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Chapter One: Like Normal People

​“That was a great idea to alternate orgasms and spankings like that,” Erin says, turning around so I can scrub her back. I lather my hands in her floral soap and soothe her tender skin. It’s Thursday evening and we just finished our final training session to prepare Erin for the event tomorrow. I can’t believe it’s almost here.

​“You’re gonna be submitting for hours, so I figured that it’d be good for us to end with a little endurance training.” I trail my fingers down to her ass, turned pink by my hands, and gently wash her sensitive skin.

​“Are you nervous?” Erin asks.

​“Am I nervous? I’m not the one who’s gonna be tied up and humiliated in front of a bunch of wealthy freaks. Are you?”

​“Of course I’m nervous,” Erin laughs. She turns around and pulls me close under the shower’s rainfall. “A week ago, you were terrified just to be naked in front of others. Now you swing a whip like you’ve been domming for years. What changed?”

​I chew on my bottom lip, thinking about her question. The past week has been a whirlwind of event planning, logistics, and intense BDSM. Every day, I worked Erin through hours of spanking, orgasm denial, and intense bondage, all with the hope that she would be strong enough to face whatever Vivienne had planned for her. We didn’t get through all of the twisted scenarios Erin wanted to practice, but her pain tolerance, endurance, and mental fortitude were certainly improved from where they were when I first dominated her. On my part, things were moving too fast for me to stop and think about my own progression, but I improved a lot too. Now, in what might be our final shower together, I find myself getting stupidly sentimental.

​“It’s not that I changed. I think I just learned. I didn’t know the difference between a whip and a flogger, but now I know the exact part of your thigh to strike with each to deliver the same lick of pain. I know the difference between all your little moans, even when you’re gagged, and what they mean about your pain and pleasure levels. You taught me so much about your world and I think I’m starting to feel comfortable in it. It just sucks that…” I search for the appropriate words and fail. Erin nods and waits for me to find them. I set my jaw and look into her eyes with a burning conviction. “I just wish it could be me taking control of you tomorrow. Not Vivienne.”

​“Me too,” Erin says. She wraps her arms around my back and gives me a lazy, confident smile. “You’d do a good job, but I don’t think our guests want to watch all the kissing and cuddling we do.”

​“What, kissing you during a session is weird?”

​“It’s not weird. It’s cute.” Erin kisses me, then turns to get out of the shower. She tosses me a fluffy towel and I start drying myself. “But our events aren’t exactly known for their cuteness.”

​“So Vivienne’s not gonna kiss you?” I ask, mumbling as I brush my teeth.

​“The only person I’ve seen her kiss is her wife at their wedding. She’s a very different domme than you.”

​“That just doesn’t make sense. Why would you dominate someone if you didn’t care about them enough to kiss them, to comfort them? What’s the point of any of this without the emotion and the laughter and the…” I stop myself and look at Erin through the mirror. She’s looking at me too with her toothbrush hanging from her lip and her eyebrows raised. What am I doing? It’s the night before the most important day in Erin’s life and I’m getting emotional on her. I spit my toothpaste out and rinse my mouth before speaking again.

​“Sorry. I know it’s part of the job to keep emotion out of it. But I just don’t know how that’s possible. How do you do it?” I look down at the sink and wait for Erin to tell me how with enough practice and communication, it’s possible to develop a purely physical dominant/submissive relationship. For a few long seconds, she doesn’t say anything. I keep staring at my reflection in the porcelain, hoping for some kind of answer.

​“You don’t.” I look up and Erin’s next to me, naked and still wet from the shower. Her eyes are soft and she’s biting her lower lip. Slowly, she loosens the towel from my chest, then picks me up with a strength I didn’t know she had. I wrap my legs around her hips and gasp as she takes two steps and pushes me against the cool, dewy bathroom wall. Her lips kiss mine, hungry and passionate. Her fingers grip full handfuls of my hips and ass, unwilling to let me go. I run my hands through her wet hair and down her warm back, melting into her. She doesn’t stop kissing me as she walks me out of the bathroom and to our bed.

I brace myself, expecting to be thrown into the mattress, but Erin cradles my neck protectively and lays me down as if I’m a priceless treasure. I smile and open my eyes, expecting to find her bright irises above my own, but her lips are already on my collarbone. Warm, radiant pleasure washes over me with every one of her kisses down my neck to my chest. One of her hands trails up my arm and interlaces with my fingers. She rubs her thumb across the edge of my pinky like we’re holding hands on a date. Her other hand dips low, drifting down my ribs to my eagerly parted thighs and finally to my sex. I feel two digits slide down either side of my clit, then curl gently against my opening. I push my hips forward to accept her pleasure and close my eyes. Her lips continue to worship my collarbone and nipples. Her tongue swirls around each bud, never biting like I do when I’m disciplining her. Part of me expects her to reach into her nightstand and produce cuffs or rope or some kind of cruel toy, but she never does.

One hand remains interlaced with mine as her tongue joins her other fingers in their slow, teasing pleasure. She licks my entire pussy from my vulva to my mons as her digits gently curl in and out. Her strokes are almost lazy, as if bringing me to a climax isn’t her concern. I relax into the expensive sheets and fully surrender my body to Erin. I don’t curse or moan or beg. My legs don’t tighten around her back or lock her head in place. I just let her experienced tongue and fingers remind me what real, unaccompanied sex is.

​As her tongue teases little circles around my clit, I think about our first night together. There was so much fire and intrigue and grandeur to our dance. I remember the taste of our pent-up arousal mixing on our tongues. I can still feel the heat from the candle flames and the bite of the rope. I can see Erin bound tight and writhing from an stimulation-free orgasm, something I couldn’t imagine was possible. I thought she was just another wealthy, out-of-touch woman with a kinky streak. Now, as she holds my hand and guides me towards a release, I see her for who she truly is, for who she wants to be.

​I moan now for her, soft and pleading. My other hand reaches down and curls around her head, not directing her strokes, just soothing her hair. I feel her smile into me and increase her tempo just enough to begin my ascent. Delightful pressure builds in my core as her digits curl within me. Sweet pleasure courses through my entire being as her lips and tongue envelop my clit. She does not tease me or make me beg for the rapidly approaching climax. This pleasure is freely given by her and I graciously accept it.

​My thighs shake softly and my toes curl as I lose myself in the gentle release. It’s like I’ve been softly lifted up and out of my being. Erin suspends me in waves of steady, gentle euphoria for a few beautiful long seconds, then lowers me back down to reality with the slow decrescendo of her tongue. Her fingers slip out of my arousal-slick entrance and find my other hand. Holding both, she rises from my legs and returns to my lips, pushing my arms gently into the pillows as she kisses me. Eventually, she releases my hands and allows me to feel her arms and back as she settles into her favorite position at my side, her head in the crook of my arm. We’re silent for many minutes, both relaxing in the afterglow of my orgasm.

I feel how firmly she clings to me. I know how important these moments are for her, even if we haven’t had the opportunity to truly talk about them. And we just had sex like normal people for the first time since she made me orgasm in my apartment last week. That has to mean something.

​“What happens after tomorrow?” I ask without thinking. The question’s been burning on my tongue and I can’t help but ask it. Erin opens her eyes and gives me a knowing smile. I think she was expecting me to ask.

​“That depends on Vivienne. If the event runs smoothly and my training holds up, I expect that she’ll hand over the business to me.”

​“And what then?”

​“This,” Erin says, squeezing my side to emphasize her point. She doesn’t elaborate and she doesn’t have to. I smile and lean back into my pillow. When I took this service job, the prospect of making $15,000 was enough to get me to do just about anything with Erin. But now that I’ve done just about everything with her, that money is the last thing on my mind.


Chapter Two: True Submissive

​Erin’s up before I am. That hasn’t happened a single time all week. I sit up and see my service dress and stockings hanging on the bedroom door, freshly drycleaned. There’s a note and a list of preparation instructions on the hanger. I peel myself out of bed, rub my eyes, and open the note.

​“I’ll be out until this evening while preparations take place. By the time you’re up, Vivienne should be here, along with Izzy and Claire. Stay cool if she tries to get into your head. Thank you for being you,” I read her note aloud to myself. Conflicting emotions seep through my morning daze. I was hoping to get a moment to talk to Erin before the event, though I don’t know what I would say. Maybe it’s good that we left on a comfortable, tender note last night. I read the note again and fully process the second sentence. Vivienne’s here now, in the manor. For such a prominent figure in this whole kinky ordeal, I haven’t so much as seen a photo of her. In my mind, I imagine her to be some six-foot-tall raven-haired ice queen with a permanent scowl. Time to test my imagination.

​I brush my teeth, put on my opaque stockings and garter belt, then slide my black chiffon dress up my body. For all my complaining about the see-through material, I’ve grown to appreciate how tightly it hugs my curves and how light it feels on my skin, especially when working up a sweat with Erin. I’d still prefer if my tits and ass weren’t completely visible through the sheer silk though. Before I leave, I notice a shoe box to the right of the door. I find a pair of shiny black heels inside along with another note in Erin’s script.

​“Don’t be mad at me. Vivenne has a thing for heels,” I read aloud, then groan. I shouldn’t be complaining; these heels aren’t even particularly tall and they fit perfectly. But I’m already on edge from event-day nerves, so it takes a conscious effort to suppress my annoyance. I walk out of the bedroom, heels clicking obnoxiously on the hardwood, and head down the spiral staircase to find some coffee. I turn the corner to the kitchen and see a woman sitting at the breakfast nook sipping a coffee. She looks up as she hears me enter and gives me a wide smile.

​“You must be Hailey! Erin’s told me so much about you,” Vivienne’s bubbly voice floats across the room the second I enter the kitchen.

“Yes, that’s me. All nice things, I hope.” I try to hide the surprise on my face and most definitely fail. Vivienne looks nothing like the dark seductress I expected her to be. She’s short and blonde with full cheeks and kind blue eyes. She’s wearing a white sundress patterned with flowers and a slim gold choker. She looks like a good Christian girl from the South, not some wealthy dominatrix.

“Of course. Nothing but glowing reviews!” Vivienne gives me a beaming smile so bright that it almost hurts to look at her. “Here, come sit. Can I make you an espresso?”

“That would be great.” I unsuccessfully try to match her smile and sit down in the chair next to hers. I shift uncomfortably as the thin silk does little to protect from the cold wood.

“I hope my home was comfortable enough over the past week. I’m sorry that we had to disrupt you from your normal schedule,” Vivienne says over her shoulder while fussing with the espresso machine.

“Don’t be. I had a great time here. The showers you have are really something else.”

“You like them?” Her beaming smile is back. It’s like staring into the sun itself. “Did you get a chance to try the one in the master bedroom?”

“I did. It was… it was strong.” A flashback to the powerwasher-like vertical jet makes my legs clench involuntarily. Vivienne must be a much stronger woman than me to get any kind of pleasure from that.

“And what about the basement? I assume you and Erin spent plenty of time down there.”

“Oh, yes. It’s a very well-designed space. Very, um, practical.” I stumble over my words. I wasn’t expecting so much radiant positivity from her. I’d almost prefer if she treated me like a submissive or a lowly employee.

“Well, you’ll be seeing lots more of it tonight. Here you are.” Vivienne returns with my espresso and sits next to me. She watches me with those soft blue eyes while I sip the coffee and fidget in the chair. Still smiling, Vivienne reaches forward and puts a warm hand on top of mine.

“You’re nervous,” she says.

“A little,” I admit. How can I not be nervous? I’m wearing next to nothing while drinking coffee with the woman who’s about to dominate my lover this evening.

“I remember how nervous I was before my first event. It was in a family friend’s dungeon in Berlin and I was so worried that I’d make a fool out of myself.” Vivienne pauses and waits for me to ask the obvious question.

“Did you?”

“Of course I did! I wore a ridiculous leather outfit, interrupted people in the middle of scenes, and even dropped a champagne glass right as a nearby submissive was about to orgasm,” Vivienne laughs to herself. “It went as bad as it possibly could.”

“And you got invited back?”

“Over and over again. I highly doubt you’ll make as many mistakes as I did, but even if you do, just remember that it’s a party full of fools. Everyone’s playing pretend, dressing in ridiculous outfits, and publicly practicing their fetishes. It’s only as serious as you make it.”

“That’s true.” I share a laugh with Vivienne and feel some of my anxiety lessen. I should probably ask about event logistics, but I get an impulse and say, “Can I ask you a question?’

“Of course.”

“How do you and your wife participate in these events without getting jealous?”

“That’s a good question. I assume you’re asking because of your feelings for Erin?” Vivienne asks casually. My lips part stupidly and my face turns as white as her sundress.

“I mean, not exactly, it’s just…” I stammer.

“Relax. It’s okay.” Vivienne gives my hand a squeeze. “You spent an entire week having intense, emotionally-taxing sex with one of the most beautiful people alive. I’d be surprised if you didn’t feel some emotional complications.”

“Yeah. Right. Emotional complications.” I nod. It feels surreal to be having this conversation with the woman who’s about to spank, tease, and torment my lover later tonight.

“Why does the thought of me dominating Erin make you uncomfortable?” Vivienne asks.

“I don’t want you to hurt her.”

“But you know that she likes to be hurt,” Vivienne challenges me.

“Maybe you’ll go too far.”

“We have safewords in place. And you’ll look out for her, won’t you?”

I nod, thinking back to what Erin said about the party guests: their allegiance is to Vivienne. Erin needs someone on her side.

“I suppose I am a bit jealous,” I admit. Something switches in Vivienne’s expression as soon as I say the words, as if she’s been waiting for me to say them.

“Good. You should be. I want you to be.” A glimmer races through Vivienne’s eyes. She leans over the table and puts her lips to my ear. “I’m going to do unspeakable things to your lover, and she’s going to enjoy it. You do want her to enjoy it, don’t you?”

“I… I do,” I whisper through my clenched jaw.

“Ah, it’s tricky isn’t it?” Vivienne pulls away from my ear. I can still feel the echo of her warm breath. “You want your lover to enjoy her submission to me, but not more than she enjoys her submission to you.”

“This is what Erin was talking about. You have such a twisted mind,” I deflect, not wanting to tell her that she perfectly summed up my feelings in a single sentence.

“Oh, come on. This is fun! I gave you a week to develop your connection. I have a single evening. Aren’t you excited to see what’ll happen? Who she’ll prefer?” Vivienne’s eyes flash dangerously. She gave me a week? I thought it was Erin’s idea to hire me. I feel a spark travel down my spine as the pieces fall into place. I’m not getting paid $15,000 to serve drinks. I’m getting paid to fulfill Vivienne’s years-long fantasy.

“I’m part of your plan, aren’t I?” I ask. The slight curl of her lips tells me I’m right. “This isn’t just about dominating Erin, the one woman you never had. You want to take her from someone else. From me. You want me to feel all your pent-up envy, don’t you?” I ask the questions in her same teasing tone. It takes every ounce of my strength not to let my anger through.

“And what if I do? What’re you going to do about it?” Vivienne teases. I know she wants me to take the bait, and I’m tempted to bite. There’s a hundred clever insults dancing across my tongue just waiting for permission to fire. But I remember what Erin said about her domination style: the more you resist, the harder she pushes. This is a game, a dance, a party for fools. I’ve been given a role to play, even if I didn’t fully understand it until now. Slowly, I match Vivienne’s smile and stand up from my chair. Her gaze lingers on my tits before meeting my eyes.

“What will I do about it?” I repeat her question. “I’ll be of service in any way I can. That’s my job, isn’t it?”

“That’s right.” Vivienne narrows her eyes at me. She’s not expecting me to play along.

“Good. I live to serve.”

“Spoken like a true submissive,” she teases. I feel the hair on the back of my neck bristle at that, but I swallow my retort. It’s better if she believes that to be true.

“If you say so. Thanks for the coffee.” I shrug, finish the rest of my espresso, and turn to leave. I feel her eyes on my hips and legs as I walk out of the kitchen towards the ballroom.

“You look stunning, by the way!” Vivenne calls after me. “I love those heels.”

“I know,” I call back to her, not turning around. She laughs to herself and I force myself to walk away. I make a living off of placating and flirting with people like her. She wants me to complain, to beg, to strike back at her. I can’t. Servers like me can’t retort, no matter how justified the outburst would be. I take a deep breath and take a look at the list of preparations Erin left for me. I might as well be productive while I panic.


Chapter Three: In My Head

​“Hey, Hailey. You nervous for tonight?" Izzy asks me as I enter the ballroom. She and Claire are putting thick red candles in the countless candelabras around the room.

​“No, I’m excited,” I say with an uncharacteristic bubbliness. I’m already tired of people asking me this. I grab a box of candles and begin helping them with the monotonous task.

​“Really?” Izzy shares a surprised look with Claire. “You’re excited for your lover to be bound, whipped, and fucked by Vivienne fucking Walton?”

​“Well, no. It’s just that…”

​“Vivienne got in your head, didn’t she?” Izzy asks.

​“Yeah,” I sigh and begin twisting candles into place.   These women saw the entire progression of my relationship with Erin. They know how much we care about each other. There’s no point in masking my anxiety to them.

​“You know, we were in a similar position to you and Erin a year ago,” Izzy says.

​“Erin mentioned that she and Vivienne dominated you both. What’d they do to you?” I ask. They share another look. Neither says anything. “Come on, you can tell me. I’m sure it wasn’t…”

​“You know those two columns in the basement? With the rings?” Claire cuts me off. I turn to her and nod, surprised to hear her speak. Izzy usually speaks for the two of them.

​“I’m familiar.”

​“Well, we’re the ones that Vivienne paid to build them. She offered to pay triple if Izzy and I would publicly test them at one of her events.”

​“That’s crazy. Were you two together at the time?” I ask.

​“We just started dating officially, though we’d been working together for years. Both of us were open-minded and somewhat kinky, so we accepted the offer. When we arrived at the event, Erin had us both stripped, blindfolded, and gagged. We were led into the basement and each bound to one of the columns facing each other. She left us like that while guests arrived and got acclimated, then Vivienne removed our blindfolds. I still remember how incredible Izzy looked all stretched out on that column,” Claire says, smiling over to Izzy. The older woman rolls her eyes, but I can see a slight flush in her cheeks.

​“Vivienne then gave me a choice: pleasure or pain. Whichever I didn’t choose, Izzy would spend the entire night receiving. Obviously, I chose pain. I’m a tough girl, I could handle it.” Claire sends a teasing look over to Izzy, who rolls her eyes again.

​“What’d she do to you?” I ask. I’m almost scared to find out.

​“The better question would be what didn’t she do to me,” Claire laughs. “Whips, paddles, clamps, hot wax, electricity… I’m pretty sure there were a few war crimes sprinkled in there. Anyways, the entire time I took it with a smile while I watched Izzy lose herself in pleasure. Two of Vivienne’s submissives worshipped her body for hours. I was happy because she was happy, or so I thought.”

​“It was brutal,” Izzy cuts in. “Every time I orgasmed, Vivienne pushed harder on Claire. I was helpless to do anything but watch Claire writhe in pain while I had my mind blown over and over again. Everyone watching us thought that I had the better deal, but Vivienne knew what she was doing. The only thing worse than having your pussy whipped is repeatedly climaxing while it happens to your lover.”

​“That’s diabolical.” I shake my head in disbelief. “And you were both fine afterwards?”

​“I had a wonderful time.” Claire gives me a wide smile. “Izzy needed a lot of reassurance that I was okay.”

​“I don’t blame you,” I say to Izzy. “Honestly, this sounds pretty similar to what Vivienne has planned for Erin tonight.”

​“I know. That’s why I’m telling you this,” Claire says. She hands me a new box of candles and directs us to another candelabra. “On the surface, tonight is about Erin finally submitting to Vivienne. We’re both very excited to see that.”

​“It’s a long time coming,” Izzy agrees.

​“But Vivienne knows she can’t break Erin. They know each other too well for that. That’s why you’re here.” Claire and Izzy both turn to me.

​“You’re serious? All of this to break me?” I wave at the newly renovated ballroom. “I’m just a bartender. She doesn’t even know me!”

​“Think about it from Vivienne’s perspective. She spends years flirting with Erin, desperately trying to dominate her. When Erin finally agrees to participate in an event, she then submits to you, an unknown bartender, freely and eagerly for an entire week. In Vivienne’s own home no less,” Izzy says. “Did you think she wasn’t gonna be jealous?”

​“I thought this was their plan. Didn’t Vivienne want me to train Erin?” I ask.

​“Hailey. Erin didn’t need training. That woman is a force of nature. She didn’t need you for this event. She needed you for herself.” Claire points to me, the ballroom, then to her chest.

​“Really?”

​“Erin does not submit. Ever. Then you come along and she’s crawling around the floor with a collar on her neck and a vibrator in her pussy. What does that tell you?” Claire asks.

​“She accepts me?”

​“She loves you.”

​“She… what?” I blink my eyes a few times, unable to process what I just heard. “How do you know?”

​“Trust me, I know,” Izzy and Claire say together in unison. I want to pry more out of them, but I can’t let myself go down that path. I need to focus on tonight.

​“What should I do?” I ask. My mind is a whirlwind. The whole week I was so focused on preparing Erin for her submission that I didn’t spend any time preparing myself.

​“Endure your own pain, not Erin’s,” Claire says, motioning between herself and Izzy. “When Vivienne dominated us, Izzy was so worried about me that she couldn’t enjoy the pleasure for herself. Focus on your service and trust that Erin can handle herself.”

​“What if I break?”

​“Then you break. Who cares? This is all a stupid dance for rich people to get off to. You and Erin have something real. Vivienne can’t buy that,” Izzy says.

​“You’re right.” I feel confidence return to my tangled, mushy brain. Something connects in my head and I smile up at the contractors. “That’s funny. Vivienne said the same thing. She told me about her first time at an event in Berlin. She got nervous, crumbled under the pressure, and then said that it’s not that serious. That’s the difference between me and her. I take my job seriously. I care about the people I serve.”

​“Even Vivienne?” Claire asks. I smile, expecting the question.

​“Especially her. You’ll see.”


Chapter Four: On the House

​By the time guests arrive, I’m already exhausted from the preparations. Vivienne runs a tight ship, and with only myself, Izzy, and Claire to set up tables, stock the bar, and clean the manor, it’s a miracle that we’re ready when guests start arriving. Thankfully, Vivienne handles the greeting service herself and I can get into the right headspace behind the bar in the ballroom. It’d be easier for me to relax if I knew where Erin was or what was going to happen tonight, but that’s out of my control now. All I can do is the job I’m getting paid to do.

​I take a long drink of water and stretch my neck in anticipation of a long shift. Claire catches my eye from the corner and gives me a friendly wave. She’s sitting behind an expensive-looking grand piano wearing a similar dress to mine. I’m equally surprised and impressed to learn that she’ll be the musical entertainment for the night. Claire takes a sip of the cocktail I made her, then begins playing a gentle melody on the ivory keys.

​As if on queue, the ballroom doors open and Vivienne steps through with a short-haired, muscular woman on her arm. My jaw is getting tired from dropping so frequently in this manor, but it drops again as I see their outfits. From her neck to her toes, Vivienne’s wearing a bodysuit of skintight black latex. The tight, shiny material makes it look like she’s been perfectly dipped in a thin layer of oil. Her blonde hair is black in a tight bun and her lips are painted red as blood. Gone is the cutesy Southern belle from the kitchen. With her dark eye makeup and stiletto heels, she looks poised to kill.

​“Hailey!” Her floating voice stretches across the candlelit ballroom. “Would you mind pouring my wife a drink?”

​“Of course.” I snap out of my stupor, smile, and look towards the muscular woman as she crosses the ballroom. In stark contrast to Vivienne, she’s wearing a simple white slip dress with a plunging neckline and an open back. She wears no jewelry except for a thin gold collar on her neck with a ring in the middle. For such a masculine-presenting woman, she wears the feminine dress with easy confidence and grace. Vivienne leaves her with me and returns to greeting guests.

​“You must be Elise,” I greet her. “What can I get you?”

​“Vodka martini. With a twist.” I feel her eyes on me while I pour the drink. “You’re new, aren’t you?” Elise asks. Her tone is deeper and softer than Vivienne’s.

​“To the kinky orgy business, yes. To making a damn good drink, no.” I give Elise a sly look and she laughs at the casual joke. I slide her the drink and she slides a $100 bill across the bar.

​“Drinks are on the house.” I offer the money back to her. For $10,000 a ticket, it would be a bit ridiculous to make guests pay for drinks.

​“It’s a tip,” Elise whispers. She rolls her eyes and takes a sip of her martini. “You really are new to the business.”

​“You’re too kind.” I go to slip the money into my pocket and forget that the stupid dress doesn’t have pockets.

​“Not too practical, is it?” Elise muses. I look up and she’s scanning my outfit with an amused expression.

​“With respect to your wife, practicality doesn’t seem to be her priority tonight,” I whisper back and point to the hundreds of lit candles around the ballroom. As the one who lit them all, I’m particularly annoyed about Vivienne’s taste for soft light. That said, I have to admit the space is stunningly beautiful, bathed in candlelight from the candelabras and moonlight from the large windows.

​“Oh, it never is,” Elise laughs. She takes another sip of her drink, then says, “Between us, this whole thing is a little… dramatic, isn’t it?”

​I stop polishing a whisky glass and lean over the bar with raised eyebrows.

​“Vivienne and Erin certainly have a proclivity for theatrics,” I say carefully. Despite Elise reassuring me that this is “between us,” I’m wary of directly criticizing her wife. Especially tonight.

​“That’s very true. And you? Will you be performing tonight?” Elise asks, gesturing to the ballroom. The question makes me confident that Vivienne hasn’t told anyone what her true intentions are tonight. If Elise doesn’t know that she plans to break me, I have to assume that no one does.

​“I’m just a bartender,” I deflect with an easy smile. “But I’ll do my best to look pretty during my service.”

​“Well, don’t try too hard.” Elise looks me up and down in a way that all but confirms her and Vivienne’s open relationship. “My wife is quite territorial about the spotlight, you know.”

​“Thanks for the tip.” I flash Elise the money she gave me with a wink and slip it into an empty whisky glass under the bar. She tilts her drink in my direction, then leaves to return to Vivienne. As soon as she leaves, half a dozen guests wander through the ballroom door. They’re all dressed along a spectrum from elegant like Elise to downright kinky like Vivienne. One woman in a similarly provocative bodysuit is leading a barely-covered submissive around with a gleaming silver chain attached to a thick collar on her neck. The submissive woman has a black dress that barely covers her tits with long slits up to her hips. The material in front of her sex flutters as she walks and I catch a glimpse of her bare nether regions. It takes a considerable effort to pull my eyes up to hers when she approaches the bar.

​“My Mistress would like an espresso martini,” she says to me with arms crossed neatly behind her back. I eye the woman holding her chain and see that she’s deep in conversation with another dominant-looking woman.

​“Sure. Anything for yourself?” I ask, already pouring a shot of prepared espresso into a shaker.

​“I’m not permitted,” she says with a sad smile.

​“Oh! That’s beyond cruel,” I give her a fake shocked gasp, which earns a delightful giggle from her. The submissive’s domme turns and narrows her eyes at me, tightening her grip on the chain as she approaches.

​“She wasn’t flirting with you, was she?” The woman asks. Her face is sharp and her eyes are piercing like a hawk’s.

​“Goodness, no.” I give the submissive a small smile as I shake and pour her domme’s drink. “She does look thirsty though, and it's gonna be a long night.”

​“Is that right?” The domme smiles down at her submissive. The short woman stares back up at her with wide, pleading eyes. I’ve done this charade a million times with women trying to get men to buy them drinks. Having the bartender on your side is usually enough to tip the scales.

“Alright. Make it two,” the domme relents, motioning for me to make a second martini. She unclips the chain and her submissive stands on her toes to kiss her cheek.

​“Thank you, Mistress,” she whispers into the sharp woman’s ear while smiling at me with her eyes. I shake and pour another drink, then smile as the couple sits at the far end of the bar to enjoy them. With all the chaos this week and my complicated feelings for Erin, I forgot how much I love my job.

More well-dressed women filter into the ballroom as Claire plays a louder, more upbeat melody on the piano. I serve them drinks, graciously accept their tips, and feel myself slip into my beautiful robotic consciousness. It’s different from the sweaty bars I’m used to, but I’m grateful for the change. There’s no more than fifty women here and most are content to wait a minute or two for their drink while they catch up with friends. Occasionally, I have to remake a drink for a picky patron or offer a substitute for something that isn’t stocked, but I’m pleasantly surprised with how polite these sinister, kinky women are to me.

​But as there is every night of service, something comes along that rips me out of my delightful trance and plummets me back to a reality. A week ago, it was Erin sitting gracefully at a rowdy bar, her long red hair tucked neatly behind an ear. I remember her easy smile and flirty tone and the adorable way she sipped her drink while I worked. She was a little oasis for me that night, calm and refreshing.

​Tonight, it’s Erin again that plummets me back to my conscious self. Except this time, she’s not sitting at the bar with a lazy smile. She’s descending from the ceiling.


Chapter Five: Hot Wax

If I was in the middle of making someone’s drink, that glass is long forgotten now. Everyone is in the room staring up at the center of the ceiling. Claire switches to a dark melody in a minor key to musically punctuate the drama. There’s no speech from Vivienne and no lengthy introduction. She doesn’t need one. She’s just standing there in her void-black bodysuit with that wicked smile on her face and her hands on a long rope that stretches far into the ceiling. Slowly, she loosens the rope and my lover descends from the ceiling into view.

I wish I could say that she looks like an angel descending from the clouds, but this is not a holy event. At first I just see her pale skin, red hair, and limbs twisted with black rope. But as she enters the glow of the candlelight, I see Vivienne’s bondage for all the beauty and brutality it embodies.

Erin’s in a wide, arcing backbend that hurts my spine to look at. Rope harnesses around her chest and waist pull her torso up, with her tits at the apex of the arch. Her arms and legs are connected behind her back with tight rope binding her wrists to her ankles so that her body forms a complete circle. It’s awe-inspiring that the human body can be so flexible to bend like this. I’m almost tempted to praise Vivienne for her artistry when I see the real thing keeping Erin in such a strict arch.

A thin red rope connects her long, auburn hair to a shiny length of smooth metal that curves around her lower back and into her ass. The rope bisects the circle of Erin’s body in an angry red line, pulled taut with unforgiving knots. The predicament is clear: if she relaxes from the arch, she pulls the hook deeper into her sensitive entrance.

Whispers around the bar confirm my observation, ranging from excited gasps to horrified groans. All eyes are on Vivienne and my bound lover as she ties the rope to an anchor point so that Erin floats at Vivenne’s chest height. Finally, she pushes on Erin’s ankle and gives her a spin to showcase her beauty to the room. Every inch of her taut muscles and smooth skin is radiant in the candlelight. And when her inverted head faces me, her lips are smiling and her eyes are glazed over in a deeply submissive trance. A jolt of pure jealousy unlike anything I’ve felt before shoots from my heart to my head.

You want your lover to enjoy her submission to me, but not more than she enjoys her submission to you, Vivienne’s words from before echo in my mind. I exhale slowly. This is what Erin wants. It’s what she needs to do to inherit Vivienne’s business. As if she can read my thoughts, Vivienne turns her head to the bar and finds me with her piercing eyes. I meet her gaze with a hard stare and force a smile onto my lips. She raises her eyebrows back to me in a look that says, “We’ll see how long that smile lasts,” then clears her throat to speak to the crowd.

“Hi everyone,” Vivienne says, her voice bright and bubbly. “I have a treat for you all. Tonight, you get to watch the end of our world.” The crowd erupts with whispers. Two women laugh from the corner by Claire and a single targeted look by Vivienne silences them.

“I know, I know. My wife always tells me that I’m a little dramatic.” More laughter, this time accepted with a warm smile on Vivienne’s red lips. “But it’s true. Sadly, it’s true.” She circles around Erin and trails her gloved fingertips along her ribs. I see Erin twitch in surprise, but she otherwise remains still. “This world I built was a dream of mine. It is a dream of mine. It’s a place where fantasy and reality blur and bend and break.” Vivienne slaps the side of Erin’s thigh with her final word. The sound echoes in the large ballroom and invites a fresh round of gasps. Vivienne waits for silence before continuing.

“It’s been a pleasure exploring this world with you. We’ve shared memories together that fuel my dreams and haunt my nightmares.” She earns more laughs with that ominous admission, surprisingly. “But this devilish little realm is not free from changes in the real world. Changes to my life, some incredible,” Vivienne looks at Elise with a smile, “And others tragic,” Vivienne stares at the ballroom ceiling, likely thinking of her father, “Require me to make changes here. Tonight, I call for a Rapture.”

Murmurs ripple across the room. Apparently these women know what a Rapture entails. I glance around the bar as Vivienne pauses dramatically. The crowd is hanging on to her every word. I have to admit, she does give a damn good speech.

“Thankfully, I didn’t build this world alone. Though many of you know my cruelty, even I can’t be so cruel as to deny credit where it’s due.” Vivienne steps over to a candelabra and plucks one of the thick red candles from its holder. “Erin is an architect, an artist, a woman of unparalleled talent,” she says, stepping back over to my lover with the candle. To my surprise, the women around the bar seem shocked to hear this praise. It obviously comes as no surprise to me.

“Some of you know her as a servant, but all these years, she’s been my conspirator in the shadows. Her twisted whims influenced you all, whether you realize it or not. Tonight it is my absolute pleasure to bring her into the light.” Vivienne flashes a dazzling smile at the crowd, then carefully places the candle between Erin’s tits, illuminating the elegant curve of her neck. I watch helplessly as a drop of red wax drips off the side of the candle and splashes on her chest. Her eyes close with focus as the wax cools on her skin and another droplet begins to bead.

“Tonight,” Erin repeats, “Erin O’Conner submits herself to me, to you, to our entire world for judgement. As it is written, we will see if she has the fortitude, self-control, and devotion necessary to lead tomorrow as I do today. These traits will be measured in three tests, the first of which you are witnessing now. Should she complete the Rapture, she will gain access to all of my resources; everything she needs to expand our world. Should she fail…” Vivienne trails off with a wicked smile. Murmurs around the bar tell me that the consequences for failure are severe. I shouldn’t be surprised that there’s some weird ritualism to this all. It is a sex cult for wealthy lesbians, after all.

“I’m getting ahead of myself!” Erin laughs and spreads her arms wide. “Please enjoy yourselves and each other tonight. It’s been an honor to serve you all.” Vivienne bows her head to the crowd and is met with emphatic applause. She humbly bows again, then motions to Claire, who begins playing a light, airy melody on the piano. As if coming out of a snap freeze, motion flows across the ballroom as conversations resume and couples begin dancing. I’m still staring at Erin bound in that impossible arch with wax now running rivers down her breasts and ribs. Dancers fill in around her, swaying with their partners. Erin does not moan or gasp or struggle as the hot wax trickles down her flesh. She just remains perfectly taut, an unmoving centerpiece for all to admire.

“Hello? Still with us?” A lofty British accent pierces my trance and I turn to see an older woman in a beautiful blue gown looking at me with a curious smile.

“Sorry.” I snap back to reality, tearing my gaze away from Erin. “What can I get you?”

“You were in the middle of making me a negroni, I believe.”

“Right.” I stare down at the bar and see the half-finished drink that Vivienne’s drama distracted me from. I have no idea what step in the recipe I’m at. “I’ll make it fresh for you.”

“Thank you, dear,” the British woman says. I give her the drink and look up to see a dozen pairs of expectant eyes all thirsty for my attention. Slowly, I fall back into my rhythm, but my focus is never fully on the drinks or my patrons. Every time I look up, I see Erin floating in suspended bliss with red wax dripping down her beautiful form. The other women in the ballroom are focused on their partners or their conversations, and I can’t begin to understand it. How can they bear to look away from something so beautiful?

“Could I get something dark and red?” I force my gaze away from Erin to see Vivienne leaning on her elbows against the bar facing the ballroom. My chest tightens as I pour a glass of red wine and slide it across the bar.

“The wax was her idea, you know.” Vivienne swirls the wine and takes a sip. I quickly scan the bar to make sure there’s no one waiting for a drink, then I fill a glass of water for myself and join Vivienne against the bar.

“I find that hard to believe. We didn’t practice waxplay.”

“Is that right?” Vivienne’s voice brightens. “Maybe she was saving that for me.”

“Maybe.” I keep my tone calm, refusing to let my emotions overpower me.

“Do you think you’ll feel responsible if she fails? You were responsible for her training, after all.”

“Of course,” I say immediately. It’s both the truth and what Vivienne wants to hear. “She’s still my responsibility, even tonight.”

“And what is that responsibility, exactly?”

“To serve her needs, just as it’s my responsibility to serve your’s.”

“That’s right.” Vivienne nods. She steps away from the bar and turns to face me. I’m taller than her, but in her black latex and razor-sharp heels, her presence completely dominates mine. Her eyes shamelessly ogle me up and down, then stare into mine. “Submission looks good on you.”

“Thank you,” I whisper the words through a clenched jaw. Over Vivienne’s shoulder, I can see the candle flame almost down to Erin’s chest. Sweat is shining on her forehead and her legs are trembling under the tension. It takes every ounce of self-restraint within me not to run over to her and blow out the flame. Vivienne sees me staring at turns to look with me.

“I think we’d both agree that submission looks far better on her,” I say coolly.

“On that, we agree.” Vivienne clinks her wine glass to my glass of water, then strides over to Erin, weaving between dancers. She circles around her, tugging on her ropes and examining her sweating skin. The flame is dangerously close to her skin now with only a centimeter of wax left in the candle. A slap from Vivienne makes Erin twitch, then gasp as she accidently pulls the hook connecting her hair to the hook in her ass. Her eyes fly open and find mine through the crowd. Even with her face upside down, I can still see her unbroken resolve. She’s trembling and breathing fast and shaking in her bondage, but she will not break. Vivienne waits a few moments with eyebrows raised, then dramatically blows out the candle. Erin’s face is cast into darkness again and Vivienne claps once to get the room's attention. Claire pauses her melody and all turn to face the center.

“She’s strong, isn’t she? No one can doubt that now,” Vivenne says. Murmurs and whispers from the crowd signal their agreement. “But there’s more to leadership than physical fortitude. You must be strong in the mind against temptation.” She runs her gloved fingers down  to her waist, pausing right above her sex. The gentle touch makes Erin relax and expect a lick of pleasure, then Vivienne suddenly slaps her pussy with echoing force.

“Mmmm!” Erin moans through grit teeth as the final burst of pain washes over her body. The rope between her hair and the hook is completely taut and her wax-covered chest is heaving. The women around her gasp and laugh as my lover twists in her bondage.

“I still struggle to resist temptation, as you can see,” Vivienne laughs with the women. She spreads her arms wide again and gives the room a dangerous look. “Enough with all this foreplay. Let’s have some real fun, shall we?”


Chapter Six: Mistress Vivienne

​I have a small, precious moment of solitude in the basement while the women in the ballroom finish their drinks and dance their last dance. The massive room is dimly lit from candles on tables and lanterns hanging from the many anchor points on the ceiling. The two columns in front of the bar are gleaming with wood polish and the massive circular bed in the center is freshly made with white silk sheets. Long, curved sofas, leather chairs, and lounges are neatly arranged on the room’s perimeter. Everything is as I expected it to be, including the bar fully stocked with restraints and sex toys.

​I finish cleaning a leather paddle and hang it on its display hook behind the bar. Though I’ve made my living serving drinks, I’m somewhat confident in my ability to recommend the right whip to the right couple. I run my fingers over Erin’s favorite flogger and smile to myself, remembering the surreal feelings of trust, service, and connection I felt while splashing it across her body. Those emotions fortify me now as women begin to descend the stairs and find comfortable seats around the room.

​It’s immediately clear that the noble air of the ballroom was nothing but a playful ruse, a small formality before the main event. The British woman I served earlier is in a leather armchair resting her feet on two bent-over submissives on their hands and knees. The submissive I made an espresso martini for is bent over her domme’s lap, receiving a firm, echoing spanking. I meet her eyes and she smiles shyly for a moment before her domme grabs a handful of her hair and pulls her head back to deepen her arch. The biggest surprise is Vivienne's wife Elise, who’s casually relaxing on a lounge while a naked woman with hands cuffed behind her back pleasures her with her lips and tongue. She’s not even looking at the cuffed submissive, she’s talking with Izzy and Claire on the adjacent sofa, who’re casually cuddling. Izzy catches me staring and gets up to approach my bar.

​“Hey, Hailey. Can I get… 60 meters of jute rope?” Izzy asks.

​“60 meters?” I raise my eyebrows and grab three large bundles of the soft, firm rope.

​“Make it 90. Claire likes it tight.” Izzy shrugs. “Can I get a ball gag too? And throw in a butt plug while you’re at it,” she says as if ordering pastries from a bakery. I wordlessly hand her what she asked for and watch as she begins tying hip and chest harnesses on a now naked Claire.

​“I’m looking for some heavy shackles and a leather paddle.” I turn away from Izzy and Claire and see the espresso martini domme drumming her fingers on the edge of the bar.

​“Your hand getting tired?” I ask, nodding over to her submissive. The bent-over girl gives me a wicked smile and shakes her hips excitedly.

​“Unfortunately, yes. That girl is a real glutton for punishment.”

​“She’ll like this one. It’s got a good sting, but it’s not too sharp.” I hand her one of the paddles that Erin liked best and she nods appreciatively.

​“Do you want a few swings? I think my sub has a little crush on you.”

​“Oh!” I find myself blushing at the thought. “I appreciate the offer, but I’m on the clock. Though you can tell her that this is from me.” I go to the vibrator section and find the same toy I used on Erin our first night together, now freshly cleaned. The domme tests the vibration power and nods, impressed.

​“I’ll be sure to let her know.” She turns to leave, then stops herself. “I hope to see you back someday, once Erin takes over.”

​“I… hope to be back too,” I say slowly and share her smile. I hadn’t thought beyond this night before, but I’m pleasantly surprised at how much I’m enjoying myself. The same feeling of satisfaction I get when a patron enjoys a drink I recommend surfaces as the room fills with the moans of excited submissives and dommes. I see Izzy hoist Claire into a sideways suspension attached to one of the ceiling anchors and watch as Claire wraps her lips around the gag I selected. It’s not a feeling of ego or dominance that fills me with satisfaction, it’s the simple knowledge that I served the couple well. Whenever there’s a lull in requests at the bar, I circle around the room and bring water to sweaty submissives and new toys for their dommes. The espresso martini domme asks for a strapon harness and I help slip it up her hips and secure it in place. On my way back to the bar, I notice that Claire’s ass is bright red and the wood floor is soaked with the aftermath of many orgasms. I silently hand Izzy a towel and a small bottle of lotion as Claire recovers from an orgasm.

​I stand with my hands on the edge of the bar and look out into the wild orgy. I’ve never been around this much nudity and kink and outright sex before. It should terrify me to see the two collared submissives now binding and fucking the older British woman, but it’s merely amusing to hear her accented yelps and moans. Everywhere I look, there’s sweet pleasure and delicious pain and trusting exchanges of power between connected couples. Part of me wishes I could join in on the fun.

​“Hey.” I hear Erin’s voice and startle, then turn to see her and Vivienne standing at the bar. I was so busy feeling satisfied with myself that I didn’t hear them come down the stairs. Vivienne’s still in her neck-to-toe onyx-black bodysuit and Erin is still naked and collared, now with rope marks decorating her limbs and a pink splash on her chest and breasts from where the molten wax touched.

​“Hi.” I flush and turn to Erin, ignoring Vivienne. “You looked incredible up there.”

​“So did you. Down there.” She gives me a wink and I can feel Vivienne glare at me as I wink back.

​“What can I get you?” I ask her.

​“Four lengths of 10-meter rope, a ring gag, a whip of your choice, and a wand vibrator with a harness. Please.” Erin smiles.

​“Good thing I saved this for you.” I slide Erin’s favorite flogger off the hook and offer it to Vivienne, who takes it with a smile. I collect the rest of Erin’s request and slide it across the bar.

​“Why don’t you bind Erin for me? My wife looks like she could use a hand,” Vivienne says, pushing the rope bundles back to me. I look at Elise and see her stalking between three submissives all bound in compromising positions to a leather couch. I exit the bar and move to walk to the columns with the rope, but Vivienne’s gloved hand catches my bicep. Her lips find my ear and she whispers, “Be a good girl and make it tight for me.”

​My blood boils as the submissive pet name rolls off her tongue, but I refuse to let her see me sweat. I simply nod in acknowledgement and walk with Erin to the two columns in front of the bar.

​“Are you doing okay?” Erin whispers as I bind her left wrist to a gleaming brass loop.

​“Am I okay? How are you?”

​“Stop deflecting, I’m fine. And tie that one tighter,” Erin says, testing my bondage.

​“I’m good. Vivienne’s been trying to get in my head. She’s playing some kind of game with me.”

​“Well, then don’t let her win.” Erin flashes me a smile as I move to her other wrist.

​“It’d be easier if I knew what the game was.”

​“It’s the same one I’m playing. Bend, but don’t break.”

​“I know, but is she going to…” I stop myself and finish tying a knot. “I don’t want to watch her have sex with you,” I say softly, thinking of how Erin pleasured me last night. “Not like how we do it.”

​“You won’t.”

​“But…”

​“Hailey. Trust me.” She looks down at me with soft eyes as I bind her ankles. More than anything I want to kiss her lips and wrap my arms around her shoulders, but I know that Vivienne is watching. I nod once and secure the wand vibrator between her thighs, pulling the straps of the slim leather harness tight.

​“It’s kinda fun, isn’t it?” Erin asks as I stand back up to check my work.

​“Yeah, it is,” I admit with a shy smile. “They wanted me to join in.” I nod my head to the espresso martini couple.

​“Really? Good for you. Rosa’s famously territorial of Sophie.” Erin glances over and watches as Rosa fucks a pink-bottomed Sophie with the strapon I helped her put on.

​“I guess I’m good at my job.” I hold the silicone ring gag up to Erin’s lips and she licks them before opening her jaw wide. I nestle the gag between her teeth, then buckle it beneath her ponytail. Almost immediately, a thin line of drool pools in her bottom lip and runs down her wax-pink chest. I look over to see if Vivienne’s watching us. She’s momentarily distracted as she’s gagging one of Elise’s submissives, so I stand on my toes and give Erin’s open lips a quick kiss.

​“Be strong. I’ll be here if you need me.” I reach down and put her vibrator on its lowest setting, then walk back to the bar. Just as she was in the ballroom, Erin’s the centerpiece of the room. All around her, two and three and foursomes are in various stages of wild, depraved passion, but whenever I get a chance, my attention is on Erin. After returning from a lap around the room, I lean back against the wall and drink in her bound beauty. Her fingers are wrapped around the ropes binding her wrists and her eyes are softly closed. Her hips gently rock back and forth against the wand vibrator, letting pleasure wash away the pain from her impossible suspension. Vivienne comes around a few times to increase or decrease the vibrator’s speed, but she spends most of the next hour checking in with friends and helping dommes discipline their submissives. It isn’t until most of the women are exhausted from orgasms, discipline, and stressful bondage that Vivienne turns her full attention to Erin.

​I look around at the relaxing couples and remember what Elise said earlier about Vivienne’s aversion to sharing the spotlight. The domme purposefully waited for everyone else to finish their sessions before beginning her own. She wants all eyes on her and Erin, and Elise’s statement literally becomes true as one by one, the lanterns from the perimeter of the room extinguish, leaving only the circular bed and the two columns fully lit.

​I return from refilling waters and see Erin breathing heavily with her shoulders slumped in bondage. She’s slick with sweat and her own spit and her eyes are delirious. I feel a pang of guilt, realizing that I was the one to turn on the vibrator and begin her torment. Her entire body is begging for an orgasm, and I’m powerless to give it to her.

​The woman with that power approaches her now, squeezing her shoulders with gloved hands and testing the strength of my knots.

​“Do any of you think she’s earned an orgasm yet? Has she passed your standards of self-control?” Vivienne asks the shadow-draped women lounging around the perimeter. She reaches down and presses the vibrator hard against Erin’s clit, making her moan unashamedly and thrash in her bondage.

​“Most certainly not!” The British woman calls out. A few women laugh and mumble their agreement.

​“I’m so sorry,” Vivienne whispers loudly in Erin’s ear. She picks up the leather flogger and brandishes it to the room dramatically before repeatedly snapping it against Erin’s back, ass, and thighs. Her skin is superheated from the hour of rumbling pleasure, but Erin still takes her punishment with soft eyes and breathy moans. Everyone’s staring at her and Vivienne, listening to and watching the orchestra of pain and pleasure. But Erin’s staring at me. I can see her lips slightly curled in a smile around her gag as Vivienne splashes the tails over and over against her back. Strangely, I don’t feel the spike of envy I felt in the ballroom. I know that Erin wants this and that she’s thinking of me. Vivienne’s striking harder than I would, but I also know Erin can withstand it. And if she can be strong enough to withstand the torment, then I can be strong enough to witness it.

​“Hailey!” Vivienne calls over to me. It’s as if she can sense my newfound comfort and wants to tear it down. “Bring me a cane.” I swallow nervously and select a thin wooden switch from the wall. Erin once hit me with it to show me how much it hurt, and I can still see stars from that swing. But with the attention of the entire room, I have no choice but to do Vivienne’s bidding. I hand her the cane and bring the soft flogger back to its spot behind the bar.

​“Had enough yet?” Vivienne whispers in Erin’s ear, pressing the tip of the cane between her shoulders. Erin defiantly shakes her head no, and Vivienne rains hell on her already pink skin. Ugly snaps of wood on skin echo in the large room with every strike. I can’t see the red lines forming on her back and ass and thighs, but I can see the pain in Erin’s face with every swing. More than that, I can see her getting close to an orgasm. The vibrator is on a low rumble, too soft to make her climax, but I know that Erin can orgasm from pain. I subtly shake my head at her and mouth the words, “Don’t cum.” She slightly nods back, steeling herself, then moans again as Vivienne moves to her front and begins striking her quadriceps and breasts. Now I see the angry dark-pink lines appear after each snap of the cane. There’s a strange beauty in the marks, as if each is a display of Erin’s strength. With a dramatic flourish, Vivienne turns to the shadowy room again.

​“How about now? Does this submissive, aching slut deserve an orgasm?” Vivienne almost shouts the words. I impulsively begin to respond, but I bite my tongue. “Perhaps a little more pain?” Vivienne asks, then turns to me. “Bring me the nipple clamps. The metal ones.”

​Erin’s eyes go wide and a pit forms in my stomach. I know how sensitive Erin’s nipples are. She could never handle the clamps for more than a minute in training. It’s a small mercy that Vivienne’s avoided torturing her nipples until now. I test the clamp on my fingerpad and immediately know that these will either make Erin orgasm or break completely. I pause behind the bar, staring into Erin’s eyes. She sags in her bondage, already accepting that this is probably going to push her over the edge.

​“Having trouble, Hailey?” Vivienne smiles at me with a cruel grin. I hear whispers around the room and feel sweat bead on my forehead. Fuck this. I was hired to serve Erin, and these clamps are not what she needs right now. On an impulse, I slide the thin straps of my service dress off my shoulders and push it to the ground. I hear gasps from around the room as my body becomes fully visible to the wealthy women. A week ago, I would rather die than be this exposed. Now, I don’t even think about it.

​“Mistress Vivienne,” I say softly, using the honorific to signal my submission. “I was wondering what the clamps feel like.”


Chapter Seven: Of Service

I hold out the clamps in my hands and offer them to her. There’s complete silence in the room. Vivienne smiles and looks at me curiously. I can see the panic in Erin’s eyes as she realizes what I’m doing.

​“Oh really? You’re curious?” She asks skeptically.

​“I am. I’ve spent all night serving your guests and I have to admit that it’s made me… excited,” I whisper so only she and Erin can hear me. Erin mumbles in protest, but her cruel mistress silences her with a smack on her pink-striped ass. Vivienne takes the clamps from me and twirls them around a gloved finger. She mulls something over in her mind, then smiles.

​“Stick out your chest.” I obey, crossing my arms behind my back for good measure. Vivienne rudely pinches my right nipple with her fingers and rolls it between them to harden it. Dull pain radiates through my chest, but I stand firm.

​“Why do you want this?” Vivienne asks with the clamp open over my nipple.

​“I want to be of service.” I smile back at her, then gasp as white-hot pain floods my body. My knees buckle from the searing sensation. It takes everything within me not to collapse. I look down and see my poor nipple trapped between the cruel metal jaws of the clamp. I breathe quickly through my nose, then set my jaw and look back up at her. Vivienne shrugs and unceremoniously clamps my other nipple.

​“Oh, fuck,” I can’t help but whisper to myself. I’ve never felt such searing, targeted pain before. It shoots through my nipples and down my spine and strangely, pulses through my clit too.

​“Thank you,” I whisper to Vivienne. “I’ll be behind the bar if you need me.” She gives me a confused look and her eyes narrow as if she can’t quite figure out what happened there. She looks back at Erin, who’s breathing steadily again with a softened expression. Erin’s looking at me with a mixture of confusion and pure relief. I just smile back. Though my nipples ache horribly every time I move, it looks like the distraction gave Erin enough time to calm herself back down.

​“I’ve got to give credit to you all, you made our bartender horny enough that she wants in!” Vivienne jokes to the women. They laugh and whisper amongst themselves and I swear I can hear Izzy say, “Erin was about to snap,” to Claire.

​“Now where was I?” Vivienne asks herself, still confused.

​“You were gonna make her cum!” Claire calls out from her corner. Another round of laughs around the circle.

​“Ah, right you are.” Vivienne reaches between Erin’s legs and turns the vibrator to its highest setting. Immediately, Erin’s legs clench in their bindings and her breath quickens. “Except, there’s an issue. I’ve been working hard all evening and haven’t had a moment to enjoy myself. It wouldn’t be fair for this submissive to climax before me, would it?” Vivienne asks rhetorically. No one contests her. She begins stripping out of her latex bodysuit right in between me and Erin, staring at me as she does so. Her naked body shines with sweat in the candlelight as the slick material falls to the floor. She snaps her fingers at me and says, “Collect this and release her. Leave that vibrator on.”

​I slowly walk out from the bar, pass her a towel, and collect her bodysuit. Vivienne nods in appreciation as she dries her sweat, then she begins lighting the candles around the massive circular bed in the center of the room. I move quickly to untie Erin, not wanting to prolong her torment. I wipe her lips and chest with a small towel and remove her gag, leaving only the vibrator as commanded. She looks at me with an expression I can’t place. There’s sweat still beading on her skin, even as she stands unbound. It’s as if it’s taking every ounce of her strength not to give in to a climax right now.

​Vivienne reclines on the silk sheets in the center of the room, facing Erin and I on her side. She looks like a marble statue carved by some deity. I hear women whisper and stand around the room, then feel their presence as they step forward around the circle. I look behind me and see the British woman smiling in her now-tattered blue gown.

​“Kneel.” Vivienne points to the center of the bed. Erin wordlessly obeys. “Kneel,” she says to me and points to the edge of the bed closest to the columns. I feel the shadowed eyes of fifty women on me at once. I look around and catch Izzy’s eyes. She nods once. I don’t know what gives me the strength to do it, but I step onto the bed and lower to my knees. I don’t even feel the ache of the clamps any more. My heart’s beating too fast to feel anything else. Vivienne shifts slightly onto her back and props herself up with her elbows. She spreads her thighs and reveals herself to Erin. I see Erin close her eyes and breathe purposefully through her nose. My heart sinks as I realize what Vivienne’s about to do.

​“True submission requires devotion. It requires service and worship and complete reverence. You know this to be true,” Vivienne says firmly. She pauses dramatically, then continues. “You’ve done well, Erin. You’ve served me faithfully for many years. Now, there’s only one thing left for you to do. Crawl to your Mistress.”

​Erin remains still for a moment, her eyes still closed. She looks so peaceful in her submissive mindset. I remember seeing it for the first time a week ago, when we wrestled for dominance on this very bed. Now, there’s nothing I can do but watch as Vivienne takes her from me. I don’t know how I can bear to watch Erin worship another woman, but what other choice do I have?

​The room is silent save for the flicker of the candles and the dull rumble of the vibrator. Slowly, Erin opens her eyes and looks straight into Vivienne’s. The blonde domme’s lips curl into a smile. Then Erin turns to face me. Gasps erupt around the candle-lined bed. Erin meets my shocked eyes with a smile, then slowly crawls over to me. My trembling submissive sits up straight and I gently reach forward to put my hands on her thighs. I don’t understand what she’s doing. She gives me a nod, then glances over her shoulder to Vivienne and says, “Okay. Now what?”


Chapter Eight: Worship

​“There’s no way!”

​“Is she… are they together?”

​“That’s the bartender from before. The one who fixed my collar.”

​“Vivienne’s going to lose her mind.”

​Gasps turn into shocked whispers as the women surrounding us immediately begin to talk to their neighbors. I hear Izzy and Claire laugh in complete astonishment and can see Rosa and Sophie smile and hold each other close. I nervously look up at Vivienne. She looks stunned.

​“Enough!” Vivienne’s voice breaks through the whispers. “With the threat of losing all of this, you would still choose this… bartender?” She waves her arm around the circle of gathered women and stares at me pointedly. I can see that Erin is struggling to form words, so I reach forward and remove the vibrator between her thighs. Its head is slick with her arousal. Vivienne raises her eyebrows but doesn’t admonish me. She’s still focused on Erin.

​“Thank you,” Erin whispers to me, then turns to face Vivienne. They stare at each other for what feels like minutes, but is likely only seconds. Finally, Erin takes a deep breath and finds her voice.

“We both knew this moment would come. We planned it. For you, it’s one final display of supreme domination, a deification. For me, it’s a rebirth, a baptism by fire and sweat and faith. I have always had faith in you, Vivienne. I owe so much to you. You are an incredible friend and confidant and domme. It’s been fun playing with you today. I liked having my strength tested by someone as talented as you. I enjoyed resisting the temptation to orgasm. But my devotion? That you haven’t earned.”

For the first time all day, Vivienne looks shocked. To her credit, so am I. Erin takes another deep breath and puts a hand on my thigh.

“You’re right, you know. Hailey is a bartender. She embodies the spirit of service unlike anyone I’ve ever met. Once, I mistook that for submission. I’ve since learned from that mistake.” Erin gives me a small smile. “She actually cares about her patrons. You all know this.” She makes eye contact with Rosa and Sophie, then Izzy and Claire. They smile and nod back. “Just minutes ago, Hailey sacrificed her ego, and her poor nipples, in service to me. What kind of dominant does that for their submissive?”

No one answers the rhetorical question. Erin lets the silence settle, then looks to Vivienne with soft, hopeful eyes.

“True dominance, just like true submission, also requires devotion. It requires service and worship and complete reverence. You know this to be true,” Erin reflects Vivienne’s words back to her. All eyes turn to Vivienne, who’s still reclining on the pillows. Moments pass, then she suddenly stands and walks across the bed to where I’m kneeling.

“Stand,” Vivienne says. I do. She puts her hands on my shoulders and traces her thumbs across my collarbone. She leans to whisper something into my ear and I don’t know whether she’s going to kiss me or kill me.

“You love her, don’t you?” Her words are quiet and soft, floating like candlesmoke from her lips to my ear.

“I do,” I breathe. My response is immediate. It feels like the world is melting around me.

“Do you know what she needs right now?”

“Yes.”

“Okay. Don’t fuck it up.” Vivienne pulls away from my ear, then steps back to the edge of the bed. She lifts her arms once more and puts a brilliant smile on her lips.

“If you two are so devoted to one another, then by all means, prove it.” Vivienne steps back over the candles and disappears into the shadows next to her wife. I blink my eyes at the space where she disappeared into. The room is silent.

I look down at Erin in the middle of the massive bed. Her red hair is tucked neatly behind her ears. She bears marks all over her body from the rope, flogger, and cane. I can feel the gaze of dozens of people watching as I kneel in front of her and slide my hands up her whip-marked thighs.

“I’m all yours,” Erin whispers. My head and heart are pounding. I know what I need to do, but my strength is failing me. The first time I dominated her, Erin walked me through it. We’ve had a week together to practice and grow comfortable, but nothing could’ve prepared me for this.

“Need a push?” Erin whispers, noticing my indecision. She doesn’t wait for an answer. She reaches forward, gives me a devious smile, then releases my nipple clamps.

“Oh my… fuck.” Stars cloud my vision. Searing targeted pain streams into my nipples as blood flow returns to them. I breathe heavily through my nose and set my eyes on Erin. I can see her competitive spirit flare through her irises. She raises her eyebrows, setting the bait. I take it.

I push her onto her back and throw myself on top of her. My hands find her wrists and pin them next to her head. She immediately relaxes against my firm grip. Her lips are in that pretty, lazy smile and her eyes are radiating pure happiness. She’s giving herself to me, completely and publicly.

Prove it, Vivienne’s words echo in my mind. I scan her whip-kissed body with hungry eyes, deciphering her need. All at once, it’s obvious. She doesn’t need to be bound or gagged or spanked mercilessly until her bottom turns red for me to prove my dominance. Vivienne already did that, and it was frightening and beautiful and exhausting. I don’t need to be the storm clouds punishing her after an already arduous journey. I need to be her oasis.

“Just relax,” I whisper into her ear, then crush my lips to hers. She kisses me back hard and frantically like we’re lovers reuniting after years apart. I slow her down by pressing gently on the sides of her throat. I’m in no rush.

Her hands, now free from my grip, circle around my back and pull me in tight. Her nails draw circles on my shoulderblades and her legs tangle with mine. I cradle her head with one of my hands and slide the other down her hip, holding her delicately. I hear gasps and giggles and sweet sounds from the women surrounding us. They likely weren’t expecting this evening’s climax to be so vanilla.

I trail my fingers across her tight stomach and slide them down her thigh. It’s hot to the touch from the whip and cane. Erin whimpers softly into my lips as I caress her tender flesh. I bite her lip gently, then look up and find Izzy’s eyes in the circle of shadowed women.

“The aloe cream, please?” I ask. She smiles and disappears into the dark. Erin tilts her head beneath me, confused.

“You’re not going to…?”

“Don’t question me.” I tighten my hand on her throat and push her firmly against the sheets. Her hips pulse from the touch and I see her tighten in anticipation.

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“Relax,” I repeat, my voice low. She exhales, softening the skin of her face and releasing her clenched muscles. I can feel how tightly wound she is right now. She’s craving intensity and passion and wild, wanton fervor. I don’t give it to her. It’s not what she needs.

“Thank you,” I say to Izzy, who tosses me a small bottle. I sit up, still straddling my lover, and lather my hands with the slick lotion. I press my hands to her sides and run them up her pink-striped ribs and tits. Her eyes close as she rumbles a moan of pure satisfaction. I knead my fingers into her whipped skin, spreading my cooling touch up and down her body. I’m probably spending far too long massaging her breasts and softly teasing her nipples, but neither Erin nor the assembled women are complaining. I sit up again and admire my work. Her oily skin reflects the candlelight so beautifully. I shift down to continue my massage and lather my hands again. I’m softer with her thighs, which were cruelly marked by the cane. I press my hands up and down, teasing her creases with slippery digits. It’s easy for Erin to relax now that I’ve worked up a rhythm. All is quiet in the room except for her soft moans and the sound of slick hands on sensitive flesh.

“I’m jealous,” I hear Sophie whisper her to domme. “That looks like it feels incredible.”

I get an idea and act on it before thinking. I toss the aloe cream to Rosa, who flinches and barely catches it.

“There’s plenty of room on the bed if you want to serve your submissive too,” I say to her, but loud enough for the whole circle to hear. I earn a fresh round of gasps and whispers. These women really are easily excited. Long moments pass, then Sophie’s naked form passes through the candlelight, followed by Rosa. They lay down a respectful distance away from us with Sophie on her stomach and Rosa straddling her back. The domme begins rubbing lotion onto her pink-spanked ass and whispering praise into her ear.

“Should we?” I hear Claire’s voice over the whispers.

“It’d be rude not to,” Izzy says. They step through the candles and lounge on the bed next to Rosa and Sophie. Erin and I watch as both submissives recline and both dominants get to work. They kiss and caress and whisper sweet words, mirroring what I did with Erin just moments ago.

“Where was I?” I return to my relaxed, shining lover and kiss her pretty lips. She melts into my touch and I press my body to hers. As we embrace, I feel the weight of another couple on the bed, then another. Erin giggles and gasps as I turn my lips to her neck and kiss her ear.

“Sorry to share the spotlight,” I whisper.

“I’m not possessive,” she breathes back.

“Oh, but I am.” I smile and push myself down her body, sliding on her oil-slick skin. I settle myself between her legs and wrap my arms under her thighs and up her waist to hold her hips. Erin sighs in sweet surrender, completely relaxed into the bed. The sounds of soft moaning, slick skin on skin, and gentle whispers surround me as more women join. I can feel the shifting weight on the bed and smell the air thick with pheromones and candlesmoke. Though my senses are filled with the pleasure of others, the only pleasure I’m concerned with is Erin’s. Her arousal is thick and fragrant, already spilling onto the sheets below. It won’t take much effort to give her the climax she desperately needs. I kiss her clit once, just a tease to gauge her sensitivity. She twitches, then relaxes with a satisfied hum as I drop my tongue low and drag it up her vulva. I snake my tongue up and down in languid rivers of pleasure, carefully avoiding her sensitive clit. I’m not teasing her like I did on the night we met, I’m giving her time to feel comfortable with my lips and tongue before I send her off in a sweet release.

I dip my tongue low again and drink her arousal greedily. I think I’m addicted to her essence. She tastes like sex in front of a fireplace: warm, sweet, and laced with heat. I press my fingers harder into her hips as I lick a broad stroke up her entire pussy. Her hips rock forward to meet my tongue as it grazes over her clit. Over the sounds of gentle sex around me, I can hear Erin’s steady moans. Every delicious exhale is a plea for me to repeat my stroke. I listen to every single one. It doesn’t take long for her hips to tighten and her back to arch off the sheets.

“Please, Mistress,” Erin whispers. Her words are so soft and desperate, it would be cruel to deny her this climax. I pause at the top of her clit and look her straight in her pleading eyes.

“Yes. Whenever you’re ready. I’m so proud of you, Erin,” I whisper back and kiss her clit like it’s her lips. Her head rolls back and her thighs tighten as her orgasm blossoms from the singular kiss. I extend my tongue and gently swirl it in the way she loves to keep her pleasure flowing.

“Mmmph!” Erin covers her mouth with her hand to stifle her moan, but I reach up and pull her hand to mine. I want to hear this. Every muscle in her body contracts as the most cathartic moan I have ever heard spills from her lips and echoes in the large room. The couples around us stop and stare as Erin vibrates from the careful swirling of my tongue. I can feel waves of orgasms from the contractions in her pussy, but she doesn’t move a muscle while I pleasure her. Every time I think the orgasm is about to taper out, her delightful moans reach my ears and tell me that she’d like another. I oblige her over and over until my tongue’s sore and I’m dripping with sweat. Time melts away completely as my purpose in life becomes singular: don’t stop.

Finally, she lets out a satisfied sigh and pulls me back up to her lips. She laughs and wipes my cheeks with her thumbs, then kisses me deeply. Erin should be exhausted after the seemingly endless orgasm I just gave her, but there’s fire in her eyes and urgency in her touch. One of her hands sneaks between my thighs and curls against my sex. I moan involuntarily as her manicured digits glide down my vulva and curl into my opening. With all the mind games, high-stakes domination, and sexual service tonight, my own pleasure was an afterthought. But with Erin’s arousal fresh on my tongue and her fingers pressed right against the spot I love, I feel passion surge in my heart and plummet to my core.

I push my hips down to meet her hand, grinding my clit into her palm like I did in front of the fireplace the night we met. Her digits sink deeper as I rock my hips, filling me completely. My elbows buckle embarrassingly as I brace my arms next to Erin’s head. I might be her dominant, but she knows exactly how to melt me into a formless puddle of pleasure.

Erin bites my lip hard enough to make me break away, then uses her penetrating fingers to pull me up her body. I gasp and stumble forward, catching myself with knees on either side of her head. I feel her fingers slide out of my dripping opening, then feel her lips and tongue envelop my pussy. The pressure from her tongue and the suction from her lips pulls pleasure straight to my soul. I reach down and put my hands on the sides of her head to steady myself as I ride her face, shifting my pussy up and down her nose, lips, tongue, and chin. All around me, lounging couples are watching and touching each other while I rock my hips on my lover’s face. A week ago, I couldn’t bear the thought of being naked in front of others. Now, I want them to look, to see me erupt in pleasure. I revel in their hungry gazes as Erin roughly grabs my hips and pulls me harder against her tongue. My lips spill praise and moans and delighted sounds with every swipe across Erin’s face. She’s breathing my scent and tasting my need and feeling the hot pulses of pleasure from my contracting thighs. Her entire world is my pussy, and she is its dutiful servant.

As I pull my hips back, she creates a strong suction with her lips and digs her fingers into my ass. I twitch from the burst of pleasure, then feel an intense pressure build behind my navel. My fingers weave through her hair and pull her head up to press harder against my pussy. Her tongue swirls faster and I throw my head back, arching my body in contorted ecstasy. With one final curl of her tongue, my climax washes over my entire being. I can feel Erin smile against me as her tongue pushes me into a deeper orgasm. Her hands grip me tight, holding on while I extract every last drop of pleasure from her eager tongue. The pulses begin to fade and I release her head, breathing heavily. I slide back and collapse against my lover, lazily kissing her arousal-slick lips and cheeks. Her hands travel up to my cheeks, her eyes glimmering with emotion.

“Hailey, I think I lo…”

“45 minutes.” Erin and I turn our heads and see Vivienne and Elise tangled together on the outer edge of the bed. Both have cheeks flushed from exertion. A part of me warms seeing that they joined in too.

“What?” I blink my eyes, confused. I’m still thinking about what Erin was about to say to me.

“You made Erin orgasm for 45 minutes straight.” My eyes widen and I look around the bed and see women nodding and laughing. I look back at my lover and she nods with euphoria-soaked eyes. Time was melting when I was between her legs, but it couldn’t have been that long, could it?

“Did she… did we pass?” I ask Vivienne, thinking of the test of devotion.

“Look around you.” Vivienne smiles and waves an arm across the bed. All around me are couples and groups of women sitting, laying, and cuddling together. Some still have cuffs on their wrists and collars on their necks, but most are naked or wrapped in blankets. The British woman has her arms around her two submissives each with their heads on her chest. Sophie’s asleep in Rosa’s lap, who’s gently playing with her hair. It’s the most beautiful, bizarre thing I’ve ever seen in my life.

Vivienne untangles herself from Elise and shuffles around a sleeping couple to meet us in the center of the bed. I feel the eyes of every woman in the room on me again.

“After that, after all this, I don’t think any of us would dare to question your devotion,” Vivienne says to Erin. My lover nods, then Vivienne turns to me. “Thank you for reminding us all what dominance truly is. You’re a natural.”

“Thank you,” I reply, sharing her smile. Vivenne stands tall and spreads her arms to address the room.

“I’ll take a page from our newest member’s book and say that It’s been a pleasure to serve you all over these years.” Vivienne smiles wide and nods her head towards me. “And if one thing’s clear, it’s that we’re in very capable hands for years to come. I’ll see you all next month for Erin’s inaugural event. Goodnight!” Vivienne says and leaves the bed with Elise as applause, laughter, and cheers echo behind them.

“Does that mean…?” I whisper to Erin, still wrapped in her arms.

“Yes,” she breathes. I want to laugh and kiss her, but women are already coming up to Erin to congratulate her. I leave the bed to find us towels and smile while Erin awkwardly accepts hugs and congratulations from women as they leave. Finally, after I reject another offer from Sophie and Rosa to come home with them, it’s just me and Erin alone in the basement. We stare at each other, then break out in laughter. I wrap my arms around her shoulders and kiss her neck. I can’t believe what just happened.

“Let’s get out of here,” Erin says, nodding to the stairs.

“Where else could you possibly want to be right now?


Chapter Nine: I Know

​“Oh, how I’ve missed you!” Erin picks up Lord Whiskers, my cat, and kisses his forehead. I flinch, thinking that he’ll scratch her like he does to me whenever I show him affection, but he just purrs contentedly.

​“I can’t believe you wanted to come back here,” I say to Erin and kick my shoes off. For some reason, sleeping in my tiny studio apartment was her idea of celebrating her promotion.

​“Really? I love it here. Your bed is perfect.” Erin gently sets down my cat and pulls me to my bed. We collapse next to each other, exhausted from the evening. Memories from the night lazily float through my mind as we lay in comfortable silence. I see Erin’s perfect bound form dripping with hot wax. I smell the leather and candlesmoke and thick pheromones from dozens of beautiful women. And I hear Erin’s soft voice saying something I couldn’t believe, then getting interrupted by Vivienne. I turn my head to face Erin and see that she’s already looking at me.

​“Can I ask you something?”

​“Anything.”

​“Earlier, before Vivienne interrupted us, you were saying something to me,” I say slowly. Erin’s eyes go wide and I quickly add, “It was probably just in the heat of the moment, but…”

​“No. It wasn’t.” Erin reaches a hand forward and pushes my hair out of my face. I can feel her breath on mine. My heart is pounding uncontrollably.

​“I was going to say, I think I love you. But that’s not the whole story,” Erin smiles and pauses while my stomach twists and my head swirls. What is she saying right now?

“For years, I’ve been alone; wandering through a dream that isn’t mine. It was Vivienne’s, and she made that clear tonight. I was content to help her build her world, but I had no one to share my work and my passion with. Then I met you, and it felt like I was finally living in my own dream. In our dream. Submission came as easily to me as dominance did to you. It was so beautiful and I was so scared of losing it. I thought that after you saw me submit to another woman, I’d be alone again. But you stayed and you served and you supported me even when it pained you. So no, I don’t think I love you. I know I love you. And if that’s too much or if you don’t…”

“Erin,” I cut off her rambling, “I love you too.”

She crushes her lips to mine and pulls me in so tight I think I’m going to burst. She lets out a half-laugh, half-sob as happy tears run rivers down her cheeks. I wipe them with my thumbs and laugh as Erin rolls me over and straddles me. She goes to kiss my lips but I deflect her and wrap my arms around her back.

“Oh, no. Shower first, then you can show me all the appreciation you want,” I laugh and push her off me. She chases me down and kisses me against the wall, the countertop, and the laundry machine before we make it to the bathroom. Finally, I pull her into my tiny shower and laugh as she yelps from the cold water. I hold her face and push her against the wall and kiss her while the water turns warm and cascades over our tired bodies. Erin reaches for the soap and bangs her arm into the shower door. It’s barely big enough for one in here.

“Hey, you chose this shower. We could be getting blasted by Vivienne’s vertical showerhead in the manor right now,” I laugh as Erin shakes out her arm.

“I have everything I need right here.” She suds her hands with my cheap body wash and runs them over my shoulders and tits.

“Speak for yourself. I’m looking for any excuse to get back in that manor. Is it too early to start thinking about your inaugural event?” I ask. Her eyes light up and her lips curl in a way that tells me that she’s already been thinking about this. Erin’s soapy hands travel up my neck and hold my cheeks softly.

“Oh, Hailey. It’s never too early to start training. And you’re gonna need lots of it.”


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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Bound to the Byline: A desperate reporter investigates a professional development business staffed with dominatrixes.
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Dorm Room Domination: A first-time freshman learns a kinky secret about her older roommate. 
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Show Me the Ropes: Best friends play a kinky game of Truth or Dare while camping on a secluded mountain. 
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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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