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Chapter One: Let's Talk Training

I wake with Erin’s arms tightly wrapped around me, one around my breasts and the other around my hips. Her body is fully pressed into my back and thighs like a puzzle piece. It would be sweet if she wasn’t holding me with such a firm grip. Even in her sleep, she’s trying to make me submit to her. Gently peeling her arm away, I turn and see that she’s sleeping like a hibernating bear. Her red hair is messy around her face, her mouth is half-open, and her breath is slow and steady. The sunlight streaming through the blinds catches the side of her face and illuminates her long lashes and soft lips.

She sighs in her slumber and shifts her arm forward, trying to pull me back into her. I snap out of my admiration and grab a pillow, pressing it to her chest. Her arms accept the offering and pull it in tight. It’s cute to see the kinky, mysterious woman reduced to a sappy cuddler. Though I’m sure she’ll try and spank me if I tease her about it.

I shuffle into the bathroom and rub my eyes awake in the mirror. I expect that I’m gonna look like a mess as I do every morning after an event, but strangely, everything seems to be in order. My skin is clear, my eyes are bright, and my hair is tame. First time for everything, I guess.

I start opening drawers in the vanity to find a spare toothbrush, each revealing a little window into Erin’s life. Like her sex toys in the basement, her makeup, perfume, and toiletries are neatly arranged in each drawer. I continue down the vanity and gasp as I open the next drawer. She’s got sex toys in her bathroom too. There’s multiple kinds of lube, neatly arranged butt plugs ascending in size, soothing lotions for irritated skin, and a dozen other items I assume are used to prepare for or recover from sex. She even has a vibrator with a small remote control. My curiosity gets the better of me and I press the power button on the remote. The pink, curved vibrator rumbles to life and loudly vibrates the entire drawer. I quickly shut it off and peek out the bathroom door, hoping I didn’t wake Erin. Thankfully, she’s still cuddling the pillow and didn’t catch me snooping.

Opening the last drawer, I find a spare toothbrush and as I close it, I see a small section with contacts for her vision, supplements for her hair, and medication for anxiety. My heart sinks a little as I recognize the prescription. I quickly close the drawer and scrub my teeth hard, wincing with guilt from snooping.

Erin’s still sleeping when I return to her room and look for clothes to wear. I’m used to a nocturnal sleep schedule, but she must be used to some kind of healthy sleep habit because she’s out cold after our late night. I try to open a dresser drawer, but it creaks loudly and I’m worried that it’ll wake Erin. I instead slip her bathrobe over my shoulders, don’t bother to tie the belt, and head downstairs in search of caffeine. Clothes can wait.

The manor is stunningly beautiful with the morning sun streaming through the windows. I knew it was impressive last night, but I see new details in the expensive artwork and furniture as I roam the corridors of the first floor. By the kitchen, there’s a set of double doors painted only in primer. I push on them and step into what looks like a partially-renovated ballroom. The massive floor-to-ceiling windows have protective film on them and the walls are partially painted. My feet are cold on the smooth hardwood as I walk the length of the room. I imagine Erin in her gown, twirling to soft orchestral music. It’s a stupid thought, but I picture myself in a long dress of my own, dipping her deep with my hand on her waist. I don’t know what’s more unrealistic, someone getting me to wear a dress or someone inviting me to an elegant ball. Regardless, whatever I’m imagining is probably not the kind of dance a woman like Vivienne would throw. And Erin made it clear, I’m being paid to work, not to participate.

I walk the winding corridors back to the kitchen and spend far too long figuring out how the espresso machine works. My stomach audibly rumbles as I sip the bitter coffee and I turn to the refrigerator to see what rich bullshit they stock here.

“You asshole,” I say to the fridge. It’s practically empty. There’s a few half-finished containers of takeout and a well-stocked condiment section, but that’s about it. It looks like a frat boy lives here, not a generationally wealthy family. I close the fridge and silently pray that the freezer has something resembling breakfast food. There’s not much, but I do find a pack of frozen English muffins. Good enough.

As I eat, I make Erin a coffee and fix her a plate of English muffins slathered with butter and jam. I’d usually make a lover something more substantial for breakfast, but she’s the one with the barren fridge. I toss my knife into the sink, grab the plate and mug, and head towards the spiral staircases.

“Coming in!” I hear a gruff voice call from the front door, accompanied by a few loud knocks. I freeze, my heart pounding with pure panic. Erin didn’t tell me that anyone was coming here. This isn’t her house. Is she even allowed to be here right now? Am I? I’m at the base of the stairs now, my bathrobe wide open, right in front of the door. My hands are full with dishes and I can’t get to the sash to tie it closed. Why the hell wouldn’t Erin tell me about this?

Before I can cover my exposed tits and nethers, the door swings open and two coverall-clad contractors walk in. One’s a middle-aged woman with a paint-stained toolbelt and the other’s a young woman carrying four gallons of paint against her chest.

“Morning.” The older woman nods to me and walks towards the corridor with the primer-stained double doors. The young woman dutifully follows her, sparing me a tight-lipped smile as she concentrates on not dropping the paint.

“Good morning,” I reply, awkwardly late. Neither acknowledges my nudity or even really looks at me. If they thought it was strange for a random girl to half-naked in the house while they worked, they did a great job hiding it.

“Who the fuck are they?” I demand in an anxious whisper, bursting into Erin’s bedroom. She blinks her eyes open, confused and sleepy. We stare at each other for a few seconds and I realize I’m still holding her coffee and breakfast.

“Oh. This is for you.” I set the dishes down on the nightstand. “Erin. Who are the people in the house with us?”

“There’s people? Oh!” Erin rubs her eyes and sits up against the headboard. Her sheets fall to her waist and I can’t help the detour my eyes take to her tits.

“They’re the contractors renovating the ballroom. Sorry, there’s a lot to catch you up on.”

“They saw me naked!” I stand with my hands on my hips, a strip of flesh still exposed down the middle of my body. Erin’s having a tough time keeping eye contact, so I pull the robe closed and glare at her.

“I wouldn’t worry about that,” she laughs, picking up an English muffin.

“Why not?”

“They work for me and Vivienne. They’re used to it.” Erin shrugs and licks jam from her thumb.

“You keep saying her name as if that explains everything.”

“It kinda does. But I’m sorry I forgot to warn you. We were a bit preoccupied last night.”

“It’s okay, I was just startled. Are they gonna be here while we… do whatever we’re doing?” Erin never told me exactly what the event preparation would entail.

“Yes. Will that be an issue?” Her tone suggests that it really shouldn’t be.

“No. I’m good. They’ve already seen it all anyway.”

“Lucky them.” Erin points her coffee towards my chest, then finishes it. “Thanks for this, by the way.”

“That fridge is straight out of a frat house. You’re lucky I found anything in there.”

“Yeah, sorry about that too. Let me get myself put together quickly, then I’ll explain everything. Promise.” She kisses my cheek and hops out of bed, headed for the bathroom.  I hear the toilet flush, the sink run, and the drawers open and close before Erin steps out. Her hair is tied up in a tight ponytail and her eyes are bright with caffeinated excitement.

“Alright. You wanted to know more about Vivienne?” Erin asks as she begins dressing herself. I nod and watch her slide underwear up her hips.

“Her father owns the third-largest fleet of cargo ships in the world and her mother is a descendant of the English aristocracy. It’s old, old money. She’s the youngest of six and while all her siblings were hired by their father, she used her trust fund to start buying up real estate as soon as she got access to it.”

“She didn’t want to follow the family business?”

“Honestly, I think they were happy she went off on her own. She was always a bit of a black sheep.”

“Fair enough. So what made her start throwing orgies?” It makes sense that a lesbian orgy host might not have too many similarities with her shipping tycoon family.

“The friends she grew up with were as wealthy and freaky as she was. She got invited to parties. A lot. She probably went to dozens just in her early twenties. And she saw a lot of the same people her family did business with, then used those connections to build a network of her own.”

“She used her real estate investments to host parties? Like in this house?”

“Exactly. It’s pretty rare for there to be a high-end sex party in New York that isn’t in one of her properties.”

“That’s insane. And she makes a lot of money on these?”

“Tickets cost $10,000.”

“That’s… wow. What’re guests paying for?”

“It’s probably easier to show you. Follow me.” Erin’s at the bedroom door, about to open it. She’s wearing leggings and a college crewneck while I’m still naked in my bathrobe.

“Like this?” I ask, motioning to my half-nudity.

“Of course not. That would be silly,” Erin laughs. She strides over to me, takes the robe from my shoulders, and hangs it up on a hook.

“Ready?” She opens the door and I instantly cover my breasts and nethers with my hands.

“I’m naked.” I stare at her like she’s crazy.

“I know. Get used to it.” She turns away from me and starts walking down the corridor. Apparently, this isn’t up for debate. Erin did say that I wouldn’t be wearing much at the event, but I assumed I’d be in lingerie or something. It’s one thing to push my cleavage forward across the bar for a tip, but having my full body on display is a different kind of vulnerability altogether.

“Erin!” I call after her, standing in the doorway. She turns a corner and keeps walking. I can hear her footsteps and laughter echoing down the hall, taunting me. I liked her a lot better when she was bound and gagged.

I take a deep breath and summon my confidence. Even if there are contractors in the house, they’re unlikely to be on this floor. I force my hands to my sides and storm out of the room towards her laughter. There’s so many windows in this house, all bathing me in exposing, natural light. It would be kinda hot if there weren’t complete strangers potentially ogling me. I catch up to her and match her stride. She doesn’t hide her hungry gaze, inviting a fresh flush to my cheeks.

“Why aren’t you naked?” I demand.

“I’m already comfortable with my sexuality.”

“I literally licked your pussy in the middle of a stranger’s foyer.”

“And I appreciated that. But you need a much higher level of sexual confidence for this job.”

“What do you mean?”

Erin doesn’t answer, instead pulling open a door to her right and flipping a lightswitch. It’s an office filled with file cabinets, whiteboards, and a massive writing desk. Erin sits behind the desk and reclines in the massive leather chair. If not for her casual outfit, she’d look like a comic book villain.

“What’s that?” I ask, pointing at the whiteboard behind her head. It’s completely covered with charts, diagrams, and notes scrawled in margins. It’s titled “THE RAPTURE” at the top in big, bold letters.

“Take a seat.” She ignores the question and waves to a leather chair opposite her desk. I do, and get goosebumps as my naked flesh presses against the cold leather. My nipples harden and I resist the urge to cover them with my arms.

“Vivienne and I have been working on this for over a year. It’s something of a send-off; a symbolic passing of leadership from her to myself.”

“I thought you ran the events for her already?”

“Technically, Vivienne is the only person who runs her events. All communication, planning, and logistics go through her. She hires me on a per-event basis when it’s too much for her to handle. Over the last year, her father got sick and she had a wedding to organize, which left very little time for event planning.”

“That must’ve been hard for her.”

“It was, but I think it also made her realize that she enjoyed the participation part of the events more than the logistics.”

“Which puts you in a good spot to take on more responsibility. To get more recognition, even.”

“Exactly.” Erin looks satisfied with herself, and she should be. Working under a wealthy, eccentric woman like Vivienne must be stressful, regardless of how well they got along. It sounds like Vivienne’s been getting the credit, and most of the profit, for events that Erin’s been throwing for her.

“And Vivienne’s just willing to give you that control?” I’ve seen how tightly brides and grooms cling to their fleeting moments of power during their ceremonies. There’s no chance Vivienne would be willingly giving up control without some significant benefit to her.

“I made her an offer she couldn’t refuse,” Erin says dramatically. She takes out a rolled-up blueprint and dramatically lays it across the desk. My stomach twists at the sight. I immediately avert my eyes.

“You can look,” she laughs, moving a few paperweights around to hold it flat. I take a deep breath and look at the paper. The blueprint is covered with images and diagrams of extreme sex. I don’t even understand what’s happening in some of these. I see diagrams of women bound in complex knots, images of dozens-large orgies, and equipment that looks like it’s used for medieval torture. It’s insane. I want to look away, but every image is more fascinating than the last.

“Holy shit. Is that you?” I take a closer look at one of the images and see a red-haired woman bound between two trees with a blindfold on her eyes and a gag in her mouth. There’s dozens of pink welts and whip-marks decorating her pale flesh.

“Oh, that was the most fun part of the proposal. I got a friend to tie me up and take some photos for this. I had to show Vivienne exactly what she was missing.”

“You’ve never had sex with her?” I ask. I just assumed that she and Vivienne were constantly having sex considering their line of work.

“Never.”

“And you’re gonna let her…” I stare at the diagrams. One shows a woman bound on all fours, impaled with a dildo in each entrance. My ass clenches just thinking about that.

“I’m gonna let her do whatever the fuck she wants to me.”

It’s hard to make me speechless. I talk to random strangers all night long as a profession. But I have no words for Erin. I keep looking at the diagrams, then looking back at her, my jaw hinged wide open. One of the diagrams has a chained woman dangling over a massive bonfire. Imagining Erin like that makes my chest tighten.

“Over the years, Vivienne has tried unsuccessfully to get me to sleep with her. I’ve come close to giving in plenty of times, but I didn’t want to complicate the working relationship. Orgy management is already a tricky business,” Erin explains. I just stare at her, unable to imagine my pillow-cuddling lover as a triple-impaled sex slave.

“I would always joke that I was waiting for marriage; that I was just a poor, innocent virgin. It was a fun dynamic, but it also gave me a little power. I had something that she wanted, something she couldn’t have. When she got engaged to Elise, now her wife, I told her that I was done waiting,” Erin says with fire in her eyes. She jabs a finger down into the blueprint and stares into my soul with intense conviction.

“I knew she was falling out of love with her business. I knew the stress she was under. I also knew every one of her twisted little fantasies that she had yet to explore. You tell me, what could be more enticing than living out your wildest dreams with the one woman you could never touch?”

I don’t answer the rhetorical question. I’m completely stunned. Erin smiles and leans in close to me.

“A week from now, Vivienne and Elise are throwing a ball. Vivienne’s entire network will be there, probably the fifty kinkiest women I’ve ever met. She’ll announce a Rapture, which her network knows is a passing of leadership. They’ll watch me submit to her for the first and only time, and if I pass her tests, I’ll inherit the business.”

“Erin, this is insane.” I’m both intensely curious to watch the drama unfold and legitimately concerned about her wellbeing.

“I know. That’s why you’re here. Everyone at the event knows me, but their real allegiance is to Vivienne. I trust her to stick to our contract, but I need someone in my corner… someone to make sure things go right.” Her voice trembles a little at the end. I can tell there’s an ocean of nerves underneath her outward excitement.

“You want this? All of this?” I gesture to the blueprint.

“I do. It’s hard to explain, but I’ve been anticipating this moment for years. As much as Vivienne wants to have me, I want to be taken by her.”

I suppress the pang of jealousy that rises in my chest. I’ve never been good at separating my emotions from my sexual interests.

“Is it going to be safe?” I ask, motioning to the diagrams of bound women.

“What we did last night wasn’t completely safe. We wrestled each other into submission surrounded by open flames. But that was a risk we were willing to take.”

I think back to the adrenaline-fueled struggle for dominance that left Erin bound, gagged, and at my mercy. That was a stupid, impulsive game fueled by pent-up arousal and unwarranted competitiveness. It was also the hottest thing I’ve ever done.

“So you want me to serve drinks, manage the guests, and make sure you don’t get hurt?”

“Exactly.”

“Listen, I’m not trying to talk myself out of a job, but I feel pretty unqualified for this. Don’t you want someone with experience in this world?”

“No. I want someone who cares about me.”

“I… I do care about you,” I say the words slowly. I forgot that I was naked for a few minutes, but I feel my nudity suddenly return as I admit this vague level of emotional attachment.

“That’s why you’re qualified for this. You care about the people you serve, even when they give you a hard time. I watched you remake a mojito three times last night and you still gave that ridiculous woman a smile. Today, I made you walk these halls naked and you’re here asking me about my comfort.” Erin’s wandering eyes return and give me another once-over. I blush a little harder, but mostly from the compliment. She matches my smile, then opens a drawer and pulls out an envelope and a document.

“This is a non-disclosure agreement and a check for $15,000. You can walk away right now with no guilt, no expectations, and enough money to pay your rent for a year. Or, you can stay here and earn it. I’m confident in your ability to do this job, but I want you to want this.”

I stare at the NDA, trying to process this surreal world I've found myself in. Just last night, I was pouring wine for wedding guests and flirting for tips. Now I’m getting involved in some years-long sex game involving people so wealthy they’ll give up a business for one night of kinky sex. Maybe I flirted a little too close to the sun, but I’d be lying if I said that I didn’t enjoy the heat.

“I’m gonna earn it.” I sign the NDA and slide the envelope back to Erin. “And you’re gonna earn your business. As far as I’m concerned, it’s yours anyway.”

“Thank you,” she says softly. Erin looks like she’s going to say something else, something vulnerable, but she stops herself and smiles wide. “So. Let’s talk training.”


Chapter Two: Crawl for Me

“There’s three levers Vivienne pulls to exert dominance on her submissives: mental, physical, and emotional.” Erin erases a section from the completely-covered whiteboard and writes the three words in large letters, each underlined. “She’ll mess with your head, torment your body, and play with your emotions, usually all at once.”

“How do you resist it?” I ask.

“You don’t. I’ve seen plenty of strong-willed women make that mistake. The stronger you resist, the harder she pushes.” Erin jabs her marker at me. “Vivienne is an unstoppable force who hungers for an immovable object to challenge her. She’s yet to find one.”

“So you’re just gonna lay there and take it?”

“Not exactly. It’s a dance. She pushes me, I pull her, she pushes me, I relent,” Erin explains. Seeing the confusion on my face, she puts it in terms I understand. “Last night, you earned my submission through our struggle. I could’ve slipped out of your loose knotwork at the end, but that would interrupt the flow of our dance.”

“You want to bend but not break.” I nod and think to the adrenaline rush of earning Erin’s submission. It would’ve been less fun if she just immediately submitted to me with no resistance.

“Exactly. The key is to stay strong mentally, physically, and emotionally all while graciously accepting punishment.” Erin points to the three underlined words.

“How do you do that?”

“You train. Or more specifically, you’ll train me.” Erin points her marker at me again. “I need you to push my limits so I’m strong enough to make it through the dance.”

“I don’t know if you’ve forgotten, but I’m new to this… kinky, depraved stuff.” I wave at the diagrams of bound women and insane sex positions.

“Sure, maybe you don’t know how to swing a whip, but you know how to leverage control. You’re unselfish in your domination, which is a precious, rare trait. There is nothing more beautiful than a dominant who serves her submissive,” Erin says, putting her heart into her words.

“Do you mean that?” I look up into her eyes.

“Trust me, I live in this world. You have a gift and it’d be a shame to waste it.”

My chest fills with pride at the strange compliment. I’ve never felt so completely seen by someone before. I stand and lean across the table with an invigorated confidence in myself. If she needs me to be the woman I was last night, then that’s the woman I’ll be.

“How do we get started?” I ask. Erin gives me a wry smile and stands to meet me across her desk.

“By getting dressed, of course.”

✽✽✽

“Absolutely not.”

“If you want to serve, you have to look the part.”

“This is ridiculous.”

“It’s a very sexy outfit.”

“Erin. Outfits cover things. You can literally see my pussy through this.”

“Would you prefer to be naked?”

“Honestly, that might be more dignified,” I say. We’re in the guest bedroom arguing in front of a large mirror. Erin lifts my dress, adjusts the suspenders between my garter belt and my stockings, and steps back for me to get a better look at myself.

I’m in a black chiffon dress so translucent that it looks like I’m wearing a shadow. The filigree tattoo on my sternum is completely visible down to the last gilded detail, as are my nipples and the hair on my mons. Underneath the dress, there’s a black silk garter on my hips that connects to stockings of the same material. Everything hugs my skin as if it were perfectly tailored to my dimensions. It would be a remarkably beautiful dress on someone else, especially if they were wearing underwear.

“This is my service uniform?”

“It’s the dress I wore when serving your role.” Erin shrugs as if no further justification is needed. “And it’s better than that hideous vest they make you wear at the Constellation.”

I don’t admit it to her, but she’s right. That vest was horrible and I can’t deny how pretty I look in the dress. The material hugs my curves tight, but doesn’t restrict my movement. It’s light and breathable and impossibly soft on my skin.

“We could always trade if you’d prefer my outfit,” Erin says. I turn and see her holding a thick leather collar.

“You’re joking.” She clearly isn’t, as she passes me the collar and begins stripping out of her crewneck and leggings. Once naked, she kneels in front of the mirror and crosses her arms behind her back. I feel a rush of heat as I look at her kneeling at my feet in the mirror. With the collar in my hands, I really do look like an experienced domme.

​“This is what we’ll be wearing at the event, so it’s best we get comfortable now. Do you mind collaring me?”

​“Happily.” Erin lifts her auburn hair off her shoulders as I bend down and tighten the leather collar around her neck. It’s a few inches wide and clearly broken in. There’s a steel ring on the front that I can only imagine is used for humiliating sex acts.

​“Good. I need to get used to being humiliated like this in front of others. This is where the mental training comes in,” Erin explains. “If you don’t mind following me, I have a request for the contractors.”

​“Like this?” I wave a hand down my see-through dress. Erin smiles at me and I narrow my eyes at her. She told me that I’m in control, but she’s still trying to lead me around even as she kneels before me. I need to set the tone, not her.

“Okay. We’ll talk to them. I have something for you to hold onto, though.” I walk into the en suite and open the drawer with the sex toys, grabbing the remote controlled vibrator. Erin’s eyes go wide when she sees the pink curve of silicone in my hands. I approach my kneeling employer and hold the toy to her lips. She bites the inside of her lip, then opens her mouth to accept it. I push it in and out a few times, then I squat down to her level and slowly push it to her entrance. Slick with her spit and built-up arousal, the vibrator slowly slides into her with the curved section pressed to her clit. I stand up and slide my thumb over the remote.

“Let’s see what this one does.” I press a button and Erin immediately buckles inward. A loud hum resonates from her pussy as the vibrator whirs to life on its strongest setting. She breathes heavily though her nose and glares at me, annoyed. I keep eye contact with Erin and slowly lower the intensity until she relaxes back into her position. This is going to be fun. Erin moves to stand, but I push her shoulder back down.

“You can crawl, can’t you?” I ask, my tone dripping with sarcasm. If she wants to be humiliated, I need to play the part of a ruthless domme.

“I’d prefer to walk.”

“Ah, but this isn’t about your preferences, is it?” I step to the door and open it wide for her. A slow smile spreads on Erin’s lips that tells me I’m doing this right, then she begins to follow me out of the room. It’s surreal to have another woman following my commands like this. The adrenaline from the dominance almost makes me forget that I’m walking through this manor practically naked. I let her stand to walk down the stairs, then turn up the vibrator when we reach the bottom.

“Oh, fuck,” Erin whispers to herself. I see her hips twitch as she continues to crawl next to me.

“You’re not going to orgasm, are you?” I tease.

“May I?” Erin turns her head back to me, her eyes hopeful.

“Of course not.” I laugh and give her a light slap on the ass, then I lead her to the ballroom doors.

“They’re comfortable with seeing you like this?” I ask, thinking about the two contractors.

“I’ve dominated them before,” Erin admits. Her cheeks are already bright red.

“The contractors? You’ve had sex with them?”

“Not exactly. I tied them up and Vivienne dominated them.”

“The contractors?” I repeat, incredulous. “You tied up the women painting this room?” I point to the door.

“It’s complicated,” Erin sighs. “Can we get this over with?”

“By all means.” I open the doors and lead Erin into the middle of the ballroom. The younger woman’s jaw drops when she sees Erin collared and kneeling at my feet. Thankfully, she’s staring at her naked kneeling woman and not me in my not-an-outfit.

“Izzy! Look at this,” the young contractor calls over to her partner. The older woman sets down her paint roller and turns to look at us. Her eyes go wide and I increase the intensity of the vibrator. Erin glances up at me with pleading eyes and I just smile back at her.

“Kneel like you did in front of the mirror,” I whisper to Erin. She reluctantly kneels with her arms crossed behind her back and her chest forward. The bright pink vibrator is visible between her legs.

“Izzy. Claire.” Erin professionally nods to the older woman, then the younger one. They ignore her and nod a greeting towards me. Izzy takes a step towards me and extends a hand.

“I'm Hailey. We met earlier this morning,” I say, shaking it. “I’ll be doing Erin’s job for the event this weekend.”

“Is that right? I’ve been hearing rumors that this one’s gonna finally give in to Vivienne,” Izzy says, pointing to Erin without looking at her. I can feel her humiliation grow as we talk about her submission right in front of her.

“Yes, I’ll be…” I cut Erin off with a single press of the vibrator. She twitches slightly and takes a long, focused exhale.

“She’ll be submitting to her, that’s right. Part of my job is to get her ready for the big night,” I explain. Erin gives me a side-glare and I shake the remote control at her behind my back. “Speaking of which, I believe she had a question for you. You may speak now, Erin,” I say to her.

“Thank you.” Erin gives me a tight-lipped smile. She’s seething beneath that expression. Good. “Vivienne’s wondering if it’s possible to install a few anchor points in the ceiling. Ideally there could be one in the middle above the dance floor.”

“Sure. We’d need the hardware, but we can get it done. What’s it for?” Claire speaks up, looking at me instead of Erin. There’s some very strange power dynamics at play here.

“Full bodyweight suspension,” I say, thinking back to the diagrams of women dangling from the ceiling. Erin makes a surprised noise and I give her another degree of intensity. I can see sweat beading on her forehead and chest and she struggles to control herself. Izzy and Claire look at Erin squirming on her knees, smile at each other, then look at me.

“For you Hailey, we’ll get it done,” Izzy says. “Now, I don’t mean to be rude, but would you mind removing your submissive from the room? She looks like she’s gonna drip on these brand-new floorboards.” Erin flushes and looks down at the floor. I don’t think either of us were expecting her to face this level of humiliation from the contractors.

“Of course. It was great to meet you both.” I shake their hands again and motion for Erin to crawl out of the room. With a burning red face, she rotates and begins crawling towards the doors. The contractors both stare at her swaying hips and vibrator-stuffed pussy as she crawls.  I get a wicked impulse and act on it, turning the vibrator to its highest setting. Erin stops and moans through tightly closed lips. I can see her legs tremble and her abs tighten.

“Keep moving. We wouldn’t want you to have to clean these floorboards, would we?” I whisper to her. Erin grits her teeth and moves as fast as she can manage to the doors. I pause for a few seconds when we reach them and look down at her with my hand on the handle.

“Please,” Erin gasps. Her eyes are burning with want.

“Which do you want, the door or the orgasm?” I ask. Realization washes over her face as Erin seriously considers orgasming in front of the contractors. My sheer dress feels like a snowsuit in comparison to her vulnerability right now.

“The orgasm,” Erin breathes.

“Beg for it. From them,” I say, pointing back to Izzy and Claire, who are unashamedly watching the scene unfold.

“Fuck,” Erin mutters. She’s close. “You really are a natural,” she says to me, then raises her voice, “Izzy and Claire. May I orgasm, please?” The contractors gasp, then laugh to each other. Erin looks up at me like she’s seriously regretting giving me this much control over her.

“Hailey, tell your sub that we need to think on it,” Izzy calls back across the room.

“They need to think on it,” I whisper to her.

“Please open the door,” Erin begs.

“If that’s what you want.” I turn the handle, guide Erin through, then turn the vibrator off. Erin collapses against the door, her thighs still trembling. She’s sitting with her eyes closed and taking deep breaths. I slide down next to her and put my arm around her shoulders.

“Was that okay?” I ask. A small part of me is worried that I went too far too fast. I know Erin wanted to be humiliated, but that was a lot, even for someone used to these games.

“Very okay.” Erin turns her head towards me and gives me a comforting nod. “I could really use an orgasm, though.”

“Would Vivienne give you one?”

“No,” Erin admits, her shoulders slumping. “She’d work me up for hours, probably.” I laugh, then stand and take her hand to pull her up. One of my hands curls down between her legs and the other wraps around the back of her neck. She moans sweetly in my ear and I badly want to give in to her desperation. But unfortunately for her, I have a job to do. I put my lips to her ear and whisper, “Let’s get you all worked up, then.”


Chapter Three: Bite Down

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 as the circular bed in the middle of the room. 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 with rope. 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 mumbles. 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.”

“Really?” I whisper back. I don’t know how that’s remotely possible, but I did make her climax without even touching her last night.

“It takes a special touch, but I think you have it,” Erin says. “You’ll have to be cruel with that. And I’ll need something to bite down on.” Erin nods to my flogger, then the bar. I raise my eyebrows at her. I don’t want to hurt her, but she did say that she needed me to push her.

“Are you sure about this?” I ask.

“Yes. I trust you.”

A heavy weight of responsibility settles in my chest. It’s one thing to spank her and tease her and put pretty little marks on her ass and thighs. It’s another thing entirely to push her so hard that she physically erupts from the intensity. But she trusts me and I trust myself to do my job. I wrap the flogger around her shoulders and bring my hands to her cheeks.

“You’ll snap if it’s too much?”

“I promise.”

“Good.” I feel a swell of emotion and kiss her deeply, pressing myself to her hot, bound body. She gasps as if surprised by my tenderness, then melts into the kiss. One of my hands falls to her hip and the other wraps around the back of her head, threading through her hair. I want her to feel my passion for her. I want her to know that I’m doing this for her, not because I want to watch her writhe in pain. I give her one final long kiss and break away, stepping back to the bar. There’s a lazy smile on her lips and a euphoric softness in her eyes. I keep eye contact with her as I reach into a drawer and fumble around for a gag. My fingers close around a ball gag and I return to her, bringing it up to her lips. She obediently opens her mouth and I fill it with the gag and buckle it underneath her ponytail. I run my hand over the tails of the flogger and am surprised at how soft they are compared to the crop. Let’s see if Erin agrees.

I pull the leather tails back and snap them forward against her outer thigh. The tails produce a warm, thudding slap that mixes beautifully with Erin’s muffled moan. The soft leather splashes over and over against her thighs, hips, and ribs as I work up a rhythm. Her pale skin starts to blush a brilliant pink and I give her thighs a rest, turning my attention to her breasts. I start soft, barely splashing the flogger against her delicate skin, before picking up intensity in tandem with her gasps and moans. It feels like I’m between her legs again, using my lips and tongue to coax an orgasm from her aching clit. But instead of teasing her folds and savoring her arousal, I’m snapping the flogger at her breasts and savoring her moans. My breath is perfectly aligned with hers now, deep and steady. My arm and shoulder ache from the repeated striking, but I know my pain is nothing compared to the delicious frenzy coursing through her tender skin.

Fire burns in my shoulder and I slow for a moment to give us both a moment to recover. There’s a line of drool spilling out from Erin’s gagged lips and running down her freshly whipped chest. I step close to her and wipe it away. She smiles and I kiss her gagged lips softly. Her neck thrusts forward, clearly desperate for more, but I back away and tease the handle of the flogger up her leg. She shakes violently at the touch. Her eyes plead with mine and her lips mumble something completely unintelligible. She’s in another world right now, some submissive headspace that’s turning every lick of pain into deep, aching pleasure. I get an idea and test it, using my free hand to lightly slap her inner thigh.

“Mmmm,” Erin moans as my fingers splash against her sweaty, super-heated thigh. I slap her again, this time on the other leg. Her hips thrust forward lewdly, desperate for more. Looking down, I see a long line of arousal literally dripping from her pussy to the floor. My suppressed arousal ignites and I throw the flogger to the side, not caring where it falls. I wrap my left hand around the back of her neck to hold her steady and flatten my right hand, my fingers tensed and stiff. I slap her thighs again, then stare into her soft gaze as I slap my hand hard against her pussy. Erin throws her head back and bites down hard on her gag, but her hips stay where they are, not shying away from my punishment. I rub my hand up and down her pussy once, feeling her thick essence, then I slap her again. She twists in her bondage and breathes heavily through her nose. I repeat the stroke and the slap.

“Mmmph,” Erin pleads for more. Her hips thrust into my hand and I strike harder and faster while gripping her tight with my other hand. My fingers are a blur as they splash over and over on her clit. The soft, wet sounds of flesh on flesh intensify in concert with her muffled pleas. I can feel how close to a climax she is. It’s as if the pressure’s building in my own body, between my own thighs. Her legs begin to shake and her body stiffens, every muscle contracted in equal parts agony and bliss. Sweat drips from her brow and heat radiates from her overworked flesh. One more touch will do it. I stare into her eyes and snap my wrist up, my stiff fingers slapping hard against her clit. She gasps, then melts completely, shaking and moaning and thrashing in her restraints. I pull her close to me, my fingers now rubbing tight circles to accelerate her through her orgasm.

“That’s it. You took that so well.” I’m not even thinking, I’m just letting words flow from my heart to my tongue to her ear. “You’re so strong, Erin. I’m proud of you. That’s it.” Her breathing tightens and I feel warmth against our touching cheeks. I pull back and slow my hand to see a tear well up in the corner of her eye and run down her cheek. I immediately pull the gag from her lips and wipe the tear with my thumb. She looks into my eyes, then kisses me deeply, exhaling contentedly into my lips. I throw my arms around her shoulders and kiss her back as she breathes through the aftershock of her intense climax.

“You okay?” I break the kiss and run my hands down her ribs to her waist.

“God, yes. Thank you,” she laughs and rests her head in the crook of my shoulder. I keep holding her and running my hands up and down her tender pink skin until her heart rate settles and her breathing returns to its resting flow.

“Those things you said,” Erin eventually whispers, “Were they just to make me feel good or…”

“I just… I said what I was feeling.”

“Okay. Cool.” I feel her smile against my shoulder.


Chapter Four: We Can Share

​“You didn’t have to come with me, you know. I just need to feed my cat and fold my laundry.”

​“Don’t be silly. It’s the least I can do after what you just did for me,” Erin says, giving me a side glance and a smile. I give her one back and turn to look out the window from the passenger seat of her BMW. It’s a nice car, but it doesn’t have the same charm as my 2008 Civic. That’s what I’m telling myself, at least.

​“What’s your dating life like with this job? I can’t imagine that it’s an easy one to explain to a prospective partner.” I’m still looking out the window, as if that’ll make the question more casual and nonchalant.

​“It’s nonexistent. I can’t tell anyone what I do with Vivienne.”

​“I guess it’s a tough thing to hide. Hey babe, what’d you do at work today?” I ask myself in a pitched voice. “Oh, nothing much, just some logistical planning and orgasm denial with my contractors,” I answer in Erin’s tone.

​“I’m gonna need years to get over that one,” Erin laughs, shaking her head as she thinks about crawling on the ballroom floor. “But yeah, that’s pretty much my life.”

​“Do you think it’ll be easier when you take things over from Vivienne? Maybe you can get with one of her wealthy friends.” I turn away from the window to face her now.

​“Not my type.”

​“Oh yeah? You’re not a fan of generational wealth?”

​“You of all people should know how infuriating those people can be.”

​“Yeah, true.” I suppress the urge to pry further and point to my apartment complex up the road. “It’s right up there. I’ll just run in quickly.”

​“I’m coming with you,” Erin says, parking her car outside my place.

​“It’s okay, I’ll be in and out,” I say, but Erin’s already out of the car and on the sidewalk. I sigh in defeat and lead her up the stairs to my studio.

​“Watch your head.” I point to the tight stairwell. “No spiral staircase here.” Erin ducks her head dramatically and follows me up to the top floor.

​“Penthouse suite, huh?” Erin leans against the stained exterior walls while I unlock my door.

​“That’s one way to put it.” I push on the door and it doesn’t budge. “Fucking thing,” I mutter and throw my shoulder into it. The door flies open and I stumble through. Erin gives me a little smirk and steps through the door.

​“Well hello there!” She reaches down to scratch His Majesty behind the ears. It’s typical of him to greet a woman he’s never met before me. He purrs and rubs himself against her leg and I swear I can see him glare up at me, annoyed.

​“He’s hungry. What’s his name?” Erin asks.

​“Lord Whiskers,” I reluctantly admit. Erin laughs and gives him a long pet from his ears to his tail.

​“Does that make you… Peasant Hailey?”

​“It sure feels that way.” I scoop him up and drop him next to his bowl, which I fill with food. I wash my hands and turn to see Erin looking at a photograph on my mantle.

​“Your parents?” Erin asks. She turns the frame around and shows me the picture of me and my parents on a hike.

​“Yeah. They’re retired up in Maine.”

​“They’re beautiful. I don’t know if I’ve seen such a happy-looking couple before.” Erin puts the picture back. “Do you see them often?”

​“Every month, at least. It’s been hard with work lately though.” I bring my basket of unfolded laundry over to my sofa and begin folding it. Erin sits next to me and begins helping.

​“Does your family… know what you do?” I ask, wincing at my own question. Erin’s smile falters for a second, then she nods.

​“My sister does. We’re super close. My parents… it’s complicated,” she says and puts a folded pair of jeans on top of my pile.

​“It’s cool, I get it.” I don’t push and Erin relaxes back to her regular self. She asks me about the posters on my walls and the books on my shelves. I spend far too much time rambling about the plot of the dumb fantasy smut book I’m reading, but her attention remains firmly fixed on me, only deviating to pet His Majesty.

​“You hungry?” I ask after throwing my dirty event uniform into the laundry. It’s almost 5 p.m. and we haven’t eaten since breakfast.

​“Starving.”

​“How’s pasta sound? I’ve got some ravioli I’ve been meaning to use.” I head into my tiny kitchen and begin pulling out ingredients.

​“It sounds like you’re reading my mind.”

​“You wanna open a bottle of wine too? Or do we need to be back at the manor tonight?” I ask from the refrigerator. I look over to her and see that she’s already crouching next to my small rack of bottles.

​“I think we’ve had enough training for a day. If you don’t mind me staying here, I’d be happy to spend the night,” Erin says hopefully. My stomach flutters and I feel my heartbeat in my neck.

​“Of course you can. I’ve got an extra toothbrush in the bathroom you can use. The shower’s only got one showerhead, though. It's nothing like the spa in the manor.”

​“That’s okay. We can share.”

✽✽✽

​With full stomachs and clean bodies, Erin and I collapse in my bed exhausted from our day. It’s barely 9 p.m. but with our very late night yesterday, we’re both behind on sleep. We lay side by side for a few awkward moments, then Erin turns to me and curls against my chest. Her thigh crosses over my legs and her hand reaches up to gently hold my breast. I wrap my arms around her and give her a comforting squeeze.

​“I’m surprised that you’re a cuddler,” I say, trailing my fingers up and down her back.

​“This is rarer than an orgasm in my line of work.”

​“I assume spooning isn’t on the agenda for Friday evening?”

​“Hah! I wish.” Erin exhales wistfully and closes her eyes contentedly. Our breathing aligns again, just as it did when I was dominating her earlier. We cuddle under the blankets silently for long minutes, neither of us wanting to break the tranquility. I smile to myself, thinking about the insanity of the past 24 hours. Just last night, I was flirting for tips and serving endless rounds of drinks at a wedding afterparty. Now, I’m dominating a professional orgy planner and having the wildest, kinkiest sex of my life. I bite my lip as memories from today resurface in my mind. It felt so natural to dominate Erin, to whip her eager flesh and tease her pretty pussy. I know I doubted myself earlier, but maybe this kind of relationship is something I’m built for. I feel a pulse behind my navel and realize that despite the entire day of sexual training, I forgot about my own pleasure.

As if she’s reading my mind, I feel Erin’s hand slide down my chest to my waist. My breath hitches and a satisfied hum passes through Erin’s lips in response. Her eyes are still closed and her breath is steady as her warm fingers trail up and down my inner thigh. I relax my muscles completely and focus on matching Erin’s breath. Our inhales and exhales align with the motion of her gentle touch. My eyes grow heavy and I close them, lulled by the loving strokes on my thighs and hips. My wrists are not bound and Erin holds no whip, but I still surrender myself to her completely. All I feel is her steady breath on my neck and her fingers inching closer to my pussy.

Finally, her hand slips down my waist and curls around my sex completely. My breath hitches again and she responds with another light hum. She doesn’t penetrate me or circle my clit yet. All she does is hold me in her hand, waiting for our breathing to become one again. As I relax, Erin drags three slick fingers up my vulva to rest on my clit. I can feel my heartbeat through my sex, and it’s starting to accelerate. Slowly, Erin begins pulsing her fingers in gentle circles. She massages her fingers against my clit, pressing with just enough pressure to pleasure me. She doesn't crescendo or break her rhythm for many long minutes. We both know that these strokes will eventually make me climax, but neither of us are in a rush to get there. I focus on keeping my breath steady with Erin’s and let all the chaos from the day drift away. I feel nothing except for the small pulsing pleasure in my clit and the warm breath of my lover. Slowly, the threads of an orgasm begin to spool together. The pleasure builds gradually like an ascending sunrise over the horizon; I can feel it coming from so far away. My pulse quickens but I keep my breathing in line with Erin’s. Her circling fingers coax me gently, guiding me to the crest of a climax. I don’t curse or moan or beg for the release because I can already feel its embrace before it arrives. With one final stroke, a warm, full-body orgasm ripples within me. In my state of pure nirvana, I can feel the groove of Erin’s fingerprints and her heartbeat through her wrist. Time slows to a languid crawl guided only by the metronome of Erin’s touch. Her fingers maintain their constant pulse until my breathing settles back down and I relax my muscles again.

Delicately, her fingers leave my clit and slip back up to my breast. She cups me gently and sighs contentedly into the crook of my neck. It’s as if she felt my need, addressed it, and returned me exactly as she left me. Within minutes, she slips into a peaceful slumber. I stay awake for a while, running my hand up and down her back and playing with her hair. The calm normality of the moment stands in stark contrast to the surreality of this new world I’ve gotten myself into. I think back to what Erin said about the physical, mental, and emotional tolls caused by intense, prolonged domination. At first, I didn’t understand how the emotionality of it all could get so complicated. But now, as Erin sleeps peacefully on my chest, I realize that it’s not public humiliation or pain-induced climaxes that complicate emotions. It’s the rise and fall of her chest, the strength of her hold on me, and her soft, content breathing that make my heart soar to a place far more dangerous than Vivienne’s manor.


If You Enjoyed This...




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





Up for round two? Check out: 
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Earn It: A flirty bartender gets hired for a kinky service job at a  mysterious manor. 
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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. 
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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.  
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