
        
            
                
            
        

    
Owned by the Influencer
Her rules, her camera, her filthy lessons
Lily Corbett


[image: ]
Chris P Rider Publishing



Copyright © 2026 by Lily Corbett

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.K. and USA copyright law.

The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

Book Cover by Chris P Rider


Contents


Introduction
1. 1: The Application
2. 2: The First Week
3. 3: The First Shoot
4. 4: What We Talk About
5. 5: Good Girl, Greedy Girl
6. 6: Tell Me You're Mine
7. 7: No Limits
8. 8: Under Her Influence
Also by Lily Corbett
Trigger Warnings



Introduction


THIS IS A VERY ADULT 35.5k WORD NOVELLA! A young couple fall under the naughty influence of an older woman. Elements of cuckquean and very much female bi-sexual scenes and thoughts! It's a full on erotica book with filthy scenes for dirty minds – not a love story!


See the trigger warnings at the end of the book – you've been warned!

Book 10 of Lily Corbett's "Taboo Tales" series of very naughty books!


1: The Application
The Right Person


The damp patch on the ceiling had got worse.

She'd been meaning to mention it to Karen for three weeks and she wasn't going to, not ever, because this wasn't her house and the room wasn't hers and the bed wasn't hers and the duvet was a Primark own-brand thing she'd brought from home, and none of it was hers. None of this small, careful, quiet life was hers. She was twenty years old and she'd been lying in this box room keeping herself down to a manageable size for so long that small had started to feel like her actual shape.

The room smelled of Danny's deodorant and the damp she'd stopped mentioning and something underneath it all that was just other people's house, lived-in and not hers.

Danny's arm lay across her waist like something left there. She eased out from under it without waking him. He made a low sound and turned his face further into the pillow. He always took up most of the bed. She'd stopped caring.

She reached for her phone, because she always reached for her phone when she couldn't sleep, and she couldn't sleep because of this, and she knew it, she'd known it for weeks now.

The screen lit the room blue-white. She turned the brightness down from pure habit, two years of keeping herself small, keeping the noise down, keeping out of it, always not too much noise, love, Karen's got work in the morning. She was so sick of being careful. She was so sick of this ceiling.

Sienna's profile was already open. It was always already open.

680,000 followers now. Jess knew the grid the way she knew her own face, better than she knew her own face; she'd spent more time looking at it. The pale tones and the perfect light. Every square fitting the next with an intention behind it that wasn't accidental and wasn't effortless and had always made her stomach do a specific thing she used to tell herself was professional interest.

She wasn't telling herself that any more.

She scrolled down to the lingerie post. It was there. It was always there.

Thirty-one times she'd looked at it. She wasn't counting. She just knew.

Sienna in pale silk, the kind that caught the ring light and went slightly transparent at the hip, one hand resting light against her collarbone, head turned three-quarters to camera with that look she had, the one that said I know something about you and I'm not telling you yet.

God. Look at the hip of her.

The silk went sheer right there, right at the top of her thigh, and she held her thumb still on the screen and she looked, properly looked, the way she only ever let herself look in the dark with Danny out cold beside her. The line of Sienna's waist. The curve of her breast where the silk didn't cover, pale skin and the faint shadow underneath that meant no bra, and something clenched hard between Jess's thighs and she pressed them together under the duvet, already damp in her knickers, already, and Sienna hadn't even done anything. She was just standing there in a photo on Jess's phone at half eleven on a Tuesday night, and Jess was lying here squeezing her thighs together in the dark like a proper disaster.

The thought arrived before she could stop it: what that skin would feel like under her hands, whether it was as warm as it looked, whether Sienna would make a sound if someone touched her right there, right at the edge of the lace, whether she'd be wet already or whether you'd have to work for it and God she wanted to work for it, she wanted—

She pressed her thighs together harder.

Right. That's not going anywhere, is it.

She'd been having thoughts like that for weeks, showing up uninvited and just sitting there, shameless, taking up space. What it'd be like to be in the same room as her. Not even doing anything, just being close enough to smell her perfume, close enough that Sienna might look at her, might actually look the way she looked at the camera, that particular slow certainty, that I already know what you are. The workout videos, the ones where she moved like she knew exactly what it did to people watching, like she was watching back.

Everyone has thoughts like that. Doesn't mean anything.

She opened the saved folder. Her thumb found the path without being asked, same as always. The lingerie shoot. Three others from the same day. And the video she'd saved in October and come back to more times than she could honestly say now. Sienna on the big grey sofa, cross-legged, no makeup, hair in a loose plait, looking directly into the camera like she was looking directly at Jess specifically and saying something Jess wasn't ready for the first time she heard it and couldn't stop hearing now.

She put her earphones in. Quiet. Old habit.

"The thing about desire," Sienna said, her voice low and clear, entirely unhurried, "is that it doesn't actually need your permission. It's already there. It's always been there. All you're doing is deciding whether to look at it properly."

She looked directly into the camera when she said it.

It landed between Jess's legs like it always did, that wet, insistent pull she couldn't argue with, and she lay there in the dark with her thighs pressed hard together and her phone in both hands and thought: yeah. All right. I'm aware. Believe me, I'm completely aware.

Because the thing she hadn't been willing to say out loud, even to herself, even at half eleven with Danny dead to the world three inches away, was this: it wasn't admiration. It had never been admiration. She didn't watch Sienna's videos wanting to be her. She watched them wanting to be close to her, wanting Sienna's eyes on her the way they were on the camera, wanting to be the thing Sienna was looking at with that particular calm certainty, that I already know what you are expression, and the fact that she'd kissed two girls on nights out and felt something she'd spent three years carefully not examining was, she supposed, relevant information.

Related information, even. Yeah.

She exhaled slowly through her nose and pressed her thighs together harder and stared at the ceiling and thought: I am twenty years old and I am lying in a box room in Wigan being slowly wrecked by a woman I have never met, and my knickers are genuinely soaked, and I need to get a fucking grip.

She didn't get a grip.

Danny breathed beside her, slow and steady, entirely elsewhere. A car moved down Birch Close outside and disappeared. Karen's bedroom light went dark in the thin strip under the door. The house settled into itself.

She refreshed the feed without meaning to, and Sienna's new post loaded, timestamped eleven twenty-seven.

Not a Story. A proper post.

Exciting news for the right person. I'm looking for a live-in assistant to help manage the day-to-day of what has become, frankly, a ridiculous amount of work. Private room included, and I'm happy to accommodate a couple if that's relevant. Competitive rate. I want someone organised, enthusiastic, and genuinely interested in the creative side of what I do. Short personal statement via the link in bio. Let's talk.

She read it three times.

Oh.

The third time, something lit up at the base of her spine and went all the way to the backs of her knees, and she went very still, because: her heart was hammering, her knickers were properly soaked through, and the phone was shaking in her hand or her hand was shaking, she genuinely could not tell.

She's looking for someone. She's literally, right now, looking for someone.

That could be me. I could—

She clicked the link before she'd decided to.

The form loaded. She filled it in fast, her thoughts about three steps behind what her fingers were already doing, the top section gone in under two minutes. Name. Email. She'd worked retail for two years, she was organised, she was good with people, she was genuinely interested in— she deleted that, rewrote it. "Genuinely interested" sounded like she'd copied it from a template, which she had, so she deleted it again and just wrote something true instead.

Good at logistics. Hard-working. Discreet. Grew up in a house where you made yourself useful or you got underfoot, and she'd never wanted to get underfoot.

She reread it. It sounded like someone who meant it. She did mean it. That wasn't the only reason she was doing this at half eleven in the dark while her boyfriend slept three inches away and she lay there with wet knickers and her pulse going between her legs, but it would do for a personal statement.

That's not going in the personal statement.

She pressed submit.

She put the phone face-down on the mattress.

She lay there listening to Danny breathe and staring at the damp patch on the ceiling and the peeling corner of the blind and everything that was not Sienna's face, not the silk going sheer at the top of her thigh, not the thought about warm skin and whether Sienna would be wet already or whether you'd have to—

Stop. Professional. Obviously.

She lay in the dark with her thighs pressed tight together and her cunt still aching with it and Sienna's voice on a loop in her head, low and clear and unhurried: desire doesn't need your permission. It's already there. It's always been there.

Jess looked at it properly.

She was going to have to book a wax.
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The Girl on the Phone

The front door clicked shut behind Karen and the house went quiet, just the Radio 2 presenter filling the silence with cheerful nonsense about the school run.

Jess slid her phone across the table.

"Have a look at that."

Danny picked it up, still chewing the corner of his toast, dark hair still flattened on one side from sleep. He had that face she'd always liked when he was reading something, jaw set, eyes actually moving across the words like he meant it. She watched him get to the salary figure. His eyebrows went up.

That was enough.

"Live-in," he said. "So we'd both be there."

"There's a guest room that fits two. She said so in the post." Jess wrapped both hands around her mug. The tea had gone cool, but she held on anyway, something to do with her hands, something to keep her anchored to the table while her body got on with whatever it was getting on with. "It wouldn't be forever. Just to see."

He looked up over the screen, not suspicious, just checking she was sure. He was always doing that. Always ready to fold himself into whatever shape suited her, no questions, no argument, just: right, if that's what you want.

"Who is it, then?"

"Sienna Vale. Wellness influencer, big following. Have a look at her profile."

He turned the phone and looked at Sienna's profile picture. The beach shoot, three months ago, the one where the light caught her collarbones just right, hair loose, expression arranged to say she had absolutely no idea how she looked. Which was obviously a lie, but a very, very good one.

Danny tilted his head slightly. "She's fit."

Something went through Jess like a lit match dropped in dry grass, fast and low and immediately, firmly, none of his business.

She's fit. As though that was a thing you could just say out loud and move on from. As though Jess hadn't spent eleven-thirty last night with her thighs clamped together in the dark having extremely specific thoughts about the skin above Sienna Vale's lace waistband. As though fit even began to cover it. As though Jess wasn't sitting here right now with Sienna's 7am email burning a hole in her phone like a small, personal, catastrophic miracle.

"She's my potential employer," Jess said, which was technically true and covered approximately fifteen percent of the situation.

Danny handed the phone back, unbothered, already reaching for his mug. "Makes sense you'd apply, then. You've had her on your phone for ages, innit."

"I follow a lot of people."

"Yeah." He wasn't arguing. He never argued. He bit into his toast and chewed and swallowed and was entirely fine with all of it in the way he was fine with most things, which she loved and found maddening in roughly equal measure.

She picked up her phone from where she'd slid it back across the table and unlocked it, and there it was again. Still there. Still real.

hello@siennavale.com. 7:04am.

She'd woken up to it at quarter past seven, still half-asleep, and the name in the inbox had hit her system like cold water, like the specific electric jolt of something you want so much that seeing it arrive feels briefly like a mistake, like it must be for someone else. She'd read it once lying down and then sat up and read it again and then got out of bed entirely because she needed to be vertical for this apparently, needed the floor under her feet to confirm she was actually awake.

Hi Jess, loved your application. You sound exactly like the kind of person I'm looking for. Would you be able to come for an informal visit Thursday? Bring your partner if that works. Looking forward to meeting you. Sienna x

One kiss. Sienna Vale had sent Jess Harper one kiss at seven in the morning.

Jess had stood in the en-suite with both hands on the basin staring at the email until the screen went dark and then she'd unlocked it again and read it a third time, her heart going, something warm and mortifying flowering in her chest and considerably further south, the word loved sitting there on the screen doing something it was absolutely not supposed to do.

Loved your application.

She'd wanted to ring someone. She had nobody to ring. Danny was asleep. Her mum would ask sensible questions about pension contributions. She had nobody in her life she could ring at seven in the morning and say: the woman I have been having extremely inconvenient thoughts about just emailed me personally and said the word loved and I need someone to tell me that I am a normal and reasonable adult person.

She had not rung anyone. She had had a shower instead, which helped, then hadn't helped at all, then briefly helped again for reasons she was not going to examine in Karen's en-suite at quarter past seven.

She slid the phone across the table now. Inbox open. The email sitting there like a small, specific bomb.

Danny read it. She watched his face do the thing she'd known it would do when he hit the good bit. That easy, uncomplicated smile. The one she'd fallen for at seventeen in the college canteen. The one that still did something warm in her chest even while the rest of her was doing considerably less warm things considerably further south.

"Thursday." He looked up. "That's the day after tomorrow."

"Yeah."

"Sound." He handed the phone back. Already reaching for his own phone to check the football. Already entirely fine. Already, in his easy and uncomplicated way, making space for whatever she'd decided.

She took the phone back and looked at the email again, just briefly, just for a second.

Loved your application.

Sienna x

He was still in his joggers and the Man United shirt he'd had since college. He had a bit of butter on his chin and hadn't noticed. The bolognese Karen had made was in the fridge. The kettle had that grey limescale ring it'd had since Jess moved in. The Radio 2 man had moved on to traffic. Same roads, same junctions, the same voice that sounded exactly like staying still forever.

Her phone sat warm in her hand.

She looked at the email one more time, then locked the screen and set it face-down on the table with the specific and deliberate energy of someone putting something away before it got them in trouble.

It didn't work. It never worked. Sienna's voice was already in her head, low and clear from the video she'd watched four times last night after submitting the application, after lying in the dark not sleeping, after pressing her thighs together in the quiet of the box room with Danny dead to the world beside her.

Desire doesn't need your permission. It's already there. It's always been there.

In her head it was already Thursday. In her head, Sienna Vale was already opening the door.
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Vale House Rules

The sat-nav lost signal twice on the way through Hale, but by then the streets themselves were signal enough. Danny slowed the Corsa to a crawl through roads lined with birch trees, houses set back behind hedges, everything quiet and deliberate and expensive in a way that had nothing to do with showing off. It just was, and somehow that was worse.

"Bloody hell," Danny said.

Jess couldn't speak.

Through the windscreen, Vale House: white render, black-framed windows, a Range Rover on raked gravel, all of it doing something specific and unwelcome to the part of her that knew, without being told, exactly how far she was from Birch Close. The box room had a blind that wouldn't go up properly and a carpet she'd always hated. She wasn't thinking about the box room.

The gate had a name on it. Of course it had a name on it.

"Vale House," Danny read, pulling up at the kerb. He laughed, brief and awed, not unkind. "She named it after herself."

"It was probably already called that."

"Was it?"

Jess had no idea. She opened the car door.

She'd ironed the white top twice. She was thinking about that now, walking up the gravel drive, the stones shifting under her New Look sandals, the symmetrical bay trees either side of the front door like they'd been placed there specifically to make her feel like she was arriving somewhere she didn't quite belong. She'd dried her hair and left it down, done her mascara, done her brows, and every single one of those choices added up to something she wasn't going to examine right now.

Danny rang the bell. Jess breathed in.

The door opened.

Sienna Vale was taller than her photos. That was the first thing. The second thing was the Gymshark set, cropped, the colour of warm sand, soft fabric that moved with her, and no bra underneath. The third thing, following immediately and without any input from Jess's better judgement, was everything else.

Jesus Christ.

She was stunning. Not filtered-and-photographed stunning, not the careful construction of the grid Jess had memorised square by square. Stunning in the specific, inconvenient way of someone who looked like that in real life, in afternoon light, at her own front door, without trying. The blonde hair loose around her shoulders, those cheekbones, the clean line of her jaw. And then Jess's gaze went where it was absolutely not supposed to go, down to the crop top and what it didn't cover, the flat stomach, the subtle definition of someone who did Pilates every single day, the fabric sitting just above her navel, and the way the Gymshark material pulled slightly against her chest where there was nothing underneath it, the soft shape of her visible through the fabric, and Jess's mouth went dry.

Don't. Do not.

She filed it. She filed it hard, in the back, under completely irrelevant and not helpful, and looked back up at Sienna's face and found Sienna already looking at her.

Smiling at Danny first.

"You must be Danny. Come in, come in, both of you."

Then she looked at Jess.

It lasted two seconds. Less. It was the unhurried, comprehensive look of someone reading something at their own pace, and what she was reading was Jess, all of Jess: the ironed top and the done hair and the careful mascara and whatever was underneath all of it that Jess had absolutely not been thinking about. Something moved in Sienna's face, quick and private, there and gone, like she'd just ticked something off a list Jess didn't know existed.

Like she'd found what she was looking for. Like she'd already known it would be there.

"Hi, yeah, I'm Jess," Jess said. "Thanks so much for having us." Three words too many. She could hear it.

Sienna's hand was warm and dry and her grip was certain. "I'm so glad you came," she said, and her green eyes stayed on Jess for a beat longer than the handshake asked for.

She smelled incredible. The candle from the house reached the doorway, soft and floral, but underneath it was something else, something warmer and more personal, skin and some expensive scent that probably had a French name Jess would never know, and the combination of it hit Jess in the chest and then considerably lower, the specific warm pull of someone standing close enough that you can smell them properly, and she was going to need to get a grip immediately.

"Come through," Sienna said, and turned.

Jess followed her inside and kept her eyes carefully, professionally, entirely appropriately on the interior of the house. She lasted four seconds before she noticed that the Gymshark leggings were as good from behind as the top was from the front. The specific, deliberate perfection of someone who did a hundred Pilates squats every morning, high and toned and absolutely none of Jess's business.

None of your business. Look at the kitchen.

The kitchen. Look at the kitchen. Marble island, integrated everything, a coffee machine the size of a small appliance that hummed like it had opinions. Danny was already doing his slow rotation, taking stock, which was useful because it meant Jess didn't have to do anything except stand there and breathe and not look at Sienna's hands when she gestured at the bifold doors, long fingers, no rings, moving through the air with the ease of someone entirely at home in their own body.

Don't look at her hands.

She looked at the ring lights instead. Folded flush to the walls in the far corners of the living space, retractable arms, barely visible unless you knew to look for them.

"I shoot a lot of content in here," Sienna was saying, gesturing at the open-plan space. Don't look at her arm. "The light's incredible in the afternoons, which is mostly when I work. You'd get used to the cameras pretty quickly, everyone does." She smiled at Danny. "You might even end up in shot sometimes, if you're not careful."

Danny grinned. "I'm not very photogenic."

"I'll be the judge of that," Sienna said, warm and throwaway, already moving them on before Danny had finished deciding how to feel about it.

The studio was on the first floor, door open, passed in the course of the tour with a single gesture: "That's where I film most of my content, the more produced stuff." Sienna kept walking. "The lighting rig took three days to install. I'm unreasonably proud of it."

Jess stopped in the doorway.

The white bed sat against the far wall under a professional lighting bar that could make anything look intentional. A garment rail in the corner, things on it that caught the light, silk or satin or something, the kind of fabric that belonged against skin rather than on a rail. The room smelled different from the rest of the house, not the candle. Something under the candle, something warmer and much more specific, and Jess's body understood what it was before the rest of her caught up.

It's just a room. With a bed. Under professional lighting.

Her mind went somewhere completely unbidden: Sienna in this room, in that crop top, in less than that crop top, the ring light making her skin look like something that needed to be touched. Sienna on that white bed looking straight into a camera with that expression she had, the one that said I know exactly what you want and I'm not in a hurry.

Something low in her belly turned over, slow and certain. She stood in that doorway a full second longer than she meant to, then followed Sienna down the hall and did not look back.

The guest room was everything the email had promised and several things it hadn't. The grey linen on the double bed had the look of something washed so many times it had arrived somewhere better than new. Jess crossed to the ensuite and ran her hand along the edge of a folded towel on the rail. Thick. Not Primark-thick. Not trying-to-be-a-hotel thick. Actually thick, the way things were when money had never been a consideration for them.

"You alright?" Danny asked, from where he was peering at the garden below.

"Yeah. Tired from the drive."

She put the towel down. The window looked out over the garden and then open sky, a neighbour's roof in the distance, not into anyone's bathroom, not at a blind that wouldn't go up. She stood there and breathed, properly, for the first time since the gate.

Downstairs, Sienna had made coffee in the time it took them to get back to the kitchen, which seemed impossible but was apparently just what happened here. Two cups on the marble island, Sienna settled opposite, entirely unhurried, and the role outlined in practical terms: admin, scheduling, shoot prep, flexibility. Danny listened with his hands around his mug. Jess had her notepad out, pen moving, taking it all in, or trying to.

The way Sienna's hands moved when she talked. Long fingers. No rings.

She was writing things down. She was doing fine.

Then Sienna said: "One thing I always mention upfront. I film throughout the house. The content I produce involves, on occasion, various states of undress."

She said it so easily. Like it was nothing. Like the words states of undress didn't just land in Jess's chest and migrate south immediately. Like Jess wasn't now sitting here with a very specific image she had absolutely no business having, Sienna in that silk from the lingerie post, in this house, in a room with professional lighting, the fabric going sheer at the hip—

Write something down. Write anything.

"It's entirely professional, it's what my audience comes for, but I want you both comfortable with that context before you commit." A pause. Her eyes moved to Jess, and stayed there, and the green of them up close was something Jess hadn't been prepared for, warm and very direct. "I expect professional boundaries. No weirdness."

No weirdness.

She was looking at Jess when she said it. Not Danny. Jess, who was holding her pen perfectly still, who was very warm, who was experiencing a specific and deeply inconvenient throb between her thighs at the words states of undress said in Sienna's voice in Sienna's kitchen with Sienna looking directly at her face like she could read all of it.

She can read all of it.

"Yeah, obviously, completely," Jess said, which was three words too many, but Sienna was still looking at her, still easy and unhurried, still doing that thing where her attention felt like a hand on the back of your neck.

Sienna asked them questions after that, warm and slightly sideways, the kind designed to find out what someone was actually like. She asked Jess what she'd found most satisfying about her last job and watched how Jess's hands moved when she answered. She asked Danny what Jess was like to work with, and watched how Danny's face did that easy, unguarded thing it did when he talked about her, open and fond and completely unaware of anything happening in the room.

Something moved in Sienna's expression. It was gone before Jess could read it.

The job was confirmed ten minutes later, just said it, the way you say something when the decision was made before anyone sat down. Keys produced. A figure quoted that made Danny's eyes go wide and Jess's brain go temporarily offline. Start Monday.

"Brilliant," Jess said. "Thank you, genuinely."

Sienna smiled, that specific smile, the one that said she was pleased and that she'd known. "I think this is going to be wonderful for all of us."

She held Jess's gaze for one beat longer than the sentence needed. Just one beat. Then she picked up her coffee, entirely calm, entirely in control of every room she'd ever been in, and Jess thought: yeah. Wonderful. That's one word for it.

[image: ]

Later, upstairs, Danny was talking about the hot tub and whether the Range Rover was the new shape or the old shape, and Jess said "yeah" and "mental" and "dunno" in roughly the right places, but she was sitting on the edge of the proper double bed with her hands in her lap and she was thinking about the way Sienna had looked at her when she said it. No weirdness. The way she'd kept her eyes on Jess specifically. The room on the first floor and what it smelled like. Those hands. The leggings. The crop top and what was, or wasn't, underneath it.

Sienna was somewhere in this house right now. Below her, or along the landing.

Professional boundaries. No weirdness.

Her knickers were damp. Had been since the door opened, maybe since the gate with the name on it, maybe since she'd first saved Sienna's Instagram stories two years ago and told herself it was professional interest.

She'd been here forty minutes.

She was absolutely fucked.


2: The First Week
Breathing Her In


The rainfall showerhead was fucking crazy.

There were no other words for it. Back on Birch Close the shower over the bath had two settings: scalding and cold, with a brief civil window between them that lasted approximately ninety seconds before it made its decision. This was a different universe entirely. Hot water fell from above like weather, steady and even, and Jess stood under it with her eyes closed and her head tipped back and felt the whole week start to unknot from her shoulders, vertebra by vertebra, starting somewhere at the base of her neck and working down.

The body wash was in a pump bottle, white ceramic, no label she recognised. It smelled of peonies and something underneath the peonies, something warmer and darker, and the moment she lathered it across her collarbone she knew exactly where she'd smelled it before. The whole house had this smell. Sienna's kitchen, Sienna's hallway, the slight warm drift of it from the studio room when the door was open. She'd been breathing Sienna in all week without naming it, and now it was on her skin, and her nipples had gone hard before she'd finished the thought.

That was the temperature of the water. Obviously.

She dragged the lather down her arms, elbow to wrist, and told herself to think about something else. Danny's shift. Whether she'd remembered to reply to her mum. The scheduling spreadsheet Sienna wanted updated by noon.

Her mind went directly and without apology to Tuesday morning.

She'd come downstairs early, before seven, heard movement in the kitchen and thought maybe the coffee machine needed figuring out. Sienna had been standing at the island in a La Perla robe, pale silk, loosely belted, and entirely open at the top. Not a wardrobe malfunction, just the way she stood in her own kitchen, one hand around a smoothie glass, the other on her phone, completely at ease in a way that Jess's entire nervous system logged as an emergency. She knew that robe from Sienna's stories. Had looked it up once at two in the morning on her phone in Danny's mum's box room, three hundred and forty quid, and she'd laughed at herself and gone back to sleep.

The robe had shifted when Sienna reached across, just a few inches of silk giving way, and there it was: the pale slope of one breast, the soft heavy drag of it, the shadow where it curved under. Jess's mouth had gone dry. Actually dry, like she'd forgotten how swallowing worked.

And then, the thing she'd been pressing on all week like a bruise: Sienna had straightened up, and the robe had stayed exactly where it was, and Sienna had glanced up and caught Jess looking, and she had not covered up. She'd held Jess's gaze for a beat, two beats, warm and entirely unsurprised, and said:

"Morning, babe. Coffee?"

Jess had said yes please, sat at the island, and looked at the marble and counted the veins in it, because if she looked up she was going to embarrass herself. She traced a grey line across the white with her eyes for what felt like four minutes. Maybe it was.

Her hand slid down now, past her stomach, and she didn't pretend it was going anywhere other than where it was going.

Wednesday had been worse. She'd passed Sienna a coffee mug, just a mug, standard thing, and Sienna's fingers had slid over the back of Jess's knuckles: not grabbing, not clutching, just a slow deliberate pass of warm fingertips over bare skin. Unhurried. Like she had all the time in the world and intended to use it. The warmth of it went everywhere at once, up Jess's arm, into her throat, straight down to the place she was trying very hard not to think about.

Hands touched all the time. It was completely normal. Mugs were small and hands were - it was nothing. It was definitely nothing.

Her fingers slid lower.

The water ran warm across her back, her arse, down the backs of her thighs. She was soaked in a way that had nothing to do with the showerhead, slick and swollen and already past pretending otherwise, and she pressed two fingers along herself without deciding to, and the sound that came out of her was genuinely embarrassing, the kind she'd never made with Danny, ever, not once in three years. Low and shameful and completely honest.

She stopped trying to file it under anything acceptable.

She let herself think about the robe. The mug. The fingertips. The things she'd been putting away all week under not thinking about that. She let herself think about what she'd wanted since the door, since the first Instagram story she'd watched three times in the box room with Danny asleep beside her, since the moment Sienna had said no weirdness while looking at Jess like she could see every single weird thought Jess had ever had and found them completely fine.

She wanted her. Had wanted her for months before she'd ever knocked on that door. That was the actual version.

She pressed harder and her hips tilted forward.

What if she walked in.

The thought arrived fully formed, a gift, landing in her chest and going straight south. The glass shower door, the steam, the shape of someone on the other side of it. Sienna's hand on the handle. The door swinging open, cold air rushing in from the bathroom, and Sienna standing there in that robe, or not in that robe, looking at me with my fingers buried inside myself, looking at me the way she had Tuesday morning: warm, and unsurprised, and absolutely certain.

What if she saw this.

Jess pushed two fingers inside herself and gasped, the sound hitting the wet tiles and bouncing back at her. Her cunt clenched around them, greedy and shameless, and she worked them slow and deep and thought about the studio room, the ring light, that white bed in the corner.

Sienna with a camera.

Sienna's voice, the one she didn't actually know yet, the one she'd apparently been inventing all week from tone and cadence and the way she said babe: good girl, just like that, look at me, don't you dare stop.

Being watched and seen the way Sienna saw things, that specific attention like being turned over in careful hands, looked at properly, kept.

"Fuck," Jess said, to the shower tiles. "Fuck, oh God, please, don't stop, please—"

Her fingers curled and she came hard, legs shaking, her shoulder hitting the glass as she pitched forward, and she said fuck and please and god yes right there into the wet tiles like someone was actually listening. She didn't care. Could not have cared. Was somewhere she'd never actually been before, with Sienna's voice saying good girl in her ear and the ring light warm on her skin, and she didn't want to come back from it.

She stayed there, forehead on the tiles, the water hammering the back of her neck, thighs still shaking. Her fingers were still inside herself. She stayed a beat longer because pulling them out felt like admitting it was over, and she wasn't ready for that yet.

She didn't know she could make that sound. She didn't know she'd had it in her.

The water kept falling. Indifferent. She was still shaking when she finally straightened up.

She turned the shower off and reached for one of the white towels, thick and warm, and pressed her face into it. The steam thinned and there she was in the mirror: flushed all the way down her chest, nipples still peaked, hair dark and stuck to her jaw. She looked like exactly what she was.

Stress relief. New job, new house, accumulated tension, the body needing something and taking it. Completely normal. Happened to everyone.

She looked at herself for a long moment. The flush wasn't fading. The brightness in her eyes wasn't shifting.

She was lying, and she knew it, and the problem was that somewhere downstairs Sienna Vale was on her second coffee in a silk robe, and Jess was going to have to go down there and act like she hadn't just come with her fingers inside herself thinking about her.

She towelled her hair, pulled on her hoodie, and went downstairs anyway, because what else was she going to do.
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Fine

The content schedule took about twenty minutes, which was probably nineteen minutes longer than it needed to be, because at some point Jess had stopped actually concentrating and started watching the way Sienna's hair fell when she leaned over the laptop.

"God, enough work." Sienna shut it before Jess had got Tuesday's shoot fully logged, and tucked her feet under her on the sofa, reaching for her wine glass. "It's Friday."

Jess's notepad still had the Tuesday shoot half-written. The laptop was already shut. And Sienna had topped up her glass without asking, set it there on the stone table like she'd already decided the answer before Jess had got round to the question. Jess picked it up.

There was no actual professional reason to still be sitting here.

The schedule was done, near enough. Danny wasn't back from the warehouse till gone ten, and the sofa was the kind of deep you only got if someone had spent proper money on it, not Wayfair money, real money, and the room was warm in that quiet expensive way where the heating just worked without anyone having to announce itself. Sienna's hair was down, loose over her shoulders. She was in the Skims set, long legs folded under her, entirely at ease in her own life in a way that Jess had only ever seen in adverts before, and it wasn't like Jess was gawping or anything.

She just wasn't leaving either.

"So." Sienna said it in the voice she used when she was actually curious, not the one she used for the camera. "How are you settling in? Honestly."

"Honestly?" Jess turned her glass in both hands. "I love it. The room's gorgeous, the shower's..." she nearly said transformative, which was absolutely not a thing she was about to say out loud. "It's been a really good week."

"The towels."

"The towels," Jess said, and laughed, and Sienna laughed, and something in Jess's spine, which had been slightly too straight all week, just settled, quietly, without her telling it to.

She took a sip of wine. It tasted like it had opinions.

Sienna listened like it was something she'd worked at, total attention, the kind that made you feel like the most interesting thing in the room, like whatever you were saying was the thing she'd been waiting all day to hear. Jess found herself talking about the guest room window before she'd decided to, going on about how it looked out over the garden instead of into a neighbour's bathroom. She said more than she meant to. Sienna's eyes didn't move from her face.

"Are you happy?" Sienna asked.

"Yeah, loads, this week has been, like..."

"Sexually, I mean." She said it the same way she said everything, like the most natural thing in the world. "Not just generally."

Something pulled low in Jess's belly, specific and embarrassing, before she'd even had time to process the question. She blinked.

The word had landed right in the middle of her chest and was just sitting there, warm and specific, not going anywhere. Sienna had her wine glass resting against her collarbone, legs still tucked under her, completely unbothered, like asking her new employee about her sex life on a Friday evening was entirely normal, and maybe, for someone like Sienna, it actually was.

"I mean." Jess took another sip. "Yeah. It's fine."

Sienna smiled.

It was a smile that knew things. It knew what fine was covering, and it wasn't bothered, and somehow that was worse, and also not worse at all, and Jess genuinely could not have told you which.

"Fine," Sienna said, "is a word people use when they mean something else entirely." She said it lightly, almost fondly, and then she moved on, asking had Jess eaten, had she actually figured out the coffee machine yet or was she still pressing all the buttons hopefully, and the moment passed, unmarked, gentle, not pushed at all.

Jess sat with the sentence anyway. She couldn't put it down.

"I've been thinking," Sienna said, a little later, setting her glass down and looking at Jess in a way that was probably nothing. "You've got incredible bone structure, babe. Has anyone ever told you that?"

"My nan," Jess said. "When I was twelve."

Sienna's mouth curved, warm and unhurried. "Have you ever thought about being in front of the camera?"

"I'm not really—"

"You'd photograph beautifully." She said it while looking directly at Jess's mouth, the way you looked at somewhere you'd already decided to go and were just waiting to book. "I mean it. The camera would love you."

She was looking at her mouth.

Not at her eyes, not at her face generally, specifically at her mouth, and she hadn't looked away, and she wasn't embarrassed about it, and Jess's heart was doing something it had absolutely no business doing.

She was talking about photography and looking at Jess's mouth the whole time, the way you looked at somewhere you'd already decided to go, just hadn't booked the trip yet.

"I should probably get some sleep." Jess's voice came out normal, which was, genuinely, a small miracle. She smiled, set her glass down, thanked Sienna for the wine, stood up without tripping over anything.

On the way upstairs she thought about Danny, asleep with his arm across the wrong side of the bed the way he always slept when he'd been at the warehouse, warm and good and safe, and she thought: yeah, this is fine, everything's fine, this is completely just a normal job.

She lay in the dark beside his warm sleeping weight, her thighs pressed together, her eyes on the ceiling, and let Sienna's voice run on a loop in her head, the sexually and the smile that came after it, and the way her eyes had dropped to Jess's mouth and just stayed there, patient and certain, like someone who'd already decided to knock and was just choosing the right moment.

Not thinking about it. Definitely not.

Absolutely not.
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The Vitamix screamed to life and Jess's stomach did something embarrassing. Sienna didn't flinch. She just stood there while it went, perfectly still, then killed it and poured the whole lot into a tall glass without so much as a drip on the marble. Set it down like a full stop. She probably did everything like that. Unbothered and aware of exactly how she looked doing it.

Danny was leaning on the counter with his elbows, asking about subscriber counts with the same easy curiosity he brought to everything, genuinely interested in a way that had nothing complicated behind it. Jess sometimes wished she had that. The lack of complicated.

"Six-eighty on Instagram," Sienna said. "YouTube's at two-forty. OnlyFans is, well." She smiled into her smoothie. "Doing well."

"That's mental, that." Danny shook his head. "Like, proper mental. Do you just wake up and it's gone up overnight?"

"Every morning." She glanced at Jess. "Have you done the coffee yet, babe?"

Jess had done the coffee. She'd been doing the coffee for the last ten minutes while staring at the machine and absolutely, categorically not thinking about Friday, not thinking about fine is what you say when you mean the opposite, not thinking about the way Sienna had looked at her mouth like she'd already decided something about it and was just waiting to act on it. The coffee was done. She just hadn't moved yet.

"Here." She slid the mug across.

Sienna's fingers closed around it without touching hers. Jess wasn't sure if she was relieved or not.

Danny's toast popped and he buttered it standing up like he always did, crunching into it before it was even on a plate, and Sienna watched him with this soft, easy smile, the kind you'd give someone you'd decided you liked and didn't need anything complicated from. Jess watched Sienna watching Danny and felt something she didn't have a name for yet, warm and a bit weird, sitting somewhere between her ribs.

She set her smoothie down. Crossed her arms on the edge of the island and looked at them both in that particular way she had, unhurried, like she'd already run through the whole conversation in her head and was just giving them the nice version now. Something in the room shifted. Jess felt it before Sienna even opened her mouth.

"So I've been thinking," she said. "About content."

Danny looked up from his toast. Jess's whole body went quiet.

She explained it the way she explained everything, unhurried, warm, like the whole thing was already settled and she was just being generous enough to walk them through it. She'd been wanting to revisit her authentic intimacy series for a while, she said. Her subscribers had been asking. The engagement on that content was her highest, consistently, because people could tell the difference between performance and the real thing.

Jess was listening very hard and understanding very little because Sienna had said the words real couples and Jess's brain had simply ceased to function.

Real connection, Sienna was saying. Nothing scripted or staged. Just two people who actually wanted each other and a camera there to catch it. She looked at them both across the island when she said that, just for a second, and real landed somewhere in Jess's chest and sat there, warm and heavy and not moving at all.

She'd film it herself, she said. They'd be paid well, better than the assistant rate. Faces out of frame if they wanted. No direction beyond the practical. Just them.

Just them. Being themselves. On camera. For Sienna.

Oh God.

Jess's mouth had gone dry. Her heart was throwing itself against her ribs, and there was a heat low in her belly, spreading slow and insistent into her thighs, and it had absolutely nothing to do with the coffee she'd just made. She needed very badly to not look at Sienna right now because if she looked at Sienna she was going to do something she couldn't explain and couldn't take back.

She made it sound simple. It was probably simple. People did this sort of thing all the time, probably. Grown-up people in grown-up arrangements.

It wasn't simple. Nothing about this was simple. Everything about this was exactly what she wanted, and she was not going to think about that.

Danny turned to look at her. It wasn't a no or a yes; it was just the look he always gave her when something needed deciding, the one that said this is yours, I'll go wherever you go, I trust you. He trusted her. He always trusted her.

He probably shouldn't, right now. She was already wet.

Jess opened her mouth, and then her mouth went and answered without her.

"Yeah," she said. "Okay."

Before she'd turned to Danny. Before she'd done anything so much as think it through. The word came up from somewhere south of her actual brain, certain and immediate, from whatever part of her had apparently been running a completely separate conversation this whole time and had already known exactly how this was going to go.

She couldn't take it back, and the thing was, she didn't want to. She really, really didn't want to.

Danny blinked. Let out this slow breath through his nose. Looked at the ceiling for a half-second like he needed to check something up there, and then the grin came, the one that made him look about seventeen, wide and slightly stunned.

"Yeah, sound." He nodded, still grinning. "Yeah, I'm proper up for that."

Sienna smiled down at her smoothie, small and private, the smile of someone who'd already known the answer before she'd asked the question.

She didn't look surprised at all.

Of course she didn't. She probably knew before Jess had even walked through the door.


3: The First Shoot
Just the Robe, Babe


The robe was too soft. That was the problem, and Jess had known it the moment she'd put it on. She'd been sitting on the edge of the white bed for what felt like forever trying to feel normal, and the robe kept being too soft, this warm, silky slide against her bare skin, and every time she shifted it moved with her in a way that reminded her, very specifically, that there was nothing underneath.

Danny sat beside her, close enough that their knees touched. He was looking at the cameras on their tripods with the expression of someone who'd walked into an extremely fancy shop and wasn't sure whether he was allowed to touch anything.

"It's like being on a film set," he said, low, just for her.

Jess laughed. Too high, too quick; she heard it come out wrong and couldn't do anything about it.

"Yeah," she said. "Bit."

She'd been in this room before. First day: stood in the doorway, looked at this exact bed and that ring light, and filed them somewhere she wasn't going to look at too directly. And now here she was, sitting on it, in a robe, with no knickers on, because Sienna had left a note on top of the folded robes in her looping handwriting, letters neat as everything she did: just the robe, babe. And Jess had read it, and put her knickers on the bathroom shelf, and not thought carefully at all about the fact that she'd done it without a single second of hesitation.

Sienna moved around the room like she knew every inch of it, because she did. She adjusted a tripod, checked the monitor, pulled the blind another inch against the last of the evening light. In her black leggings and cropped top she was a different version of herself to the one who'd sat on the sofa Friday evening with her feet tucked under her, a glass of wine going warm on the cushion beside her. This version was contained and in charge and ran on a frequency Jess could feel in her teeth, and that was, Jess was realising, significantly worse than anything she'd anticipated.

"Right," Sienna said, and turned to face them.

She stood at the foot of the bed, arms loosely folded, and looked at them both with that warmth that was also a very calm assessment.

"So here's how this works." The voice. The warm, certain one, the one that made everything she said sound like something you'd already agreed to in advance. "I'll guide you through it. You don't need to think about the cameras, just let them be there. You're not performing for them, you're just letting them watch. Big difference." She smiled. "Be yourselves. Follow my voice. That's all I need."

Just follow my voice. Yes. Obviously. Whatever you say. She'd been following Sienna's voice for ten days and she'd follow it anywhere, off a cliff, into the sea, wherever it went, she'd say thank you on the way down.

"Any questions?" Sienna asked.

Danny shook his head, still wearing the expression of a man who couldn't quite believe his Tuesday had ended up here.

Jess said, "No," and meant: loads, actually, none of which I can ask out loud.

Sienna nodded and reached for the ring light.

The room changed when it came on. That was the only way to put it. The quality of the air shifted; everything sharpened and flattened at the same time, the white of the bed becoming whiter, the shadows bleeding back to nothing. It was the light she'd seen in Sienna's content for two years, and here she was inside it, sitting in it, her bare legs lit up warm-gold where the robe had fallen open, and her skin felt like it was being looked at even with nobody looking yet.

Sienna settled behind the main camera. The professional distance of it. The lens between them.

She's watching. She is behind a camera, and she is watching and I am on this bed in a robe with nothing underneath and she is watching every single thing I do. Her cunt knew before the rest of her caught up, a slow clench low in her belly, heat spreading down the inside of her thighs. She pressed her knees together under the robe. Pointless. Already too late.

"Whenever you're ready," Sienna said. "Start with each other. Just kiss. Like you mean it."

Danny turned to her. Jess turned to Danny.

He cupped her face with one hand, the way he always did, the gesture worn smooth with three years of use, and kissed her. His mouth was warm and familiar: she knew the weight of it, the slight scrape of his stubble against her chin, knew it the way she knew the sound of his breathing in the dark. She kissed him back.

But it was different.

Different because of the light and the hum of the camera and because Sienna Vale was behind that lens watching Jess's mouth move against Danny's, watching her hands, watching everything she did and every response she couldn't hide.

Danny's mouth, which she knew so well. She was kissing him for an audience, and the audience was Sienna and she could feel herself getting wetter with every second and she was sitting down, she wasn't even standing, and her legs had gone like that anyway.

"Beautiful," Sienna said, from across the room. Warm, unhurried. "Danny. Undress her slowly. Jess, let him."

Danny pulled back just far enough to look at her. Something in his face had shifted: a focus she didn't usually see, a deliberateness that hadn't been there before. He reached for the tie of her robe and undid it with a care he didn't normally take, opened it slowly, watching her face, and Jess felt the cool air of the room touch her skin as the silk fell away from her chest.

He'd never done it quite like that.

Sienna's voice doing something to him too. That was interesting. Jess filed it, for later, for whenever she had enough brain left to file things properly.

He pushed the robe off her shoulders, gentle and slow, and Jess sat in the ring light with her bare skin lit up white-gold, everything on show: her heavy pale tits, her soft belly, the curve of her hips, the neat bare skin between her thighs where she was already slick and flushed and absolutely visible if anyone thought to look. She felt the camera on her like a second warmth.

"Danny," Sienna said. "Tell her she's beautiful."

He looked at her. The stunned expression was gone and something simpler and more honest had taken its place.

"You're beautiful," he said. "Jess. You're actually gorgeous."

He meant it, properly meant it, and she hadn't anticipated that. She'd half-expected it to come out awkward and prompted and a bit crap, but he looked right at her when he said it, held it. Sienna's instruction and Danny's truth landing together with a warmth she felt crack open somewhere in her chest.

"Good," Sienna said, quietly. "Now show her."

What followed was something Jess would spend days trying to reconstruct and couldn't quite manage, because every time she tried the sequence kept dissolving into sensation and she kept losing her place. Danny's mouth at her throat, then lower, moving down her chest with a deliberateness that was entirely Sienna's doing, and Jess tipped her head back and let him. She was soaking. She could feel it, slick against her thighs, and the robe was bunched beneath her now, silk sticking to her where she was damp, and she was so turned on she could barely hold still.

Sienna's voice came in low and specific.

"Lower. Slower. Listen to her."

She'd had Danny's mouth on her before, plenty of times. She had absolutely not had this before, not with a voice directing him like a compass and a camera on her face catching every response she was making and completely failing to suppress.

He did what he was told. He went lower and slower and he listened, and Jess let go of a sound against the back of his head that she hadn't known she had in her; low and continuous, like she couldn't stop it. She didn't try to.

"Jess," Sienna said. "Let him hear you."

She hadn't known she was holding the sounds back until Sienna named it. And then she just let go: a long, broken exhale against Danny's hair, and the sound of herself in that bright white room was new, more naked than being naked.

She should be mortified, she was on camera, making sounds she'd never made at Danny's mum's house because the walls were too thin, sounds she'd been quietly swallowing for three years so Karen downstairs wouldn't get an earful. She was not mortified. She was the complete opposite of mortified. She was desperate, actually desperate, aching and soaking and wanting more of everything, more voice and lighter and more of Sienna watching her fall apart.

"Look at the camera," Sienna said. Soft and direct. "Jess. Look at it."

Jess lifted her eyes.

The lens was right there. She looked into it, and the knowledge landed clean and complete: she was looking at Sienna. The camera was Sienna's eye, her attention, her focus, and looking into it was like being held still and looked at all the way through. Something happened in Jess's chest and between her legs at exactly the same moment.

"Good girl," Sienna said.

Oh. Right. She'd be thinking about what those two words did to her at some point. Not now.

The click of the tripod lock, sharp in the quiet. The camera fixed. And then footsteps, soft and deliberate across the floor, and Jess felt the shift in the air before she saw her. Sienna crouching beside the bed, close enough that Jess caught it immediately: Baccarat Rouge and warm skin and something underneath that was just Sienna, Sienna at close range, and it hit Jess so directly and so low that her breath snagged in her throat.

"Like this, babe," Sienna said, low. "Watch."

Her hand covered Jess's hand. Warm, deliberate, completely certain, adjusting the angle of her fingers against Danny, the pressure, guiding with a calm fluency that was simultaneously the most professional and the most obliterating thing Jess had ever experienced.

Jess went completely still.

Her hand was warm. It was just a hand, a warm hand, it covered hers and moved it and the instruction was practical and clear. Practical. Obviously practical. Jess's entire body had short-circuited from the wrist up and that was absolutely fine and entirely practical.

Then Sienna shifted her attention to Danny, and Jess watched.

She couldn't not watch. She watched Sienna's hands work with a fluency and confidence that made Danny's head drop back and a wrecked, helpless sound come out of him that Jess had never once managed to produce in him herself, in three years.

"Oh, fuck," Danny breathed. "Oh, Jesus."

And Sienna was looking at Jess.

Not at Danny. At Jess. The whole time, her eyes steady on Jess's face, watching Jess watch.

She'd done it so Jess could see. She'd wanted her to watch. She was watching Jess's face right now and she knew exactly what was on it because she'd put it there, and that knowledge, small and private and absolutely filthy, was the dirtiest thing Jess had ever felt in her life.

Sienna drew back, easy and unhurried, and looked at Jess with something warm and certain in her face.

"Back to him," she said. "You know what to do." A small pause. "I want to hear how much you want it."

She wanted to hear. She was going to listen to Jess make sounds in this room and Jess was, apparently, entirely fine with that. More than fine. Her whole body was liquid.

She went back to Danny, and the silk of the robe was properly sticking to her now, damp between her legs and across her inner thighs, and she was so wet she was almost embarrassed except she wasn't embarrassed at all. Sienna's hand settled at the back of her head, light and absolutely certain, the specific warmth of her palm, guiding rather than pushing, and Jess took Danny deep and made a sound that she felt vibrate through all three of them simultaneously.

"Good girl," Sienna said. "Just like that. Perfect."

The praise landed at the base of her spine and kept travelling south. She felt it in places that had nothing to do with what her mouth was doing. She was not thinking about what that meant. She was absolutely not.

She lost track of Sienna's position after that. She was aware of her constantly, always, the specific gravity of her in the room, a warmth at the edge of Jess's attention wherever she moved. Her voice dropped in at intervals: a low, exact instruction, a warm sound of approval, and occasionally the brief heat of her hands adjusting an angle or a position with a matter-of-factness that made everything worse, every single time.

Danny was transformed. That was the only word for it. Sienna had unlocked a version of him that didn't normally have permission to come out, and he was attentive and deliberate and present in a way Jess hadn't known he was capable of, and part of her loved him for it and part of her knew Sienna had made it happen, that she was the reason for all of it.

"That's it," Sienna said, close now, right beside her. "Look at her. Danny. Look at her face."

He looked. And his expression when he looked at her was so open, so unguarded, so simple and clear that Jess felt her eyes fill and blinked it back, not because she was sad, nothing about this was sad, but because she was too full of something she had no name for and it had to go somewhere.

"Beautiful," Sienna said, softly. "Both of you. God, you're beautiful."

And she meant it. That was in her voice, a warmth that wasn't a performance and Jess could hear the difference, she knew the difference, and that was perhaps the most wrecking thing of all.

"Danny," Sienna said. The tone shifted, direct and specific, the warmth still there but underneath it something that was purely instruction, something that brooked nothing. "Come on her. On her chest. I want to see it."

Danny made a sound low in his throat and his hands gripped her hips and Jess looked up at him and then Sienna said her name, low and certain:

"Jess. Eyes on me."

She found Sienna's face and held it.

Danny came with a long, harsh groan, and the heat of it hit her chest in thick pulses, more than she'd expected, spreading slick and warm across her skin, and she gasped at the shock of it, head tipping back on instinct, and then she caught herself and brought her eyes back to Sienna.

Sienna was watching her face. Not Danny, not the camera. Jess. With an expression of total, focused satisfaction, like a woman who'd just confirmed something she'd already known for a while.

She was completely wrecked. Danny's cum was cooling on her chest, slicking the open edge of the robe, thick on her pale skin under the ring light, and she was panting, hair half-loose across her face, wet between her thighs and damp with sweat and she looked absolutely nothing like herself and she had never, in her entire life, looked so good.

Sienna stood, crossed the room with that particular unhurried ease she had, and crouched at the edge of the bed. She looked at Jess with open, unabashed attention, the way you look at something you're very pleased with. She didn't offer a towel.

Then she touched her. One finger, slow as anything, drawing a line through the cooling mess on Jess's chest, gathering it up, and Jess stopped breathing completely. Sienna brought that finger to her own mouth. Held eye contact. Didn't look at the camera, didn't perform it; just tasted it, easy and considered, like it was the obvious thing to do.

"Look at the state of you," she said, softly, warmly. "Absolutely drenched." She tilted her head, the small private smile that was just for Jess. "The camera loved every second of it."

The thrill of it went through Jess from the crown of her head to the soles of her feet, heavy and dark and wonderful. She was wearing his cum like a prize and Sienna was the one handing out medals and she wanted the next one already, she wanted whatever came after this, she would do anything Sienna asked and she'd known it since the front door opened ten days ago and was only just now letting herself know that she knew.

Danny exhaled, long and utterly satisfied, and flopped back against the pillows with the expression of a man who'd had a genuine revelation about the nature of existence.

"Fucking hell," he said, to the ceiling. Reverent.

Sienna laughed, low and warm, and straightened up.

She went to the dressing table and came back with an envelope each. Crisp and immediate, no ceremony.

"Two hundred," she said, handing Danny his. He took it looking faintly like he'd forgotten money was part of this, like he'd have come regardless. Which, Jess thought, he absolutely would have.

Sienna turned to Jess and held out her envelope, and their fingers met briefly, and Sienna's eyes came up to hers and stayed there a beat, maybe two beats, a second too long to be accidental.

Professional. The whole thing had been entirely professional.

Sienna pulled the laptop across, settled at the edge of the bed like nothing had happened, like Jess wasn't still half-damp and sticky under the robe, and started walking them through the footage. The angle of this shot, the way the light had caught that moment, the way Jess had looked straight into the camera in the middle of everything.

"Natural," she said, pointing at a still on the screen. Jess in the ring light, head back, mouth open, entirely unguarded. "That's what the subscribers respond to. Someone who's genuinely in it." She glanced sideways at Jess. "You're a natural, babe. Genuinely."

Natural. She turned the word over. She was going to be thinking about that, about all of it: the ring light and the camera and the warm weight of Sienna's hand at the back of her head and that finger drawing slow through the mess on her chest, the way Sienna had brought it to her own mouth without looking away, like Jess was something worth tasting.

She'd never looked like that in her life. She wanted to look like it again. She wanted to look like it as many times as Sienna would let her.

Danny was already mostly asleep against the pillows, the two hundred quid resting on his chest, the face of a man completely at peace with every single decision he'd ever made.

The camera on the tripod still blinked its small red light. Patient and steady.

Waiting, Jess thought. Just like her.
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Next Time

The guest room felt different after. Smaller, or maybe just ordinary now, because the studio's white light was still printed behind her eyes and everything in here looked grey by comparison. The good linen was still good. The thick towels were still thick. The window still looked out over the garden instead of into a neighbour's bathroom, which was, objectively, still a result. None of it touched her.

Danny was grinning at the ceiling.

"That was absolutely mental," he said. "Like. Was that mental? Tell me that wasn't just me."

"It wasn't just you."

"She proper knows what she's doing, doesn't she." He said it like someone who'd been shown a magic trick and was still working out where the rabbit had come from. "The way she just, like, told me what to do? And it wasn't weird, it just felt..."

"Right," Jess said. "Yeah."

It felt right. That was the problem with it. That was the whole entire problem.

He rolled onto his side to look at her, grinning still, eyes bright. "What did you think? Like, genuinely."

What did she think.

Sienna crouching at the edge of the bed. One finger, completely unhurried, dragging slow through the mess on Jess's chest, warm and thick where it was already cooling at the edges. The way she'd brought that finger to her own mouth, no hesitation, no performance, just the simple fact of it, eyes on Jess the whole time. The sound Jess hadn't made but had nearly. The taste Sienna had made of her.

I would do anything.

She already knew that. She'd known it before Sienna had even opened her mouth to say it, the word landing low and specific: good girl, posh vowels and all, and Jess's cunt had clenched around nothing and she'd had to concentrate very hard on keeping her face reasonable.

"It was brilliant," she said. "Genuinely."

That was enough for him. He kissed her, warm and easy, and when his hand slid under the hem of her t-shirt she didn't think twice; she reached back, got a fistful of him, pulled him over her, and his weight settled and it was good, it was proper good, even with half of her still up in that studio with the ring light burning everything white.

She was already soaked. Embarrassingly so, knickers ruined long before they'd left the studio, the slick of it still warm against her thighs, and when Danny's hand moved down between them and found her, the breath that left him was almost a laugh.

"Christ." He pulled back to look at her. "Jess."

"Don't stop."

He didn't. He pushed her knickers aside and then there was nothing between them, and when he pushed inside her she felt it everywhere, stretched full and already so close it was almost stupid, hips tilting up automatically, her body already miles ahead of anything her brain was choosing to do. He groaned into her neck and the sound of it, his weight, the smell of sex already thickening in the warm dark of the room, all of it was good, was exactly what she needed, and she closed her eyes.

Sienna's hand at the back of her head, fingers pressing just firmly enough to mean something. The ring light overhead, white and merciless, Jess spread out under it with nowhere to go, and Sienna not even trying to look away. The way she'd moved in close, that same one finger trailing through the wet mess on Jess's chest, collecting it, slow and deliberate, like Jess was something worth taking care with. Then her mouth around that finger. Then those eyes. Good girl, in that voice, those posh vowels curling round it like they owned it, the words landing exactly where they always landed and staying there, and Jess's whole body pulling tight around the memory of it exactly the way it was pulling tight around Danny right now, her cunt gripping and greedy, wanting more, wanting—

She came hard, way harder than she'd meant to, harder than five minutes' work deserved, a rough hot wave low in her belly that rolled outward and just kept going, and the sound she made wasn't anything she'd made before, low and wrecked and almost shocked by itself, and she shoved her face into Danny's shoulder and bit down on nothing, fingers white-knuckled against his back, hips still working because she couldn't help it, couldn't stop, her body completely out of her own hands.

He shuddered and went heavy beside her, breathing hard.

"Bloody hell," he managed.

She waited.

"She really does know what she's doing," he said, voice already going soft at the edges.

Five minutes later he was out cold. Course he was.

Jess lay in the dark with her eyes open, skin cooling, listening to his breathing settle into the slow even rhythm that meant properly gone. The house was quiet. She wondered if Sienna was still downstairs, and then she was picturing it before she'd even decided to: Sienna at the kitchen island, laptop open, footage scrolling back, the blue light of the screen cutting across her face in the dark of the house.

Probably reviewing the shoot. Obviously. That's what she'd be doing at this hour.

That lasted about three seconds.

What she actually wanted, what her body had been wanting since approximately the moment Sienna had looked at her instead of the camera, was for Sienna to come upstairs and put her hands on her. Not Danny. Not via Danny, guiding things from the edge of the frame with that calm capable voice. Sienna directly, her hands and her mouth and that particular attention with nowhere left to go except Jess, all of it just for her.

Next time.

It was already settled in her head, the way done things were settled, solid and decided without any drama. Like she'd already stood up, already walked through that door, and was just lying here in the dark now waiting for the rest of herself to catch up and arrive.

She had. She knew she had, and the knowing of it didn't scare her even slightly, which was, maybe, the most telling thing of all.


4: What We Talk About
The Algorithm Knows


The kitchen smelled exactly the same. That was the first thing she clocked coming off the bottom stair: the peony candle already lit on the island, the coffee machine doing its thing, the morning light cutting through the bifold doors in long pale rectangles across the porcelain floor. Everything exactly as it had been yesterday morning, every other morning.

It didn't feel like every other morning. It felt like a completely different planet that happened to have the same marble island and the same expensive candle and the same woman sitting at the laptop with her hair in a low bun, already on her third coffee probably, like nothing at all had happened last night.

Sienna looked up.

"Morning, babe. Coffee's on."

Said it like that. Warm, easy, entirely natural, the same smile she always had. Jess's legs did something complicated on the bottom stair that she hoped wasn't visible.

"Yeah, cheers." She crossed to the coffee machine, grateful for somewhere to point her face. "Sleep all right?"

"Beautifully." Sienna turned back to the laptop.

Of course she did. Of course she slept beautifully. She probably always sleeps beautifully. She probably wakes up looking like that, which is frankly offensive.

Jess poured her coffee and stood at the island and told herself she was fine.

Danny came down in his Man United shirt and jogger bottoms, and the giddy energy he'd been barely containing since last night arrived with him like a second person. He was terrible at hiding things at the best of times and he wasn't trying now. He shoved two slices in the toaster, turned round, leaned against the counter, grinned at nothing in particular.

"Slept like a log," he announced.

Then he caught himself. Laughed. The specific laugh of someone who knows exactly why they slept like a log and finds the whole situation absolutely brilliant.

Sienna looked up from the laptop and laughed too, warm and easy and not even slightly embarrassed, and after a beat Jess laughed as well, her face doing the right thing while the rest of her continued its separate, ongoing project of being completely out of order.

"You look pleased with yourself," Sienna said to Danny.

"I mean." He spread his hands. "Fair."

He looks like a man who's won something. He has. They both have, probably. She's just not sure what she walked away with yet.

Danny ate his toast against the counter, cheerful and uncomplicated. Sienna closed the laptop with a soft click and turned it round to face them both.

"Have a look at this."

The video had been live for twelve hours. Jess stared at the numbers and did a mental calculation she almost immediately abandoned because the numbers were too large for the calculation to feel real. The view count was climbing in visible increments, the comments a long rolling scroll, the follower count up by something that made Danny put his toast down.

"That's mental," he said. "That is genuinely mental."

"Engagement's through the roof." Sienna scrolled like she did everything: like the outcome was already decided and she was just showing you the working. "This one." She pointed. Finally someone on this channel who isn't performing. This feels like actual people. "And this." The chemistry is insane, I've watched it three times. "And this one."

She read it aloud.

The energy between the two women is the most compelling thing on this channel in months. Whatever you're building here, build more of it.

The two women.

The mug was warm in both hands. Jess stared at the screen, face: completely fine, not a flicker. The thing low in her belly: going absolutely haywire, not helpful, not professional, not the point at all. Someone on the internet had watched that video and used the phrase the two women and meant Jess and Sienna and had apparently found it compelling. Had found Jess compelling. Had watched it three times.

Her face did not move. Everything behind it moved considerably.

"Mental," Danny said again, slightly awed, and picked his toast back up. He reached for his phone, started typing something, stopped, pocketed it. "Nearly texted Robbie."

"Might want to hold off on that," Sienna said.

"Yeah, no. I know." He looked at the microwave clock and pulled a face. "Shit. I'm gonna be late." He stuffed the last of his toast in his mouth, grabbed his bag from the hall, came back to press a kiss to the top of Jess's head. "See you tonight, yeah?"

"Yeah."

He gave Sienna a wave, two fingers off his forehead, like they'd been doing this for years, and then the front door, then his trainers on the gravel, then nothing. The kitchen went quiet in a way it hadn't been quiet before.

Jess looked at her mug. Became very interested in the grain of the marble beneath it.

Fine. Completely fine. Professional. This is a professional situation, and she is a professional person and there's no reason at all for her pulse to be doing whatever it's doing just because Danny's gone. None. That would be mental. She's not doing that. She's absolutely not — is that Baccarat Rouge?

Sienna closed the laptop. Then her bare feet on the porcelain, each step unhurried and deliberate, and Jess knew without looking that she wasn't staying on her side of the island.

The scent arrived first. That specific, expensive warmth of Baccarat Rouge and underneath it something that wasn't perfume at all, something that was just Sienna, warm skin and morning and the memory of last night compressed into the air between them, and Jess kept her eyes on the marble and took a breath she hoped passed as normal.

"Let me show you something." Sienna leaned across to open the laptop, her arm brushing Jess's arm, entirely light, her hair falling forward as she tilted to point at a cluster of comments in one thread. "See how they're responding to this specific quality. The realness of it. That word comes up constantly."

She scrolled. Her arm stayed where it was, warm against Jess's.

"Real," Sienna said, reading from a comment. "Authentic. Genuine." She scrolled further. "They can feel the difference between people who want each other and people who are pretending to want each other. The camera's honest even when people aren't." She paused. "Real," she said again, and this time when she said it she turned her head and looked directly at Jess instead of the screen, close enough that Jess could actually see the colour of her eyes for once, amber or hazel or something that didn't have a name in any eyeshadow palette Jess had ever owned, and Jess's entire body made a sound it kept firmly internal.

Real. She said real while looking directly at Jess. What does that mean. She knows what that means. She shouldn't know what that means yet. She absolutely knows.

Sienna leaned across to scroll, close enough that Jess could feel the warmth coming off her skin, and when she drew back she dragged two fingers along Jess's wrist and left them there. Not gripping. Just resting, light as a question, right on the pulse point, and she kept talking, algorithm this, engagement that, authentic intimacy content, and her fingers didn't move.

Jess counted to four.

She was not proud of counting.

Her pulse was going absolutely mental under those two fingers, loud enough that Sienna could definitely feel it, and Sienna was choosing, with what felt like the most deliberate, unhurried, slightly sadistic calm Jess had ever encountered, to say absolutely nothing about it. Her thighs had pressed together at some point without her permission. Her knickers were in a state she wasn't going to examine right now, possibly ever, and the thing Sienna was doing was resting two fingers on her wrist and talking about content metrics, and Jess was standing there basically falling apart, and that was, objectively, a problem.

"I'm thinking about what we do next." Sienna straightened, the contact ending, and spoke like she was thinking out loud but with that particular quality her voice sometimes had, the one that sounded like an affirmation and a decision arrived at simultaneously, nothing tentative about it. "The response to this has given me ideas. Something more personal. A different kind of intimacy, letting the camera into something quieter." She looked at Jess. Warm and certain and already several steps ahead. "I want to get you on camera alone first. Break you down a bit before we let Danny anywhere near you."

She let it sit there, that sentence, made no move to explain it, then picked up her coffee and the laptop and carried both through to the living area, already on her phone, already onto the next thing.

Jess opened her own laptop, found the content calendar, stared at it like it owed her something.

I want to get you on camera alone first.

Something landed in her chest at those words. And slightly south of her chest, if she was being completely honest, a kind of warmth that settled low and didn't move, and she wasn't going to examine that either, not right now, not with nine items on the content calendar and the cursor blinking in an empty field and Sienna's voice drifting through from the living area, low and composed and talking to someone about a brand deal like the last twenty minutes had been nothing at all.

She needs to get better at this.

She did not get better at this. She stared at the blinking cursor and let 'alone on the camera first' sit in her chest like something warm and already decided, and outside the bifold doors the garden looked absurdly, impossibly perfect in the June morning light, and Jess couldn't have said a single thing that was on that content calendar if her life depended on it.

[image: ]

Borrowed Lace

She'd read the text at seven in the morning, standing in the en-suite in her bra, and her legs had gone strange.

Wear the set I gave you. Nothing else. Come up at two.

Three sentences. She'd read them four times, put the phone face-down on the shelf next to Danny's Head and Shoulders, and stood very still for a moment while her body decided what it thought about that.

Her body had thoughts. Quite a lot of them. None of them professional.

She knocked three times, quick and professional, and hated herself for it before her knuckles left the wood. She lived here. What was she doing, knocking like she was here for a fucking job interview?

"Come in, babe."

The room was warm, properly warm, afternoon sun through cream curtains turning everything gold. Not stuffy heat, the nice kind, the kind that makes you want to take your clothes off.

Which, it turns out, I'm about to do. Great.

The California king sat at the back like an exhibit, white linen so precise it looked like someone had ironed each thread individually. On the foot of the bed, folded and waiting, a cream silk robe. Left there before Jess arrived. Sienna had stood in this room and thought about Jess coming in and undressing and had put a robe on the bed. That was a decision Sienna had made. About Jess. In advance. Like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

The dressing table in front of the window was a landscape. Charlotte Tilbury in a row, Tom Ford compacts, brushes fanned out in a ceramic holder, perfume bottles lined up by height like they'd been directed.

Sienna was at the dressing table. She turned when Jess came in, unhurried, and the robe moved with her. Cream silk, loosely belted, and when the light caught it Jess could see the outline of her body underneath.

She looked at the garment rail by the wardrobe instead. Looked at it like it was the most fascinating thing she'd ever seen in her life.

Lingerie. I'm staring at lingerie on a rail to avoid looking at Sienna Vale in a silk robe that's basically see-through. This is my life now.

"Perfect timing," Sienna said. "I need a second opinion."

The rail held four, maybe five pieces. Silk and lace in pale pink, cream, a dusty blush that had no right being that colour. A notepad leaning against the wardrobe with a list in her handwriting, neat and decisive. Jess looked at the list like she was reading it, absorbing absolutely nothing.

"I've got the solo shoot Thursday," she said, turning back to the mirror, doing something small to the corner of her eye with one finger. "I need to know what actually photographs and what just feels nice to wear. Different things, annoyingly." She gestured at the rail. "Tell me what you see."

She needs my opinion. On the lingerie. On the lingerie hanging on that rail while she stands two metres away in a silk robe doing an inadequate job of being a robe.

This is work. This is absolutely, definitely work.

Jess looked at the rail properly. The pale pink piece at the front was silk, a thin camisole with lace at the hem, barely substantial enough to be a garment.

"That one," she said. "The cream lace. The pink's nice but the lace has more texture, yeah? Camera'll pick it up more."

Sienna looked at her in the mirror. Something that wasn't quite a smile.

"Good eye." She reached for the pink piece anyway and held it against herself over the robe, genuinely assessing. The silk fell across her body and she tilted her head, looking at her own reflection with that impersonal attention, the kind you develop after years of learning exactly how your body reads on camera. "I think you're right. The lace." She looked at Jess's reflection rather than turning around. "Here." She lifted the cream lace piece off the rail and held it towards her. "Put it on. I want to see how it sits on a different skin tone."

Practical. That's a practical consideration. I'm going to take my jeans off in Sienna Vale's bedroom for a practical consideration and then stand there in lace and try to continue existing normally.

Jess took it.

She turned towards the wardrobe, then clocked the mirrored door and shifted towards the wall instead. Not that it mattered. She could feel Sienna watching the entire time she stepped out of her jeans, the entire time she pulled her white tee over her head.

She hadn't looked away. Not once.

My bra came off. My tits came out. And Sienna Vale is watching me undress in her bedroom in the middle of a Tuesday afternoon like it's the most normal thing in the world.

She was already wearing the pink lace set underneath her clothes, per the text, per the instruction she'd followed at seven in the morning with legs that hadn't been reliable since. She unclipped the bra anyway, let it fall. Stepped out of the lace knickers. Stood there in nothing for two seconds that lasted considerably longer than two seconds.

Then she stepped into the cream lace.

I'm already wet. I've been wet since I read that text at seven this morning, if I'm honest, and now I'm standing here with nothing between me and borrowed lace, about to turn around. Right. Fine. I'm doing this.

When she turned back, Sienna was looking at her with that look. The unhurried one. The comprehensive one. The one that went from her collarbone down and came back up without rushing.

"Yes," she said, simply.

Then she said several other things about the way the lace sat at Jess's hip and what the camera would do with the contrast against her skin, and she said all of it like she was reading notes from a clipboard, and Jess stood there in borrowed lace in her bedroom and absorbed roughly none of it.

My nipples are hard. She can see them through the lace. She's looking right at them while she talks about skin tone and contrast and I'm standing here trying not to shake.

Sienna crossed over and turned her, two hands on her shoulders, towards the full-length mirror in its brass frame. Then she stood behind her.

Both of them in the reflection. Sienna in cream silk, still loosely belted, and Jess in lace that cost more than last month's wages. She looked at the two of them and something went tight in her chest.

There I am. Jess Harper from Wigan in borrowed lace, and there she is behind me, looking at my reflection like she's found something she'd been looking for.

I look. Fuck, I actually look.

"Come here." Sienna turned towards the dressing table stool and patted it once. "Sit. I want to do your face while I've got the light."

Not a question. Already decided.

Jess sat.

The stool put her at exactly the right height, which she suspected wasn't accidental. Sienna moved behind her, beside her, and the arrangement landed on her all at once. She was going to have to sit perfectly still while Sienna stood close enough that she could feel the heat coming off her and did things to her face with her hands, and any movement would end this, so she was trapped.

Thoroughly, elegantly trapped.

The first touch was fingertips, not a brush. Bare skin against her cheekbone, something cool being blended in slow circles. So slow. The warmth of Sienna's fingers underneath the cool of whatever she was applying.

She tilted Jess's chin with two fingers, her thumb settling against her jaw as she assessed the angle.

I can smell her perfume. I can feel the heat coming off her body. My cunt clenches and I have to keep my breathing even, have to sit here and not move while she touches my face like this.

Jess kept her breathing even through an act of will.

"You have exceptional bone structure," Sienna said, conversational. "The kind the camera loves rather than just tolerates. I noticed it in your application photo." She reached for a brush, selected it without looking, came back. "There's a difference between someone who photographs well and someone the camera actually wants. You're the second kind."

"I mean," Jess started, and Sienna made a small, firm sound.

"Stop." She tilted Jess's chin higher. "You do that constantly and it's going to get tedious. Someone says something true about you, and you immediately try to put it back on the shelf. Stop it."

Nobody has ever told me to stop doing that. I genuinely don't know what to do with my hands.

She left her hands in her lap and said nothing.

Sienna continued with the brush, unhurried, comfortable in her own concentration. Then: "Tell me what you thought of the shoot."

"It was good. Really interesting, actually, the whole setup, the—"

"Not technically." She changed brushes. "What did it feel like. What did you keep coming back to afterwards."

She's going to make me say it. Her fingers are on my face and she's going to make me say it out loud in a warm room while I'm sitting here in pale lace.

Jess was quiet long enough that it became an answer of its own.

Then: "The way it felt to be looked at like that. Like I was actually worth, I don't know." She stopped. "Like the looking was the point. Not just, like, part of something else."

Sienna's hands went still. Very briefly, maybe two seconds, then the brush resumed.

"I know," she said, quiet. "I could see that." A beat. "That's why I hired you."

She saw it. She saw it in a photo before I'd said a single word to her, and she hired me because of it, and that's the most devastating and wonderful thing anyone has said to me in twenty years.

She set the brush down. Reached for something else, came in closer for the eyes, and Jess could feel the warmth of her now, properly feel it. Could smell that perfume that had been living rent-free in her head since day one. The brush moved in small strokes at the outer corner of her eye.

"I've been thinking about tonight." Same register, warm and certain, like she was reading from a decision already made. "I want to start with just you. Before Danny comes in." A pause while she assessed the line, adjusted. "I'm going to spend as long as I need on just your mouth first. Then I'm going to work my way down, and when I get there I'm going to take my time." She kept her eyes on Jess's face, not the mirror. "I want to learn every sound you're capable of making before Danny's even in the room. I've been thinking about them since about day three."

Day three. Seventy-two hours. Jess had still been pretending she was here for the job.

Jess's hands found the edge of the dressing table and gripped it hard. She was already wet, had been wet since seven this morning and the text and the legs going strange, and now her thighs were locked together on the stool, and her breath had gone shallow and the lace was pressing against everything and she needed to not make a sound, she really needed to not make a sound.

"Other eye."

Jess turned her chin. Sienna moved with her, seamless as water.

"What do you want from tonight?" Same tone she'd use for a content calendar review. "Tell me."

A pause.

"Everything you just said," Jess said. Her accent had slid, vowels going wide and Northern, the careful management of herself gone somewhere around work my way down. "All of it. I want to know what it feels like when you're actually." She stopped. Started again. "When you're paying attention to me. Properly. And I want—" She stopped again.

Sienna waited. She had all the time in the world and she knew it.

"I want to stop pretending I don't know why I'm here," Jess said.

Sienna pulled back and looked at her directly. Face to face, close enough that Jess could see the exact green of her eyes, amber underneath in the afternoon light, a colour she didn't have a name for.

"Good girl," she said. Flat as a fact. Just: yes, correct, that's what you are.

Not praise. Not a gold star. Confirmation. Like she already knew and was simply confirming it for Jess's benefit.

Jess pressed her thighs together and tried to look like a normal person who was not currently sitting in expensive lace with her cunt clenching on a dressing table stool.

Sienna crossed to the wardrobe without a word, and Jess watched her go because she genuinely could not help it, the way the silk robe moved with her, the line of her shoulder, the particular ease of her. She came back with the lip liner.

She stood in front of Jess, tipped her chin up with two fingers, and brought the liner to the edge of her mouth. Jess had to hold completely still. She fixed her gaze on Sienna's collarbone where the robe had fallen open, the pale skin there, and breathed.

"I need you to understand something before Danny comes in tonight," Sienna said, drawing the line with total focus. "What happens between you and me first, that's not for the camera." She paused, checked the line, kept going. "That's not content. That's not the shoot." A pause. "That's me finding out who you actually are when nobody's telling you what to be." She completed the bow of Jess's upper lip, pulled back, assessed. "And then, when I know, when I've taken my time with that, then Danny comes in. And we let the camera see what we've made."

Made. Like Jess is something being made. She wants to argue with that, but she can't, because it's exactly right, and she's known it since the text at seven this morning and the legs going strange, and probably since before that if she's being completely honest with herself.

She reached for the gloss. Applied it slowly, brush at the centre of Jess's bottom lip, full attention on the task.

"You know what I saw," she said, not looking away from Jess's mouth, "when you walked through my front door."

Jess waited.

"Someone who's been hungry for years and had no one to feed her." The gloss moved to the outer corners. "That specific kind of want. The kind that sits in you quietly, being perfectly behaved, waiting for someone who actually knows what it is." She pressed her own lips together briefly, demonstrating, then tilted her head. "You've been ready for this your whole life. You just needed someone to open the door."

Twenty years. Twenty years in Wigan being fine, being sound, keeping it quiet in the box room at Danny's mum's with the blind permanently down. And Sienna opened the door of this house and looked at her for thirty seconds and just. Knew.

Jess blinked once, hard. Her throat had gone tight in a way she hadn't expected, the kind that was the total opposite of crying, that was what happened when twenty years of being perfectly fine finally had a name.

She breathed. Held it.

The setting spray misted across her face in a cool cloud. Then Sienna set it down, leaned forward, and her mouth arrived at the corner of Jess's ear. Her hair fell forward. Her warmth all the way down her left side.

"Before Danny comes in," she said, low and private, absolutely not for any camera, "I'm going to take you apart so thoroughly that by the time he walks through that door you won't even remember what nervous felt like." A pause. "And then we'll see how loud you can be."

Take you apart. She said take you apart with her mouth a centimetre from Jess's skin and Jess can feel her own pulse in about six places at once.

Sienna straightened. Looked at Jess's reflection one last time, warm and satisfied.

"There." A small, private look. "You look exactly right."

Not pretty. Not beautiful. Right. Like she'd arrived somewhere she was always supposed to arrive, and the journey was just the price of the ticket.

She'd already moved back to the garment rail, consulting the notepad, entirely returned to Tuesday afternoon. "The lace is perfect for tonight. Wear the pink set when you come back up. Leave the cream on the hook." She glanced over. "And send Danny up before you get changed. I want to go through the lighting rig with him."

Jess stood. She crossed to the wall. Picked up her jeans. Her knickers were on the floor, the pink lace ones she'd been wearing all day, and she looked at them for a moment and made a decision.

She left them there. Stepped into her jeans commando, pulled her tee on, all of it achieved through some mechanism that wasn't quite conscious thought.

My knickers are on her floor. I left them on the floor of Sienna Vale's bedroom. We have not discussed this and she has not commented on it and I am choosing to walk out of this room like a completely normal person.

She found the hook. Hung up the cream lace. Picked up her bra.

She reached the door. Her hand on the frame.

She didn't know why she stopped. She turned back anyway.

Sienna was looking up from the notepad, waiting, with the patience of someone who already knew this was going to happen.

Jess opened her mouth. Nothing came out. Not one usable syllable.

She turned back to the door.

"Good girl."

Warm and quiet, said to the air, said like it was nothing.

My hand tightened on the door frame. The heat dropped through me, low and immediate, straight to my cunt, and I clenched, standing there in the doorway trying to remember how to walk.

Good girl. She called me a good girl and my body just. Responded. Like I'd been waiting my whole life to hear it in that voice, and my body knew it before my brain did.

She kept walking. Down the hall, down the stairs, into the living room where Danny was on the sofa with his feet up watching the Euros build-up on his phone.

He looked up.

She looked at him, this man she loved, in his Man United socks with his easy face and his mug of tea gone slightly cold, and she thought: I'm going to show you something tonight that I've never been able to show you before. Not because I didn't want to. Because I didn't know it was there.

"She wants you upstairs," Jess said. "Lighting stuff."

Her voice came out entirely normal.

She didn't know how.

He pushed himself up off the sofa, paused, looked at her face properly. Something moved in his expression.

"You all right, babe?"

"Yeah," she said. "I'm good. I'm really good, actually."

He nodded, the slow certain nod of a man who didn't have all the information and knew he didn't need it yet. He squeezed her arm as he passed and went upstairs.

She stood in the living room for a moment. The bifold doors were open a crack, the garden ridiculous and perfect in the late afternoon light, the striped lawn and the hot tub and the outdoor sofa that didn't go damp when it rained.

My knickers are on her bedroom floor. I left them there. I'm going upstairs in twenty minutes to put the pink lace on and come back up when she says, and tonight she's going to take me apart before Danny's even in the room, and then we'll see how loud I can be.

Turns out I know exactly why I applied for this job.

Took me long enough.


5: Good Girl, Greedy Girl


The studio room was the same room, except it wasn't, not even slightly; the air itself had changed.

Jess stopped in the doorway half a beat behind Danny, who stepped in first and went still. The candles. The warm amber shift in the light. The low electronic pulse of music she felt in her sternum before she properly heard it. The ring lights had been softened and diffused, and the pillar candles on the side table threw flickering heat across the white backdrop rolled down to cover the floor in a seamless sweep. Three cameras on tripods, angled differently to how she'd seen them set up before. The white studio bed centred under the lights, linen crisp and waiting.

And on the side table, beside the water glasses and the folded towel, a small velvet pouch. She didn't ask. She noted it and felt her stomach drop.

Sienna stood at the nearest tripod, adjusting the camera angle with one hand, not looking at them. The charcoal Agent Provocateur set moved with her, the gold hardware catching the candlelight, the black hold-ups smooth against her thighs. She looked like she'd been placed there deliberately.

She had been. Obviously.

She turned and looked at them both without hurrying, the way you'd check something you'd ordered had arrived correctly. Said nothing. Just looked.

Same room, except it isn't. Even the air in here is different. Or maybe Jess is different. Both, probably.

Jess held the robe closed with one hand. Her other hand hung at her side, completely useless.

"One rule tonight." Sienna's voice was quiet, no need to project, the room small enough that it landed everywhere at once. Her eyes were mostly on Jess. "No wrong moves. You want something, you take it. That's it."

She let that sit.

Danny nodded. Of course he did.

Jess held Sienna's eye contact and said nothing, which was its own kind of answer, and they both knew it.

She's looking at her like she already knows what Jess is going to want. She probably does. She's known longer than Jess has. Jess was still typing the application and Sienna already knew.

Sienna crossed to the studio bed without hurrying, sat on the edge of it with one leg crossed over the other, at ease being looked at, in no rush whatsoever. She had all the time in the world, and she knew it and watching her sit there like that was doing something to Jess's insides that didn't have a name.

Danny and Jess stood. The triangle of space between the three of them buzzed with something Jess felt directly on her skin, low and tight, like a frequency she'd been tuned to without consenting.

"Are you warm enough?" Sienna asked, lightly. "Is the robe coming off, or are you keeping it on?"

Practical. Right. The robe. Obviously the robe is the question right now.

Jess let it fall off her shoulders. Stepped out of it. Her decision; not asked twice, not directed, all hers. She let the silk pool at her feet and straightened, standing in the pink lace in the candlelight and the ring-light glow, and she did not do the damage inventory.

Danny's breath went out of him quietly, a soft helpless exhale.

Sienna looked at her slowly, the same way she'd looked at her in front of the master bedroom mirror, like Jess was something that warranted real attention and she intended to give it all. Her expression was certain and privately pleased.

"There she is," she said quietly.

Two words. Jess's throat went tight like something had been said out loud that had no business being said, something true and private, and now it was loose in the room and wasn't going back.

Sienna stood and crossed the room. She walked past Danny, close enough to touch him, and she did touch him, a brief warm press of her hand to his arm, acknowledgement, inclusion, and then she moved past him and came to Jess and stopped close, and put one hand to Jess's jaw with a steadiness that made Jess feel like something being held very carefully.

Danny stayed where he was. He understood the order of things without being told. Jess could feel him watching.

She walked past him. She came to her first. Danny is standing right there, and Jess's knees are embarrassingly close to giving way.

Sienna kissed her.

Slowly, taking her time with it, total attention on Jess's mouth like it was something worth learning properly. Softer than Danny's mouth, softer than anything she'd been prepared for; cherry gloss first, then something warmer underneath, expensive and faint, and she could feel how much thought had gone into it, the patience of someone who'd been planning this for weeks and wanted to take every second of it.

Jess kissed back. And then her hands went to Sienna's waist, finding the warm skin above the lace waistband, and she pulled her closer, and she had not thought about doing that. Her body had decided and she was just following it.

She reached first. She's going to remember that she reached first.

Sienna unclasped the bra and slid it off her slowly, hands trailing over Jess's skin like she was reading something she already knew by heart. She kept talking, low, nothing for the cameras yet.

"I've been thinking about this since day one." Her mouth followed her hands, Jess's collarbone, the curve of her throat, and then her breast, her mouth closing hot over Jess's nipple, tongue circling until Jess's head dropped back and she stopped being able to hold a thought. "Did you know that? I could tell the second I opened the door."

Since day one. Jess was in her going-out jeans trying to look professional and Sienna already knew. She already knew.

"Come here." Sienna didn't look at Danny. She didn't need to. "Stand behind her. Don't touch yet. Just be there."

He was right there at Jess's back a moment later, solid and warm and familiar, sandwiching her between them; Sienna's mouth working at her breast and Danny's chest at her spine and the heat of his cock pressing hard against her arse through the robe he still had on, and nobody was touching her where she needed it, nobody, and it was making her absolutely insane.

Soaked. She is properly soaked through her knickers already, thighs slick, she can feel the wet fabric clinging to her cunt and nobody has even touched her there yet and she is losing her mind. She is genuinely losing her mind.

Danny's hands lifted toward her hips, hovering, wanting.

"Not yet," Sienna said, not looking up. He dropped them.

Sienna went to her knees.

She took her time getting there, dragging her hands down Jess's ribs, her waist, the curve of her hips, slow enough that Jess felt every centimetre of it. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of the pink lace and looked up, held eye contact, and waited.

"Tell me you want this," she said. "Out loud."

Jess's voice came out below her normal register, her accent thick, nothing professional left in it at all.

"Please."

Sienna smiled, slow and certain. "That's it." She pulled the lace down and Jess felt the cool air hit her wet cunt the moment the fabric dropped; felt the slick of herself on her inner thighs, felt how thoroughly soaked she already was, the evidence right there, unavoidable, and Sienna looked at her and made a low sound, warm and appreciative and filthy.

"Christ," Sienna breathed, almost to herself. "Look at the state of you. Soaking for it, aren't you. You've been wanting this for weeks." Not a question. "Greedy girl."

Greedy. She is greedy. She has never been more anything in her life.

"Good girl," Sienna said, softer, and it landed in the same place it always landed, a key turning, and Jess felt her cunt clench around nothing at all.

Sienna nodded at Danny and his hands came to Jess's hips, gripping properly, thumbs pressing in, holding her steady, and then Sienna's mouth found her clit and the world narrowed to that single point of contact and Jess stopped being able to think in sentences.

It wasn't rushed. It wasn't performance. Sienna's tongue circled her clit, slow and completely certain of itself, while two fingers pushed inside her and curled forward, and Jess made a sound she'd never made in her life before, something wrecked and loud and nothing like the politely muffled noises she'd made in a box room with thin walls. Her hips jerked forward and Danny's grip was the only thing keeping her upright. Her hands went into Sienna's hair and gripped hard.

She is embarrassingly wet. She can hear it, the obscene wet sounds her cunt is making every time Sienna's fingers curl and push, slick and filthy, and one of the cameras is pointing right at her and catching all of it and she is absolutely incandescent with wanting more of the same.

The room smelled different now. Candles underneath it still, but above that the wet specific heat of her own arousal, of three bodies close together, of sex beginning to happen whether she'd admitted it or not.

When she came it was with her hands fisted in Sienna's hair, her whole body shaking, her thighs clamped around Sienna's face, and Danny's grip the only thing keeping her from going down entirely. The sound she made was a proper wreck of a sound, loud and slurred, nothing held back, and she did not muffle it, didn't even try, just let it tear out of her.

She was still shaking. Her vision had narrowed to white at the edges and she could feel the wet running down her inner thighs and she didn't care, she actively did not care.

Sienna stayed with her through every shuddering aftershock, fingers still moving gently, working her through it, holding her there until her legs stopped shaking and her breathing came back.

"Fucking hell, Jess." Danny, behind her. Not performed. Just real.

Sienna looked up from her knees. She wiped her mouth slowly, watching Jess's face, wet-lipped and unhurried and looking at her with something warm and private and unashamed.

"See?" she said. "That's who you are. Greedy little slut. That's you." Said warmly. Said like it was the best possible thing a person could be.

Greedy little slut. She should mind that. She does not mind that. She wants Sienna to say it again. She wants her to say it into a camera, into her face, in front of Danny, wants to hear the words over and over until they're just the truth.

Sienna stood. Kissed her once more, unhurried and deep, and Jess tasted herself on Sienna's mouth, warm and thick and filthy, and the heat of it landed straight between her thighs all over again. She wanted to drag her back down.

Sienna stepped back. Looked at Danny.

"Your turn," she said. "Slowly." She didn't raise her voice. She never needed to. "She's going to tell you what she wants tonight. You listen."

He came to Jess. She put her palm flat on his chest. Stopped him. Looked at him.

Then she told him. Specific words she had never said out loud before in her life, telling him exactly where she wanted his hands, what she wanted his mouth to do, how she wanted to be fucked.

She wants his cock. Specifically, right now, she wants his cock inside her cunt, deep, filling her up, and she wants Sienna watching every second of it when it happens. That is the complete and total inventory of thought available to her right now.

Danny did every single thing she said. Immediately, without question. She'd had no idea how good that could be. He fumbled getting his robe off and caught her eye, both of them grinning for a second, stupid and helpless, before things got serious again, and she loved him for the fumble. She properly loved him for it.

"Look at her, Danny." Sienna's voice from beside the nearest camera. "Watch her face. She knows what she wants now."

He pressed her back onto the studio bed and pushed inside her and she was so wet he slid straight in, all of him at once, and her back arched off the linen and she made a sound that wasn't a word at all, something animal and immediate.

Full. Christ, she is full. His cock stretching her open and she is still clenching from the orgasm, and the sensation is too much – but fuck she needs more of it, harder, deeper, more.

"Hard," she told him. "Come on."

He gave her hard.

Sienna joined them, stepping in with quiet ease, her hand sliding between Jess's thighs right where Danny was filling her, fingers finding her clit, and Jess could feel how wet she'd made his cock, could feel the slick mess of herself on her own thighs, the obscene wet noise of him moving in and out of her, and Sienna worked her clit in tight deliberate circles and talked through all of it in a voice like she was conducting a masterclass.

"Look at that," Sienna said to the nearest camera, composed as anything, not a trace of anything but absolute authority in her voice while her fingers worked Jess's clit and Danny fucked her deep. "Look at how much she wants it. She walked in here three weeks ago to answer emails and look at her now. Absolutely desperate for cock, aren't you, Jess."

"Yes," Jess said. "Fuck. Yes."

"Yes what?"

She knows what she wants her to say. Jess can hear it. She wants her to say it into the camera. She wants all of it on record.

"Yes, I'm desperate for it, I want it, please, don't stop, please, God, please—"

"Good girl," Sienna said. "Give it to her, Danny. Fill her up."

The sound Danny made when he came was helpless and private and entirely his; his hips snapping forward and holding deep, and Jess felt the warmth of it hit her inside in a hot rush, felt him pulse and throb, felt the wet of it filling her up, that specific heat of being full and used and completely taken care of, and she clenched around him and dragged out every last bit of it, greedy for all of it, wanting every drop.

He came inside her. She is full of him, properly full, can feel the heat of it, the thickness of it, loves it, loves the evidence, loves being marked from the inside where nobody can see it but her.

Danny stayed inside her for a moment, getting his breath back. His forehead dropped to her shoulder.

Sienna watched them both.

Then she leaned over the bed, her voice quiet and particular, the voice that lived behind the Instagram warmth, the real one.

"Jess," she said. "Push him out."

Push him out. Onto her fingers. She knows exactly what she's asking for. She's understood the words and her cunt is already clenching around Danny's softening cock, already wanting to do it, wanting to be told what to do with the mess they've made.

Danny lifted his head. Looked at Sienna. Said nothing, just watched.

Jess reached down between her own thighs, felt the wet heat there, Danny's cock still just inside her, and she pressed her fingers against herself and pushed. The sensation was obscene, slick and filthy, and she felt the warm mess of him leaving her, felt it run over her own fingers, Danny's cum mixed with everything she'd been leaking since the moment Sienna had looked at her properly tonight.

Sienna caught it, two fingers held beneath her, unhurried and comfortable, took what Jess gave her right onto her own hand and brought it slowly to her mouth without once looking away from Jess's face. Her tongue came out. She tasted it with the same slow certainty as before, like she already knew exactly how good it was going to be, like she'd been thinking about it.

"Mm." Soft. Satisfied. "Perfect."

Perfect. She's lying here wrecked, Danny's cum on her fingers, her cunt dripping onto the white linen, the room smelling of sex and sweat and all three of them, and Sienna is calling her perfect and she has never, not once, felt more like exactly who she's supposed to be.

Jess brought her own fingers to her mouth and didn't think about it at all, just tasted, and the taste of both of them together hit the back of her throat and she made a sound, something low and private and wanting, and she wanted more of it before she'd even swallowed. Herself and Danny together. The salt and slick and heat of what they'd done. The evidence. She wanted to lick her own fingers clean.

She did.

"Good girl," Sienna said softly. Watching her face. Watching her realise.

Danny was watching too, propped on one elbow, his expression gone somewhere between thoroughly stunned and completely riveted by whatever was going to happen next.

"And now," Sienna said, with the easy authority of someone announcing an obvious next step, "you're going to clean him up. Properly."

She's looking at his cock. Soft now, wet with everything Jess has been for the last hour, slick with her own cunt and his cum, and she wants her mouth on it, she actually wants it, which is not new information so much as it is information her body has already acted on before the thought has fully formed.

Jess moved without being told twice. She bent over Danny and took him in her mouth and the taste of it hit her immediately; herself, thick and slick, her own wetness coating every inch of him, and underneath it his cum, salt and warm and specific, and the combination was filthy and real and she felt herself get wet all over again from the simple act of tasting what they'd made together.

She took her time. She ran her tongue over all of him, cleaning what they'd made, feeling him twitch and start to harden against her tongue, and she made sounds around him that were genuine, completely genuine, because she was finding something out in real time: she loved it. She loved the taste. She loved the mess. She loved having her mouth full of the evidence of both of them and the camera pointing at her and Sienna watching her discover this about herself.

She loves it. She actually, properly loves it. She's got her mouth full of her own cunt and Danny's cum, and she is soaking wet all over again and she doesn't care, she doesn't care about anything, she just wants more.

"That's it," Sienna said, her voice low and warm. "Look at her, Danny. Look at this girl." A pause. "She loves it. Look at her face."

Danny made a helpless sound above her. His hand went into her hair, not directing, just touching, the way you'd reach for something warm in the dark.

Jess looked up at him from where she was, his cock in her mouth, their combined mess on her lips. She held his gaze and didn't look away.

"Christ," Danny said. Quiet. Wrecked. "Jess."

Sienna took the velvet pouch from the side table. She opened it and held up the rose-gold wand, unhurried, and looked at them both with the warm absolute certainty of someone who had planned this room down to the final detail and knew exactly how the rest of it was going to go.

"We've barely started," she said. "Both of you on the bed. Now."

We've barely started. She has already come, already tasted Danny, already had her mouth full of the evidence of everything they've done to each other, and Sienna Vale is standing there in her charcoal Agent Provocateur holding a rose-gold wand and looking at Jess like she's a meal she's only just begun.

She has never been so grateful for anything in her life.

Jess crossed to Sienna first. Her hands went to Sienna's jaw, tilting her face up, and she kissed her deeply, knowing Sienna could taste everything on her mouth; herself and Danny and all of it, the whole filthy sum of the last hour. Sienna made a sound against her lips that had nothing curated in it and everything real.

"There she is," Jess said against her mouth. Her words. Sienna's breath hitched.

She used her own line on her. She did that. Sienna Vale, perfectly composed, perfectly planned, is undone by her, and she did that.

Danny and Jess made eye contact over Sienna's shoulder.

The grin was mutual, stupid and wide. Two people from Birch Close. From a box room with walls so thin they'd had to be quiet. Not quiet now.

Sienna caught it. Smiled privately. Left it alone.

What followed was not tidy. The rose-gold wand went on Jess until her back arched clean off the bed and she said things she'd never said before, begging for it, begging Sienna not to stop, her cunt clenching hard around nothing while the orgasm rolled through her in waves she couldn't control. Sienna gave her a second before she was done with the first, and then a third, and Jess stopped counting and just let it happen. Danny watched for a while and then he didn't watch anymore; his hands were on Sienna, and Sienna let him, and the sounds Sienna made when Danny's fingers found her were nothing like her camera voice. Nothing at all.

The evenness in her voice went first. Then the composure. Then the rest of her. Her hair came loose and she stopped sounding like herself on camera and started sounding like someone who needed things, same as Jess did, same as she'd needed them all along, and Jess felt something warm and specific open in her chest at that: Sienna wanting. Sienna needing. Sienna's name in her own mouth, hoarse and stripped and not for anyone but her.

Sienna said Jess's name at the end. Just her name. Stripped and hoarse. Not for the camera.

It went into Jess's chest and stayed there.

Sienna took Jess's hand before the moment could break. Drew her up to the studio mirror, full length, and stood behind her.

"Look," she said.

So Jess looked.

Bruised mouth, smeared eyeliner, lipstick long gone, the flush deep across her chest and throat. Thighs slick with the mess of the last two hours. The ruined pink lace still hanging off one hip. Hair wrecked in a way that had a very specific story in it. She looked thoroughly attended to, thoroughly used, and entirely herself, no inventory required.

She did not look away.

Sienna leaned in close, her mouth at Jess's ear.

"Magnificent," she said. Barely voiced. Private.

Then she reached for the folded towel and moved back into the room as though she hadn't just put a word inside Jess's ribcage that was going to live there for the rest of her life.

Jess stayed at the mirror a beat longer.

Magnificent. She is covered in the evidence of tonight and Sienna is calling her magnificent and she looks at the girl in the mirror and thinks: yes. That's right. That's me. Finally.

She thinks she's going to need a bigger life.
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The Particular Geography of Him

The guest room was dark and quiet, their room, the dark settling around them like something they'd had to get through the whole evening to deserve. Nothing like the studio down the hall with its ring lights and its cameras and that specific warm smell of candle wax and something else she could still feel on the inside of her thighs.

Jess lay on her side facing Danny. He was on his back, staring at the ceiling, the gap between them small enough that she could feel the warmth coming off him, clean from the shower, familiar the way three years makes a person familiar, the particular geography of him something she knew in the dark without thinking about it.

At the end of the landing, Sienna's door was closed.

She could still smell the candles if she tried.

She tried.

"You all right?"

Danny's voice, quiet, turned toward her. No careful phrasing, no reading of the room. Just Danny, doing what Danny always did, checking in because that was his whole thing.

"Better than all right."

She meant it the whole way down, and he heard it, because he knew her voice and he'd spent three years knowing the difference between fine and fine. She felt him smile at the ceiling before she even saw it.

"Best night of my life," he said, matter-of-fact and slightly awed, the way he talked about United winning something important. "I'm not even being dramatic."

"I know."

"That moment where you both, when you—" He stopped, breathed out something that was nearly a laugh. "When you looked at each other. That grin, Jess."

She knew exactly which moment. She'd felt his eyes on her from across the room and they'd both cracked at the same second, some shared private hilarity bursting through everything else, and she'd grinned at him over Sienna's shoulder and he'd grinned back, and it had been the most Danny thing that had ever happened in what was technically a professional filming environment.

He noticed. He always noticed her. Three years and he still caught her across a room and kept the moment like he was saving it. Her chest did something warm and uncomplicated and she let it.

"Yeah," she said. "I know which moment."

He made a sound of pure satisfaction and then, hardly any time at all, his breathing changed. She knew the sound of it, the particular shift when he went under, slow and even and absolutely at peace. He was asleep before she'd finished the thought.

He's fine. He is completely and genuinely fine. She hadn't broken anything, hadn't fractured the particular thing they were to each other, and he was just lying there sleeping, proper peaceful, the way blokes did when they'd had a brilliant night and didn't feel the need to overthink it. He'd been given an extraordinary thing and just... taken it. Not made it into a problem. Course he hadn't.

She rolled onto her back. The ceiling here was just a ceiling, clean and white, no damp patch spreading in from the corner the way it had in the box room at Danny's mum's. No sound bleeding through walls that weren't really walls, just plasterboard suggestions of walls, just the idea of privacy. The window looked out into actual dark, a garden with actual stripes mowed into the lawn. The towels in the en-suite were that thick hotel kind, and the mad thing was she'd stopped noticing. Three weeks in a place like this and it just became the baseline. That was what it did to you, apparently.

She wasn't picking it apart or looking for the catch; she just let the evening move through her, lying there in the quiet with Danny breathing beside her and Sienna's door closed at the end of the landing.

Sienna's hands first. That was the thing that kept coming back. The way she'd used them, unhurried, like Jess was something worth taking time over, like she wasn't going anywhere. And Jess's own voice, the way it had come out of her mouth, direct and wanting and completely unapologetic, saying things she'd never said out loud to anyone, things she hadn't known she'd been holding. The wand against her, the specific unbearable precision of it, Sienna's breath warm on the side of her face. Danny's hands at her hips, steadying, present, and Sienna's mouth at her ear saying good girl, just like that, and Jess had made a sound she'd never made before, something low and raw she didn't have a word for. And then Sienna had come, properly, the composure just gone, stripped right off her, and Jess's name in her throat had come out hoarse and private and nothing like the way she said it on camera. That was hers. That sound was hers.

And then the mirror.

Magnificent.

It sat in her chest like something placed there carefully, not borrowed, not dressed up, just there. Sienna's voice right against her ear, saying it the way you'd say it's raining or put the kettle on, like a fact you passed along because it was obviously true and didn't need defending. And Jess had looked at herself in the ring-lit glass, properly looked, not the quick self-inventory she usually managed before glancing away, not the tallying-up of what needed fixing, just looked, and the reflection hadn't needed arguing with. It had just been her. It had just been enough. More than enough. Jess Harper from Wigan with her Primark knickers and her drugstore mascara and her thick thighs, and she'd looked absolutely devastating, and Sienna had said so, and it was simply true.

She thought about the box room on Birch Close. The blind always down against the neighbour's bathroom window. The quiet she and Danny kept, always, because the walls were suggestions. The version of herself who'd watched the same video thirty times and filed it under research. Who'd saved that many screenshots of one person and told herself it was professional interest and almost believed it.

She wasn't going back. Not to any of it.

She'd known that at gone midnight over an application form, Sienna's post still lit on her phone screen and Danny breathing beside her in the narrow bed. She'd known it was already final. She just hadn't said so yet, not even to herself, not properly. And now she was lying in a room that smelled of candle wax and her own shower gel and the faint warmth of something else she didn't want to wash off, and she was saying it: final. Done. She wasn't that girl anymore. She wasn't sure she'd ever really been her.

She closed her eyes, and the house was quiet all the way down the landing, and she lay there in the dark with the warmth of everything still sitting low in her belly, and she reached, almost out of habit, for some careful sensible thought to wrap around it all and then didn't bother.

Whatever Sienna had planned next, she'd take it. Whatever it was. She could feel that they'd barely started, the way you could feel the beginning of something enormous before you could name it, and the thought didn't frighten her at all, not even slightly, which probably said everything.

She couldn't wait.


6: Tell Me You're Mine


The content calendar had been open on the laptop for forty minutes. Jess had read the same Tuesday slot four times and couldn't have told you a single thing it said.

The marble island was cool under her forearms. Outside, the garden sat in its perfect June afternoon, stripes on the lawn, the hot tub cover on, the string lights hanging slack, waiting for dusk. The coffee in her mug had gone cold. She'd only clocked it just now, touching the ceramic, finding it lukewarm and a bit sad.

Three days since the studio room. Three days of Sienna's hand grazing her hip when they passed in the kitchen, always that deliberate inch lower than it needed to be, always pulled back before Jess could lean into it, and three days of good morning in that voice, the posh Cheshire vowels that somehow made everything worse, and her body doing its thing of responding before her brain had even finished registering the sound. Three days of lying in the guest room at night with Danny breathing slow and easy beside her, while the California king at the end of the landing took up every available inch of her head.

She knew the bedside drawer was there. She didn't know what was in it. She'd been lying awake thinking about it at three in the morning, all three nights, which was probably not a sign of a healthy relationship with sleep, and she could not make herself stop.

Her phone buzzed against the marble.

come upstairs. just you. leave your phone down there.

She stared at it long enough to confirm she'd read it right. Leave your phone. Like the phone was a tether she was finally allowed to drop.

She was already standing up.

She put it face-down on the island, right where Sienna had told her. Walked to the stairs. Her socks were quiet on the porcelain tiles and then on the thick carpet of the landing, and she was aware, distantly, that her hands weren't quite steady.

Three days of knowing something was coming, knowing exactly what, and still her hands weren't steady on the stairs.

She stopped outside the master bedroom door. Knocked, softer than she meant to.

"It's open."

She pushed it open.

Sienna was at the window with her back to the door, looking at the garden below, the afternoon light coming through the cream curtains in long warm bars, turning everything amber and gold. The La Perla robe, cream silk, loosely belted. Hair down, all of it, falling to the middle of her back. Bare feet on the heated floor. She didn't turn straight away, and Jess stood in the doorway and just looked at her: the length of her, the specific unhurried ease she had in her own body, the way she occupied a room even from behind.

She always did this. Turned last. Like she'd already worked out how it was going to go and the confirmation was a formality she was in no hurry to collect.

Sienna turned. Looked at her. The full look, head to the floor and back to her face, slow and deliberate and entirely comfortable.

"No cameras today," she said.

She said it simply, the way she'd say there's coffee on or I've moved the schedule. The words settled somewhere behind Jess's sternum, weighted and warm, and the truth of them went straight down her spine.

No cameras. No tripods, no ring light, no red recording dot blinking in the corner. Whatever was about to happen in this room was just for the two of them, and she was already wet through her Primark knickers and aware of it with every breath she took.

"Close the door," Sienna said.

Jess closed the door.

Sienna crossed the room and stopped in front of her, close enough that Jess caught the perfume properly now, Baccarat Rouge layered over warm skin and underneath it the exact smell of every morning she'd come downstairs and clocked, before she even hit the bottom step, that Sienna was already in the kitchen.

Sienna reached for the hem of her hoodie and looked at her face.

Not asking permission exactly. Checking that Jess was present and certain and not going anywhere.

Jess lifted her arms.

Sienna drew the hoodie up and off in one unhurried pull, folded it without looking away, set it on the chair by the wardrobe. Her hands came back to Jess's waistband. The leggings came down with the same care, fingers warm at her hips, and Jess stepped out of them and stood in her Primark bra and knickers on the heated floor of Sienna's bedroom and felt, with some surprise, not the class gap but its complete absence, because the way Sienna was looking at her had nothing comparative in it. Just want, clear and direct, and underneath the want something that looked very much like ownership, and Jess found she wasn't frightened of either.

The bra clasp, unhooked from behind. Sienna's fingers warm along her spine, unhurried, like she already knew every inch of it.

The linen smelled of her perfume. Jess noticed it for half a second before she stopped noticing anything except Sienna's hands.

The knickers, brought down slowly.

Sienna stepped back and looked at her. All of her, standing in the afternoon light, bare-arsed on the heated floor with nowhere to be except exactly here.

Nobody had ever looked at her like that. Not like she was worth the full attention. Not like she was the whole point.

"On the bed," Sienna said. "Lie back. Arms above your head."

Jess lay back on the California king. The linen was cool and impossibly soft against her bare skin, and she stretched her arms above her head and looked at the ceiling and breathed.

This was Sienna's bed. The California king she'd been glimpsing through the open door for three weeks, the enormous white expanse of it, and now she was in it with nothing on, her arms above her head, and across the room Sienna was pulling the sash from her robe.

Sienna drew the silk through her hands once, slowly. The sound of it, the soft whisper of it in the quiet room, did something to Jess's cunt she felt immediately. Sienna came to the head of the bed and stood looking down at her, entirely composed.

"I'm going to tie your wrists," she said, warm and matter-of-fact. "Not tightly. You could get free if you wanted." A beat. "I don't think you'll want to."

She was right. They both knew she was right.

"Okay," Jess said.

Sienna looped the sash around both wrists, twice, unhurried, and secured it to the headboard with a knot that was firm without being punishing. She ran her thumb along the inside of Jess's wrist afterwards, checking the give, and her thumb passed directly over her pulse point and rested there.

Her pulse was going absolutely mental and Sienna could feel it; the corner of her mouth curved, just barely.

"You're not to move your hands," Sienna said. "Whatever happens. You keep them there until I say."

Whatever happens. She said it in the same voice she used for the content calendar. Jess was tied to Sienna Vale's headboard with a silk sash on a Tuesday afternoon in June and the woman had just said whatever happens like it was a perfectly ordinary condition of a perfectly ordinary afternoon.

"Yes," Jess said. Her voice didn't sound like hers.

Sienna sat on the edge of the bed beside her and put one hand flat on Jess's sternum, palm down, just resting there, feeling her breathe. She didn't move it for a moment. Just let it sit, warm and present, while Jess's ribcage rose and fell faster than she'd have liked.

"I watched the footage back twice," Sienna said, conversationally. Her free hand moved to Jess's collarbone and traced it with two fingers. "The studio room. I kept coming back to one moment." Her fingers moved lower, tracing the curve of Jess's breast without yet touching the nipple, a maddening slow circuit that made Jess clench against nothing. "When you took my face in your hands." She held Jess's gaze as she said it. "That was it. That was the moment I stopped being patient."

Three days ago. She'd kissed Sienna and drawn a sound from her she'd never heard before, and Sienna had gone back and watched it twice and kept coming back to that specific moment. Jess didn't know what to do with that information except let it settle, warm, in her chest, alongside the want and the silk at her wrists and the smell of sex already starting to build in the warm room.

"You're beautiful in a way you clearly haven't been told correctly," Sienna continued.

Her mouth came down to Jess's nipple, wet and certain, and the sound Jess made escaped before she could do anything about it, raw and immediate. Sienna hummed against her, approving, and stayed there, her tongue working in slow patient circles until Jess's hips were moving against the linen without her having decided to move them, her thighs slipping apart, her cunt absolutely soaked and aching.

"I intend to correct that," Sienna said against her skin.

Her hands moved lower. Jess's own hands pulled against the sash and stopped themselves. She remembered. Kept them there. The effort of it sharpened every point of contact to something rawer than usual, nerve endings stripped back, and Sienna seemed to know it, seemed to calibrate every touch to that knowledge, each drag of her fingers deliberate, each warm press of her mouth landing in the exact place that made Jess's breath go short.

By the time Sienna moved between her thighs, Jess was soaked through, swollen and desperate, could feel her own pulse in places that didn't usually have a pulse. Sienna settled there with the ease of someone who had nowhere else to be, looked up the full length of Jess's body, and stopped with her mouth a warm inch away.

"Tell me what you want," she said.

She always did this. Made Jess say it. Three weeks ago that would have been excruciating. It wasn't anymore.

"Your mouth," Jess said. "Please."

"Please what?"

Oh God.

"Please, Sienna."

A beat, the warmth of her breath right there, and Jess's thighs were trembling on either side of her head.

"Good girl."

Her mouth made contact and Jess's hips came up off the mattress entirely; the sound she made had no word attached to it, and her wrists pulled hard against the sash and held, trembling.

She'd thought she understood what Sienna was. Experienced. Deliberate. Paying attention. She'd had that sorted in her head as a fact. But knowing it as a fact and lying here while Sienna proved it on her body were two completely different things. She'd been learning Jess's sounds. Every one Jess had ever made in her presence, from the first shoot, she'd been filing them away, and she was using that knowledge now in ways that were specific and devastating and absolutely not fair.

Sienna took her to the very edge. Right to it, back arching off the linen, thighs shaking, the orgasm right there, seconds away, right there, right—

Sienna lifted her mouth away entirely.

The sound Jess made was wrecked. Pure, genuine anguish, like something had been taken directly out of her hands.

"Not yet." Sienna rested her chin on the inside of Jess's thigh and looked up at her, perfectly calm. "You come when I say you can come."

Jess stared at the ceiling.

She was going to do whatever Sienna told her. She'd known it since she put her phone face-down on the kitchen island. She had absolutely no problem with it and she was absolutely going to lose her mind.

"Okay," she managed. "Yes. I understand, please—"

"I know." Warm, unhurried. "You're doing so well."

She kissed the inside of Jess's thigh instead, soft and deliberate, and then moved back up beside her on the bed, propped on one elbow, looking at her. Jess was flushed from collarbone to thighs, wrists still bound above her head, breathing hard, more wrecked than she'd ever been in her actual life, and they were nowhere near finished.

"I've been thinking about Danny," Sienna said.

Jess blinked. Whatever she'd expected next, it wasn't that.

"He's very willing, your boy." Sienna trailed one finger down Jess's stomach, slow and light, watching the muscles jump under it. "He just needs the right direction."

Her boy. She'd called Danny her boy.

"I'm going to do the same thing with him," Sienna said, the finger still tracing. "What I'm doing with you. Train him. Teach him that the best thing that's ever happened to him is being in this house and to behave accordingly." She watched Jess's face as she said it, reading every flicker. "He already does whatever I tell him in the studio. But by the time I'm done with him, he'll do it anywhere." Her finger stopped just below Jess's navel. "And you're going to love watching that."

Her cunt clenched so hard it almost hurt. Sienna owning Danny the same way she was owning Jess right now, the same patience, the same deliberate attention, and Jess in the room to watch it happen, watching his face change when Sienna turned that focus on him, watching him discover what Jess had just discovered, and God, she wanted it, she wanted all of it, she wanted to be right there when Sienna took Danny apart piece by piece and she was not capable of pretending otherwise, not tied to this headboard, not like this, not with her cunt this wet.

Sienna watched her face process it. Pleased, privately pleased, the way she looked when a piece of content came together exactly as planned.

"You're going to have such a good life," she said simply, as though this were a reasonable thing to say to someone tied to your headboard on a Tuesday afternoon and went back down.

This time she used her fingers as well. Two of them, curled, finding the exact place inside that made Jess's back come completely off the mattress, her mouth working at the same time, and the sounds coming from Jess were continuous now, not separate, not individual, just one sustained thing rising and falling with Sienna's rhythm, and the room smelled of sex, warm and thick and unmistakeable, sweat and want and the specific slick heat of her cunt, and Jess did not care even slightly. Her thighs were shaking. Her wrists strained against the sash. Her whole body had become one single drawn-back point of tension, everything concentrated, everything—

She was going to come. Right there, impossible to mistake, she could feel it in the backs of her thighs, her lower spine, every nerve she owned pointing at the same place, and she could feel how soaked Sienna's fingers were with her, could hear it, that wet obscene sound she'd never—

Sienna stopped. Withdrew completely, fingers and mouth both, leaving Jess with nothing at all.

The sound Jess made was broken, genuinely broken, raw and desperate and long past caring, and her eyes had gone wet without her permission, tears tracking sideways into her hair, and she hated it for about half a second before she looked at Sienna's face and understood: this was exactly it. Not the orgasm. This. This specific coming apart, this stripped-back, wrecked, nothing-held-back state where she couldn't have constructed a sensible sentence if someone had paid her.

"There it is," Sienna said softly. She brought her hand up and wiped Jess's cheek with her thumb and held it there, warm against her face. Her eyes were very green in the afternoon light. "That's exactly what I wanted to see."

Jess had absolutely nothing. No words, no composure, nothing functioning except the wanting, enormous and specific and entirely shameless, and the wet of Sienna's fingers still on her thigh.

"Tell me," Sienna said. "All of it."

And Jess told her.

Every word. Crude and direct and nothing held back. She said she wanted Sienna's mouth back on her cunt right now, she said she wanted her fingers inside her properly this time, she said she'd been thinking at three in the morning about what it would feel like to have Sienna sit on her face and she wanted to know if that was — and she stopped and said it, she said it properly, she wanted to taste her, she wanted Sienna's cunt on her mouth, she wanted to make her come that way, she wanted — she didn't know all the words for all of it but she found words anyway, said things she'd never said to anyone, things she'd barely said to herself. Sienna listened to every word with her thumb warm on Jess's cheek and her eyes on Jess's face.

Then she reached across to the bedside table and opened the drawer.

The drawer. She'd been lying awake at three in the morning about that drawer for three nights running.

A Lelo Sona, rose-gold, compact, well-used, looked after the way Sienna looked after everything she valued. Sienna held it up and looked at her.

"I've been thinking about using this on you since about day five," she said.

Day five. Jess had still been calling everything professional on day five. Saying obviously like a full stop at the end of every thought that came too close. And on day five Sienna had been lying in this bed thinking about this specific toy against Jess's clit, patient and certain and already decided.

Sienna worked it against her clit with the same unhurried focus she'd used for everything else, her fingers back inside her at the same time, two of them deep and curled, and she talked through it, low-voiced and continuous, telling Jess how well she was doing, how beautiful she looked like this, tied and soaked and finally honest; telling her that tonight when Danny came home from the warehouse she was going to describe this to him in specific detail, the silk sash, the sounds, the drawer, the way Jess had begged, and that his face was going to be absolutely worth seeing.

She was going to tell Danny. Jess wanted to be in the room when she did it. She wanted to watch his face move through surprise and into understanding and into that look he got when he was very pleased about something and trying not to show it yet. She wanted all three of them to know exactly what they were to each other.

"Sienna." Barely a word. Her whole body shaking. "Please. I need—"

"I know what you need," Sienna said. The Sona's low hum filled the warm room. "Tell me you're mine first."

Say it. Out loud. Wrists tied, three weeks of wanting right at the edge of breaking, and she wanted Jess to say it before she'd let her come. Jess didn't need a single second.

"I'm yours," Jess said. "I'm completely yours, please, Sienna, please—"

"Good girl," Sienna said, warm and certain. "That's exactly right."

She pressed the Sona fully home and didn't stop.

This one she let happen. Built it past the point of doubt, past the point of return, and Jess came in a long sustained wave that didn't crest and break neatly the way orgasms were supposed to but kept building, kept cresting, wave after wave, her whole body shaking against the linen, her thighs clamped hard around Sienna's hand, her wrists straining against the silk, and the sounds she made had nothing performed about them, nothing for a camera or an audience or anyone at all, just her, just this, just Sienna's fingers inside her and the toy on her clit and the room full of the thick warm smell of what they'd been doing.

She cried. Properly, tears running freely, and she didn't try to stop it. She wasn't embarrassed by it, not for a single second. Not distress; the absolute opposite of distress. The specific overwhelm of something enormous that had been held inside something far too small finally having enough room to exist. She cried and shook and Sienna's hands moved to her wrists, untying the sash carefully, bringing her arms down and gathering them in, drawing Jess against her chest.

Jess's face found the warm space between Sienna's shoulder and jaw, and she stayed there while the shaking slowed and her breathing came back to something resembling normal. Sienna's hand moved to her hair, not talking, just there. The afternoon light shifted slightly through the cream curtains. Somewhere outside a car passed on the quiet Hale street.

No phone. No camera. No content framing or shoot structure holding anything in its correct position. Just here with her hands in Jess's hair in the quiet, like this was where she'd always intended to end up, and the room still smelled of sex, and Jess could feel the sticky heat of herself on her own thighs, and none of it was anything other than exactly right.

After a while Sienna said quietly, without inflection, like a fact being confirmed aloud:

"You're mine now."

Jess was quiet for a moment. The word sat in the warm space between them, solid and unhurried.

"Yeah," she said. "I know."

She'd known for a while, if she was being honest. Since the application form, maybe. Since she'd typed her name into a box at gone midnight with her pulse in her throat and Danny asleep beside her. She'd just needed someone to say it in daylight.

Then Sienna added, almost as an afterthought, warm and quiet against the top of her head:

"Both of you."

Both of them. Her and Danny. Both of them Sienna's, the same as each other, the same as this.

Jess thought of Danny at the warehouse right now, somewhere in the vast cold dark of it, stacking pallets in his hi-vis with his earphones in, entirely unaware that his girlfriend had just spent her afternoon tied to Sienna Vale's headboard being taken apart by a rose-gold toy from the bedside drawer and told she belonged here. She thought of tonight. Of Sienna's voice describing it to him, unhurried and specific, while he stood there and his face moved through surprise into understanding into that look. She was already looking forward to it.

She was lying on Sienna's chest, thoroughly wrecked and tearstained, her wrists slightly pink from the sash, the smell of her own cunt still hanging in the warm air, and she was grinning at the ceiling like the most content person in Hale, Cheshire.

She probably was, actually.


7: No Limits
Where Your Edges Are


The studio room smelled different tonight.

Same candles, same electronic bass felt low in the chest rather than heard, but underneath all of it something warmer and more deliberate, like Sienna had decided the air itself should announce what was coming. Jess noticed it the moment she and Danny stepped through the door together, her hand briefly finding his forearm and then releasing, both of them taking in the room at once.

More cameras than last time. She clocked that immediately: three on tripods, another on the ceiling track that definitely hadn't been there before, and the ring lights were amber tonight rather than white, warm rather than studio-clean, and the whole room smelled like Sienna had decided something. Then she saw the restraints on the headboard, black and padded, looped there casually, like they were nothing.

After that she didn't really clock much else.

She knew exactly what those were. Three days ago it had been Sienna's robe belt, silk against her wrists, and she'd tested the give once and then stopped testing it because there wasn't any point in testing something you'd already decided to surrender to. These were the real version. Black, padded, buckled. Looped there like they'd been waiting. They had been waiting; that was the whole point. Her cunt clenched before she'd taken another step, and they'd been in the room for eleven seconds.

Sienna stood with her back to them at the far tripod, making a small adjustment to the angle. White tonight, all of it: Agent Provocateur balcony bra, barely there, her tan glowing warm through the lace like something Jess wanted to put her mouth on straight away. High-cut knickers and white suspenders and nude hold-ups, and she'd dressed to make a point, clearly, the way she always did, and the point landed hard and low in Jess's belly the way it always did. When Sienna turned, she looked at them both the way she always looked at something she'd been expecting, calm and certain and already planning.

"Good," she said. "Sit down."

They sat on the edge of the studio bed. Danny's knee pressed warm against Jess's, the solid familiar weight of him, except nothing about this was familiar, and she could feel the tension in his thigh that he wasn't quite letting show. She pressed back, just slightly.

Sienna crossed to the side table, straightened the amber bottle and the velvet pouch without opening either, and turned back with her hands loose at her sides, like she had all the time in the world and knew it.

"Tonight I want both of you restrained at some point." She said it the way she'd talk through a shoot breakdown, entirely matter-of-fact, entirely warm. "Not simultaneously. I'll decide when and who. I want to use the Lelo on you, Jess, while Danny watches and can't touch. I want to use the finger vibe on you while Danny fucks you from behind and I talk to the camera."

Jess's thighs pressed together. Sienna hadn't touched either of them yet and her clit was already pulsing with that slow, insistent want that had been building since she'd woken up this morning, since she'd lain in bed and thought about tonight and got herself off twice and it still hadn't been enough.

"I want every configuration the three of us are capable of. I've thought about the order and I'll direct all of it." Sienna's voice was warm, unhurried, that posh Cheshire clarity that made the filth land harder somehow, the contrast between the voice and the words the entire point of it. "And at some point tonight I'm going to describe what I see to the camera while it's happening. Explicitly. I'm going to narrate exactly what you look like, Jess; what you sound like, what you're doing, what's being done to you. And I want you to hear every word while I'm saying it."

She paused, just briefly, as if the next word required the small courtesy of a breath.

"That's the part I'm using the word degrade for, because it's accurate, and because I want to check you want it before I do it."

She asked. She always asked, every time, the full list laid out and then the question at the end, like the asking was as much the point as the yes. Jess had been thinking about that for three days, what it meant that Sienna needed the yes as much as Jess needed to give it.

"Yes," Jess said. She didn't need the rest of the sentence.

"Yeah," Danny said. "All of it." Quiet. Immediate. He'd been told an hour ago, very casually, over a glass of water in the kitchen, about a Tuesday afternoon and a silk sash and a rose-gold toy, and Jess had known his face would do exactly what she'd imagined it doing, lying on Sienna's chest afterwards and grinning at the ceiling. He wasn't deliberating. He'd stopped deliberating the moment Sienna had told him.

Jess had been looking forward to watching him find out.

Sienna moved to the side table and poured two full glasses of water from the jug. Handed one to Jess, one to Danny. Waited while they drank.

It was the most deliberate thing Jess had ever been part of. Drinking a glass of water, properly cold, in a candlelit room with those restraints on the headboard and the Lelo in the velvet pouch and whatever was in the amber bottle, choosing all of it with her brain working properly and every part of her knowing exactly what she was choosing. She drank to the bottom of the glass and felt the cold run through her chest and settle. She'd never been this awake in her life, not once: not the Primark counter, not Danny's mum's box room, not any of the twenty years of half-asleep that had come before this room. This was the only time she'd ever been entirely awake.

Sienna took both glasses and set them aside. She looked at them both for a moment, unhurried, the room warm and quiet around the three of them, the bass still low in the floor, the candles amber on every surface, the smell of whatever she'd put in the air tonight sitting at the back of Jess's throat like a promise.

"Tonight we find out where your edges are."

The candlelight moved across Sienna's face, her green eyes steady, like she already knew the answer and was just being generous enough to let Jess find it for herself.

"I don't think you have any," Sienna said. "Shall we find out?"

Jess's clit pulsed once, slow and insistent, and she was so wet she could already feel it against her knickers.

Yeah, she thought. Let's.
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The Only Correct Answer

Sienna's back was to them, one hand on a tripod, fussing with the angle. She didn't need to. She was stalling, or performing, or both. Neither Jess nor Danny had been directed yet. The room hummed with bass and candlelight and something sitting in Jess's chest like a held breath.

She crossed the room and put her hand on Sienna's shoulder, and when Sienna turned, Jess took her face in both hands and kissed her. Caught her properly off guard, before Sienna could arrange herself into whatever she'd been about to arrange herself into. There was a catch in her breath, just a second, maybe less, where she was just herself, just a woman being kissed, all the performance stripped out of her.

Got her. Properly got her.

Then Sienna kissed back.

Both hands went to Jess's hips, gripping hard, pulling her in, and the kiss turned into something with real force behind it. Sienna's mouth opened, her tongue found Jess's, warm and certain. Jess kept her hands on her face. She'd decided and she wasn't letting go.

She went first. She chose it. Not Sienna's voice telling her, not Danny's hands at her back. Just her own body crossing the room and taking what it wanted.

Across the room, Danny hadn't moved. He stood where he'd been standing since they walked in, robe dropped, charcoal boxers tented at the front, jaw tight, watching. Three weeks of this house and he knew better than to move without being told. His hands hung loose at his sides. His face was doing something she'd never seen it do before this house: hungry and patient and completely, entirely gone on it.

She clocked him over Sienna's shoulder for half a second. His cock visibly hard through the thin fabric, his eyes dark and intent on them both.

She wants to watch Sienna take him apart later. She wants to see his face when Sienna makes him admit things. She is filing that want away for the next twenty minutes and trying to concentrate.

Sienna walked her backward without breaking the kiss, steering with both hands on her hips, backing her across the warm floor until Jess's knees found the edge of the studio bed and she sat back onto it. Sienna stood over her, looking down, her blonde hair already slightly mussed from Jess's hands, catching the warm gold of the ring light.

"You went first tonight," Sienna said. Not a question. Approval in it.

Should be irritating. It isn't. Not even slightly.

She reached behind Jess and unclasped the pink lace bra with one hand, dropped it somewhere behind her without looking. Then she crouched, hooked both thumbs into the knicker waistband, and peeled them down slowly. The lace dragged over Jess's thighs, clinging to the soaked gusset, and Sienna paused to look at it before setting it aside.

Sienna looked at what she'd uncovered. Made a low sound somewhere between satisfaction and appetite.

"Christ," she said quietly. "Look at the state of you. Already."

She looked up at Jess from her knees, and her expression was warm and absolutely merciless.

"Greedy little slut," she said, posh Cheshire vowels wrapped around every syllable, warm as praise and filthy as anything Jess had ever heard. "You've been wet since you walked through that door, haven't you."

Yes. Since the front door. Since day one. She is not going to argue with a single word of this.

Sienna brought her mouth to Jess's nipple. Tongue first, warm and slow, and then the deliberate scrape of teeth, harder than she'd been before, none of the introductory gentleness of earlier weeks. Jess made a sound immediately, sharp and involuntary, her back arching off the bed, her hand going to Sienna's hair without her deciding to put it there.

Then Sienna went down. No warning, no preamble, just her mouth on Jess's clit and two fingers shoved inside her at the same time, curling hard against the front wall.

Fuck. Oh fuck. She knows exactly where. She always knows exactly where.

Hot and wet, her tongue working in tight, perfect circles, fingers fucking in and out, the slick wet sounds of it filling the whole room. Jess could hear it, could hear exactly what a mess she was, could hear Sienna's mouth on her, and the cameras were getting all of it and she didn't care, she genuinely could not have cared less.

She is dripping. Properly dripping. She can hear herself, she can hear what Sienna's doing to her, and the sounds coming out of her own throat are nothing like the polite muffled noises she used to make in a box room with thin walls.

Jess's thighs were shaking within two minutes. Her heels dug into the mattress, both hands fisted in Sienna's hair. Full sounds came out of her, loud and filthy and unashamed, rising in pitch as Sienna's fingers worked harder.

When she was close, Sienna pulled back. Mouth and fingers gone at exactly the same moment, leaving nothing, leaving her clenching on air, and the sound that came out of Jess was something between a sob and a snarl.

Sienna looked up from between her thighs. Wiped her chin with the back of her hand, entirely composed despite the fact that her mouth was slick with her. Her expression was patient and entirely merciless.

"Not yet," she said. "I haven't even started with you." She looked across the room at Danny. "Come here."

He came forward. Stopped at the foot of the bed, his cock straining against the charcoal boxers.

Sienna stayed on her knees. She looked up at him with the same unhurried assessment she'd turned on Jess, then looked directly at the nearest camera, and her voice shifted into its professional register, warm and clear and explicitly filthy.

"Three weeks ago," she said to the lens, "this girl was answering my emails. Sending me content calendars. Doing admin." A pause. She looked at Danny. "Danny. Look at me."

He did.

"Has she ever made those sounds for you?"

His jaw tightened. He shook his head.

"Say it," Sienna said pleasantly. "Out loud. For the camera."

She's going to make him say it. She is absolutely going to make him say it while Jess is lying here wrecked and open in front of him, and Jess's cunt is clenching around nothing at the thought.

"No," Danny said. His voice had gone rough and low. "She hasn't."

"No," Sienna agreed, still warm, still pleasant. "She hasn't. Because you didn't know how to find it." She let that sit. "I found it in about four minutes on a Tuesday afternoon. Didn't I, Jess."

Tuesday afternoon. The silk sash and Sienna's complete and utter patience and Jess begging in a voice she didn't recognise as her own. Four minutes is generous, honestly.

"Yes," Jess said.

"Yes what?"

"Yes, you found it in four minutes."

Sienna smiled. She looked back at Danny and there was nothing unkind in it, just absolute certainty, the particular certainty of someone who has never once been wrong about a thing like this.

"She belongs to me now," Sienna told him, conversational, like she was confirming a meeting time. "Her cunt, her sounds, what she does with her mouth. Mine. You understand that."

Danny breathed out slowly. His hands were fists at his sides, his cock was jerking against the boxers, visibly, helplessly, and he wasn't even pretending not to love it.

He's not upset. He's the opposite of upset. He's as far from upset as it's physically possible to be while still wearing clothes and watching him stand there hard and helpless and completely fine with being told his girlfriend belongs to someone else is making Jess's cunt clench so hard she has to press her thighs together.

"Yeah," he said roughly. "I understand."

"Good boy." Sienna stood. She put one hand flat on his chest, not pushing, just present. "You're going to be very useful tonight. You're going to do everything I say, and you're going to love every second of it." She tilted her head. "Won't you."

It wasn't a question.

"Yes," Danny said.

Sienna unclipped the suspenders without looking, rolled the hold-ups down like she had all the time in the world. She stepped out of the white Agent Provocateur knickers and held them up briefly for the camera, the gusset dark and soaked through, then set them aside.

She looked at both of them.

"Here's what's going to happen," she said. "You're going to watch me take her apart first. And then you're going to fuck her exactly how I tell you to. And she's going to tell you what she wants while I watch. And when she comes, you'll know it's mine. Not yours. Mine."

Danny nodded. No hesitation, no shame, just yes.

He is nodding along with the information that his girlfriend belongs to another woman now and his cock is so hard the fabric is straining, and Jess needs a second to acknowledge that this is possibly the most obscene thing she has personally witnessed in three weeks of relentlessly obscene things.

She wants him to say it again. She is Sienna's. She has been Sienna's since the second the front door opened and she walked into that hallway and felt Sienna's eyes on her and every functioning thought she had just ceased.

Sienna reached into the velvet pouch on the side table and brought out the Lelo Sona. She turned it on and settled it against herself without preamble, one knee on the bed beside Jess, holding it in place, and looked at Danny with the specific patience of someone who has all evening and intends to use every single minute of it.

The sound it made in the room was low and steady. Sienna's breathing changed almost immediately, a careful controlled effort entering it.

Danny stood at the foot of the bed and did not move and did not look away.

She is literally just using a vibrator on herself and staring at him while he can't do a thing about it and Jess is lying here watching the both of them and she has never in her life been this wet. She is making an absolute mess of the studio linen. She cannot bring herself to care even slightly.

Sienna let it go on long enough that the careful effort in her breathing was becoming genuine difficulty, a flush rising at her chest, a sound escaping her that was barely controlled. Danny made a sound in response that he clearly hadn't planned, something low and involuntary, dragged out of him.

Then Sienna switched it off. Straightened. Entirely composed again, mostly.

She looked at Jess.

"Tell him to get on the bed," she said. "Your words. How you want him."

Her words. She has the words now. Sienna gave them to her, one by one, and she has kept every single one.

Jess looked at Danny. Her voice came out lower than usual, her accent fully Northern, all the careful neutral professionalism of three weeks ago completely gone.

"Get on the bed," she said. "On your back. I want your cock in my mouth while she watches."

Danny got on the bed. Jess took him in her mouth, she could taste he was already leaking, salt and heat and the specific taste of being desperate for someone, and she worked him with the full attention of someone who had learned in this house that appetite was not something to apologise for.

Sienna crouched beside the bed and watched at close range. Her professional composure had softened at its edges. She watched Jess's mouth working, watched Danny's face, and made a low sound.

"Look how well she does that," Sienna said, to the camera, to the room. "She didn't do it like that three weeks ago either, did she Danny."

He made a sound that was half laugh and half groan. "No."

"She does everything better now," Sienna said. Still pleasant. "I've been very thorough."

She has been extraordinarily thorough. Jess wants it formally on the record that every bit of that thoroughness has been extremely appreciated.

Sienna brought her hand to the back of Jess's head, not directing, just resting there, warm and present, and spoke close to her ear.

"Take him right to the edge," she murmured. "And then stop. Let me see his face."

Jess worked him carefully, reading every signal: the tightening of his thighs, the shift in his breathing, the particular way his hips had started lifting toward her mouth. When he was seconds away she pulled off him completely and sat back.

Danny's whole body arched off the bed. The sound he made was genuinely desperate, his cock jerking against his stomach, flushed and wet and completely unattended.

"Fucking hell," he managed.

"There it is," Sienna said warmly. She looked at the camera. "He's going to beg very nicely in a minute. They all do." She looked back at Danny. "You can have her when I say. Not before."

He's lying there desperate and Sienna owns the permission. She owns the actual permission to Jess's own cunt, and the thought of that is so filthy and so precisely correct that Jess's whole body pulses with the rightness of it.

Sienna turned back to Jess. She pushed her back onto the bed and went down on her again, no preamble, straight to two fingers and her mouth together, and this time she didn't stop.

When Jess came it was with Sienna's fingers buried inside her and Sienna's mouth working her clit and Danny watching from three feet away, restrained at the wrists now, the black padded cuffs clicked onto the headboard, his cock hard and leaking and completely unattended, and knowing he was watching and could do absolutely nothing about it made everything tighter, more intense, more, unbearably more.

She was loud, properly loud, full-throated and unashamed, and she didn't muffle a single sound.

Sienna's fingers. Sienna's mouth. Danny watching. Her coming in front of both of them with nothing held back and nothing apologised for. This is her. This is actually her.

Sienna sat up from between her thighs as the last shudders moved through her. Wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Her lipstick was long gone, her chin wet, and she looked completely unbothered by either fact.

"Good girl," she said softly. "That one was mine."

That one was mine. Jess would like to formally confirm that every orgasm she has had in this house belongs entirely to Sienna Vale and she has absolutely no objections to this arrangement, now or ever, in perpetuity, amen.

Then Sienna straightened, and something in her voice shifted when she turned to the camera. The warmth remained but the professional surface was deliberately set aside, and what replaced it was precise and deliberate and absolutely ruthless.

"For anyone watching," she said to the lens, her Cheshire vowels perfectly clear, "I'm going to tell you exactly what I can see right now." A pause. "Her cunt is open and dripping onto my studio linen. She has been eaten out, and she's swollen and soaked and she wants more, and you can see it. You can see exactly how desperate she is."

She looked at Jess while she said it. Not at the camera. At Jess.

"She came in here for a job," Sienna said. "She's leaving as mine."

She is going to die. She is going to simply cease to exist from hearing Sienna Vale describe her soaked open cunt in perfect received pronunciation to several thousand subscribers while looking directly into her eyes. This is the single greatest moment of Jess Harper's twenty years on this earth.

Sienna glanced at Danny, restrained at the headboard, jaw tight with wanting.

"Tell me again," she said to him pleasantly. "Who does she belong to."

"You," Danny said. The word came out rough and immediate. "She's yours."

"And what are you?"

A beat. His face did something complicated and then resolved into something simple and entirely honest.

"Whatever you want," he said.

Sienna smiled at him properly. Not the camera smile. Just a real one, warm and direct and entirely without performance.

"Good boy," she said. "You're going to get everything you want tonight. But it comes through me."

She unclipped his restraints and brought his arms down. Her fingers pressed briefly to his wrists, checking, the same small thing she always did, and something about it made Jess's chest do a thing she wasn't going to examine right now.

Then she looked at Jess and her voice dropped, losing the last of its professional quality entirely.

"I'm going to watch him fuck you now," she said. "And I want to hear you tell him whose cunt it is while he does it."

Whose cunt. Hers. Sienna's. Both answers are completely true and neither of them bother her even slightly.

The wanting of it is so immediate and so absolute that she doesn't bother examining it for even a second.

Danny moved over her and she felt the familiar weight of him settle, his warmth, the specific solidity of him, and she reached down and guided him in, and he pushed fully inside her. She was so wet he sank all the way in one long, obscene slide, and she felt every inch of it, felt herself stretched open around him, felt the slick heat of him filling her right up, and the sound it made, that filthy wet sound in the quiet room, made her clench around him before he'd even started to move.

"Fuck," he breathed against her throat.

"Tell me," Sienna said from beside them, her hand coming to Jess's jaw, tilting her face up. "Say it. For the camera. Loud enough."

She's got her hand on her jaw. Danny is buried in her cunt. The camera is recording. She has never wanted to say anything more in her entire life.

"It's hers," Jess said, her voice wrecked and certain. "My cunt is hers. I'm hers."

Danny made a sound against her throat she felt all the way down her spine.

"Again," Sienna said.

"I'm Sienna's. Fuck. I'm Sienna's, Danny, I'm—"

Danny fucked into her, hard, and she lost the sentence entirely.

Gone. She has lost the ability to form language. There is only his cock filling her and Sienna's hand on her face and the camera and the sounds she's making and none of those sounds are anything she was capable of three weeks ago. She does not have words. She has cunt and cock and wet and want and Sienna and none of them are enough and all of them are exactly right.

Sienna's hand stayed at her jaw, her thumb pressing lightly at Jess's lower lip, and she narrated for the camera in that clear, warm voice while Danny drove into Jess steadily and Jess made sounds she didn't bother trying to control.

"What you're looking at," Sienna said to the lens, "is a girl who arrived here three weeks ago not knowing what she was. She knew something was wrong. She knew something was missing. She just didn't have the vocabulary for it." She looked down at Jess. "She has it now."

She has it now. Wet and cock and cunt and please and yes and Sienna and don't stop and yours and yes and please and—

"Harder," Jess told Danny. "Come on. Give me all of it."

He did.

The sounds in the studio were obscene, and she loved every one of them: skin on skin, the wet slapping noise of Danny fucking her soaked cunt, her own sounds rising into the candlelit air, Sienna's composed narration running over all of it underneath like a filthy, perfect counterpoint.

"Listen to that," Sienna said warmly to the camera. "That's what she sounds like when someone gives her what she needs. Has anyone ever heard anything better."

She is narrating the sounds of Jess being fucked like it's a cooking demonstration. It is the funniest and filthiest thing that has ever happened to Jess Harper. She is coming again and laughing at the same time and it doesn't matter at all because there is nobody in this room she needs to be dignified for.

The orgasm hit her mid-laugh and turned it into something completely different, her thighs locking around him, her whole body seizing and then shattering, cunt clenching so hard on his cock that his rhythm broke apart and he groaned against her throat. She could hear the wet slap of it, could smell the sex thick in the air, sweat and her own slickness and Sienna's perfume hovering underneath all of it like a signature, and she was laughing and coming simultaneously, and it was the single most perfect thing she had ever felt.

"Sienna," Jess said. The name came out like a reflex, like the most obvious thing in the world.

"I know," Sienna said. "I've got you."

Danny came hard a moment later, his face buried in her neck, both hands gripping her hips like he'd been starving for it, like if he let go she'd disappear. She felt him spill into her, hot and full, a rush of warmth that filled her right up, and she clenched and pulled every bit of it.

He came inside her. She is full of him. And Sienna owns it. Sienna owns this whole filthy moment and everything in it and Jess is perfectly, completely happy about that.

Sienna stepped back and let them have a moment. Danny's weight settled on her, heavy and warm and familiar, and she put her hand in his hair automatically, the way she always did. Same as Birch Close. Same as always. Just, you know. Not Birch Close at all.

Then she stepped in. Her hand settled at the back of Jess's neck, fingers pressing gently.

"Push him out," she said. Quiet and certain. "Same as before. Let me see."

Same as before. She knows what comes after. She's been thinking about what comes after all week, if she's being honest, which she is.

Danny rolled aside and she reached down immediately, already knowing what she'd find, already wanting it. She pressed her fingers there and felt the slick rush of him leaking out of her, warm and thick, mixed with how soaked she'd already been before he'd even touched her.

Full of him. She is full of him and it's running out of her, and Sienna is right there watching and Jess wants this, she's been thinking about this since the last time, the specific filthy taste of it has been living rent-free in her head all week.

Sienna knelt at the edge of the bed and pressed her own fingers there, catching the mess of it, holding it. Then she brought her fingers to her mouth and tasted slowly, eyes on Jess's face the entire time. The sight of it, Sienna's lips closing around her own fingers, Sienna tasting what Danny had left inside her, made Jess's cunt clench around nothing.

"Good girl," Sienna said, licking her fingers clean with complete unhurried focus. "Your turn."

Jess didn't wait. She pressed her own fingers inside herself and felt the wet heat and the thick slick of him and brought them to her mouth and tasted. Salt and slick and the hot dirty mess of what they'd made together, Danny and her and three weeks of this house, and she swallowed it and wanted more.

The taste of him in her mouth while Sienna watches her do it. She could do this every single time. She wants to do this every single time. She is formally requesting that this becomes a permanent fixture of every session, please and thank you.

She looked at Sienna while she did it. Held her gaze and made it entirely deliberate.

Sienna's expression shifted. The professional warmth dropped away for just a second and underneath it was something raw and hungry, and it was the most honest Jess had ever seen her look, and Jess felt a hot flush of triumph that she'd been the one to put it there.

"Magnificent," Sienna said quietly. Then she caught herself and straightened, and just like that she was Sienna again, fully assembled, completely in charge. She looked at Danny, who had been watching all of this with the expression of a man who had completely run out of words.

She looked between them both. Then she looked at the camera.

"We're not close to done," she said pleasantly. "Not even slightly."

She reached back into the velvet pouch.

Not close to done. She has come three times, she has tasted herself and Danny, she has said out loud that her cunt belongs to someone else while her boyfriend was buried inside it, and Sienna Vale is producing further equipment and informing her that this is still the opening act.

She has never been so grateful for anything in her life. She is going to live in this house forever. She would like that officially on record.

Across the room, Danny caught her eye. His face was the same face she'd known for three years, dear and familiar, in the middle of the most extraordinary circumstances either of them had ever managed to end up in. He looked slightly stunned and entirely happy and they were both, underneath all of it, completely aware of the absurdity and the luck and the sheer improbable fact of where they'd ended up, the two of them from a box room on Birch Close.

The grin was mutual. Stupid and wide and purely theirs.

Sienna caught it. Said nothing. The corner of her mouth moved.

Then she turned back to them, holding up whatever she'd pulled from the pouch, and the look on her face was the look she got when she'd had an idea she was very pleased with.

Whatever comes next. Yes. Absolutely. Whatever Sienna Vale has planned for the rest of this evening, Jess Harper is completely and entirely here for it.

She has never been more here for anything in her twenty years.
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The Best Content

The candles had burned down to nearly nothing, the wax pooled thick in the holders, and the room was cooler now, softer. The music was barely there anymore, more a vibration up through the floor than sound, something with no edges to catch on. The air still smelled of sex, properly and thoroughly, warm and animal, and Jess was aware of it on her skin, in her hair, in the slow sticky heat between her thighs. Not unpleasant. The opposite, really. The kind of smell she was going to carry home on her and not particularly want to wash off.

She was lying with her head against Sienna's shoulder, one leg tangled with Danny's. She could feel the rise and fall of both of them breathing, slightly out of sync, gradually slowing toward the same rhythm.

Sienna didn't reach for the laptop.

She always reached for the laptop, every other time straight to the footage within minutes, eyes already sharp and working while the rest of her was still catching up, that particular brand of relentless Sienna energy that Jess had found terrifying and then admirable and then, somewhere around week two, completely arousing. Not tonight. Tonight her hand stayed in Jess's hair, fingers loose and warm, the other palm flat on Danny's chest, rising and falling with him. Just lying there. Not doing the thing she did for the camera, that performed ease, that knowing stillness. Actually inside it. Actually here.

She's not reviewing footage. She's just lying here, like a person who's had an extraordinary evening and isn't already somewhere else in her head. Which is exactly what she is.

Jess has never seen her like this. She filed it next to the other things she was keeping. Sienna saying her name twice in that specific way. Danny's face over Sienna's shoulder at exactly the worst possible moment, the absolute idiot, grinning at her like they'd both got away with something. Which they had. Which they absolutely, spectacularly had.

The three of them on their backs, looking up. Plain white ceiling. Nothing interesting up there. She'd stared at worse ceilings than this, to be fair, but never with this much of someone else's sweat drying on her and a good low throb between her legs and no particular interest in moving any time soon.

Not awkward, not the kind of quiet that needed filling, just the silence of people who'd gone somewhere very far together and weren't in any rush to come back.

Sienna spoke first.

"That's the best content I've ever made."

Delivered exactly like she'd say the ring light needed adjusting. A fact. Sitting there in the room with them, flat and certain.

Danny made a sound, low and startled, the laugh catching him before he'd decided to do it. Classic Danny. Then it caught Jess too, right in the chest, absolutely without her permission, and she shoved her face into Sienna's shoulder and just went with it, shaking, properly shaking, warm satisfied wreckage and all. Sienna's fingers tightened once in her hair.

She called it content. Two hours of that, and she called it content. Jess was, honestly, obsessed with her.

Sienna's smile arrived slower than the laugh, wider, messier. Not the one from the videos. Not the one Jess had watched probably two hundred times on her phone in Danny's mum's box room, the camera-warm audience-management smile, perfectly deployed. This one creased the corners of her eyes and made her look her actual age and she didn't do a single thing to manage it. She looked real. She looked wrecked and real, and she didn't mind either of those things at all.

The laugh came and went, and nobody tried to stretch it. It settled back into the comfortable dark, the three of them breathing slower, the candles throwing the last of their light against the walls.

Jess was still damp everywhere, pleasantly ruined, aware of the slow ache of someone who'd been properly used and had wanted every bit of it. Good ache. The kind she hadn't known existed before three weeks ago. The kind that meant something had actually happened and she wasn't going to wake up in the box room on a Tuesday and find this was something she'd imagined.

Her eyes drifted to the bedside table without her quite deciding to look.

Two envelopes, white, set there before the shoot. A grand each. She'd watched Sienna write the figures that morning at the kitchen island, entirely businesslike, the same hand that had spent the last two hours taking Jess completely apart. Funny, that. Her mum worked a full week at the warehouse for less than what was sitting in that envelope. She picked the thought up and put it down again.

She didn't move to take it. It wasn't going anywhere.

The money's there. She'll get it in a minute.

Just. Not yet.


8: Under Her Influence


Not Just Behind the Scenes

The coffee machine did its thing, that particular sequence of pressurised hisses and low mechanical groans that Jess had come to associate with mornings the way she'd once associated them with Karen's kettle, except this was nothing like Karen's kettle, this was something else entirely. Sienna stood with her back to the island watching it with the patient ease of someone who'd never once had to jab a button three times before anything happened. Hair down, Gymshark set in that particular shade of warm grey that made her skin look like something painted. Bare feet on the heated tile.

Jess watched her and didn't pretend she was watching for any other reason.

She was aware, distantly, of the particular ache between her thighs, the kind that had nothing to do with last night being uncomfortable and everything to do with last night being what it was. She hadn't quite looked at that directly yet. She was working up to it.

Danny stood at the other end of the island eating toast over the marble, phone propped against the fruit bowl, half-reading something, entirely unbothered. He'd showered, put on a clean United shirt, was functioning normally. He'd had the best night of his life approximately twelve hours ago and was dealing with this information the way Danny dealt with all good things: a full night's sleep and a clean shirt, job done.

Completely extraordinary, completely ordinary, somehow both at once.

Outside the bifold doors the garden sat in its perfect June light, stripes on the lawn, the flower border doing its pale-pink thing. Some bird she couldn't name singing the same four notes over and over, completely pleased with itself. The kitchen smelled of coffee and Sienna's candle, and underneath both of those things, warm and specific and unmistakable, the smell of last night, faint on the air, faint on Jess's skin, the kind of smell her body registered before her brain caught up.

She pressed her thighs together on the stool and reached for her mug.

Sienna carried her coffee to the island, laptop tucked under one arm, smoothie already somehow in her hand, and sat down like she'd choreographed the whole thing. For a few minutes it was exactly that: three people at a kitchen island in the morning. It should have been strange. It wasn't, and that was the strange part.

"So." Sienna turned the laptop slightly toward them both. "The overnight numbers."

Danny leaned in. His eyebrows went up.

"That's-" He looked up. "Bloody hell."

"Yes. We just crossed 890k. We will hit a million by the weekend."

Sienna's finger moved across the trackpad. "Comments are still coming in. The engagement on the threesome content is about three times what the solo stuff usually pulls in week one." She scrolled slowly and Jess caught fragments, the comments loading in their dozens, men and women both, all of them absolutely ruined by it.

god the chemistry between all three of them

the blonde is everything but the brunette is the one I keep rewatching

she looks at the camera like she knows exactly what she's doing to me

the sounds she makes. i can't.

She read that last one twice. Her thighs pressed together on the stool without her deciding to do that, a hot clench low in her belly, and she was absolutely not looking at that right now.

"I've had two other influencers in my DMs this week about crossover content," Sienna continued, entirely matter-of-fact, as though she were reading out the content calendar and not pulling the floor out from under Jess entirely. "Couples, both of them. Good followings. One's got a very clean aesthetic which would work well against what we've been building here." She looked up from the screen. "I'd want you specifically involved in any crossover work. Not just behind the scenes."

Not just behind the scenes.

The camera's red light. The ring light turning her skin warm and her inhibitions into something she couldn't locate anymore. The phrase the brunette is the one I keep rewatching sitting in her chest like a lit match, burning low and steady. People were watching her. Rewatching her. Coming to her. She pressed her thighs together again and felt the slick warmth there and thought: right.

"Yeah," she said. "Okay."

Danny made an approving noise through his toast.

Sienna closed the laptop partway and looked directly at Jess. Not at the screen. Not at Danny. At Jess, with that particular quality of attention that Jess had felt since the front door, the kind that didn't look away and didn't apologise for not looking away.

Something low in Jess's body went very still. Not her, obviously. Her. Everything else.

"I want to do some solo content with you," Sienna said. "Just you. I've been thinking about it since day one."

The coffee machine clicked off. Outside the bird kept going. Danny chewed his toast and said nothing, which was its own kind of answer.

Just her. Sienna and Jess and a camera and whatever Sienna had been thinking about since day one. She didn't need it spelled out. Her body had already spelled it out for her, was spelling it out right now, warm and certain and not remotely ambiguous. The answer had been sitting at the front of her throat since before the question was asked.

"Yes," Jess said.

She said it and felt it land somewhere in her chest, warm and final, like something clicking into place that had been loose for a very long time.

Sienna smiled, reached for her smoothie.

"The guest room's a bit silly now, isn't it," she said, stirring it. Entirely casual. Almost an afterthought. The same voice she used when she mentioned the content calendar needing updating, or they were running low on oat milk.

Jess sat with that for one second. Solo content. Guest room. The distance between those two things was not very far and Sienna had covered it in approximately ten words without breaking eye contact with her smoothie.

Danny set his toast down. He looked at Jess with an expression of absolute, uncomplicated peace, the look of a man who'd quietly understood where things were heading and found he had absolutely no objections whatsoever.

"Where would we sleep?" Jess asked.

She already knew. She'd known when she opened her mouth.

"Where you slept last night," Sienna said.

Danny laughed, the real one, easy and completely without thinking, the laugh she'd loved since they were eighteen. It came out of him without any effort, and it filled the kitchen, and Jess laughed too, properly laughed, warm and unguarded, Danny grinning at his toast, the bird outside still going on four notes, the garden impossibly bright.

Somewhere behind all of this was Birch Close. The blind that wouldn't go up. The damp patch on the ceiling. The specific requirement of staying very quiet through walls that heard everything. That Jess, skint and small and stuck, the one who'd pressed her face to her phone watching Sienna's videos in the dark and felt something she hadn't had the words for yet.

That felt like it had happened to someone else entirely. She didn't have a lot of sympathy for her, honestly. She hadn't known what she was about to find out.
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Magnificent

The ring light needed to come left, a bit. She'd know when it was right. She'd been learning all month how to know: which angle caught the afternoon gold, and which caught the cold, which side of the bed photographed softer, how much space a person needed inside a frame to feel contained rather than swallowed. She moved the stand. Checked the monitor. Better. She moved the stool to match, stepped back, tilted her head. Yeah. There.

She worked here. That was the bit she kept returning to when the rest of it got too big to think about straight. She worked here, in this room, in the ring light, in the lingerie, in the place where she and Sienna had done things she still found in her body three days later; bruises she pressed with her thumb on purpose, just to feel them answer back.

The studio was quiet. Sienna's voice drifted up from the kitchen below, the brand-call register, all warmth and authority, the version she used when she was selling something without appearing to sell anything. Love that for us, honestly, I think the synergy is really there. Danny's footsteps crossed the landing above, that particular gait, the slight drag on his right foot she'd learned through the walls at Birch Close and could now track across a four-bedroom house in Hale, Cheshire, which still occasionally struck her as the most unlikely sentence of her life.

She was proper good at this now. Sienna had shown her once, properly walked her through it, and she'd had it. That was all it ever took.

She straightened, rolled her shoulders.

Downstairs, Sienna laughed at something. The real one, the unmanaged one that came out of her when she wasn't thinking about it.

Jess checked the camera angle on the monitor and stopped: herself, looking back.

She was in Sienna's lingerie, the cream set from the garment rail, the one that had been on the floor on Tuesday, had been on her on Tuesday, had been in Sienna's hands and then in Sienna's mouth and then somewhere Jess was not going to think about right now or she'd never get anything done. She'd put it on that morning without deciding to. Just reached for it the way she now reached for the good coffee, Sienna's shampoo, the thick towels that cost more than her old monthly rent. She didn't wait for permission anymore. She wasn't entirely sure when that had happened, somewhere between the California king and now, somewhere between Sienna's mouth and Sienna's hands and Sienna saying magnificent into her ear so quietly it felt like a secret, and she'd stopped waiting and started just taking. The lace sat cool against her pale skin, pulling snug across her tits, and she was aware of the specific weight of it, the warmth of wearing something another woman had worn warm, something another woman had had her hands inside.

Her hair was down. Sienna had done her makeup an hour ago at the dressing table, the full thing, foundation and liner and the specific shade of lip that Sienna insisted photographed better than anything Jess had tried before, which it did, which Jess knew now because she understood what she was looking at.

She looked like herself. That was the thing. Not a version of herself done up for someone else. Not close but not quite right, not quite me. Just herself, the version she'd been circling for twenty years without the right angle to find it.

She didn't do the inventory. She'd made that deal somewhere between Tuesday and this moment, standing in front of a monitor in a studio she could operate on her own. No quick count of flaws, no rapid mental audit of what needed hiding or sucking in. She'd seen how Sienna looked at her. You couldn't fake that. You couldn't fake hands like that, or a mouth like that, or the way she'd said it, quiet, right into the skin behind Jess's ear: magnificent. The evidence was, like, pretty overwhelming.

A girl from Wigan. Brown eyes, dark hair, a body Sienna Vale had put her mouth all over with open, unhurried want, had gripped and bitten and absolutely ruined on a Tuesday afternoon, and called magnificent like it wasn't even a compliment, just a fact she was reporting.

She didn't look away.

Three weeks ago. Box room. The blind that didn't go up no matter how many times she yanked the cord. Karen's telly bleeding through the wall, always the same, Emmerdale and then whatever quiz show was on after. Danny's arm across her waist, heavy, warm, completely unaware that under the duvet her phone was showing Sienna's grid, the same fifteen photos she'd looked at so many times the algorithm had worked it out before she had, had started serving her Sienna's content before she'd admitted to herself why she wanted it.

She'd filed it under professional interest. She'd had a folder called 'work reference' and if that wasn't the most transparent thing she'd ever done she genuinely didn't know what was. A folder of screenshots of a woman she wanted so badly she'd thought about her while Danny was on top of her, had come thinking about her hands, had lain awake afterwards staring at the ceiling feeling like she'd got away with something.

That shape, the small quiet shape, the one that didn't ask for anything and definitely didn't have a secret folder, wasn't hers. It had never been hers. She'd just been wearing it a long time.

It wasn't like she'd gone off men or fancied every woman she'd ever clapped eyes on. It wasn't a category thing, some big identity announcement. It was just her. It had always been her, if she was honest, which she was being now, finally, standing in the cream lace in this room where she'd had her face buried in Sienna's cunt on a Tuesday afternoon and come away thinking it was the best thing she'd done in twenty years, no contest, not remotely close.

She wanted Sienna's hands. She wanted Sienna's voice and the way Sienna looked at her, that total, unhurried, completely certain look that said: I can see exactly what you are, I've seen it from the start, and I am going to take my time. She wanted to wake up to the Miele and the garden with its absurd perfect stripes and the sound of Sienna downstairs selling synergy to brands, and she wanted to be the thing the comments kept watching, the one something had shifted in, visibly, in front of strangers who could feel it even if they didn't know what they were looking at.

She wanted to be the person who'd hit send at half eleven on a Tuesday night and felt, before the page had even loaded, exactly what she was doing.

She was that person. She'd always been that person. She'd just needed someone who actually looked.

From downstairs, Sienna's laugh again, different, something Danny had said pulling it out of her. Jess stood there with it going through her like something warm and she didn't move and she didn't want to.

The sound of the house. Her house, near enough. Three weeks in and it already sounded like hers, and anyone who had a problem with that could genuinely get to fuck.

She looked back at the monitor.

Tried the smile she'd never quite managed before. Not the careful one she pulled out for photos and inspected afterwards, the one that was always close but slightly off, slightly performing itself. This one came up from somewhere lower, from the warm settled place that had been filling gradually since the California king and the word magnificent and the first morning she'd woken up here and not felt like a guest. It wasn't the smile of someone trying. It was the smile of someone who'd arrived somewhere and recognised it.

That was the one. That was the face Sienna had been talking about, when she'd said: you're not showing me anything yet, when she'd had Jess look at herself in the mirror and actually look. She could see it now, from the monitor's remove, the way the camera saw her, and she understood it properly for the first time. She looked like someone who knew something. She looked like someone who'd figured out what she'd been missing and was not even slightly sorry about how she'd found it.

She looked magnificent.

She knew it without being told. That was new. That was the newest thing. The knowing sat in her chest, warm and completely without drama, like something that had always been true and just needed the right set of hands to make it obvious.

She held the smile. Let the monitor hold it back.

Then she looked at the lens, directly, chin down a touch, eyes up, no apologising with the face. The way Sienna had shown her.

She thought about what she wanted to say. Tried it once in her head and it came out too neat, too polished, too much like something off a podcast. She tried again.

"I knew exactly what I was walking into."

Her voice was steady. She hadn't expected that.

She thought about the box room, the blind that wouldn't go up. The folder called work reference. The night she'd hit send and felt something settle in her chest, quiet and certain, like a key going into a lock it had always been cut for.

"That's why I went."

She didn't explain it further. It didn't need it.

She reached for the record button and pressed it. The light went steady, red and certain in the warm room, and Jess looked into the lens, and she didn't look away.


Also by Lily Corbett


Daddy’s Team: The Old Men’s Breeding Ground

"Some girls are made for nice boys and safe futures. Lacey Morgan was made for this."

Book 9 in Lily Corbett’s “DADDY ISSUES” series of hardcore age-gap and very taboo erotica.

FIND ON AMAZON

Welcome to the filthiest corner of Beeston Rangers FC, where nineteen-year-old Lacey Morgan’s boredom with useless young lads is about to be spectacularly cured by seventy-two-year-old groundskeeper Malcolm Hewitt. This isn’t your typical age-gap romance – this is raw, degrading, and absolutely unapologetic about what it is: a breeding obsession story where the girl begs for exactly what society says she shouldn’t want.

Lacey’s sick of boys who can’t make her cum. She’s been watching rougher porn, craving the intensity she sees on screen, fingering herself to fantasies of older men who know what they’re doing. When Malcolm corners her with upskirt photos he’s been collecting for weeks, offering her a choice that isn’t really a choice, Lacey discovers the truth: she walked into his trap willingly. She’s been waiting for someone like Malcolm, someone who’ll treat her like the slag she’s desperate to become.

Malcolm’s no amateur. He’s got a black leather book documenting fifty years of women he’s corrupted at this club, each one catalogued with photos and explicit details. Lacey’s just the latest entry, but she might be his masterpiece. He introduces her to cucumbers from his allotment, teaches her to deep-throat on her knees in his equipment shed, marks her with his piss on the centre circle at midnight. Every degrading act makes her wetter, proves she’s made for this.

Then there’s Liam Scott – a cocky left-back who finds Lacey’s phone and sees everything. Her texts with Malcolm, the photos, the proof of what she’s become. Liam thinks he can blackmail his way into her cunt, force her to service him and his mates Connor and Elliot. He films it all, thinking he’s in control. But Malcolm’s been playing this game since before Liam was born, and he’s got leverage of his own: photos of Liam stealing club kit, evidence of hidden injuries that could end his career.

The physio room gangbang is where everything collides. Lacey on the reinforced treatment table, Malcolm and Dennis double-penetrating her cunt whilst Liam fucks her mouth, all of it captured on camera for mutual assured destruction. Ryan’s celebrating promotion in the bar directly overhead, completely oblivious that his little sister’s being filled by six men one floor below. It’s brutal, explicit, and Lacey cums harder than she ever has; because the danger, the wrongness, the risk of discovery makes it perfect.

The Lactation Consultant: A Hucow Training Story

When desperate relief becomes total surrender, some treatments transform you completely.

Book 3 in Lily Corbett’s “TABOO TALES” series of hardcore and very taboo erotica.  ADULTS ONLY HUCOW FILTH!  

FIND ON AMAZON

Maya Chen’s body started producing milk at nineteen – spontaneously, painfully, relentlessly. No pregnancy. No explanation. Just swollen, leaking breasts that got her fired from her retail job and made every doctor she saw dismiss her as psychiatric case. By the time she found the Hartwell Lactation Specialists online, she was desperate enough to believe anything.

Richard and Diane Hartwell run a private clinic for women with conditions like Maya’s. What starts as a legitimate-seeming medical appointment quickly reveals itself as something far darker. These aren’t licensed physicians. They’re collectors, fetishists who’ve built an entire operation around exploiting young women with lactation disorders, turning desperate patients into permanent milk-producing hucows.

The first examination crosses every professional boundary. Richard’s hands on her swollen breasts, testing her production, making her come on the table while Diane documents everything. Maya knows it’s wrong. But the relief is overwhelming, and she hasn’t felt this cared for in years. When they offer her a residential weekend to “optimize her treatment,” she accepts.

By Saturday morning, Maya’s stripped naked and restrained while they drain her together: Richard’s mouth on one breast, Diane’s on the other, both feeding from her while she writhes between them. They don’t hide their arousal anymore. They discuss her milk production like farmers evaluating livestock. They photograph and video everything, cataloging her as “Subject 23” in an archive of twenty-two previous women they’ve conditioned exactly the same way.

The breeding protocols come next. Dr. Marcus Matthews – a distinguished physician who serves as the couple’s breeder – examines Maya’s naked body while Richard and Diane watch. He tests her fertility, evaluates her hips, tastes her milk. Then he fucks her on the examination table while Richard and Diane nurse from her breasts, all three of them using her body simultaneously. Matthews fills her pussy with his come while promising to impregnate her, to swell her belly and triple her milk production.

Maya signs a permanent residency contract. Two thousand dollars monthly to live with Richard and Diane, producing milk and serving their needs. She agrees to breeding protocols: multiple pregnancies with different men for genetic variation and comparative data. She consents to complete documentation including her face and full name. She accepts restraints, pump training, network presentations where other collectors will taste her milk and evaluate her potential.

The corruption is total. Maya goes from virgin to bred hucow in three weeks. Her body transforms, breasts enlarging, production increasing from twenty-eight ounces to over sixty daily. She orgasms every time they drain her now, conditioned to associate milk extraction with sexual pleasure. She calls herself their cow without shame. She begs Matthews to breed her again immediately after the pregnancy test comes back positive.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl

"Some skills can only be taught by experienced hands."

FIND ON AMAZON

When twenty-year-old Aisha Khan takes an apprenticeship at Marshall & Sons Garage, she's desperate to escape her family's arranged marriage plans. What begins as a strategic rebellion quickly shifts gears when garage owner Tony Marshall offers her a dirty deal: submit to his "special training program" or lose the job that's her only route to freedom.

Trapped between her conservative Pakistani heritage and her growing desire for independence, Aisha makes a calculated decision. She'll endure whatever these older men demand—for now. But as Tony insists she call him "Daddy" during their private "lessons," Aisha discovers her body's traitorous response to his degrading commands.

Soon, her "training" expands to include Tony's business partner Keith, wealthy clients like distinguished Mr. Winters and Indian businessman Raj Singh, and eventually even Tony's reluctant son Matthew. Each encounter pushes her further from the dutiful daughter she once was.

With each forbidden act in the inspection pit, storage room, and across every surface of the grimy workshop, Aisha finds herself transformed. The gold anklet that once symbolised her cultural heritage now adorns her naked body as she kneels before these men, her conservative upbringing deliberately desecrated with every filthy fluid they share.

While her family searches frantically for their missing daughter, Aisha's new skills earn her more than just mechanical knowledge. Her "special services" secure enough cash for a flat of her own—and the freedom to become the garage's prized Pakistani princess.

As her final "certification ceremony" approaches, Aisha must decide: return to her family's expectations or fully embrace her new identity as Daddy's Garage Girl, serving the needs of every man in the workshop. The engine's running hot, and Aisha's about to redline in ways her parents never imagined.

Will she put the brakes on her descent into depravity, or accelerate into a life where she calls all the shots about who uses her body and how? In the end, Aisha discovers the most powerful tool in the garage might be her own newfound thirst for submission.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl is the first instalment in the taboo-shattering "Daddy Issues: Forbidden Taboo Mentors" from Lily Corbett, where forbidden desires meet cultural rebellion in the gritty underbelly of working-class Britain.

FIND ON AMAZON

Daddy's Garage Band: A Taboo Backstage Romance


FIND ON AMAZON

Her mother left, but she stayed with Mum's ex-boyfriend - now the heat between them is about to ignite a forbidden passion!

During the hottest summer on record, 21-year-old Chelsea Daniels can't stop fantasising about her mother's ex-boyfriend Jake. After her mum ran off with a younger man two years ago, Jake let Chelsea stay in his house. Now she's developed an obsession with his mediocre garage band, Steel Dogz, and with Jake himself.

When Chelsea starts attending band practice in the sweltering converted garage, the temperature isn't the only thing rising. Dressed in her most provocative outfits, she captures the attention of all four middle-aged rockers, including her reluctant guardian Jake.

As the heat wave intensifies, so does Chelsea's determination to seduce the man she calls "Daddy"—not by blood, but by choice. Jake's resistance is crumbling, and his bandmates are more than eager to welcome their curvaceous new "mascot" into their world.

What begins as innocent flirtation quickly transforms into a series of increasingly taboo encounters. Chelsea discovers power in her sexuality while exploring sensations she never imagined possible with men three times her age.

For these ageing rockers who never quite made it big, Chelsea represents a second chance at the rock-and-roll fantasy. For Chelsea, they offer experience, validation, and the forbidden thrill she's been craving.

As boundaries shatter and inhibitions melt away in the scorching heat, Chelsea must decide how far she's willing to go to become the ultimate band groupie—and whether Jake will finally accept his desire for the young woman he was supposed to protect.

The sweat-soaked rehearsal space becomes a pressure cooker of lust, pushing everyone involved toward acts they can only justify in the throes of passion. When the temperature peaks, so will their depravity.

FIND ON AMAZON

Marrakech Descent: A Naïve Young Woman's Taboo Journey

Book 1 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Her gap year adventure becomes a forbidden education when a naïve English girl falls into the skilled hands of Marrakech's most powerful men. A semi-autobiographical taboo tale of age gap and interracial lust.


Starting her gap year before university, Lily Matthews steps off the plane in Marrakech with nothing but a backpack full of sensible clothes and a carefully planned itinerary. Armed with her trusty travel blog and dreams of cultural enlightenment before university, this sheltered British young woman is woefully unprepared for what awaits her in the ancient city's labyrinthine medina.

When disaster strikes and Lily finds herself alone, phoneless, and completely lost in the twisted alleyways, panic threatens to overwhelm her. That is, until Karim, a distinguished, middle-aged fabric merchant, offers her shelter and assistance with grandfatherly concern that dispels her initial wariness.

Behind his shop's ornate façade, Karim introduces Lily to a side of Moroccan hospitality never mentioned in her guidebooks. His experienced hands and silver-tongued explanations of "cultural customs" awaken sensations the inexperienced young woman never imagined possible, leaving her confused, ashamed, and undeniably aroused.

As days pass, Lily's options narrow while her experiences expand. Introduced to Karim's circle of business associates, including the intense Fayez and the enigmatic brothers Malik and Jamal, she finds herself passed between these powerful men, each with their own desires and methods of "education."

In luxurious riads and ancient hammams, Lily receives lessons in submission and pleasure that shatter her proper English upbringing. Each boundary crossed makes the next easier to breach, each forbidden experience more intoxicating than the last.

While her family receives carefully crafted emails about Moroccan architecture and local cuisine, Lily descends into a world of sensual awakening where her pale skin and innocent blue eyes make her an object of fascination and desire among men accustomed to taking what they want.

The crimson carpets of Karim's back room, the steam-filled chambers of a private hammam, the silk-draped bedroom of a luxury riad, each setting becomes another scene in Lily's rapid transformation from naïve tourist to willing participant in her own corruption.

Most disturbing of all is Lily's growing realisation that part of her doesn't want to escape. As her body betrays her with responses she can't control, she begins to wonder if these men have simply uncovered desires that were always lurking beneath her proper façade.

When the brothers announce that Lily's "education" will continue in the isolated Sahara with their cousin Ahmed, she faces a crucial decision. Return to the safety of her planned itinerary and the future that awaits her at university, or surrender completely to the dark thrills of this new path.

"Marrakech Descent" marks the first instalment in the provocative "Lily's Descent" series, chronicling one young woman's journey from innocence to experience against the exotic backdrop of North Africa, where cultural differences provide the perfect cover for the systematic dismantling of Western inhibitions.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe

Book 2 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe is the second book of Lily Corbett’s notorious erotica series, and it takes the corruption further than ever before. If Marrakech Descent stripped away Lily’s virginity and illusions, Book Two leaves her raw, branded, and bred.

Alone in the Congo Basin, nineteen-year-old Lily is handed into the keeping of a remote tribe. She expects anthropology, note-taking, and cultural ritual. Instead, she is paraded naked, mocked by jealous wives, and forced to embody the “fertility rites” she once studied in textbooks.

This isn’t romance. This is hard, unapologetic extreme taboo erotica. A wide-eyed English girl bent, spread, shared, and turned into a vessel for an entire village. Readers will watch her transform from “guest” to Mbala—the tribe’s whore, bitch, and breeder.

The men are older, darker, bigger, and utterly unashamed. Warriors drag her into the dirt, filling her throat, her cunt, and her arse. The chief—a scarred man in his sixties—seals her fate by taking her in front of the tribe, planting his seed in her teenage body.

And it isn’t only the men. The women of the tribe—jealous, mocking, predatory—force Lily’s tongue between their thighs, ride her face, and humiliate her in acts of sapphic domination. There is no solidarity here; they despise her softness, and so make her crawl.

The old professor who brought her here does nothing to protect her. He watches. He records. He asks Lily to write down descriptions of every cock that splits her, every smear of seed across her, every word they force from her lips. Her humiliation becomes his “field notes.”

What follows are graphic gangbangs, outdoor rituals, cum-drinking ceremonies, throat training, anal initiations, whipping chants, and the final baptism of her pale English body in a tribal fertility bowl brimming with seed. This is Lily at her lowest—and her most shamelessly aroused.

By the book’s climax, Lily no longer recognises the girl who left Manchester. She is Mbala now, waisted with beads, dripping cum daily, renamed as the tribe’s fertile wife. She begs to be filled. Shame is gone. Only submission and hunger remain.

Readers who crave the extremities of interracial, age-gap, exotic breeding porn will find this book the rawest experience yet. Where Book One was her “initiation,” Book Two is her breaking-in—and the marks are permanent.

This is not for the faint-hearted. This is taboo erotica at its filthiest: gaping holes, leaking seed, power abuse, ritual filth. Lily is gone. Mbala remains. Do you dare follow her to the point of no return?


Trigger Warnings


This book contains the following content which some readers may find distressing or wish to be aware of before reading:

Explicit sexual content throughout, intended for adult readers 18+ only

Bisexual sexual content and same-sex encounters between women

FFM (female, female, male) group sexual activity

Female dominance and submission dynamics, including light restraint

Consensual power exchange and mild humiliation within a sexual context

Exhibitionism and consensual filming of sexual activity

Age gap between sexual partners (20 and 32)

Explicit dirty talk and consensual verbal degradation

Sexual awakening narrative involving a character in an existing relationship

All sexual activity in this book is entirely consensual between adults
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