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Chapter One: The Angle

“You want me to investigate a dominatrix?” I ask. Manuel can’t see my eyebrows raise over the phone, but he can hear my skepticism.

“Come on Evelyn, why are you fighting this? It’s exactly the kind of story you were asking for. Something complex to sink your teeth into.”

“Complex? What’s the angle here? Hear about some weird shit and tell our readers that people are doing weird shit?” I rub my face and try to ignore the headache developing behind my left eye. I really shouldn’t have taken my editor’s call so late at night.

“You want the angle? There’s a professional development agency staffed with dominatrixes who literally whip people into shape. Come on, this is right up your alley.”

“Corporate big-wigs wanting to get paddled isn’t exactly breaking news. And where did you even find out about this? This is pretty weird, even for you.” I hear a long sigh and a ruffling of papers on Manuel’s desk.

“I met one of their clients.”

“Where? The Emerald?” Manuel is practically a regular at that lounge. Half of his anonymous tips come from instigating tipsy conversations with the patrons there. He knows how I feel about the ethics of that.

“Maybe.” Manuel refuses to admit it, but I know I’m right. “Regardless, that conversation was off the record. What I do know is that Nightbound changed their life. I’m talking about improvements to mental and physical health, career trajectory, everything.”

“They climbed the corporate ladder by getting a spanking?” My tone conveys how little I believe the story.

“That’s part of it, yeah.”

“And the client isn’t willing to go on record?”

“No, but I have a request to the city zoning committee from ‘Nightbound Professional Development’ to expand operations to a second location. We’re looking at a $10 million renovation project,” Manuel says.

“$10 million?” He’s got my interest now, and he knows it.

“Yup. And they're dominatrixes.”

“How can they afford that?”

“Ah, so you’re interested!” Manuel claps his hands together.

There probably was a point in my career where I would’ve jumped at an opportunity like this, but I’m getting wary of Manuel’s wild pitches. He has a talent for getting sources in places that a journalist had no business being, but I’m the one who has to actually go to those places. I still haven’t forgiven him for getting me stranded in the Atlantic ocean with a group of exotic animal smugglers.

“I’m not going to willingly walk into some dungeon just because you think it might be interesting,” I say, thinking about the dozen deadlines more pressing than one of Manuel’s side tangents.

“You don’t want this? Fine. I’ll give it to Roger.”

“Oh, fuck off. He’s the worst person imaginable for something like this.” I know Manuel is working every angle in the book to get me to take this story, but I wasn’t expecting that one. “He’s probably into this shit, the little freak.”

“Why do you care? I thought this was beneath you,” Manuel says. I groan, leaning back in my chair. This story was the last thing I needed right now. I had just survived a third round of layoffs in the newsroom and I need something incredible to keep myself in management’s good graces. Interviewing a bunch of dominatrixes, no matter how successful they were, feels like a massive waste of time.

“You know that I hate you, right?”

“Oh, I depend on it.”

A long silence settles between us. I really want to hang up, but my curiosity is undeniably piqued. There’s just too many unanswered questions. I don’t know much about professional development, BDSM, or zoning law, so the fact that there’s overlap between the three is equally confusing and intriguing. The more I think about it, the more I realize that the research necessary for this would be insane. And I’d have to interview women intimidating enough to turn sexual domination into a legitimate enterprise.

“How many words?” I ask. Manuel slaps his desk in excitement on the other end.

“3,000. I already emailed you the background information. I want something by the end of the week. Have fun!”

“You already…” Manuel hangs up. Sure enough, an email is waiting in my inbox with an address to Nightbound’s office, a link to their website, and documents from the zoning office. I can’t help but let a smile curl on my lips. Even though I’d never let him know it, I do appreciate how he always runs the most interesting stories by me before going to the others.

I click the link to Nightbound’s website, half-expecting to be barraged with pop-up ads and naked women. To my surprise, the page is so polished it’s almost boring. The marketing lingo tells me I can, “Discover deep-rooted passions” and “Learn from a team of seasoned professionals,” but I can’t find any evidence of whips or chains. I click the “About Us” page and am met with five headshots of professional, conservatively-dressed women. Interesting.

“CEO Lillian Kingsley has over a decade of experience in leadership development, corporate coaching, and personnel management. Her patented approach leverages desire-driven psychological profiling to coax results out from the inside,” I read the CEO’s blurb to myself. I make a quick note in my notepad: desire-driven … coax results.

I click on the “Client Testimonials” page and see an impressive list of glowing reviews. “Thanks to the team at Nightbound, I conquered my perfectionism, accelerated my career, and ignited my passions.” This is a testimonial from a client named Juliet. Ignited my passions goes on the notepad before I go to the “Book a Session” page.

The page has almost no information on it except for a link to an interest form and a statement about data privacy. I spend the next 30 minutes scouring the website for any information that actually tells me what Nightbound does, but perhaps unsurprisingly, they don’t show clients being sexually dominated on their front page. Nor is there any mention of their expansion project.

I get up from my desk and pace across my bedroom. Any business dealing in sex work wants to avoid media attention. That’s just common sense. Most sex work is profitable only because it works within legal loopholes and operates under shady business practices. Plus, clients are willing to pay a lot for discretion. It’s hard to imagine a client that wants their association with a group of dominatrixes publicly broadcasted.

But Nightbound is posing as a legitimate professional services organization. Their business appears by name in official legal documents, which means that they’re taking the above-the-board route to expanding operations. The zoning board probably wouldn’t think twice about approving a small expansion for a business offering career development. However, if they knew what really went on behind the scenes, there’s no chance they’d get approved.

The problem with this story is a common one among Manuel’s pitches: there’s next to no background information. All I have is one drunk, anonymous source and a website filled with corporate lingo. Wonderful.

✽✽✽

I check the time. It’s 10 p.m. and only getting later. I undress and toss my clothes into an overflowing laundry basket, hoping a shower might calm the whirlwind in my head. Scalding water hits my forehead and I do my best to decompress from the day. I’m normally good at compartmentalizing stories, but this one’s different. Either there’s something wildly illegal going on, or the women at Nightbound created some psychosexual therapy that’s actually working. 

“$10 million?” I whisper into the thick cloud of steam. Every detail Manuel gave me has a cascading list of questions attached to it. If Nightbound really did make $10 million, how many clients did they serve? How much does a session cost? What do their taxes look like? Why isn’t the city investigating a business that deals in prostitution?

The logistical questions are at the front of my mind, but that’s not where the bulk of my curiosity lies. What does a professional dominatrix do, exactly? What kinds of things do they do to their clients? What does it feel like to sexually dominate another? What does it feel like to sexually submit?

I form a visualization in my mind, and as the hot water crashes against my body, I allow myself to fully imagine it. I picture a tall lady dressed in black with a naked businesswoman at her feet. They’re in a dark room lit only by a few candles, like some kind of medieval dungeon. There’s chains around the businesswoman’s wrists and ankles and a coiled whip in the tall lady’s hands. The dominatrix’s lips curl into a cruel smile as the whip cracks in the smoky air. The businesswoman flinches, but the strike lands just between her legs. Taking a step forward, the businesswoman’s face becomes clear in the candlelight. I see myself in chains, the whip casting a shadow on the stone wall.

I gasp and open my eyes. I puIl open her shower door and let the cool air shock my skin, which is pink from the nearly boiling water. That was really, really strange. Visualizing usually helps me separate myself from a story. Like a police sketch artist, I let my imagination fill in the blanks then logically dissect the image. But something in my gut is telling me that separation isn’t going to be possible on this one. If I want answers, I’m going to have to get involved. Physically.

✽✽✽

Towel-wrapped and energized, I sit back down at my desk and open my laptop. Nightbound’s “Book a Session” page is open with the interest form link staring back at me. My fingers hover over the keyboard for a moment, dancing with indecision. Before I can talk myself out of it, I click the link.

Thank you for your interest in Nightbound Professional Development. Please answer the following questions to the best of your ability.

I fly through the first dozen questions, which ask for standard information like my name, birthdate, and occupation. It feels wrong putting my personal information into a dominatrix’s database, but I have the flimsy cover of investigative journalism to protect myself. The next set of questions are targeted at corporate types, asking about leadership style and current management structure. I enter “Independent” and "Inefficient" and move on.

What’s your relationship status? I pause with my middle finger over the “s” key. Being single is a byproduct of working so much, but admitting it on a form feels embarrassing. College was the last time I was in a serious relationship, and that feels very distant now. I type “Single” and click “Next” before I let this turn into an anxiety spiral.

What’s your sexual orientation? Another tough one. I tell my friends I’m bisexual, but men aren’t really on my mind these days. Then again, I don't have the time or stability to dedicate myself to anyone right now, regardless of gender. I type "lesbian" and move on before I can overthink it.

What do you hope to get out of this experience? Obviously, I want the story, that’s the main priority, but I’m not going to reveal that yet. I think for a moment and answer honestly.

“I feel like I always have too many questions and never enough answers.”

Thank you! We’ll be in touch. I frown. The questions were pretty tame if what Manuel said about Nightbound was true. I get up from my desk, toss my towel into a laundry basket, and pace around my bedroom.

“Why the fuck did I just do that?” I whisper to myself. There’s a feeling of immediate regret as I run my hands through my still-drying hair. Before I can fully sink into the feeling, my phone starts ringing. It’s well past 11 p.m. now, and I don't recognize the number except for the area code. I immediately grab my digital recorder and put it next to her phone on the desk.

“Hello?” I answer, looking around the room suspiciously as if the caller can see me naked, anxious, and hunched over my desk.

“Hi! This is Sadie Luxon from Nightbound Professional Development. How are you this evening?” A bright, suspiciously cheerful voice echoes through the speakers.

“Good, thanks. Is this about the form I sent in, like ten minutes ago?”

“It sure is! We pride ourselves on quick communication, but if you’d like to speak at another time, I’d be happy to schedule another call,” Sadie says.

“No, that’s okay. I was just surprised, that’s all.”

“Apologies for the startle! Are you in a comfortable place to answer a few questions?”

I look around my room again. The back of my neck is crawling. “Sure.”

“Wonderful. Before we begin, I must say… I’m a bit of a fan of yours.”

“Really?” For a second, I feel a surge of excitement that I have dedicated readers, but it’s more likely that this woman just researched my profile before calling me.

“Your story about those animal smugglers was incredible. What was the captain’s name again?”

“Alvarez. Did you actually read that story?”

“Yes! I remember when it came out a couple years ago. I saw the headline at the bottom of the website and was shocked it wasn’t on the front page.”

“Yeah, me too,” I grumble. I try not to let it show, but I’m pleased that someone else remembers how my editors fucked me over by burying that story. It was one of my best.

“Was he actually threatening to throw you overboard?” Sadie’s voice is hushed and breathy, like she’s asking about an intimate secret.

“Multiple times a day, every day,” I laugh. “He stopped once I…”

“Drank him under the table. I know. That was… wow,” Sadie finishes my sentence then laughs to herself. She actually likes my work. The flush of pride almost makes me forget that I’m supposed to be investigating her.

“Did you have any other questions?” I position my pen on my notepad, recentering myself.

“Yes, thank you,” she clears her throat as if flustered by the pivot. “How did you come to find our services?”

That’s a tough one to answer honestly. She clearly knows that I’m a journalist, which I should’ve assumed would be obvious once I put my name in their system. But just because I write about strange organizations like hers, it doesn’t mean I can’t be a legitimate client.

“From your website, mostly. I’ve been feeling pretty stuck lately and honestly, I’m desperate for something to change.” It’s easy to hide my real intentions when everything I’m saying is true.

“Wonderful. Can you tell me a little more about this feeling of desperation?”

“Where do I start? I’m working in a dying industry for a dying company writing stories that until 30 seconds ago, I was convinced nobody was reading. My editor is a lunatic, all my friends have been let go, and the only thing keeping me going is the futile thought that my writing actually matters to the world.” I feel my face get hot as I finish my rant. Maybe it was a mistake to be so forthcoming with a potential criminal, but I didn’t say anything to Sadie that I wouldn’t say after a few drinks with my coworkers.

“Got it, thanks for sharing. I really think we can find a good match with a specialist here at Nightbound. Would you be interested in a conversation with our CEO, Lillian? She can get to know your situation a little better and help guide you towards the most productive path forward.”

“Really?” I didn’t think it would be this easy to get face-to-face with the ringleader of this operation.

“Of course! Normally we do most of our intake digitally, but Lillian likes to meet with special clients herself.”

“What makes me special?” I feel my suspicion begin to creep back in.

“Well, I’m a fan of yours and Lillian trusts my recommendations. Don’t tell her I said that though,” Sadie adds in a conspiratorial whisper.

“Your secret’s safe with me,” I whisper back. Logically, I know that it’s her job to flirt with prospective clients, but that doesn’t stop the heady buzz from warming me up a little.

“Oh, good,” she says, relieved I won’t rat her out. “What’s your availability like tomorrow afternoon?”

“Wide open,” I match her seductive tone.

“Great. We’ll see you at 1 p.m.”

“I can’t wait.” I hang up and let out a long exhale. That went suspiciously well. I play back the conversation on the recorder and cringe at how easily Sadie lulled me into a sense of comfort. A bruised ego is an easy one to stroke, I suppose.

In bed, my heart is racing as fast as my mind. These kinds of investigations are normally frustratingly slow and riddled with holes and dead ends. The fact that I landed a conversation with the CEO on the same night of accepting the story should be alarming, and it is. Worse, the line between personal interest and professional responsibility is already blurring. There’s a dull, warm pulse behind my navel that’s beating in time with my heart. Wicked visions flash behind my closed eyes. Any other evening, I’d open the drawer of my nightstand and blast away these errant thoughts with high-speed vibrations. But tonight, I turn away from my drawer and wrap my comforter around my shoulders, afraid about what might unravel if I let myself pull on the thread.


Chapter Two: The Interview

My hair sticks to my forehead and the back of my neck, slick with sweat. I breathe consciously, eying the curled bullwhip on the nearby desk as Sadie contemplates where to strike next. My back is already a modern art piece of criss-crossed welts.

“You don’t want to talk?” Sadie picks up a roll of duct tape and ratchets off a long strip. “I’ll end the interrogation here, then.”

She rudely slaps the tape over my lips, pressing the sticky adhesive into my skin with firm fingers. I flare my nostrils and breathe through my nose.

“Mistress Lillian will be disappointed that I haven’t gotten any answers out of you,” she says as she circles around me and digs her fingernails into my pink-striped back. Fresh agony erupts from the marks. I grasp at the chain binding my wrists above my head, desperate for something to hold onto.

“I know she’ll punish me for that. You don’t want to hurt me, do you?” Sadie taunts. I glare at her as she returns to my front. She reaches forward and absentmindedly twists my nipple. Hard. I moan into the gag, which only makes her twist harder. Her eyes dance with fire. Her lips curl in a venomous grin. I breathe in and out, my chest heaving as the pain settles into a tolerable ache.

“Ah, there you are.” Sadie releases my nipple, inviting a fresh river of pain as the bloodflow returns. “Perhaps I went about this the wrong way. Though your flesh is delicate, your pain tolerance is high.”

Her fingers trace lines down my breasts, ribs, and hips. I feel a strange pulse of pleasure, but try not to let it show. The gentle touch feels heavenly when compared to the cruel whip.

“Do you respond well to praise? Positive affirmations?” Sadie steps close. I can feel the warmth of her breath and smell the cinnamon in her perfume. One of her hands slides up my neck to my cheek while the other dips low between my thighs. She presses the palm of her hand to my sex and rubs a slow circle. I try to close my legs, but the bar cuffed between my ankles keeps them helplessly spread.

“You could be mine, you know. I know how to treat girls like you.” Sadie kisses my tape-covered lips. I can feel how soft they are even through the gag. Her hand slips up my mons, then her fingers slide down my vulva in a gentle motion.

“What’s this?” Sadie gasps in fake shock as her fingers feel the slickness of my opening. She carefully curls a single digit inside, then adds a second after feeling how easily the first was accepted. I can’t help the muffled moan that I exhale, the heat from my breath slightly loosening the tape’s adhesive.

“I want to make you feel good.” Her words are like honey in my ear. “Help me make you feel good.”

“How?” I mumble.

“Tell me why you’re really here.”

✽✽✽

I blink myself awake, dazed and disoriented. Most of my dreams are fleeting and abstract, but I know immediately that this one will be firmly stamped into my mind. I swear I can still feel the tape on my lips and smell the warm spice of Sadie’s perfume, not that I have a reference point for either. I look at my phone and groan: it’s 5:30 a.m. Too late to go back to sleep and too early to start my day productively. A glance down at my sheets makes me groan again. There’s a large patch of fluid-soaked fabric, and I just did my laundry. I really should’ve just masturbated last night.

I spend two hours inefficiently doing my morning routine and drinking enough coffee to give an elephant a heart attack. A scroll through my calendar reminds me of the dozen other deadlines I have coming up, despite the Nightbound story occupying the entirety of my attention.

The rest of my morning is spent doing some of the worst writing of my life and anxiously checking my email for correspondence from Sadie, Manuel, or anyone else connected to Nightbound. Rationally, I know that there’s no good reason to be worrying over this story, but there was nothing rational about my shower visualization or my dream.

There’s also nothing rational about how much time I spend getting ready for my interview with Lillian. I shower thoroughly, cold this time so as to not encourage any unwelcome comfort, and dress in a cashmere blouse and high-waisted slacks that accentuate my hips and thighs. Looking in the mirror, I feel like I’m going on a date, not interviewing the leader of an alleged prostitution front.

On the way to Nightbound’s office, I consider calling Manuel to let him know what I’m doing and where I’m going. Usually, I wouldn’t hesitate to tell my editor that I’m entering a potentially dangerous environment, but the oddly personal way this story is progressing makes me bristle against the idea of involving him further. I send my location to an intern I’ve been working with and tell her to contact Manuel if I don’t get back to her by 5 p.m. today. It’s a small hedge against the idea of my dream turning into reality.

I park on the street and turn on the small recorder in my pocket as I walk up to Nightbound. A simple sign with bold lettering above a glass door is the only indication that I’m in the right place. The entrance is so boring and unassuming that it’s essentially urban camouflage. Nobody walking by this place would have any reason to step inside on a whim.

The door to the lobby opens silently when I push it and I see two women look up at me, both smiling. There’s a well-dressed woman who looks to be in her mid-fifties doing a crossword in the lobby and a secretary behind the desk. My stomach twists as I recognize the secretary from the corporate headshots online. It’s Sadie.

“Hi! How can I help you?” Sadie asks. Her voice is floral and warm, just like it was in my dream.

“Hey, I have a 1 o’clock with Lillian?” I put a tilt at the end of my reply, as if I’m unsure about the meeting details and need more information.

“You must be Evelyn. It’s so lovely to meet you in the flesh,” Sadie beams. The knot in my stomach twists harder. It’s taking an incredible amount of willpower to not give into my paranoia and walk straight out the front door.

“Likewise. Is there anything else you need from me?”

“You’re perfect as is. I’ll let her know that you’re here and send you in when she’s ready for you. Can I get you anything to make you more comfortable?”

Wicked thoughts pass through my head. She’s a remarkably beautiful woman. Her auburn hair is up in a loose bun and her forest green sweater matches her eyes. Freckles dot the bridge of her nose and a touch of mascara highlights the lovely curl of her long lashes. But it isn’t her beauty that’s making me feel uneasy, there’s something in her voice that feels like a drug. I remember how she whispered in my ear during my dream, how her fingers teased me just how I like it. I swear I can even smell the cinnamon in her scent.

“No, thank you.” I share her smile and force myself to turn away. That woman has her own gravitational pull. There isn’t much seating in the lobby, so I take the chair a few feet away from the well-dressed woman.

“First time?” She asks me as I sit down. I reach out to shake her hand, thankful to not have to initiate this conversation.

“Yes. I’m Evelyn, it’s a pleasure.”

“Isabel. You must have an impressive resume.” She gives me an approving look.

“I’m not sure about that. Why do you say so?”

“Forgive me for eavesdropping, but a session with Lillian on your first visit is quite impressive. She usually only takes referrals from other clinicians,” Isabel explains.

“I didn’t realize. Who are you working with today, if you don’t mind me asking?” I can’t believe my luck. I’m speaking directly with a client who assumes I’m in on whatever’s happening here.

“Ruby Onaki. There’s something special about the way she…”

“Isabel? Mst. Onaki is ready for you,” Sadie calls over from behind the desk. I bite my cheek to hide my frustration at the interruption. Isabel shoots me an apologetic look and walks down the brightly-lit hallway, her tall heels echoing softly. I see Sadie looking at me out of the corner of her eye. Her lips are slightly curled in a knowing grin. It takes a steady breath to not correlate her expression with her sinister affect in my dream.

I give Sadie a polite smile and open my phone. In my notes, I write, “Mist Onaki… Missed Onaki?” There was something strange about the way she said “Miss Onaki.” Maybe it was just a vocal inflection, but I have good reason to be suspicious. Or rather, I’ve convinced myself that I do. A few minutes pass and I heard Sadie clear her throat again.

“Would you be so kind as to follow me?” Sadie stands up from behind the desk and stretches an arm down the corridor. Distracted by her form-fitting skirt, I almost don’t notice the honorific in her name tag: “Mst. Sadie Luxon.”

“Of course. What does the Mst. mean in your nametag?” I ask bluntly, motioning to the shining strip of metal as we walk.

“Oh, that’s just a little piece of formality. Think of it as you would any other title," Sadie gives me a nonanswer. I nod in acknowledgement and don’t push it further. She knows what I do for a living, and it’s probably best to keep my real intentions disguised for now. We arrive at the last door in the hallway and Sadie knocks twice.

“I hope you have a wonderful conversation with Lillian,” Sadie says. She looks as if she’s about to say something else, but she stops herself. The door opens in front of us and I flinch at the sudden movement. There were no audible footsteps in that room.

“Hi Evelyn, come on in,” Lillian says. She’s at least four inches taller than me, so I have to look up to meet her eyes. Her jawline and gaze are sharp, but she has full lips and cheeks that soften her expression.

“Oh, and Sadie, I love that sweater,” Lillian says as she steps aside to let me in. Her tone is pure warmth and kindness.

“Why thank you! Have a nice session.”

Halfway in the door, I awkwardly look at Lillian, who’s wearing a deep burgundy turtleneck and loose-fitting slacks. A few pieces of gold jewelry decorate her neck, ears, and wrists, but she otherwise looks very casually-dressed for a CEO.

“We will.”  Lillian gives her a warm smile. “Thank you for helping Evelyn along.”

Sadie nods and leaves, but not before flashing us both an expression so filled with joy that I’m seriously questioning its authenticity. I’ve never seen a secretary so happy to do their job.

Lillian closes the door behind us and I take in the impressive space around me. The room is more like the den of a well-kept manor than a corporate office space. There’s an idle fireplace on the far side of the room, tall bookshelves and paintings lining the walls, and a truly massive leather chair behind an equally large mahogany desk. The contrast between the sleek, modern design of the lobby and this room is striking.

“I’m so happy you were available on such short notice. When I saw your name in our intake system, I just had to get you in here,” Lillian says. She motions to two comfortable-looking armchairs by the fireplace and I sit in one of them. I’m strangely at ease here, despite the adrenaline pounding through my system.

“Thank you for accommodating me. I wasn’t expecting such a fast turnaround.” I try and probably fail to match her easygoing attitude. Her eyes glimmer in the warm, incandescent light from a few scattered lamps.

“Well in your line of work, you must be accustomed to quick decision-making,” Lillian fires the first shot. I wasn’t expecting her to go on the offensive so quickly, but I’m prepared for it.

“You’d think so, wouldn’t you? Tell that to just about everyone I interview. The work I put in just to get a response these days…” I shake my head and laugh. Lillian laughs with me, deep and friendly. We sit in casual silence for a moment, both clearly sizing each other up. There’s something freeing about being at such an informational disadvantage in an interview. Your subject thinks they know everything about you, so they get comfortable. Lillian knows I’m a journalist and has surely combed through every public profile I have on the internet. She also knows that I’m probably here for information connected to a story I’m writing. But she doesn’t know how much I know about her, my angle, or what reason I have to even want to talk to her.

“Do you want to ask your questions first, or should I ask mine?” Lillian asks, breaking the silence. She’s not exactly blunt, but she is certainly direct. I can tell she’s trying to dominate the flow of the conversation.

“My questions? I thought I was on the receiving end of an interview for once,” I laugh again. Lillian doesn’t share it this time. Her expression hardens slightly and she tilts her head curiously.

“The recorder in your pocket says otherwise.”

My face pales. I glance down, immediately giving myself away, and see that the rectangular outline of my recorder is visible through the pocket of my pants. I swallow my fear and reach into my pocket as if I have nothing to hide, slyly turning it off as I pull it out.

“You don’t mind if I record this, do you?” I turn the issue back on her.

“Not at all. I’m an open book.”

“Great.” I turn on the device and set it on the table between us. She has me off-balance. I need to regain control.

“I’m sure you’re as curious about me as I am about you. Why don’t we trade questions?” I offer.

“That would be lovely. Fire away,” she says, prompting me to ask the first question, thereby setting the tone. The stakes at play feel unreasonably high, despite how casual and comfortable Lillian looks. Her dark chocolate hair floats around her shoulders in lazy waves and her chin rests easily in her hand, supported by the armrest of her chair.

“Where does the name ‘Nightbound’ come from? It doesn’t exactly scream ‘professional development’ to me,” I ask.

“Great question. I actually created this company back when I was getting my MBA. There were a few students like myself who were unsatisfied with the rigor of our program. We were learning about economics and markets and management, sure, but we weren’t learning how we fit into the picture. I started a little workshop group that ran late into the night after class each week. My friends always joked that we were nocturnal: bound to the darkness of the night,” Lillian says the last bit with a mock dramatic flair. “It’s a bit theatric, I admit.”

“What kind of things did you do in that workshop?” I press forward.

“Breaking the rules already, I see. You’ll get your turn again.” Lillian dodges the question, citing the rules of engagement that I made. I should’ve left some play for follow-ups.

“Do you have any interest in the services we provide? Or are you just here for content?” Her question hits me across the chin like a right hook. Content? That’s what she thinks of my writing?

“I don’t know what services you provide. If you explain them, I’ll be happy to explain my interest levels.” That’s the truth, whether she believes me or not.

“Is that your question?”

“Sure. Tell me about a recent experience with a client,”

“I can’t answer that. We take client privacy very seriously.”

“Okay. In general, what developmental services do you offer clients?” I ask, a sliver of my frustration coming through.

“I’m afraid I’ll have to answer with a question of my own. What do you know about BDSM?” She crosses one leg over the other and leans back in her chair. I notice a black, shiny stretch of material under the cuff of her pants. It appears skintight and looks like it travels up her legs further.

“I’ve heard the term, but I couldn’t tell you what it means, exactly. An umbrella term for deviant sex would be my best guess.” I stop staring at her legs and make eye contact with her.

“You’re close, but we can do much better than that,” she dismisses me again. The tall woman goes to her desk, opens a drawer, and retrieves a roll of duct tape. My heart beats faster. My stomach drops as she walks back to me. All I can see is Sadie in my dream sealing my lips with an evil grin.

“Here.” She tosses me the roll, then sits back down. I look up at her confused, but she doesn’t give me any direction yet. She purposefully places both arms on the armrests of her chair and begins to explain.

“BDSM is the free and willing exchange of power and control. Each letter represents a distinct, but connected element of the exchange. Many, like yourself, associate it with sex, and you’re not wrong to do so. But you’re not entirely correct, either,” Lillian says.

“Isn’t sexual gratification the ultimate goal of the exchange?” I think back to my dream, which surely falls under this BDSM umbrella.

“That depends on the practitioner and the context of the dynamic.”

I roll the tape between my hands, unsatisfied with the abstract answer. “Can you give me an example?”

“Certainly. The ‘B’ represents bondage, which is the act of physically restraining another, or being physically restrained yourself. If you feel comfortable, I invite you to use that tape to restrain me however you wish.”

I narrow my eyes on her. It feels like some part of this has to be a trick or trap.

“You want me to restrain you? We just met. How do you trust me to not take advantage of you?” I ask. Lillian smiles, clearly pleased with my answer.

“Ah, you’ve arrived at the heart of the exchange. For BDSM to be healthy and purposeful, there must be trust between all parties. If I ask you to release me, will you?”

“Of course.”

“Then I trust that you will.”

“Is it that simple?”

“For me, yes.”

I stand and step closer to her. Part of me still expects her to leap forward and overpower me, but she remains still in her chair. She notices the trepidation in my expression and nods to the recorder.

“You have my expressed consent,” she affirms. I slowly unstick a lip of tape from the roll and pull out a long stretch. Lillian stares at me with confident, challenging eyes. I was not expecting the interview to take this turn, but I’m nothing if not curious to see where this goes.

I close the space between us. I bind her right wrist to the arm of the chair with three wraps of tape, tearing it off at the end with my teeth. Lillian tests the strength of my binding, nods once, and I move to her other wrist. The tape wraps around the large cuff of her sweater and pushes it up her skin a few inches. I see the same shiny, skintight material under the sleeve of her sweater. Strange.

Sitting back down in my chair, I watch as Lillian twists in her bondage, seeing if she can escape. Secretly, I hope that she can’t break free. She twists and pulls with a surprising amount of exertion, but can’t tug the restraint loose. Something deep within me flares brilliantly. The struggle in her eyes, the desperation in her straining, and the acceptance of defeat when she cannot overcome my bindings all fill me with a unique satisfaction.

“How did that make you feel?” Lillian asks. My instinct is to dismiss the question entirely, but she is quite literally a captive audience. And if she trusts me enough to restrain her, then I should trust her with the truth.

“Powerful. I’m surprised you can’t get out of that, being as experienced as I assume you are.”

“It’s not often I’m on this end of things,” she says. “Speaking of which, who do you think is more in control here? More dominant?” Her eyes glimmer with a competitive spirit.

“Me, obviously,” I say before thinking.

“Unbind me,” Lillian commands. Her tone is devoid of its warmth. I stand immediately and hurry to unwrap the tape from the sleeves of her sweater. Did I do something wrong?

“Kneel,” she orders again when her arms are free, snapping at the lush rug beneath her feet. I hesitate, unsure if I heard her correctly. Her eyebrows raise threateningly and I slowly sink to my knees in front of her, blood throbbing in my veins.

“The ‘D’ stands for domination and discipline. Domination refers to a power exchange where one has controlling influence over another. Discipline is any formal punishment or correction administered by a dominant,” Lillian explains down to me.

“Do you still believe yourself to be dominant?” She asks. It’s a genuine question, not tinted with malice.

“No.” The power in my voice is completely gone. I feel a brief, fleeting moment of release before I’m pulled back to Earth with another question.

“Why did you unbind me?”

“Because you told me to.”

“Why did you kneel?”

“Because… you… I don’t know.” I suddenly feel small and insecure on my knees. It feels shameful to admit submission to this woman I just met. Worse, she’s an interview subject and the center of my investigation. What the fuck am I doing?

I get up and sit back down in my chair, ignoring the smug look on Lillian’s face. The first part of the demonstration lulled me into a false sense of security, I tell myself. My kneeling didn’t change anything. Hopefully.

“There’s a great deal of research that explains why we favor specific kinks and fetishes. Right now, I can’t tell you exactly why you chose to kneel. I have some theories, but I don’t have enough data yet.”

“There isn’t some scientific reason behind it. You threatened me,” I say defensively.

“Did you like it?”

I don’t answer that. My cheeks are blazing red and there’s nothing I can do about it. At this point, I’m more annoyed that she’s proving herself correct than anything else.

“Was there a sexual reason you knelt? Lillian pushes.

“No.” In truth, there could be, but I’m not willing to explore that right now.

“Then you agree that two individuals can engage in BDSM without having sex.” She’s arguing circles around me and I’m helpless to escape. I feel dizzy just breathing in her presence.

“We weren’t engaging in BDSM. You were just explaining it to me.” I throw one last weak argument at her. She doesn’t even dignify me with a response as she blazes forward in her monologue.

“The ‘S’ refers to submission and sadism. You can think of submission as what you just did by kneeling at my feet.” She gives me a teasing look. I glare back at her, still frustrated with myself.

“Sadism refers to pleasure derived from inflicting pain. This correlates with masochism, which is pleasure derived from receiving pain or humiliation. ‘M’ for short,” Lillian explains.

“You don’t have a clever demonstration for those?”

“Oh, I do. Are you interested?” A wicked smile spreads on her face. I am interested, both for the story and for the inexplicable urge I feel growing deep within me. So far, she hasn’t given me anything I can really use against her. All she’s done is prove that she’s a capable manipulator with a kinky streak. I lean back in my chair confidently and shrug my shoulders.

“Show me your secrets,” I say. If I want to win this game, I have to at least try to play it. Lillian nods approvingly, pulls out her phone, and puts it up to her ear. 
​“Hi Sadie. Would you please bring Evelyn a cup of ice?” She hangs up and waits with excitement glinting in her irises. A minute later, Sadie knocks on the door and enters. She hands me the cup and turns to leave.

“Stay,” Lillian commands. My heart skips hearing her tone shift again. Sadie immediately halts and turns, her eyes almost glazed over. Something’s changed in her expression, but I can’t place it.

“Sadie, can you explain your relationship with pain to Evelyn?” Lillian asks.

“Sure, Mistress.” She returns to me and casually leans on the armrest of my chair.

“Mistress?” I ask Sadie. This must be what Mst. is short for. Lillian starts to answer, but I’m looking directly up into Sadie’s eyes, ignoring her.

“It’s a formal title we call each other. It’s used flexibly depending on context and power dynamics. You may call me Mistress Luxon if you’d like,” she says to me. Her voice is impossibly seductive. Everything she says is so casual and friendly, but there’s pure sex laced between her syllables. In any other environment, I’d do just about anything this woman wanted me to. But I need to maintain the sliver of professionalism I still have.

“I think I’ll stick with Sadie.”

“Cool. My name sounds pretty on your lips, anyway.”

“Sadie,” Lillian scolds her, clicking her tongue disapprovingly. Sadie just smiles. My arousal is written all over my face and I pray that these women can’t tell how wet I am.

“Sorry, Mistress.” She doesn’t sound very apologetic. Her green eyes find mine and she holds out both hands in front of me with her palms facing down. There’s a warm spice in the perfume on her wrists. I think I’m losing my mind.

“Would you mind placing a cube just below my middle knuckle?”

“Is this going to arouse you?” I ask with a cube of ice between my thumb and forefinger.

“If I said yes, would that stop you?”

It won’t, and I communicate that by keeping eye contact and delicately placing a cube on each hand. She gasps lightly. Goosebumps ripple across her forearms. I feel my own skin flush from the sensuality of it all.

“Pain and pleasure are two sides of the same coin. Without one, the other doesn’t exist. It’s like fire and ice: when you warm your hands by the fire, you only enjoy the feeling because you’re cold. Otherwise, the heat would be uncomfortable.”

“So you enjoy pain in the present because it enhances pleasure in the future?” I ask, watching the ice cubes melt on her hands. Her flesh is turning pink, but she’s not even trembling.

“That’s part of it, yes. But the real satisfaction comes from endurance. You were quite satisfied with your story about Captain Alvarez and the smugglers despite being stranded in the Atlantic for a week,” Sadie says, reminding me that she knows more about me than I know about her. The comparison is a bit of a stretch, but I can see how the euphoria from endured discomfort can translate to sexual satisfaction.

“Masochism is unique to all that experience it, and it’s a rare inclination at that. But I find that most people, even you, find more comfort in pain than they realize,” she finishes as the cubes finish melting, water dripping onto the chair between my legs.

“Sorry for getting you wet,” Sadie says, looking between my thighs. I swallow nervously, then realize she’s talking about the melted ice.

“You’re just doing your job.”

She gives me a shy smile and brings her hands to her lips, breathing warm air on her cold skin. The rational, logical side of my brain is only a whisper now. I feel an impulse to bring her close to me, to warm her hands with mine and hold her tight. The blinking light of my recorder flashes in my peripheral and I’m reminded that unfortunately, I have a job to do.

“What about sadism?” I turn back to Lillian who looks all too pleased with herself.

“You tell me.” She nods to Sadie, implying that I just engaged in sadism with her. But that would mean I felt pleasure from it. Did I feel pleasure from it?

“Do you think I enjoyed hurting Sadie?” I ask, mostly to Lillian, but partially to myself.

“Did you?” Sadie asks, breathy and curious. I don’t know how to answer that. There’s something in the air here that’s making my skin hot and my mind foggy. I’ve been horny during interviews before, but those moments were usually tied to external circumstances. This level of manufactured arousal is something else entirely. It’s beyond sexual. Sadie sees me wrestling with the question and puts a comforting hand on my shoulder. My thighs clench involuntarily at the touch.

“It’s okay. This is a lot to accept at once. Just know that someone like me relies on sadists to feel pleasure. It’s more about the connection and transfer of control than it is about the sensation of the pain.”

“The satisfaction I derive from inflicting pain is completely and overwhelmingly dependent on my masochist’s desires,” Lillian adds.

“Would you feel pleasure if you slapped me across the face?” I ask Lillian, unconvinced that a practice that involved hitting each other was a healthy exchange of love.

“Only if you begged me to.”

“Why would I do that?”

“I don’t know. But my palm is ready if you ever find your answer.”

The threat hits me straight between the thighs. A depraved part of me wants her to hit me just to know what it feels like. I push down that thought and take a deep breath. Sadie gives me a squeeze on the shoulder and gets up from the armrest. Pure heat, straight to my sex from just her slightest touch. I don’t even know how that’s possible.

“I’ll let you two finish up. It was a pleasure to play with you, Evelyn,” she says, honey dripping off her tongue with each syllable of my name.

“You too,” I say before thinking. Her eyes flash with excitement. She nods to Lillian respectfully, then leaves us. I take a few slow breaths to steady myself. Requesting that demonstration was a very, very bad idea.

“I’m afraid that I have another commitment in a few minutes. If you have any other questions, I’d be happy to answer them now.” Lillian stands and walks over to her desk, motioning for me to follow. I grab my recorder and hurry to follow her. We spent far too long talking about BDSM. This might be my last chance to get something useful out of this.

“How is your business legal?” I ask.

“How is it not?” She sits behind her desk and pulls out a folder, placing it in front of her. I look at the clock behind her desk. I have two minutes.

“It sounds to me like clients are paying you for sexual acts.”

“That’s not entirely accurate. Do you have proof of your claim?”

“I could. What I certainly do have is one of your employees trying to seduce me in the middle of an interview.” It feels a little wrong to bring Sadie into this, but I’m desperate for something that can actually progress my story. 
​“Will you tell your readers why you knelt at my feet? Why you bound me to my chair? Why your thighs clenched together when Sadie touched your shoulder?” Her face darkens for a moment, then she smiles and spreads her arms. “Whether you believe it or not, I answered all your questions honestly. Even if those answers could be used to my detriment.”

“Why even have a conversation with me, then? You know I’m going to report the truth.” I ignore how perfectly she read my body language.

“Exactly. I trust you as a journalist with impeccable integrity. I know that you won’t submit a story without a complete understanding of your subject matter. Speaking of which, I have something for you.” She pushes the folder across her desk to me. “These are our standard client intake forms. If you want the truth, I can’t think of a better way to discover it.”

I don’t hide my surprise. Her response to my accusation is an offer for a session? On one hand, becoming personally involved in a potentially illegal business would break just about every ethical guideline I hold myself to. On the other, refusing the offer would likely shut me out of any more information for the story.

“My editor would have a heart attack if he could see me considering this.”

“Sometimes you need to immerse yourself in an experience to truly understand it.”

I look up at the clock again. I have less than a minute to make a decision, and I don’t want Lillian to take this information off the table.

“How do I know I’ll get a representative client experience?”

“You’ll know once you experience it.”

“What kinds of things will be done to me?” My mind races with flashbacks to my dream.

“That depends on your answers to the forms.”

“How do I know I’ll be safe?” I can feel Sadie behind me, nails digging into my whip-striped back.

“We have strict guidelines that ensure client safety. They’re in the forms.”

She’s stonewalling me with these intake forms. I know she’s trying to walk me down a premeditated path for information. Anything that happens in my session will be carefully designed to suit her business interests. Even then, it’s my word against hers.

“I want to record the session,” I say. For the first time all afternoon, she looks genuinely surprised.

“Audio or visual?”

“Both.”

“That is a very irregular request. Like I said, we take client privacy very seriously.” Lilian’s tone is skeptical, but she didn’t outright reject the idea. I close in for the kill.

“I take my reputation very seriously, so I want documentation at every stage of the process,” I say, standing up with my hands on the desk. “Personally, I want to experience what you’re doing here. I want to believe that everything you do is legal and ethical. But if you want real trust between us, and I know that’s necessary for what you do here, then you need to take me as seriously as I’m taking you.”

Lillian thinks for a moment, then stands and stretches out an arm. The black material under her sleeve shines from the light of her desk lamp.

“If it’s within my control, I’ll make any accommodation you need to feel comfortable.”

“Including a recording of the session?”

“Yes.”

I reach out and shake her hand. Her grip is warm and firm. It feels good to settle on common ground with her, even if there’s still so many unknowns. I take the folder and my recorder from the desk and take a step toward the door to her office.

“What’re you wearing?” I turn around halfway to the door. “Under your clothes, I mean.”

“That’s a very personal question,” she smiles. “But as I said, I have nothing to hide.”

She carefully removes her jewelry and steps out of her heels before pulling her sweater overhead in one swift motion. Before I can fully register what I’m seeing, she loosens her slacks and drops them to the lush carpet beneath her desk.

“I have a client after this interview,” she says as if that explains her outfit. From ankle to neck, she’s in a skintight bodysuit, all in shining black. I could tell she had a well-sculpted body when she was clothed, but the corset around her waist is giving her physics-defying curves. I wasn’t sure exactly what a dominatrix was before today, but I know immediately that I’m looking at an experienced one.

“What… what is that made of?” I stumble over my words and struggle to make eye contact. She looks like she could chew me up and spit me out. She was wearing this under her sweater our whole interview?

“You’re not familiar? This is latex. It’s a stretchy, form-fitting material that gives a liquid-like appearance when worn. Though I could use a quick shine before my session.” She pulls out a small spray bottle and a smooth cloth. “Would you give me a hand?”

My tongue isn’t working properly. Words aren’t formulating like they should. After far too many seconds of silence, I clear my throat and nod.

“Sure. What do you need?”

“Just a quick polish. Use a spritz of shiner and spread it out with the cloth.”

I take the items and step close to Lillian. Her warmth is radiant and powerful like an inky-black moon. At any point today, I could’ve claimed professional boundaries and stepped away from this mind-melting, thickly-sexual exchange. But here I am, about to prepare my subject for the exact kind of activity I was supposed to investigate.

“Don’t be shy,” she says, opening her arms and legs to give me easy access. My heart pounds as I spray shiner on her arms and polish with the cloth. The latex sparkles like onyx in the warm light of her office. I can feel her heat and smell her musky perfume as I work my way to her breasts and ribs. The process is strangely satisfying: spray, polish, admire. It’s intimate in a way I’ve never felt before. I’m almost jealous of whoever gets to appreciate my work in her upcoming session. 
​“What does it feel like, wearing this?” I ask. I have to drop to my knees to shine her thighs and calves.

“It’s like being completely nude while being completely untouchable. I like to think of myself as a woman of confidence. But in this… I feel divine,” Lillian laughs to herself. I look up from her feet and see her smiling down at me. She does look divine, but she is not a benevolent goddess.

“That’s wonderful, thank you,” Lillian says as I finish her calves. I use her thighs to steady myself as I stand. Her curves are thick muscle barely contained by the thin rubber.

“I should really be going.” I wipe the silicone shiner on my hands off on the cloth and pick up the folder of intake forms. My head is pounding.

“It was lovely to meet you, Evelyn. I expect that I’ll see you very soon.” Lillian walks me over to the door and pulls it open for me.

“Looking forward to it.” I give her a tight smile and walk briskly down the hall away from the office, the bright lights of the hallway piercing my vision and grounding me back to reality.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I mutter to myself. I think I just threw my career away. I just spent the last hour failing to defend myself from the psychosexual warfare of two very experienced dominatrixes.

“Evelyn!” I hear Sadie call out to me from her desk. Part of me wants to get the hell out of here, but that part hasn’t been functional all day.

“Can I get you a glass of water?” She asks. Not the question I was expecting, but I lick my lips and find them dry.

“Sure, thanks.” I lean against her desk and wait for her to return from the room she disappeared into. There isn’t anyone else in the lobby.

“Are you doing alright? I remember my first time meeting her. I walked away questioning everything I knew about myself,” Sadie asks from the back room.

“I’m okay, thanks,” I lie. She offers me the water and I drink half of it at once. I can feel her studying me with her gentle gaze.

“Are you wondering how real that all was? How real your feelings are?”

“Yeah.” I search her eyes for something to tell me that this is all a carefully-orchestrated manipulation. Frustratingly, all I see is warmth and acceptance.

“I was worried about that, you know. Being a reader of yours, I was the one to brief Lily and suggest the best course of action for the interview.”

That surprises me. It felt like Lillian was in complete control of me, Sadie, and the entire dynamic.

“What did you suggest?”

“To answer your questions honestly and show who we really are. There’s no use in hiding information that I know you’ll find with enough digging,” she says, complimenting my investigative abilities. I try not to let the flattery go to my head.

“Most importantly, I wanted you to feel welcome here. When I spoke with you on the phone, you sounded so jaded and skeptical. I suppose I understand that, given your profession and assumptions about our work. But we have so much more to offer you than a story that’ll get buried by your editors.”

“I don’t know about that.”

“I do.”

She looks at me with a conviction that I don’t recognize in myself. I desperately want to believe her. My body is begging me to.

“Listen, you don’t need to make any decisions right now. But as you fill out those forms,” she puts a hand on top of my folder, “Do so with the belief that this can work. And don’t be afraid to ask for help.”

Though it’s difficult to do so, I nod and take the forms. My thumb feels the rough edge of a square of cardstock as I walk back to my car. I look down at the folder and see that she slipped her business card in the crease when I wasn’t looking. Damn, she’s persistent. She’d make a good journalist.


Chapter Three: Prep Work

It’s only 4 in the afternoon, but I feel like I could crash at any moment. I spent the last two hours finishing other stories and doing everything I could to keep Nightbound and its devilish employees off my mind. I close my laptop and lean back in my chair. Sadie’s business card and Lillian’s intake forms stare at me from my desk. It feels like there’s a parasite in my brain compelling me to open the folder and spill my secrets to the dominatrixes. This is getting ridiculous. Before doing anything else, I need to do what I should’ve done last night.

I bring my laptop to my bed and throw a towel down over my freshly-washed sheets. There’s no need to do laundry twice in one day. I throw my clothes haphazardly at my laundry basket. Only one pant leg manages to find its way in. Without looking, I open my nightstand drawer and feel around for my vibrator. I silently pray that it’s charged and let out a sigh of relief when the round head rumbles to life.

With one hand, I open my laptop and enter a private browser, my other hand already sliding the vibrator down between my legs. Usually, my thoughts are sufficient enough to get me off, but I want to stay far away from my own imagination today. I type “BDSM” into a random porn site’s search bar and start scrolling through thumbnails of bound men and women.

My attention is drawn to the thumbnail of a woman in latex pressing a vibrator against her intricately-bound submissive. I click on it, endure painful moments of advertisements, and watch the scene unfold.

The submissive must be very flexible to be remotely comfortable in her bondage. She’s suspended sideways from the ceiling with rope circling her chest, thighs, arms, and hips. Her left leg stretches high, a rope binding her ankle high while her right leg is bound together, ankle to thigh. Her arms are bound tightly behind her back to a chest harness that connects to a central anchor point on the ceiling. Similar ropework around her hips connects to the anchor too, probably taking some of the tension off her ankle. There’s a blindfold covering her eyes and a thick, red rubber ball strapped between her teeth. She looks deliciously vulnerable. Her dominant enters the scene and pushes on her ankle. She spins, revealing a shining metal hook connecting her ass to a rope tied to her ponytail.

I shiver when I realize where that hook is buried. My eyes go wide when the dominant pulls on the rope, making her submissive’s back arch from the pressure in her ass. I wonder what it feels like, then realize I don’t have to just imagine it. I reach my other hand down, wet a finger with my arousal, then push it against my lower opening while my other hand presses the vibrator to my clit. I’m surprised at how easily my finger slips into my ass. I’ve never done anal before. The concept seemed so dirty and out-of-reach. But sliding a finger inside now feels vanilla in comparison to everything else I experienced today.

The dominant wastes no time with her submissive, slapping and striking her exposed ass, thighs, and pussy. She moans into her gag, mumbling gratitude and begging for more. The dominant obliges her. I feel the sensations of both women. The confidence of the dominant and the helpless beauty of the submissive swirl together in a sensual exchange of power. I curl my finger, coaxing the wall between my ass and pussy. The forbidden pleasure is almost overbearing. It doesn’t take long before an orgasm begins to blossom. Normally, I would slow down and try to prolong my pleasure. Today, there’s no stopping the earthquake building in my core.

I thrust my finger deep and press my vibrator hard against my clit. My moans and the submissive's gagged squeals melt together as one. I close my eyes and see flashes of Sadie in different positions: binding me with rope, towering over me with a whip, kissing my neck, coaxing my orgasm. Her name forms on my lips, barely a whisper as my legs shake and my ass clenches hard on my finger. Pulses throb through my clit until a single moment of concentrated pleasure sparks and erupts in a wildfire, flames licking every inch of my body.

I’m still pressing the vibrator to my clit when I hear my phone ring on my desk. I pause the video, switch off the toy, and reach to see who’s calling me. It’s Manuel.

“Hey,” I say, out of breath. I slide my finger out of my ass and wipe it on the towel.

“What’re you doing, climbing a mountain?” I look down at the scene of my crime and throw my head back into my pillow. This is not the post-orgasm relaxation I was looking for.

“Just got back from a run. What’s up?”

“I saw you submitted a couple stories this morning. I was surprised at how many style errors you left in. You getting sloppy on me?”

“Keeping you on your toes. Still better than anything Roger submitted, I’m sure.”

“Yeah, fair enough. Hey, you didn’t go to the Nightbound office, did you? Your intern was all stressed out, telling me that you told her to contact you if you didn’t get back to her.”

Fuck. I completely forgot to check back in with my intern.

“Oh. Right. Yes, I went but didn’t get past the front desk,” I lie.

“Did they stonewall you?”

“Yup. Looks like I’ll have to get creative on this one.”

“I’m sure you have plenty of ideas,” he says, not knowing how insane my real plan is.

“Working on it.”

“Alright, well good luck. And remember we’re under a quota. I need this ASAP.”

“You’ll get it when it’s done.”

“That’s not how this works. The shit-stirrers in management are looking to downsize again…”

“Is that a threat?”

“It’s reality. I like you, but don’t get too comfortable.”

I scowl and hang up, then curse myself for forgetting to check in. He’s right. This story is making me sloppy. I glance over at my still-open laptop and am shocked at what I just masturbated to. Though I probably should do a little more research before tackling those intake forms. If I’m going to walk into a dungeon, I should at least know what to expect. And if my vibrator finds its way back to my pussy during the process, then who am I to resist a little more release?

✽✽✽

My mind is clear and my wits are sharp when I sit down to complete the intake forms. Turns out, I just needed to orgasm a few times, take a long shower, and eat a full meal to feel like myself again. Opening the folder, I pull out three packets of forms and lay them across my desk: Medical Clearance Forms, Personal History Assessment, and Comprehensive Kink Survey.

“Oh, fuck me.” Each packet is a dozen pages thick with multiple areas for my input on each page. This’ll take hours to complete if I know all the information they’re looking for. Realistically, it’ll take longer considering most of my research on BDSM was done while masturbating today.

I quickly flip through the Medical Clearance Forms packet and wince at how much of my medical history they’re asking for. I absentmindedly wonder how tight their HIPAA protocols are as I begin to fill in basic information like height, weight, and age. Unsurprisingly, one of the forms requests a comprehensive STD screen, so I make a note in my calendar to get one tomorrow. When I finish the medical forms, I look at my clock and realize I spent a full hour on them. It feels like I’m back in school taking a multihour test. Onto the Personal History Assessment.

The assessment is far less formal than the medical forms, as most of the questions center around my work history, hobbies, family life, and past relationships. It’s strangely therapeutic to write my messy life’s history down on paper. I answer questions about my divorced parents, write in length about my failed attempts to publish novels, and wryly outline my nonexistent love life. I’m not sure if I was supposed to answer each question with a full-length explanation, but I’m already so entangled in this strange organization that I may as well go all-in.

Finally, I flip through the Comprehensive Kink Survey and realize that I’m in over my head. Questions asking about submission archetypes, restraint preferences, and erogenous zones all read like they’re written in a foreign language. There’s an option to respond “unsure” or “N/A” for many of the questions, but that feels unsatisfying. I try researching some of the unfamiliar terms and get stuck in a 30-minute-long rabbit hole about submission positions.

I get up from my desk to clear my head and knock over the folder with my hip as I stand. Groaning from the contact, I see that Sadie’s business card slipped out of the folder. I flick it through my fingers and see her phone number on the cardstock. She did say to reach out for help if I needed it. And between her and Lillian, I’d much rather have her explain these unfamiliar terms to me.

“Hello?” Sadie answers after two rings. Her voice is breathier than usual, like she’s been exerting herself.

“Hey, this is Evelyn. I was filling out the Kink Survey and had some questions. Is now a good time?”

“Of course. I just finished a session, so I’ll put you on speaker while I clean up.”

“Thanks. What exactly do you mean, clean up?” I let my curiosity get the better of me.

“Well, I don’t know if you’ve worn latex before, but there are literally rivers of sweat running down my arms and legs right now,” she laughs. I hear a few wobbling, snapping sounds as I imagine she’s stripping off a similar outfit to what Lillian was wearing.

“Wow. You were really… exerting yourself then?” I try and fail to find tactful words.

“I wasn’t having sex, if that’s what you’re wondering. I only take clients interested in giving or receiving discipline right now.”

“I assume you were the giver today?” I imagine Sadie with a long whip, her arm flashing forward to strike my back. This conversation was supposed to be about my forms, but I don’t mind the detour.

“Yes. My arm is sore,” she laughs again. “You said you had questions?”

“What does sex mean in the context of what you do?” I’m still thinking about her on the other end, shining with sweat and exhausted from disciplining a misbehaving client.

“Is that in the forms?” Her tone is mischievous and skeptical.

“No, but I’m curious.”

“Professioanlly, sex is any fluid exchange that requires an STD screen before the session. I assume you noticed that in your forms?”

“Yes, I have one scheduled for tomorrow. What about personally?” I remember that I should be recording this conversation and turn on my recorder.

“Personally, I need an emotional connection to consider it sex. When your whole life is sex work, the definitions are a little different.”

“What do you mean?”

“Let’s say I had a client who was interested in facesitting. I could smother them and humiliate them and potentially even orgasm, but it wouldn’t be sex to me if I didn’t feel emotionally connected to them. But if you and I met at a bar, had a nice time, and kissed each other, that would be sex,” Sadie rambles. She makes a halting noise, as if realizing what she said far too late. Me and her? She’s thinking about me, and not just in the context of our session.

“Wow. I… that makes sense, thanks,” I stumble over my words. I’m glad she can’t see how red my cheeks are.

“Sure. Your questions?” She’s trying to move on, and I don’t push back. The small admission is enough to keep my heart pumping.

Sadie and I spend the next hour talking through the Kink Survey. She explains the differences between floggers, canes, whips, and paddles with the patience of a kind schoolteacher. When she hears my excitement about rope bondage, she encourages me to explore my thoughts instead of shying away. She asks follow-up questions where they’re helpful and urges me to move on when I get uncomfortable with practices like fisting and public humiliation. It feels like she’s giving me a guided tour through my own sexual identity.

During that time, I hear her finish cleaning herself up, leave the office, and begin driving home. It’s kind of sweet the way she never takes her attention off of me, even as she transitions through the end of her day. Maybe she does this with every prospective client, but her slip earlier makes me think that I might be special. Though if she’s good at what she does, every client probably thinks that.

“Okay. So I should put ‘Switch’ down here?” I ask, just to be sure.

“Yes.”

“Even if I think I’d prefer being submissive?”

“It’s not a binary designation. Your preferred power dynamics might change depending on your partner. For now, while you’re still figuring things out, give yourself a healthy amount of space on the spectrum. You never know where you might land.”

“Where do you land? In real life,” I add.

“My work is my real life, but I get your meaning. Whenever I get the chance, I like topping from the bottom.”

“You know you’re gonna have to explain that.”

“Do you remember how I asked you to place ice on my hands? Imagine an entire scene like that: everything that the submissive wants done to them, they ask their dominant for.”

“Oh. That was hot. And that would be hot, in theory. To be on the other end from you. Not you specifically, but…”

“I understand. I’d like that too,” she cuts off my ramble. I take a few breaths and collect myself again.

“Okay, last question, I promise. How do you separate your feelings from your work? These sessions seem very physically and emotionally vulnerable. I can’t imagine going through multiple of these every day with different people.” This question has been burning the tip of my tongue during our entire conversation. I know how vulnerable I feel and I can only imagine how Sadie must feel doing this for a living.

“I don’t,” she says plainly. “When I feel an emotional connection with a client, I allow myself to explore it. Lily and the others have different approaches, but when I try to compartmentalize, I become frustrated and unhappy with myself.”

“Have you had a connection so strong that you wanted to become… partners?” I search for the right word.

“Yes, many times. But my clients-turned-partners eventually realize that I’m not going to quit my job for them, and the relationship usually ends there.”

“I’m sorry,” I say, and mean it. “You deserve to find someone special, just like anyone else.”

“I find special people all the time. Some people need one connection to sustain them, but I’m lucky enough to have many. Even if they’re often short-lived.”

“And that just… works for you?”

“It’s hard to explain but easy to feel. After our session, I’d be happy to explore the conversation further.”

The confirmation that Sadie’s going to be part of my session makes my face buzz and my stomach tighten. I don’t know exactly how clients are matched with clinicians, but I assumed that I’d likely be spending an hour under Lillian’s whip. Time with Sadie sounds much more appealing.

“Cool, I’d like that. And thanks for walking me through all this. You make the prospect of getting bound and whipped sound a little less intimidating.”

“Hopefully it’s still a little scary.” The seduction in her voice comes through again.

“Of course. I’m terrified of you.”

“Lovely. Now, be a good girl and get those forms in.”


Chapter Four: Into the Lion's Den

This might be the most anxious I’ve ever been in my life. The past two days have been a whirlwind of writing and time-consuming prep work for my session today. I had to call Sadie three separate times to confirm what I should wear, how I should groom myself, and what to expect. I was told that it didn’t matter, it was up to me, and that she couldn’t tell me. Great.

The sun finishes setting as I wait in my car for the 6 p.m. session time to get closer. I’m no stranger to working late, and neither are these women, but there’s something shadier about doing this session in the dark. I check my recorder and video camera to make sure both are working. My conversations with Sadie have made me more confident about the safety of this, but there’s something about Lillian that makes me feel uneasy.

I smooth out nonexistent wrinkles in my sweater and step out of my car. Each step to the office feels like a decision I can’t take back. At this point, I don’t even know if there’s a salvageable story out of this. I hope that there is. In the lobby, there’s a woman I’ve never seen before behind the desk. She’s wearing jeans and a cream-colored crewneck.

“Hi there. Evelyn?” She looks up from a pile of documents.

“That’s me.” I walk up to her and nervously drum my fingers on the edge of the desk. Sadie must be preparing for our session somewhere else.

“A little nervous?”

“Yeah.”

“That’s completely normal. I’m going to walk through a couple things with you before I send you in.”

“Thanks… Mistress Onaki?” I read off her name tag. 

“Call me Ruby,” she smiles. “Do you mind following me? We’re going to get you prepped in our changing room and I’ll confirm a few things with you there. And feel free to record this, if you’d like.” She waves a hand indifferently at my recorder and camera.

I turn on my audio recorder and follow her to a room just off the lobby. Inside are a few lockers, a shower, and a bench. Everything is stainless steel and white marble, like an industrial spa. Ruby sits on the bench with my forms, casually leaning against the locker behind her.

“It says here that you’re interested in anal play tonight?”

“Oh. Yes.” I’m stunned by the question, though I should’ve expected it.

“Wonderful. Why don’t you go ahead and strip down and hop in the shower? In there, you’ll find everything you need to clean up.”

“Right, okay.” Sadie mentioned that there might be some simple prep work before the session. I already shaved everything I could think of and followed her instructions to prepare for anal, but it makes sense that they’re serious about hygiene here.

Ruby looks professionally disinterested as I pull my sweater overhead and shimmy my pants to the tile floor. I try to imagine her as a medical professional and not a wicked dominatrix, which I’m sure she is.

“Just give yourself a quick rinse. If you need to use the bathroom, I can step out to give you privacy.”

I exhale a half-laugh at the idea of privacy in this place and step into the shower.

“Okay. I have a note in your forms clearing the use of recording devices in your session. I’m reminding you that you don’t have our consent to publish the audio or visuals.” Ruby’s raising her voice to be heard over the shower.

“Yes, I understand.” I notice a thin metal tube with a tiny handle underneath the temperature valve. I switch it on and am grateful the water’s warm, considering where it’s going.

“Great. Do you remember your verbal and nonverbal safewords?”

“Red, yellow, green. Repeated head shake and a low, extended hum if I’m gagged.”

“What do you do if a partner uses a safeword?”

“Release them from their bindings, if any, and pause the session to check in.” It’s a little awkward to be talking as I’m cleaning myself, but Ruby’s bored tone indicates that she does this a lot.

“Wonderful. Do you have any questions for me?”

I think for a moment, then turn off the water and grab the towel off the hook outside of the shower curtain. It’s warm and fluffy and smells like lavender.

“Why do you work here?” I ask, stepping out of the shower with my towel wrapped around my chest. Ruby’s already seen me naked, but I still feel the instinct to cover up.

“I was running my own shibari studio and had some issues with the landlord of the space I was renting. It got bad enough that I had to shut my business down. I was going to move somewhere else to start again, but Lillian got my contact information from a mutual client and offered me a position here,” Ruby explains. I remember shibari from my conversation with Sadie. It’s rope bondage meant to be artistic, not just functional.

“Do you enjoy it here?”

“I love it. There are days where I miss leading classes, but the one-one-one sessions are far more interesting and intense,” Ruby says excitedly. Her passion is clear in her tone. She opens a locker and pulls out a hanger of latex accessories.

“If you’re comfortable, I can help you change into what you’ll be wearing today.” She holds up the hanger and I see a pair of long gloves, stockings, and a garter belt. There’s nothing to cover my chest or nether regions. Still, I’m excited that I get to finally feel what this kind of clothing feels like.

“Yes, thank you. Just show me what to do.” Ruby removes my towel and makes sure my arms and legs are thoroughly dry. She’s not particularly gentle. Next, she opens a bottle of lubricant and spreads a thin layer on my arms, thighs, and calves. My smooth, tan skin shines in the bright fluorescent light of the changing room. She slides the garter belt up my hips and has me sit on the bench so she can slide the stockings up my legs. The latex perfectly shapes my legs like a second skin. Ruby secures the stockings to the garters and then slides the long gloves up my arms. I flex my fingers in the stretchy material. It feels alien and comforting at the same time. I step into a pair of heels that Ruby pulls out for me and stand awkwardly as she shines my arms and legs. Her professional hands don’t wander an inch off course and I don’t know whether or not I’m disappointed. She brings me to a mirror. I stifle a gasp at what I see.

My nudity is starkly pronounced by the black latex. The contrast draws my eyes to my exposed breasts and the tops of my thighs. I feel like a different version of myself; someone with far more confidence.

“This feels incredible,” I say to Ruby, who’s silently adjusting the tops of my stockings.

“You look incredible.” She gives me a comforting smile. “One more thing, before you go in.” Ruby opens a small box and reveals a thick metal butt plug. The width looks as wide as three of my fingers.

“That looks really big,” I laugh nervously. Ruby checks my forms and shrugs.

“According to your responses, this is the optimal size to relax your muscles before the session. I encourage you to use  lube and to let me know if you’d like any help.”

“Oh. You mean, you’re gonna put this in me?” I laugh again. Ruby just smiles back at me with raised eyebrows. I once again get the impression that she does this a lot.

“I got this one, thanks.” It took a healthy amount of confidence to strip in front of her and even more to let her dress me. This is one step too far for a complete stranger. Ruby nods and leaves the room. The plug stares back at me in the box. Why did I say that I was “experienced” with anal?

It’s hard to get into position in my heels, but I put a hand on the lockers to steady myself and use my other hand to reach between my legs, my latex-coated fingers thick with lube. I take a deep breath and push one against my ass. The first finger slides in without too much resistance. The combination of the latex and the lube make it feel almost pleasurable despite the awkward position I’m in. I tease another finger in and let out a long exhale. Every other time I fingered myself, I was deeply aroused and relaxed. In my anxious state, it’s taking a considerable amount of willpower to push my muscles back against my fingers.

When the discomfort fades, I remove my fingers and grab the plug. I cover it with lube and position it against my opening. The tip slides in easily, but I feel a pang of pain as I stretch to accommodate the thickest part. I close my eyes and imagine Sadie behind me, teasing my clit as she gently penetrates me. The fantasy relaxes me just enough for the thick bulb to settle home, my ass clenching around the thin stem that connects to the base. I stand up straight, take a step, and almost trip over myself. This is going to take some getting used to.

I take a second to look at myself in the mirror again. This is probably the most irresponsible thing I’ve ever done. It’s way beyond ethically dubious at this point. But this is also the most excited I’ve ever been about a story, not that I have any idea what shape that story can take now. There’s no point in turning back, and there’s nothing to be gained from stressing about the story. All I can do is walk into the room and experience whatever these evil masterminds want to do with me.

“Ready? Good.” Ruby says to me as I open the door and starts briskly walking down the hallway. I pick up my camera and struggle to keep up with her. The plug and the heels are both working against me here. She stops short of an unmarked door and turns to me with a blindfold in hand.

“Go ahead and put this on. I’ll set up your camera when we’re inside.”

She sees panic flash across my eyes and she rolls her own.

“The right to record the session is in the contract you and Nightbound both signed. I won’t fuck it up,” she says, her voice dull and bored again. I swallow my fear and make the trade, then slip the leather mask over my eyes. It’s soft and unexpectedly comfortable. Everything here seems to be of a very high quality, because I can’t see a thing.

Ruby grabs my upper arm, opens the door, and guides me inside. We walk for a minute, twisting and turning around corners, before she knocks on another door and pushes me through. She closes it behind her after setting up the camera and I hear a deadbolt slide into place. Oh, fuck.

“Hello?” I call out. I strain my ears and nose for any evidence about where I am. My fingers twitch, anxious to remove the blindfold and figure out what’s happening, but I don’t want to start this session off with a blatant act of disobedience.

“Stand up straight.” Sadie’s voice floats across the room. My heart skips. I obey.

“Cross your arms behind your back. Chest out. Spread your legs. Wider. Good.” Her commands are calm and gentle and I immediately follow each one.

“Take five steps forward. Stop. Turn around. Bend over.” My face flushes at the last command. She senses my hesitation and I hear a distortion in the air before a sharp, targeted smack on my ass.

“Fuck! What was that?” I curse and try to cover myself. Another strike lands on my thigh, just below my cheek. I gasp and flinch, but don’t cry out this time. Slowly, I hinge my hips and bend over as far as I can while standing with my arms behind my back. A deep feeling of humiliation is building in my chest as I realize how exposed I am.

“Good. You’re well prepared, I see,” Sadie notices my plug. “Stand up straight. Relax.”

I uncross my arms and let my shoulders drop, but I most certainly don’t feel relaxed. I hear a brief clicking of heels and smell warm spice. She’s right in front of me. Her warmth is radiant, far more than Lillian’s. A warm, gloved hand circles around my throat and pushes up under my jaw. Her grip isn’t tight, but I can tell she’s holding back. I wonder if she’s wearing the same thing as me. I desperately want this blindfold to be lifted.

“Tonight is going to be challenging for you. There will be moments where you struggle. Embrace them. Cherish them. Revel in them.” Her other hand slides up my thigh and cups my exposed pussy. I shiver at the touch, and she continues, “There will be moments where you feel pleasure. Enjoy those, but remember that you’re here to learn.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I take a guess at the right way to address her. She doesn’t strike me, so I assume I did something right. I feel her heat on my skin as she leans in with her lips beneath my ear.

“And remember that you’re always in more control than you think,” she whispers. My knees buckle embarrassingly. Her voice is pure sex. I think I could orgasm just by listening to her. She releases me, then begins binding me with rope. My entire world is darkness and rope and slick, warm hands. Sadie begins at my chest with looping knots that cross under and above my tits. Her fingers glide expertly over my skin, working so fast that I almost lose my balance as the rope whips around me. She tests the chest harness with a tug, then binds my wrists tight and connects them to the knots crisscrossing my back. I flex my fingers and twist my wrists, but her knots are like iron. There’s no escape.

She leaves me for a moment, then I feel a tug at my back and realize that she just lifted me off the ground an inch. It’s not enough to have me dangling in the air, but it’s certainly enough that I’m standing on my toes. The ropes around my chest dig into my sensitive flesh, supporting the added weight. I keep my breath steady as she picks my right leg up by the ankle and folds it so the back of my heel touches my thigh. She ties me in place, then I hear rope whipping overhead as she tosses a length of rope up and over whatever I’m being bound to. Just like my chest, my leg is pulled up high, exposing my sex and forcing me to balance on one foot. I test the strength of the bondage by lifting my foot off the ground. The pressure heightens in my thigh and chest, but thankfully, I don’t crash to the floor.

I must’ve predicted her next move, as she grabs my standing leg and applies the same treatment to it; binding my ankle to my thigh and pulling my leg up and away from my body. I’m fully suspended in the air now, my weight distributed between my chest and legs. It’s a weightless, ethereal feeling to be bound tight and set into the air. There’s some discomfort in the fact that my legs are spread wide, certainly exposing my pussy and ass, but that’s purely psychological. I feel like I could float here for hours.

“Would you like to see me?” Sadie asks.

“Please, Mistress.”

I feel the blindfold loosen and the world becomes full to me. I’m in a small, dimly-lit chamber that looks like the bedroom of some medieval princess. Tall stone walls are decorated with paintings of landscapes and torches that smoke like they’re actually flaming. There’s a large four-poster bed to my right and a massive stone bath to my left. The ceiling is high with thick wooden beams crossing over the room. I’m bound to one of them. I glance down to my left and see a table laden with whips, rope, gags, vibrators, and toys I’ve never seen before. I bite my lip in anticipation and see a dark shape move in the shadows around me.

Sadie steps into the light and my eyes widen at her beauty. She’s wearing white lingerie made of delicate lace. Her garters connect to white latex stockings, which match her long gloves that cover her arms. Her auburn hair is back in a simple braid and a touch of makeup highlights her freckles and brilliant green eyes. Compared to my black gloves, stockings, and heels, she looks like an angel. All she’s missing is wings and a halo.

“Thank you, Mistress.” The words slip from my lips naturally. It feels like I’m in a trance.

“What for?” She steps forward and traces my thighs with her fingertips. “We’ve yet to begin.”

“For letting me look at you.”

“You’re very welcome,” she says. “How long can you stay bound like this?”

“As long as you need.” It’s the truth, but her eyebrows raise slightly as if she thinks I’m just trying to please her.

“We’ll see about that.” Her hand floats to the table next to me and selects a thin flogger. Its leather tails are long, but there aren’t many. A smile flashes across her face and she snaps it across my exposed thigh. Flames flare for a moment, then fade to a dull heat.

“Tell me about this story you’re writing,” Sadie says. She casually strikes me twice more, alternating thighs. I clench my teeth together, gritting through the pain. It isn’t particularly intense, but the anticipation of being struck again makes my muscles clench.

“Is that important?” I ask. Sadie slashes the flogger across my stomach and breasts with three long swishes. The leather tails snap against my skin, each leaving a unique texture of pain.

“We can skip this whole dialogue if you’d prefer me to just torture you,” Sadie says indifferently. She delivers four more strikes to my thighs, then brings the flogger low and snaps it up against my exposed pussy.

“Sadie!” I gasp. Stars appear in my eyes as I try to close my legs. There’s no use.

“Okay, okay. I got this story from my editor even though I’m already slammed…”

“Why’d you take it?” Sadie returns to casually flogging my tits, sides, and thighs. I unclench my muscles and hope that she doesn’t strike my pussy again. Honestly, the rhythm she’s working up feels kind of nice.

“It was actually interesting to me. Everything else I’ve been writing has been either dreadfully boring or completely superficial. Oh, come on…” I grit my teeth as I see Sadie wind up to flog my pussy. The leather slaps hard against my sensitive flesh, making me clench the rope binding me.

“You’ll just take anything I give you, won’t you?” Sadie taunts. I square my jaw and put on a fearless expression. She brings the flogger back, then slaps up again, harder this time. Stinging pain splashes across my sex and inner thighs. She laughs a floating laugh and drapes the flogger over her shoulder. She reaches down to the table again and selects a pair of vicious-looking clamps. Her fingers press on the sides to open and close them in front of my face.

“What would you say if I wanted to put these… here?” She hovers an open clamp over the flesh of my arm.

“That’s your choice, Mistress,” I deflect the decision back to her.

“What about… here?” She traces the cold metal to my right nipple. It hardens at the touch.

“There’s nothing I could do about that, Mistress.”

“Interesting. What about… here?” She drags the clamp down my stomach to my exposed labia. I twitch at the cold metal on my warm skin. Her fingers loosen slightly, letting me feel a small bite.

“Oh! I don’t know about that.” Sadie relents and leans forward, her soft lips grazing my nipple. She keeps eye contact as she licks a small circle with a pointed tongue. I close my eyes and moan softly at the touch. I’ve been dying to feel her lips on my body, and finally…

Searing pain tightens in my nipple, right where Sadie was pleasuring it. I look down and see the clamp cruelly pinching my skin together. Her lips are on my other nipple, now smiling as she gets it erect with her tongue and teeth. I breathe in and out, fast and frantic. The anticipation is worse than the pain on my clamped nipple, which has already started to dull. Long, agonizing seconds pass with slow, teasing licks. Cold metal brushes my nipple and before I can react, she closes the clamp over the engorged bud. Fresh pain sparks in my nipples, then redoubles as Sadie grabs the connecting chain with her teeth and pulls on it.

“Please, Mistress… fuck…” I beg. Sadie relents and drops the chain to my chest. She wipes a bead of sweat from my forehead and licks it off her fingertip. Despite the throbbing pain in my nipples, I feel a rush of arousal straight to my clit as her eyes light up at the taste.

“How long can you endure these?” Sadie tugs the clamps once more. I gasp and thrash in my bondage, which only makes the pain intensify.

“As long as you want, Mistress,” I say through grit teeth. Her eyebrows go up ahead and she reaches down once more to the table of wicked instruments. To my delight, she holds up a wand vibrator and a length of rope.

“Since we decided on your nipples for the clamps, I assume you’d like something else for your pussy?”

“Yes, thank you Mistress,” I nod enthusiastically, making my tits shake and nipples ache. She laughs and quickly ties the vibrator to my left foot, turning it on low. The head of the vibrator is an inch away from my pussy. I flex my calf, pulling my foot in, and feel delightful rumbles resonate in my clit.

“Pleasure or pain, it’s all the same to you, isn’t it? You just take what you’re given. You don't want any say in this? No agency? No control?”

“I suppose not, Mistress,” I say. The pleasure coursing through my sex and the pain throbbing in my nipples are both melting my mind. I see her grab a large ball gag, much bigger than the one I saw in my research. She lifts it up with a tilt of her head and a raise of her eyebrows. I’m not sure if it’ll fit in my mouth, but if Sadie wants me to try it, I will.

“Really?” Sadie laughs. “Remember, you’re on camera.”

I tilt my head to the left and see my video camera set up in the corner of the room, pointing right at me and Sadie with a red blinking light. So far, the only evidence it’s collecting is that I’m a very horny, very willing participant in this kinky game. I hate how wildly that thought stokes the fire in my core.

“I can handle it,” I say, unsure of myself. Sadie steps close to me and drags the silicone ball across my dripping entrance. I feel her rotate it, fully coating the gag in my arousal. My face flushes when she holds it up to me. I can see my fluids shining on the silicone.

“You’re going to let me gag you with this?” Sadie asks. “Really think about it. You’ve never been gagged before, and this is the biggest one I have. On top of that, it’s covered in your own arousal. How humiliating.”

I shift in my bondage and try to put a coherent thought together through my submission-induced trance. This feels like a test of some kind. The dark part of my psyche wants this woman to take me in any way she wants. But what do I want? Does it matter?

Sadie’s eyes taunt me. I part my lips, then open my mouth for her, making my decision. Her eyebrows raise in surprise as she pushes the ball firmly between my teeth. My jaw stretches wide to accommodate the large gag. My tongue is pushed down and I taste myself, musky and sweet, on the ball. Almost immediately, I realize that I can’t swallow my saliva with my tongue trapped and my mouth stuffed. A line of spit forms at the bottom of my lip and embarrassingly falls down my exposed chest.

“Oh, you’re a messy slut, aren’t you?” Her lips are in my ear again. “I wonder what your readers would think of you now. Bound and stuffed and loving every minute. I’m sure they would notice how you’re keeping that vibrator pressed tight to your pussy.”

My orgasm draws closer while listening to her, but the vibrator is at a frustratingly low speed. I need more friction, more intensity to push me over the line. I’m not sure how much more humiliated Sadie could make me feel. My ass is plugged, my nipples are clamped, my mouth is gagged, and she’s making me tease myself with a vibrator that won’t make me cum.

Sadie presses a gloved hand to my cheek and wraps her other arm behind my back, her fingers interlaced with one of my bound hands. The embrace is warm and intimate. I close my eyes for a moment. Her breasts press against mine, reminding me of the vicious clamps on my nipples. Her breath is steady and calm, like she’s ready to drift off to sleep instead of in the middle of an intense BDSM session. I want her to hold me like this forever.

The floorboards creak a few feet to my left. I don’t look up because Sadie’s whispering something filthy in my ear that makes my spine shudder. They creak again and I open my eyes. It’s too late. Sadie’s eyes go wide in fear as black gloved hands wrap around Sadie’s mouth and chest and tear her away from me.


Chapter Five: Struggling for Control

I mumble loudly in protest as Sadie is pulled away and pushed to the ground in front of me. My voice is nothing but unintelligible, spit-laden mumbles. Sadie’s writhing on the floor underneath the black-gloved intruder. The spike of adrenaline makes my whole body numb to the pleasure and pain from before. My ropes feel like a prison now, constricting me as I try to loosen them.

I almost use my gagged safeword, but the torches flicker on the wall and I get a flash of the assailant’s face. It’s Lillian. She’s tightly binding Sadie’s wrists, elbows, thighs, and ankles together, rope whipping around her at blazing speeds. Sadie’s protests turn to defeated whimpers as she realizes that there’s no escape from her bondage. Lillian silences the whimpers with a ball gag to match mine and takes away her sight with a blindfold.

I breathe through my nose and try to think rationally. Sadie must be in on this, otherwise she surely would’ve safeworded and shut it down herself. Her struggling act is convincing though, and I can’t help the anger I feel toward Lillian for taking Sadie away from me in such an intimate moment.

Lillian stands Sadie up, then tosses the rope binding her wrists over a ceiling beam right in front of me. The auburn-haired temptress is stretched before me just a couple feet away. She’s standing on her toes, unable to fully balance. Her body is one long, vertical form, limbs bound together with tight knots. I hate how beautiful she looks like this, with her muscles taut and her full lips curled around her gag.

“I didn’t think you’d make it past the clamps, to be honest,” Lillian says to me. I direct my angry gaze at her and watch her finger through the various whips and floggers on the table next to me. She’s dressed in the same skintight bodysuit I shined days ago. Her curves glow in the torchlight, giving shape to her void-black form. With her crimson lipstick and black eyeliner, she looks like evil incarnate.

“I underestimated your resolve. Your pride. Your stubbornness,” she says each word like she's plucking petals from a flower. “Unfortunately, my lovely Sadie doesn’t have it in her to fully explore your limits. She’s many things, but a cruel mistress is not one of them. Especially not when her feelings are involved.”

Lillian selects a riding crop and drags it up my thigh and stomach to the chain connecting my clamps. Fresh pain spreads in my abused nipples as she pulls me forward with the chain. She reaches down with her other hand and moves the vibrator up so it’s pressed firmly to my pussy at all times. Then she turns the speed up.

“Mmmm,” I can’t help but moan as my calf curls instinctively, pressing the toy harder to my clit.

“I wonder how involved your feelings are.” She moves closer to me. Unlike Sadie, her heat and scent are imposing and sharp. What Sadie has in gentle seduction, Lillian has in staggering power.

“Let’s find out, shall we?” Wickedness glints in her eyes as she turns away from me. She drags the crop up Sadie’s lace-laden curves and I realize what she’s about to do, but there’s nothing I can do about it. Lillian raises the crop, gives me a purposeful look out of the corner of her eye, then releases hellfire on Sadie. The quiet room erupts in a symphony of impact. Swish, smack, swish, smack. I don’t know who’s louder, me or Sadie, every time that leather throng connects with her delicate flesh. My protests come out as a low, muffled string of rambles. Sadie’s responses escalate with the severity of the strikes. Breathy moans for her ass and thighs, sharp squeals for her ribs and breasts. I can hear Lillian breathe through her nose with the exertion too. Both her and Sadie have a strangely peaceful expression despite the violence. I feel like I’m intruding on something intimate. And even worse, the vibrator on my pussy just won’t stop whirring. I don’t want to cum to Sadie’s torment but pretty soon, I don’t know if I’m going to have a choice.

After a final barrage to her rose-pink ass, Lillian sets the crop down and approaches Sadie. She grabs rude fistfuls of her hips, thighs, and breasts, digging her gloved fingers into her flesh. Sadie yelps and moans, but not in agony. Even her gagged nonsense sounds like poetry. I can see brilliant red squares begin to develop where she was struck the hardest. Lillian whispers something in her ear and tilts her head as if expecting an answer. Sadie’s lips curl around her gag in a smile and Lillian slaps her across the cheek. Her head whips to the side with the strike, then hangs down, defeated.

“Mmm!” I moan in shock. Lillian turns to me, eyes wild.

“Something to say?” She unbuckles the gag from the back of my head and pries it from my teeth. Her fingers rudely penetrate my mouth to do so. I taste the latex coating her fingers and smell her musky perfume as she gathers my spit between her digits and wipes it across my lips and cheeks. I’m a dripping mess at this point, both by the liquid sex leaking down my thighs and the saliva on my face. The humiliation boils in my blood into a thick, concentrated arousal. I can’t see past it and I can’t think rationally, especially not with the vibrator’s incessant pleasure.

“Not her,” I say, my voice cracking and jaw aching. Sadie’s pristine skin is a patchwork of angry pink and red welts. One of her nipples is exposed from her bra. Her panties are halfway off her hips. I feel an intense urge to kiss her cheeks and soothe her welts.

“How chivalrous. Will you beg for it, then?” She reaches a hand up and wraps it around my jaw. Her fingers tap on my cheek, indicating where she’ll strike.

I remember how Lillian threatened me in her office, saying that she’d slap me only if I begged for it. After everything these women have done to me, I should just say the words and accept my punishment. But I hesitate here. It just doesn’t feel right. How can I see Sadie’s defeat and want that for myself? I remember something else in the memory: Lillian, bound to her chair by my hand, but still dominating me.

My eyes ignite as the pieces slide into place. I’ve given up every inch of my body and every shred of my dignity to these women, but I am not some helpless damsel. When Sadie threatened to clamp my labia and I resisted, she listened to me. When I screamed through my gag in panic, Lillian took it off. And when I told her to stop hurting Sadie, she obeyed. Everything that these women did to me, I asked for and welcomed. And remember that you’re always in more control than you think, Sadie’s voice echoes in my head. My submission is my choice and my agency is my own. At least, I hope so.

“No, I don’t think I will,” I say slowly, testing my theory. I watch Lillian’s eyes soften and her head tilt as she understands what I’m saying. Her hand loosens its grip on my jaw and both hands fall to my hips. Beyond her, I see Sadie’s lips curl into a smile around her gag.

“I see. What is it that you want?” Lillian asks. A thrill rushes in my head. I’m more vulnerable than I’ve ever been, but my confidence multiplies tenfold. Nothing can be taken from me if I give it freely.

“I want you to do your job and fuck me.” Both her and Sadie’s expressions light up in surprise, then settle in excitement.

“Tell me how you want it.” Lillian’s voice is like Sadie’s now, warm and sultry. I see Sadie nod approvingly and I remember what she said about topping from the bottom.

“Start by unclamping my nipples,” I say immediately. I do not mull over my words, they flow freely from my heart and body to my lips. Sadie’s smile widens around her gag, and Lillian shares it.

“Ask and you shall receive…” Lillian reaches forward and releases the clamps.

“Oh! Fuck, fuck, fuck.” Fire ignites in my abused buds as the bloodflow returns. Stars float in my eyes.  My arms strain in their bondage, desperate to cover my tits and massage my pinched flesh. I breathe in and out, steadying myself. Sadie’s gagged laughter echoes in the small room and I glare at her. I get the feeling that this was very premeditated.

“I can put these on her if you’d like,” Lillian offers.

“This is gonna arouse you, isn’t it?” Sadie tilts her head, then nods enthusiastically. “Do it. And take her blindfold off.”

Lillian swiftly pulls her bra down and pinches her nipples with a firm grip to get them hard. Sadie squeals, but doesn’t pull away. Her blindfold falls away and she blinks herself back to reality. Her eyes meet mine and I see pleasure pulse twice in her expression as her nipples fall victim to the clamps. Damn, she really is a masochist.

Unfortunately for my needy clit, Lillian removes the vibrator so she can change my bondage to something more suitable for the fucking I asked for. She lowers the rope suspending my chest and my world tilts 90 degrees forward. I’m floating horizontally now and staring at the floor while she adjusts my bound legs to keep them spread in this new position. She circles around me and plucks a metal hook with a spherical, rounded tip off the table. I recognize it from my research and clench my ass nervously. I think I know where it’s going. Lillian confirms my suspicions by liberally lubing the rounded tip and disappearing behind me. Her fingers trail up my stocking-covered thighs, then wrap around the flared base of my plug. She pulls on it gently and I’m surprised at how little force is necessary for her to pull it out.

“Your ass is practically begging to be eaten,” she says, spreading my cheeks with her fingers.

“Oh,” I gasp at the thought, then moan at the reality as her broad tongue licks a lazy circle around my opening. My clit throbs for equal treatment, but her tongue leaves as quick as it arrived. The warmth is replaced by the cold, slick metal of the anal hook. I press back against the spherical tip and bite my lip as it fills me. Lillian tilts the hook up and down, stroking my inner walls. I relax from the pleasure, but Lillian doesn’t let me stay there for long. She pulls my hair into a ponytail with a slipknot and yanks it up hard. My head is forced up and I can see Sadie in her bound beauty watching me intently. She’s slowly rubbing her thighs together, trying to get some friction. I wish I was close enough to help her with that.

Lillian ties the rope from my hair to the plug and cinches it tight. The hook curls deep in my ass, then pushes further when I stupidly relax my head. When the dominatrix enters my view again, there’s a thick, curved dildo attached to a harness on her hips. It’s thick and long and menacing. I want it in me more than anything.

“You want it nice and wet, don’t you?” Lillian asks. I part my lips and accept the toy, sliding my tongue up and down its length. I’ve done this for partners before and never enjoyed it, but with her, it feels different. She rocks her hips forward until I gag, then pulls it out, wiping my spit on my lips. Satisfied with its wetness, she slides around me and positions herself between my helplessly spread legs. I lock eyes with Sadie and shudder when Lillian presses the tip up and down my pussy. Such a tease.

“I told you to fuck me,” I say firmly, still looking at Sadie. Lillian grabs my hips roughly and slides me back against her.

“Oh…” The toy fills me all at once and I almost can’t bear it. The curved tip drags across my textured inner flesh as she pulls back, teasing me gently before filling me again. Her thrusts are slow and purposeful, giving me time to get used to the penetration. For such a cruel mistress, she really is a gentle lover.

With my weight suspended in ropes, this feels like a dream. There’s nothing I can do but accept the pleasure being given to me. My head shakes forward and backward with each of Lillian’s strokes, pushing the hook in my ass deeper. There’s a primal satisfaction to being completely filled, unlike anything I’ve felt before. And every time the strapon sinks home, I see Sadie’s hips twitch slightly, as if jealous of Lillian.

“You want this, don’t you?” I say to her. I don’t know what sexual demon is possessing me, but I want Sadie to suffer and twist and squirm knowing that she can’t reach what she desperately wants. I realize now that I wasn’t angry that Lillian was hurting her, I was jealous that it wasn’t me inflicting the punishment.

“Mmm,” she moans. Her words are imperceptible but I can read her eyes and see the sway of her hips. She wants me in all kinds of dirty ways, but she can’t have me. I’ve never felt sexier in my life. Lillian slips a hand between my legs and begins rubbing my clit with her thumb. The slick, slippery digit moves fast and presses with intention. I’ve been riding the edge of an orgasm ever since I took flight in my bondage, and this will certainly push me over it.

I let myself moan and curse and beg for it harder. I don’t care how much of a slut this makes me, or what these temptresses think of me. The thrusts become shorter and faster, angled to expertly align the internal and external simulation.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck… I’m… so… close.” The words spill out of my mouth with each thrust. Sadie’s eyes are wide and longing. I drink in the sight of her bound, squirming form. Power ripples through me.

“Harder. Right there. Don’t stop,” I order Lillian. She obeys, pressing her thumb hard against my clit.

“Watch me. Don’t look away. Tell me how you want me,” I say to Sadie. Sweat’s dripping down my forehead now. I press my head forward and force the hook deeper. I almost cum on the spot, but I want to hear Sadie first.

“I…mmph,” She says through her gag. Her mumbles are like sweet syrup pouring from a maple tree. I don’t know what she’s saying but it’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever heard. She’s professing love to my body while Lillian fucks me in a slow, rocking motion that drives me crazy. My lips part, unable to close. I feel the orgasm coming far before it hits me, like gentle waves kissing my toes before a tsunami envelops me. I clench down hard on the dildo and rock my hips against her hand until I am nothing but a suspended ball of ecstasy. Every muscle in my body contracts, then releases.

“Oh… oh, yes…” Electricity pulses from my pussy to my thighs to my naval. My mind is blank. I feel Lillian slide herself out. My arousal drips from her strap, which she paints across my thighs.

“Again,” I say, breathing hard. I’m floating on a cloud of pleasure and can’t bear the thought of coming down. I see Sadie and Lillian share a smile, then feel the hook pull gently from my ass. My head is stretched back until my ass stretches around the bulb and releases it. I miss it as soon as it’s gone.

“Take her gag out,” I say before Lillian can continue. I want to hear her words this time. Lillian steps in front of me and pries the gag from her teeth. Sadie stretches her jaw and licks her lips.

“Thank you, Mistress,” she says, staring into my soul. My clit pulses and my hips shift in my bondage. I want to jump out of these ropes and devour her.

“You’re welcome. Are you imagining that you’re me?” I flex my gloved arms and wiggle my hips.

“Yes, Mistress,” she breathes. Lillian is by the table again, picking something up that I can’t see.

“Imagine you’re in my place. How would you want me to fuck you?”

“I would beg you to fuck my ass.” Her words come fast, like she’s just relaying her active thoughts. Lillian’s behind me again, sliding her arousal-slick strap up to my rear. My stomach tightens. I don’t know if I can take this.

“You would know how tight I am, so you’d press a vibrator to my clit to loosen me up,” Sadie says. I hear a vibrator whir to life, then shudder as Lillian presses it against my pussy and secures it in place.

“You’d wrap your hand around my hair and pull me into a pretty little arch for you.” Lillian grabs the rope binding my hair and pulls hard. I’m forced once again to look deep into Sadie’s eyes.

“If I was good today, you’d use lots of lube and tease me with your fingers first.” Two lube-slick digits probe my entrance, then coax their way inside with little resistance.

“Maybe you’d bring me right to the edge of an orgasm, just to remind me of the power you hold.” The vibrator rumbles faster now. The gloved fingers curl and thrust against my sensitive flesh. Pain from my hair being pulled mixes beautifully with the forced pleasure. I can feel another orgasm begin to crest, but the vibrator is pulled away before I can finish.

“Ohhh, fuck you…” I curse at Sadie, who looks all too pleased with herself. She just smiles wider and continues her narration.

“Well, if I said that to you, you’d probably spank me a few times.” Lillian’s other hand rains down a flurry of slaps on my exposed cheeks as her fingers continue to fuck my ass. “Just to remind me of my place.”

“Once I apologized profusely, you’d probably make me clean my cum off the dildo before you fucked my ass with it.” I feel Lillian's fingers slide out of my ass and hear her heels click as she walks between Sadie and I.

“I’m sorry, Mistresses,” I say. Lillian’s hand gently caresses my cheek, then guides the shining dildo across my lips and tongue. I taste like sex and fire and pure, unfiltered need.

“Finally, once you were sure I learned my lesson, you’d fuck my ass nice and hard until I came nice and pretty for you.” The heels click again and I feel hands slide up my sweat-slick form. There’s a firm pressure against my opening, then a feeling of incomparable satisfaction as I stretch around the thick toy. A small lick of pain shivers in my spine at full stretch, but Lillian’s being careful and kind with me. She knows I can take it. Sadie knows I can take it too, otherwise she wouldn’t have directed it.

Unlike the hook, which was thin and shallow, the curved strap stretches me completely. When Lillian draws back her hips, I’m so tight that she moves achingly slow. I wonder what I look like, my ass spread wide for her to see. All I can imagine is being her while fucking Sadie. I can picture her pink opening, begging to be filled. I can hear her pleas and moans and gasps. I can taste her essence and smell her sex and feel her warmth.

“I would ask you to increase the speed of the vibrator, and I would beg you to let me cum,” Sadie says the last words with fire in her eyes.

“Please, Mistresses.” It’s all I can say with the penetration overwhelming my senses. The vibrator intensifies and I moan my thanks. I feel myself loosen just enough for Lillian to rock her hips, slowly thrusting.

“Please, may I cum?” I plea. A climax is very close and arriving much faster than the first.

“You would tell me to beg louder.”

“PLEASE… I can’t stop it…” Lillian pulls my hair hard and sinks the strap deep. “FUCK.”

“Louder.”

“PLEASE.”

“Louder.”

I’m screaming at this point. Words don’t sound like words anymore. I’m floating over a pool of complete, overwhelming bliss. I want to dive headfirst. I want to lose myself in the feeling. But I need to hear Sadie’s words, to accept her permission.

“Cum.”

“Thank you… thank you… thank you…” Gratitude spills from my lips as my soul leaves my body. I can feel the rope binding my limbs, the latex hugging my skin, and the pleasure thick in my bloodstream, but it’s all detached, like I’m viewing from a distance. Then, like a magnetic pull, I’m drawn back into my body and the pleasure is too much to bear. I’m falling deeper into the pool and it’s turning dark. Arms wrap around me and hold me tight, pleasure echoing all around me.

“Just relax,” Sadie says, her voice ethereal. I listen and release myself into her, comfortable and unburdened.


Chapter Six: Ownership

“That whole thing was planned with Lillian? Even the slap?”

“Oh, yes. That was my idea.”

“And I really came for an entire minute?” I ask in disbelief.

“That’s what I saw. And heard,” Sadie adds. She finishes her drink and swirls the ice cube around in her glass.

“Wow. I didn’t realize it was possible to cum for that long uninterrupted.”

“You poor girl,” Sadie laughs and puts her hand on mine. I see the bartender pass by and she orders another round for us. I was pleasantly surprised when Sadie asked me for a drink after the session. I thought it was a date. She called it “aftercare.”

“I assume you don’t normally do this with clients?” I motion to our drinks.

“You’re not exactly a traditional client, are you?” Sadie reaches into her bag and pulls out a thick folder. “Speaking of which, I brought a gift.”

I take the folder and open it. There’s over a hundred pages of business and legal documentation here. A quick scan reveals plans to open six more Nightbound locations in different cities, in addition to the one that Manuel told me about.

“This is a journalist’s wet dream,” I say. There’s everything and more to write a complete history of Nightbound’s operations. I don’t know if I’ve ever held so much new information in my hands at once.

“That’s the idea,” Sadie laughs. “And if this isn’t enough to write whatever story you’re thinking of, I also have a recent client willing to go on the record about her recent experience with us.”

“Why?” I close the folder and look at her. Handing over this kind of information to a journalist seems like a horrible idea, and I can’t imagine wanting a client wanting their name and likeness publicly associated with this organization.

“We’re confident in the services we provide.”

“Sure, but why reveal all of this? There’s a fine line between generating interest and generating scrutiny. If I go public with my interview with Lillian, my experience tonight, and these documents, someone’s gonna take a closer look at what you actually do,” I say. Sadie shrugs in agreement. I stare at her baffled.

“What’s stopping me from reporting on these documents and omitting my personal experience?”

“Nothing.”

“That’s a lot of trust in someone you just met.”

“I’ve been reading you for years.”

“There’s a difference.”

“I don’t see it that way.” Sadie smiles and takes a long drink, never breaking eye contact. She sets down her glass and puts her hand on my knee. “I know you’re under pressure to release a story about this, but I hope you don’t feel any from me or Lillian or anyone at Nightbound. Our job was to give you an authentic, honest client experience. I think there’s evidence of our success,” she says, motioning to my camera bag. “It’s up to you to determine how your experience frames the narrative.”

I slowly nod and take in what she’s saying. Obviously, my participation in a session makes writing through an objective lens close to impossible. But without the experience of a client, any story I would’ve written about Nightbound would be inaccurate and filled with assumptions. Before I can formulate any kind of response, my phone rings. It’s Manuel.

“Hey, it’s late,” I answer. Sadie waves me away and I walk outside the bar to take the call. I find a comfortable alley and lean against the brick wall of the bar’s exterior.

“You got updates on the Nightbound story? I told publishing that you’d have it ready by tomorrow morning.”

“Manuel, what the fuck? Why did you do that?” I run my hand through my hair.

“I just need content and we’re way under our quota for the week. Can’t you just throw something together? Make it shitty, I don’t care.” The word “content” brings heat straight to my head. I just got the holy grail of information on Nightbound and he’s already reduced the story to a throw-away headline.

“You practically begged me to take the story, and now you’re throwing it out?” My volume is rising. I feel the flush of the alcohol and the strange empowerment from the session take over my better judgement.

“Evelyn, you knew this was gonna be an impossible investigation. Didn’t you get stonewalled?”

“You’re killing me here.” I settle my breathing and look down at the folder of documents in my hand. Even if I salvage a story out of the mess I made, Manuel practically confirmed that it’s not going anywhere. It’ll be just another buried headline that won’t do anything but draw more suspicion to Sadie and Lillian and Ruby from the wrong people.

“I don’t think a story about Nightbound would do anyone any good,” I say, technically not a lie. Sadie walks out of the bar and joins me on the wall. She raises her eyebrows to me and I roll my eyes back to her, communicating my frustration.

“Fuck. Okay, I’m gonna need something else to put up. I’m getting a lot of pressure from management, I really need you on this.”

“What time?” I ask, looking at Sadie. Her face falls a little, as if disappointed in my answer.

“7 a.m.” He sounds relieved. “Thanks, honestly just write some puff piece on…”

“No, what time is it right now?”

“Um, 9:45?”

“Yeah, fuck off.”

“Evelyn. You know what this is gonna look like…”

I hang up. I’m sure he’s cursing me out on the other end, but I honestly don’t care. Sadie slides closer to me with excitement dancing in her eyes.

“What’re you gonna do?”

“Write the story.” I reach down and grab her hand. She laces her fingers between mine, then presses it against the wall next to my head. Her lips are so close to mine.

“Still? For a different news site?”

“For myself. If anyone else wants to read it, that’s fine. I have more than enough for a short story, maybe a novella, I don’t know. I’ve always wanted to write a romance.”

Genuine pride flashes in Sadie’s eyes and she kisses me deeply. I melt into her embrace and kiss her back. Her lips are full and soft and perfect. When they leave mine, it takes everything within me not to pull her back in. She releases my hand and holds my hips. My arms wrap around her back, feeling her lithe muscles. Somehow, this feels more intimate than getting fucked into another universe in front of her.

“You could write that novel you’ve been putting off,” Sadie says, holding me close. “I’m sure there’s plenty of readers who’d enjoy your journey.”

“A whole novel? You think I have enough experience for that?”

“Probably not. You’d likely need a few more sessions with me.” Sadie’s lips are on my neck now.

“That’s right. And you’d have to be willing to go on the record… lots of personal interviews…” I slide a hand down her back and hips and curl it between her thighs. She instinctively shifts her hips against my fingers, just as she did when she was bound before me.

“An interview? What, you’re gonna pry information out of me?” Sadie says, challenging and masochistically hopeful.

“If I have to,” I pull her close to me by her crotch and put my lips to her ear. “What’s your schedule like, say… later tonight?”

“For you? Wide open.”
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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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Tie Me Down: Ex-lovers rekindle their fiery relationship with a tense evening of bondage, submission, and hopeful second chances. 
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I write the sapphic stories I dream about. And it just so happens that my dreams are filled with realistic, romantic, and deliciously kinky women exploring their wildest fantasies.  From best friends exploring their sexualities to experienced couples turning up the heat, I delve into the beautiful spectrum of sapphic relationships on every pleasure-soaked page. 
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