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Chapter One: Straight as a Circle

After three hours of grueling banter and meaningless pleasantries, the sky is dark and I’m beginning to feel sweet, sweet mechanical bliss spread through my body. There’s far too many people at the bar, all thirsty, and just me behind it, already exhausted. It’s perfect.

Things are heating up on the dance floor, so the muscle-memory programmed robot within me emerges. I crack bottles, pour wine, and pocket cash like it’s the only thing I know how to do. I can feel the gaze of dozens of wealthy wedding-goers, eyes pleading, hoping to get my attention for a drink. I meet their eyes with equal, singular intensity and watch relief wash over their faces. The small power is addicting.

Most events, I don’t feel a thing until well past midnight, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. The numb feeling of satisfaction after a long night feels like a drug that pays me to use it. But every once in a while, something comes along that’s powerful enough to snap me out of my robotic consciousness. It’s an ugly thing to be grounded back in reality, hungry and sweaty and aching from head to toe. Usually it’s someone complaining, a broken glass, or a malfunctioning keg that forces me out of my rhythm. But tonight it’s something much more pleasant.

Sitting in between a group of rowdy bridesmaids and an arguing couple is a woman with luscious red hair and an expensive-looking emerald dress. Her eyes are so intensely blue that when I meet her gaze, it feels like I’m staring into the center of a burning hot flame. She holds a strangely casual expression, something in between boredom and amusement.

“What’re you doing here?” I ask, leaning across the bar. Fuck. My wires crossed some place in between my attraction and my programmed, “What’ll it be?”

“Ordering a drink?” A warm smile curls on her lips.

“Right, sorry.” I shake off the mistake and use my cloth to wipe sweat from my forehead. “What’ll it be?”

“Whatever red you already have open.”

“How considerate,” I say in the flirty tone that pays my rent. I give her a healthy pour and look for the next drunkard in need of a refill. Somehow, nobody catches my eye. This is unprecedented. It’s not even midnight and I have multiple interrupted seconds without needing to pour a glass. I stretch my neck and look for my water bottle. It’s right in front of the lady in green, who smiles as I return to her.

“Cheers,” she says, and clinks her wine glass to my sticker-covered bottle. We keep eye contact as she sips and I gulp. I spare a glance at her hand and am delighted when I don’t see a wedding ring. I almost don’t notice in the darkness, but I see that her fore and middle fingers have a shorter manicure than the others. I’m not able to hide the smile on my lips, and she clearly notices it.

“I’m not married,” she lifts her hand delicately. I’m still staring at her short, painted nails.

“Haven’t found the right woman?” I ask pointedly. She narrows her eyes suspiciously, then breaks out in a pretty, floating laugh.

“Evidently not. It’s that obvious is it?” She takes a long sip of wine and I top her off before she can ask.

“It’s these.” I point to my own unmanicured fore and middle fingers. The only reason you’d have two nails shorter than the rest is if you’re planning to put them somewhere sensitive. I’ve been scratched by plenty of women far less considerate than her.

“You’re perceptive.”

“Not really. You just happened to catch my eye.” I usually only reserve this level of flirting when I think a big tip is on the line, but she really is beautiful.

“Oh, no. This is intentional.” She motions between us. “I have a proposition for you.”

She’s seeking me out for something other than my endless supply of alcohol? Well, she certainly has my attention now. I hold up a finger to signal her to wait, then fill a few glasses of wine before returning to her.

“You were telling me about your proposition.” I lean back over the bar, pushing my chest forward to see if she glances at my cleavage. She does.

“When do you get off?”

“That depends. Do you know how to use these?” I tap my finger against her short nails. She raises her eyebrows and I swear I can see a slight blush on her cheeks.

“You’re forward,” she says, but I can tell by her tone that she doesn’t mind my assertiveness.

“Well, I don’t usually get more than a few seconds to…” I’m interrupted by an old man asking about the whisky selection. I pour a highball with the only whisky I have stocked and tell him that it’s from a local distillery when he grimaces at the taste. When he leaves, two more people appear at the bar. It’s like I’m cutting off hydra heads here.

“I have a 15 minute break in an hour or so. You know where to find me,” I say to my propositioner on my way to serve a half-dozen sweaty dancers. I fall back into my mechanical routine and expect her to leave, but she remains seated the entire time, sipping wine and watching me pour drinks. I catch her rejecting a handsome groomsman out of the corner of my eye as I’m shaking a martini. She must have one hell of a proposition for me.

Finally, my manager comes to relieve me for a short break, and I nod my head to the alley exit, catching her blue eyes again. The crisp, cold air washes over me and I almost moan in relief. I stretch my neck and take a long drink of water.

“You’re very talented, you know.” The lady in green is next to me on the wall. I didn’t hear her come through the alley exit.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. You must’ve poured a hundred drinks without making a single mistake. All with a smile that could easily fool someone into thinking that you actually enjoy yourself back there.”

“That’s my secret,” I pause dramatically, “I fucking love it.”

“Really?”

“Don’t tell my manager.”

“Cross my heart, hope to die.” She makes an X over her chest. “So this is what you look forward to every day? Serving others?”

“I guess so. Is that weird?”

“Not to me. As a matter of fact, it’s why I’m talking to you.”

I raise my eyebrows and turn to her. She’s leaning with her arms crossed and her head tilted towards me. Her perfume is musky and floral, like sweaty lingerie and cherry blossoms. I resist the urge to go in for a kiss, which turns out to be a good instinct because she reaches into her clutch and pulls out a small notepad.

“Do you work through a staffing company or for this venue?”

“The venue. Hold on, what’s this?” I point at her notepad. “Am I being interviewed?”

“Yes.”

“For what?”

“I can’t tell you just yet.”

“Why not?”

“It’s classified.”

I cross my arms and narrow my eyes at her. She meets my glare with a shrug. I hate how she knows that despite her annoyingly mysterious attitude, I’m not going anywhere.

“Alright. You gonna tell me your name, or is that classified too?”

“Erin,” she says, stretching out a hand. I take it and match her firm grip.

“Hailey, but you probably deduced that,” I say and flick my brass nametag.

“Are you single?” Erin asks.

“I thought this was an interview.”

“It is. Are you in a relationship?”

“I wouldn’t be talking to you like this if I were.”

“Your sexuality?” She looks at me with her pen raised.

“Straight as a circle.”

“Are you a top or bottom?”

“Come a little closer and you can find out.” Erin smiles at that one and I get the impression that she was already planning on doing some hands-on research.

“Can you be discreet?” She asks, looking at me with an expression that says, “Don’t fuck around on this one.”

“I tell my cat everything,” I decide to joke anyway. Her face hardens.

“I’m a vault. Nothing slips my lips,” I hurriedly correct myself. Erin mulls something over in her head, then pulls out a business card and scribbles something on the back.

“Get a cab and give them this address after your shift.” Erin pulls out $200 from her clutch and hands it to me, alongside her business card. She turns to walk away.

“It’ll be late, definitely after midnight,” I call after her. I thumb through the $50 bills. She didn’t need to give me this much, but I’m not complaining.

“I’ll be up.”

“I’m literally soaked in sweat. I can run home first…”

“I have a shower.” Erin turns her head to show me her smile, then disappears around the corner. Thoughts race through my mind as I reenter the venue and relieve my manager. Erin isn’t inside anywhere and I’m beginning to think that she wasn’t part of the wedding at all.

“Can I get six espresso martinis?” A piercingly shrill voice calls out across the bar and I’m reminded that unfortunately, I have a job to do. A headache starts to form behind my eyes and I know that my robotic trance isn’t coming back. Midnight can’t come soon enough.


Chapter Two: Tax Brackets

I’m uncharacteristically self-conscious in the backseat of the Uber to Erin’s house. For starters, I’m still wearing my event uniform: a sweat-stained white dress shirt, black slacks, and a hideous vest that I take off and shove into my bag. It also doesn’t help that I smell like sweat and alcohol and hastily-applied deodorant. My appearance isn’t my biggest concern though, it’s where I’m going. A quick internet search of her address revealed a Victorian-style manor in the most expensive neighborhood of the city. She’s fuck-you rich and I’m fuck-me broke. I need to not screw this up, no matter what kind of weird shit she’s into.

I feel stupid walking up the long pathway to her house looking like I do. Stone gargoyles and neatly trimmed shrubbery decorate the winding path up the hill, each one a reminder of the different tax brackets between Erin and I. Through the windows, I get an expensive image of how she lives. To the left, there’s a foyer with a fireplace and expensive-looking leather couches and armchairs. To the right, there’s a dining room that looks like a royal family could dine there. I’m unbelievably out of my element.

Of course, there’s a griffin-shaped door knocker on the front door because rich people don’t know how to use their hands. I, like a peasant, rap my knuckles on the wood next to the knocker and hear footsteps descend a staircase from inside. My stomach twists in anticipation as the footsteps grow louder.

“Hailey! Welcome,” Erin says, throwing the door open for me. She’s out of her emerald gown, now wearing a black silk slip with her hair up in a messy bun that still looks like she spent effort on it. Without her makeup and jewelry, she almost looks approachable enough for a girl like me. Almost. I follow her inside and kick my Converse off, putting them next to Erin’s heels.

“Can I get you anything? Tea? Coffee?” Erin takes my bag and hangs it up in a closet. I forget to respond because I’m staring at the insane double-spiral staircase leading up to the second floor.

“Coffee would be great,” I eventually say, even though I’ve already had a billion milligrams of caffeine tonight. Erin nods and points up the staircase.

“There’s a guest bedroom with an en suite up the stairs to the right. Feel free to use anything you need to get comfortable. That coffee will be ready when you’re done.” 

“Thanks.” I walk up the stairs and resist the urge to snoop around the upper floor. I’ve worked events in mansions before, but I’ve never been in a place like this as a guest. There’s artwork on the walls that probably costs more than my yearly rent. I open the door to the guest bedroom, which is bigger than my entire studio apartment, and find two neatly folded towels on the bed and a white fluffy bathrobe hanging on the door. I take one of the towels and make my way to the en suite. A dark sliver of green catches my eye and I see Erin’s emerald dress hanging in a partially-opened closet. She must have an insane amount of clothing to be storing her dresses in a guest bedroom.

In the bathroom, there’s a gilded clawfoot tub and a separate shower that’s probably bigger than my entire bathroom. I count six showerheads, each made of gleaming brass.

“Motherfucker,” I gasp as I turn the shower on and catch a blast of water straight to the face. Four of the showerheads are horizontal, which seems unnecessary. I close the shower door and strip out of my uniform while the water heats up. On the vanity, I find soap, shampoo, a razor, and shaving cream. Everything’s organic and expensive. I get the hint that Erin would prefer me to not smell like a bar mat and take the products into the shower with me.

Almost immediately, I begrudgingly realize how nice the horizontal showerheads are. Hot water pounds into my flesh from every angle, powerwashing the grime of the long wedding away. I stand like this for 10 minutes before reaching for the shampoo. I don’t care if I’m leaving Erin waiting, this is probably the closest I’ll get to visiting a spa all year.

I wash my hair and scrub my body, filling the steamy room with a floral aroma that I swear I recognize from somewhere. I rinse my body, then realize where the scent is from. It’s Erin’s cherry-blossom shampoo, and the bottle is half-empty. There’s something intensely intimate about sharing her scent before we’ve even kissed. I absentmindedly wonder why she has her personal products in the guest bedroom, then reach for the razor and shaving cream to touch up my legs. I almost don’t bother touching my bush, but I figure that I should clean up a little if I’m expecting a visitor. I carefully shave my outer labia and bikini line, but leave the soft thatch on my mons. Completely bare seems a little too eager.

It also feels a little too eager to wear nothing but a fluffy bathrobe as I descend the stairs back to her, but honestly, I’d probably feel more uncomfortable in a dress. Erin’s waiting for me in the foyer with her feet up on an ottoman and a book in her hands. She motions for me to sit in the armchair next to her and I do, awkwardly folding the robe beneath my legs before I sit. We’re angled towards each other with a roaring fireplace in front of us. 

“That shower is insane.” I take the coffee Erin left for me on the side table. It’s a double shot of espresso, completely black. I take half the shot at once and wince at the bitter taste.

“You should see the one in the master bedroom.”

“What’s it got, eight showerheads?”

“Ten.”

“Damn. Does one come up from the floor?”

“That’s the best one,” Erin laughs with me, then lifts her legs to put her feet up on my lap. I take one of them and press my thumbs into her sole. I’m sure she’s sore from being in heels all night, and judging by the way her face softens, I hit the nail on the head.

“I didn’t ask you for the massage.” Erin relaxes into the chair and puts her book on the side table between us.

“You didn’t have to.” I press my thumbs up her calf and feel a long, thick tendon of tight muscle.

“You’re a generous lover, then?” She asks, eyes closed blissfully.

“I do what I like. You’re lucky our interests align.” I take her other foot in my hand and give it the same treatment. Her skin is warm and her calves are toned and firm.

“You have strong thumbs.”

“I have a stronger tongue,” I lay my intentions on thick. I’ve been worked up for hours thinking about her and the espresso’s making me restless.

“Is that right? Show me.” Erin opens her eyes and lifts her legs from my lap, spreading them as she moves her hips forward in her chair. Her slip rides up her legs, exposing her full, luscious thighs. Her expression is curious and her tone is inquisitive, just as I remember from the alley. I’m getting the impression that this is a continuation of the interview.

“Right now?” I ask. Erin grabs a pillow from the sofa next to her and puts it at the feet of her chair. Oh, she’s being serious. She’s gonna learn quickly how serious I can be too.

“And you said I was forward,” I say as I rise from my chair and tie my still-damp hair back in a ponytail. This is different from the foreplay I’m used to, but honestly, she’s hot enough that I probably would’ve eaten her out in the alleyway if she asked me to. At least the pillow she put at the foot of the chair is more comfortable than the asphalt would’ve been.

I keep eye contact with her as I run my hands up her thighs to push her slip past her hips. My fingers catch on a lacy waistband on their way to her waist. I lean forward, pressing my cheek to the top of her thigh as I bite the elastic of her panties. She gives me a small hum, as if she wasn’t expecting that. Girls like when I do that, even wealthy ones, apparently. I give her a toothy grin back as I slide her underwear down her hips. The lace peels from her pussy and I’m rewarded with the thick, fragrant scent of her arousal. She’s almost embarrassingly wet, not that I mind.

I start by licking a long, slow line up her inner thigh. She has small, pretty labia that fold outward like petals and a trimmed meadow of striking red hair on her mons. Her skin is impossibly smooth and supple and I can tell that she’s been professionally waxed. Even our pussies are in different tax brackets.

Wrapping my arms around her thighs to hold her hips, I deeply kiss her crease. The feral part of my brain wants me to dive straight into her sex, but there’s a job on the line. I’ve gotta blow her mind.

“Again,” Erin says as my lips complete their kiss. I place a small, barely perceptible kiss on the hood of her clit as I pass over to her other thigh crease, repeating the teasing stroke. Her hips clenched when I barely touched her clit. She’s sensitive. Perfect. I love the sensitive ones.

My hands shift down so my thumbs can massage the tops of her thighs while I kiss the delicate flesh surrounding her pussy. She makes delicious humming sounds that tell me that I’m in no rush to give her an orgasm. My lips and tongue travel up and down her thighs, through her creases, and up to her hips. It isn’t until her hips start to gyrate that I even come close to truly tasting her. I dip my head low and shorten my tongue so it’s broad and flat. I press it to her dripping entrance and moan deeply at the taste.

The vibration from my impulse makes her thighs twitch and as I moan again, her hands come down to hold the sides of my head. I stay where I am for a moment, spreading her fragrant essence on my tongue. Her arousal is warm and bitter and a little sweet. I drag my slick tongue up and around her pretty labia, using my lips to create a light suction. I feel her fingers glide through my hair and press against my skull. She likes that. I swirl my tongue up and around her clit, making her draw a sharp inhale before my lips travel low again, soaking in her freely flowing fluids before gliding back up.

I repeat the dance back and forth, up and down, over and across, until I settle into a comfortable flow. While my bartending is robotic and mechanical, my pleasure is relaxed and languid. I know there’s an objective to this: a small moment of complete, unrestrained bliss, but any half-functioning vibrator can achieve that. I am no robot. I’m the oasis she’ll sink into after a journey under the beating sun and I can already tell that she has a desperate thirst. There’s a thin sheen of sweat on her forehead. Her lips are parted and dry. She breathes like she’s been walking for hours and doesn’t know how much farther she can manage.

Her fingers push on the sides of my head, tightening my wide strokes to her inner labia, then vulva, and finally her beautiful, swollen clit. She thinks she wants an orgasm right now, but I arrogantly resist her guiding hands. I’m sure she’s shown plenty of lovers how she likes to cum, but I need to make her fall in love with my tongue.

Gently, I place my lips over her clit and kiss her once. The grip on my hair tightens, then loosens completely as her hands fall to the edge of the chair. I feel a rush travel from my head to my spine to my own aching core as she surrenders to me. I may be on my knees for her, but she’s on her knees in the desert now, sweat-soaked and delirious. I kiss her again, this time extending my tongue in a flat stroke as I pull away. Something between a moan, a gasp, and a plea to the heavens escapes her lips. I answer her plea with another kiss. Her thighs tremble and I coax my tongue around her clit in circles so light they’re almost nonexistent. I know she sees my welcoming waters when her breath hitches, then releases in a long, relieving exhale. I match her moan and let the vibration from my throat be the ripples across the pool of her pleasure. She’s close, so close, that all she needs is for me to guide her final step. Her legs are shaking and her breathing is frantic. The soft leather chair squeaks as she grips its edge with white knuckles. I slowly spiral my tongue outward in one final tease before spiraling back in just enough pressure to give her the strength she needs.

“Oh,” is all she says when she enters my oasis, as if unexpecting the waters to envelop her so completely. Her entire body stiffens, vibrating for what feels like minutes but what’s only seconds. Finally, she submits herself to complete, untethered bliss in one final twitch of her hips. A deep moan travels from the depths of her chest, through her long neck, and out through her lips. I keep my tongue’s pressure steady and swirling, inviting her to stay as long as she pleases.

“Hailey,” she whispers, and I slow my tongue. She’s still shaking, but she’s coming back to reality. I don’t pull away just yet. I coil my tongue away from her clit and use my lips to give her one long, slow, and final kiss. When I finally pull away, my tongue is sore and my face is shining with her essence, both evidence of a job well done. I gently pull her underwear back up her hips and slide her slip back down to cover her thighs, leaving her just as I found her. I stand, wipe my face on the sleeve of my robe, and return the pillow I was kneeling on to the couch. Everything in order, I reach to the table, finish my shot of espresso, and sit back down. If that didn't convince her to hire me, I don't know what will. 


Chapter Three: Tell Me How You Want It

“Did I pass?” I ask, knowing the answer. Erin lets out an amused exhale through her nose.

“With flying colors.” She crosses her legs and picks up her notepad from the side table. She scribbles something, then closes it and looks at me intently. There’s a bright red flush in her cheeks.

“It’s interesting, you didn’t let me control your tongue,” she says. I think back to her grip releasing from my hair.

“I’m not a sex toy.”

“Certainly not, but some people enjoy the guidance.”

“Some people don’t know how to lick pussy,” I say with a little more accusation than I intended. Erin nods in agreement. She must have confidence in her own abilities to not take my tone as an insult.

“What would you do if I asked you to do that again?” Erin asks, resting her chin in the cup of her hand. I move to get up and she waves me back down. She’s being hypothetical. Back to the interview, I suppose.

“I’d do it again.”

“Why?”

“Because I enjoy giving head? And you’re hot?” I’m not sure where she’s going with this.

“And if I asked you to masturbate for me?” Her eyes drift to my thighs. I squirm at the thought of making myself cum in front of a woman I just met.

“For you? What is this, some kind of power thing?”

“Something like that.”

“Everyone has their kinks.” I shrug.

“And you’re willing to entertain those kinks?”

“Within reason.”

Erin gives me an impressed smile. She looks proud of herself for some reason, which is strange considering all the work I just did to blow her mind.

“Alright, this might just work. Let me know if I have this right,” Erin begins, opening her notepad. “You’re Hailey Romero, 26, currently working as a bartender at Julia’s during the week and The Constellation on the weekend. You’re single, you live alone with a cat, and you’re gay.”

Damn, that’s brutal to hear out loud. She’s not wrong though, so I let her continue.

“You enjoy service both professionally and sexually. You’re strong-willed, open-minded, and reluctant to cede control to others,” Erin finishes reading from her notes and looks up at me with eyes that say, “Did I get that right?”

I probably look like I just got slapped in the face the way my jaw drops and my eyes widen. She smiles, pleased with herself. I set my chin and squint at her. Two can play this game.

“Alright. You’re Erin… something Irish probably, considering your red hair and freckles. You were hired by somebody to find a bartender for an event, likely for some weird sex thing, considering the odd questions, and you know, the pussy licking.” Erin folds her arms under her chest and I know I’m on the right track. “I know you were hired because you don’t own this place. If you did, you probably wouldn’t hang your dresses in a guest bedroom and stock its bathroom with your personal shampoo. Which smells great, by the way,” I add. She stares at me and I can’t tell if she’s impressed or wants to kill me.

“It’s O’Conner,” Erin says with slightly curled lips.

“What?”

“That’s my last name.”

“Hah! I knew it.” I get a little too excited and her eyebrows raise judgementally. “So. You were about to tell me everything?”

“We’ll have to work on your impulsiveness,” Erin makes a note in her pad. “But yes, you’re owed an explanation at the very least. You were right in assuming that this is not my home. This manor belongs to the Walton family. Specifically their youngest daughter, Vivienne, who just got married this afternoon.”

“Oh, shit. She had her afterparty at The Constellation tonight,” I say, remembering the details my manager gave me. I never served her directly, but I certainly served some of her friends and family members.

“They did. Vivienne and I are friends. I’m close with her wife too, we have a sort of… working relationship.”

“What kind of work?”

“I’m an event planner. Officially, I run a small team that manages receptions, banquets, and weddings. When I met Vivienne at her brother’s engagement party, we started talking and well… I agreed to help her run her personal events on the side.” It seems like Erin’s skipping over some juicy bits of the story, but I don’t want to take her on another tangent.

“Personal events? Like…”

“Orgies.”

“What?” I don’t think I heard her properly.

“Sex parties. Events where the attendees have sex with each other,” Erin explains slowly like she’s a schoolteacher

“Sex parties. Okay, cool.” If she notices the red of my cheeks, she thankfully doesn’t comment on it.

“A week from now, Vivienne’s hosting a special event in this manor. Usually, I can handle her events myself, but this is a big one and I won’t be able to do the on-the-spot management I usually do.”

“Why not?”

“I’m participating,” she says, and smiles as I slowly understand the implication. “This is where you come in. I saw the way you handled yourself tonight. You’re a pro. I don’t think you left someone waiting for longer than a minute. And that’s especially important with peculiar wealthy people. I need someone like you to handle the logistics…”

“While you get your rocks off,” I finish her sentence.

“More or less.”

We stare at each other for a few moments. She’s studying my face, trying to see how willing I am to take her up on this insane offer.

“Okay, you need a bartender for your orgy. That’s perfectly reasonable. But why did you have me lick your pussy? How was that relevant to the position?” I ask. This is the only part of the evening that isn’t adding up.

“This is a sexual service job. I need someone who enjoys servitude across the board… someone who approaches sex with confidence and direction. Plus, I was horny,” she adds, smiling as if revealing a secret. The word “servitude” echoes in my head. Something about her naming my kink so directly makes me defensive.

​“For the record, I like to serve others, but I’m not submissive,” I say for some reason. Erin cocks her head and narrows her eyes at me.

“I didn’t say you were.”

“I know. I just wanted to make that clear.”

“Noted,” Erin says, making a note in her pad. “Not submissive,” I see her pen write, in quotes.

“What other questions do you have for me?” Erin closes her notepad and reaches down to put my feet in her lap, moving away from the interview towards something more personal. Her thumbs press into my arches and I swear I almost orgasm on the spot. My feet were killing me after a long evening of serving an entire wedding party.

“Give me a second here.” She laughs and continues her massage, pressing and rubbing and comforting me with skilled fingers. I’m reminded that I came here for the woman just as much as the job. But I should probably nail down some logistics before I give into my building desire.

“How much are you gonna pay me?”

“$15,000,” she says. My jaw drops completely open. My eyes must look like a frog’s right now.

“For one event?”

“It’s the fee that Vivienne normally pays me. And it’s not just the event, there’ll be a week’s worth of prep that I’ll need you for. We can arrange for someone to cover your shifts, if you’re concerned about that.”

I’m not remotely concerned about that. All I’m thinking about is how I’m about to earn a year’s worth of rent in a single day. This is too good to be true. It has to be.

“What’s the catch?” I ask, my guard still up. “You know this is a life-changing amount of money for someone like me.”

“I know. I can wire it to you now if you’d like.”

“No, that’s okay, I haven’t earned it yet.” I still can’t believe the number. “Thank you. Seriously.”

“It’s a payment for services, simple as that,” Erin says. It’s not and we both know it, but I’m not gonna push any further.

“What else can I clear up for you?” Erin changes the subject.

“Am I gonna have to fuck people? Men?” For $15,000, I assume I’ll have to be doing something.

“No. Vivienne’s events are exclusively for women, and they won’t be allowed to touch you.” Erin explains. “Though you probably won’t be wearing very much. And you’ll certainly be participating through your observation at the very least. ”

“Good to know. You’re gonna dress me up?”

“Oh, yes. Like a doll.”

I flush at that. One of her hands is sliding further up my leg now.

“Wait.” Her hand pauses. “This is all legal, right?” The idea of being half-naked in a room of kinky rich people makes me slightly nervous.

“Yes. I’ve been working with Vivienne for a long time. She’s freaky, but she’s not a monster.”

That’s good enough for me. I think I just needed to hear it out loud. I put my hand on hers and move it further up my thigh. She can’t reach my sex without uncomfortably leaning forward, so I’m content to tease her a little for now.

“What are you, sexually?” I ask.

“Experienced,” she says, chuckling at the question. “I prefer women, especially women like you.”

“Oh yeah? What about me?” I’m fishing, but she set me up for it.

“You gave me an orgasm in the middle of an interview just to prove that you could. You’re hot and stubborn and eager to please.” She makes eye contact with me, eyes burning. “You have pretty brown eyes and cute messy bangs and perfect tits that I can’t stop staring at.” I look down at my barely-covered breasts. They do look good in the robe. “Honestly, I just like that you’re hungry. And lucky for you, I like to be devoured.”

It takes me all of two seconds to get on top of her. I straddle her and put my lips to her neck like a vampire, kissing hard enough to make her gasp. Her hands waste no time untying the belt of my robe. I shrug it off my shoulders and feel her nails dig into my back. Sweet pain mixes with my arousal and I give it back to her, wrapping a hand under her chin and squeezing softly.

“You’re a little kinky, aren’t you?” Erin breathes. I squeeze around her throat and kiss her. Hard. Her lips crush against mine and I feel her tongue immediately. One of her hands slips from my back and appears between my legs. I grind my pussy down to meet it and moan into her mouth as my slick sex meets her manicured fingers. She isn’t exactly fingering me, it’s more like I’m fucking her hand. My hips shift back and forth, finding friction with her palm. Two of her fingers slip down and into my dripping entrance. I clench down on them as they curl, but as soon as they’re there, they’re gone. I break the kiss and see Erin pull her fingers up to her lips. She stares into my soul as she sucks my fluids from her fingers, her long tongue running along them. Her eyes light up at my taste and I see her looking between my thighs, thirsty for the source.

“You taste like you need to get fucked.”

“I didn’t realize that was a flavor.” I’m breathing hard. That might’ve been the hottest thing I’ve seen someone do.

“No?” Erin slowly fingers me again, then pushes her forefinger through my lips, making me taste myself. I’ve always loved it when I kiss lovers after they go down on me. This is something else entirely. I wrap my tongue around the digit and suck, tasting my intensely needy aroma. She pulls it out of my mouth and I attack, kissing her hard, my essence fragrant on our tongues. She’s right. I do taste like I need to be fucked.

“I want a change of scenery,” I whisper in her ear. It’d be a shame not to fuck in every room of this beautiful house.

“Well, there’s eight bedrooms…” Her digits push inside me, curling in the way she knows I love. “Six bathrooms…” They thrust again, hard and deep. I push my hips down to meet them. “Two kitchens…” She pulls me close to her, controlling me with her fingers. “And a basement that you’re definitely not ready for.”

“Take me there.”

“You’re not ready,” Erin repeats, teasing and soft. I pull her hand away from my pussy and press it next to her head, pinning the other one too for good measure. She pushes against me and I press harder, sweat beading on my forehead.

“I might surprise you.”

“I know I’ll surprise you,” she whispers. When I don’t relent, she relaxes against my pin and stretches her fingers.

“You’ll have to release me first.” I do, standing from the straddle with wobbling legs. She gets up and motions for me to follow. Her hair is a mess and one of the straps of her slip is hanging off a shoulder. She doesn’t bother to fix it. I follow her down a few corridors, my heart pumping. It’s surreal to be walking through some wealthy family’s manor completely nude, but I guess I should get used to it.

“There’s eight perfectly comfortable bedrooms we can use. This is you jumping into the deep end,” Erin says, stopping with her hand on an unassuming door.

“I can swim perfectly fine. And I’m already wet.”

Her eyebrows raise in a way that says, “You’re gonna regret this,” and she swings the door open for me. I confidently walk down the hardwood steps and notice halfway down that it’s pitch black down there. Erin slams the door behind her and I flinch, the light from the corridor gone at once. I hear her descend to the step behind me.

“Walk,” she says in my ear, her hands wrapping around my chest to cup my breasts. I swat them away and descend the stairs in the dark. Fear creeps into my bloodstream, tangling with my arousal. At the bottom, Erin glides past me and disappears into the room, somehow knowing where she’s going. My feet feel the cold hardwood and my nipples slowly harden. Agonizing seconds pass and then a single candlelight appears in the far end of the room.

I see Erin’s pretty face illuminated with the light, and nothing else. Slowly, I step forward, making my way to her. If this were a horror movie, I’d be completely fucked.

“Stop,” she says. “Take three steps to the right, then continue.”

I reach my hand out and feel a table that I was about to run into. I follow her instructions and continue forward. I don’t know if I’ve ever felt more vulnerable.

“Stop.” My toes contact a curved section of hardwood, about six inches tall from the ground. I reach down and feel comfortable, firm bedding on the other side of the wood. My fingers trail along the edge, rounding the curve as I make my way to her. She begins walking toward me and my world becomes illuminated in the yellow glow of the candlelight. In the center of the room, there’s a large, circular bed that looks like it could sleep two dozen people. Though I’m not sure if it was designed with a good night’s rest in mind. On the hardwood ring are multiple brass loops and round divots holding unlit candles.

“Make yourself comfortable,” Erin’s voice floats to me. I step onto the bed and find its center. The mattress is firm and the sheets are impossibly soft. They must be silk. I fall to my knees and wait for Erin to join me. She steps forward, strikes a long matchstick, and circles around the bed, lighting a dozen candles around the ring. With each flame lit, more of the room becomes visible, but only what’s right next to the bed. I see the feet of sofas and low tables, the bottoms of thick wooden beams, and dark mahogany floorboards. My attention is drawn up when I see Erin’s shadow draw closer, then I feel her weight added to the circular bed. She crawls over to me and kneels with a wild look in her eyes.

“Couldn’t afford electricity down here?” I motion to the ring of candles around us.

“They spent it all on the showerheads.” She pushes my shoulders and I let myself fall back as I laugh. I feel the heat from the candles over my head and see Erin’s flickering form crawl on top of me, straddling my hips. She reaches down to her waist and peels her silk slip up and off her body. Her breasts fall free and I drink in the sight of her. Her stomach is toned and her hips are wide with beautiful creases between her thighs and ass. I want to sink my teeth into those. She interlaces her fingers with mine and presses them above my head with just enough pressure to keep our struggle for dominance alive. My fingers flare out and graze the brass loops above my head.

“What’re these for?” I ask as her lips find the crook of my neck. She looks up and sees me grabbing one of the rings with my outstretched fingers.

“Oh, those?” She whispers, then licks a long line up to my ear. I know it’s coming, but I still gasp when her teeth find my lobe, biting harder than I expected.

“Have you ever been tied up before?” Her words drip like syrup in my ear. I have, but I don’t want to admit it. Not yet. Her hands shift to circle around my wrists, holding tight like they’re iron manacles.

“I’m not submissive.”  

“You’re so serious… so sensitive about that,” she purrs. “Why not?”

I move to kiss her, but she dodges me and puts her lips on my other ear. Her grip tightens on my wrists. I’m not getting out without answering her.

“I like control. You know I’m good with it.”

“So do I. And I think I’m better.” She pulls her lips up from my neck and hovers them over mine.

“I guess we’re in a bind, then,” I say into her lips. I can see an idea blossom with a glimmer in her eyes.

“You wouldn’t shy away from a game, would you? Something to settle this?”

“What’re the rules?” I accept the challenge immediately.

A sinister smile spreads on her face. In the candlelight, she looks downright evil. Her eyes flash dangerously and she leaps off of me, disappearing into the void past the candles. I hear a drawer open and close, then soft footsteps around the edge of the bed.

Her flickering form reemerges, then a half-dozen bundles of soft rope hit my chest. I catch one and the rest fall to the bed. She crawls to me again and grabs one of the bundles that I dropped. Keeping eye contact, she slowly unspools the rope and flexes it threateningly in her hands.

“First to bind the other wins. Use as much rope as you need, but keep it below the neck. If you get overwhelmed, snap your fingers and we’ll stop,” Erin explains.

“Deal. You’re gonna look pretty all tied up,” I say. She makes a move towards me and I shuffle out of the way.

“I’ll be gentle if you relax,” Erin taunts.

“And if I don’t?”

“No promises.” She dives for me and catches me off guard. Her shoulder connects with my stomach and I collapse into the mattress under her weight. I breathe the wind back into my gut, but it’s too late. Before I can push her off, she spins and pins my arms down with her knees, holding my legs with her arms. I smell her arousal, then taste it as she fully sits on my face. Her lace-covered pussy is completely smothering me. I try to breathe, but all I get is her intoxicating essence.

“Mmm!” I thrash underneath her, but my arms are nowhere close to as strong as her legs. She laughs and loops her rope around my flailing legs to cinch them together. I kick one of them out and she has to lean forward slightly to get her loop back around my ankle. Perfect. The second my lips are free, I bite her inner thigh.

“Fuck!” Erin jolts forward and I kick free of the bondage. She’s flat on top of me now, my arms free and her feet by my head. I loop my rope around one of her ankles and push her off of me. I have the rope connected to her ankle held tight in one hand, and it becomes taut as she shifts away from me, looking for a new angle to attack me from. 
​“That was a cheap shot,” Erin says, wiping sweat from her brow. She pulls at the loop on her ankle, but I have the rope held fast.

“You should be thankful that I didn’t bite your pussy.”

Her eyes flare and she dives for me again, but I’m ready this time. I shoot to the side and yank on the rope so her tackle spins sideways. I tie the other end to the closest brass ring with a double knot, but I’m too slow. She opened the loop of the rope and slipped her ankle free while I was busy securing it. Fuck. At least there’s something tied to an anchor point now.

“We could be fucking right now. There were so many beds to choose from,” she taunts. Erin’s on her feet now and I join her. We circle each other like gladiators. The candles burn bright, illuminating our dance. She crosses into the middle and grabs another rope. I do the same, staying low in an athletic stance.

“This one will do just fine. Plenty of legroom.” I go high with the rope and as she blocks me, I kick my leg out and sweep her off balance. She wobbles and I throw myself on top of her, crashing us into the bed. The candles shake and Erin groans from the impact, but now isn’t the time for mercy. She’s lying flat on her face and moves to get up, but I sit with my full weight on her lower back.

She tries to get her legs under her, but my feet are there to resist her thighs. I can’t last like this forever, and I don’t need to. I grab her left wrist and push it through the looped rope I tied to the brass ring earlier. That knot won’t stay unless she’s under constant tension, so I make a quick loop with my new rope and slip it around her right wrist. I pull it tight, then roll off her body and pull it to the edge of the bed until she’s stretched completely. My fingers feel for a ring and I thread the rope through.

Erin manages to get her feet under her while I tie the knot, but the ropes are too tight to allow her anything beyond a low squat. She’s stuck. I feel the adrenaline pounding through my body and my bangs stick to my forehead with sweat. I can smell it on Erin too. Her chest is heaving and her hair is a mess from the wrestling. I walk up to her and put my foot on her chest, then slowly push her down to the bed. Whether it’s my adrenaline, arousal, competitiveness, or all three, I feel a rush of complete satisfaction as I tower over her, triumphant.

“Do you submit?” I ask, cold and harsh like a tyrant. She struggles in the ropes, her body twisting beautifully in helplessness.

“You fought dirty.” Erin gives me a wicked smile then spits on my foot that’s pinning her chest. I gasp at the disrespect. She’s gonna regret that. I wipe my foot on her cheek, then I bend down, grab her hips, and rip her panties down and off her legs. They’re literally drenched through with her arousal and sweat and my saliva from earlier. I ball them up and shove them through her smiling lips. Clamping my hand down over her mouth, I lie flat on top of her, my sweaty body pressed to hers. She breathes hard for a few seconds, then suddenly relaxes. There’s a soft look in her eyes like she’s meditating.

“Are you okay?” I ask, my heart still pounding with adrenaline.

“Mhm.” Erin nods enthusiastically. I peel my chest off hers and remove my hand from her lips. The way the light bounces off her bound, stretched body makes her look like a demonic sacrifice. I roughly grab her sides and knead my fingers into her hips, giving in to the dominance rushing through my head. My lips and tongue and teeth follow my hands, kissing and licking and softly biting her soft curves. I see a small, but angry red mark on her inner thigh from where I bit her. I give it a soft kiss and prepare to put my lips to her perfect pussy again.

“Hailey… come here,” she mumbles through her panties. She has them almost pushed out of her mouth, just hanging between her teeth. I work my way back up her body and sit with my knees on either side of her chest. Though she did look sexy with her own underwear stuffed in her mouth, I think I got my point across, so I pluck them from her lips and let her speak.

“Your binds aren’t gonna hold,” she says, flexing her wrist to show me how she could escape. There was only a single loop of rope around her wrists, not even strengthened by a knot. The only thing keeping her bound was the tension, which she can ease by shifting to one side. I hurriedly clamp my hand around that wrist and she giggles, freeing her other while I’m distracted. My heart rate accelerates again, thinking that we’re about to start round two, but she doesn’t move to push me off her.

“I submit, don’t worry,” she says soothingly. “I can show you a knot that I can’t escape from, if you’d like.”

“This isn’t a trick?” I eye her suspiciously.

“When I submit, I like to do so completely.” Erin reaches her arms forward with her forearms facing up, just a few inches from each other. She looks deliciously submissive with her tits pushed together and her arms extended long. I grab a rope and hold it to her wrists, awaiting instruction.

“Place the loop at my wrists, then pass the ends through. Reverse direction to create a little tension. Good girl,” she says, and I glare at her. She smiles shyly like that was just an innocent slip. I’m gonna have to find something for her mouth after this.

“Wrap it a few more times… good. Now pass the ends through the loop again and wrap the rope between my wrists.” With every pass between her wrists, the bondage gets tighter, creating two cuffs on each wrist separated by a coiled link in between. I tie the knot off and Erin tests its strength by twisting and sliding her wrists.

“That’s a double column knot, you can also use it to…” I interrupt her by pushing her bound hands over her head and kissing her deeply. She moans into my mouth and relaxes into the kiss. I use my other hand to lightly pressure the sides of her throat, earning a deep, rumbling exhale from my bound lover. Biting her lip as I pull away, I look down at her with need burning in my eyes.

“Tell me how you want it.”


Chapter Four: Blossoming Dominance

​“Bind my wrists to a ring. My ankles too, but spread them wide. I’m flexible,” Erin says with an insinuating grin. “There’s a bar at the back of the room, just above where my hands are. The bottom drawer has my personal toys. Use whatever you want, but be gentle on my nipples.”

“Are you always this particular?” I move to bind her wrists to a ring above her head, tying the knot tight.

“You asked me how I wanted it.”

I ignore her and grab a candle to guide me through the darkness. Just as Erin said, there’s a long wooden bar at the back of the room, except there’s no alcohol stocked on its shelves. Instead, there’s an impressive collection of whips, floggers, canes, and coiled bundles of rope. There’s multiple labeled drawers of sex toys, shelves with bottles of lube and oils, and a sink for cleaning everything. If I already wasn’t convinced that Erin was a freak, I’m certain of it now. I open Erin’s drawer and see multiple sections each filled with a different flavor of sexual deviancy. The first is the most familiar to me, containing dozens of dildos, vibrators, and plugs. Each has its own carved groove it neatly fits into.  I pick up a strange-looking toy from a curved groove and shriek when I see its suction cup-covered surface.

“You found the tentacle?” Erin calls over to me. I hurriedly put it back in its place and move the candle away from it, as if worried it’ll reach out and ensnare me.

“You’re into that?” I ask, only half-wanting to know the answer.

“I’m open-minded.”

That’s a light way to put it, but I don’t feel the need to know more right now. I look into the second section and see restraints of all types, from leather cuffs and collars to duct tape and chains. I think I’ll stick with rope for now. I recognize a ball gag in the third section and see that it’s filled with blindfolds, gags, and other bondage accessories I don’t recognize. A gag catches my eye and I pick it up. One side has a wide panel with a curved piece of silicone that I assume goes between the teeth and the other has a dildo with a gentle curve and appealing ridges. I glance over at Erin, then back to the gag. I was looking for something to shut her up with…

“You got a safeword?” I ask as I grab the gag and a familiar-looking wand vibrator before closing the drawer. The last section had evil-looking clamps and clothespins that look like they’re a little too intense for me. My hands’ll do just fine if she needs some correction.

“I’ll snap my fingers if you push too hard. Good luck with that, though.” God, she’s arrogant, even in her submission. Part of me wants to untie her just so I can wrestle her into submission again.

“I saw some insane looking nipple clamps in there. You wanna keep talking?” I ask. She silences immediately. “Didn’t think so.”

I return to her, tucking the vibrator under a pillow as a surprise for later. She cranes her neck over her shoulder, curious what I selected for her. I don’t make her wait to find out, as I immediately shove the gag between her lips as she starts to say something.

“Mmmph!” I laugh at her muffled gasp and buckle the strap tight behind her head. She looks silly with the dildo coming out from her gagged lips, which was part of the appeal. It’s hard to be cocky with your mouth reduced to, well, a cock.

“Since you liked to talk so much,” I explain. She mumbles something intelligible while I move down to her legs. I tie a cuff with a long piece of rope on each of her ankles and spread them far apart. I tie off the rope on the brass rings and stare wide-eyed at how far her legs stretch. She’s almost in a perfect split, her legs at such a wide angle that it hurts my own hips just to look at. I resist the urge to settle myself between her lewdly-spread thighs and instead crawl up to just beneath her chin. She’s staring at my pussy with hungry eyes. I know she likes my taste, and the thought of denying her from it sends a pulse straight to my core. I lean over her, bracing myself with one arm above her head while the other reaches to my sex. My fingers slide down either side of my clit, then back up. Her eyes follow them, glowering with envy.

“Earlier you asked me if I’d masturbate for you. It was a test, wasn’t it? You wanted to see what I’d do for a job? What I’d do to please such a wealthy, important girl?” My fingers glide down to my entrance and slide through my wetness. I use them to coat the toy. Her fingers ball into tight fists, frustrated that she can’t taste me. She’s so pretty all flustered like this.

“I’m ready to take that test now. And you’re gonna help,” I say, then lower myself onto the toy. The slick silicone fills me, its ridges resonating bumps of pleasure through my walls. It feels like the toy was perfectly molded for me. When I sink down to the base, I rock my hips and moan loudly, deep and desperate. I raise myself up, gripping the toy as my hips lift. Erin’s staring down at my pussy cross-eyed, clearly enjoying the view. I fuck the toy a few more times and she starts to lift her head up to sink it deeper when I push my hips down. My hands wrap around the sides of her head and I pull it up hard, using her head to fuck me. She moans something filthy, sending reverberations through the dildo.

“You like being my toy?” I tease. She nods with excited eyes, hitting a new, delicious spot within me. I feel unrecognizable fucking her like this. I’ve always been satisfied just kissing and fingering and giving head. But with Erin bound and gagged and wrestled into submission, my whole body is brimming with power and pleasure. I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to go back.

“You want to taste me, don’t you? You can smell how horny I am for you?” She nods again, mumbling beautiful, incomprehensible ramblings. I use my thumb to swipe the side of the toy, gather my slickness, then spread it across her upper lip, just under her nose. Her knuckles are white and her legs tremble with frustration. I release her head and reach up to grab the vibrator. Her eyes go wide, thinking that it’s for her.

“Not yet. Earn it,” I say and press the vibrator to my clit while sinking deep on the toy. My whole body buckles inward from the intense rumbling. Fuck, it’s strong. I fumble for a lower setting, but my fingers are too slick to figure out the buttons. I settle on the base of the gag, completely filled, and push straight up on my knees, both hands on the vibrator. Erin pulses her head up and down, pushing the toy so deep I feel like I’m gonna split in two. I meet her gaze and see a crazed, desperate need in her eyes.

Somehow, even submissive as she is right now, she’s still fucking me. As the vibrator sends spark after spark of pleasure straight through my sensitive bud, I feel an unexpected wave of clarity wash across my mind. I’m still serving her even as she writhes and moans in bondage. She needs the power exchange, she hungers for it in the same way that I do now. And she’s serving me, pushing me towards an orgasm with all her effort despite the humiliating gag. The closer my orgasm draws, the closer dominance and submission meld in my arousal-heightened body. I imagine myself as her, working with sheer determination to bring my lover to a climax. The thought thickens the pleasure in my blood. When control is freely shared, it loses all definition, and I’m rapidly losing myself on top of her.

“Harder. Fuck me. Make me cum for you,” I encourage her, my thighs trembling beside her head. Erin dutifully bounces her head, moaning in time with me. Sweat beads and drips down my forehead, chest, and tits. I’ve never felt such pure, unfiltered pleasure before. I’m surrounded by candlelight in a dark sex room while riding the face of my bound employer, but the surreality feels more natural than anything I’ve felt before. I sink down hard, pushing her head down into the bed and the vibrator up to meet my clit. I can’t stop it now. Unbelievable pressure is building in my core, propelled by the vibrator and Erin’s determined pulsing.

“I’m gonna…” My moans melt into mumbles as I reach my pleasure’s apex. Sweat dripping, muscles trembling, and words slurring, a reality-bending orgasm blossoms from my clit and washes through my superheated body in an overwhelming wave. My mind is completely blank. My body’s in complete control now. I ride it out, bouncing on my gagged lover, but it doesn’t stop. Just as the waves recede, another, larger wave is coming. I don’t understand what’s happening. A pressure rushes forward in my pelvic floor. I’m gasping and moaning and shaking, trying to understand…

“Fuck!” I scream, completely out of control. The dildo snaps out of my pussy and I squirt hard, drenching Erin’s face with liquid arousal. Her whole body heaves for a moment, then her eyes roll back in pleasure and the bed vibrates as her legs shake. Her face is stuck in a silent reflection of ecstasy for multiple seconds before letting out a wide-eyed moan so loud it pierces through the vibrator’s wet, echoing rumbles. I drop the toy next to her, still vibrating, and almost collapse from the pleasure. I’m seeing stars, bracing myself with shaking arms.

“Mmmm,” Erin sighs, satisfied. The sheets behind her head are drenched in a wide pattern. Her face and hair are equally soaked. Did she just climax from that? I didn’t even touch her, and she came?

“Did you…?” I pry the gag from her lips and unbuckle it. She licks her lips and blinks her eyes open.

“Yes… I’ve never… fuck,” her whole body shakes again. I stare in disbelief as her hips grind against nothing, but still seem to find pleasure. Not one to leave a woman hanging, I straddle her head again, this time facing her feet, and grab the vibrator. She greedily licks at my pussy and I give it to her, easing myself down comfortably while pressing the rumbling head to her clit.

“Mmmm!” Her orgasm is almost instantaneous. She’s gasping into my pussy, breathing hard in between moans. I’m too stunned to do anything but keep the vibrator in place against her grinding hips. That seems to be enough for her, as her body shakes again in the way that tells me another climax is coming. When it comes, it’s so violent that her legs rattle the entire bedframe. I understand why she needed her legs tied down. By her fourth climax, I’m starting to get feeling back in my clit again. She’s not actively licking me, but she doesn’t need to. The vibrations from her moaning and the friction I feel when I rock my hips across her nose, lips, and chin are more than enough to bring me to the edge again.

“Erin. I’m gonna… wait for me…” I gasp, struggling to keep the vibrator in place while my climax draws close.

“Please,” she says into my pussy. “Please… please…” Her body is vibrating, slick with sweat and our combined arousal. I’m so close. All I need is a little more, her tongue or moans or… She takes my clit between her lips and sucks hard. Immediately, I leave my body. I’m somewhere else, someone else. My entire being is only the pleasure I feel, nothing less and nothing more. When reality finds me again, I’m completely empty.

“Oh… fuck…” I collapse on top of her, completely folded, smothering her face with my climax. I somehow kept the vibrator to her clit during my out-of-body orgasm and feel her finish her own orgasm, her breathy moans elongating my ecstasy. I ungracefully roll off her body and turn so I can curl into her chest. She continues shaking for a few seconds before falling blissfully still. My breath seamlessly syncs with hers, my free and her bound body rising and falling together.


Chapter Five: You're Not Going Anywhere

“Ready? It’s surprisingly strong.” Erin’s got her hand on the showerhead control handle.

“I don’t know if I… ah!” I yelp and jump away from the upward stream. Erin laughs and turns it off.

“It’s like a fucking powerwasher. Who designed this thing?” I put my hand over my pussy, as if expecting the stream to reappear out of nowhere.

“Vivienne. You’ll understand when you meet her.”

“That’s terrifying.” I point at the showerhead and shake my head. “And she’s kinkier than you?”

“Very much so,” Erin laughs. She pulls me back to her and I relax in her arms, the warm rainfall soothing us. We were both ready to pass out after our shared orgasm, but we were in dire need of a shower. Especially given how I literally drenched her.

“Sorry about that,” I say as Erin scrubs shampoo into her hair.

“Are you kidding? That’s what sent me over the edge. I’ve heard of people having hands-free orgasms, but that was the first time I felt it.” 

“Really?” A rush of pride fills my chest from the compliment. I didn’t realize a woman like her could still have a first anything.

“Oh, yes. Now that I know you can do that to me, you’re not going anywhere.” She laughs and kisses me softly, but I’m suspicious that she might be serious about that.

“Speaking of which, when do you need me back here for event prep?” I’m hoping she’ll need me soon. Now that I’ve gotten a taste of her world, I’m hungry for more.

“Tomorrow morning.” Her hands fall to my hips and she pulls them to meet hers. “Should be a quick commute from my bed to the basement.”


A Taste from Beg for It (In Her Service: Book Two)


The manor’s basement is sparkling with the late afternoon sun streaming through the meter-high windows that stretch around its interior. Leather furniture is meaningfully scattered across the edges of the open space, forming individual sections based on their orientation. The chairs and sofas are low to the ground and have the same brass rings that the circular bed in the middle of the room has. I can already imagine how the comfortable seats can quickly turn into anchors for ropes and restraints. On the far end is the well-stocked bar of sex toys and restraints that I assume I’ll spend my night behind while Erin endures Vivienne’s torment. But today, Erin doesn’t have Vivienne’s cruelty to worry about. She has mine. 


Between the bar and the bed are two wooden columns a few meters apart, each with brass rings secured across their lengths. Out of all the beautiful, expensive things in this room, the most exquisite one is stretched between those columns. Erin’s bound in a tight X with each of her limbs fastened securely to a ring. Her shoulders and back are taut with lithe muscle and her legs are spread deliciously wide. It’s taking a lot of restraint on my part to not dip my hand between her thighs and give her the pleasure she desperately wants. But that can come later, it’s pain she needs now. 


“Call me vanilla, but I’m a bit reluctant to torture you,” I say to Erin. I’m holding a leather crop in my hands, which Erin recommended as a good impact tool to learn with. 


“Oh, don’t be dramatic. When properly used, the lick of a whip can be just as delicious as the lick of a tongue. Just start slow and listen to how I react,” Erin says. I really think that she should be giving me more instruction, but I suppose she wants me to learn through practice. I swish the crop through the air twice, then give her a light tap on the side of her thigh. 


“Good. Your primary targets should be anywhere with thick flesh or muscle,” Erin says.


“Like here?” I snap the crop against her left breast, this time a little harder. Erin flinches in her bondage and I see her wrap her fingers against the rope binding her to the rings. 


“Yes, like there. Anywhere that feels good to be touched will be especially sensitive, though.” 


“Ah, like here.” I drag the edge of the leather throng up her thigh and lightly tap it against her exposed pussy. Her legs, bound wide as they are, can’t close to protect her sensitive nethers. 


“Yes,” Erin says with a tight exhale. I feel a spark between my own thighs as I imagine how it would feel to have the firm leather threaten my sex. 


“Good to know.” I remove the crop from her thighs and circle around to her back where she can’t see me. Her full, round ass seems like a perfect place to start. I strike each of her cheeks with light smacks and hear slight exhales accompany the sound of leather on flesh. I drag the crop up and down her thigh once, then snap the crop a little harder. Erin hums a satisfied noise and I strike again with the same intensity. Her ass pushes back towards me, hungry for more. I give it to her. 


As I build up a steady rhythm on her ass and thighs, I realize how similar this is to pleasuring her. Light, teasing strokes build anticipation and arousal, followed by firm strikes that deliver straight heat. I begin to anticipate her responses and find new sections of soft, pale flesh to turn pink with my crop. Before long, her beautiful skin is dotted with overlapping pink rectangles. I pause and step close to her. 


“Hold this for me,” I say and place the crop between her teeth. Erin dutifully bites down on it and I run my hands over her pink flesh. She shivers at the touch, then gasps as I turn my soothing strokes into nail-driven scratches. I have to actively suppress the urge to snake my hand between her legs and feel how wet I know she is. I walk around to her front and see her eyes glazed-over in a deep submission. 


“Vivienne’s gonna do more than give you a few love taps, won’t she?” I ask. I’m behind the bar, looking for my next implement to tease her with. 


“Yes,” Erin says through clenched teeth. With a smile, I hold up a pair of nipple clamps and she furiously shakes her head. 


“My nipples are far too sensitive for those,” Erin says. I laugh and put them back, then I see a leather flogger with many thin tails and lift it from its hook. Erin’s eyes widen and I know I made a good selection. 


“I’ll take this.” I remove the crop from her teeth and put it back in its place. Stepping close to Erin, I wrap my free hand around the base of her throat and put my lips to her ear. “I wish I could make you cum right now.” 


“You can,” Erin whispers. She looks at me with bashful eyes and says, “I can orgasm from pain.” 



If You Enjoyed This...




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





Up for round two? Check out: 

[image: cover for bound to the byline]




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




[image: cover for dorm room domination]




Dorm Room Domination: A first-time freshman learns a kinky secret about her older roommate. 




[image: cover for show me the ropes]




Show Me the Ropes: Best friends play a kinky game of Truth or Dare while camping on a secluded mountain. 


About Margot Moon

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





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




- Margot Moon
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