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This is a work of fiction. All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. All characters are 18 years of age or older.
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–

About My Roommate the Dominatrix:

I wanted her to turn the camera off, to give us some private time. I wanted her to pull my boxers down and climb on top of me, to drop her leather thong and fishnets and slip herself onto me. I wanted her to ride me, hard and fast, grinding her hips against me over and over. More than anything else, though, I wanted her to keep me here as long as she wanted. I wanted her to use and abuse me as her toy until she finally decided I'd earned my keep. 

Recent college graduate David's got a thing for his roommate, Celine. She's a dominatrix by trade, and she's been kind enough to take him in and be patient with him as he finds his way into the working world.

He's having some trouble finding a paying gig, though, and when he's late on his rent payment for the third month in a row, Celine decides it's time to take matters into her own hands.

She's got a way David can earn his keep — but can he handle it?

This erotic short features bondage, BDSM, female domination, male submission, and plenty more. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

She leaned in close to my ear, whispering gently, her breath on my cheek, below what the camera could probably pick up.

“How long have you wanted to fuck me, David?” she said. “How long have you wanted to feel these tits in your hands? How many times have you touched yourself to the thought of me, wishing over and over that I'd take your cock into my mouth and lick you up and down until you popped? How many times have you thought about slipping yourself into this tight cunt? How badly do you want to feel me surround you, feel me drip on you?”

Her hand trailed down my chest, down my stomach, closer and closer to my boxers. I tensed. Finally, she slipped her hand under the waistband and quickly, powerfully, wrapped her hand around the base of my cock.

I could have exploded right there. I gasped hard, throwing my head back, and tried desperately to pull free of the restraints. I wanted her. I wanted her so badly.

She slipped her hand up and down my shaft, and I was sure she could feel my pulse through it as my length throbbed in her grip.

I heard a quick snipping sound, and for a brief second, I was terrified — but they were, apparently, safety scissors. She used them to cut my boxers off of me. She pulled them free and there I was, finally, naked. Completely naked, completely helpless.

Completely hers.


~1~

Let me get this out of the way, right off the bat: My roommate's a dominatrix.

I know, I know. Lucky me. I thought so, too. When I was looking around for places in the city after graduation, I thought a cheap apartment with a beautiful woman who spent her working hours clad in leather and walking around in stilettos was an absolute fantasy. I was more than happy to sign that lease.

But here's the thing about being roommates with a dominatrix: When you're late on rent, they really, really know how to crack down.

Especially if you're late on rent three months in a row.

“What the hell do you mean you don't have the money again?! This is three months in a row, David! Were you aware of that?”

Celine does a great job of keeping her business life separate from her personal life. She doesn't bring clients to the apartment, preferring instead to rent a space somewhere else in the city. She'll talk to them on the phone from the apartment, but since those are always calls to schedule appointments and such, it's never really anything salacious.

So when she gets angry at me and that dominant side of her comes out, it's always a bit of a shock.

I guess it shouldn't be. She was born for it. Tall, leggy, dark brunette hair and eyes to match. She's beautiful, even when she's walking around in sweats — which is most of the time, if we're being honest. I don't know why I thought she'd wear her dominatrix gear everywhere. Chalk it up to naivete, I guess.

Anyway, back to the point of the story: I was late on rent. For the third month in a row.

“Look, I know it's bad, I just need a few weeks,” I said. “Like last time, you know?”

Celine had been washing the dishes while I dried them, and I was suddenly concerned for the well-being of our plates and glasses. She was slamming them around the sink while we talked.

“Yeah, I remember last time really well,” she said, making brief but very effective eye contact. “Last time, you said, and I'm quoting you here, 'This is totally the last time, I promise.'”

I looked down at the dish I was drying and rubbed it harder.

“Am I wrong, David?”

She wasn't. That's exactly what I'd said.

“I hate going to the landlord and having to cover for you, and at some point he's going to stop giving the me, the pretty girl from 13E, the benefit of the doubt. And that's the day you get tossed out on your ass.”

She punctuated that by slamming another dish in the sink. I cringed at the sound of it, and tried to focus on the drying.

After a minute of silence between us, she looked up from the dishes at nothing in particular, closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and let it out slowly.

“Look,” she said, “I'm sorry I get frustrated. I know you're frustrated, too. I know things have been tough for you since we graduated. You're a dear friend, and you're always going to have a place to stay. I can cover for you month to month, but if you're going to keep this up, we need to find a new way for you to pay off your debts.”

That was one of the things I adored about Celine. She had such a warm heart. It was such a powerful contrast to the dominant side of her, the side she had to bring out when she was lording over some helpless man strapped to a chair or hanging from the ceiling.

I was insanely attracted to her and she knew it, without question, but she never took advantage of it. If anything, she'd been clear about the lines we couldn't cross. I appreciated that about her, much like I appreciated her helping me out so much. Not sure I'd have been able to handle the post-graduation lack of job if she weren't there to help me out.

“You know I'm not trying to screw you over, and I'm doing what I can,” I said. “The job search is taking way longer than I'd expected, but in the meantime I'm more than happy to do whatever you want to help out around here. Anything at all.”

Celine looked back down at the dishes, but didn't do anything with them. We stood like that for what felt like a few minutes, and the silence made me uncomfortable. No way I was going to break it, though.

She broke the uncomfortable silence not with a word but with an action: She looked at me, studying my face — and then the rest of me.

I wasn't much of a catch right now in my t-shirt and pajama pants, so I wasn't quite sure what was going on. I've seen her study men like that before, but it was always when she was looking at prospective—

“Actually,” she finally said, “I may have just the thing. You're going to have to trust me, though.”

I raised an eyebrow, but didn't say anything.

“Do you trust me, David?”

“I, uh … sure, yeah, I trust you, of course,” I finally uttered.

“Excellent,” she said, her piercing brown eyes far more lit than they were just a few minutes ago. “Go into the living room and give me a few minutes. I'll be right back out.”

I put down the dish I was holding onto — it was, by now, a level of dry never before attained in the history of dish-kind — and walked slowly into the living room. Celine walked with purpose into her bedroom and shut the door behind her.

And so I stood, waiting, with no idea what might be coming next.


~2~

One of the things we decided as roommates early on was that bedrooms were absolutely off limits. This was more Celine's rule than mine, but I was perfectly happy to abide by it for a whole bunch of reasons. I'd never actually been in her room for more than a minute or two, and absolutely never without her there.

Those few times I'd been in her room didn't show me anything particularly scandalous, either. Again, chalk it up to naivete, but I thought the bedroom of a dominatrix would be more … scary. Whips and chains and clamps and leather clothing strewn about, that kind of thing.

Instead, Celine's room was very much like anybody else's room. Just impeccably neat. She kept it as tidy as any bedroom I'd ever seen. Which actually made a kind of sense. I think people with dominant personalities tend to be neat like that, because it's just one more way for them to exert control over their environment.

Celine kept her door shut at all times. Every once in a while I'd hear an odd noise or two, but never anything particularly weird. Besides, she was a dominatrix. She could watch the weirdest porn around and call it research, so I wasn't about to pry into what any one noise might be.

Plus, she'd been incredibly patient with me. I wasn't about to repay her by being nosey.

Standing in the living room, nervous, I could hear some familiar noises coming out of Celine's room. Zippers. Buttons. The creaking of leather.

Suddenly, my curiosity was piqued. Was she … was she getting her dominatrix gear on? Did she plan to punish the fiduciary irresponsibility out of me?

She knew I'd never done anything like that before, and was a little scared of the idea. I'd been with plenty of women during my college years, and all of them had one fetish or another — everybody does — but none had been into bondage, BDSM, any of that stuff.

I didn't have anything against it, I'd just never tried it. And I was a little reluctant to dip my toes in the water.

Once I started hearing those noises, my wait in the living room began to stretch into what seemed like an eternity. My skin tingled, and it was only when I felt my cock throb gently against my pants that I realized I was turned on by the prospect of Celine getting into her gear.

I was just getting ready to process those feelings when the door to her room flew open, and there she was: still dressed in sweats. I felt an odd mix of relief and disappointment.

Behind her, the bedroom was just as spotless as ever. I wasn't sure what to make of it, because I knew I'd heard what I'd heard. Maybe she was just putting a bunch of her stuff away?

We stood there staring at each other for a few seconds before Celine looked me up and down yet again and gave me a coy smile.

“Good, then,” she said. “Let's get to it.”
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I wasn't quite sure what “let's get to it” might mean, so I waited briefly for her to clarify. She didn't take long to do so.

“I need you to strip down to your boxers and come in here.”

My cock throbbed again, and I was positive I felt myself blush. “Um, wh— you need me to what?”

“I don't like repeating myself, David,” she said, and suddenly her tone was very, very different. This was not the warm, compassionate Celine I knew. This felt a lot like the Celine her clients knew. “I need you to strip down to your boxers and get in my room. Now.”

I had no idea what the hell was going on, but Celine knew her line of work very well, and getting men to do whatever she wanted them to do was not at all difficult for her. I muttered a few confused noises while I took off my shirt, pants, and socks. They came off quickly and there I was, cold and almost naked, standing in the middle of the living room while a fully dressed Celine looked on with a smile.

“You know, for all our time in this apartment together, I don't think I've ever seen you in just your boxers,” she said.

I began to stammer a response, but she laughed before I could get anything out.

“You're so nervous! Calm down, David. You don't have anything to be nervous about.”

For the third time that evening, she gave me body a good, hard look.

“And you certainly don't have anything to be self-conscious about,” she said, an eyebrow arched. “You've been taking care of yourself.”

“I, uh … I do what I can.”

“Very good, very good.” She moved out of her doorway, turning to the side, and gestured for me to enter. “Come on in.”

I swallowed hard, steadied myself, and walked forward into her bedroom. It was, in fact, just as tidy as I'd surmised from the living room. What I hadn't been able to see from the living room, however, was the wooden chair sitting in the dead center of the room — and the huge array of restraints and toys she'd neatly laid out on her bed.

A few things were definitely falling into place, but I was still very, very confused. I turned to her for some sort of explanation.

“Um, are you going to—”

“Relax, David,” she said, and urged me further toward the chair in the center of the room. “Just relax.”

I went with it, reluctant but as calm as I could be. My boxers were doing a very poor job of hiding my arousal, but my brain was running in so many different directions I couldn't even begin to deal with worrying about my obvious erection.

She sat me down in the chair, placing my arms neatly on the armrests and making sure my knees and lower legs lined up with the front legs of the chair.

“I guess I just don't understand how this is supposed to help me pay you back,” I said, my skin tingling.

Celine didn't say anything. She just pointed toward her desk, where her laptop was open and the screen was on. It showed … us. There we were. That's when I noticed the webcam pointed directly the center of the room — at me and Celine.

“Is that—”

“Don't worry, it's not on yet,” she said. “We go live in a few minutes.”

My head was absolutely spinning.

“Live? Live where? On what? Are people going to be able to see—”

Celine grabbed my hair and pulled — hard. I clenched my teeth and flinched, but didn't budge my arms or legs. Such was her power over me, even this early on. She pulled my head to the back and side, where she leaned in with her mouth next to my ear.

“You said you trusted me,” she hissed. “Now, you're going to calm down or I'm going to give you something to panic about. Do you understand?”

I could smell her. She smelled amazing. My cock reacted appropriately, and was rapidly growing. I wanted my pants back.

“Yes,” I said, and she pulled my hair again.

“Yes what?” she whispered.

“Yes, mistress.”
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With no choice but to quell my initial panic, as Celine worked with a few settings on her computer, I started thinking back to all the times she'd stayed in her room most of the night. I started thinking about how she only worked as a dominatrix a few nights a week but somehow had enough money to cover rent for the both of us whenever I was late — plus other expenses.

It made sense that she had to have some sort of alternative revenue stream, but I never realized it was as simple for her as hooking up a webcam.

I began to wonder just how many people were about to watch what she was getting ready to do.

Then I began to wonder if any of them would recognize me.

“So, welcome to my own little studio,” Celine said, and I almost jumped at the sound of her voice. It felt like she'd been quiet for a long time, and I had been completely lost in thought. “This is where I do my camming. It's a good way to pull in extra money, and I've got quite a following.”

“A following, eh?” I said, and chuckled nervously.

“Don't you worry, David, nobody's going to recognize you.”

She turned and walked toward the bed, and I was getting ready to ask her how she could be so sure … when she picked up a large blindfold and walked over to me.

“Oh,” I said.

“You said you trusted me,” she reminded me. “Do you trust me?”

I looked at the blindfold in her hands, then up into her eyes. She was looking down at me, her hair framing her face as it hung, a beautiful dark brown.

“Yes, mistress,” I said. She smiled, and placed the blindfold on my lap. Just that bit of contact was enough to make me flinch, and for the first time I realized I was incredibly turned on. My dick was hard as a rock, blood raced through my veins, and I could feel my pulse against the arms of the chair.

This was, somehow, something I never knew I'd wanted.

“Well, since you've expressed your trust — and caught on to the whole 'yes mistress' thing pretty quickly — I guess you should be rewarded,” Celine said.

With that, she stepped back and whipped off her sweatshirt to reveal the black leather corset underneath. Her breasts, full and pert and beyond compare, rested on top of it, fully exposed and lifted. I'd caught glimpses of them here and there in the past, but I'd never seen this much of them — and certainly never been this close. Her nipples were small and erect, the fabric inside her sweatshirt and now the air of her bedroom treating them very, very well.

I gulped. Celine smirked. She was obviously accustomed to this sort of reaction. Her sweatpants came down to reveal a black thong and black fishnet stockings.

“Holy shit.”

She glared at me, and I realized I had spoken out of turn. I clammed up, and did my best to express with my eyes that it wasn't going to happen again. She expressed with her eyes that it sure as hell wasn't.

She pulled off her socks and walked back over to the bed. From under it, she pulled two shiny, thigh-high, black leather boots. They were zippered into place over the fishnets, and just like that, I was no longer in the presence of Celine, girl I had gone to college with — I was in the presence of Celine, professional dominatrix.

She obviously didn't mind my looking at her, and she could tell I was torn between being incredibly horny and incredibly nervous. She walked over and put a single finger on my lips.

“Don't worry, David,” she said. “I know exactly what I'm doing. You're going to be fine. It won't hurt. Much.”

It was everything I could do to avoid reaching down with one of my hands and grabbing my cock. It was desperate to be stroked. I wanted nothing more than to please myself, give myself any kind of respite from the tension building up inside of me with every second Celine kept me in the chair.

But I was determined to be a good submissive, and I didn't budge.

Celine appeared to appreciate that. She leaned in close, so we were practically face to face. I could smell her again, but this time it was her scent mixed with the fresh smell of the leather she was wearing. It drove me insane with desire.

“I'm going to put the blindfold on you and start the show,” she said. “We won't go live until you're blindfolded. I'm going to take great care of you.”

I just stared, unsure what to say next. Her breath on my face was the single sexiest thing I'd ever felt.

She smiled, smacked me playfully and stood up.

“So, David, you ready to earn your keep?”

I shut my eyes. “Y— … yes, mistress.”

“Very good boy,” she said, picked the blindfold up from my lap, and placed it around my head.

I was in complete darkness. I heard her walk over to the desk and click the trackpad a few times. She didn't say anything, but I didn't have to be told: We were live.
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Like I said, I'd never done anything bondage-related in my life. This was something entirely new for me, and doing it in front of an audience — even if I couldn't see them — was this bizarre, indescribable mix of exhilaration and terror. Every inch of me tingled. My cock throbbed with every heartbeat, the blood refusing to leave it. It felt as if it were going to burst. My nipples were hard and sensitive, waiting for any kind of touch. I fidgeted gently in the chair, and it creaked in response.

“Don't move,” Celine said. I froze. “Good boy.”

From over by the bed, I heard some of the restraints being moved around. The sound of buckles and leather was pretty unmistakable, even for my rookie ears. I then heard her walk over to the chair, and again I could smell her.

As she locked me into the chair with buckles around my wrists, elbows, ankles, and knees, I pictures what she must look like going about her work: Her dark brown hair sweeping around her as she moved from spot to spot, checking the tightness of the restraints, making sure I was as immobile as she wanted me; her breasts, already so firm and pert but now held aloft even further by the corset and making her look like a goddess, perfect pink nipples adorning each one.

I wanted to run my hands over them, feel them, feel her shudder under my touch. I wanted to kiss them, to keep kissing, running my mouth up to Celine's collarbone, then up to her neck, then up right under her ear. I wanted to take a handful of that long, brown hair of hers in my hands and pull her head out of the way while I worked my lips back down her body. I wanted to hear her moan. To hear her gasp in arousal and surprise.

I wanted to feel her surround me, feel the warmth of her, feel her grind herself against me.

She walked over to the bed again and brought what sounded like a length of chain back with her. I tested the cuffs by squirming lightly. They weren't going anywhere. I was already completely stuck, so I wasn't sure what else Celine could have in store.

Quickly, I realized what her plan with the chain was. I felt it wrap around my chest, just above the beginning of my ribcage. It was cold, and I gasped in response. I heard her chuckle as she continued wrapping it around, then through the slats of the back of the wooden chair, then back around in front, up and over one shoulder, then up and over the other. It was locked in place with what sounded like a small padlock.

When stepped back and seemingly finished, I had leather cuffs around my ankles, knees, wrists, and elbows, with a chain harness of sorts pinning my back to the chair.

“Struggle for me, boy,” she said, her voice commanding.

I had no choice but to comply. And I did. I struggled, I writhed, I squirmed. I couldn't budge, much less actually get out or do anything about my situation.

And through all this, my hot and throbbing cock still pounded away at the inside of my boxers, forcing them upward. I couldn't cover it up. It was hers, and she could do whatever she wanted with it.
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“So, boy, tell me — have you ever heard of a zipper?”

If the blindfold weren't on and keeping my eyes shut, I'd have blinked in confusion.

“You mean like—”

And that's when I felt the sharp, painful sting of what I could only assume was a riding crop on my inner thigh. I yelped and sucked air through my teeth in response.

“No talking,” Celine said.

I nodded.

“Anyway,” she continued, “a zipper is a torture implement. It's a series of clothespins attached to one another by a string. I clip them in a line somewhere on your body, then, when I feel like it, I pull the string. The clothespins rip off of your body one right after the other.”

I was already nervous about where this was going, and the tight pinch of a clothespin on my inner thigh — the exact spot where she smacked me with the presumed riding crop — sent that into overdrive. I inhaled deeply.

“I understand it's very, very painful,” she whispered into my ear, and I marveled at her ability to make me feel so helpless. “Are you looking forward to that?”

I had to go against my instinct, here. “Yes, mistress.”

“Very good, boy,” she said, and placed another. And another. And another. I counted eight in all, winding their way down my thigh toward my knee.

I was sweating. A combination of anxiety and arousal, no doubt.

But I was surprised by just how much of it was arousal. I was transfixed by my ability to do absolutely nothing to stop Celine. I was enjoying this position, this predicament, so much more than I'd ever thought possible. I was so turned on, and there was no recourse.

I wanted her to turn the camera off, to give us some private time. I wanted her to pull my boxers down and climb on top of me, to drop her leather thong and fishnets and slip her warm, wet pussy onto my cock. I wanted her to ride me, hard and fast, grinding her hips against me over and over until we both came.

More than anything else, though, I wanted her to keep me here as long as she wanted. I wanted her to use and abuse me as her fuck toy until she finally decided I'd earned my keep. 

And then I wanted her to keep me even longer.

I heard her lean forward, felt her hair on my shoulder. She ran a hand over my chest, teasing my nipples. She pinched one, gently, and I gasped.

She leaned in close to my ear, whispering gently, her breath on my cheek, below what the camera could probably pick up.

“How long have you wanted to fuck me, David?” she said. “How long have you wanted to feel these tits in your hands? How many times have you touched yourself to the thought of me, wishing over and over that I'd take your cock into my mouth and lick you up and down until you popped? How many times have you thought about slipping yourself into this tight cunt? How badly do you want to feel me surround you, feel me drip on you?”

Her hand trailed down my chest, down my stomach, closer and closer to my boxers. I tensed. Finally, she slipped her hand under the waistband and quickly, powerfully, wrapped her hand around the base of my cock.

I could have exploded right there. I gasped hard, throwing my head back, and tried desperately to pull free of the restraints. I wanted her. I wanted her so badly.

She slipped her hand up and down my shaft, and I was sure she could feel my pulse through it as my length throbbed in her grip.

I heard a quick snipping sound, and for a brief second, I was terrified — but they were, apparently, safety scissors. She used them to cut my boxers off of me. She pulled them free and there I was, finally, naked. Completely naked, completely helpless.

Completely hers.
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Celine gripped my shaft again, harder this time, and I flinched.

“Everyone out there can see your cock now,” she said loudly. “They can see your cock, they can see it in my hand. They can see the control I have over you. You can't go anywhere. You're stuck here, and you're going to have to put up with whatever I do to you until I decide to let you out. Do you understand?”

I nodded. “Yes, mistress.”

“Good,” she said, her voice now somehow even more commanding. “Here's the deal: You're not going to fuck me. Not tonight. You haven't earned that. But I've decided since you've been such a good slave, I am going to let you come. And when you do, it's going to be all over yourself. Because that is what I want. Are we clear, boy?”

I nodded, and felt a sharp slap on my cheek when I didn't say anything.

“I asked you a question,” Celine said.

“Yes, mistress!”

“Good.”

She began to pump me, and I was in another world. This was a level of pleasure I'd never experienced. Her power, her strength, her beauty, the situation, all of it was wound tightly into a package of sexual tension I wouldn't have even had the capacity to imagine only an hour ago, and now I was being given the opportunity to release that tension.

For someone so domineering, she can be so generous.

She apparently rubbed some warming lube onto her hands at some point, because I felt it doing its work as she continued to pump me, letting the warmth of her grip sink into me. My balls grew more and more tense with the buildup of pleasure swelling just under the surface.

I was so close. To coming, to her, to release. I could smell her. I wanted to taste her. I pulled against the restraints. I wanted her mouth on my cock, I wanted her pussy, I wanted to suck on her breasts, feel her body against mine. I wanted to enjoy her for all that she was.

Instead, I got a stiff smack on the face with the non-pumping hand for my troubles. 

“Struggle all you want, boy,” Celine said. “You're not going anywhere.”

I didn't have to be told twice. I was pulling as hard as I could, my muscles straining against the chains and cuffs, but I had no leverage. I had no slack to work with. I couldn't do anything to escape this design she had put me in.

She knew it, and she was milking it for all it was worth. I imagined something in her got off on the helplessness, on knowing I was at her mercy, on knowing I wasn't going to get off until she finally let me. She wanted me to know the only thing standing between me and release was her say-so.

Her hands worked magic on my cock, her fingers alternating pressure, playing me like an instrument.

I was sweaty and writhing, so close I felt as if one breath in the right direction would send me over the edge. I tried as hard as I could to adjust my hips and maybe put myself over that edge, but Celine backed off slightly and forced me to realize I was, no matter how hard I struggled, completely under her control.

I stopped struggling.

“Thought you'd never get the hint, boy,” she said, and tightened her grip.

I groaned. This was it. She pumped again. Again. And once more, a final pump — everything that I needed.

My balls tightened, my teeth clenched, and my entire body tensed. Pleasure shot through me, ripped through my entire body as I came harder than ever before. It shot up, toward my chest and stomach, making hot and sticky splotches along my torso, dripping down onto the shaft of my pulsing cock.

At that very moment, Celine pulled the zipper.
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She was right: It was painful.

It shot through my body much like the orgasm, but felt very different: an immense, stinging sensation unlike anything else I'd ever been confronted with. I felt each individual clothespin rip away from my skin, one right after the other. The pain of it fought for my body's attention over the pleasure of the orgasm as instinct took over and I started struggling again, my body tightening and straining against the cuffs and chains. I screamed, unable to express myself any other way. The wooden chair creaked under me.

And through it all, Celine laughed and laughed.

“I think that's probably going to do it for this slave tonight,” I heard her say toward the webcam. “Good night, dear viewers. Until next time.”

I heard her walk over and click a few things. Just like that, we were done. I was sweaty and panting, slumped as much as I could slump in the chair.

When the blindfold came off, I had to squint against the light. Celine cradled my face with her hands.

“You did wonderful,” she said, and kissed me gently on the forehead. “How are you feeling?”

I couldn't muster a reply. I was too busy catching my breath and getting my brain back into my skull.

“Aww, poor baby,” Celine said with a smile. “Did I maybe go a little hard on you? It was your first time, after all.”

She drew a lazy circle on my chest with her fingernail.

“Still, I think you're going to be just fine.”

I nodded, my head hanging.

“Let's get you out of this,” she said, and set about undoing the cuffs. First it was my knees and ankles, then my elbows and wrists. Finally, she undid the padlock holding the chain around my chest in place. The chain fell to the ground with a noisy crash, and I flopped into a relaxed, seated repose.

“You just relax there, dear,” Celine said. “I'm going to go ahead and check the buys.”

I was barely able to pick my head up, but I had to know: “The buys?”

Celine was working on the computer. She didn't turn around.

“Yeah, the buys. How many people jumped in to watch the show or are downloading it now,” she said.

There was a silence, followed by a surprised grunt, followed by some more silence. Celine clicked around. I couldn't see much of anything on the screen from where I was.

“Holy shit,” she finally said.

“Did we do well?”

“We did more than well,” she said, turning around with a wide smile on her face. “We did fantastic. Better than four hundred percent of what I normally pull in on my own.”

She looked back to the screen, apparently to confirm, then looked at me again. Her eyes were wide, her smile almost from ear to ear.

“Shit, David, you're a gold mine! We're just too hot.”

I blinked. “What does that mean?”

“What it means,” she said, walking over to me, “is I think we're going to make more than enough to pay the bills around here, and if you're on board, your month to month worries are pretty much over.”

I was stunned. The mix of exhaustion, confusion, and happiness was just too much for me to process.

“How does it feel to have your first paying gig since graduation?” Celine said, and kissed me again on the forehead. Then again, this time on my cheek.

And again, this time on the lips. And she stayed there for a while before pulling back and looking me in the eyes.

“It feels good.”
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