Not so much the room itself, but over here…”

I followed her to a closet door beside their en suite bathroom, and when she opened it an automatic light turned on inside. It was a huge walk-in closet filled to the brim with designer clothes, bags, and shoes. At the end was a large well lit case of jewelry and another door attaching to the bathroom. It was almost the size of my room at home, and I felt my jaw drop when I saw it.

She must have noticed, and touched my arm gently.

“I’m sorry, it’s a mess, I know.”

“No, I’m just… it’s not bad at all. It’s just I’ve never seen…” I felt a bit unprofessional commenting on someone’s possessions, but I didn’t want her to think I was judging her negatively. “The bags. Are those real?”

She gave me a look like I had completely lost my mind.

“Honey, take a look around you. Are they real? Of course they are.”

“I’m sorry. I’ve just never seen any of these brands like… in person.”

“Well, you’ll be seeing a lot of them now. If there’s anything you like that I’m getting rid of, you can have it.”

I had a hard rule of not accepting anything from a client that I’d decluttered. It went against the whole idea. I wanted them to realize that the item did not have any value to them, and acting like it had value to me could make them change their mind. But I didn’t know if I’d be able to resist. Besides, this wasn’t a typical decluttering job.

“Anyways, this is obviously the most important and urgent task in my opinion, but of course you can start wherever you like.”

We walked back out to the sitting area, and Vivienne grabbed the contract she’d prepared off of the ledge of the big windowsill.

As I sat down, I looked outside and saw someone in the garden. It was a woman around the same age as Vivienne. She was wearing gardening gloves and a big hat, a small shovel in her hand. She was staring directly at me.

Vivienne noticed my face, and leaned into view of the woman and waved.

“That’s Sara, my housemaid. She’s the only other person who works here on a regular basis. She loves to garden, so I just give her free range. You wouldn’t catch me dead with that dirt under my nails.”

I gave a wave as well, but Sara just turned and continued gardening.

“So. Are you completely freaked out?”

I laughed, relaxing back slightly into my chair.

“Of course not. This is one of the least cluttered houses I’ve ever seen. But it is also by far the biggest house I’ve worked on.”

“Well and that’s the thing. If all of this stuff was in one tiny two bedroom house, it would be insane.”

“It will take quite a bit of time, but I’m definitely not worried at all. Especially because you don’t seem too attached to any of the clutter.”

“Not at all. I’d happily burn the whole house down and start over.”

I laughed, but her face didn’t falter. She wasn’t joking.

She passed me the contract without a word, and I read over it. Most of it wasn’t much different than the sort of thing I’d have clients sign, at least the first page, but as I read on, I wasn’t sure what to make of it.

“I notice you mention assistant duties quite often, what exactly do you mean by that?”

“Just little things here and there, you know. I might ask if you can pick something up for me, help me with something small, or make a phone call. I’ll never ask you to cook or clean. I mean, I know you do some cleaning, but that’s not what I have you here for. I do have a business of my own but I wouldn’t need help with that. It would be more about helping to make my life easier.”

It might be kind of nice to have some more tasks, some simple things to make the days more interesting. It would also help me to see if there were some other tasks I could add to what I already did for my regular clients.

“Okay, that sounds great to me actually.”

“You will also have access to almost any room. You can use the pool if you like, or the gym downstairs. You can work as many hours as you’d like, but preferably I would like to have you here 5 days a week, up to 45 hours. Any time is okay.”

My eyes reached the bottom of the page and I froze.

“And with those hours, you are offering to pay me… $125 per hour?”

“Yes, minimum, with some bonuses of course.”

I thought I would drop right there. That was more than four times my regular rate. I could hire my own employees for that rate, to do my regular schedule. I tried to play it off cool, but I could tell she knew she was already paying well over my rate. I couldn’t think of much I wouldn’t do for that kind of money.

I swallowed hard and continued reading, unsure of what to say. I paused at the last sentence, reading it over, and then read it out loud.

“Full discretion is required. Anything you see or experience here is confidential. Additional assistance may be requested.”

“I just want to protect my privacy, that’s all,” she smiled. “Are you okay with that?”

“I…of course I am.”

I signed the paper, wondering what I was getting into exactly, but the idea of over $5k a week was a no brainer.

“Great.” She took the paper from me. “Of course, I’m sure you have a contract as well that I would be more than willing to sign.”

I thought about the papers in my car that would have to be revised, as they stated my regular rate.

“Since this job is a little different, I will look it over tonight and update it. I’ll bring you a new copy next time I’m here.”

“Next time as in, tomorrow?”

I would have loved to tell her that I should check my schedule first, or that I would start next Monday, so that I didn’t look so desperate. But I was.

“Tomorrow would be wonderful.”

“Perfect,” Vivienne held out her hand and I shook it. “I can’t wait to get this started.”

We stood up and she walked me to the door. I almost didn’t want to leave. I was so enthralled with her house and her energy that I wanted to get started right away, but I knew I couldn’t.

“By the way, I was wondering… why me? I mean you could probably get anyone in here.”

“To be honest, I’ve followed your social media for a while. I like your taste. I knew that you would be the perfect woman for the job.”

The way she looked at me while she spoke made me feel exposed. She knew more about me than she’d let on. I uploaded videos quite often of my before and afters, some funny moments at work, and some personal stuff. It was all advertising for my business, and obviously it had worked, but it made me feel a bit embarrassed knowing that she knew so much about me already and I knew nothing of her.

I waved goodbye to her as I got in my car, and tried to stop myself from smiling and laughing as I drove away. This job would be my biggest so far, and it was killing me to know what kind of secrets lurked inside of such a beautiful house. It was the reason I got into organizing in the first place. It amazed me what people had hidden in places they refused to look in, and what kind of things people held onto that should have been discarded years ago.

I didn’t want to get too excited until the money was in my pocket, and some of the work was done. Maybe we would find out we weren’t compatible at all, and she would fire me. It wouldn’t be the first time. But I felt deep down that this was going to be life changing.
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Chapter 4

I stood in Vivienne’s room with my hair up in a bun, sweatpants on, and surrounded with clothes from stores I wouldn’t even be allowed to enter wearing anything I owned.

“I have to take a business call, so I’ll be back in a little while. Just sort everything into piles for now, or whatever you normally do. It’s such a mess in here. Just shirts, jackets, tanks, skirts, pants, whatever,” she had instructed before leaving.

So I did what she said. I couldn’t believe the things she had. It wasn’t a very big excess, most people I’d sorted for had much more, but it was a lot of stuff that I assumed she didn’t wear anymore or at least not every day. A lot of the clothes were quite formal or seasonal, mixed in with regular clothes. She had bathing suits beside sweaters, and yoga leggings beside skirts. But every piece was beautiful, in good condition, and tailored.

I finished the first section of the closet, which was two long rows of clothes that were all on hangers. I put them into the appropriate groups and hung them back up, so that it would be easier for us to go through them when she returned.

The next section was a set of long, deep set drawers. I opened one and paused. It was all underwear. Mostly thongs, all lacy, and mostly red, pink, black, or white. They were organized so well it looked like a lingerie store.

I opened another drawer. It was the same, but bras. The next was socks, all so neat and tidy, that it looked like I’d already done it.

The last drawer I opened at the bottom was all lingerie, and it was a mess. It was a bigger drawer than the others, and it looked as if someone had rifled through it. I picked up a few of the small, revealing pieces, and paused. Normally I wasn’t very shy with this kind of thing, diving into anyone’s mess of clothes. But this felt different. This drawer was a mess, but it was very clearly only lingerie. I wondered if Vivienne would find it strange to sort without her.

A piece dropped out of my hand, and I set the others down to pick it up. I looked at it for a moment, and felt a shiver go through me. I imagined it on her, the small, lacy one piece. It had a very deep v, that would plunge down in between her breasts and stop just above her belly button. The lace was completely see through anyways, and the sides cut up high, exposing the waist. I gulped, not able to stop myself from imagining it on her. I thought of how her tan skin would look underneath the fabric. How the lace would gap in the middle and underneath her breasts as it draped and clung to her perky, large implants.

“Fuck,” I said under my breath, and put them back in the drawer. What was I thinking? I couldn’t believe the way my mind wandered, but something about Vivienne’s beauty, her life, and the smell of her in the small room made me lose control of my thoughts for a moment.

I got down on my knees to take a closer look at the drawer. I pushed the lingerie around loosely, making sure there were no other hidden shirts or shorts in this drawer before I closed it and came back to it later with her permission. But as my hand grazed the bottom, I felt something cool against my hand. I grabbed it and pulled it out.

Handcuffs. Shiny, traditional silver, metal handcuffs. The weight of them in my hand made me realize that they weren’t cheap by any means. There was something attached to them, so I pulled it out of the drawer too, and realized it was a silky blindfold.

“Find something interesting?”

Vivienne’s voice cut through the silent closet, making me jump.

“Sorry, I just-”

“No need to be sorry,” she said walking towards me. “I’m sorry for scaring you.”

I turned toward her, still on my knees. She leaned over me, so close that the end of one of her long ringlets brushed against my cheek. She grabbed the handcuffs and blindfold out of my hands.

“Good memories with these,” she said laughing. “I forgot I had them in there. This blindfold is real silk, feel.”

She dropped the handcuffs in the drawer and they made a loud clunk. Then she stood behind me and slipped the blindfold down past my bangs and over my eyes.

“Can you feel that? It’s silk from Italy, made by a small designer. They weave it themselves and sew only with golden thread. It was made special for me.”

She could have said it was from the dollar store up the road and I wouldn’t have noticed the difference in feeling. The only feeling I had was unfamiliar to me. I was on my knees, with Vivienne standing over me and holding a blindfold over my eyes. I felt so submissive and vulnerable.

“It’s nice,” was all I could manage to say, as my body betrayed me in the strangest way. I was so horny all of a sudden, and for what? Vivienne wasn’t even my age type, let alone the right gender.

“It suits you,” she said, taking it off of me. “This drawer is a mess, but I wouldn’t want you to have to sort all of this stuff.”

“I don’t mind.”

“Well in that case, please go ahead. I don’t think there’s any other surprises in there.”

She stepped away from me and I couldn’t help but wonder how a blindfold could possibly suit someone.
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Chapter 5

We worked together for quite a while, Vivienne browsing through the clothes I’d organized, throwing quite a few on a donation pile in the corner. She told me she didn’t want to get rid of any lingerie, so I only folded and arranged it.

Even though she was older than me and had obviously lived quite a different life than I had, we got along incredibly well. We found out that we shared very similar opinions and taste, and with every joke she made I felt myself relax more. It started to feel like I was working with a friend. Often there were a lot more emotions and serious discussion with my clients, as many were struggling with letting go of the past. But Vivienne seemed as if she had already let go of it a long time ago.

“So much stuff, so much money spent, and I don’t even wear half of this. Oh, this one would look so good on you, don’t you think?”

She held up a short black dress with a slit and a low cut neckline. It was a designer I’d seen only in magazines.

“I don’t really know about that. It’s beautiful, but it so wouldn’t suit me,” I said, but she insisted.

“What are you talking about, of course it would. Try it on for me?”

I stood up, and thought for a moment. I shouldn’t try on anything, I shouldn’t even be entertaining the idea, yet like a robot I walked over to her and took the dress.

I tried it on in the bathroom, and examined myself in the mirror. I looked incredible, the dress hugging me in the right places. It was way more revealing than what I would ever go out in, but it looked so good that I wanted to be seen in it.

I walked back into the closet and Vivienne gasped.

“Yes, it’s perfect for you. Come here.”

I walked towards her and she undid my bun and let my hair fall down over my shoulders. She combed it gently with her fingers, arranging it, and then adjusted the dress slightly. She wasn’t even touching me in a suggestive way, but my whole body responded to the feeling of her hands repositioning the fabric. I felt my back arch obediently, standing up straighter and willing her hands to stay on me.

“Yes, God you look hot. I could play dress up with you all day.”

Her words were so bold and shocking to me, but she looked at me like she’d said the most normal thing in the world. Is this what she meant vaguely by additional assistance? I felt myself get goosebumps again, my body rebelling against me.

“I feel hot.”

“You should. Please keep it. It looks better on you than me. Like I said, any of this stuff I don’t want you can have.”

“I shouldn’t. I’m not supposed to take anything offered to me. That’s in my contract.”

“Well I didn’t sign yours, because you didn’t bring it today.”

I hadn’t brought it, because after reading hers mine felt a bit embarrassing. I hoped she’d forgotten that I’d planned on bringing one. It wasn’t necessary anyways, because I knew she wouldn’t miss any payments.

“Thank you,” I said, admitting defeat. “It’s gorgeous.”

I started to walk back to the bathroom to change into my comfy clothes again, but she stopped me.

“Claire? Wait one second, I just remembered. I’m hosting a dinner party this Friday and I have no idea what to wear. Can you help me?”

“Of course. What’s the vibe?” She gave me a strange look. “Sorry, I mean, like, is it formal? What kind of people are coming?”

“It’s going to be quite formal actually, not too extravagant, but black tie. Friends and some close business contacts of mine and my husband’s. He might not show up though, I’m not sure yet. I mean I usually go for black, but since I’m hosting I want to stand out.”

I stood beside her and we went through some of her dresses. I selected a few, holding them up in front of her silently.

“Gold suits you so well.”

She looked at two gold dresses I’d selected, both shimmering and equally elegant. One was a bit more modest, the straps quite wide and drapey, and the bottom was a mermaid style type of dress. The second was low cut with thin straps and double slits, even though the dress was still quite long.

Without a word she selected the second dress. I turned to put the first one back on the closet rod, and when I turned back she was half undressed, and somehow still fully clothed. She had taken off her skirt, top, and jacket, but she still wore stockings, a garter, shapewear, and a bra.

I acted like it was normal. Some women were like that, I’d had some friends that were so comfortable with their bodies that they’d undress in front of me like it was the most natural thing in the world. But this felt different, and I wasn’t sure if it was because she was my boss, a stranger, or that I had started to find her attractive.

She stepped into the dress and pulled it up over her body, putting her arms through the straps. She turned around and held her hair up.

“Can you get the zipper for me?”

I stepped behind her and her sweet vanilla and musk perfume hit me like a wall. I looked down at her smooth back, with small freckles splattered over her prominent shoulder blades. I imagined myself slipping my hands in between her warm skin and the dress. My hands shook so much as I pulled up the zipper that I was pretty sure she could feel it. There was no struggle like there would be with one of my $75 formal dresses, the zipper was smooth and the dress had probably been fitted to her proportions.

She turned around and flipped her hair over her shoulders. She walked over to the large mirror in the closet, turning and posing in front of it.

“Well?”

“You look incredible,” I said, my eyes trailing up her long legs, through the slits and toward her upper thigh where the fabric started to cling and fit tight to her body.

“I mean, obviously without the bra and with proper shoes and tights, but I think this will be perfect. You’ve got good taste.”

“You’ve got good clothes.”

She laughed and turned again in the mirror.

“Do you think my ass looks okay?”

I gulped as I thought of how to answer. Again, a sentence my friends had asked me a hundred times, but it sounded so much different right now.

“Oh my god, of course. You look amazing.”

“Thanks babe, well, I better get this off if I’m going to wear it Friday. Unzip me?”

I walked toward her to undo her zipper as she stood in front of the mirror. She held her hair up again, and I could feel her eyes on me through the mirror. I looked at her zipper, and grabbed it gently, pulling it down slowly over her smooth skin, being careful not to catch it.

“Miss Claire, are you nervous or something?”

“I can be a bit shy,” I said, knowing that right now this was much more than shy, and she could tell.

“Do I make you shy?”

I was close enough that she could hear my irregular breathing that was now out of my control. She could probably see it on my face, or feel it in my shaking hands. How could I deny it?

“Yes, a bit.”

“Why?” She asked, without missing a beat.

“I… I don’t know, really.”

“Are you lying to me?”

“No.”

I wasn’t lying, and it seemed she believed me. I didn’t know why I was so nervous, why I was so turned on, or why I couldn’t stop thinking about her body. It wasn’t like me. I was a professional. I usually took control of situations when I was working and even though I was currently single, it was men that I was interested in.

“Well, I probably should go change,” I said to her, as she slipped out of the dress. I tried not to look at her but I wanted to see her body again.

“I wish you wouldn’t. You sure you can’t work in that dress?”

“I’d have to ask for more money working in a dress this short,” I laughed, my fingers touching the hem below my hips.

“That could be arranged,” Vivienne said, with a smirk. I couldn’t tell if she was serious or joking, but she was definitely flirting with me.

I felt my face flush immediately. I just laughed again, this time a bit forced, and headed toward the bathroom.

“I’m going to step out for the rest of the afternoon. If you could sort through the accessories, I can look over them later tonight and figure out which ones to discard. Don’t worry about letting me know when you’re in the house or leaving. I’ll text you the passcode for the door and security system, although Sara is here until 5PM every day. I trust you.”

It was a bold statement for someone to make after only a few hours of work, but I nodded and thanked her. The rest of the day I worked more diligently than I ever had before, hoping she would come back and see how much I’d gotten done. All I wanted was to do well so that she would acknowledge me.
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Chapter 6

After working for the rest of the afternoon I stopped at the store to pick up some shelving to take to Vivienne’s the next day. I always locked the car, but I made triple sure before I left the few designer pieces of clothing in the backseat while I went shopping.

It was hard to know what her feelings were toward me. I had read online before I started my business about how sometimes you had to be careful with rich people as they often toyed with their employees and tested them to figure out their loyalty and intentions. Like hiding money and seeing if you stole it, or constantly questioning you. I understood in a way, I’m sure they were more likely to be taken advantage of.

But Vivienne was different. At worst, she was bored and lonely, and was potentially just having a bit of fun with me. Or maybe she was toying with me to see how far she could push me. To see if she could push me to be really unprofessional. I already had been and it was only my first day.

A small part of me thought that maybe she did have some genuine interest in me, but what would I even do with that information? I had no interest in women and she was married. Even if she were looking for an affair, I doubted it would be with someone she hired to clean out drawers and closets.

I had to keep her at arm’s length and I knew that. There was no other option. Just play along a bit but get the work done, be professional, and get paid. But as I arrived at home, had a shower, and changed into my nightgown, I wondered if technically the line of professionalism had already been crossed. Not by my actions but by the way my clit still ached and throbbed at the thought of her earlier today.

The lingerie, the blindfold, the ease in which she undressed herself. The confidence in her demands and the way she asked me to keep that tight, short dress on while I continued.

I wondered if I had agreed if she would have stayed for the afternoon with me. I thought about kneeling on the floor of her closet, trying not to expose myself while I bent and crawled around looking through her accessories. I thought of her watching me, teasing me, maybe getting down with me to get a better view.

I spread my legs open as I sat on the couch, the TV blaring on about something I hadn’t even paid attention to. I dragged my hand down my stomach and the top of my thigh teasing myself as I imagined Vivienne’s hands on me. I thought of her blindfolding me and pushing up my slutty little dress while I was on my knees. I thought of her tearing the neckline down to expose my breasts, not even caring about the $2600 dress.

I rubbed my clit and threw my head back with relief as I imagined her handcuffing me to the legs of one of the dressers in her closet. I felt myself laying on the carpet as she rubbed me, telling me how good of a girl I was, how hot I looked in her dress all torn and disheveled.

I wanted her to tell me what to do, to put me to work, and use me, but I didn’t even know where to start. I didn’t know what I wanted, or how she would even go about fucking me. I knew nothing about how lesbians had sex. All I could imagine was her rubbing me like how I was rubbing myself, and the feeling of her hands on my skin.

I finally made myself come, the relief overwhelming. I laid on the couch panting, feeling the shame come in like waves at having these thoughts about an actual real person who I would have to see tomorrow.

But at the same time the feeling of relief ended and I felt myself throb even more, just as horny as I had been in the closet.

Frustrated, I changed the channel looking for anything to distract me from thinking of her.
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Chapter 7

A few days passed and I started to lose my mind.

I entered and left the house freely with Vivienne only checking in occasionally to see how I was doing. The times she did talk to me she would give quick praise, gentle instruction, and inform me that she was quite busy and couldn’t be disturbed unless it was urgent.

The more distance she created, the more I wanted to break it. I was almost embarrassed that I’d worn sweatpants on my first day, as now I wore clothes that were more business casual. Not quite as comfortable but I made sure I was still able to work easily. I made sure my hair was styled and down. I wore perfume and I even put on extra makeup.

I wanted to bother her all of the time. I definitely had questions about some of the things I was sorting through, as her instructions were often vague. None of my questions were pressing or urgent in any way, but I had to constantly stop myself mid text or email and delete what I had written. A strong part of me wanted to text her, knock at her office door, and bother her with stupid little things until she took interest in me and offered to spend time with me. But I was a professional. I was hired because I was good at this. Even though I wanted her help badly, I didn’t need it.

I finished organizing her closet on the second day. I had left piles for her to sort through, and when I checked in on day three I noticed that she had finished what I’d left for her. She left me a note telling me to look through the purses that she was discarding, but I didn’t.

On the fourth day I started to feel like maybe I had been overreacting and reading into things too much. Either that, or me denying to work in the revealing dress made her lose interest in me. That was if there was any interest in me to begin with. She was married, most likely straight (as was I), and would not be interested in some young struggling entrepreneur. Especially not with all of her wealth.

I felt like a bit of an idiot. I thought about her all of the time and I couldn’t turn it off. I thought about her telling me that her husband had really died years ago, or that she was leaving him, or that they had an open marriage. As I worked I couldn’t help but imagine her coming up behind me when I wasn’t paying attention, when I was bent down looking at a desk or reaching for a shelf, and grabbing me, touching me, whispering into my ear. As I sorted through some of her closets and bookshelves I imagined myself finding more handcuffs, more blindfolds, more secrets.

On the fifth day, I entered the house and jumped as I saw Sara, the housemaid, staring at me as I entered.

“Hi,” I said, hoping she didn’t realize how much she’d startled me.

Sara was a bit younger than Vivienne. Her skin was sunkissed from working in the garden, and her face was stern looking. She looked quite plain in her black pants and shirt, and I wondered if it was normal for her to fade into the background in a house like this.

She only gave me a weak, strange smile and turned around. I wanted to question her or have her at least acknowledge me, but she seemed so intimidating.

I’d checked my email before arriving and saw a message from Vivienne.

“Dearest Claire,

If you could start today in the dining room, I would appreciate it. The party is tomorrow night, and although the room itself is not bad, I would like to see if you could declutter the bottom of the large white cabinet near the window, and the boxes near the doorway to the kitchen.

I will drop by later after my calls.

Thank you,

Vivienne”

I got to work right away, pulling open drawers and sorting things into piles. The large cabinet had drawers at the bottom, mostly junk drawers stuffed with a variety of things, and the top half was a beautifully organized array of vintage glassware with large windowed cupboards.

I tried to organize in the most neutral way but it wasn’t always easy, and of course I loved to look through the things I sorted. I made piles for basic useful items such as batteries and manuals, things that probably belonged elsewhere in the house, junk that I assumed would be thrown out, and sentimental items that could be either important or garbage, such as notes and pictures.

Before I knew it all of the drawers were almost empty and I was surrounded with a few big piles. She hadn’t said what she wanted in the drawers, if anything, so I left the piles and started to work on the boxes.

They were full of keepsakes, pictures and notes. It would be hard to sort through these without her but she had asked me to. I did my best to sort things that looked unimportant (like old bills and damaged photographs) from the rest.

Reaching into the bottom of the first box I came across a red envelope. I pulled out a valentine’s day card. When I opened it a small picture fell out of it. Before I could look at it I read the handwritten scribble on the inside.

“Dearest Vivienne,

I miss everything about you. Your smell. Your taste. I want you here. I want all of you. Please come back to me next month. I’ll make it up to you. I promise.

Love,

Jennifer”

The card was adorned with a lipstick kiss. I ran my fingers over the words as I read them again. There was no chance this was a friend… I want all of you?

I picked up the photo that had fallen into my lap and turned it over. It was what I presumed to be a young Vivienne. The high cheekbones and blonde hair were unmistakable, kissing a small dark haired woman.

I suddenly realized that not only was this exactly the kind of thing I loved to come across, that Vivienne would probably be horrified that I was reading a personal card. Quickly, I put the photo back inside and set it in the ever growing sentimental pile.

My mind couldn’t help but wander as I sorted through some boring receipts and disposable camera proofs. Did her husband know that she dated a woman? Did this mean that I wasn’t entirely crazy the other day? Was she into me, and if she was, what the fuck would I do?

I reminded myself again as I sorted faster, feeling panicky, throwing new batteries into the garbage pile, there is no way a woman as rich, beautiful, and mature as Vivienne would be into me. I had a long record of dating boring men that had little interest in me. What would I do with a woman my own age, let alone an experienced, mature woman like her?

But I realized this was becoming more than just a silly crush. I thought briefly of sending her an email telling her that due to my own unfortunate, uncontrollable desires, I would have to resign from the job.

I picked up a piece of paper and glanced over it quickly and felt my heart stop for a moment. I read it again.

“I can’t stop thinking about you, Vivienne. I miss your laugh, and the moans you make when I do what you like. I can still taste you on my tongue. I miss the way you take control of me and make me yours. Please come back to me.” The note was signed with the name Lizzy followed with a heart.

I froze, reading the note over and over, feeling the breath catch in my throat. I could feel myself salivating as my mind went wild, imagining what it was that Vivienne liked. Elizabeth and Jennifer? Were there more women?

Completely in my head, I didn’t hear Vivienne behind me.

“You like snooping don’t you?”

Her prowling voice behind me made me jump before I even saw her hand reaching for the paper. She grabbed it gently from my hand.

“I’m so sorry, I just wanted to make sure it-”

“I’m just kidding, Claire.” I could hear the smile in her voice. “You’ve been dressing up lately, is that for me?”

I turned to look up at her. I sat on the floor, surrounded with piles of her stuff while she towered over me. The shock from having her so present in my mind to her being here made me question reality so much that I didn’t process her question. She moved on from it quickly.

“Hmm, this is a naughty one you’ve chosen to read.” She flipped her hair and looked from the paper down to me. “Pretty sure there’s a lot more of these around.”

“I found a picture of…Jennifer,” I said, and passed her the red envelope.

Vivienne pulled out a dining room chair in the mess of piles, bags, and boxes that surrounded me on the floor. She sat down, crossing her long, slender legs.

“Oh, now we’re getting serious. She was around for a while.”

I looked up at her weighing my options. I wanted so badly to pry. I was bursting with questions but not only was that completely unprofessional, there was an added layer of me discovering her sexuality which was potentially a secret. On top of that her comment about my clothing made me realize that she probably was realizing that I was acting differently around her. That whatever game she was playing was working

“It’s okay,” she started, as if reading my mind. “I’m not that private and it’s not a secret in my life. I’ve been married to John for 25 years, but our marriage has been rocky. We’ve taken numerous breaks, and I’ve sought the company of a few different women during those times.”

“Are you on a break right now?” I asked, wondering if that’s why he wasn’t around.

“Why? Are you looking to apply?” She asked, laughing as my face got hot and I stammered. “No, we’re not on a break right now, but we’re…” She got up for a moment, checked that no one was in the hallway, and shut the door.

“Sorry, you just never know,” her voice was hushed. “The reason I got you here is because I want to leave him. I need to sort through everything, get my stuff in order and get rid of what I don’t want, so that when I leave him it’s easy and painless.”

“Wow, I mean…that explains a lot. You don’t seem very attached to any of the items we’re decluttering. Usually it’s quite difficult to get people to let go.”

“I let go a long time ago. It hit me one day, sitting in this big empty house, that I felt like a ghost. I wander the hallways waiting for him to come home, and as soon as he’s here I can’t wait for him to leave. He gets under my skin and he knows it. I’m very lucky to be in the situation I’m in financially. I could go and live any life that I wanted, but instead I wait here like a dog for its master. It makes me sick of what I’ve become. If you knew me well, you’d know that I don’t wait around for any man.”

“That changes everything,” I said, moving onto my knees and turning more toward her. “I can’t wait to help. I can make it so easy for you. We can slowly funnel things out into storage without making it obvious.”

“I should have told you to begin with but I needed to make sure I could trust you.”

I didn’t know what I had done to earn her trust, but now I was invested. This was the kind of thing that made me really want to do the work that I did. I wanted to help people get control of their lives.

“Of course you can trust me. Anything you need, I’m here for you.”

Vivienne smiled and leaned forward. Suddenly I felt like I was the dog waiting for its master, kneeling before her as she sat elegantly in her sundress and modest heels.

“Anything?”

I watched her, willing myself to think straight. My whole body felt awake and burning. I swallowed hard trying not to think of the words on the note I’d read.

“I should get back to work,” I said, my voice more shaky than I had anticipated.

“I’m your boss. I decide that. You’ve been working too hard…”

Vivienne reached her hand out, brushing a piece of hair out of my face and behind my ear. I felt her nails and fingertips gently graze the soft spot on my neck behind my ear and down to the nape of my neck. I shivered, suddenly so turned on that I lost sight of whatever professional integrity I had left.

“Mrs. Ashford,” a voice said sharply, and I jumped. Vivienne dropped her hand, and turned to see Sara standing at the doorway. “You have a guest.”

“Thank you Sara,” Vivienne said calmly, standing up. She gave me a look, and walked toward the door. She paused for a moment, and turned back to me. “Claire dear, just in case I don’t see you again today, would you come back later tomorrow? I’d like your help getting ready for the party.”

“Of course,” I said quickly. I didn’t even need to check my calendar because if something else was going on, I would cancel it.

“Excellent. I’ll see you around 4PM tomorrow?”

It wasn’t a question, it was a demand, and it was one that I nodded to happily.

Vivienne left and Sara stayed, her eyes burning onto me.

“Whatever it is you want to say to me, please just say it,” I said, staring right back at her.

“Be careful with her. She always gets what she wants.”

Before I could ask what she meant she walked out of the room, shutting the door behind her.


I finished sorting through the dining room and as if she was watching me, Sara swooped in after I’d finished to clean it. Vivienne was nowhere to be seen which was quite normal. I opened the front door and noticed someone was walking up the stairs.

It was a tall man with a briefcase. He had graying hair cut quite short, and no facial hair. He wore a 3 piece navy striped suit, with gold cuff links and shoes that looked freshly polished. I could smell his cologne before he was even up the steps.

“Who are you?” He asked bluntly.

“Hi, nice to meet you. I’m Claire. I’m a professional organizer.”

He rolled his eyes and stepped past me into the house.

“Another one on the payroll. At least the junk will get cleaned out of here.”

I could tell he wasn’t talking to me, but just talking out loud. I walked out the door and as I turned to shut it, he addressed me.

“Don’t go into my office. Got it?”

“Yes, sir.” I said, and shut the door gently.

It was John, Vivienne’s husband. No doubt about it. I’d seen him in enough pictures around the house to know. I wondered if Vivienne even knew that he was coming home. I figured it would be something she would tell me.
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Chapter 8

The next day I arrived just before 4PM. I parked my car off to the side in my usual spot, but this was no usual day. I wouldn’t be helping organize, but instead I would be helping Vivienne get ready. I didn’t really know what that would involve apart from zipping her into her dress again.

I entered the house and realized that unlike my other recent visits, this time I would need to find her. I went to her upstairs office first, which was usually the only room she would even enter on the second floor, and she wasn’t there. Downstairs I looked in all of the usual spots, but she wasn’t in the kitchen sipping coffee or in the sitting room on her laptop. I went out through the terrace doors leading to the pool and gardens, and only saw Mr. Ashford sitting at a table alone talking loudly on the phone, making grand gestures with his free hand.

I went into her bedroom, looking through the closet, but she was nowhere to be found. Finally I decided I would have to just call her.

“Hello Claire dear. I’m sorry I’m just about to jump in the shower downstairs, near the gym. It’s the white door off of the kitchen if you want to meet me down here. Then you don’t have to worry about running into Mr. Grumpy.”

I laughed at the quip about her husband, but really I’d barely heard anything outside of the thought of her in the shower. I thought of her perfect body, soapy and smooth, the hot water licking down over her breasts and thighs. I could hear the water over the phone.

“Okay, I’ll be right down.”

I’d forgotten she’d mentioned a gym to me. She’d never shown me the basement, telling me that there was no clutter so there was no point in including it in the tour. I walked down the marbled stairs to a part of the house that almost looked untouched and newly renovated.

My shoes clicked down the bright hallway as I walked past a few closed doors. Near the end of the hallway was a glass door leading into the big open gym. There was huge equipment down there, treadmills and ellipticals, lots of weights and weight machines, a pilates reformer, and big mirrors all around the room.

The built-in locker room was off to the side. As I got closer I could hear the shower through the open door. My head was swimming with the thought of her in there. Was this how desperate I was? That something as mundane as her taking a shower made me lose all of my senses?

I looked around for somewhere to sit and wait. There was a long wooden bench on the other side of the door. I figured if I sat there then I wouldn’t look like a creep hovering outside. But as I walked toward the bench, I tripped slightly over my own feet, and my shoes made a loud, quick, clicking noise.

“Claire, is that you? Come on in!”

I took a deep breath and walked in through the door. It almost looked like a real locker room, just smaller and infinitely cleaner. There were two bathroom stalls on my left, a long bench with lockers to the right, and the shower was in front of me. Past that there was a small hallway with a mirror near the end and another two doors.

“Hello?”

“Hi honey. I’m so sorry. I’ll be right out. I just had the best workout of my life and I lost track of time.”

“It’s okay. You still have lots of time.”

“You’re right, I do. People should start arriving at 7:30, but between Sara, the chef, the event planner, and my control freak husband, we probably won’t even have to lift a finger for setup.”

“Wait, really? I thought maybe you’d need my help setting up.”

“Oh God, no.” She turned off the shower. I saw her arm reach out for a towel off of the hook, and I turned away. “I wouldn’t make you do any of that.”

“What would you make me do?”

I’d meant to ask what she wanted me to do, but it was too late. Something about how insanely horny I was, with her choice of words, made me blurt out the sentence I was thinking and not the one I meant to say. I started backtracking immediately, my face burning.

“I mean, that’s not what I-”

“Oh, we’re feeling feisty today huh?”

She stepped out of the shower, the short towel wrapped around her, barely covering her ass. I couldn’t help my eyes as they burned down her long, slender thighs to her pedicured hot pink toenails. It was a quick look, but it still felt too long as I met her eyes and saw her smile.

“There’s lots I’d love to make you do, but it’s a lot better if you want to do it.”

My body was on fire. I could feel goosebumps on my upper arms, my nipples were hard, and I could feel the dull throbbing of my clit that would happen when I laid in bed at night thinking of kneeling in Vivienne’s closet. I couldn’t do this teasing any more, and I knew I couldn’t do anything that I’d regret. I needed this job and I needed to get back on track.

“So are there a lot of people coming to the party tonight?”

She gave me a look, and it was obvious she could see right through me.

“There’s about 14, mostly couples, a few single people,” she opened one of the lockers and it was filled with different lotions and soaps. She grabbed one of the lotions, put her long leg up onto the bench just in front of me, and started rubbing the vanilla scented cream into her already soft skin. “Maybe I could invite you to it, and you could find a boyfriend.”

My eyes glued to her upper thigh as her fingers worked the lotion in. I had no idea how her leg was up in a short towel without her flashing me, but somehow she managed. She switched legs.

I was pretty sure from her tone that she was upset I wasn’t playing along with her, but I wasn’t sure. I wasn’t sure about anything. I couldn’t tell if she was flirting, and even if she was, I didn’t know if it was serious or just light fun. Especially now that I knew she’d been interested in women. Was I really this dumb?

“I’m not looking for a boyfriend.”

She smirked at me, rubbing lotion down her arms and shoulders.

“It does make me wonder what it is that you are looking for, because every time I see you your skirt is shorter, and your clothes are tighter.”

Suddenly I felt like my clothes were a straitjacket, clinging to me tighter than I’d remembered. I wore a fitted black skirt, nothing too crazy short, but enough to be noticeable. My shirt was a more conservative silky black button up, but the stomach was tighter and ruched, and I had popped an extra button open before I got out of the car.

Vivienne sat down on the bench facing away from me, and looked at me over her shoulder.

“Claire dear, could you please do my back?”

I moved the chair closer to her so that I was right behind her. Her long wet hair clung to her back and the intoxicating smell of the lotion and her clean hair made me want to taste her skin. I gathered her hair gently and placed it over her shoulder, taking the time to smooth it along the nape of her neck and make sure it was all out of the way. I reached for the lotion and she dropped the towel down to her waist, exposing the entire elegant curve of her back.

My fingers touched her back and I instantly felt her relax into my hands. I wanted to get it over with quickly, to just spread the lotion and be done, but I felt like I physically couldn’t rush. My warm hands glided over her skin and without even thinking about it, I pressed a bit deeper, massaging it into her skin.

“Mmm.”

Her light moan seemed to vibrate through my hands and down my body, to my pussy that was getting wetter with every movement. I needed more. I got more lotion and pressed my thumbs on either side of her spine, gently, and rubbed my hands up her back and underneath her shoulder blades. She sunk even more into my hands, her back arching.

“Fuck, you’re good at that. You’re so obedient. It’s like you know what I want.”

I was obedient. I’d do whatever she asked me to.

“No…I don’t know what you want.” I said as my hands worked dangerously close to her waist and side of her ribs.

Without a word, her hands grabbed mine, and she dragged them to her breasts.

“Yes, Claire, I think you do.”

I didn’t know what I was doing, and she knew it. But when I rubbed my thumbs over her nipples, she moaned loudly, and I realized it didn’t matter that I was clueless, maybe that could be part of my charm. I massaged her breasts, teasing over her nipples with my lotioned hands.

“Ever since I saw you in my closet, down on your knees holding those handcuffs… I wanted to keep you. I wanted to put you on my shelf and use you whenever and however I wanted.”

My breath hitched noticeably as my clit throbbed painfully. Thinking of how badly I wanted her to handcuff me to the drawers of her closet and leave me there begging for her until she was ready to use me.

“But then I realized,” she started, grabbing one of my hands and dragging it slowly down her stomach. “I wanted you more than that. More than a toy. There’s something about you I want to break into. I want to get to know you and spend time with you, and spoil you. But I also want to boss you around, tease you, punish you, fuck you to your limits. I want to make you scream and beg.”

The words she was saying weren’t ones I’d heard from anyone before, but I knew it was what I wanted. I had no idea what she had in store for me, but I didn’t care. I didn’t need to ask any questions. I trusted her.

“Please, Vivienne. I’ll do anything you tell me to.”

She grabbed my fingers and used them to rub her clit. As soon as I touched her, she threw her head back. I couldn’t help but suck and lick at her neck when she did, my body almost pressed to her back.

“God, you’re very unprofessional, Claire,” she said between gasps. “Is this how you normally run your business?”

I moaned against the soft spot under her ear, and felt her shiver underneath my skin. I didn’t care anymore that I was working, or that her husband was upstairs, or that she was a woman. My body was screaming to be touched.

Vivienne still held my hand and used it to rub herself, but suddenly there was a ringing noise and she pulled my hands away. She pulled the towel up around herself, and grabbed her phone.

“Well, that’s the get ready alarm. It’s 5:00.”

Looking at her after touching her the way I had was almost shocking, it was as if I’d come out of a trance. Her cheeks flushed, and her smirk was even more devious than before.

“But I-”

“But you work for me, and I’m saying it’s time for us to go upstairs.”

If this was work, I would gladly go without pay. She slipped on a silk robe and some slippers, and I followed her up the stairs.
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Chapter 9

Vivienne’s husband was standing with Sara, discussing plans for the evening.

“Planning to be late as usual?” He asked, without turning his head in our direction.

“Hopefully,” Vivienne said with a grin as we left.

Once we got to her bedroom she shut the door behind us.

“No offense…but doesn’t he know?” I asked in a hushed voice.

“Know what?”

“What you’re planning. I mean…it’s so tense.”

“Oh he’s always like that. This is just our normal when he’s home. He thinks he’s the boss and that I can’t live without him.”

Vivienne walked into the bathroom and motioned for me to follow her. I watched her through the large bathroom mirror as she sprayed product in her hair, turned on her curler, and brushed her hair. She brought out her hair dryer, and I felt a bit useless. Was I just supposed to stand here and watch her?

“What do you want me to do?”

“I want you to go into the closet and pick out my undergarments. You know which dress I’m wearing, so make sure it won’t show underneath. I know you’ll use your imagination, so get creative.”

Before I could ask any questions she turned on the blow dryer and started drying her hair. I returned to the closet where I’d been before, on my knees in front of those drawers. I found stockings and checked for rips. I pulled out a black lacy garter belt, and a small matching thong. I looked through all of her bras, but I couldn’t find anything just right. I went back into her lingerie drawer and found a deep cut push up bustier that matched perfectly.

Right as I finished, I heard the blow dryer shut off.

“Oh, and Claire? Your outfit is on top of the dresser.”

“My outfit?” I asked, but she didn’t reply. I peeked through the bathroom door and saw her doing her makeup.

When I checked the dresser I wondered if there had been a mistake. Maybe she didn’t mean to leave this for me. I held up a pink lacy piece of lingerie with lots of crisscrosses and ties in the back. It was a one piece with a deep v in the front, and the bottom part looked like a lacy built in thong, except it had two loops for in between my legs, meaning that when I wore it I would be completely exposed.

“Don’t worry, I’m not making you attend the party, as much as I’d love that. Put it on and I’ll tie the back.”

I couldn’t believe how quickly I threw off my clothes. This lingerie was nothing I would ever dream of wearing. I didn’t even think it would fit. But to my surprise, with some pulling and rearranging, it fit me like a glove. A very tight glove, which I realized was the point. I tied the top of it and it clung to my breasts so tightly, pulling them up and pushing them together. It felt almost like a uniform.

“Fuck you look hot. At this point I’m wondering if there’s anything you wouldn’t do for me if I asked.”

My body burned all over with the possibilities. I’d never felt such an intense physical need before in my life. I looked at her with amazement. Vivienne’s hair was styled in a big gorgeous blowout, her makeup perfectly applied. She wore a soft lip, smokey eye shadow, and big lashes.

“There’s nothing I won’t do.”

“I know. I always get what I want. Turn around”

The familiar warning from Sara rang in my head, but I didn’t care. The confidence that Vivienne exuded made me realize that truly, she was in control of me, and probably had been since the first phone call. She was getting what she wanted, but so was I.

I turned around and Vivienne pulled at the strings on the back, lacing them and pulling gently, testing me. It felt so good as she tightened the fabric around me. She didn’t ask if it was too tight, but I would have said no anyways. She tied it and turned me around.

“You shouldn’t let me do this to you.”

“I don’t even know what you’re planning on doing.”

“Exactly,” Vivienne said, laughing. Her hands wrapped around my waist, squeezing. “If you want to stop though, at any time, just say so. Okay? I can be a bit rough, and I don’t want to hurt you. I won’t be mad if you change your mind. But I swear I will make you feel so fucking good. Better than you’ve ever felt before.”

Her hands held me firm, but lovingly, and I knew she meant it.

“Okay. I trust you.”

I wanted her to kiss me more than anything, but she didn’t. Her hand stroked down my neck, pausing for a moment at the base of my throat and then down my chest. I tried hard to steady my hands from shaking, I was so nervous, not only for what was to come but to be seen like this by her.

“You can start by dressing me.”

It wasn’t a big ask, but it somehow felt so intimate.

I got on my knees in front of her. I couldn’t believe how natural it felt. As soon as I knelt down and my legs spread slightly, I realized how exposed I felt with my crotchless lingerie. Vivienne still wore her robe, but it didn’t matter because I would be seeing all of her.

I started with her stockings. I gathered it in my hands, rolled it down, and I held it out for her to put her foot into. I pulled the stocking up, rolling it slowly up over her knee and upper thigh. I made sure my hand continued upwards, teasing the inner top of her thigh. I did the same on the other side, taking my time, feeling every inch of her.

She let out a soft moan, and I wondered how on earth we wouldn’t get caught doing this. Wouldn’t her husband need to get ready too? Did she want him to catch her with a woman?

I hooked my fingers into either side of the thong and brought it up past her stockings. I didn’t move the robe out of the way, but I didn’t have to, as Vivienne did it for me.

Her clean, waxed pussy was right in front of me, and I had to cover it up. I swallowed with shock as I realized that the sight and scent of her made me salivate. Vivienne noticed I’d paused, so I finished pulling them up over her hips. I grabbed her ass gently, and felt her hips push toward me.

“I should be taking these off of you, not putting them on,” I whined.

“Later. If you’re good.”

The lingerie was starting to settle more on my body as I bent and knelt, feeling like it was a part of my skin. The outfit wasn’t super revealing, but the tightness made me feel like I was completely exposed. My breasts weren’t even that big, but the way they pushed up in the outfit made me feel like a sex doll.

I put the lacy garter belt around her waist and clasped it shut. I attached the clips to her stockings and then stood up.

Vivienne stood before me, waiting for me to continue as if she was testing me. I grabbed the silky tie of her robe and pulled, letting it fall open and onto the floor, revealing the rest of her body. Suddenly I couldn’t control myself. I needed to touch her and taste her. I didn’t want her to go to the party. I wanted her as my dinner.

She stopped me before I could touch her, grabbing my wrists.

“Who knew you were such a desperate little lesbian? Did your last boyfriend know? I’ll let you touch me later, if you earn it.”

My last boyfriend. I realized that Vivienne had probably seen us together on my socials. I used to have him appear in some of my content, but we weren’t as happy as we’d appeared online. I wondered if she had secretly thought of me this way even back then. Had she planned this all along?

“How do I earn it?” I asked as my shaking hands clasped the back of her bra.

“You’re going to wait for me here while I go out there and smile and laugh in front of all those clueless rich idiots. And you can’t leave. So if you need to get some water or use the bathroom I suggest you do it now.”

I took her suggestion, sipping a bit of water in the bathroom as I looked into the mirror at myself. I looked like a different person. Not only just from the outfit, but from the look on my face and the flush in my skin. She hadn’t even touched me yet, but I felt transformed. I freshened up the best I could, fixed my hair, and walked back out into the closet.

Vivienne’s hands were on me as soon as I got close to her. I moaned as she slipped her thumbs in between the lace and my skin, and rubbed over my pulsing hard nipples. Her hands made their way down to my ass and she squeezed it hard. My legs opened and she slipped a hand in between them, rubbing her fingers over my wet hole and up my painfully hard clit.

“Oh my god, Vivienne,” I cried in relief, trying my best not to be too loud.” Fuck.”

“I’m going to handcuff you, blindfold you, and leave you here until I’m done. I’ll come in here whenever I can and make sure it’s worth it for you. You’re mine to use how I want tonight. Got it?”

“Yes,” I moaned, not caring at all what she wanted to do to me as she rubbed my clit. I felt like I was in a trance.

“Mmm, god you’re such a good girl for me, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I am, Vivienne.”

“Tell me.”

“I’m a good girl for you.”

“Kneel on the floor,” she demanded, pulling her hand away from me.

I whined slightly as the feeling left me but it felt good to be back down where I belonged, and I knew she would take care of me.

Vivienne knelt down and pulled my hands roughly behind my back. She grabbed the handcuffs off of the floor and fastened them around my wrists and the leg of the dresser.

Suddenly I realized how restrained I really was. I had enough room to move from my knees to my ass if I needed to, but that was about it. My whole body felt different now as I realized that she could do anything she wanted to me, and I couldn’t even pull away. If she wanted to, she could get the whole dinner party in here to fuck me and use me. My body wasn’t mine tonight.

“Take this too,” she said, bending down to place a small object in my tied hands. “There’s a button on the side. If you want to stop, press it three times. My watch will buzz and I’ll come in and let you out. I won’t be upset unless you abuse it? If you press it just to get me in here, there will be a punishment.”

I turned the small object in my hand. It was shaped almost like a small tampon. It was nice knowing I had an emergency button if I needed it.

“Okay, thank you.”

“I don’t want you to get bored in here, so I’ll make sure you can keep yourself nice and wet for me.”

She left briefly and returned with a dildo. It had a suction cup on one end, and after teasing my entrance with it, she fastened it to the floor underneath me, and pushed it so that it was just barely inside me. I could move enough to fuck myself with it.

“Go ahead. Give me a show while I get dressed.”

I was so embarrassed and turned on as she stood and watched me while she put her dress on. I moved myself over the dildo, pushing it inside of me. It surprised me how easily it slipped inside of me, I was wetter than I’d ever been before. I moaned and threw my head back as it filled me entirely, rocking the tip against my cervix, shivering as it pressed against me. I lifted my hips to pull it out, and pushed it in again.

“Wait,” Vivienne said, and walked over to me as I paused. She pulled each side of the deep v cut on my chest aside, exposing my breasts completely. The lace still pushed them against each other, and every little movement made them bounce.

“Much better. Now fuck yourself for me and keep your eyes on me.”

Riding the dildo, watching Vivienne put on her shoes and earrings, while my breasts bounced up and down made me feel like a porn star, only just for her entertainment. I felt myself playing into it, putting on a show for her as I fucked myself faster. She was enjoying the sight of me more than she was letting on.

“Oh Vivienne, fuck me harder, please,” I moaned teasingly as I picked up speed.

The glare that she gave me sent chills down my spine. I knew then that I had pushed her further than she’d expected.

“Oh how could I forget to blindfold you?”

The silk I’d felt before was tied behind my head, and I couldn’t see anything at all. Now I really felt vulnerable.

She took a few steps toward me and then seemingly changed her mind.

“Looks like I’ll have to go find someone else to do up my zipper. I’m leaving now. Do you need anything else?”

“You,” I moaned, grinding my hips slowly against the dildo, moving it at an angle where I could relieve my aching clit. “Stay, please.”

“That would be too easy. Next time we do this, I think I’ll gag you too.” I heard the door shut, and she was gone.
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Chapter 10

After a few moments, it hit me that I was truly alone. I was hearing a bit of laughing outside of the bedroom, the occasional door shutting, and the soft hum of classical music. My mind kept wandering between being worried that someone would wander in and open the door, being excited that someone might open the door, and wondering what Vivienne was going to do to me later.

I had no idea how much time had passed. It felt like 30 minutes, but I couldn’t even see to check the clock. My thoughts got more and more wild as time went on. I thought of her forgetting about me and leaving me here until morning. I thought of Sara coming in and hate fucking me hard with the dildo while I begged for more, like the greedy slut that I suddenly was. I imagined some of the guests wandering in and teasing me, or Vivienne humiliating me while everyone watched, dragging me out as the after dinner entertainment.

I moved forward onto my knees, pushing the tip of the dildo against my clit. I couldn’t help but moan, louder than I’d meant to. I quickly moved my hips away from the pressure, to stop myself from drawing attention to where I was, when the dildo made a soft pop, and lost suction. It fell to the floor, and I couldn’t move my hands to pick it up. My throbbing pussy almost became painful as I realized I wouldn’t be able to get it back on my own.

I moved onto my ass, trying to use my thigh to roll the dildo back, but it just seemed to move even further away. I tried to use my foot to move it, and realized I wasn’t as flexible as I was in my head.

Normally as soon as I would stop masturbating, I’d immediately be back to reality. I’d feel shameful, a little guilty and embarrassed. But this was the opposite. The more I writhed helplessly, the more turned on I became. My hips moved hungrily as if they were a separate entity I had no control over. I moaned as my muscles contracted over and over with no relief.

I thought about the emergency button for a moment. I’d dropped it within reach behind me. This wasn’t an emergency, and I didn’t want out, but I wanted her so badly. I wondered what kind of punishment she’d have in store for me if I pressed it. I kind of wanted to get in trouble but I was worried her punishment would be untying me and sending me home.

I resisted and more time passed, until finally my heart jumped when I heard the closet door opening. There was silence and I wondered if it was even Claire who had walked in.

“Oh Claire, what did you do?”

Vivienne strolled in and took my blindfold off. For a moment I felt so silly, seeing her designer dress and expensive jewelry, drink in hand as she watched me on the floor like a pet.

“Please…”

She smiled at me and set her drink down, then kneeled to my level.

“Open,” she demanded, and grabbed the dildo off of the ground.

She pushed it between my lips and I opened wider as she filled my mouth with it. She pushed until I made a noise, and then pulled it out and played with it, fucking my mouth slowly with the dildo.

“I bet you’re really good at this aren’t you? Isn’t this what you’re used to? Show me.”

I moaned and started sucking it like I would if it were hers. I bobbed my head so she didn’t even have to move it, taking the tip into my throat and gagging. I made sure not to break her gaze, watching her face change as she liked what she saw.

She pulled it out of my mouth. I stuck out my tongue and she slapped it with the dildo.

“Good girl. Too bad I want you all to myself, or else you’d be a great party favor for all of those pretentious fucks. Spit.”

I spit on the tip, and as soon as I did she moved it in between my legs and shoved it inside of my wet pussy. The sudden relief surprised me, and I moaned louder than I should have. She let go and grabbed something from one of the drawers above me. I watched her squeeze a drop of lubricant on the tip of a shiny tear shaped object, and she pulled me up onto my knees.

“I want to make sure that doesn’t happen again. In fact, to make up for it, I’m going to make sure that you’re extra full.”

Vivienne reached behind me and I felt her pushing the cold, metal object against my asshole. I jumped with surprise, and then tried to relax against it as she pushed it inside of me.

I’d never felt anything like it before. It felt so different, and at first it even felt kind of wrong. But as she pushed it in fully I was even more turned on. I felt so full in a way I never had before.

She studied my face for a moment, seeing how I reacted. I took a deep, shaky breath, every movement making it feel even better. Then she fastened some type of harness between my legs and around my hips, pulling it up and tightening it around me.

“There we go. Now we don’t have to worry about you fucking anything up. You can be nice and full and stretched for me until I’m ready for you.”

I realized that because of the harness, the dildo and the object in my ass wouldn’t come out. They’d be inside of me until she came back. I wouldn’t even be able to fuck myself, I would just be filled and teased.

“Please don’t take too long,” I moaned. “Please, I need you.”

“I’ll take however much time I want. Oh, and one more thing…” she reached back again and pushed a button on the metal object, and it started vibrating inside of my ass.

I threw my head back and sat down right away, moaning and grinding my hips over and over. It was such a different sensation than a vibrator in my pussy. It seemed to make everything vibrate, the dildo, and even my clit, plus multiplied this new sensation of having something in both of my holes.

“Don’t be loud. Don’t ruin this for both of us,” she warned, and grabbed her drink and walked out of the door.

I felt like I was completely out of my body. My toes curled, I moved to different positions, playing around to find the one that felt the best. If I sat on my knees and leaned all the way back, it felt like it could almost vibrate my clit enough to make me cum. I was so close, shaking and gasping, but it just wasn’t quite enough.

I stayed like this for over an hour, the feeling building and then slightly evening out as I let my thoughts run wild. I couldn’t even dream of all of the things she probably had in store for me, but I tried. Every time I heard a door shut or some laughter that sounded closer than the others, I imagined someone coming in and fucking my face, laughing at me and taking pictures of me. My thoughts went back to Sara, or Vivienne’s husband. I was so completely controlled by my tortured aching clit that I didn’t even care who it was, but ultimately it was Vivienne that I wanted the most.

Whether I was just getting used to them, or my body wasn’t reacting anymore, over time the vibrations had become quite numb. I wished I could make them stronger, because now all it did was make me feel like I was being denied even more pleasure.

I wanted her to control me and push me to my limits. But even apart from the things she was doing to me, I needed her. I wanted to taste her pussy, suck on her nipples, make her cum, let her use me. I wanted to watch her face, feel her long hair touching me, and I wanted to learn the taste of her skin with my tongue. I wanted to be one of those women sending her dirty notes and pictures, begging her to please come back and take what belongs to her.

My hand gripped the ground and I accidentally grabbed the buzzer that would notify her, and pressed the button on the side once. I thought for a moment. She probably would have felt one buzz, and would have started thinking about me. I couldn’t get in trouble for that, could I? Just one buzz? Maybe she would realize that I needed her, and that would make her come in anyways.

But I waited and waited, and she didn’t come. I watched the clock, wondering how long I could do this for. I wondered if the single buzz had annoyed her, so maybe she wanted me to wait longer. Or maybe she’d forgotten me. I almost wished the blindfold was back over my eyes so that I couldn’t watch time slowly click forward.

It wasn’t an emergency, and I certainly didn’t want to end things, but I needed her here. I couldn’t wait any longer. I knew she wouldn’t send me home as punishment. If she even wanted me half as badly as I wanted her, she wouldn’t dream of it.

I took a breath and pressed the button three times, and then dropped it on the ground again.

A few minutes later I heard Vivienne’s heels clicking in the bedroom. She opened the door and walked in, standing in front of me.

“Everything okay?”

I felt a bit guilty, realizing she probably thought I was tapping out.

“I can’t take it anymore, Vivienne, please…”

“Do you need me to let you out?” I could tell from her face that she was realizing I wasn’t wanting to go anywhere. I’m sure she could tell just from looking at me. The way I rocked back and forth, the flush in my cheeks, and the desperation in my voice.

“No, please, I need you so badly. I’ll do anything, please fuck me Vivienne.”

“That’s what you used the emergency button for? To tell me that you’re an impatient slut? I knew that already, and I don’t care.”

She stepped closer, and she almost looked a bit mad.

“I was almost ready to come back, but I can’t let this go. You’re going to regret pressing that button.”

I felt excitement building in my stomach. Part of me thought this was her plan all along. To make me so desperate that I’d have no choice but to pull her away from the party.

She grabbed my body and repositioned me so that I was sitting on my ass. I moaned as the toys filling my holes were repositioned. She pulled my legs out straight in front of me.

“You want to cum that fucking badly, huh? When I’m done with you, you won’t make that mistake again.”

My stomach fluttered with excitement and nervous energy. I couldn’t think of anything I wouldn’t let her do to me, but my imagination was quite limited. I’d never done anything like this before, not even close. The most wild thing I’d ever done was give my ex boyfriend head in his car in an empty parking lot, and that had felt exhilarating and shame inducing. I was way past that now.

Vivienne knelt down beside me, taking care with her long gown. She rubbed her hands over my breasts gently, teasing my hard nipples. Even just the slight graze made me shiver and moan. She pinched my nipples in between her fingers, soft at first and then increasing pressure as she watched me. When she pinched me hard, I couldn’t keep quiet or still, writhing and begging her for more.

“Well I guess I don’t need to ask if you like that. Of course you do, slut.”

She moved her hands away and replaced her fingers with flat plastic clamps. I jumped as she let go of each one, pinching my nipples with just the right amount. Not too much that it was painful, but enough that they weren’t going anywhere.

Vivienne grabbed my tits in handfuls, and moved them up and down making the nipple clamps bounce. They pulled and pinched more than before. I’d never been so close to coming without something on my clit. I watched her face, smiling and admiring me as I gasped and squirmed. It was as if she were just mildly amused, like this was something so normal and insignificant as I couldn’t help but kick my feet and groan.

“Don’t move your legs. Keep them straight out.” She grabbed them and repositioned them, pushing my knees down to the ground. She used her own leg to hold my knees down.

Next she took two long, thin, jewelry-like chains, and attached each one to a ring at the end of each clamp. I watched as she pulled one of the strings down my legs and to my feet. She straightened my right foot out so that my toes were pointing toward the ceiling, and looped it around my big toe, creating a slack line from my nipple to my toe. If I moved my toe even a little bit, it pulled on the clamp, so I kept them straight up pointing toward the ceiling. She did the same to my other nipple, fastening the string to my left foot.

“You’re really sure you want to cum still?” She asked and I nodded. Her laughter made me realize that I must have been missing something.

She shoved her fingers in my mouth, making me suck them and spit on them, and then pushed her hand in between my legs. I thought she would have to move the harness, but it left my clit exposed. She rubbed her fingers quickly, giving me no chance to warm up or catch my breath.

“Oh fuck, Vivienne, fuck that feels so good!” I forgot I was supposed to be quiet. She moved down onto her knees and put her other hand over my mouth while she continued rubbing my throbbing clit.

“Shut up and cum for me, you dumb fucking whore.”

Her expert fingers, her scent, and her voice were enough to push me right to the edge. But as soon as I tried to let go, my toes started to curl and I felt a sharp pain as the clamps pulled hard on my nipples. My eyes widened as my voice muffled under her hand clamped over my mouth.

“Aw, something’s wrong? I told you to cum, I’m not stopping until you do.”

I didn’t have a choice anyways, my body was betraying me. I couldn’t stop myself from cumming if I wanted to. Her fingers felt better than any vibrator I’d ever used, better than any tongue that licked me. I cried out loudly as my body shook, my legs tensed, and my toes curled. I couldn’t stop them if I tried. They pulled at the strings and there was a snap as one clamp pulled off of my nipple, and then the other. I screamed against her hand. The pain of the clamps having pinched me so hard as they were dragged off of me and the blood rushing back into my nipple was enough to make another orgasm ripple through me.

Vivienne’s fingers didn’t stop and I slid down onto my back, my whole body so tense I felt like I couldn’t even control my movements, my muscles aching and cramped. My hands were pinned under my arched back. I felt myself cumming over and over again, but with my pussy stuffed so full my squirt filled me too, only leaking out of my pussy slowly.

I didn’t want to stop, but I also couldn’t take it anymore. I didn’t understand how she was still moving her fingers so quickly across my clit without getting tired. She looked at me smiling, mischievous but also full of satisfaction.

I couldn’t talk, only mumbling against her hand that covered my mouth.

“That’s cute. I can’t hear you but I can imagine you’re begging me not to stop.”

In fact, I hadn’t even been able to form words, because I wouldn’t know what to say. Now that another orgasm was building, I didn’t want her to stop, but I knew that once I came I would be too over sensitized. It kept repeating like that, over and over, my legs cramping and my pussy contracting and leaking.

Finally another orgasm tore through me, and the feeling of her fingers on my clit made me squirm so badly that I couldn’t control my lower body, kicking and thrashing around as the feeling became too much. She stopped right away, which was almost worse because now I wanted her hand back again.

She let go of my mouth, and suddenly I had words. Too many, as I couldn’t seem to shut up.

“Thank you Vivienne, oh my god, I can’t fucking believe-”

“Stop. Unless I ask you a question, don’t speak to me. Got it?”

I paused for a moment, and then realized she had asked a question, so I was allowed to respond.

“Yes, Vivienne.”

She swiveled on her knees and moved down slightly towards my stomach. She undid the harness around me that held the dildo and plug inside of me. The dildo instantly slid out of my slick pussy, but the plug stayed inside of me. I gasped as I felt myself gushing squirt all over the ground, pooling under my legs on the hardwood floor beneath me.

“Get up,” she demanded, grabbing my cuffed wrists to help me up on my knees again. She pulled me across the floor, repositioning me where she wanted me to go. Then she undid the cuffs, and I heard a clunk as she threw them aside.

I looked on the floor to see a pool of my own juices in front of me. I couldn’t believe how much I had cum, but I still was so turned on. It made me wonder if there was a limit, or if I could go on forever? With any of my ex boyfriends I didn’t get to cum at all. I thought it was my fault, like I had some kind of performance anxiety. We always stopped when they were done and I’d always felt satisfied with that. It felt good but I guess I never knew what satisfaction was.

“Since you’re so impatient you’ve made a mess of my floor. I hired you to help me clean up. Not to make things a mess.” She grabbed me by the hair, and guided me down on my hands and knees, my face over top of the puddle of cum while my plugged ass was exposed.

“What are you waiting for, slut? You look thirsty. Go ahead and clean it up, I’m not done making you pay for pulling me away from my party.”

I couldn’t believe what I was doing so willingly, but in that moment there was suddenly nothing I wanted to do more. I lowered myself on the floor and started licking and sucking up my own squirt off of the floor. over top hands were on my ass, pinching it hard, making me push back against her for more. But I knew she was watching me too.

“You like that, don’t you?”

“Yes Vivienne, it tastes so good.”

“Mmm, I bet it does. Who knew you were just a horny little cum slut this whole time?”

I moaned from her words and the taste of my own sweet juices. I wanted to taste her now, so badly that I was salivating. I wanted to compare the taste of her cum to mine.

Her hands rubbed my ass, and I heard her move back to kneel behind me. I couldn’t believe she was still wearing her gown. She’d been here for a while now, was she planning on staying?

“Remember you need to be quiet. If you’re not, I’ll have to gag you.”

The thought of being gagged right now sounded good, but then how would I be trusted to reciprocate? I was being quiet anyways, so I didn’t understand why she was reminding me.

That was, until suddenly I felt her spank me, hard. In fact I heard the sharp slap before I felt it, the pain stinging and crawling over my skin in a delay. I let out a noise of surprise and then I felt my empty pussy contracting and my clit throbbing even more. Why did I like this kind of thing so much?

“Did I tell you to stop what you’re doing?” She asked, and grabbed my ponytail. She shoved my face into what was left of the wetness on the floor, which was still quite a bit. It spread over my cheeks, mouth, and forehead, wetting my bangs.

She held my head there as she slapped my ass again. I tried hard this time to stay quiet, but it was impossible. Each time pulled out a yell and a moan from me, as quiet as I could. It almost seemed like she wanted me to make noise, because every time she hit me harder and harder. I wasn’t even worried about someone hearing the slaps. I didn’t care anymore.

Vivienne let go of my head, but I stayed where she put me. I felt her fingers pressing against the plug in my ass. The vibration turned up, and I could feel it again. I pushed my hips back, praying she would touch my aching clit. Instead she pulled the plug out of my tight hole, and pushed it back in again slowly.

My back arched as I savored the feeling. She did it again and again, and I held my breath, my body shaking from the feeling of her fucking my ass with the plug. It still felt so strange, but so incredible. At this point I knew if she even grazed my clit, I would cum.

“Do you need a break? Water or bathroom or anything?” Her voice sounded soft and concerned, but her hands didn’t stop.

“No… fuck Vivienne. No. I’m okay.”

“No water?”

“Maybe…” I knew I should drink something, but I didn’t want to stop.

She got up and grabbed a bottle of water. I wondered if she brought it in with her and I didn’t notice. She moved me up to my knees, held my chin delicately, and brought the cold water to my lips. I drank eagerly, not realizing how thirsty I’d been. I finished the whole bottle quickly.

“More?” She asked, and I shook my head no.

“Please let me touch you,” I begged.

“I didn’t give you permission to speak, but I appreciate how eager you are. I’ll uncuff you, but no, you are not allowed to touch me. I have to go back for a little while more, but I promise it will be worth it.”

I whined annoyingly, and she only laughed as she uncuffed me. At this point I would have rathered her to keep me tied up, stuffed, teased, something. Instead now I was free to move around and use my hands. I realized she must have really trusted me to let me go and know I wouldn’t wander out to the party.
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Chapter 11

After she left I went to the washroom, fixing my hair and examining my flushed body and wet hair. I looked at my ass, still red but surprisingly not bruised from her hard slaps with jeweled fingers. I started to feel bored and shameful as I waited. I touched myself but it wasn’t the same, I needed her to do it. I wanted her to make me do unspeakable things, and I couldn’t think of these on my own.

Time dragged, and even though she wasn’t gone for nearly as long as she’d been the last time, it felt like more time had passed.

Finally when I heard the door handle turn, I felt my heart jump with excitement.

“Wow, I thought if your hands were free you’d have a bit more fun.”

She walked toward where I leaned against one of her dressers. I stood up straight, my whole body responding to her again. Even though I was so incredibly horny still, the small break had made my brain start to act normally again. It was as if my vision was sharper, I could really see her, smell her, read her face and her tone again.

I reached out to touch her, and she pushed my hands away.

“I said you’re not allowed to touch me, did you not hear me last time? Can you not listen?”

“Please, I want to so badly. I want to taste you and fuck you, please Vivienne…”

“If you try to touch me again I will handcuff you. Even though it seems like that’s something you would prefer.”

He stepped away for a moment and I watched as she slipped her hands up her gown, and pulled down her thong. She stepped out of it and held it in one hand.

“If you want to taste me so badly you can. But I skipped dessert for this.”

She pushed her thong inside of my mouth, and before I could even realize what she was doing, she dropped down to her knees and spread my thighs apart eagerly. Her tongue was on my clit before I’d even tasted her on my tongue. I moaned against the fabric as I felt her wet tongue lapping at me.

I looked down and watched her as she closed her eyes and swirled her expert tongue around my hard, throbbing clit. Suddenly, I didn’t care that I wasn’t the one on my knees. I’d earned this, seeing her on her knees and feeling the softness of her tongue flicking against me.

She looked up as if she could read my thoughts, and watched me as she pressed her tongue inside of my hole. I wished I could encourage her, I wanted to beg for more and ask how I tasted, and part of me even wanted to boss her around like she would to me. I thought about telling her that she was a good little slut but I knew she’d never let me.

Instead all I could do was moan against the taste of her in my mouth, the faint sweet taste of her pussy, mixed with her perfume and body lotion that I’d rubbed on her earlier. I thought about how wet she’d been all dinner, thinking about me fucking myself in her closet. At least I’d been able to get some relief, while she spent all night having to be composed in front of her husband and their friends.

Soon I couldn’t think any more, as her tongue picked up speed. I wanted to watch her, the way she suctioned herself to my clit, the focus in her eyes, and the way her makeup was slowly smudging from my pussy. But I couldn’t stop my body from reacting. I threw my head back, trying hard to keep the panties in my mouth and not spit them out so that I could scream. I grabbed the wall and the dresser, even though I really wanted to grab her head. My toes lifted slightly until I realized I wasn’t even touching the ground anymore. She had her arms around my thighs and ass, holding me so tightly against her that she had lifted me off of the ground.

I came so hard I could feel my eyes tearing up from the intensity. I couldn’t tell anymore if I was having a new orgasm or the same one was continuing. She held me so tightly I could barely squirm, even though all of my muscles were contracting and cramping hard. I was worried about squirting on her face and dress, but she seemed to want it to happen, and I realized once it was starting that there was no way I could have stopped. I felt myself explode, my pussy clenching over and over as I dripped. Finally once she was sure I was done, she stopped and set my shaking, unsteady legs back down on the ground.

She stood up and pulled the spit soaked panties out of my mouth. Her hands roamed all over my arms and back in a soothing way, and I felt myself coming back down to earth.

“God I wish I could have you in my fucking bed tonight. I don’t want to let you go.”

I realized she was starting to end things for the night, but I wasn’t done.

“Vivienne, I want to make you feel good, please. You didn’t even get-”

“Another time. This was for you.”

There was a loud knock on the closet door, and the door handle jiggled but did not open.

“Vivienne are you going to come back to the fucking party or are you going to hide in here all night? I know you’re not sick.”

John’s voice boomed through the closet and I tensed and held my breath, afraid to make any noise. But Vivienne just smiled.

“Yes dear, I’ll be out in a moment. I’m just freshening up.”

“You and I need to have a talk later about respecting my friends and their time. You can’t just hide in here all night because you don’t want to be social.”

“Yes dear, you’re right. I’ll be right out.”

I heard him sigh and step away from the closet door. The bedroom door slammed, and I wondered what his dinner guests would think about that.

I could see now how different she had to be around him. She was still in charge, and he had no idea, but the game had to be exhausting for her.

“Would you like to stay the night?” She asked, smiling calmly. “I have a guest bedroom ready.”

“I’d like to stay the night with you.”

“John won’t like that very much.”

“Does he know I’m here?”

She fixed my lingerie, and then decided to take it off of me. Her hands untied the ribbon and loosened it.

“He doesn’t pay attention. He wouldn’t even question it.”

I doubted what she was saying. She’d been with women before, and he knew this. Was it that I was just a lowly worker and that’s why he wouldn’t suspect me? Is that why she wanted me at all, because I wouldn’t be obvious? I wanted so badly to ask more questions, but I knew I couldn’t. She had to go. The last thing we would need was John busting down the door.

“Grab a pair of pajamas and a bathrobe, and after I leave head up to the guestroom with the lavender wreath on the door, past the offices. I’ll try to say goodnight later.”

I wanted to say thank you, for the room and for the evening, and ask her if she was okay, and tell her how much I appreciated her and how gorgeous she was and tell her I was going to make it up to her. But she left so quickly, buzzing to the bathroom to fix her makeup, and straight out the door. I cleaned up the best I could in the room. I finished taking off the lingerie and put it in the hamper.

I picked out a more modest set of pyjamas, a pink silky floral tank top with matching shorts, both adorned with white lace. Everything smelled like her. The detergent, the perfume, the house. I put on a robe and snuck out of the closet quietly. I half expected for John to be waiting outside of the door, telling me he caught us, but no one was there.

As I headed toward the staircase, I could hear the remnants of the party down the hall. There was faint laughter and chatting, and I heard Vivienne’s voice mixed in with the others. I wasn’t able to pick out any words, and I didn’t want to stay around too long to get caught. I tiptoed up the stairs and into the guest room, shutting the door behind me.
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Chapter 12

I was so exhausted physically and mentally, but I tossed and turned for hours. I’d wake up to hear a noise and think it was Vivienne sneaking in to see me, but then I would realize it was just the big house settling. Then I couldn’t sleep because as I tried to think of her hands on me, I thought of her hands on John. He wasn’t home very often, so probably when he was he’d expect sex. I imagined him fucking her as she thought of fucking me, or sucking his cock knowing that her lips were around my clit hours before.

Finally when I wasn’t sure if I was sleeping or awake anymore, I heard a creak and a soft click. I could smell her perfume before my eyes were even open. The soft moonlight through the window was enough to illuminate her standing over the bed in a silky robe.

I could feel my heart hammering. I knew she could probably hear it, unless her own was louder.

“I didn’t think you were coming.”

“Did you think I could lay beside him after that? After watching you beg for four hours while I wore those stupid painful heels and entertained his stupid friends like a showdog?”

She pulled the covers off of me, and I noticed her hands were shaking slightly. She looked down at me in her pajamas. Her warm hand slipped under the hem of my shirt.

“I’m not leaving until you undo what you did to me. You owe me.”

“Vivienne, I’ve been thinking about you all night, about touching you. Please… let me make you feel good. I’ve been dying to-”

“Mmm, and there you go, still begging,” she said, her thumb slipping over my hard nipple. I inhaled sharply.

All night when I thought about it being my turn, I had a plan. I felt like I had to because I’d never done this before. I’d thought so hard about how I would climb on top of her, push her down gently, savor her and find out where I could make her hair stand on edge. Slowly I’d explore her, tease her, and make her the one pleading. But this was Vivienne, and I should have known better.

Her hands slid down to my waist. She grabbed me and slid me down the bed a bit gently. I was laying on my back and Vivienne lifted my head slightly, removing the pillow and replacing it with a smaller throw pillow.

She slipped off her robe, revealing her perfect, naked body. No nightgown or lingerie, just her perfect breasts, her toned stomach leading down to some faint stretchmarks, and her completely waxed pussy. I’d already seen her body, but not like this. She was so different from me, and if it were anyone else I’d be jealous but instead I felt lucky, my mouth watering. I reached up to touch her, and to my surprise, she let me.

I tested with my hand, resting it on her waist, and she didn’t move. I waited for her to move my hand away or move away from me, but she just smiled and wrapped her hand over mine. Not guiding, just feeling where I would go next. I trailed my hand down lower, rubbing the sensitive area under her stomach and watched as her breathing changed.

I wanted to tell her how hot she was, how much I wanted to fuck her, how lucky I was to touch her. But I couldn’t. All I could do was gawk and enjoy the softness of her skin under my fingertips. It didn’t matter because she could read my thoughts like a book.

I moved my hand down, cupping the warmth between her legs. She climbed onto the bed on her knees, allowing me to keep my hand where it was, feeling the velvety, bare skin. She straddled me quite high, her knees on either side of my chest.

Now I had a much better view. I slipped two of my fingers inside of her, and I couldn’t believe how wet she was. She held my wrist, pushing my fingers inside of her slick pussy even deeper. Guiding my hand she fucked herself with my fingers slowly. I bent them, like I would do when I fingered myself, and felt her hips push back even more desperately.

Vivienne pulled my hand away from her and towards my face. She pushed my wet fingers into my mouth, and without instruction I sucked them hungrily, moaning softly as she dragged them in and out of my lips.

“Do you know how many nights I’ve stayed up wishing I could fuck your gorgeous face? Thinking about how much you’d love the taste of me? I could have had you like this whenever I wanted and it fucking killed me to wait.”

She was right, she could have had this whenever she wanted. Even that first day, the allure she had almost put me in a trance. We both knew she was influential enough that if she were more persistent at any time I would have crumbled.

I pushed back against Vivienne’s hand, pulling my fingers out of my mouth. I couldn’t take it anymore.

“God you taste so fucking good Vivienne. This is all I want.”

I grabbed behind her thighs and pulled her, pulled myself towards her. She readjusted without questioning, suddenly silent, suddenly allowing me to take over. My arms wrapped around her legs now, spreading her open more, her thighs around my head.

It was like I lost control after that one little taste of her. My whole body was on fire. I licked her pussy, dipping my tongue inside of her and then up towards her clit. She grabbed the back of my head so I didn’t have to strain my neck, and let me work. I sucked her hard clit in between my lips hard, running my tongue back and forth over the nub.

Her legs twitched slightly around me and I knew I had her right where I needed her. I looked up at her as I sucked and she watched me intensely, biting her lip to stop herself from moaning. I flattened my tongue to lick her, and felt her push her hips, grinding toward me.

“Claire…your mouth is so fucking perfect,” she growled.

Suddenly, she adjusted the pillow over my head, pushed me against it, and lowered herself over me. Her hand grabbed a fistful of my hair and ground herself against my mouth. I steadied my tongue and let her fuck herself against my face, stopping to suck at her clit when she’d let me.

“Oh my god you were fucking made for this weren’t you? Made to be a hungry little slut. If you were mine I’d use you every day like this. Like a fucking little toy.”

“I am,” I moaned in between her thrusts, “I am yours.”

I sucked on her clit again, and felt her start to really lose control. I didn’t expect her sudden speechlessness. She was so hot, the way her breasts bounced as she grinded, her messy hair sticking to her skin, her muscles in her stomach flexing over and over. But all of a sudden I couldn’t see, or move. She let go of my head and bent herself down, using the headboard for leverage as she almost smothered me with her desperation.

I had the right spot, and even though my jaw hurt, I knew I couldn’t slow or stop. I didn’t have a choice anyway. Now I really felt like an object, and I couldn’t help but touch myself now that my hands were completely free .I pushed my tank top up over my breasts, and kicked my shorts off. I rubbed my nipples and my clit, my slit completely dripping from my wetness.

Vivienne’s desperation was almost enough to set us both over the edge. Her desperate quiet moans, her shaking tensing legs, the way the headboard tapped the wall over and over rhythmically.

“Fuck Claire, fuck, I can’t-” she trailed off into muffled moans. I imagined her covering her own mouth shamefully as she came, her twitching pussy dripping and sliding across my mouth.

Now I could really taste her, covering my face in her slickness, my tongue lapping at any part of her shaking folds.

She pulled away from me, sitting up straight again and sliding back down to straddle my chest. I wondered what I looked like, my hair stuck to me, my face completely wet and probably red. My fingers still circled my clit, as Vivienne caught her breath and pulled her hair hastily into a bun, her eyes glazed over.

“Are you actually touching yourself right now? Did I give you permission?”

I froze under Vivienne’s playful, wicked gaze. She didn’t look like she was joking, but I continued.

“You’re so fucking hot, the way you used me, the way you taste. I’m so fucking wet, Vivienne. I can’t help it.”

She grabbed my arm and I whined as it was pulled away from my clit. I ground my hips against the empty feeling, begging.

“Just a stupid greedy slut. That’s all you are. I made you cum so many times you couldn’t count, and you still can’t get enough.”

“Please. Please I need it,” the desperation grew stronger from the way she spoke to me. Her words were true, and she could have been even crueler and it still would have turned me on even more.

“Why do you need it?”

“Because I’m just… your stupid greedy slut, Vivienne.”

I felt my cheeks flush with shame, even despite loving this more than anything else I could dream of. I could never even imagine saying words like this, calling myself these names, but it felt completely true.

“That’s right. That’s exactly what you are,” she said softly, shuffling back even further until she was between my legs. “But you have been such a good girl for me tonight haven’t you?”

“Yes…”

“Tell me, slut.”

“I’ve been a good girl, Vivienne.”

“I mean, it’s the bare minimum,” she paused and her thumb rubbed against my slick hole. “But if you stay wet and obedient for me like this all of the time, I’ll make it worth it to you.”

“I will, I promise.”

“Open your legs,” she demanded, and I did as she asked, my thighs quivering.

I watched as she spit slowly, and I jumped as I felt it land on my clit and slide down. She tortured me by taking her time, but I felt my whole body relax when her fingers rubbed the spit over my pussy. She dipped her fingers inside of me, spreading my wetness all over me in a messy, seemingly random way. I didn’t care about how sporadic her touches were, anything she did felt good.

She lifted one of my legs and straddled the other, bringing herself closer to me. I gasped as her wet, velvety soft pussy rubbed against mine, and she got closer and closer until she was completely pressed up against me.

Vivienne watched my widened eyes intensely as she thrust her pussy against mine. I’d never felt anything like it. We were both so messy and wet that she rubbed against me so easily, our clits sliding against each other over and over. She started gently but picked up the pace, grabbing my hips for leverage. She leaned over me, her lips against my neck and then my ear.

“I want to fuck you like this whenever I please. When you get out of the shower, when you’re cooking dinner, when you’re on the phone with a new client. Maybe like this, maybe with a strap-on, or with my tongue. I’ll fuck you until you’re a screaming brainless little mess. You’d like that huh? A smart straight girl turned into a useless lesbian whore?”

“Fuck yes, please,” I moaned in agreement, louder than I should have, but Vivienne didn’t say anything. The way she was positioned made it a bit harder to press against me so she slid her fingers in between to close the gap and continued. Her breathy moans in my ear sent shivers through me, down to my throbbing clit and my hard nipples.

“You’ll never have to work again, but you will because you’ll want to. I’ll give you whatever you want. I’ll spoil you and I’ll make you beg for me and cum every single day. You’ll be my live-in slut. I bet you want that don’t you?”

At this moment she could have told me she was going to steal my car and burn everything in my apartment, and I would have begged her to let me watch her do it. But this scenario… Was she being serious?

Before I could answer I was silenced by my orgasm ripping through me. Waves of pleasure washed over me, my legs kicking uselessly as she held my thighs still. I could feel myself leaking, both of us completely soaked. She sat up and picked up the pace. My stomach fluttered, I was too sensitive, but just like earlier she continued. I knew she wouldn’t stop until she got what she wanted, and that was what I wanted too.

I bit my knuckle hard, using everything within myself to be quiet. I wanted to watch her cum but I couldn’t focus, I couldn’t even keep my eyes open. Vivienne’s shaking pussy came against mine, her mouth against my calf, trying to stop her deep moans from escaping between her lips. I so badly wanted to hear her let go completely, but it was too risky here. In fact, I’d be shocked if John hadn’t heard us at all.

Her mouth wandered up my calf now as she pulled her body away from me. She kissed her way up my inner thigh, laughing against me as I squirmed and twitched under her lips. I felt her lap at my pussy, gentle enough that it felt more intimate than sexual, and she skipped over my clit as she made her way up my stomach and chest.

I grabbed her face and pulled her towards me, a bit more rough than I should have but she only laughed at my desperation before I kissed her. I moved my lips like she was oxygen and I was suffocating. That’s when I realized, this was our first kiss.


Vivienne laid beside me with a hand over my waist. We were both exhausted but I knew we couldn’t fall asleep like this. Not with the risk of being caught, and without talking about what she’d said.

“That was so fucking hot, Claire. You did such a good job. I hope I didn’t go too far with anything I said.”

“Of course not. You could have said anything you wanted… I’ve never felt like that before. Like so…incredible.”

“You deserve to feel like that all of the time.”

“I’m not going to be able to get that fantasy out of my head,” I started, and she gave me a puzzled look. “Living with you, letting you do whatever you want to me.”

“Oh Claire, fantasy? Darling I was being serious. I already told you that I wanted to spoil you. That I wanted you.”

“I know you said it, but I didn’t know you were being serious. I didn’t think you would want me like that. Like I’m just one of your employees. What would I even have to offer you?”

“We should talk about this in the morning, I’m not sure you’re understanding. Maybe I really did fuck your brains out today,” she smiled. “I want you, I don’t need anything you have. I just need you. You think I care how much money you have? That’s what I’m here for. I want to know you inside and out, and I’m going to make this happen. Unless you don’t want it.”

“Of course I want it. So badly. I’ve never been so sure of anything.”

“Okay, well then stop doubting yourself. We’ll talk in the morning, I have a plan.”

She rolled out of bed, leaning down to kiss me again before putting her robe back on.

“You don’t think he heard us?”

“He’s a heavy sleeper. And if he did, he would have been in here quickly. He may be distant, but he wouldn’t stand for this under his roof.”

I didn’t feel any relief from her words, except for the fact that he hadn’t barged in. I didn’t know how she was so confident to know she would get away with this kind of thing behind his back. What would he have done to me if he’d found us together? Or to her?

“Don’t worry, love. Go to sleep, we’ll talk over coffee.”

I barely even remembered the door being shut before I had fallen asleep. It was as if her words gave me permission to drift away. I was grateful for it, because after such an intense day and then being left to sleep alone, I could have ruminated until sunrise.
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Chapter 13

I woke the next morning to the warm sunlight streaming in through the window, illuminating the white duvet and the light violet walls of the guest room. I could still taste Vivienne’s sweetness on my tongue, there was no forgetting what we did. I felt such a strong mix of guilt, shame, pleasure, and happiness that I couldn’t separate one from the other.

Touching her in the gym. Letting her make a complete mess of myself in the closet, making me do things I could have never thought of. Touching myself while she rode my face. My stomach and thigh muscles were sore from the orgasms, and my ass sore from being spanked. As I slipped out from under the covers I could still feel the slickness between my legs. Everything was a reminder of what we’d done.

Even if we were both single and she was a man my age, I knew I would probably have complicated feelings about the things that we did together. I’d never let anyone see me in such a desperate, vulnerable state. I could never let a man talk to me that way, or hurt me in such an erotic way.

But she was a woman, almost double my age. She was my client, and my boss. She was married. I knew parts of it were wrong, but it felt incredibly right, and I couldn’t separate one thing from the other.

I knew Vivienne would tell me I was overthinking.

I had a quick shower in the guest bathroom. I didn’t even know what time it was, or where my phone was. When I returned to the room the bed was stripped, and there was a folded outfit and a note on the bed.

Good morning, Claire,

Please put this on and meet me on the terrace for coffee. John is gone. Ignore Sara.

Vivienne

I folded the note to save for myself later. I also didn’t want anyone else to find it. I put on the outfit she’d left for me which was thankfully just a matching light pink set of sweatpants and a sweatshirt.

Once I got down the stairs I could see her through the window. As I made my way around the corner towards the terrace doors I saw Sara staring out at the garden. At Vivienne.

“You’re not special, you know. You’re not the first.” She turned toward me, smiling.

I wanted to tell her I didn’t care and to mind her business. I wondered what her problem was. Would she tell John? It took everything in me, but I trusted the note. Ignore Sara. I smiled back at her and slipped through the terrace doors.

The warm sun illuminated Vivienne’s dark tan and bleached hair. I felt a bit silly in my outfit now that I could see her dressed in flowy, wide legged white pants and a low cut white sleeveless shirt. My eyes scanned over her arm muscles and breasts, and I couldn’t believe that last night she had been all mine.

“Good morning, sleepy. I think it’s still morning. Your phone is here, and a fresh pot of coffee.”

I sat down across from her and poured a coffee. I didn’t need to look at my phone, I wanted to see her eyes, but I couldn’t see through her sunglasses. Instead I studied her stacked necklaces, rings, and bracelets. Her subtle earrings and soft lipstick.

“Thank you. You look incredible.”

Her laugh told me she already knew how she looked.

“Have some coffee. We need to talk.”

Spending time with Vivienne during the day reminded me of our age difference more than anything. I always felt a bit immature, a bit clueless, and like she was taking care of me. She was responsible, she was up early, and she had everything handled. I poured a coffee and relaxed into the chair.

“I called my lawyer this morning. I have an appointment with him at 2PM today. I’ve set up a storage unit kind of near your house, in Willowsburg.”

“You know where I live?”

“Of course I do, do you think I would hire someone without vetting them first? I knew where you lived before I called you the first time.”

I didn’t have an answer, I was speechless. I didn’t even want to know how much she already knew about me. I let her continue.

“You will “declutter” items that I am keeping to the storage unit. There’s really not a whole lot. I’ll be helping you to mark them over the next few weeks. I want a fresh start. My kids can take what they want from what’s left, and John will have to deal with the rest.”

“Of course. Just send me the address and storage unit number.”

Vivienne reached into her pocket and pulled out a key.

“This is to my condo downtown, by the harbor. You can put your things into my storage unit as well for now and live at the condo. I would prefer that, but I understand if you feel the need to continue living at your current residence. If you’re at the condo I will stop by occasionally, but I don’t want to draw attention before I tell John I’m leaving. After that I’ll move in, and we can start looking at a new property.”

I held the key in my hand for a moment, turning it over. This was really happening. I knew it was too soon, risky, and crazy, but it was clear what I would do.

“Thank you, I can’t believe… I mean I dont-”

Vivienne put her hand on my knee.

“Stop. Just take it. You deserve this and I promise I will also make sure you make it up to me. I can’t have you thanking me for every little thing and feeling indebted. I’m going to get real sick of saying ‘you’re welcome’. I want you and this is what I’m willing to do to make sure that I have you. I’ll take care of you.”

Her hand slid up my thigh, and even though I had showered, I still felt like I was leaking from the night before. Would this be my life now? Just wet, horny, and desperate all of the time? I couldn’t think of anything more fulfilling.

“I will be canceling the contract after I move out of here and I’ll give you a card to the account once mine is transferred. And I want to make this clear, because I certainly wasn’t coherent last night. I want you for you. Not as a slave or a toy. I would never make you do anything you didn’t want to do. I want to get to know you. However, with your consent at any given time, I would love to treat you just how I described as well.”

I smiled, grabbing her hand and pulling it up my thigh. She looked a bit surprised at my boldness, but it was hard to read her.

“I want to get to know you more too. I want to make you feel good. And I want to know just how far you can push me.”

“That’s what I want to know too,” Vivienne smiled, her perfect white teeth gleaming. She moved her chair quite a bit closer, letting me guide her hand in between my legs. Letting me have a little glimpse of control.

“By the way,” I said casually, as I used her hand to rub my clit through my sweatpants. Enough to feel the pressure but only just a bit. “I saw Sara.”

I couldn’t see Vivienne roll her eyes, but I would have bet money on it from the look on her face.

“Oh god. She’s been hanging around that door watching me all morning. What did she say?”

“She told me I’m not the first, that I’m not special.”

“Well you are special, but no you’re not the first. I think you know that.”

Vivienne stood up and pushed her sunglasses onto the top of her head. She put one hand on the back of my chair, and balanced her knee beside my hip, leaning over me. Her other hand snaked past the waistband of my pants and rubbed against me roughly. She watched as my face changed, and my hips moved.

“Yes, I do know that.”

“The best part is, she’s watching us right now. Watching me do whatever I want to you. I bet you like that though, don’t you? She’s probably standing there thinking about how much of a slut you are.” Vivienne pushed two of her fingers inside of me, and fucked me slowly but rough. There would be no mistaking what she was doing to me.

“Yes, I do,” I couldn’t help but moan. I knew it was fucked up, but I really did like the idea that Sara would see me as nothing more than a desperate whore, willing to open my legs for Vivienne.

“What else did she say?”

She was so close to my face, her eyes hungry with an amused look on her face. She was loving this. Her thumb rubbed my clit as she kept fucking me, her fingers curling and rubbing my g spot as if she had done it a thousand times.

“She- fuck Vivienne. Last week she said-” I paused, gasping and trying hard to find the words as she pumped in and out of me quickly. “‘Be careful with her. She always gets what she wants.’”

Vivienne laughed loudly. All I could do was moan. I was so close already, like I had a secret lever and she was just pulling and pulling.

“That sounds like another thing you already know, don’t you? Tell me, Claire. Say it again.”

It took everything in my power to form words as I whined and pleaded noisily.

“You always get what you want, Vivienne. Fuck, you always get whatever you want!”

“Good girl. Now you know what I want? I want you to cum for me while you know I have the power to do this to you whenever I want. To make you cum and beg like a little slut even when a stranger is watching. Go on and give her a show, I bet she’d like it. I bet she’s touching herself wishing she was you.”

Right as I was about to cum, Vivienne lifted my sweatshirt and sucked one of my hard nipples in between her lips. It was sore from the day before from having the clamp pulled off of it. I came so hard I thought I didn’t know if I would ever stop, the orgasm radiating in waves through my thighs that clenched around over top strong, relentless forearm. She kept fucking me and sucking my sore nipple until she was satisfied.

Bringing her fingers up in front of me, I thought she’d put them in my mouth, but instead she sucked and licked my juices off of them making me watch. Making Sara watch, if she really had been at the window spying at all. She kissed me briefly, swirling her tongue around mine, making sure I tasted myself too.

Vivienne stood up, pulled my shirt back down, and moved her chair over to where it had been before. She pushed her sunglasses back down, and took another sip of her coffee while I caught my breath.

“Anyway, I’m glad it sounds like you ignored her. She’s just upset I made her sign an NDA. And I think she’s a bit jealous.”

The way she sat back casually, speaking like nothing had happened made me feel even crazier for her, and I could tell from the way she looked at me, she knew it. She knew I was in deep, and I wouldn’t back out. She knew she had me for good.

We didn’t work for the rest of the afternoon. We just sat in the garden and laughed, joking about the future, about John and Sara, and the party the night before.

Once the lawyer called I drove home, turning the condo key in my hand. I couldn’t go yet, I needed to pack. Suddenly my house felt empty and too small to contain the future I was going to be a part of. I felt my worries slip away, my empty calendar transforming from a worrying struggle season to a life changing summer.

Vivienne wasn’t the only one to get what she wanted, because I did too.
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