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Chapter 1: Claire

     

    
     

    “PLEASE, CLAIRE,” MY best friend’s voice on the phone was pitiful, pleading. “Just for a few months. A year at the absolute most.”

    “A year?!” I spat.

    “Six months!” she corrected. Yeah, right. “I just need to get her away from this crowd she’s running around with before...” Jennifer’s voice trailed off.

    “Before what?” I prodded.

    “Before...before she does something she’ll regret!” my friend growled.

    There was more to her fears, but, for whatever reason, she didn’t want to express them to me. Desperation hung in the air. Jennifer was not one to just throw her problems onto others, and she had never asked me for help, for anything, even when she was going through some rough times in college. She was prideful and competitive. To be brought to a point where she would reach out like this, she must truly be at the end of her rope.

    Besides, I was the girl’s godmother, even if it wasn’t the fairy kind.

    “Alright,” I finally conceded. “Fine. What did you have in mind?”

    “I...don’t know. Can you get her a job with your company? Something where you can keep an eye on her?” she asked, hope seeping into her tone.

    “Look, Jen, I’m not going to be her babysitter. Angel’s a grown-ass woman, for Pete’s sake.”

    “No, no, not like that! Not a babysitter, a mentor,” she pivoted hurriedly. “She needs someone to show her how...how to...”

    How to not be an asshole, I was thinking, but didn’t express out loud. I hadn’t seen Jennifer’s daughter in several years for more than a couple of minutes at a time at family events I had been invited to. Angle always managed to remove herself by coming up with some excuse or another, and not in a ‘please excuse me, I need to go’ sort of way. More often, it was in a ‘this is f***ing stupid, I’m leaving’ sort of way.

    She and her father, Jen’s second husband, had an especially caustic relationship from what little I had observed. He insisted that she be polite, and she insisted that he do something physically impossible with his genitals.

    “She needs someone to smack a little reality into her,” my best friend finally finished her thought. “And she won’t listen to me; I’m ‘not her real mom’,” she finished in a mocking imitation of Angel’s voice.

    “I hear that’s a common issue,” I tried to point out.

    “Yeah, maybe that’s part of the problem, but she needs to get over it.”

    I could sense Jennifer ramping up to a long gripe session, and I wasn’t in the mood to empathize. I was already mentally planning out the logistics of housing another person in my modest apartment, and if I could even get the girl an internship, much less a paid position.

    “I really didn’t mean to open that can of worms,” I interrupted. “Give me a few days to come up with something, and I’ll get back to you.”

    “Thank you, Claire, really,” Jennifer said. “I’ll make it up to you, I promise!”

    No, she wouldn’t, but I wasn’t doing this expecting recompense. I was doing this because my friend needed me, and I couldn’t just ignore her.

     

    
     

    A WEEK LATER, I TEXTED Jennifer.

    ME: Hey Jen

    ME: I arranged for Angel to get an internship in my department

    In actuality, I had to create the position and use a portion of my department’s overhead funds.

    ME: She will get a small salary but no benefits

    JENNIFER: Thank you!!!

    JENNIFER: When does she start?

    ME: Whenever you can get her here

    ME: No rush

    Three days later, I was picking up my goddaughter from the airport. Tickets on such short notice must have been horrendously expensive, but it wasn’t my money. I walked into the baggage claim area and was looking for Angel’s flight on the arrivals board when a woman who looked suspiciously like my goddaughter popped in front of me.

    “Aunt Claire!” she beamed, holding out her arms. She had called me ‘Aunt’ Clair almost from the first time we had spent any time together.

    The last time I saw Angel, she was still a teenager. At the time, she was sporting long brown hair almost to her waist with a pink bow on top and wearing a matching form-hugging minidress. The woman before me had darkly lined eyes with a pixie cut. I recognized her natural dark brown color in the back and sides, but that morphed gradually with silver highlights into a completely white swoop of hair that hung from left to right, partially obscuring one eyebrow. Where the pink minidress had once been, she wore a ripped Guns N’ Roses T-shirt, like she knew who Guns N’ Roses were, underneath a biker jacket. Not a woman’s cut jacket either, it was a man’s jacket with unidentifiable stains and patches I didn’t take the time to make out. Looking down, she wore nice black boots and what used to be jeans. I was sure that there was more material missing from those pants than was still left behind.

    “Angel?” I posited.

    “It’s Nyx now, actually,” she stated, but came in for a hug anyway.

    In a bit of shock, I accepted the embrace and returned it more out of politeness than recognition. When we separated, I was at a loss for words and fell back on comfortable patterns without completely considering what I was going to say.

    “Wow, you look...” My lack of planning quickly came back to bite me, and I couldn’t think of how to end that sentence in a way that was truthful while not being insulting.

    “Fucking amazing!” Angel, no, Nyx, finished for me. “That’s what you were going to say, right?”

    She was teasing me, but it brought out a nervous grin despite her cursing.

    “Exactly,” I played along. “You definitely have...changed your style,” I commented.

    “Hell yeah! As soon as I turned eighteen, my parents could no longer dictate my fucking life,” she continued, “I finally got to figure out what I wanted to wear, how I wanted to look!”

    “And this is what you chose?” I cringed even as the words left my mouth.

    She laughed and stepped back, putting a hand to her chest.

    “Ouch!” Nyx looked pained but smiled, nonetheless.

    “N..no, sorry, I didn’t mean it like that,” I tried to recover.

    “It’s okay. Really. I know I’m not what you were expecting, right?” She let me off the hook. “You look...exactly the same,” she noted, giving me an appraising scan.

    “Is that good or bad?” I asked, scrunching my eyebrows.

    At thirty-five, I was teetering between still having a youthful appearance and showing lines that no cream or concealer could completely fill in. I was in decent shape, but was starting to lose that battle. No matter how successfully I hid it, I saw the little bulges and flaws whenever I looked in a mirror.

    “That’s great,” she beamed. “You always look - amazing!”

    Something about the way she said that made me blush. Maybe it was the slight pause before ‘amazing’ or the way her eyes seemed to scan me as she spoke. For whatever reason, I felt uneasy but in a pleasant way. I don’t often get compliments from attractive younger women, and I guess it went to my head, even if that woman was my goddaughter.

    “Okay, what are you angling for?” I asked skeptically.

    “Angling?” Nyx looked hurt. “You know you have always been my favorite Aunt.”

    “I’m not your Aunt,” I pointed out.

    “Really?” she answered like this was new information.

    We’d always had a playful relationship. Even fifteen years her senior, I was still the closest woman to her age at any of the usual gatherings. It resulted in her hanging around me more than anyone else. She had grown up so much over the last few years, however, that it felt a little strained jumping back into that dynamic.

    I don’t mean that she had grown up that much physically. She had grown into her adult body years ago. What I am referring to is how she carried herself. The somewhat hesitant, awkward girl had morphed into a confident and poised woman. She still dressed like she was going to a rock concert, but it felt like she was more comfortable in her skin, if that makes any sense.

    At least she seemed in a good mood, a far cry from the attitude I had witnessed so often in the presence of her parents. I didn’t want to have that version of Angel, uhg, Nyx, living with me and was determined not to make whatever mistake my BFF or, more likely, her husband had made.

    I smiled at her jesting response and gave her one raised eyebrow.

    “Come on, you,” I said as I looked around for her luggage. “Where are your bags?”

    “Right here,” Nyx replied, stepping to the side to reveal a large duffel bag on the floor behind her.

    “That’s all?”

    “These are the only clothes I wanted to bring,” she shrugged and slung the bag onto her shoulder. “Lead on, Jeeves!”

    I ignored the quip of me being her driver because it wasn’t totally inaccurate. I gave her an incredulous look, nonetheless.

     

    
     

    NO SOONER WERE WE ON the road heading toward my apartment when I found out just how thoroughly my best friend had screwed me.

    “So tell me about this job you found? Mom says it is perfect for me,” Nyx asked.

    Perfect for her?! It was technically an internship with a below-minimum wage stipend. I opened my mouth to respond, but hesitated. What was I supposed to tell her?

    “Y..your mom might have...oversold it a bit,” I finally admitted.

    My goddaughter’s face fell, and she turned to stare at me. I couldn’t really look at her and drive, but I could feel the temperature of our warm interchange suddenly drop precipitously.

    “What do you mean? How oversold?” she demanded.

    “Keep in mind, this was not my idea,” I tried to preempt the vitriol at least toward me. “Your mother begged me to set something up, so I did the best I could.”

    Nyx’s expression went colder.

    “She’s not my mother.” There wasn’t anger in her words; it was merely a statement like the answer to some argument.

    “As far as she’s concerned, you’re her daughter, so she asked for my help,” I countered.

    “I’m sure she did, but it wasn’t for me.”

    “What do you mean? Of course it was for you,” I insisted.

    Nyx just snorted and turned away, shaking her head. I felt horrible, but I wasn’t even done giving her the bad news. I could see where this was headed and tried to soften the blow.

    “Look, I know this seems...bad, but think of it as a new start,” I channeled my inner cheerleader. “New city, new job, new you! You said you wanted to plot your own course. Well, this is your chance!”

    Her eyes moved back toward me, and her head slowly followed. I took that as a good sign.

    “Okay,” she said with resignation, “tell me about this job.”

    I hesitantly gave her the details. She’d be working for me as a management intern. That amounted to doing whatever I needed and, ostensibly, learning how to do my job.

    “And the pay is what?” she asked, her frustration rising again.

    I told her. There was a pause as she did the math, and I braced myself for the inevitable.

    “That’s less than half minimum wage!” she yelled. “Why didn’t you just open with how I’m gonna be your fucking slave?!”

    “Well, you’re living with...,” I tried, but she wasn’t listening.

    “How am I supposed to afford my own apartment, or even just save up for a security deposit, much less a fucking car?!”

    “Language!” I tried to cut her off, but her tirade was in full swing.

    “Fucking hell!” Nyx spat and paused, looking out the passenger window again, her hands balled into fists.

    I just scrunched down in my seat and focused on the road.

    “They just wanted me out of the house!” she stated, shaking her head. “And I fucking fell for it.”

    I waited to see if there was more.

    “Now I’m stuck in this fucking city with no fucking way home!”

    “Language!” I repeated, finally getting her to look back at me with a look of disgust.

    “My life is fucking ruined, and you’re worried about my fucking language?” Nyx hissed.

    I considered my response carefully.

    “I was just hoping for a little more variety. That word is getting fucking old,” I said deadpan.

    There was a long silence where the only sound was the tires against the road, and then Nyx’s shoulders started shaking. I couldn’t tell if she was crying or laughing from the closed-lip heaves until she opened her mouth and her head tilted back.

    “Oh, my god!” she snorted a laugh. “I’m still mad at you.” Nyx looked over at me, but her ire had lost some of its sharpness.

    “I never lied to you,” I pointed out. “And I had nothing to do with whatever your mom told you. I’m...really sorry this was forced on you. I wouldn’t have gone along with it. But now you’re here, so let’s make the best of it. I promise I will do whatever I can to help you get on your feet and independent.”

    I know it was cowardly to deflect, but Jennifer had thrown me under the bus first; it was only fair that I return the favor. Nyx looked sidelong at me but didn’t respond. I got the impression that it would take more than that to mend fences.

    The rest of the journey was quiet. I didn’t know what to say, and Nyx was still simmering. At least she wasn’t yelling anymore. I couldn’t imagine what she must have been feeling at that moment, but I was pretty sure it was in the anger family.

    We arrived at my apartment and pulled into a spot in the parking garage attached to my building. I lived very near the downtown area to be close to work, only a few blocks, actually, but that meant that parking was at a premium. Having a place with attached parking was a luxury. Apparently, Nyx wasn’t of the same mindset. I heard her mumble, ‘Oh, god’ as we got out.

    A short walk and an elevator ride later, I was opening the door to my one-bedroom apartment. Yes, one bedroom.

    “So, let me give you the tour,” I said cheerily.

    “This is it?” my goddaughter quipped derisively. “I think I’ve already gotten the tour.”

    I ignored the jab and started my spiel anyway.

    “This is the kitchen,” I swept my arm to the small kitchen just inside the door to the left.

    Two people could stand in it, but probably not both be cooking. A peninsula counter separated the kitchen from the living room. I edged around it to walk into the main living area.

    “Here is the living room,” I gestured to the large room in front of us. Nyx still stood motionless in the small entryway. “This closet here will be yours.” I stepped over to a door that led to the small area walled off just to the right of the entryway.

    “That’s the coat closet,” Nyx noted as she took a step and peered around as I opened the door.

    “No,” I insisted, “that is your closet. Coats go on the coat rack.”

    I pointed to the brand-new wooden coat rack crammed into another corner of the room.

    “Right,” she replied flatly.

    “Over here,” I plowed on, gesturing to the small hall barely longer than a door’s width with a full-length mirror at the end, “is the bathroom on the left and my bedroom on the right.

    Nyx walked to the bathroom door and opened it. There was a shower, a toilet, and a small vanity, but it was clearly a one-person room. Then she opened the door to my bedroom. The way she just barged in felt a little like she was invading my privacy, but I needed to let that go. The room went back as far as the living room did, but was not as wide. Still, I had the space for a queen-sized bed, a dresser, and a nightstand.

    “Oh, the laundry is in the closet on the left,” I called.

    I heard the folding doors open and then close. A second later, she was returning.

    “And where’s...,” she stopped as her eyes saw the partition at the other end of the living room. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” she said under her breath while striding with purpose to the other end of the room.

    I had sectioned off one end of the living room with standing curtains and put a cot in the corner. Nyx’s face dropped as she took in the arrangement.

    “No...no, no, no,” my goddaughter stated and looked at me. “Aunt Claire, I...,” her face was turning red. “I need a drink,” she finally stated.

    “What?” I exclaimed, taken aback. “You’re twenty, you can’t drink.”

    She was ignoring me and pulling out her phone.

    “Like hell, I can’t.” Her fingers flew over the device, and she quickly found what she was looking for. “There’s a bar less than a block away. The One Night Stand. How appropriate,” she snorted and started walking toward the door.

    “You can’t,” I exclaimed, my mind searching for why. “That’s a really bad bar!”

    “What? Their potato skins suck? I don’t give a shit!”

    “You’re only twenty, they’re not going to let you in,” I pointed out, quite pleased with myself for remembering that.

    Nyx reached for her bag, where she had dropped it, and pulled out a billfold.

    “I’m three months from my birthday and, besides, this ID says I’m twenty-two,” she shot back, holding up what must be a fake driver’s license, but it looked real enough to me.

    “What are you going to pay for drinks with?” I said, quickly trying to come up with any excuse but not really thinking it through.

    The girl cocked her head and looked at me.

    “Do you really think it will take me more than thirty seconds to have someone buy me a drink?”

    A cold chill ran through me thinking about some guy picking her up. She could end up at his place just so she wouldn’t have to stay here and no telling what would happen next.

    She turned and opened the door, with me rushing after her.

    “Fine, let’s get a drink,” I said, stepping into the hall and locking the door behind us.

    “I don’t need a babysitter, Claire,” Nyx huffed.

    “Apparently, you do,” I stated as we started down the hall. “Going to a strange bar in a strange city to pick up strange men? That’s not what a mature young woman would do.”

    She paused in her strides, putting me a step ahead, before I turned to see a look of steel. Her eyes shot through me, but she said nothing. Instead, she just started walking again and stabbed the call button for the elevator.

    We didn’t speak after that for the few minutes it took to reach the bar. My plan was to let a little alcohol soften her edges and let her vent if that was what she needed. All while keeping the lecherous men away from my goddaughter.

    As soon as we stepped into the place, the smell of hops and liquor hit me. Other than the lights over the bar, the only illumination was from a myriad of neon signs advertising any manner of adult beverages. The place was surprisingly full, although I didn’t really have anything to judge that on, I realized. I had never been in here despite its proximity to my apartment.

    There were still a couple of tables unoccupied by either people or hordes of beer bottles, so we weaved our way to the closest one and sat down. I looked around and noted a distinct preference for men over women around us. Several of those men were looking in our direction. Inadvertently, I made eye contact with a couple of them as I swept the room, but it was just momentarily, nothing that could be construed as interest.

    I only saw one waitress servicing the whole place, and she was hustling. Nevertheless, she managed to be playful with tables of people she seemed to know. Regulars, I suspected. My companion must have seen me watching her.

    “She’s cute,” Nyx leaned close to be heard over the din of talking and laughing.

    “Um, I guess so,” I replied, taking in the woman’s form for the first time.

    She had shoulder-length brown hair pulled into a ponytail and a T-shirt tied with a knot at her back to emphasize her breasts and expose her flat tummy. The jean shorts were of average length but quite tight, with her rear filling them out nicely.

    Then I caught myself. Why was I looking at her like that? I was objectifying her and suddenly felt icky. Forcing my gaze away, I looked back at my companion, who still had her eyes locked onto the waitress's ass.

    “Stop it!” I hissed.

    “What?” Nyx said, tearing her own eyes back to look at me quizzically. “Why do you think she’s dressed like that? For the tips! She wants to be looked at.”

    “She doesn’t want to be ogled!” I retorted.

    “How do you know?”

    How do I know? While I was trying to wrap my head around that question, Nyx continued.

    “Have you talked to her? Do you know what she wants or doesn’t want?”

    “Well, no, but...but I’m sure she doesn’t want to be treated like a piece of meat!” I shot back.

    “I’m not treating her like anything, yet,” Nyx argued, “other than a woman who clearly doesn’t mind being looked at.”

    “That’s not the point!” I replied, mostly to end the discussion with some semblance of being right, but not sure what exactly my point was.

    “The point is that you’re as bad as those guys who cop a feel without asking.” Her words were like being slapped, and I gasped. “Both of you are making assumptions and treating her like a caricature rather than finding out about her as a person.”

    “No...I’m not...,” I couldn’t find any words.

    “I’m sorry to interrupt what is clearly a lively discussion, but what can I get for you ladies?”

    The waitress suddenly appeared across the table from us. She had one of those smooth southern accents that immediately put you at ease, somewhat unusual in the Midwest. I started to apologize and order, but Nyx spoke up first.

    “Ah, perfect timing!” she began. “My...friend here was just feeling embarrassed about admiring you.”

    For the second time in as many minutes, my goddaughter verbally shanked me! I was reeling and looked up at the waitress, preparing to stammer out an apology, but her smirk halted me in my tracks. Her blue eyes caught mine, then darted down only to rise slowly up my chest back to my frozen gaze.

    “Oh, sweetie,” she cooed as she bent forward and put one hand on the table. What had previously been a hint of cleavage in her split T-shirt became a valley framed by lace. “You can look all you want.”

    Her tongue snaked out to caress her upper lip, and my breath caught. A voice in my head screamed to keep my eyes up, but that part of my brain was quickly drowned out by a desire I hadn’t felt since college. I had always considered myself straight, but felt stirrings for some of the beautiful young women who shared my college campus. All of those stirrings seemed to rush back, and my eyes drifted to this unknown woman’s freely offered breasts.

    I was lost. I don’t know how long I stared. It could have been five minutes, but was probably just a few seconds. Either way, she had to stand back up before I could pull my gaze away. My cheeks were flushed, partially from embarrassment, but mostly from the heat rising from my center.

    “But while you’re looking, I need to get your order,” she said with a little swish of the hips.

    My eyes traced her curves until I forced myself to turn to Nyx, who just smiled at me knowingly.

    “I’ll have a Manhattan,” Nyx said to the waitress and looked over at me. Seeing that I was still not able to put together a coherent response added, “And my friend will have a Long Island iced tea.”

    “I see we are in a New York state of mind,” the waitress quipped. “I’ll get those started, but I’m going to need some IDs when I get back, cuties. I’m Tawny, by the way, if you need anything else.”

    That last part, she spoke right toward me and winked before turning and doing a runway walk toward the bar. My eyes moved to her rear on their own, I swear! I closed my eyes because I couldn’t get my head to swivel away. What the hell was I thinking?

    What I was thinking was that I hadn’t had intimate contact with another human being in almost three years, and the high-intensity flirting Tawny had just thrown at me had overwhelmed my atrophied romantic senses. The fact that it was another woman, a younger woman, made it even more flattering.

    My cynical side finally kicked back into gear. She was just after a good tip, I argued to myself.

    “Whew,” Nyx said beside me. “She was really laying it on. I bet you could get her number.”

    “Nyx, I am not into women,” I insisted, like I hadn’t just drooled into my lap. “And she probably does that at every table,” I added for good measure.

    “Maybe,” my goddaughter conceded, “but you acted like you were wandering through a desert and found an oasis.”

    “Shut up.” I meant it to sound playful, but it came out mournful.

    “Ooo,” she said in a mockingly sweet voice, “did I hit a nerve?”

    I glared at her but couldn’t find any response that wouldn’t have sounded petty or pathetic.

    Just then, Tawny returned with our drinks, and I sat back quickly like she had caught us doing something salacious.

    “Here are your drinks, ladies,” she said as she set the glasses on the table. “And the guy at the bar,” she leaned a little closer, lowering her voice, “third from the right, wanted to buy these, but he’s a creep, so I told him you two were together.”

    I shifted just enough to glimpse the guy over her shoulder. It was one of the men I had accidentally made eye contact with. Shit.

    “Are you guys together?” Tawny asked with a smile and a little tilt of her head.

    “Oh, we...,” I started to tell her we were not, but Nyx cut me off.

    “That obvious?” she smirked and put a hand on my leg.

    It wouldn’t have been so bad if I had been wearing jeans, but her palm pressed against the thin fabric at the hem of my skirt, and her fingertips gripped my bare thigh. I froze as every neuron in my brain focused on that touch, the delicate squeeze, the tiny circle of her index finger. It had been way too long since anyone had touched me, and even that seemed to resonate through me.

    “Not really, but I have a nose for chemistry,” the waitress bragged, standing back up.

    I almost laughed. She might need to recalibrate her nose! As Tawny turned and walked away, my eyes found themselves back on her amazing rear. Damnit! Then the feeling of Nyx’s hand moving up my leg a fraction pulled my attention away. She had her chin in the palm of her other hand, propped on the table, and looking at me.

    “Y..you can...move your hand now,” I whispered.

    “I’m just trying to sell Tawny’s story for the onlookers,” she whispered back.

    Her hand moved up another inch, taking my skirt with it, and her middle finger made little figure eights on my inner thigh. I am not proud of the fact that this was the closest that anyone had gotten to my treasure in three years, and I had to squash my instinct to open my legs. It had been much too long since I had gotten laid and much, much longer than that since I had actually enjoyed the sex.

    In that instant, my mind flashed back to my last three boyfriends, all of whom felt like just rebounds from the previous. It wasn’t their fault, really, but I had jumped into those relationships to satisfy my messed-up sense of self-worth. I was playing a role that I thought I needed, but was more mechanical than fulfilling. None of them made me feel any real desire for them or that they wanted me for anything more than a female form to mate with.

    The look that Tawny had given me lit a heat stronger than anything I’d experienced in years. Now, even closer, Nyx was giving me the most sultry eyes I had ever felt. Yes, felt. Her eyes were gray with a very distinct limbal ring that made them pierce right into me. The movement of her fingers was a mere accent to the caress of her gaze and the tiny movements of her lips that seemed to reach out for my own.

    “P..please stop,” I pleaded as quietly as I could and still be heard.

    I forced my lids to close, trying to block out the intensity of those eyes, and put my hand on hers. I intended to push her away, but my muscles just wouldn’t do it.

    “What was that?” Nyx voiced and moved her head close, ostensibly to hear better.

    The position she chose brought our cheeks together, and her body shifted. Her free hand cupped the opposite cheek softly like a warm breeze, and the one on my thigh moved up until the backs of her fingers kissed the other thigh. When her lips brushed my ear, I shivered.

    “Nyx, please...”

    Lips closed softly around my earlobe, and I took in a sharp, shallow breath.

    “S..s..stop!” I managed.

    Nyx slowly sat back up, letting her lips graze my cheek as she went. I took a deep breath to calm myself.

    “That should do it,” the twenty-year-old announced with a wicked grin on her face.

    “D..do what?”

    “Convince your admirers,” she said, gesturing with her chin toward the bar.

    I dared peek in that direction to see not one but several men now looking in our direction. I almost bolted, but Nyx’s hand went back to my leg, keeping me in place.

    “Relax, Claire,” she instructed. “They’ll stay back now even if they keep looking, hoping to catch a glimpse of some hot lezzie action.”

    “Angel!” I hissed, then caught myself. “Sorry...Nyx. That’s just going to take some time to get used to.”

    “It’s all right,” she consoled. “If it helps, I’m not that little girl you knew. Everything about me has changed.” For a moment, that steely expression was back, and a hint of anger flashed. “I’m not anyone’s little Angel anymore.”

    Nyx forced a smile, and her features softened. Blinking, she looked away as she settled back in her chair and took a sip of her Manhattan.

    “Not bad,” she commented absently.

    The rest of the evening, my goddaughter asked me about my company and the city. We discussed mundane topics around music or shows at length, but when I asked about her family, she just answered with cliches before changing the subject.

    Every time my glass got close to empty, Tawny would bring me another tea that I’m pretty sure I didn’t order. Two hours after we had entered, I was feeling quite buzzed or, maybe, a little more than buzzed. I am not a practiced drinker, but I was pretty sure your alcohol tolerance has more to do with your body weight and food intake than experience. Of course, I hadn’t had anything to eat either, and I am on the smaller side physically. So, yeah, I was feeling it.

    The crowd at the bar had thinned out somewhat, letting the harried waitress take a breather every now and then. It was during one of those times that Tawny was leaning against the bar just a couple of yards away when Nyx motioned her over.

    “What can I getcha?” she greeted cocking a hip to the side.

    “Nothing,” my goddaughter responded. “I just thought you might want to rest your feet and sit down with us for a couple of minutes.”

    “Yeah,” I agreed, “come sit with me...uhm, us.” I patted the chair next to me.

    “I wouldn’t want to intrude on your date,” she said.

    “I was just messing with you earlier,” Nyx explained. “We’re not really a couple.”

    The pretty waitress looked at me and seemed like she was reconsidering the offer. She glanced back at the bartender, who didn’t seem to notice.

    “No, sorry,” she answered, turning back to us. “I can’t until my shift ends at midnight.” She leaned down toward us, putting one hand on the table and talking softer right at me. “If you are still around...”

    She let that offer hang in the air. My mind, slow as it was, knew I was not going to last that long.

    “Oh, no. I turn into a pumpkin at midnight,” I said slowly and carefully, then giggled at my own joke.

    Tawny shifted her body and looked at me for a moment, biting her bottom lip. I watched it pull away from her teeth, and her tongue wet her lips like it was all happening in slow motion.

    “That’s too bad,” she hummed, “because I love pumpkin pie.”

    What did that...? Oh. Oh! In spite of myself, my alcohol-addled mind conjured an image of that face between my legs. For a split second, I felt her tongue sweep up my slit, and I jerked with a pleasured squeak. I had to grab the table to keep from falling off my chair. Tawny’s face bore a huge knowing smirk as I steadied myself.

    “I think I need to get her home,” Nyx said.

    Somehow, the check got paid, and we headed for the door. My goddaughter had to hold my hand with our arms interlocked to keep me on my feet, but I didn’t have to lean on her to walk. That’s something, right? I also had to let her unlock the apartment door since the keyhole kept moving.

    Inside, she sat me on my bed, and I fell back, letting the mattress catch me. I just lay there for a couple of minutes, considering if I could just sleep like that. Probably. I might have even dozed off for a moment with visions of the flirting eyes of the waitress floating past.

    I was roused when one foot lifted and my shoe was removed, then the other. I raised my head to see Tawny there in just her panties! My god, she was beautiful. My eyes scanned every perfect curve up her legs to her amazing behind. Her breasts were smaller than they looked in that sexy top she had on at the bar, but they were gorgeous on her frame. Even her back muscles leading up to the slope of her neck made my insides quiver.

    “Is it midnight?” I asked. Tawny must have gotten off at midnight.

    “Not yet. Are you planning on going back to the bar, Claire?”

    There was mirth in the woman’s response.

    “Uh-uh,” I shook my head. I probably shouldn’t move my head that fast again, I realized.

    The waitress was tugging my skirt off. She was so forward, not even starting with a kiss. I didn’t care; I wanted her. Possibly more than I had wanted someone since high school. The fact that she was a woman didn’t even cross into the calculation. I lifted my ass, letting her pull it over my hips.

    “Sit up,” she ordered, and I got a little tingle. She was bossy. I liked that.

    I got myself onto my elbows, then my palms. Tawny started unbuttoning my blouse while still standing beside me, but I wanted her close. I reached up to her hips and pulled her toward me.

    “Ahh, Claire, what are you...?”

    She had to sit on my lap with her knees straddling my hips on the bed to keep from falling on top of me.

    “You haven’t even...even kissed me yet,” I managed.

    “I’m just trying to get you into bed,” she replied.

    “I know you are,” I answered in my sultriest voice.

    Her fingers unfastened the last of the buttons, and her hands swept across my shoulders, pulling the garment away.

    “Okay, now let’s get you under the covers.”

    “No!” I said, waving a finger in her face. “I’m not moving until you at least kiss me.”

    Her hands tried to push me to the side, but I refused to budge.

    “Kiss me,” I insisted.

    There was a long pause, then I started licking my lips and moving them seductively. The woman’s face came closer. An inch away, she darted in to give me a quick peck, but I was already reaching and held both sides of her head. She tried to pull away, but I pushed my tongue between her lips. Her teeth blocked me for only a moment, then her mouth opened a fraction to let me in.

    We were lost in each other’s embrace as our tongues danced and our lips felt the soft contours as they pressed together. My hands moved to her smooth shoulders and finally down to cup her breasts.

    Suddenly, Tawny’s hands were at the top of my chest and pushing me backward. I fell back, not sure what to expect next. Would she follow and keep kissing? Did she want to explore my body from above?

    “Mmm,” I moaned, “I like it rough.”

    But my lap was empty. Tawny had gotten up and was pacing the room.

    “H..hey, what’s wrong?” I asked, trying to lever myself back up, but slipping back to the bedspread.

    “You’re drunk,” came the sharp reply.

    “Sssso? I give you permission to...take advantage of me,” I spoke into the ceiling.

    “That’s not how it works!”

    “You didn’t mind while we were kissing,” I pointed out, managing to get back onto my elbows. “Would you stop moving?” I added. “You’re making me woozy.”

    She stopped and looked me up and down.

    “Fuck me, you are so pretty,” she exclaimed.

    “Th..thank you. So ere you,” I slurred. I crooked my finger and beckoned for her to return.

    When she just stood there, I managed to sit up and reached back, unhooking my bra.

    “Oh, my god,” Tawny said to herself and buried her face in her hands.

    She was still peeking between her fingers, so I took off the garment as sexily as I could. When I slipped my thumbs under the waistband of my panties and started to wiggle them down, she turned her back to me with another mumbling curse.

    “I thought you liked p..p..punkin pie,” I teased and threw my panties at her back.

    She whirled around, a look of surprised recognition on her face.

    “You think I’m...” The garment hit her in the chest, cutting off her statement as she caught the underwear. “You think I’m the waitress.”

    “That is your job!”

    She blinked and mumbled another curse as she began to chuckle, “Fuckin A.”

    “You curse like my goddaughter,” I observed.

    The chuckle turned into a full-on laugh.

    “Oh, yeah?” She took a half step closer. “Tell me about her.”

    “Mmm, so bossy,” I said and waggled one eyebrow. “Will you...come ere an kiss me again?”

    There was a pause. What could she possibly need to decide, I wondered.

    “Okay,” she finally agreed. “Now, tell me what you think of your goddaughter.”

    I patted the bed next to me, and she sat a foot away, so I scooted over until our thighs touched.

    “She’s a good kid,” I started.

    “She’s not a kid.”

    I leaned close to her ear and put a hand up like I was telling her a secret.

    “It was...a fake ID,” I whispered conspiratorially and swayed back to sitting straight. “She’s mart...and talented. You should hear her play the flute! She could have gotten a scholarship for that, I think.”

    “I hated flute,” Tawny commented more to herself.

    “You played the flute too?! What a coinci...coini.., wow.”

    “Do...,” the woman started and turned to look at me. “Do you like her?”

    “Of course, I like her. She’s my best friend’s girl!”

    “But do you think she’s a good person? Not just because she’s a friend’s kid.”

    I thought about that. In the last few years, she had blown up a few times at her parents. She had said some pretty horrible things and could be abrasive when she was in one of her moods, but I’d never seen her be mean to someone just because. She wanted everyone to think she didn’t care about anything or anyone.

    But I still remembered how, when she was younger, Angel gave me a crown of clover flowers she must have worked on for an hour when I was crying over a guy. How hard she tried to make her stepmother, my best friend, like her after her father proposed. I remembered her pouring out some of the birdseed meant for the squirrel-proof feeder so the squirrels could still have some.

    “Yeah, I do,” I replied. “No matter how she tries to project some badass exterior, she cares.” I looked down, remembering a perfect example. “This one time, she was fourteen or fifteen at the time. She worked so hard to take care of a sick goldfish. She spent hours researching what was wrong and spent her own allowance to buy the right water additives and food, all for a $2 goldfish.”

    There was movement beside me, and I turned to see my companion whipping her eye with the heel of her palm. Her chin quivered even as she snorted a chuckle. Taking a deep breath, her body stilled.

    “Sounds like a bleeding heart to me,” she said, but wouldn’t look at me. “What about all the terrible things she’s said...everything she’s done?” Her voice trailed off at the end.

    “Everybody makes mistakes or lashes out when...when...” I lost my train of thought.

    “When they’re in pain,” she finished.

    “Right,” I agreed as brightly as I could with the increasing fatigue trying to take over. “She’s strong. She’ll be okay.”

    I kissed the smooth skin of her shoulder, part of me just wanting to lie my head there and go to sleep. The woman turned to look me in the eye. Putting a finger under my chin, she slowly guided me to her. It was the softest kiss I had ever had, like two warm pillows cradling my lips. Her tongue moved just as slowly and carefully. I had always thought of a kiss as foreplay, but she was making love to me just as much as if our whole bodies had been entwined.

    There was no thought beyond that kiss. Some amount of time passed, but how much I couldn’t say. My hand on her back moved down until my fingertips slid under the waistband of her underwear. My other hand rested high on her thigh, but I couldn’t bring myself to move higher. I expected her to push me down or start to feel me up. For some reason, I needed her to be the instigator, but her hands held my face until I felt her pulling away. I tried to chase, but she held my head in place.

    She leaned across the bed and pulled the bedspread and sheet toward her.

    “Time for bed, Claire,” she said like a mother talking to her child. It was comforting.

    I shuffled grogily into place, and she pulled the blankets over me. With my head on the pillow and the warmth of the covers permeating my body, it was all I could do not to fall asleep immediately.

    My excitement rose when she slid into the bed next to me. I turned onto my side to face her, but she turned the same direction with her back to me. Maybe she just wanted to cuddle. I waited for her to shuffle more toward me, but she just stayed there. My senses were starting to fade, and I knew I would be asleep in moments.

    “Good night, Claire,” she said without looking at me.

    “G..good night,... Angel,” I whispered back as I drifted off.

    
    
     

    


Chapter 2: Claire

     

    
     

    THE NEXT MORNING, I awoke with my goddaughter next to me, her hand resting on my abs, and my right arm trapped between us. Jumbled images from the previous night crowded my mind. I was immediately ashamed of myself. I had made a pass at my best friend’s daughter, thinking she was Tawny!

    The shame deepened as I realized the truth; I had let the alcohol give me an excuse. Deep down, I knew it was Nyx, but couldn’t process that at the time. Instead, my brain conjured up a pleasant fiction that I readily latched onto.

    Well..., shit. My free hand came up for a silent facepalm. What was I thinking? I wasn’t. Alcohol tended to do that to me, making me susceptible to every depraved sexual impulse.

    I looked at the girl’s sweet sleeping face, her chin almost on my shoulder, with her mouth hanging open and her cute hair in shambles. I couldn’t remember much after our kiss. Had we...? The thought was both pleasant and frightening. I would never be able to forgive myself if I had been intimate, well, more intimate with my goddaughter.

    Again, I gazed at the woman’s face so close to me. The lips I had kissed. That memory was vivid despite the alcohol, and, worse, I had the urge to kiss them again. I shoved that idea down immediately.

    I needed to get up, to extricate myself, but I hesitated. Closing my eyes, I was aware of every point where our skin touched. Her arm over my midsection, a thigh and knee under my own, the top of her foot resting against the arch of mine, a breast and nipple insinuating itself against my upper arm, each point a forbidden pleasure that couldn’t last. Still, I lay there motionless.

    When Nyx stirred, I already had my eyes closed, but I steadied my breathing. I couldn’t let her know that I was awake, that I was allowing this. Instead of moving away, I felt her shift against me. Even more of her lithe form slithered across my skin as she twisted and arched in a stretch. In my head, I groaned.

    An instant later, the covers were thrown off, and Nyx popped out of the bed. The mattress bounced, and the cool morning air washed over my exposed body. There was no way I could continue to feign being asleep after that, so I pretended to wake up even though, as it turned out, she wasn’t looking. I opened my eyes to see an exquisite naked shape padding gracefully toward the bedroom door. I traced her lines briefly until she looked over her shoulder at me, the tiniest of smirks lifting one side of her mouth.

    Did she know I was awake the whole time? As she disappeared into the restroom, I grabbed the newly vacant pillow and slammed it over my face to muffle my growl of frustration. Hearing the shower start, I decided I needed to get up and fix some breakfast—maybe some scrambled eggs and toast.

    With a long T-shirt and some pajama pants on, I went to the kitchen and began mixing up some eggs. Just before the eggs were done, Nyx came out of the bathroom still completely naked except for the towel obscuring her head as she dried her hair. She was like something out of a movie, but I forced my eyes away.

    “Could you, please, put something on!” I protested with a little more force than probably necessary.

    The towel dropped to her side, and she stared at me with one eyebrow raised and a defiant look in her eyes. Her hair was tousled, and fuck if it didn’t make her look sexier. I quickly looked back down at the eggs.

    “Does my body offend you, Claire, or are you just afraid of your own reaction?”

    My breathing halted, and my head whipped up, ready to protest. Seeing her unapologetic naked form, however, halted the words in my throat.

    “Y..y..you’re making me...uncomfortable,” I finally managed after looking down again.

    Damnit, I overcooked the eggs.

    “Well, you’re just going to have to get used to being uncomfortable, because I don’t wear a lot of clothes when I’m at home.”

    I wasn’t sure how to respond to that and busied myself putting scrambled eggs on plates instead. In my peripheral vision, I caught Nyx doing something with her hair and then sitting on the one stool at the kitchen peninsula.

    “Did you just put your bare ass on my stool?” I blurted, looking up again.

    Her hair was back in its haphazardly perfect style, which, somehow, pissed me off even more. It took me longer to ignore my hair and put it in a ponytail!

    She looked right at me and wiggled her butt against the faux leather. My face turned red, but my mind latched onto something else.

    “Did you run around like this in your parents’ house?”

    “Fuck no,” she replied without hesitation, “I wouldn’t give that pervert the thrill.”

    There was something more than jest in her tone, and who was the pervert? Her father? Surely not my friend. Ahh, her stepbrother, that fit.

    “But I like watching you get embarrassed,” she continued.

    I huffed and put the plate of eggs in front of her. No way was I going to feed into her teasing. It also gave me an excuse to turn around and start the toast, so I didn’t have to look at her.

    “Fine. Suit yourself. I don’t care,” I lied.

    There was a derisive chuckle from behind me that I ignored.

    “You cared a lot last night,” she responded in a sultry voice.

    “I was drunk,” I grimaced.

    “You were horny.”

    There was silence as I stared at the toaster, willing it to cook faster. Did she expect me to argue?

    Then I felt hands on my hips, and her body pressed against my back. Her naked body. I went rigid, and my breathing paused mid-inhale.

    “How long has it been, Claire,” came her soft voice in my left ear, “since someone has touched you like I’m touching you?” Her hands caressed my hips. “How long since someone kissed you the way I kissed you last night?”

    Never.

    I opened my mouth to reply, but nothing came out. I couldn’t answer. I couldn’t move. Every nerve ending where she made contact was on fire. The curve of her pelvis fit perfectly against my ass. Her breasts massaged my shoulder blades, and I could feel her nipples poking through my shirt. Lips grazed my neck, and I melted. Why was she doing this to me? How was she doing this to me? Was I really that desperate?

    Suddenly, the toast popped up, and I jumped. Grasping at what willpower I had left, I stepped forward to retrieve the bread, and Nyx returned to her stool like nothing had happened. I put a slice on each plate without looking at her and then grabbed my own plate like it was a life preserver.

    Having nowhere else to sit without going to the living room, I leaned against the counter and focused on my food. For a minute, the only sounds were from forks on plates and the soft crunch of toast.

    “You never answered my question,” Nyx broke the quiet.

    “My sex life is none of your business,” I finally managed to say now that I had regained my composure.

    “Wow, that long?” she quipped. “Well, that’s going to change because now you have me!” she exclaimed as both palms slapped the counter beside her plate.

    “Now look,” I started, trying to muster up my adult voice. “Regardless of what happened last night, and I still want to talk about that, by the way, y..you and I are not a thing!” I put as much metal into my tone as I could, but it sounded weak even to my ears.

    “I think your body disagrees with you, but that’s not what I mean,” she smiled and took another bite of eggs.

    That confused me. I was steeling myself to spurn her seduction, only to find myself curious.

    “W..what did you mean?”

    “I mean that I’ve decided to help you with your love life!” she said, like I had just won the lottery.

    “Oh, no!” I exclaimed, wagging my finger at her. “You stay out of my love life! I don’t need your help!”

    “Like hell you don’t.” She leaned back and crossed her legs, taking on a very smug look. “Besides, I’ve already started.”

    My eyes went wide.

    “What did you do?”

    “I...gave that cute waitress your phone number.” Her smile widened into a devious grin, and her shoulders bobbed up and down as she did a tiny dance.

    “Oh, my god,” I mumbled, having to put the plate down and brace myself against the counter. “You’re joking...please, tell me you’re joking.”

    “Nope,” Nyx chirped. “I wrote it on the check after you paid it. Well, I paid it with your card. I even added a nice message.”

    I looked into her eyes for the first time in minutes, fear forcing me to ask the question I really didn’t want an answer to.

    “What...was the message?”

    She ran her tongue along her teeth before answering.

    “To give you a call if she still wanted some pumpkin pie.”

    It took me a moment to remember the reference from the previous night, but then my knees went weak.

    “Oh, my god... oh, my god,” I gibbered, leaning on the counter on my forearms.

    Nyx came around and started rubbing my back.

    “Relax, Aunt Claire, this is nothing to hyperventilate over.”

    She took my right hand, guiding me to the living room couch, and I let her. My mind was whirling, trying to think of how to fix this.

    “You have to call her and tell her it wasn’t me,” I argued as we sat together on the cushions.

    “I don’t have her number,” Nyx replied calmly.

    “Then go to the bar. You have to tell her!”

    “No,” she said sternly.

    She grabbed my chin and forced me to look her in the eyes.

    “Claire,” there was a hard edge in her tone that pulled all of my attention to her. “You are blowing this way out of proportion. She might not even call.”

    That’s right, I thought, Tawny might not even be interested. I nodded slightly, taking a deep breath.

    “But if she does,” Nyx continued, “it means she is already interested in you romantically.” My heart rate picked up again. “Do you have any idea how hard it is for lesbians to find each other? This is a gift!”

    “I’m not a lesbian,” I heard myself saying automatically.

    “I don’t care what you label yourself, you’re not straight,” she shot back.

    I opened my mouth to argue and then thought better of it. After yesterday, I wasn’t sure if I would win that argument even to myself.

    “When she calls...”

    “If,” I corrected.

    “If...she calls,” Nyx went on, “you are going to go out with her.”

    “Maybe she won’t ask me out,” I noted.

    “Then you will ask her out. Understand?”

    “Wait, who made you the boss?”

    “I did. Because that’s how a girl like me survives in this world, but don’t change the subject,” Nyx replied. “It’s just a date, Claire. A coffee or, maybe, a lunch. That’s it.”

    I took another deep breath. She was right, I was overreacting. I had always supported the right for consenting adults to love whomever they chose, but it was just a little different when it was you who was potentially swimming against the societal current.

    Slowly, as my mind conjured scenarios and images, fear morphed into excitement. She hadn’t even called, and I was already seeing Tawny’s smile across a table. My shoulders dropped, and I let myself sink back into the couch.

    “That’s better!” Nyx chirped happily.

    She sprang up and started walking toward the bedroom. I had almost forgotten that she was still naked, but her perfect ass swaying in front of me brought that fact to the forefront once more. I was watching it as she suddenly turned. I looked up quickly, but I’m sure she knew exactly what I had been staring at.

    “Get dressed. You’re taking me to the mall,” she said matter-of-factly.

    “Excuse me?” I gave her my best, ‘like hell I am,’ look.

    “You trapped me here without a car,” she explained, a tinge of iron creeping back into her tone. “I need to get work clothes for tomorrow. Vis-à-vis, you are driving me to buy some clothes. You can wait in the car or come in with me after that, I don’t give a shit.”

    I chafed at the assumption that I was her chauffeur, but she also had a point. I probably would have taken her without a fuss if she had just asked, but now it would be like I was doing it because she ordered me to. I grumbled inwardly but didn’t really have an alternative.

    “I’m not buying you clothes,” I stated, trying to rebalance the power dynamic in some small way.

    “Mom gave me some money, and I will have you know, I was not without means,” she stated.

    That was something of a surprise. As far as I knew, Nyx hadn’t had a job and had been a student until a few months ago, when she dropped out for some unknown reason. Was she selling drugs or something? That might explain her mom’s desperation to get her out of the city.

    Nyx didn’t wait for a response, turning away and marching into my bedroom. I followed, finding her putting on the same clothes she had been wearing the previous day. I almost said something, then thought better of it. Anything I said would have guaranteed that she would do the opposite. The girl was frustratingly stubborn.

    
    
     

    


Chapter 3: Claire

     

    
     

    HALF AN HOUR LATER, we were walking through a large chain clothing store, and I was trying to guide her to the professional women’s area. She kept stopping to look at jeans or T-shirts or dresses so short I was sure they weren’t designed for adult women, no matter what the sign said.

    “You can’t wear any of this in the office,” I reminded her for like the fifth time.

    “But this is so cute!” she squealed, holding up what might have been a skirt or a washcloth.

    Exasperated, I grabbed it from her and put it back on the rack.

    “Work clothes first, then maybe we can look at other stuff if you have any money left,” I said, taking her hand and marching away. She just laughed like I’d fallen for some juvenile trick.

    We made it to the women’s suits section and then spent the next thirty minutes having Nyx sneer and grimace at everything I showed her. I was getting frustrated at this little brat’s complete disregard for my opinion. Unfortunately, I just couldn’t force her to purchase, much less wear, appropriate clothes.

    I rehung the latest failure back on the rack and put my hands on my hips as I turned to her.

    “We’re running out of options. I’m sorry if you don’t like it, but my company has a professional dress code. You have to find something here you like!”

    Nyx wasn’t looking at me. One of the store clerks was nearby, and my goddaughter had been glancing her way for the past several minutes. I followed her gaze and noticed that the woman was looking at Nyx as well. Oh, for heaven’s sake!

    “Nyx, are you listening to me?” I raised my voice.

    “Uh-huh,” she said, turning distractedly back to me. “Gotta choose something I like. Sure.”

    A look I couldn’t place came to her, and she grabbed the very outfit she had snorted derisively at not thirty seconds prior. Her eyes were focused on the clerk as she spoke.

    “If I’m not back in ten minutes, come to the changing rooms and find me,” Nyx smirked. “But be quiet about it,” she finished, giving me a wink and heading for the clerk.

    I watched in a state of shock as the twenty-year-old approached the store employee who was probably a year or two older than her. Yes, the woman was pretty with long brown hair and a nice figure, but was Nyx really going to hit on her now?

    Nyx approached, held up the outfit, and the two headed for the changing rooms. I sighed and pulled out my phone to scroll aimlessly. I was sure she would be back momentarily after being shot down. Instead, I kept looking in the direction they had gone, expecting to see Nyx returning anytime.

    As the minutes ticked off, I got somewhat annoyed. Had she successfully struck up a conversation with a woman just like that? I thought about the dating apps I’d tried, the horrible dates I had gone on, and the hours I’d wasted desperately vetting guys, most of whom had exaggerated their profiles beyond credulity, only to come up empty. This girl walks into a clothing store and picks up almost the first other person she sees?

    I sighed again in self-pity as ten minutes came and went. I sauntered to the changing area, not really wanting to see the two of them laughing and touching and talking like two old friends. When I got there, however, there was no sign of either of them. I started walking down the corridor between the changing rooms and noticed the outfit Nyx had been carrying hung up outside one of the rooms. All the rest of the doors were wide open, indicating that no one else was using them. Coming closer, the door was cracked a couple of inches.

    What I saw reflected in the mirror through that crack made me cover my mouth to stifle a gasp. The pretty clerk was pressed against the wall, facing it, almost naked. Her eyes were closed, and her face was a porn-worthy contortion of sexual pleasure. A lacy tan bra hung from one elbow while her fingers clawed at the surface beneath her. The brunette’s back was arched, making her rear jut back lewdly.

    I had to change my angle to see more of her and finally found Nyx. The clerk’s legs were straight, her knees locked, and clad in a pair of sheer hose that matched her bra. I assumed they matched her panties, but she wasn’t wearing any at the time. Wait, no, they were pooled around one ankle. The tan high-heeled shoes also made her legs and rear look amazing.

    I should have looked away, but how could I? Standing to one side of the girl and almost directly facing the reflection was Nyx. One hand was at the woman’s chest but out of my view, while the other was buried between the brunette’s legs. I stared at that hand, unable to tear my eyes away.

    She didn’t move in and out, but more of a grinding motion, her fingers massaging the girl’s sex in a way more reminiscent of a guitar player than simple finger banging. Whatever Nyx was doing, it was driving the other woman crazy. She was squirming and moaning with every twitch of my goddaughter’s fingers or wrist.

    Then, Nyx looked at me. Our eyes met, and a corner of her mouth curled up. Without looking away, the twenty-year-old flexed her arm, and the brunette moaned loudly, her fingers splaying out against the wall. Suddenly, I felt like this display was for me.

    Nyx leaned into the woman’s ear and whispered. The woman nodded and started gyrating her hips and fucking herself on my goddaughter’s fingers. I couldn’t help but look down at the erotic display, even with Nyx watching me the whole time. That’s when I finally got a good look at what those fingers were doing. A thumb was buried deep in the clerk’s rear hole while Nyx’s two middle fingers delved into the girl’s pussy. At the same time, her pointer finger was massaging the brunette’s clit.

    I couldn’t even imagine what that would feel like, but the brunette was moving and moaning in a manner that made it clear she was enjoying it. At some point, I had started squeezing one of my breasts, but hadn’t noticed until my other hand unsnapped my jeans and slipped under the waistband of my underwear. I was soaked and almost moaned out loud as my middle finger came in contact with my button.

    Nyx kept whispering to the clerk, but almost constantly looked at me. She had total control of this stranger and was having her put on a pornographic show just for me. A twinge caught me off guard, and a climax began to build. That was never my intent, but I couldn’t stop; I wanted to feel even just a measure of what the brunette was experiencing. Two fingers stretched me open, and my thumb began circling my clit.

    In the booth, the clerk was becoming frantic. Something Nyx said to her made her look like she was about to cry. Instead, the first real words I heard from her drifted past the door.

    “P..please...may I cum!” She sounded so pitiful, so cravenly, but it was, at the same time, so incredibly arousing. Hearing the girl beg my goddaughter made my pussy squeeze my fingers.

    Nyx must have denied her because she whimpered and her knees wobbled. My friend’s daughter kept watching me even as she played the girl next to her like a violin. Could she tell how close I was?

    Another thirty seconds and I was on the verge; the brunette’s writhing body and Nyx’s constant gaze had brought me to the brink. I looked around quickly, confirming we were still alone before my eyes locked with my goddaughter’s again. She gave me kissy lips and then spoke loud enough that I could hear her.

    “Be a good girl and cum for me...now.” She was ordering the clerk, but she was looking at me.

    The brunette’s whole body began to tremble, and her mouth opened wide only to be quickly covered by Nyx’s free hand. Her eyelids fluttered and cracked open, but all I could see was white. Then, the convulsions started.

    Her words triggered something in me, too, and I went rigid. I watched the brunette cum harder than I’d ever seen anyone explode and hit my own peak with a jolt of pleasure that swept from my clit to my toes and all the way back up to my hair follicles!

    I lost track of the pair during my own orgasm, my fingers barely blocking the torrent of fluid threatening to stain my jeans. As I came down, I looked back into the mirror to see the brunette on her knees, but still thrashing, pressed against the wall. Nyx’s fingers continued their onslaught like she had no intention of stopping.

    The girl’s body rocked again as another orgasm must have shot through her. Her hands slid down the wall and dangled limply at her sides. Nyx let go of her mouth and cradled the woman against her. Fingers continued until the girl had one last trembling spasm of pleasure. The brunette was sweaty and utterly spent, but her face showed only contented bliss. Nyx lovingly kissed her face over and over while wrapping both arms around the naked clerk. 

    Still protecting my jeans from ruin, I tried to extract my hand with as much of my excretions as possible. Hopefully, I could at least keep from embarrassing myself. I looked around, trying to decide what to do, and noticed the suit Nyx had brought back with her. I shouldn’t. Looking around, I saw no one and...reaching under the hem of the skirt, I wiped my hand on the inside. No one will notice, right?

    Nyx held the pretty brunette until the woman’s breathing came back to normal. Her eyes started to flutter open, and I quickly moved away from view. I refastened my jeans and made myself look as nonchalant as possible.

    Seconds later, Nyx emerged, sucking on one of her middle fingers. Locating me, she smiled and started to take a step in my direction, only for a voice to issue from the booth.

    “Wait!” it pleaded. “Please! I don’t even know your name. Can I call you?” The clerk’s words came out quickly, like Nyx might outrun them.

    The woman came halfway out the door, holding her bra to her chest before seeing me and darting back into the changing room, startled.

    “I’m Nyx,” my goddaughter answered as she backed another step away from the door. “If you want to see me again, be a good girl and come out here...No, just as you are.”

    There was a long moment of silence, then the clerk stepped out, still holding her bra as a shield and her other hand covering her sex. Her eyes flicked to me momentarily, but then locked on Nyx.

    “C..can I...,” the woman started, but my goddaughter put a finger to her lips, silencing her.

    “First, I want to introduce you to my roommate,” Nyx gestured to me. “Claire, this is Megan. Megan, my roommate, Claire.”

    She looked at me, her cheeks flushed, and smiled weakly.

    “H..hi,” she breathed just loud enough for me to hear.

    “Pleased to meet you,” I recited without a lot of thought.

    She turned immediately back to Nyx.

    “Please, c..can I have your number?” she whispered sheepishly.

    “No,” Nyx replied. The brunette’s brows furrowed; she looked heartbroken. “But you can give me yours.”

    “O..okay,” she stammered, hope returning.

    Nyx pulled out her phone, made a few swipes, and answered.

    “Go ahead.”

    The clerk rattled off her number, which Nyx typed into her phone. Then she held it up, leaning back a bit to take a picture. The girl’s eyes went wide momentarily, then she smiled sweetly and moved into a sexy pose.

    Nyx started to move away when the clerk dropped her bra and pulled my goddaughter into a passionate kiss. Nyx allowed it for a few seconds, then pulled away, the girl’s disappointment evident on her face.

    “Please call me,” she begged, no longer even trying to cover herself.

    One of Nyx’s hands cupped the brunette’s cheek as she replied.

    “I’ll think about it.”

    The woman looked pained but forced a smile, nonetheless. Nyx turned away and walked past me, turning away from the changing area and out of sight of the clerk who still stood there in just her hose and heels, watching us leave.

    We walked toward the exit that led further into the mall, which suited me just fine. It would be awkward to keep shopping there after how that ended. I was still in a bit of shock myself and could only imagine the turmoil in which the poor clerk was left. Nyx had just shown up out of the blue, rocked her world, and then said, ‘Don’t call me, I’ll call you.’ That just seemed cruel.

    When we were finally well out of earshot, I broke the silence.

    “What the hell was that?” I hissed.

    “That was me having fun,” Nyx replied without looking at me or even slowing down. “You should try it sometime.”

    “Fun? You used that poor woman!” I said.

    Nyx suddenly spun on her heels to face me with a look of anger and disbelief. I almost ran into her before pulling up short, her face inches from mine.

    “What are you fucking talking about?” Her voice was louder than I would have liked. “She absolutely loved that! I gave her possibly the best orgasm of her life.”

    “But you talked to her like she was yours to toy with! It...it was...horrible.” My voice quivered, realizing as the words left my mouth that it was a lie.

    Images rushed back to me of the woman’s reaction, her utter rapture, and the incredible pleasure she experienced from Nyx’s fingers and words.

    “You have no idea what you’re talking about,” my goddaughter shot back. The statement wasn’t angry, it was more...disappointed.

    She turned back around with a sigh and kept walking, making me jog a few steps to catch up.

    “Okay, maybe you’re right,” I admitted as I pulled alongside her. “She did seem to be enjoying herself...a lot.”

    Nyx looked sidelong at me and smirked.

    “So were you,” she pointed out.

    I blushed but didn’t know how to respond to that. She had watched me cum, I couldn’t deny it, so I changed the subject.

    “How did you...I mean...what did you do to her?”

    She slowed down as we approached another clothing store that looked more like a medieval apothecary than a modern storefront. Before entering, she turned to me with an amused smile.

    “I gave her exactly what she needed,” Nyx answered. “I have a knack for that. Oh, and magic fingers.” She held up her hand, wiggling her digits, and winked at me.

    A moment later, she was heading into the store, leaving me standing there still trying to decide if she had answered my question or not. I sighed and stepped toward the entrance when my phone rang. Pulling it out, there was just a number displayed that I didn’t recognize, although it was a local area code.

    “Hello?” I answered.

    “Uh, hi. Is this...Claire?” a woman’s voice responded.

    A woman’s voice with a soft, familiar southern lilt. My eyes flew open wide.

    “Tawny?”

    
    
     

    


Chapter 4: Nyx

     

    
     

    I STARTED LOOKING AROUND the goth-themed clothing shop with some excitement. This was much more my vibe than those old stoggy business suits and anchor-woman clothes. After a minute of perusing the racks, I began wondering where Claire had gone. Wasn’t she right behind me?

    Stepping to a spot where I could see out the front window, I located the woman talking on her phone. Who was she...? Did she just curl her hair around a finger? I smiled. Tawny, the cute waitress from last night, it must be. Unless Claire had some other love interest she hadn’t mentioned. Just then, Claire looked up and noticed me watching her. She immediately ducked her head and turned away, embarrassed. I just smirked and continued shopping.

    A minute or so later, Claire joined me, her face a pleasant rosy color. When the older woman didn’t speak, I gave her a mischievous smile.

    “Was that Tawny?” I asked.

    “Yes,” came the reply after a heartbeat’s pause. Claire sounded like she was admitting to some deep secret, which made my smile widen. “She asked me out.” The statement was almost a whisper.

    “When?” I asked.

    “How do you know I agreed to it?”

    “It’s written all over your blushing face and how hard your nipples are,” I chuckled, glancing down at the woman’s chest.

    Reflexively, Claire covered her breasts with her hands. Then, realizing how that could look, crossed her arms over her chest instead.

    “Well, so what?” Claire retorted, looking around to see who else might have noticed her fumbling. “It’s...been a while, okay?”

    I settled into a less teasing demeanor, except for one corner of my mouth that I couldn’t force down.

    “A while since you’ve been on a date or a while since you’ve been with a woman?”

    Claire grimaced before she answered.

    “Both,” she admitted. “And I’ve never actually dated a woman.” Her voice lowered, and she stepped a little closer. “I messed around in college, but it was just making out and some light petting at parties.”

    The older woman seemed a little lost and looked at me with pleading eyes.

    “What?” I asked, cocking my head. “What’s that look for?”

    “Well, I...I just thought maybe you could, I don’t know, give me some advice.” Claire looked around again, mostly to keep from making eye contact.

    “For what? Dating women?” I said, amused at the assumption. “Why would it be any different than dating a man? Oh, you’re right, sorry. You don’t have to worry about guarding your drink or them thinking ‘no’ just means you’re playing hard to get.”

    I realized too late that I had let a flash of anger seep into my tone. I corrected immediately, hoping Claire hadn’t noticed.

    “No, Claire, there’s nothing different about dating a woman,” I sighed. “The important question is, do you have something to wear? I don’t think that drab blouse and skirt you had on yesterday exactly screams, ‘fuck me’.”

    Claire’s eyes flew open, and she looked like she wanted to cover my mouth with her hand.

    “Nyx!” she exclaimed, checking for others listening in again. “I’m not going to...fuck her...on a first date!”

    Oh, really? Alright, I could see one item I should probably warn her about.

    “Okay, maybe there is something different about dating women,” I began. “Two women are more likely to end up in bed at the end of a first date. If you click and the desire is there, why not? There’s no possibility of an accident committing yourself to a lifelong relationship with this person, you know?”

    Claire squeaked and put her face in her hands.

    “Relax, Claire,” I consoled, putting an arm around the older woman’s shoulders. “I’m just teasing you.” Her hands lowered so she could look at me. “Kinda,” I added.

    Claire groaned and buried her face again. I laughed and wheeled around to face her, a hand on each of her upper arms.

    “Don’t worry,” I said, as chipper as I could manage. “We’re in the perfect place to get you something amazing for your date!”

    Dropping her hands, Claire scanned the racks of black and variations of black. Her head tilted to the side, and she gave me an incredulous look.

    “Not here, here,” I clarified. “I meant the mall. These,” I gestured to the displays around us, “aren’t just clothes. These are an attitude. You could never pull it off.”

    Claire looked a little insulted, but she couldn’t really argue and, to her credit, didn’t try.

    “I, on the other hand,” I continued, pulling a dress I had been eyeing previously from a rack, “will kill in this!”

    We...well, I spent the next thirty minutes picking out outfits, accessories, and shoes, then another thirty minutes trying things on while Claire watched and waited. She got bored and frustrated that I didn’t come out and model for her, but I didn’t want to tempt her anymore than I already had.

    I finally declared that I was satisfied and took a large pile of clothing to the counter. Claire got a very curious look on her face when I pulled out a credit card, punched in a PIN, and paid for my purchase like it was nothing.

    As we turned to leave with several bags of clothing, I ignored Aunt Claire’s questioning stare. Finally, she couldn’t restrain herself any longer and had to ask.

    “Whose card was that?”

    There was a long silence before I answered.

    “Don’t ask questions you don’t want the answer to,” I said flatly.

    “Excuse me?” Claire replied, gearing up for a confrontation.

    “I didn’t steal it, if that’s what you’re thinking,” I said, cutting off Claire’s momentum before it could get started.

    “Then where...?” Claire started to push, but I cut her off.

    I stopped cold in the middle of the mall concourse, forcing Claire to turn around to face me. Our eyes met, and the older woman shivered.

    “It’s nothing illegal, and it’s none of your business, Claire. Drop it.”

    I put steel into those last two words, hopefully leaving no room for violation. My aunt was left frozen, her mouth half open. I started walking again, leaving her behind.

    “Fine,” Claire recovered, turning to catch up. “As long as the police aren’t going to show up at my door, it’s...none of my business.”

    “Thank you,” I replied with a quick glance over, as I forced my ire back down.

    Like nothing ever happened, my eyes brightened, and I angled toward a new clothing store.

     

    
     

    I WOKE THE NEXT MORNING with my arm draped over Aunt Claire again. Damnit. Despite how much I wanted her, I had been trying to avoid having a sexual relationship with Claire. Unfortunately, my subconscious had other ideas. The repercussions of an infatuated roommate and my mom’s best friend to boot were not something I wanted to deal with. I needed to get her involved with someone else before my overly active libido made me do something...incredibly hot, but dangerous.

    My hand moved up her torso of its own accord to touch the underside of her breast.

    Fuck me! I groaned inwardly and forced myself to turn over and sit on the edge of the bed. Looking over my shoulder, I couldn’t help tracing the lines of the beautiful woman in the bed next to me.

    “Just fucking take her,” Miriam’s voice whispered in my head.

    I turned away.

    “That’s how you beat them, Nyx, by making them beg to be crushed under you.”

    My hands pressed against my temples, trying to get rid of her voice. She had saved me once, but this was Aunt Claire; I didn’t want to beat her or crush her.

    “Nyx?” It was Claire waking up. “Are you okay?”

    “J..just a little headache,” I lied. “Do you have any Advil?”

    “In the medicine cabinet in the bathroom,” she instructed.

    I rose, feeling her eyes taking in my naked twenty-year-old body, and padded across the small hall onto the tiles of the restroom. I went through the motions of finding the pills and taking one. Closing the mirrored door, I looked into my own eyes.

    “Why are you still here, Nyx?” I silently asked myself. “You don’t need some crappy internship; you know how to make real money.”

    “Make them beg.” Miriam’s words again.

    I clenched my jaw at the memories. I told myself that I was just revealing their true selves, giving them what they most desired. I never hurt anyone. But that wasn’t true. I showed them bliss, and then I ripped it from them.

    Sometimes it felt like a superpower, but it was just empathy, for fuck’s sake. So many people just need someone to care. I had done more than that; I had become the person they needed, the exact personality to fit into the missing pieces of their soul. I fulfilled needs they didn’t even know they had, and they gave me lavish presents and cash in return. I never asked for anything, I never needed to.

    I had my own reasons beyond the monetary that, I’m sure, some psychologist would have a field day with, but I didn’t spend much time thinking about it. This was too much thinking already. Fuck introspection.

    I turned to the shower and immersed myself in the morning routine. The bathroom wasn’t large enough for a tub, so the shower was just a box with a clear glass door. With the warm water washing down my body, I noticed Claire come in. She had thrown on an oversized T-shirt and acted like I wasn’t there. Well, she tried to. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed her glancing in my direction more than once.

    I couldn’t help myself; I posed while pretending I hadn’t seen her come in. Claire’s eyes lingered before turning away, rushing through her task, and scurrying out. I smiled then chastised myself for baiting her. That kind of behavior was not going to help the situation.

    Hopefully, the date with Tawny would go well, or the tension between us would just keep rising. Speaking of tension, after my little display for my roommate, I was feeling that tension as a tingling between my legs. I put one hand against the wall, and the other slid down my body, coming to rest where it could help that tingle. Closing my eyes, I let a finger circle my clit as I conjured up the image of my mom’s sexy friend kneeling in the shower with her mouth pressed against my sex.

    “That’s it, Claire,” my voice encouraged in my imagination. “I’ll train you to be such a good pussy licker.”

    I moaned out loud as my fingers played the role of Claire’s imaginary tongue.

    “A little faster...good girl...aaaahhhh...almost there...”

    A quickly muffled squeak interrupted my impending orgasm. My eyes flew open to see Claire with her hand over her mouth, still staring at the hand wedged between my legs. No way was I going to act embarrassed.

    “What the fuck, Claire?” I yelled. “I don’t mind you watching, just don’t interrupt! Now you ruined it!”

    The shocked and confused look on her face was almost worth it. Almost. She stammered like she was going to apologize, but rushed out instead. Damnit, maybe I should give that clerk a call after all. I hadn’t intended to, but I was going to need a diversion. What was her name? Megan?

    I finished rinsing, shut off the water, and grabbed a towel. My original plan of wrapping myself and being modest got thrown into the floor with the wet towel. Once again, I was brazenly marching through Claire’s apartment without a stitch on. Let her be as uncomfortable as I was frustrated.

    “Look, I...,” she started to say until she turned and saw me.

    I ignored her and retrieved one of my new outfits from the closet. She recovered and continued.

    “I’m s..sorry for...you know...”

    I turned around, and she spun to look at the wall.

    “W..we should probably d..discuss how to have some privacy.” Her eyes glanced over at me and then back at the wall. “S..so that doesn’t happen again.”

    I stepped into my underwear, watching her fidget. It was cute.

    “Or you could stop being a prude,” I shot back.

    I stood straight and peered at her. She was still trying not to look at me, but at my words, she turned to face me, acting like my body had no effect on her. I smirked, noticing how much effort it was taking for her to focus on my face.

    “I’m not a prude!” Claire returned, indignant.

    Without breaking eye contact, I licked one finger and started to circle it around one nipple. The nub quickly hardened and became quite pronounced. Claire’s strained face held my gaze for a few seconds before relenting and staring right at my glistening tip.

    “Stop it!” she hissed.

    “Prude,” I smiled and gave her a kissy face.

    “Brat,” she mumbled at just a high enough volume for me to hear as she turned away to finish getting dressed.

    Chuckling to myself, I went back to my own task of getting dressed. For my first day, I had chosen a black, pleated A-line dress that came to mid-thigh with a bodice that looked like a cross between a vest and a corset. It had a double line of gold buttons from just below my breasts to my navel. Above the breasts was black lace that split, but then was tied with a bow around my neck. The three-quarter-length arms were puffy at the shoulders and just before the cuffs. To that, I added a black pair of fine fishnet hose with a subtle rose pattern, along with some black Mary Janes. Finally, some bold eyeliner ending in an upward swoosh on the outsides.

    I walked out to look at myself in the full-length mirror just outside the bedroom door. I was goth business sexy. Jenna Ortega, eat your heart out! This look was guaranteed to get attention. It said quirky but confident, just the image I wanted to propagate in this new life.

    Claire squeezed by me while I preened. She was already wearing part of the outfit I had convinced her to wear on her date that night. It was simple, but she looked good in it. The part that Claire was already wearing was a tan vest that fit her curves perfectly while showing a hint of cleavage. For work, she had matched it with a black pair of slacks, which would get swapped for a loose black miniskirt for the date. She had nice legs that I knew Tawny would appreciate, but convincing the older woman of that had taken some finesse.

    But that was later. Right now, I had to get through my first day at my first corporate job. Ha! Me, corporate! That was an irony that was not lost on me, but I was determined to make the best of it.
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    FORTY-FIVE MINUTES later, we were pulling into a parking lot beside a seven-story brick rectangle with windows. The only change in the architecture was a huge archway opening on the side of the building nearest to us. A passage went all the way through the building, making me wonder if the Hogwarts Express was coming through at some point.

    Claire must have seen my curiosity and explained.

    “This used to be a warehouse for some shipping company, I think. Train tracks went right through the building. Cool, huh?”

    “Yeah, cool,” I agreed without conviction.

    As we got out of the car and got closer, it looked like a restaurant had turned the area into outdoor seating and had even put a large stage across the gap. Okay, that was cooler.

    We went up a flight of external stairs, swiped a card, and ended up in a lounge area with TVs, couches, and even an arcade table.

    “You can come down here to get away when you have time unless some other company has reserved the space for some function,” Claire said. “This is a communal area for all of the tenants. We don’t own the building, we just lease the top two floors.”

    Claire angled away from the obvious path and sat down on one of the couches, indicating that I should join her. After I sat, a little curious, she shifted to face me more directly.

    “Okay,” she started, holding up her hands like she was about to apologize for something. “I need you to wait here for a few minutes before coming up.”

    My eyebrows rose, but I waited for her to continue.

    “While not strictly against the rules, hiring without a formal interview, and for a friend, is frowned upon.”

    “Oh, this just keeps getting better,” I grumbled, shaking my head and looking to the side.

    “So we just need to keep that part on the DL,” Claire continued, ignoring my comment.

    “Someone is going to see us driving away or arriving together,” I pointed out, exasperated.

    “Oh, yeah. I should have thought of that,” Claire said more to herself. “You’ll have to start taking public transit, I guess.”

    “What?!” Did I just hear what I thought I heard? “Oh, fuck no! Look, I’m all for public transit, but that’s not what this city has. What you’ve got is a bike trail someone decided to build a train on.”

    “Hey! That’s not true! We have a nice subway,” she retorted, but without conviction.

    I was fed up. Rising, I moved for the inner glass doors leading to the lobby.

    “Where are you...?” Claire said behind me, but I cut her off.

    “What floor is your office on?” I asked without turning around.

    “Seven, but I should...”

    “It will look even better if I get there before you.” I turned with my hand on the door. “You wait,” I ordered, not even trying to soften my tone.

    “But...,” was all I heard from Claire before the door was closing behind me.

    I rode the elevator up to the top floor. The doors opened to an interesting mix of modern furnishings and decor amongst large wooden beams that harkened back to the building’s use as a warehouse. Just to the left was a quarter-circle reception desk with an older but pleasant-enough-looking woman sitting behind it.

    “Can I help you?” she greeted as I approached.

    There was a slightly derisive tone as her eyes took me in, like she was sure I was in the wrong place.

    “Maybe. I’m here to start an internship with Claire Beechum.”

    “An intern?” The woman’s brows rose, and her tone changed to one much more welcoming. “I didn’t know we had an internship program. Well, I haven’t seen Claire come in yet. You’ll need to sign in, and I’ll need to print you a visitor badge anyway.”

    She lifted a binder onto the raised counter and handed me a pen.

    “Your name?” the receptionist asked with her hands poised over a keyboard.

    “Nyx...sorry, Angel Rodrigo, but I go by Nyx, N-Y-X,” I answered while filling in the ledger.

    The woman sighed but typed. Moments later, a printer came to life and spat out a stiff card with ‘Nyx’ in large bold letters and ‘Rodrigo’ in a smaller font below it. It was a small detail, but I appreciated what that implied about expecting people to be addressed by their first names.

    The woman slipped the card into a plastic sheath with a lanyard attached and handed it to me.

    “You can just have a seat...” she began when the elevator door opened, and Claire came out.

    “Oh, you’re on time,” Claire said, sounding surprised.

    Really? I glared at her but held my expression in check.

    “Yes, ma’am,” I intoned sweetly. “Can’t be late the first day.”

    “I see you’ve met Gloria,” Claire indicated the receptionist.

    “Yeah,” I acknowledged, “she’s been great.”

    The older woman gave us a smile that failed to reach her eyes.

    “Follow me, then. I’ll give you the tour and show you where your desk is,” Claire announced.

    She walked around a corner on the left, and I took a few quick steps to catch up. We went down a wide path with glass-walled offices on the left. Several eyes looked up and followed us for a few moments, but I ignored them.

    “These are manager offices,” Claire was saying as we passed.

    “Which one is yours?”

    “Oh, I don’t have an office,” she answered. “I prefer to sit with my team.”

    Just then, the corridor emptied into a huge open space. Even the ceiling stretched above us high enough for another floor, but was just open rafters of the same aged but sturdy wood as the rest of the frame. I could see clear to the other side of the building with just thick wooden columns spaced evenly through the room. While there were no walls, except on some rooms along two of the sides, the area was roughly divided by large whiteboards and corkboard panels.

    Where the managers we had passed all seemed to be dressed in business casual, the people in what I would learn was referred to as the ‘team area’ were all in jeans and T-shirts. I would have fit right in here! Why had Aunt Claire insisted I dress more professionally?

    “This is about a quarter of our development teams,” Claire continued. Gesturing along the wall to our right, she added, “And these are my teams.”

    Along the wall were three U-shaped configurations of desks, most of which had computer monitors, keyboards, and mice. From a quick estimation, each U contained six or so people. At hearing Claire’s voice, the group closest to us all turned around or looked up from their screens. They were mostly twenty-something men, but I noticed a few women as well. A couple of them gave us a wave.

    “This first pod is our mobile and web UI team, the one in the middle is our backend API group, and the last pod is our cloud and automation engineers,” Claire went on as though I would understand what she just said. She was wrong.

    “Uh, okay,” I responded, returning the waves with a raised hand.

    Just then, a woman came quickly from the corridor we had just exited.

    “Claire!” she exclaimed, relieved. “Peggy was looking for you earlier.”

    “Looking for me?” Claire’s eyebrows rose, and I got the impression that, whoever Peggy was, having her attention was not a good thing. “Hmm, okay. Uhh.” She looked at the small group closest, scanning the people. “I need someone to give Nyx here the tour.”

    A couple of the guys quickly volunteered, but Claire didn’t seem comfortable with them. Finally, she turned to the new arrival.

    “Rose, do you have the time to finish giving Ang...Nyx, the tour?”

    “Sure,” the girl chirped.

    I could already tell Rose was one of those annoyingly chipper people I tried to avoid. She was cute, though. A little shorter than me with a full figure and a round face that reminded me of a cartoon chipmunk. Her brown hair, pulled into two balls on her head like mouse ears, didn’t help. The pink streak through one side of her hair, along with her lip ring, gave me some hope that there was a little rebel behind the vivaciousness.

    “Nyx,” Claire said, turning to me, “this is Rose. Rose, Nyx.”

    We smiled at each other, and she gave me an excited little wiggly finger wave from her waist as she bounced once on her toes. I refrained from rolling my eyes.

    “Just leave her with HR,” she instructed Rose. “She still has forms to complete and a couple of mandatory trainings, but there’s no rush.”

    “Yes, Captain Claire,” the smaller woman said in a deep voice as she stood at attention and saluted.

    “Rose,” Claire glared but smirked nonetheless before turning back in the direction we had come from and walking away.

    The cute chipmunk girl grinned at me, then turned toward the small collection of people still watching us. She proceeded to introduce each person and their role on the team. We went to each of the three pods and repeated the introductions. A couple of people asked where I was from, and one person wanted to know which school I was graduating from. I answered with the truth, mostly, although I left off the part about having quit school.

    After the introductions with the team, Rose showed me a couple of the smaller conference rooms along the opposite wall, which had gaming consoles tucked under the large monitors. She explained that some of the engineers liked playing games during lunch or after work. Not really my thing, but neat.

    There was a bit of a lull in the conversation as we headed to the next point of interest.

    “I like your name,” Rose stated.

    “Oh, thanks!” I replied as we walked.

    “Greek goddess of the night, right?” she continued.

    I stopped and looked at her, genuinely impressed and surprised.

    “Yeah, that’s right! Almost no one ever makes the connection,” I complimented.

    “I was a real mythology geek in high school,” she giggled.

    We walked a few more steps, and Rose indicated a door on our right.

    “This is a unisex bathroom and shower. Some employees bike to work or do workouts on the equipment downstairs that I’ll show you in a bit. This makes that reasonable without annoying your coworkers with your funk.” She smiled at her own quip and opened the door.

    She was just going to show it to me, but I stepped past her into what would be considered an opulently large bathroom for one person. The wall to the left was mostly covered by a bank of lockers, only a couple of which had locks. To the right was a sink with a mirror and, a little further down, a toilet. Just past the toilet was a wall that partitioned off a spacious one-person shower. An assortment of towels hung outside the shower, looking like several people had just left their personal ones. Nothing said ‘family’ like a bathroom strewn with dirty towels.

    Rose seemed perplexed with my desire to see the inside of the room, but stepped in with me and let the door close behind us. She just rocked on her feet as I examined the place in more detail.

    Soon, the silence got to her, and she spoke up.

    “So, is Nyx your real name?”

    “Ha, no,” I answered, turning away from peeking into the still-damp shower. “My real name is Angel, but I’m going to have it legally changed as soon as I can.”

    Rose got a sheepish grin.

    “An angel and goddess. That seems appropriate,” she giggled nervously, her eyes connecting with mine briefly before darting away.

    I could have just acknowledged the compliment, at least I thought it was a compliment, and moved on, but something in her body language and voice told me I should draw her out a bit.

    “Oh, yeah? Why is that appropriate?” I prodded.

    Her eyes widened, not expecting me to pursue that line.

    “B..because...you’re so pretty,” her cheeks reddened. The poor thing looked like she had just admitted to some deep, dark secret that she was ashamed of. She looked away again, unable to maintain eye contact. “It...it was j..just a joke.” She looked back up, her nervous smile returning.

    “You think I’m pretty?” I asked as I stepped closer, but didn’t wait for an answer. “I think you’re pretty too.”

    Rose rolled her eyes and smirked, thinking I was teasing her.

    “Really,” I insisted.

    I closed the distance again and put my hands on her hips, spinning her to face the mirror. Rose squeaked softly, but didn’t resist. Looking over her shoulder at the image reflected there, I pressed softly against her back.

    “Look at that beautiful face,” I urged. She got a mischievous look and stared at me in the mirror. “The other beautiful face.” I winked.

    Her look softened and shifted to her own image. She didn’t seem convinced. In fact, her previously exuberant mood darkened.

    “I don’t see it,” she admitted in a whisper.

    “Can I prove it to you?”

    “Prove it? How are...?”

    My lips touched her neck and cut off her sentence. Rose held her breath, her brows furrowing, and watched as I moved a millimeter and kissed again. She took a halting breath and put her hands out to steady herself against the vanity. My lips parted, allowing the tip of my tongue to have access, and in response, Rose trembled against me.

    “Ohhhh,” she moaned.

    When my teeth grazed her skin, Rose’s eyes closed briefly. Then, suddenly, she was pulling away and turning to face me, her rear pressed back against the vanity, blocking any further escape.

    “Oh, my god, what are you doing? We can’t...”

    I stepped forward, trapping her, and placed a finger on her lips. Being shorter than me, her head tilted back to look up.

    “Shh,” I shushed.

    Fear and desire warred behind her eyes, giving me the time to lean in slowly and deliberately. Our lips pressed together with my finger between us.

    Then my finger was gone, and her apprehension melted. The smaller woman’s eyes closed, and the tension in her shoulders released. I was gentle, expressing my attraction with every tiny movement. Her teeth parted, inviting me in, but not taking the initiative. Accepting the invitation, I slipped my tongue into her mouth, finding hers waiting there to return my caresses.

    My fingers traced up her hips to her waist, where her T-shirt left the barest sliver of her midriff exposed. They touched her bare skin, causing the girl to tense slightly before relaxing again. I moved up another inch, a couple of fingers under her shirt, and stopped. There was no need to rush.

    Every touch can be erogenous if done right, if matched to the woman’s desires. Every muscle twitch, breath, and sound Rose made taught me about her needs.

    My hands were like feathers against her sides and around her back. Shifting slightly to the side, I slid my leg between hers and insinuated my thigh against her crotch. Her pelvis immediately responded by moving subtly against me. Yes, she wanted more.

    “Just take her,” Miriam’s voice in my head again. That was Miriam’s answer to everything: take control, don’t trust anyone but yourself, and leave them begging for more. That attitude had protected me for years since we met. “She wants you to. You can feel it.”

    I broke the kiss and let my lips trail down her jaw to her neck. Her head tilted to the side, giving me better access, and a soft moan escaped as I rewarded her. The girl’s whole upper body arched back over the sink, pressing her ample chest against mine. Whether she consciously knew it or not, Rose was offering herself to me, but this was not the right time.

    My lips slipped down to her sexy little earlobe and sucked it in. Her breath caught, and she shivered when I nibbled. I released it with a final slow lick and whispered.

    “You’re going to be at my apartment tonight,” I began.

    “W..what?” Rose replied, surprised and needing a moment to process. “I...I have to...” she stammered.

    “My roommate is going to be out,” I continued, ignoring whatever excuse she was trying to voice. “And I’m going to show you just how beautiful you are.” I let my voice go huskier. “I’m going to make sure you feel it - deep...deep down. As many times as it takes for you to believe it.”

    “O..oh, god,” the smaller woman groaned, her hips moving harder and faster against my leg.

    I stepped back just enough to break contact, leaving Rose disappointed and confused.

    “W..why’d you stop?” she asked, heat burning in her eyes.

    “Oh, sweetie, you deserve more than a quickie in a company bathroom.” I was pretty proud of myself for thinking up that line off the cuff.

    The truth was that I wanted her thinking about me for the rest of the day. I wanted her to wonder how good it could be and let that desire build.

    Reaching into the pocket of her jeans where I knew her phone was, I fished it out and held it up facing her.

    “Unlock your phone for me,” I ordered.

    I watched her face to see how she would react to me telling her what to do. Her bottom lip twitched, and she placed her thumb on the screen without hesitation.

    “Good girl,” I vocalized my thought. Fuck! That just slipped out.

    Too fast, Nyx, back off, I chastised myself, but I couldn’t let her see that. Instead, I focused on punching in my number to her phone and sending myself a text. I started to pull out my own device when I looked at her face. Rose had my lipstick smeared around her previously bare lips and some more down her neck.

    “Don’t move.” Another command, but a simple one. Get her used to taking orders.

    I grinned and stepped away just long enough to grab a few pieces of toilet paper. Back in front of the shorter woman and looking down at her cherub-like face, I used my fingers to gently spread my lipstick over her lips evenly.  It was almost as sensual as the kiss that left it there. I used the paper to wipe off the rest of the evidence of our interlude.

    Stepping back a little further, I aimed my phone at her as I brought up the new contact screen. Rose started to straighten, but I gave her the reproachful raised eyebrows stare.

    “I said, don’t move,” I reminded.

    The woman leaned back again, stretching her shirt over her breasts once more. Her cheeks flushed a little, and she took a halting breath. I smiled. Oh yes, Rose was going to be fun. I pointed the camera in her direction and gave her one more command.

    “Now seduce me.”

    There was a moment of fear in the girl’s eyes as she processed my request, then she licked her lips and bit one corner of her bottom lip. Her brows raised in the center, and she gave me a fantastic ‘fuck me’ look.

    SNAP.

    I took the picture that would be her avatar on my phone. My contact list was full of such images, some much more revealing than others. They were a source of pride, along with a dose of guilt.

    “Mmm, very hot,” I complimented.

    “Really?”

    I turned the screen to face her. Rose examined the picture and sucked in her lips, trying to hide a grin, but giggled a moment later. Even if for just that moment, she saw the sexy woman that I saw. The brightness in her eyes when she looked up at me put a warmth in my chest.

    “We should probably finish the tour, don’t you think?” I suggested.

     

    
     

    TWENTY MINUTES LATER, Rose slowed her pace as we approached the HR office.

    “This is HR,” she said reluctantly, indicating a door a couple of yards ahead of us.

    She fidgeted, unsure how to proceed but clearly wanting to say something. I pulled out my phone and texted her Claire’s address. Rose pulled out her phone when it buzzed and smiled when she saw the message.

    “Seven o’clock,” I told her. It wasn’t a suggestion.

    Rose blushed and nodded before rushing forward again through the door.

    I spent the rest of the day filling out electronic forms and taking online training. All this for an internship that paid almost nothing.

    At least there was a break for lunch. Rose came back and invited me to join the team at some nearby food trucks. Of the group, I was still the youngest, but not by a lot. They all seemed really nice. I got more than my share of attention from the guys, but they were all polite.  Even though I had no interest, it was cute watching them try to be suave while also trying to just appear friendly to their friends. Rose acted as my guide and stuck close, giving me a bit of a buffer that I appreciated.

    After lunch, it was back to mind-numbing training. I didn’t see Claire until I was released from training jail very late in the day.

    I found my own way back to the team area and found Claire at one of the desks at the edge of the center pod. She looked intense and tired. I didn’t notice until I was close that she was wearing wireless earbuds and talking to someone on her laptop. Out of view of the camera, she held up a finger to keep me from approaching, never moving her eyes from the device. Claire listened, nodding at whatever was being discussed and finally spoke up.

    “Absolutely,” she agreed with the unknown person or persons on her screen. “I will look into this, and we will do everything we can to make this right.” Another pause and a solemn nod. “Of course. Thank you.”

    With that, her mouse moved, and Claire closed her eyes. She took a deep breath before opening them up, removing her earbuds, and looking back up at me.

    “How was your day?” she asked.

    “I was going to complain about all the required training, but - it looks like I had a better day than you.”

    “Probably,” Claire conceded and stood up. About half of the people were already gone, but several coworkers were still well within earshot. “I think it’s time to go home. Why don’t we walk out together, and we can talk?”

    “Sure,” I said. Then, in a softer voice that only Claire could hear, “Besides, you have a date to get ready for.”

    My aunt’s eyes flew open wide.

    “Oh, yeah! I forgot about that!” she exclaimed, her mood immediately brightening.

     

    
     

    AFTER MAKING SURE THAT no one saw us getting into the same car, Claire and I drove the relatively short distance to her apartment. It seemed like about a mile and a half, which made me consider jogging it in the mornings and making use of that shower. That would also relieve the issue of the two of us always arriving together.

    I did not mention that Rose would be coming over while Claire was out on her date. With any luck, Claire and Tawny would hit it off and end up back at Tawny’s place. That was, if Aunt Claire could relax and come to grips with her own sexual needs. I felt that just being open enough to go on a date with another woman was a big first step.

    By 6:30, she had replaced her slacks with the loose black miniskirt and put on heeled sandals. Her perpetually wavy brown hair had a small braid coming from each temple and meeting in the back to form a single braid that trailed with the rest of her hair down to her shoulder blades. I had convinced her that she didn’t need much makeup and had helped her put on some light eye shadow and subtle lip gloss. With the vest accentuating her breasts and waist, she looked scrumptious, and I hoped Tawny would eat her up.

    When Claire finally exited the apartment, my mind turned immediately to my own guest who should be arriving within minutes. I looked around the place to make sure there weren’t any indications of who my ‘roommate’ was, but found nothing. There were some family pictures on the walls, even one of me, well, Angel, but none had Claire in them. Perfect.

    I took off the business-like dress and replaced it with a knee-length pleather skirt and a black corset. Finally, I put on a pair of knee-high black stiletto boots. I hadn’t brought much fetish wear with me, but this little ensemble could still pass outside of the bedroom, so it made sense to have it available.

    As I was zipping up the second boot, there was a quiet tapping on the door. If I hadn’t been in the living room, I wouldn’t have heard it.

    When I opened the door, Rose just stood there, her mouth open, looking me up and down. She had put on a tight peach-colored dress that looked like something you would wear to a nightclub, along with matching stilettoes. I wondered what she was expecting. Judging by the look on her face, it did not match up with what she was looking at.

    I let her gawk for a few more seconds before addressing her.

    “Hi, Rose,” I said with a hint of seduction. Her eyes lifted, reluctantly, back to my face.

    “H..hi,” she squeaked.

    It looked like she might be thinking of bolting, then I saw a hint of her nipples make themselves known through her dress. As tight as the dress was, there was no way she was wearing a bra. I smiled, feeling like the proverbial spider luring the fly into my web.

    “Come on in,” I said, stepping back and leaving a path.

    She stepped through and past me, her hands clasped and pressed to her belly, massaging each other. Rose looked around as she slowly walked past the kitchen peninsula and into the living room.

    “Th...this is a nice place for downtown,” she said, turning back to me, her hands still fidgeting.

    “It’s not mine,” I admitted. “I’m staying with...a friend until I can get my own place.”

    I approached the shorter woman, slowly moving into her personal space. To her credit, she didn’t retreat, but she visibly trembled. I hoped it was adrenaline rather than fear. Her cute, round face continued to look up at me as my hands took hold of her waist.

    “Are you okay?” I asked

    “Y..yes,” she answered haltingly, her hands coming up to wrap around my forearms. She pulled gently, urging me closer.

    I let her press herself against me as I encompassed her midsection in my embrace.

    “I just,” she began, but paused, taking a deep breath. “I just wasn’t expecting...”

    When she didn’t finish her sentence, I prodded.

    “Weren’t expecting what?”

    “Y..you,” was all she said.

    Lifting onto her tiptoes, Rose brought her lips to mine and pressed them home. No movement, no probing tongue, just contact and warmth. It lasted several seconds until the girl lowered back down, still gazing deeply into my eyes.

    “Now that you have me alone in your apartment, what are you going to do with me?” Rose cocked her head to the side and gave me a sexy, innocent temptress look.

    There was a little vixen in there after all. I smiled and narrowed my eyes.

    “I’m going to show you what a sensual, beautiful woman like you deserves but has never gotten.” My voice was husky and confident. At the same time, my arms uncurled from around her, rising up to entwine my fingers with hers. “Tonight is all about you, Rose. Don’t try to reciprocate, alright?” I pulled her arms from my biceps, moved them to her side, and put her palms against her thighs. “Just let me lead, and you’ll be my whole world for the next few hours.”

    “Hours?” Rose whimpered, her eyes opening a little wider.

    “Or until you say the safeword,” I added.

    “What’s the safeword?”

    “I’m not going to tell you,” I winked.

    Rose started to laugh, then sucked in her lips to seal it in, but the corners of her mouth still curved up and her eyes twinkled.

    “Do you think you can do that? Let go and let me take over?” I asked.

    Her nipples were already as hard as rocks. I could tell because I could feel them through my corset just below my own breasts.

    Rose’s lips parted like she was going to speak, but then just nodded. I smiled down at her and curled my fingers around hers, balling them into fists that had a good handful of her dress clasped within. I twisted my torso side to side, knowing that the ribs of my bodice would flick her hard nubs in unison. The smaller woman’s mouth opened wider, and her eyes half closed as her breathing paused.

    “That’s my girl,” I whispered.

    Leaning down, I gave her a quick peck on the lips before stepping back and releasing her hands.

    “Take your dress off,” I gently ordered.

    Rose started to pull it off quickly, but I reached out and grabbed her wrists, putting her hands and the garment back where they were.

    “Slowly. You’re so sexy, Rose. Own it,” I coached.

    Several emotions flashed across her face at once, settling into a sultry stare that made my heart beat a little faster. Rose began to move side to side like a wave rolling through her body. One hand began to lift, showing her bare hip with a thin strap of white hugging its upper curve. Suddenly, that hand went back down, and the other made the same peeking motion. This time, however, it stayed up as the other rose again to reveal all of her shapely legs, hips, and lace panties.

    She turned slowly around while continuing to move like a flag in a gentle breeze. The panties were thongs, leaving a nicely proportioned rear dancing in front of me. I licked my lips and resisted the urge to reach out and grab it.

    The dress rose higher, letting me see the cutest sacral dimples just before Rose crossed her arms and turned back toward me. The garment had reached her breasts, which were getting lifted as she continued to pull upward. They bounced free as the dress reached its limit, Rose stretching upward to get the thing over her head.

    Oh, my word!

    The peach material was flung toward the couch as Rose’s beaming face came back into view. Her body almost stilled as she hugged herself. After that erotic display, she reverted to the shy girl at the door, looking up at me with her eyes while keeping her head straight.

    “Was that okay?”

    I raised one eyebrow and chuckled.

    “Fuck, girl! I’m not sure if I’m ever going to be able to wear these panties again,” I exclaimed. It might have been an exaggeration, but I was most certainly making a stain in my underwear.

    Her smile grew, and I stepped up to her once more. Both of my hands went to a breast and captured a stiff nipple between knuckles.

    “Nnnnnggg,” the shorter woman moaned, hands going to her side with palms facing the floor. “Ooohhhh,” she breathed as my fingers began to scissor her nubs between them.

    I watched her face as it contorted with the sensation. Those looks were so erotic on her. I would be seeing a lot more of those tonight, I knew. Rose’s head tilted back, and I took the opportunity to capture her lips, too. My tongue pushed past her teeth to lay claim to her mouth. Caressing her tongue with mine, I countered every movement she made, forcing Rose to keep her tongue still while I had my way with it. Her hands came to my hips to steady herself.

    Letting go of her breast in my left hand, my fingers trailed up her collarbone to cradle the back of her neck. I pressed forward, making Rose step back until a wall blocked any further retreat.

    We continued to kiss for several more seconds before I pulled back. Rose was breathing heavily, and her cheeks were nice and rosy. I suspected mine were the same. Releasing her neck, my hand moved around to take hold of her chin. I just held it for a few moments, letting her feel my touch and that I was in control. Then I turned her head to the side, giving me an unobstructed path to her vulnerable neck. She whimpered softly, but there was no resistance.

    I leaned in slowly until my open mouth came into contact with her smooth skin. I could feel her pulse racing. Both of my hands let go and went to the side of her torso; I wanted all of her attention focused on my lips.

    I was slow and sensual, not kissing her neck, making love to it. I took my time. After five minutes, her body was trembling beneath my touch, and her thighs couldn’t seem to stay still.

    Kissing lower, I began to leave a wet trail down Rose’s chest. The pillowy feel of her breast came up to greet me as she took a deep breath. I gently nibbled above her areola.

    One of her hands came up, urging me lower, but I took hold of it and held it against the wall while I continued to tease all around her nipple. She tried to shift her body to get the hard little point into my mouth, but I moved with her. Finally, I gave the nipple a single quick flick and then stopped. The girl pouted and gave an exasperated whimper. I smiled and gently blew across her damp, sensitive erogenous zone.

    Looking up again, I opened my mouth wide and, excruciatingly slowly, lowered to encircle her nipple. Still, I kept my tongue back. Just as Rose was about to whine, I sucked in hard and pressed her nipple between my tongue and my upper palate. She gasped and jerked like I had given her an electric jolt.

    I sucked with varying pressure, letting her breast elongate, the sensitive tip sliding across my tongue and against the roof of my mouth over and over. Rose’s free hand slammed flat against the wall as she let out a series of moans coinciding with my rhythm. A couple of seconds later, her hand was between her legs, rubbing against the thin lace.

    I grabbed that hand and pressed it against the wall, as well. For my own comfort, I gripped both her wrists and moved their position so that Rose’s elbows bent and her palms faced out, one on each side of her shoulders.

    “I decide when you cum,” I announced, pausing my sucking. The statement was gentle, not accusatory or angry. “But I promise it will be worth it. Okay?”

    Rose nodded.

    “Say it, Rose,” I said, lifting my head to her level.

    “Y..you decide,” she started, then hesitated.

    “Decide what?”

    “You decide...when I cum,” she finished.

    To reward her, I quickly went to her other breast and sucked in hard, repeating the same treatment as the previous. Again, she jerked with the sudden sensation and began to moan.

    After a couple of minutes, I released her wrists and, as expected, she held them where they were, like I was still pinning them there. With a popping sound, I let her breast escape my suction only to be immediately held from underneath. From below, I held an ample breast in each hand. With a little manipulation, I forced them into a position where the nipples almost touched. In a practiced motion, I encompassed both of them in my mouth at the same time. This move was only good on women with large enough breasts, and I wasn’t sure until just that moment if it was going to work on Rose or not.

    My tongue flicked both nipples simultaneously, molars coming down just enough to squeeze without causing any pain. Rose squealed and stomped a foot, her head tilting back further.

    “Oh, my god...oh, my god,” Rose muttered and practically vibrated. She was on the verge and just needed a tiny push.

    My right hand let go of her breast and came to rest flat against her abs. Moving swiftly, it slid under the waistband of her panties. The girl was soaked. I could feel the wetness as much on the back of my hand as on my fingers. Her clit was easily located, poking out of its hood just begging to be stroked.

    I stroked.

    A little quake shot through her body from my fingers. A moment of calm followed as her moans rose in pitch, then she spasmed. Once, twice. It seemed like every time I touched her button, her body jerked.

    Rose started to go lower, sliding down the wall as her legs slowly lost their rigidity. I released my suction hold on her nipples but continued to massage her clit as I followed her descent to the floor. She still hadn’t moved her arms, apparently afraid I would stop if she did.

    Her climax was waning, so I gave her sex a gentle pat and knelt in front of her, smiling. Rose’s eyes were only half open, but she smiled back at me. Tiny tremors continued through her for another few seconds as her breathing came back to normal and she tentatively let her hands fall to her breasts. She lifted and looked at them like she was expecting them to be disfigured or something.

    “I’ve never...felt anything...like that,” she managed between breaths.

    One corner of my mouth raised knowingly.

    “That’s just the beginning,” I assured her, standing up and offering her my hand.

    Rose bit her lip and reached up, accepting it.

    
    
     

    


Chapter 6: Claire

     

    
     

    THE BUTTERFLIES THAT had started gently fluttering in my stomach on the way down the elevator were multiplying as I stood looking out the glass windows in the lobby of my apartment complex. As I watched for Tawny, part of me was convinced she just wouldn’t show. Why would such a beautiful young woman want to spend time with a woman in the latter half of her thirties? This was probably some prank.

    Tawny was a waitress I’d met while tagging along with my niece to the bar just a few minutes' walk from my apartment. She was smart and energetic and pretty. As a waitress, Tawny met and flirted with dozens of people every day, so why would I think that she would be interested in me?

    ‘Stop it, Claire,’ I told myself. You are a good-looking woman with a witty...well...a sometimes witty and fun personality! I had always been plagued by impostor syndrome, especially when it came to relationships. Looking back, that may have played a part in some of my previous failures. I hadn’t felt I deserved them, and ended up sabotaging myself. Of course, there was also the complete lack of a spark in my last three relationships, all men, and now here I was about to go on an actual date with another woman!

    The butterflies were having a dance party.

    I was pulled from my spiralling thoughts when Tawny pulled up outside. She gave me a smile and a wave that mutated my butterflies into grasshoppers. Tawny’s light-brown hair, which I had previously only seen in a ponytail at the bar, was down and resting on her shoulders.

    She was here. For me.

    I took a deep breath and left the building. My smile was genuine as I returned the wave and jogged out to hop into the passenger’s seat of Tawny’s car, a silver Honda Civic. She had on ankle boots, a tight pair of jeans, and a gray sleeveless crop top that hugged her upper body like a second skin.

    “You look amazing!” Tawny said as I settled into the seat.

    I got a huge grin, genuinely flattered by her praise, then crossed my left leg over my right, letting the black miniskirt ride up a bit and giving her a good view of my bare thigh. It wasn’t a conscious deliberation; I just did it. That was a little surprising, as I am not usually one to overtly tease, but seeing Tawny’s eyes trace my leg gave me a naughty thrill.

    “Thank you,” I replied, accepting the compliment. “So do you.”

    I let my eyes wander down her form as well. That was deliberate. When my gaze returned to her face, she had a shy smirk and was tucking her hair behind her ear. Was she...nervous?

    After an awkward moment of the two of us just looking at each other, Tawny put the car in gear and looked back at the road before pulling away from the curb.

    “Where are we going?” I asked once we were on the road proper.

    “Have you been to Central Station recently?” Tawny answered with her own question. “Since all the new developments were done?”

    While still technically in the downtown area, Central Station was in the opposite direction from where I usually went between my apartment and work. It used to be the main hub for the large number of trains that used to go through the city. It hadn’t hosted trains for decades and had been turned into a shopping mall at some point. Last time I was there, most of the shops were closed, and the place looked like it was going out of business, except for a nice seafood restaurant and a train museum that were still hanging on.

    In the last couple of years, there had been a ton of construction in the area, so I completely avoided it. I had noticed that a Ferris wheel had recently been added, though. That was pretty hard to miss, and I had heard about them putting in an aquarium.

    “I have not!” I responded with a smile. “I’m anxious to see what’s been done!”

     

    
     

    IT ONLY TOOK US ABOUT ten minutes to get there. I asked about how the bar was doing, and she asked me about my job, but we didn’t have a lot of time to really settle into a conversation.

    That changed as we were seated at the seafood restaurant. I kept talking about my work, mainly because I didn’t know what else to say, and Tawny just listened like it was the most interesting story ever. I knew it wasn’t, and finally tried to get her to talk about herself.

    “This is boring even to me,” I admitted. “Tell me about your work. I bet you have some great stories!”

    “I might,” Tawny chuckled, but didn’t immediately volunteer anything.

    “Well?” I prodded. “Tell me about something surprising.”

    “Hmm,” she looked up momentarily in thought. “Okay,” she said, looking back at me with a smirk. “I’m pretty sure there was this couple a few weeks ago humping in one of our booths.”

    Tawny said it like it was nothing, but my eyes flew open.

    “Really? Just right out in the open?”

    “Oh, they weren’t being obvious, but I think that’s why they were having fun with it,” she began. “They were in one of the side booths, and the woman was straddling the guy's lap. She had on this miniskirt that I could tell was pulled up in the back.” Tawny leaned closer across the table and lowered her voice. “When they thought no one was looking, they were both grinding and making some very...telling faces.”

    “Oh, my god!” I exclaimed in a whisper. “And you guys didn’t throw them out?”

    “They weren’t bothering anyone. And I get it. Sometimes, the danger of getting caught can be a real turn-on. Haven’t you ever had semi-public sex?” my date asked in an even lower voice.

    At the same moment, I felt something touch the side of my calf. It rubbed gently up and down. I froze for a moment, then realized it was Tawny’s foot. It was just a touch, but paired with her words, I was suddenly very conscious of the eyes around us.

    ‘Play it cool, Claire,’ I thought. Don’t react and don’t look around. Instead, I forced myself to relax, smiled sweetly, and called her bluff.

    “Is that a question or a suggestion?” I answered, peering deep into her beautiful eyes.

    Tawny got a huge grin and sat back up straight, removing her foot from my leg.

    “Maybe we’ll just have to see where the night takes us,” she quipped.

    I was saved from having to respond when the waiter approached with our drinks. The rest of the meal was spent chatting. At first, we were both a little stiff, but the more we talked, the more relaxed and friendly we became.

    I’ve been on my share of first dates, and this one was going pretty well after some initial nerves had calmed down. I was captivated by her smile and her laugh, and was disappointed when the waiter approached toward the end of the meal.

    “Will this be separate checks or together?” he asked.

    In my head, he was asking, “Are you two friends or lesbians?” The thought was humorous, and I had to stifle a snicker. My attention was suddenly drawn, however, to the feathery touch of Tawny’s pointer finger stroking my own across the table.

    “One check,” Tawny responded. She grinned seductively at me before looking back at the waiter.

    A warm tingle radiated from my finger, progressing unhurriedly down to my sex. She had answered the waiter’s spoken query as well as the one in my imagination quite definitively, and my body responded.

    The waiter didn’t react other than to hand Tawny a payment device. Curse the man! She had to stop touching me to take it and pay. I took a deep breath and reluctantly pulled my hand off the table.

    “You didn’t have to pay,” I offered more as a courtesy.

    My date cocked her head and looked at me as she handed the machine back to the waiter.

    “I asked you out, so I pay. Those are the rules.” 

    I was expecting that answer and was prepared.

    “Then let me buy dessert,” I said.

    “I thought you were dessert,” Tawny replied with a husky voice. Immediately, her eyes went wide, and she covered her face with her hands. “Oh, my god, I can’t believe I said that out loud! I am SO sorry!”

    After a moment of shock, a wave of mirth bubbled up, and I burst out laughing. My own hands flew to my mouth to muffle the giggles.

    A few seconds later, I regained my composure and reached over to pull one of Tawny’s hands from her still-covered face. Both hands came down to the table as I urged one away. Her face was bright red, and there was embarrassed fear in her eyes.

    “I am so sorry,” she repeated. “I’m just nervous and...and sometimes I say stupid things when...” Her voice trailed off.

    I gave her my most reassuring look and squeezed her arm. Why was she getting nervous?

    “Why are you nervous? I’m already nervous enough for the both of us,” I admitted.

    We both smiled and chuckled.

    “I mean, you’re this gorgeous, super successful business woman, and I’m a waitress!” Tawny continued.

    Me, gorgeous? I was no troll, but I don’t think anyone had ever called me ‘gorgeous.’ If she was flattering me just to get into my pants...it...would probably work.

    “Me?” I retorted, letting my surprise show. “I hadn’t considered being with a woman since college until the day I came to your bar.”

    “Really?” Tawny gave me a lopsided grin.

    I hadn’t lied, but I left out the part about how my goddaughter had actually been the woman who lit that flame earlier that day. It was also my goddaughter who had written my number on the check, which had practically pushed me into her arms.

    “Uh-huh,” I nodded.

    My date’s nervousness melted away, and she rose quickly. She grabbed my hand, pulling me upright. The sudden movement surprised me, but soon we were walking briskly out of the restaurant hand-in-hand.

    As we exited, we came out on the inside of the larger establishment. It looked like any 90s mall if the mall had been built in the 30s with nothing but bricks. It still had the feel of an old train station, but with modern shops.

    Most striking, however, was the view directly above us as a boy curved over our heads, hanging from a rail in a sturdy harness. A good portion of the second floor at this end of the station was filled with a rope course that was mostly in midair.

    I felt a tug on my arm and realized I had slowed down to look up. Seeing my gaze, Tawny stopped and looked up as well.

    “Pretty cool, huh?” she commented before pulling me forward again across the concourse. “Let’s go!”

    “Where are we going?”

    She turned around, walking backwards, and pointed up with her other hand. “Up there!”

    “Tawny, I...” I started, but then cut myself off. I didn’t want to spoil the date or make her think I wasn’t adventurous. ‘It’s perfectly safe,’ I told myself as my eyes drifted back up to the maze of thin beams and other obstacles I couldn’t quite comprehend from here.

    A few minutes later, we were being handed substantial-looking harnesses that we would need to connect to a safety rail for the duration. It made me feel quite a bit safer just looking at the thing. I also had no idea where all those straps needed to go. Tawny, on the other hand, must have done this before. She was into her harness like she was pulling on a pair of overalls.

    I tried to follow her motions, but just ended up getting myself tangled. The waitress sucked in her lips to keep from laughing, but I saw her mirth at my predicament.

    “May I...?” Tawny offered, gesturing to the tangle of straps.

    I pulled my hands away and held them up to give her access. She had me step out, made some adjustments, then turned it and had me step into what must be the leg straps. In my already short skirt, the straps further pulled it up despite my attempts to pull it down as much as possible.

    I kind of lost focus on my skirt when Tawny’s fingers slid up my thigh along with the leg straps. I’m not even sure she realized what she was doing; she didn’t seem to be trying to feel me up, but I felt the blood rush to my face nonetheless.

    Oblivious to my reaction, she stood up and helped me get the shoulder straps positioned. Finally, the brunette pulled the two ends of a chest strap together just under my breasts. As she did, the back of her knuckles brushed against the underside of my breasts. This time, she knew exactly what she was doing, and her eyes flicked up to mine to see if I noticed. I raised one eyebrow and gave her a smirk.

    There was a click as the buckle locked into place, and Tawny stepped back.

    “Turn around, let me check the back,” she suggested.

    I turned, facing away from her, and could feel her eyes on my legs and rear.

    “Very nice,” she said just loud enough for me to hear. Then, louder, “I mean, yeah, that looks right.”

    My brows rose, and I almost laughed, but held it in. Instead, I whirled around and put my hands on my hips.

    “Were you looking at my ass?” I accused with exaggerated indignation.

    Tawny put on a tight-lipped grin and a hungry look.

    “What if I was?” she shot back.

    “Hm. I just wanted to make sure,” I said flatly, no hint of accusation. “I didn’t want you to miss it.”

    I turned back around quickly, wiggled my rear at her, and headed for the stairs leading up to the start of the course. Behind me, I heard Tawny laugh before following.

    At the bottom of the spiral stairs was a place to hook your harness into a rail system and a person there to make sure you did it and that the thing was locked. The attendant explained that once locked in, there was no way to unlock it until you came back down.

    At the top of the stairs, however, I came up short as the reality of what I was about to do struck me. Going away to my left was a wall with brightly colored hand and foot holds like one of those indoor rock climbing walls. It went for a few meters before you got to another platform. There was NO floor! I could look all the way down to where people were walking into the building way below me. Directly ahead was what looked like a balance beam from gym class, except it, too, was suspended in mid-air.

    I didn’t think I was afraid of heights until I stepped toward the balance beam and looked over the edge. Big mistake! I stepped back right into Tawny.

    “Mmm, throwing yourself into my arms already?” she joked.

    “I...I don’t think...I’m not sure I can do this,” I admitted.

    “Hey, hey,” she said soothingly. “You’re completely safe. Look.”

    Tawny lifted her feet off the ground. She lowered about an inch and then just hung there.

    “See? You can’t fall. These things can hold like 600 pounds a person,” she explained. “There is no way your waif-like body is going to put any strain on these things at all.” She lowered her feet and stepped away from me. “Go ahead, you do it.”

    I let the harness take my weight and lifted my feet up like I was sitting in a chair. There was no give at all, not even a little. It did make me feel a bit better.

    “You okay?” Tawny asked.

    “Yeah,” I replied, putting my feet down and stepping back toward the beam. “I can do this,” I said more to myself than her.

    I stepped onto the plank, only an inch or so larger than my foot on each side.

    “I can’t do this!” I breathed, stepping back off.

    “What if I go first?” my date offered. “Come on, back up and let me get in front of you.”

    That’s when I noticed that there were little sections of the rail that diverted off to another parallel rail for just a couple of feet before rejoining the main trunk. Tawny moved her harness support onto one of those parallel sections, let me get behind her, then moved in front of me.

    Like she was walking down the street, Tawny strolled out to the middle of the balance beam and turned around to face me. She was so graceful and elegant. Suddenly, I realized I was not thinking about the height, only of the beautiful woman I was with.

    She beckoned me forward with a soft smile.

    “Eyes on me, Claire,” she coached, like I could possibly look anywhere else.

    My fear wasn’t gone, but it was diverted.

    “Come on. Come to me.” Tawny rolled her shoulders at me. Her poise, her confidence, that alluring look...my god, she was hot.

    I took in a breath and stepped out onto the beam a second time with my arms held up beside me for balance. This time, my gaze was on my date. My motions were careful but grew more sure with each step. Faster than I expected, I was almost to her, my goal.

    Wait, she’s walking backward. I felt momentarily betrayed, then realized what she was doing. I could only marvel at this for a moment before concentrating on my own feet.

    Before I knew it, she was standing on the platform, and I had only a couple more steps to reach her. This time, she didn’t retreat, moving back just enough to give me space.

    As I got to the end of the beam, I rushed onto the solid floor and into Tawny’s waiting arms. Relief, joy, exhilaration, and desire all mixed in my emotions. We hugged like long-lost lovers, and I kissed the side of her face over and over, not even thinking about the fact that this was just our first date.

    Did she plan this? No. There was no way she could have known my reaction. Planned or not, I was having a strong reaction to her strength, her confidence, and her body pressed against mine.

    “Sorry,” I apologized, pushing away from her after realizing how presumptuous I was acting.

    “For what?” Tawny replied, moving a fraction closer.

    Was she going to kiss me? A breath passed in silence, our eyes locked, then she turned and headed to the next obstacle, a round, padded beam that rotated if you weren’t perfectly balanced.

    The next twenty minutes or so were a mix of excitement, arousal, and terror, often all at the same time. Tawny coached me through several of the impediments, including one section that was just open-air. You had to lift your feet and just let gravity take you on a curving ride over the center of the causeway, like on a zipline.

    I got more comfortable as we went, but I still let Tawny talk me through. It felt curiously sexual to follow her instructions and get rewarded with her holding me to her at the end. It felt nice to lean on her and let her lead. It was similar to how I felt with Nyx, but Tawny was more gentle. She was lowering me gently into the water while Nix felt more like throwing me into the deep end.

    I was disappointed when we reached the end of the course. After being released from the rail, Tawny asked if she could help me get out of the harness. I really didn’t need her help, but I agreed anyway. She wasn’t quick, taking her time, especially on the chest strap and pulling me out of the leg holes.

    We sat on a bench just outside the entrance to the rope course, still feeling the adrenaline.

    “What now?” Tawny asked.

    I scooted closer so that our hips touched and turned to her, our faces just inches apart.

    “I think I still owe you dessert,” I said in my best come-hither voice.

    My date’s eyes widened in what I interpreted as an ‘Oh really?’ look. Without looking away, I pointed to an ice cream shop across from us that I had noticed a couple of minutes ago. Tawny’s head turned in the direction of my point, and her shoulders drooped before she smirked and shook her head.

    “Yeah, okay, you little tease,” she chuckled.

    I winked at her and took her hand as we headed into the shop. This was probably the best any of my first dates had gone, and I didn’t want it to end, but after this weekend, I was also worried about leaving Nyx alone too long to her own devices. After telling Tawny about my practically forced roommate and my concerns, she also seemed disappointed but drove me home without a fuss.

    
    
     

    


Chapter 7: Claire

     

    
     

    WE PULLED INTO A PARKING spot in the garage connected to my apartment building. Tawny shut off the car and turned to me.

    “I...really enjoyed tonight,” she said. “A lot. Could we, you know, do this again?”

    My heart leapt! As much fun as I had had, I was still a little uncertain whether Tawny had the same feeling. I smiled and nodded. Licking my lips, I leaned toward her, giving an invitation.

    The brunette put a hand behind my head and met me in the middle. Our lips touched, and we were immediately in a passionate kiss. There was no tentative feeling each other out. Her tongue met mine, and we were devouring each other. My heart was racing, my nipples hardened and rubbed against the material of my vest, and butterflies danced under my skirt.

    I lost track of time, so I don’t know how long it was until I felt Tawny’s hand move to the top of my chest and stop. One of my hands went to her thigh and squeezed to tell her it was okay. Her hand drifted lower, reverently cupping my breast, just holding it, feeling its weight. When she squeezed, I moaned into her mouth. She took the opportunity to disengage from my lips and moved to my neck.

    Neck kisses are one of my big weaknesses, and she was hitting every nerve just right. I trembled and moaned again as her teeth and tongue dragged sensually across my skin. I knew at that moment that I was lost. Never had I been so easy on a first date, but Tawny could put her hands wherever she wanted, and I would welcome it.

    Her hand left my chest, and I could tell without looking that she was unbuttoning my vest. I ached with the anticipation of her hands on the bare skin of my breasts. Both my hands nestled into her light-brown hair, encouraging her, and my head tilted back more.

    The last button released, and cool air swept up my body as the vest parted.

    Just then, the elevator opened just a few meters behind us. Damnit! Why hadn’t we thought to park away from one of the entrances?

    We separated quickly, and I closed my vest around me. A man walked right behind the car and certainly saw the two of us sitting there if he was paying any attention at all.

    There was a long silence even after the man left, where we both just looked at the concrete wall out the front windshield.

    “Whew,” I exhaled. “Um...maybe I should go check on my goddaughter.”

    I started rebuttoning my vest, noting how incredibly hard my nipples still were. Feeling a bit risque, I only buttoned a couple at the bottom and left the rest open.

    “Yeah, sure,” Tawny replied, still breathing heavily. Turning to me, she asked, “Can I call you?”

    I paused with my hand on the door handle and smiled at her.

    “Please call me,” I answered.

    I leaned toward her quickly. Again, she met me in the middle, and we kissed briefly. Reluctantly, I opened the door and exited.

     

    
     

    THE KEY WAS ALREADY in the lock when I faintly heard a woman’s voice from inside. I paused and listened more closely.

    “Oh, my god! I’m going to cum again!” the voice exclaimed.

    That’s not Nyx, I realized. I probably should have just turned around, but the thought didn’t occur to me at the time. It was my apartment, after all, and, well, I was so horny that my libido was doing most of the thinking.

    Doing my best to be quiet, I unlocked the door and slowly swung it open. I managed to close it behind me with just a faint click. Removing my shoes, I set them softly by the door.

    “Did I say you could cum, you greedy little slut?” That was Nyx’s voice, but there was something else. Something powerful and dominant dripped from the words that I had never heard before, most certainly not from Nyx.

    To my surprise and shame, that power latched onto my already aroused state and grabbed hold of my sex like a physical hand. I covered my mouth to stifle the moan that almost escaped.

    “No!” came the strained response. “AAAHHH...p..please...PLEASE!”

    “Please, what?”

    Who was that with Nyx? The voice sounded familiar, but it was so strained and desperate that I couldn’t recognize it. I edged into the kitchen. There should be a view of the bed from the far side.

    “Please, may I...may I cum?”

    As I crept further, the upper body of a woman on her elbows facing toward the headboard came into view. It was Rose! One of her hair buns was completely out, letting her hair fall to her shoulders, while the other was barely hanging on. Her face was a mix of strain and ecstasy, and her whole body rocked forward every second from what looked like a steady, hard impact. My eyes were drawn to the curve of her full breasts, undulating with the rhythm, even with them partially pressed into the mattress. Her whole body glistened with sweat.

    “Who are you asking, pet?” Nyx prodded.

    Rose whimpered as her body was tossed forward even harder.

    Even knowing how wrong it was for me to be peeping on them, I couldn't stop myself. I had to get a better angle.

    “OOOOHHH, fuuuuuck!” Rose called out. “M..my G..goddess! PLEASE...my goddess, please let me cum!”

    I had never heard Rose cuss; I didn’t know that she knew how. Then again, I had never seen her naked either, so I guess there is a first time for everything.

    Rushing quietly, I moved around the kitchen peninsula and peeked around the door frame. My friend’s daughter was wearing only a black corset, knee-high pleather boots, and a black strap-on dildo that was repeatedly disappearing inside of Rose’s stretched opening. I had an intellectual understanding of what a strap-on dildo was, but I had never seen one in the flesh, so to speak. The sight almost made me fall backward, but I caught myself.

    “Good girl,” Nyx said in a sweet lilt. She reached forward and took a handful of the smaller woman’s hair, pulling back to make Rose’s head tilt up. “Now cum for your goddess. Cum for me, Rose.”

    My coworker’s mouth opened in a silent scream as her body started to shake. Her hands gripped the bedspread, and her toes curled. The silent scream slowly became an audible wail rising in pitch until her whole body jerked hard.

    Rose convulsed and started to fall forward, but Nyx grabbed her hips and kept her in place while continuing to slide the rod in and out of the orgasming woman. With the short-haired woman letting go of her hair, Rose’s face fell all the way to the bed, her arms no longer trying to hold her up.

    “That’s it, don’t hold back,” Nyx encouraged. “Just let go and keep riding it.”

    Rose’s body, which had started to settle, shook again, and her eyes closed. She was no longer a participant in the act, merely a recipient. Nyx slowed down but kept thrusting into her as the smaller woman’s body continued to quake periodically. Were those each separate orgasms or one long one? I couldn’t tell.

    At some point, without realizing it, I had slipped a hand into my vest and the other under my skirt. Watching Rose cum so hard for so long had me incredibly aroused.

    Then Nyx pulled her hips back. My eyes were locked on the black dildo as she slowly removed it. The thing didn’t look abnormally thick, but, oh, my god, it just kept going! When the head finally popped out, and it dangled from Nyx’s mons, all I could think about was that all of that had been inside tiny little Rose.

    When my niece started to move off the bed, I got scared and retreated before I could be discovered. The last thing I saw was Rose falling onto her side, exhausted, but with a blissfully satiated expression. That was the image that stuck with me. I was jealous; I wanted that expression, that complete and utter release. I wanted to be happily exhausted and wake up with my lover beside me. I wanted...to...to be...dominated...like that.

    The realization sent chills through me, and all I could think about was how I shouldn’t be here. I should be with Tawny right now rather than here spying on my twenty-year-old roommate.

    I tiptoed back to the door, grabbed my shoes, and let myself back out. It was still before nine o’clock, so I called Tawny from the parking garage.

    “Claire?” she answered, confused. “What’s up? Are you okay?”

    “I’m fine,” I assured. “I’m sorry for calling this late. I’m just...um...are you still hungry for dessert?”

     

    
     

    TWENTY MINUTES LATER, I was pulling into the short driveway of a pretty house in one of the more desirable neighborhoods just outside of the downtown area. Was this really where Tawny lived? I double-checked the map on my phone and the address that she had texted me. This looked like the right place.

    Somewhat nervous that I was still missing something, I went to the door and brought my hand up to knock just as the door opened. Tawny stood there wearing only an oversized T-shirt that left her legs almost completely on display.

    “H..hi,” I mumbled, unsure how to start.

    “Hi,” Tawny said.

    There was an awkward pause, then the waitress blinked.

    “Um, please, come in!” She moved back and to the side while gesturing. “I was just about to climb into bed and read a bit when you called.”

    “Oh? What are you reading?” I asked as I stepped inside. My brain was on automatic and latched onto something, anything, to say.

    Tawny sheepishly chuckled and looked away.

    “It’s...a paranormal romance.”

    “A what? What’s a paranormal romance?” I was genuinely curious; I’d never heard of that.

    Tawny grimaced like she was afraid I was going to ask that.

    “Hey, do you want a drink?” she said, changing the subject instead of answering my question.

    That’s when I realized that I was making small talk and avoiding what brought me here in the first place.

    “Um...no. Thank you,” I answered. “I...”

    I what? My insides were twisting, but it still didn’t surpass the burning need that had been building all night. What I wanted was for her to rip my clothes off and take me.

    “I need you. Right now,” was all I said.

    “Are you sure?” Tawny replied, looking a little confused. “I thought after you made the excuse that you needed to check on your goddaughter, that you weren’t ready for that.”

    “NO!” I exclaimed, then softened my tone. “No, I really did need to check on her.” Visions of Nyx’s twenty-year-old body thrusting a dildo into the orgasming Rose flashed through my head. “Well, I thought I did. She’s an adult, and I shouldn’t have...” My words trailed off, not sure how to end that statement.

    Tawny gasped, her eyes going wide.

    “You caught her with someone, didn’t you?” she smirked.

    I grimaced and nodded. It was my turn to be embarrassed. The waitress’s eyes bore into me, searching mine.

    “And it turned you on,” she teased, taking a step toward me.

    I didn’t answer; I just stood there watching her cat-like motions as she approached. I was suddenly aware of my breathing and the increasing thump of my heart.

    “Were you hoping we could pick up where we left off in the car?”

    She was right in front of me now, fingertips touching the back of my wrists and slowly moving up my arms. Where she touched, she left a wake of sensual warmth that lit up my brain, forcing me to hyperfocus on the sensation.

    In silence, those fingers slid up my biceps to my bare shoulders, over the vest material to my neck, and then followed the material into the deep V between my breasts. She smiled at me, then looked down where she started unbuttoning my vest for the second time that night. I could tell that my body was already responding, and I could feel the material rub softly against my nipples.

    She moved slowly, but without effort. Each button released, exposing another patch of my torso. A finger would trail down until it reached the next latch, and the process would repeat. Tawny was in no hurry; we were no longer in a parking garage like two teenagers.

    I put my hands on her hips, letting one slip further back onto the upper curve of her rear. I was expecting to feel the outline of her panties, but it was perfectly smooth. Was she naked under the shirt? It shouldn’t have been surprising, but something about that thought made it even sexier.

    As the last button came undone, I looked down to see Tawny pull the two halves of the vest aside, putting my whole upper body on display just for her. My nipples stood out proudly and practically reached for her. Her palms touched the bare skin at my waist and started parting the vest further as they rose up my torso, over the curve at the sides of my breasts, and up to my shoulders. She paused there with her hands resting on me and looked into my eyes.

    Our lips met just as her hands swept to the side and pushed the garment over my shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. The feel of our breasts pressed together with just her T-shirt between us put my own hands in motion to reach down below the hem. I lifted her shirt up, our lips separating only long enough for me to pull it over her head and arms.

    There is something exquisite about feeling another woman’s naked chest melding with your own. I hadn’t felt that since I was Nyx’s age, and I just wanted the moment indelibly burned into my brain. Our hands roamed freely over each other’s bodies as our kiss went on and on.

    After an unknown amount of time, the desire to kiss more of her took over, and I moved my mouth to her neck. Tawny lifted her head and sighed as I kissed and nibbled my way around and then down across her collarbone.

    I reached her breasts and paused, getting my first visual of this incredibly alluring woman. They were bigger than mine and perfectly shaped, with dark areolas around deliciously protruding pink nipples. I hefted one in my hand before reverently reaching out my tongue to circle the tip.

    “Ohhhh,” Tawny moaned above me, her eyes closed and her hands cradling my head.

    I glanced up and watched her face as my lips engulfed the nipple and I started to gently suck. Fingers gripped my scalp harder, and her mouth silently opened. Inwardly, I smiled, enjoying the effect I was having on her. On the other side, my hand was filled with her other breast, its nipple pinched between knuckles as I kneaded it. My own body was heating up as her pleasure became my pleasure.

    Switching sides, I took her other nipple into my mouth and repeated the motions in the way I would have enjoyed. I was rewarded with Tawny’s vocalizations.

    “Ohhh, Claire, that’s so nice,” she managed between labored breaths.

    Some other time, I could have spent hours just worshiping her breasts, but I wanted to give her more. More than I had ever given to anyone. I had never been a fan of oral sex. I had come close with a few guys because I knew they expected it, but it always grossed me out too much to go through with it, and I’d never gotten that far with any of the women I experimented with in college. At that moment, however, for reasons I could not understand, I wanted nothing more than to be on my knees between her legs and giving her the most pleasure I possibly could. Far from being grossed out by the idea, I longed to have her essence filling my mouth and rolling over my tongue.

    With my fingers continuing to play with her nipples, I kissed my way down her belly, slowly making my way to my knees. Her pubic hair was impeccably trimmed. My lips lingered in the soft down of her small triangle, and I kissed it before moving lower.

    Directly in front of my eyes was the most beautiful vulva I had ever seen. The lips were like a fancy robe showing hints of the treasures beneath while draping perfectly over the sexy form within. At the top, I could make out the barest tip of her clit beginning to poke out of its protective hood.

    The urge to bury my face between her legs was almost overwhelming. Lack of experience, however, about exactly what I was doing, held me back. I looked up again into Tawny’s soft eyes, my uncertainty playing across my face. She recognized my look and stroked my hair.

    “Just take a lick first,” she guided. “Get used to the taste.”

    I leaned forward and stretched out my tongue. The tip flicked across her clit, causing Tawny to gasp.

    “I guess that’s one place to start,” she giggled.

    I got the suggestion of sweet and tangy, but not enough to really judge. So, committing myself, I ran my tongue down between her slit, splitting her labia and letting her arousal fill my senses. It was like diluted strawberry schnapps, and just like an alcoholic beverage, I got a little light-headed. I needed more!

    “Do you like it?” Tawny asked.

    I nodded without breaking contact.

    “Then, when you’re ready, go a little further down and wiggle your tongue inside me.”

    With her instruction, a little tingle started at the top of my head and moved down my spine. My pelvic muscles clenched involuntarily. My tongue dove further, and I inclined my head, trying to reach her hole. When I found it, my senses exploded. My hands moved down to her thighs to steady myself, and almost like she could sense my predicament, Tawny put a hand on each side of my head.

    She held me in place, and my disquiet settled immediately. This felt right. Safe. Comforting. Arousing. I let my mind focus on her, my tongue reaching deep and licking her walls.

    “That’s it,” she encouraged. “Ohhhmmm, just like that.”

    I kept going, trying to touch every part of her that I could reach. Tiny movements of her hands guided my explorations, and her continued vocalizations let me know that she was enjoying it. Then I felt her pulling me up.

    “Now my clit,” Tawny’s voice was husky, almost breathless. “Suck on it.”

    She moved my head where she wanted, and I dutifully pulled the little nub past my lips. I fumbled for a moment, unsure what to do next, then used the tip of my tongue to make circles around it.

    “OHHH, fuck yeah,” Tawny croaked above me. “Now a finger,” she ordered. “Put a finger in me!”

    I did as she said and slid my middle finger into her pussy easily. Her hips began to move with my thrusts while her hands kept my mouth lined up with her button.

    “Nnnnnggg, keep...going.” Tawny’s breathing was getting uneven as her orgasm built.

    On instinct, I started sucking her clit in and out while flicking it wildly.

    “OOHHH, SHIT!” she exclaimed, and I felt her thigh muscles contract under my palm.

    Part of me couldn’t believe what I was doing. I was going down on another woman, and I was going to make her cum! It was, quite possibly, the most erotic thing I had ever done.

    Tawny’s fingers gripped my scalp as her hips picked up the pace. She was fucking my finger and my face in a rhythm I could no longer match. I held my hand in place and just let her set the pace. Similarly, I couldn’t keep the suction on her clit with her moving like that, so I flattened my tongue and let her hump it however she wanted.

    Within seconds, the brunette leaned forward over me, her abs vibrating, her eyes closed tight. Tawny cried out in blissful release with her pelvis still thrusting into my face and digit in tiny, quick motions. That’s when I got a gush of her fluids coating my tongue and sliding toward my throat.

    I swallowed and relished the trickle of her intoxicating liquid sliding into my belly. I know it was in my head, but I was getting drunk on her. I felt giddy and near euphoric, even though she was the one who had climaxed. Another splash into my mouth, and I drank it up, my tongue starting to lick her folds again to get every last drop.

    Tawny’s whole body shook and broke contact. She was moving down. For a moment, I tried to move with her, but she was going to her knees in front of me and held my head in place. Before she even reached the floor, her lips pressed against mine.

    She kissed me with abandon, her tongue wrestling with mine for a full minute before separating and pressing her forehead to mine.

    “That was incredible, Claire,” she whispered, still a bit breathless. “Thank you.”

    She kissed me one more time, quickly, before letting go of my head for the first time in several minutes and sitting back on her heels. I bit my bottom lip as warmth and pride swept over me. Why hadn’t I done this a lot sooner?

    “I...liked it,” I smiled.

    I absently licked her residue off my lips as we looked into each other’s eyes. Then Tawny got a hungry look and stood up.

    “Your turn,” she announced and held her hand out to me.

    I took it without hesitation. The waitress pulled me to my feet and led me down a hallway to her bedroom. Spinning me around to have my back to the bed, Tawny looked me up and down before speaking.

    “Take your panties off.”

    My hands were already moving almost before I fully processed her statement. A moment later, I was throwing my underwear onto a nearby chair and standing again to find out what Tawny wanted next. Why was I being so passive? This was totally the opposite of my personality at work, but I couldn’t deny my desire to do exactly what she said.

    The woman took the step needed to close the distance, bringing up a hand to my chest. Suddenly, I was falling back onto the bed after a gentle shove. I was surprised but didn’t have time to dwell on it. Tawny crawled quickly up the bed to trap me between her and the mattress, my knees on either side of her hips.

    “Claire,” she began with our noses almost touching. “You ignite me. I don’t know how else to describe it. All night, I’ve been on fire and barely holding it together. I just want to engulf and consume you.”

    My lips quivered, and my heart melted. Maybe she said that to all the women in her bed, but I didn’t care. To me, it was poetry. I wrapped my legs around her waist and my arms around her head and pulled her down.

    “Consume me,” I whispered just before our lips folded together.

    Our bodies melded.

    The gentle woman I had made out with in her car was gone. In her place was an animal. She devoured my tongue until I thought she was going to suck it out of my head, then she was suddenly at my neck. Her hands had slipped behind my back and held me tightly to her. Teeth nibbled and lips sucked. Then I felt her pubic hair backed by her unyielding pelvic bone press down into my soft clit.

    “Ohhh..hhuuuhh,” my breathing caught within an involuntary moan.

    My hips rocked, trying to rub myself against her. Tawny’s lips moved lower while her arms lifted my upper body, making my back arch. At the same time, she matched my hip motion, adding to my stimulation.

    An image of Rose’s glistening, exhausted body popped into my brain, focusing on the large dildo attached to Nyx’s pelvis. Moving out slowly only to be thrust back in with a quick, hard stroke.

    Even without being inside me, the beautiful waitress was fucking me. In my head, Tawny’s grinding was matching the relentless pounding rhythm I had witnessed earlier. I met her thrusts and felt myself opening to her, my body begging to be taken.

    “Ohhhh, yessss, fuck me,” I muttered

    We held each other tightly as our lower bodies succumbed to animalistic need. I lost track of everything else other than the orgasm steadily building within my core.

    As I was just about to spill over, Tawny suddenly let go and pushed me back down on the bed. In one quick motion, she lifted one of my legs to her shoulder and straddled the other. The motion partially twisted me onto my side. A moment later, I watched as her clit came into contact with mine. It wasn’t as intense as her pubic hair grinding against it, but the thought that she was feeling the same pleasure I was amplified my arousal.

    Tawny had me locked in the position she wanted, and something about that, combined with the hungry look in her eyes, had me gasping every time she circled her button around mine. I gripped the bedspread as my momentarily paused climax began rising once more.

    We set up an almost frantic rhythm, even though my contribution consisted mainly of trying to keep myself in contact with the woman above me while she ground her sex into mine. Tawny was so beautiful, so incredibly sexy like that. Sucking in my lips, I tried to stifle the moan that tried to escape, but I lost that battle when our eyes locked. My mouth opened, and my whole face contorted in a pleasured groan.

    “Wait for me,” Tawny ordered, seeing how close I was. “Together!” Her words were clipped. She was struggling just to utter them.

    I whimpered and bit my bottom lip, trying to hold back the inevitable release. Watching Tawny’s face, I could see her own orgasm nearing and just hoped I could control myself long enough. Each second built my climax higher until I was at my limit. Just as I was about to let go, Tawny’s voice cut through.

    “NOW!...Cum...with me!” she managed as she slammed into me one last time and began to shake.

    I was already there, but her command shot straight to my clit, and it pulsed. My back arched, and my eyes rolled back as the wave finally crashed through me. Our bodies vibrated against each other as we both cried out in unison. What little friction there was between us disappeared completely as we gushed, coating each other’s sex.

    Several seconds later, I felt my leg lower to the bed when Tawny lay back. Her legs unfolded beside me, and I ran my hands over her silky thighs even as the last vestiges of our orgasms ebbed. Our hips continued to move in tiny motions for a while longer, wanting to feel the connection for as long as possible.

    After that, we just lay there. The only sound was our heavy breathing. A minute passed like that; two satiated women intimately entwined, our fluids mingling.

    Tawny lifted up first. She disengaged and then crawled up beside me, laying her head on my shoulder.

    “That was wonderful,” she whispered and followed her words with a long peck on my cheek.

    I turned my head toward her, and a hand cupped my face. We kissed again, this time with slow passion, our lips brushing, melding, searching. Twisting my body onto its side, I brought a knee up to rest on Tawny’s leg without pausing the kiss for even a moment.

    We held each other and made out for several minutes. Despite us both being nearly naked, there was no sexual intention. This was pure affection and comfort. Even when the kiss ended, neither of us moved, still entwined, just content with feeling the other woman’s body pressed to ours.

    I could have fallen asleep like that.

    An unknown amount of time later, I opened my eyes to realize I had fallen asleep. Tawny was still next to me, her face inches away. She had such a serene and happy expression. Inclining my neck, I kissed her gently.

    Tawny’s eyes fluttered open, and she smiled at me.

    “I need to get home,” I announced sadly.

    The brunette put on an exaggerated frown.

    “You can sleep here,” she offered.

    “I would love to, but I need a change of clothes. I’m pretty sure this skirt is going to have some stains I don’t want to try to explain.”

    Tawny giggled sleepily. Reluctantly pulling myself from her embrace, I stood and looked around for my top. Oh, yeah, it’s still in the living room, I remembered.

    The beautiful naked woman sat up, looking like she was going to show me out, but I gestured for her to stay put.

    “Don’t get up. I can show myself out.”

    I leaned down, kissed her one last time, and let it linger.

    “Thank you for an incredible night,” I said when we separated.

    “Maybe you can bring a change of clothes next time,” Tawny proposed and then winked.

    My heart fluttered. Next time. She wanted a next time!

    “Next time,” I confirmed, giving her a smile that I could feel in my temples.

    
    
     

    


Chapter 8: Claire

     

    
     

    IT WAS 2 A.M. WHEN I crept back into my apartment. The lights were all off, and there was no sound coming from anywhere. Once again, I removed my shoes and made my way to the bedroom. I halfway expected to see Rose still there. Again, the intrusive images of her getting dominated by my twenty-year-old border made me shudder. I thought my time with Tawny would have lessened the impact of those visions, but the aggressiveness of my lover just seemed to compound the effect.

    Thankfully, only Nyx was there. She was asleep - in the center of the bed! I grumbled inwardly, but proceeded to get undressed as quietly as possible. I considered using the cot in the other room, but refused to let Nyx kick me out of my own bed.

    I slid beneath the covers with my back to her in the hopes that I could nudge her a bit onto the other side. Before I got to where I expected to come into contact with Nyx, I felt something touch my rear. Had she left a toy in the bed? The next second, I realized what it was. The dildo she had been using on Rose! A wiggle of my butt later, another realization struck me. She was still wearing it!

    I froze. The thing was touching me just an inch from my own opening. It probably still had Rose’s residue on it. That thought was so naughty and alluring. Without thinking, I pressed a little closer, the head touching my labia just millimeters from my entrance.

    I held still again, listening for Nyx’s steady breathing. Yes, she was still asleep with even a bit of a snore. I was just going to stay right there. Be still and think about what that dildo had been doing a couple of hours ago. Or less? When had Rose left?

    As my conscious mind drifted, my subconscious torqued my hips almost imperceptibly. Once, twice, and on the third repetition, the head of the strap-on parted my labia and nestled against my hole. That immediately brought my focus back to the object threatening to skewer me.

    ‘Stay still, Claire,’ I yelled inwardly at myself. If I pushed back, I knew I would wake Nyx up, and then what would she do? Would she feel violated that I was taking advantage of her while she was sleeping? Would she fuck me like she fucked Rose? A shiver ran down my spine and made my pussy twitch.

    It was almost inside me. So close. Maybe if I went really slowly, Nyx wouldn’t notice? That was stupid. Even if that worked, I couldn’t get off on it. Unless I fingered my clit at the same time.

    Why was I thinking like this?! Since when had I become so focused on sex that I was even considering this? And so soon after I had had such an explosive time with Tawny!

    My musings were cut short, however, when Nyx’s arm snaked over my abdomen. I almost jerked back away from it in surprise, but stopped before I backed onto the rod already threatening to impale me.

    “I didn’t expect you home again after you left,” my niece’s voice breathed sleepily behind me.

    “It...it was just a date,” I replied while keeping myself perfectly still.

    “I’m talking about the second time you left,” Nyx said. I could hear the smirk on her face.

    Oh, no. She knew that I had come back to the apartment! Did she know that I had seen them? As if in answer to my question, she continued.

    “Did you enjoy the show?”

    Oh, my god, she knew! My breath caught as I scrambled to find some answer to her question, but came up blank. The scene had affected me way more than I realized or understood, but I couldn’t tell her that.

    “Did you imagine taking little Rose like that?” she continued without waiting for my reply. Her voice got deeper, huskier. “Or did you see yourself getting fucked like a needy slut.”

    Nyx leaned closer as she spoke, her crude language, for some reason, getting me wetter. The motion brought her face close enough that I could feel her breath on my ear, and her pelvis naturally rocked in my direction. I held my breath, trying not to react as the tip of the dildo began to push into me.

    Could she feel that? Was Nyx aware of the predicament I was in?

    I was still unable to speak, but the girl wasn’t expecting answers anyway.

    “By the way, speaking of being a needy slut,” Nyx got quieter, conspiratorial, “how was your date?”

    Her lips brushed my ear, and the head of the plastic dick breached my entrance. I let out an involuntary gasp.

    “Oh, fuck!” Nyx exclaimed, finally remembering what she was wearing. “Sorry, I forgot I still had that on.”

    She moved away, leaving me with mixed feelings. Nyx didn’t seem to know just how far the dildo had gotten before she moved.

    “Th..that’s...okay,” I managed, trying to sound nonchalant.

    She threw the covers off and loosened the harness until she could lift her legs into the air and pull the thing off. She paused to examine the tip before setting it on the floor.

    I relaxed and turned onto my back, reclaiming my side of the bed.

    “You were out pretty late,” Nyx brought us back to the conversation. “I take it you two hit it off?”

    “Yeah...we did,” I smiled.

    “See,” she said, turning toward me again and propping her head on her hand. “Aren’t you glad I talked you into it?”

    “More like forced me into it,” I countered, then paused, still smiling. “But...yeah. I’m glad.”

    
    
     

    


Chapter 9: Nyx

     

    
     

    I HAD RESOLVED TO START running to the office in the mornings, but dragging my ass out of bed an extra thirty minutes early was like my body was made of lead. It’s just the first day of this, I told myself, it will get better when I get used to it.

    Sitting on the edge of the bed and glancing over my shoulder at the woman whose apartment I was now sleeping in, I couldn’t help but think about last night. Well, really, earlier this morning. Claire had seen Rose and me having sex in this very bed and watched for quite a while. She must have gone back to throw her horny self at the cute waitress she had been on a date with earlier. It must have gone well since she was gone for hours. That put a smile on my face.

    Then I woke up to find her backing into the plastic dick I was still wearing after my time with Rose. Fortunately, I didn’t realize it until after I had moved away from her. If I had known before then, I know my instincts would have kicked in, and I would have fucked my roommate silly.

    I had been desperately trying not to get into a sexual relationship with her, but the woman was making that extremely hard. Going on that date, and especially after her spending that much time with Tawny, I was sure she would have satisfied her cravings, at least for a while. Enough that she wouldn’t be practically begging me to screw her!

    Of course, I knew what she was truly after, even if she didn’t. Until that itch was scratched, she would continue to be a horny mess. How had she gone so many years without sex? My suspicion was that she was awakening a whole new set of desires that she had repressed most of her life. Maybe I had something to do with that, or maybe it was just coincidence, but now I had to deal with it.

    “It would be so much easier if you just made her your little bitch.” Miriam’s take-no-prisoners mentality kept hounding me.

    “No,” I whispered to myself. Not Claire.

    I massaged my temples briefly and stood up. Stop thinking and get to running.

    Quickly filling a backpack with basic toiletries, makeup, and a work outfit, I threw on leggings and a sports bra. I borrowed a pair of Claire’s running shoes, even though they were about half a size too small for me, and was out the door before she even woke up. She was not used to being up that late, and she was probably going to have an even harder time rousing.

    Twenty minutes later, I was riding up the office elevator, hoping that I wasn’t stinking up the place too much. The office seemed almost deserted this early, even though it was already half past seven.

    I proceeded directly to the shower room. Just as I was closing the door and about to lock it, there was someone pushing on the opposite side. I peeked through the sliver of an opening to see Rose leaning against the wood. I guess some people did get here this early after all. Backing away, I quickly took up a position looking at myself in the mirror and let her enter.

    She stepped inside quickly, placed her back against the door, and closed it. The soft click of the lock immediately followed. Rose continued to lean back as she turned her head to look at me through the mirror. Her curvy chest rose and fell, breathing heavily. She must have run to get here. Rose was so cute, I just wanted to pinch her cheeks, but I restrained myself.

    Putting on an indignant expression, I whirled around to face her.

    “Ah! Excuse me, miss! This room is taken,” I teased. “And according to the extensive training I received very recently, your continued presence could be sexual harassment.”

    Rose got a sideways grin and started unbuttoning her blouse.

    “You’re right,” she said as she pushed off the door toward me. “You’ll have to sexually harass me, too, just to make it even.”

    “My goodness, didn’t you get enough last night?” I asked, putting my palm to her partially exposed chest and halting her approach.

    “Mmmm,” Rose moaned, her eyes closing briefly and biting her lower lip as the memory came back to her. Then her head shook. “Uh-uh, that was seven hours ago, and I’m still tingling. I need more.”

    Rose reached for the waistband of my running pants and started pulling them down. A significant part of me wanted to let her keep going. The vision of this adorable, sexy woman kneeling on the tile between my legs was a strong aphrodisiac, but I didn’t want yet another relationship based solely on sex.

    Why did I keep doing this? Why didn’t I think about that yesterday before I seduced Rose? Because I control my life by sexually controlling others. That’s what one of my many therapists had said, at least. At the time, it pissed me off. So I ensnared his twenty-year-old daughter and sent him a video of her naked and begging through her tears when I told her I wasn’t going to see her again. I was a fucking monster.

    “Rose, please,” I pleaded. “We can’t make this a habit. We’re going to get caught, and it will be my fault if you lose your job.”

    “You realize this takes two, right? I’m a big girl, I know the risks,” she insisted.

    No, she didn’t. How do you tell someone that you will just end up hurting them? I didn’t want to, but it would happen.

    While I hesitated, Rose lowered herself and my pants to the floor.

    “Please...Goddess...let me repay you,” her sweet voice drifted up to me, and I made the mistake of looking down into her big, earnest eyes.

    Fucking hell.

    I put one hand on the back of her head and guided her mouth all the way to my slit.

     

    
     

    TEN MINUTES LATER, Rose was ducking back out of the restroom with a huge grin on her face. I showered quickly, not wanting to monopolize the room any longer than we already had.

    When I walked out, I still had the momentary concern that someone was going to connect the fact that no one had entered since Rose left. There was no one in sight, however. Today, I was wearing what could have been a man’s black, button-down shirt under a black vest, and a pink necktie with black skulls. From the waist down, I had on a black A-line skirt and black hose. Yeah, I know, I was rockin’ the black!

    I went to Claire’s desk expecting to find her there, but it looked like she hadn’t gotten in yet. I put my bag in one of the large filing cabinet drawers left available for team members to store their personal items. Since no one had designated desks, there were accommodations like that to keep the place from getting cluttered.

    The laptop that was supposed to be issued to me wasn’t ready yet, so I sat at an empty desk and just looked around, unsure of what to do.

    “Morning, Nyx!” one of the engineers said just a couple of desks away.

    Most of the rest of the team had already arrived and were working on whatever their latest task was. The one who greeted me was a man in his late 20s or early 30s. He was somewhat skinny with a large tattoo running most of the length of his right forearm. It was designed to look like the skin was peeled back, and mechanical parts were visible underneath. Really good work.

    “Morning,” I returned his gesture with a smile. “That ink is fire,” I added, nodding to his arm.

    “Heh, thanks,” he snorted jovially. “I get a lot of compliments on it. You got any tats?”

    I met his earnest question with a flat expression.

    “Do you always ask to see a woman’s tattoos when you first meet them?” I teased.

    In retrospect, I shouldn’t have embarrassed him like that. I knew what he meant, and he was just trying to start up a conversation.

    “Huh? Uh...oh, shit...NO! I didn’t mean...uhh...I’m going to stop talking now.”

    Damnit. I didn’t mean to shut him down.

    “I’m just messing with you...” Then I realized that I couldn’t remember his name. “I’m sorry, I met a lot of people yesterday. What was your name again?”

    “J..Josh,” he answered, his eyes wanting to look back over at me but failing.

    “How...ordinary,” I commented. He looked confused. “With a tat like that,” I continued, “I was expecting something like Locutus.”

    That got a chuckle, and he turned back toward me. I’m glad he caught the Star Trek reference, or that would have been a wasted joke.

    Just then, Claire came around the corner. She had a pensive look on her face, like there was some issue of great importance that she was considering. I noticed the rest of the people in the team area rose, including Josh.

    “Stand up,” the engineer said in my direction.

    What the hell? Were we suddenly in a Japanese schoolroom where pupils stand when their sensei enters? I didn’t move. No way was I going to bow to peer pressure. I don’t bow to anyone without a damn good reason!

    “Stand up,” Josh repeated, this time louder but not like a command.

    “What? Why? I’m not standing just ‘cause Cla...Ms. Beechum is here.” I challenged.

    Josh let out an exasperated sigh.

    “No, it’s time for stand-up,” he tried and failed to clarify.

    At my look of utter bafflement, he tried to explain.

    “That’s just a term we use for our morning team meeting. Everyone stands, and we go through the tasks for the day, problems we’re facing, that kind of thing.” He gestured to the other team members, all starting to congregate around a large screen with a table of some sort displayed on it. “We stand so that no one gets too comfortable and to remind us that this is supposed to be brief.”

    I felt stupid and stood up to join the small crowd still forming into a semicircle. Just as Josh had promised, Claire facilitated as items displayed on the screen were discussed quickly unless there was an issue. Those got more time, but were still concluded with a promise to discuss in more detail after the meeting. The whole thing lasted less than fifteen minutes, and everyone went back to their work.

    The concern on Claire’s face returned as soon as the group broke up. She sat down at her desk right next to where I had been.

    “Anything wrong?” I asked in a hushed voice as I rolled the chair next to her and sat.

    “I’m not sure,” Claire replied, but didn’t elaborate. “It doesn’t matter. I want to show you some of the financials and see if that is something you can help with.”

    The older woman shook her head, banishing whatever thoughts had been plaguing her.

    
    
     

    


Chapter 10: Nyx

     

    
     

    IN THE MIDDLE OF OUR tutoring session, a notification popped up on Claire’s system.

    “Isn’t Peggy the one who interrupted the tour yesterday?” I asked, reading the summary from the screen. “What does she want?”

    “She’s the regional manager for our area, and I’m sure it has something to do with rumors that our customer isn’t happy,” she answered.

    “Wouldn’t you know if the customer isn’t happy?”

    “Yes, but it’s not that simple,” Claire sighed. “Our customer PM, sorry, Program Manager, who we work with on a daily basis, is very happy with our performance, but the complaint seems to be coming from above them. The problem is that I can’t fix what isn’t broken, and I don’t even know what, exactly, they’re complaining about.”

    She pushed away from the desk and stood up.

    “Peggy wants to see me,” she announced. “Maybe I can get some answers.”

    I got up as well. Maybe it was morbid curiosity or my love of drama, but I started following Claire as she strode down the wide walkway toward the managers’ offices. Besides, I was supposed to be her shadow, right?

    Just a quarter of the way down the concourse, a woman I had never seen before came out of what I suspected was Peggy’s office. The woman had blonde hair in a perfect, tightly bound bun and wore a perfectly tailored gray suit. Her shoulders were back as she walked, looking very much like the picture of power and competence. My initial impression was that she must be one of the upper management.

    Just ahead of me, Claire slowed her pace. Tension filled the distance like a buildup of static electricity. The two women had an impromptu staredown, with the blonde giving Claire a satisfied smirk as she turned into the connecting hall a few yards in front of us.

    “Who the fuck was that?” I growled as I came up beside Claire

    “Nyx! Language,” my godmother admonished.

    “Sorry. Who the fuck was that bitch?” I rephrased.

    I got silence and a sidelong glance in return. However, there was a hint of a smile trying to tug up on one corner of her mouth.

    “That...bitch...is Veronica Windhelm, the woman who used to be in charge of the project I now manage,” she explained. “I’m sure she’s responsible for this somehow, but let’s not talk about it now. I need to get in front of Peggy and see what this is all about.”

    When Claire started walking again, I followed, only for her to turn and hold up a hand.

    “Probably not the right time for you to shadow me,” she said.

    Okay. So what was I supposed to do? Remembering a line from Monty Python’s Quest for the Holy Grail, I said, “So I’ll just wait here, then shall I?”

    I don’t think my aunt caught the reference, or wasn’t in the mood, or maybe it just wasn’t funny. For whatever reason, she didn’t seem amused.

    “I don’t know. Go check on whether your laptop is ready,” Claire directed grumpily.

    I gave her a casual salute and turned down the same corridor that the Windhelm woman had gone down. That actually gave me an idea, but she was already gone. Just ahead was Gloria, the receptionist, who told me that Veronica’s office was one floor down. Incidentally, that was the same floor where the local tech support group was, who, hopefully, had my laptop ready.

    The stairs down were just on the other side of the reception desk, so I took them down to the lower floor and exited just in time to see the blonde closing a door to one of the only offices that didn’t have a glass wall. Actually, the door was uncomfortably close to the outer brick wall of the building and separated from the other offices by a small conference room. If I hadn’t just seen Veronica go into it, I would have thought it was the door to a closet.

    As it turned out, I wasn’t wrong. Walking casually around what I now recognized as other team areas, I gently tapped my knuckles on the heavy wooden door.

    “What?” came an irritated voice on the other side.

    While it wasn’t an invitation to enter, I didn’t feel like raising my voice through the door was appropriate either, so I turned the handle and cracked it open just enough to make eye contact with the woman inside. Her chair was pulled out from a wooden desk, but she hadn’t sat down yet.

    My impression of this space as a closet was confirmed. It was a narrow, spartan space in the corner of the building with no windows. Two walls were brick, and it was just enough wider than the desk, which faced the door and was pressed against the longer brick wall, for a person to walk past. The only furniture besides the desk was a plush pleather executive chair behind the desk, another uncomfortable-looking chair facing the desk, and a credenza that looked like it was probably a DIY Walmart purchase.

    “I..I’m sorry to disturb you, miss,” I began in a low, nervous voice. “This is just my second day, and I was hoping you could show me where the Tech Support office is?”

    “You walked past all those other people to ask me for directions?” Veronica asked, perturbed.

    “No, ma’am! I..I mean, yes, ma’am, but...um...” I said sheepishly as I stepped into the room and let the door close behind me.

    I didn’t look right at her, instead doing a quick scan of the room while acting like a scared little lamb. From the brief exchange between Veronica and Claire on the floor above, I had a hunch about the lure I needed to dangle in front of her. I wasn’t arrogant enough, however, to think that I was always right or that she would even be susceptible to my brand of bait. That is what I was here to find out.

    From my quick look around, it was clear that the occupant had gone to great lengths to make the office look like the domain of a powerful executive. There were a couple of framed certifications or diplomas or something on the long non-brick wall. The credenza was well stocked with some well-known self-help and motivational books as well as what, at first glance, appeared to be signed pictures of famous people. The implication was that the blonde woman was acquainted with these people, but there were no images with her in them.

    “I...just saw you upstairs and,” I increased my speech cadence to sound nervous. That wasn’t too hard to fake since I was nervous, just not to the degree that I wanted to project. “And I wanted to introduce myself. You just seemed like someone important and...” I let my eyes dart briefly down her body. “And powerful...m..miss.”

    It was subtle, but one of the blonde’s eyebrows rose a tiny amount, and her lips pressed together, the corners turning up the barest of degrees. The flattery, at least, was having an effect.

    “My daddy always told me to get to know successful people, and maybe some of it would rub off,” I continued my fast-paced monologue. It was a complete fabrication, of course, my dad was an abusive asshole. “So, uh, yeah, that’s what I’m doing. That and getting directions. I do really need directions. OH! I’m Nyx, Nyx Rodrigo. I’m Ms. Beecham’s new intern.”

    The mention of Claire made her stand up a little straighter.

    “Intern? Since when do we have interns?” Veronica interrupted, the look in her eyes hardening momentarily before it softened again and became almost sugary sweet.

    “Um...I...don’t know?” I answered questioningly while fidgeting with the hem of my skirt. The action seemed like a nervous tic, but it also pulled up the garment to show a bit more of my thighs.

    Even though I was not looking at her face, I still caught the moment that her eyes drifted down to my stocking-covered legs and lingered there longer than a simple noticing of the motion would have needed. There it was. I smiled inwardly.

    “I’m sorry, sweetie,” Veronica said, her voice dripping with fake concern. “I didn’t mean to snap at you like that.” She came around to the other side of the desk with her arms out wide. “Come here and let me give you a hug.”

    “O..okay,” I agreed and proceeded through the long office into the older woman’s waiting arms.

    She enveloped me, and I circled my arms around her back. Rather than just a quick hug, I held her a little tighter and lay my cheek on her shoulder with my face toward hers. Veronica didn’t let go or push me away; she let me wiggle into her.

    I let out an audible sigh of contentment.

    “You’re so nice,” I whispered. “I wish I were assigned to you instead of Claire.”

    “I know, dear,” she soothed while rubbing my back.

    Veronica hugged me for another few seconds before letting go. I started to step back, but she limited that motion by grabbing both my arms just below my shoulders.

    “I can probably make that happen,” she promised. “But you need to prove to me that I should.”

    “H..how do I do that?”

    “By showing me that you can be loyal and useful.” Veronica let go of me to move back around to the other side of her desk. “I’m trying to make sure Claire doesn’t ruin the project she’s in charge of, but I need to know what she’s doing so that I can fix it as quickly as possible.”

    “You want me to be a s..spy for you?”

    “Not a spy, dear. I would find out what she’s done eventually, but it might be too late to act by then.  I can help the company faster if I know more quickly. So you would just be speeding up the process,” she assured.

    “Oh, okay,” I replied.

    “Good girl,” she praised with a motherly sort of smile. “Now, run along. The tech office is just past the kitchen on the north wall, the opposite side of the building.”

    “Y..yes, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am,” I finished, then turned and hastily left.

    That went better than I had hoped. Not only did I determine that she would likely be susceptible to my particular brand of...persuasion, I had also confirmed that she was, at least, wanting to actively interfere with Claire’s project.

    After picking up my new laptop, I went back upstairs to the team area. Claire was already there, concentrating intensely on whatever was on her screen.

    “Hey,” I greeted. “How’d it go?”

    She looked up and then around to the rest of the team.

    “Later,” she hissed.

    I could tell she was tense, so I let it drop. Sitting at the desk beside her, I pulled up my new computer and acted like I was doing something work-like.

    
    
     

    


Chapter 11: Nyx

     

    
     

    THAT WAS PRETTY MUCH the agenda for the rest of that day. Even as I took another trip to the food trucks with several other members of the team for lunch, Claire was hunched over her keyboard in a foul mood. The afternoon was much the same, with my roommate occasionally pacing in empty conference rooms on her phone. I was supposed to be shadowing her, but every time I tried to approach, she would wave me away.

    I broached the subject again as soon as the doors on Claire’s car closed, giving us privacy for the first time that day.

    “Okay, Claire, what the hell is going on?”

    She stared straight ahead for an uncomfortable amount of time before reaching down and starting the vehicle.

    “Fucking Veronica, I’m sure of it,” she finally spat as she forcefully put the car into reverse.

    I stayed quiet, assuming that she would fill in more details. Once we were moving forward, she continued.

    “Our direct interface with the customer, the Bob guy I was talking to, has no idea what’s wrong and says that he never reported any issues since I took over. But some asshole I only know from an org chart I looked up, who is a senior vice president of the company, is raising a stink. He says that we are screwing up the project, wasting their money, and specifically named me as the source. What THE FUCK?”

    “Aunt Claire! Language!” I joked.

    She was not in the mood and scowled at me.

    “Why do you think Veronica has something to do with that?” I asked, trying to get her attention off my poorly considered jest.

    “A. Because of the smug look she gave me this morning, coming out of Peggy’s office. B. There was a rumor that she got the project initially because she had some personal connection with one of the upper execs.” Claire paused before adding, “Oh, and C. She hates my guts because this is the third time I’ve had to clean up a project she nearly killed.”

    “She should be thanking you!” I pointed out.

    “That’s not how Veronica thinks. Everything is about image and looking competent. Actually being competent is too much work!” Claire spat.

    There was a full minute where neither of us spoke. I had my own side of this drama to relay, but I wasn’t sure if this was the right time. As the silence stretched, I decided to just spit it out.

    “Veronica asked me to spy on you,” I said flatly.

    We were coming up to a stoplight, and the car came to a more abrupt halt than necessary. Claire turned my direction with a look of complete shock on her face.

    “She what?”

    “Please don’t ask for the details,” I began. “Let’s just leave it with the fact that I am going to be in a ... position to feed her false information and, hopefully, get some from her as well.”

    Claire stared at me with her mouth open like she was looking at a chicken with two heads.

    “Do I have something on my face?” I prodded.

    Just then, the car behind us honked. Claire spun back to look at the now green light and put her foot on the gas.

    “What day is it?” she asked. What kind of a question was that?

    “T..tuesday. Why?” I answered.

    “You’ve been at the company for two days, and you’re already a double-agent in the middle of company politics?”

    “Yeah,” I chuckled. “When you put it like that, it sounds kind of sinister, doesn’t it?”

    “It sounds insane.” Claire let out a huge sigh and shook her head. “I just wish I knew who Veronica was talking to and what she told them. Fighting a fire I can’t even see is frustrating as hell!”

    A few minutes later, she was unlocking the apartment door. She went straight to the couch and collapsed into the cushions. Her head lay back, and her eyes closed.

    “Do you have anything to drink?” I asked, stepping into the tiny kitchen area. “Something with a little more kick than Diet Coke?”

    “There’s some bourbon in the cabinet over the refrigerator, but that’s just to cook with,” Claire answered without moving or even opening her eyes.

    “I think this would be an appropriate time to expand its use.”

    It took a little stretching to reach the half-empty bottle. After that, I opened a couple of cupboards until I found the small glasses. I pulled down a glass, added a couple of ice cubes, and poured just enough of the alcohol to cover them.

    Back in the living room, I put the glass into Claire’s hand. Her head rose to look at the glass, then brought it to her lips. I expected her to sip it, but she downed all of it in a few gulps.

    “Whoa!” she exhaled, giving her head a shake, then lifted the empty glass back in my direction.

    I poured her another. This one she sipped, then lay her head back once again. I hated seeing her like this and already knew that I would do whatever I could to find out what this Veronica woman was doing to cause the woman I thought of as family all this stress. In that moment, however, I just wanted to make her feel better, more relaxed.

    I went behind the couch and gently put two fingers on each of her temples. As I began massaging in little circles, Claire exhaled, and her shoulders drooped.

    “That’s really nice, but you don’t...” Claire started to say, but I wasn’t having any of it.

    “You need to relax, Aunt Claire. Today was really hard for you, and I want to help.”

    “I don’t need...” She said, starting to lift her head.

    “Shhh,” I interrupted again. Catching her chin in one hand, I urged her head back against the cushion. Claire’s eyes opened and looked at me upside down, but she didn’t argue and did as I instructed. “I said, relax. I’ve got you.”

    For some reason, I felt an urge, leaned forward, and planted a kiss on her forehead. Her eyes fluttered closed.

    “You see that?” Miriam’s voice whispered in my head. “Your pretty little ‘aunt’ wants you, Nyx. More precisely, she wants me.”

    “Shut up!” I hissed back mentally at the intrusive presence. “She doesn’t need you!”

    “But she wants me. She wants someone to relieve all this stress.” My hands drifted on their own down Claire’s neck to her shoulders and began to knead the muscles there. “She wants someone else to be the boss for a while.”

    “I can do that without you,” I argued, but I could feel her pushing against my resolve.

    “Look at that smooth neck stretched out for you,” Miriam taunted. “Wouldn’t it look sexy with a collar around it?”

    I nodded subconsciously as my eyes traced across her delicate skin, displayed for me like an offering. Then I came to my senses.

    “N..no,” I muttered internally at her. “Not Claire!”

    “You saw how she was ready to impale herself on your strap-on last night. She wanted me to fuck her just like I fucked Rose.”

    Beneath me, Claire let out a satisfied moan as my hands - or Miriam’s? - continued to loosen her tension. It wasn’t meant to be, but the sound was erotic to my ears. I watched as my hands pushed her suit jacket off her shoulders, my aunt moving just enough to let the material slide down her arms.

    “That feels so good,” Claire hummed.

    “Magic fingers. Remember?” I said. Too late, I realized what I was insinuating.

    It was a reminder of how I had answered when she had asked what I had done to the store clerk on the shopping trip that first day. Megan, I think her name was. The girl was so needy that it barely took anything for Miriam to have her pressed against the mirror in a changing room and cumming her brains out.

    Claire looked up with an expression I couldn’t decipher. Desire, curiosity, fear? Then her eyes slowly closed again. It was an acceptance that bolstered Miriam’s point.

    My fingers slipped, unbidden, underneath the spaghetti straps of the older woman’s camisole and pulled them off. Visually, it was a tiny change. The straps hung down her upper arms, leaving her bare from the shoulders up, but it was clear she was giving me access, trusting me. Hands massaged her pectoral muscles as I watched her chest rise and fall with her deep breaths. The hint of her hardening nipples was starting to show just an inch or two from the top of the cloth.

    Damnit, Claire. She was not helping me curtail Miriam’s influence.

    Continuing to massage, my fingers drifted barely under the material of her blouse as I made circles over the top of her chest. Each repetition took my hands slightly lower until I felt the tip of my middle fingers brush against a stiff nipple. The only indication that Claire had noticed was a brief pause in her breathing. The next circle pushed against her nubs, and the one after that swept the ends of several fingers across them like strumming a guitar. That got more of a reaction.

    “Huhhh,” she exhaled in a staccato, mirroring the rhythm I/Miriam was playing across her nipples.

    On the next pass, my fingers splayed, letting her erect buttons fit between them. Miriam stopped suddenly and squeezed Claire’s nipples. My aunt’s mouth and eyes opened wide at the unexpected sensation. Her breathing halted, but she didn’t move to stop me/her.

    Miriam pulled up while continuing to roll the captured nipples, forcing my aunt’s back to arch.

    “I can show you what these magic fingers can do, Claire,” She taunted. I could hear the change in our voice when Miriam took over. It was harder, colder, hinting at danger. “I know you’re curious. But there’s a price for sating your curiosity.”

    That price would be the hook. The tiny concession that would inevitably lead to my mom’s best friend becoming her willing, devoted pet!

    I tried to reassert myself, but my libido was already poisoning my will. I wanted Claire and had for a long time, but not like this.

    “Your orgasm,” Miriam said, rolling my aunt’s nipples between her fingers.

    “I don’t...AHHH...I don’t underst...”

    “You will not cum until I tell you to,” Miriam continued, cutting Claire off. “I do enjoy hearing sluts beg, though. Just remember that’s all you are when you beg to cum: a slut.”

    I/she squeezed and lifted again, and Claire’s eyes half closed. Still, she managed to respond.

    “I’m not a slut!”

    “I didn’t say you were, Claire. No. You’re going to choose to be a slut,” Miriam explained.

    Surely Aunt Claire wouldn’t accept that. I had set her up with Tawny so she wouldn’t be so desperate, so malleable.

    Miriam let go of her breasts completely, letting them bounce back to their usual beautiful shape, the camisole no longer covering them. Claire’s chest rose and fell like she had been exercising.

    “Are you willing to pay that price, Claire?”

    Say ‘no,’ I urged silently, unable to interfere. My aunt took a deep breath. I could only watch as I saw the desire welling up and the answer forming on her lips.

    “Y..yes,” she whispered.

    “Good girl,” Miriam replied. “Now, stand up and get undressed. Sluts don’t get to wear clothes.”

    “I’m not a...” Claire started but didn’t finish. Instead, she slowly got up and turned to face us.

    This was one of Miriam’s favorite tactics: force her target to see themselves as the object she wanted them to be. She rationalized that she was just revealing their true selves. The problem was that she was right; she brought out the often deeply repressed parts of their personalities that they were ashamed of or, more often, scared of. It was a gift, she said.

    But then she’d use them. For money or just her own entertainment, and they would thank her...thank me for it. Then, when she got bored, she’d throw them away like yesterday’s garbage. An emotional vampire, that’s what she was. That's what I was.

    By the time I came back from my musings, the last of Claire’s clothes were being tossed away. She stood there naked and flushed, forcing herself not to cover up, but not sure what to do with her hands. She looked so vulnerable, yet excited.

    In that moment, I felt a rush of...something. I wanted to hold her, protect her, make Claire truly happy.

    “You’re so beautiful,” I said. Not Miriam, me.

    Not wasting a moment, I went right over the back of the couch to stand in front of her. My hands went to Claire’s face and pulled her into a deep, passionate kiss. She seemed surprised, but returned my kiss with just as much enthusiasm.

    My hands drifted down her neck to her breasts. One paused there while the other continued lower, over her abdomen to the soft down of her mons. I stopped there, enjoying the silky texture of her pubic hair and letting her get used to my touch.

    I broke our embrace and whispered into her ear.

    “I want you to cum hard, Claire. Not for me, for you.” Maybe this was going to be confusing, but I had to redirect Miriam’s intent. “Are you ready?”

    Her hands rested on my hips, and she nodded. I kissed her neck as my hand gently cupped her sex, the moisture coating my palm.

    “Thank you,” I murmured, then entered her. Not as a conqueror, not like Miriam, as a lover.

    I built her up slowly, her body using me for support until her moans were constant and her legs began to shake. Without stopping, I guided her to lie down on the couch. With one hand behind her neck and the other playing the instrument between her legs, I reveled in her pleasure; the undulation of her flesh with every stroke, every strum.

    “Oh, god...oh, god...OOOOHHHH,” Claire called out, her body almost frantic.

    Her face turned to me, her eyes filled with wonder. I’d seen that look before. She expected to have climaxed by now, but I kept taking her higher. Magic fingers.

    I smiled warmly back. Claire was almost at her peak, at least for this time. Leaning forward, I brushed my lips to hers at the same moment that I touched her G-spot and her clit in just the right ways to send her over.

    Claire’s arms flailed for a moment before finding something to hold onto as the rest of her began to buck uncontrollably. Her head flew back, breaking our kiss, so I settled for running my lips and tongue over her neck. She cried out in ecstasy over and over.

    With practiced manipulations, I kept the orgasm going for almost thirty seconds until she was spent. I pulled back, but continued to massage her sex, letting her come down gently. Claire twitched and squirmed as the last vestiges of her climax rolled through her.

    “Oh, my fucking god,” she finally said. That brought another smile to my face.

    Her naked form now glistened with a thin sheen of sweat. I couldn’t help but admire the sexiest thirty-five-year-old body I could think of as she tried to catch her breath.

    “She could have been your toy,” Miriam scoffed in my head.

    “Not Claire,” I told her silently. “I’ll give you Veronica, but it will take some time.”

    Miriam backed away, mollified for the time being. I would need to make good on my promise, however, before she got too thirsty.

    Claire released the death grip she had on the furniture and ran her hands down her body like she was feeling it for the first time.

    “Whoa...yeah,” she mumbled to herself.

    I stood up and brushed down my dress, a smug grin on my face as I gazed down at the beautiful naked woman still swimming in the euphoria I had given her. Then I remembered why I hadn’t done this previously. Living with Claire was going to get a lot more complicated. Damnit, Miriam.

    Neither of us spoke much beyond the necessary for the rest of the evening. We both knew we had crossed a line. I made some stir-fry, and we watched a stupid cooking show before we both got on our devices and lost ourselves in our own online worlds.

    Near the end of the evening, I broached the subject of what information I was going to give Veronica to get on her good side and build some trust. We came up with a list of things that I could disclose over time that would be true, but not things that could be used against Claire.

    Claire went to bed first, and I stayed up a bit longer, trying to let her get to sleep before I joined her. When I finally disrobed, I did my best to slip under the covers silently without jostling the bed. I lay there looking up at the ceiling when my aunt rolled over toward me. Her hand rested on my stomach, and her cheek against my arm.

    Fucking hell. I sighed and closed my eyes.

     

    
     

    THE FOLLOWING MORNING, I had to extricate myself from Claire’s soft embrace, but was out of the apartment and running to the office before she woke. As I exited the elevator and rounded the corner heading for the shower room, there was Rose sitting on a curvy padded bench. She stood up at the sight of me and stepped over. I thought she was going to kiss me right there in the hallway, but she stopped short with a little bounce and a sweet grin.

    “Good morning,” she chirped, looking up at me.

    “Hi, Rose,” I greeted. “Are you always in this early?”

    “I am now,” she answered and gave me a little wink.

    “You know we can’t keep doing this at work, right?” I said, lowering my voice.

    She got the cutest little pout, and her eyes dropped.

    “Yeees,” she admitted, drawing the word out, then got a mischievous grin. “You could come over to my place.”

    “Your place?”

    “Sure! I would make you dinner, and we would talk and cuddle and have wild sex like a normal couple! Okay, maybe not like a normal couple, but you know what I mean.”

    She beamed up at me.

    “And you’ll let me take my showers in peace?” I chided in a jovial tone.

    Rose scrunched up her chipmunk face as though she’d just smelled something rancid.

    “Yes,” she answered dejectedly.

    “Yes, what?” I whispered. That put a lopsided smile back on her face.

    “Yes, Goddess.”

    I did a quick look around to make sure no one was watching, then gave her a peck on the forehead before continuing past her to the shower.

    “Friday, after work,” I called back just before closing the door.

    
    
     

    


Chapter 12: Nyx

     

    
     

    THE DAY TURNED OUT to be less tense than the previous. Claire started giving me actual tasks that mostly involved helping the team with little bits of administrivia. They were more than happy to have someone take those things off their plates. None of them seemed difficult, just things that had to get done that took the engineers away from the engineering.

    I also took some time to visit Veronica. Pausing outside her door, I unbuttoned a couple of additional buttons on my blouse and put on a demure, naive persona before rapping lightly on the wood.

    “Come!” came Veronica’s irritated voice from the other side of the door.

    I stepped through, and the scowl on the blonde’s face immediately softened and took on a motherly expression.

    “Oh, hello, sweetie,” she began. “Come in and close the door. Have a seat.”

    I crossed the room and sat in the chair in front of Veronica’s desk. Despite the furniture and knick-knacks artfully arranged, the place still felt like a closet. Veronica came around to the front and sat on her desk, crossing her legs and gazing down at me.

    “Do you have something for me?”

    “Y..yes, ma’am,” I said, trying to sound quiet and a bit nervous.

    When I didn’t continue immediately, she put a finger under my chin and lifted my face to look up at her.

    “Don’t worry, sweetie,” she began, moving her hand to cup my cheek. “I know you’re scared, but I’ll protect you.”

    I nodded, pressing ever so slightly into her palm, then proceeded to tell her the small tidbit of useless, but interesting truth that Claire and I had agreed upon earlier. Veronica listened while keeping her expression neutral.

    When I was finished, she smiled down at me sweetly.

    “Well, it’s nothing earthshattering, but it’s a start. Thank you for trusting me with this,” she said. The blonde stood up from the desk but didn’t move. “I will need one other thing from you, however, Nyx.”

    “Yes, Veronica?”

    “First, you will address me as Ms. Windhelm. I know the company encourages the use of first names to increase the sense of camaraderie, but I believe in showing respect to your betters,” Veronica explained.

    Betters? This was going to take more control than I had anticipated. This woman was going to get on my every nerve, I could tell that already.

    “Y..yes, M..miss Windhelm,” I replied dutifully.

    “Second, if I am going to be able to trust you, I will need a demonstration of your intentions and commitment.”

    “L..like what?” I asked, doing my best to convert my irritation into sounding like fear.

    “Hmm,” the businesswoman tapped her chin in thought as though she was just that moment, trying to come up with something. Right.  “Give me your panties,” she ordered.

    “My what?” Acting shocked didn’t take much, as her boldness this quickly was quite shocking. The ire of this woman!

    “Your panties, dear,” she repeated. “Giving me your panties shows me that you are willing to go beyond the standard protocols and do what is necessary. Don’t wear any tomorrow. I will call you to my office and return them to you.”

    The expression on her face was a mask of complete professionalism. She might as well have been asking for my resume, not my underwear.

    “Ummm, okay...I guess,” I replied and stood up.

    Reaching under my dress awkwardly, I pulled my panties down and off. They were a black lace pair that, while not a thong, were still pretty tiny. They were also moderately expensive. I'd better get them back, I thought.

    As I handed them over, Veronica looked surprised and a little impressed.

    “Well, well, aren’t we a little naughty?” she teased.

    I gave her a sheepish smile and looked away. She watched me for another couple of seconds, then walked back behind her desk, opened a drawer, and dropped my unmentionables into it.

    “Now, run along.” She made a shooing motion with her hand. “We’ll talk tomorrow.”

     

    
     

    IT REALLY DIDN’T BOTHER me to run around without panties on. On the contrary, I quite liked it. Occasionally, I would do that anyway, just for the fun of it. I’m sure Veronica intended it to be a power play that would make me realize how much I enjoyed following her orders, but for me, it was just another Wednesday.

    The following day, she made me wait until almost the end of the day before I got a text telling me to come to her office. Once again, I put on my scared little rabbit persona and knocked on her door.

    This time, she opened the door herself and ushered me inside. After closing the door, she had me stand just another step into the office while she went around to the single chair in front of her desk.

    She sat down and asked, “Did you follow my instructions, little one?”

    Little one? Wow, she was laying it on a little thick. Did this ever actually work? Nonetheless, I played the part.

    “Yes, Ver...Ms. Windhelm,” I answered.

    “Show me,” she demanded.

    “Show...you?” I stammered, not the least bit surprised.

    “Lift up your skirt and show me,” the blonde clarified. I started to tentatively reach for my hem when she stopped me. “Turn around. You don’t need to show me your cooch, as cute as it might be.” I could almost hear the ‘yet’ left off the end of that statement.

    That was the first open indication that she might be interested in women, but I ignored it. Instead, I turned around and slowly lifted my skirt over my hips. I held there for a few seconds, wondering how long it was going to take for her to confirm that I wasn’t wearing underwear.

    “See?” I started turning my head to see her, but didn’t turn my body or drop the garment. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught just a glimpse of her quickly putting her phone back down at her side.

    The bitch had taken a picture of my bare ass! Miriam fumed and was ready to teach the woman a lesson right then, but I held her off. What I had planned would be much more satisfying.

    I acted like I hadn’t seen anything and continued.

    “Is it okay?” I asked innocently.

    “Oh, yes. You did well, dear.” She paused another couple of seconds, probably ogling me for as long as she felt she could get away with. “You can drop your skirt and turn back around.”

    I did as she said and just stood there expectantly. Another awkward silence.

    “M..may I...have my panties back...please...Ms. Windhelm?”

    “You’re a very pretty girl, Nyx,” Veronica continued without answering me.

    “Th..thank you,” I replied with a bit of a tremor.

    “But you’re not using it, love. Look at me.” The blonde gestured with her hands, sweeping down her form. “Do you find me attractive?”

    That was a loaded question. I traced her curves, lingering on the hint of thigh she left exposed.

    “Y..yes, ma’am,” I answered, looking back up at her. This wasn’t a lie. She was a beautiful woman by all outward appearances.

    “Whether you realize it or not, that has an effect on you. Not just you, everyone. People are innately drawn to the beautiful. If you know how to use it, the world will bend to your desires.”

    I resisted the urge to point out the office she had been relegated to. Clearly, looks and confidence alone weren’t all she was making them out to be. She wasn’t wrong; it just wasn’t the whole picture. Nevertheless, I put on the doe-eyed look of an enthralled teenager.

    “As an intern, your job is to do whatever your superiors tell you to and to learn. I am willing to teach you,” Veronica said this like it was the most magnanimous offer possible. “But I need to know that you are ready for what I have to teach. That means complete obedience and trust. Much of what I have to show you goes way beyond what HR would deem appropriate. I need assurances that you aren’t going to get cold feet and get me in trouble.”

    “L..like what?”

    “What am I going to teach you or what assurances?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

    “Um...yes?” I replied.

    “Fine,” the blonde smirked. “First, the assurance. I need a compromising picture of you. Something that, if shared, would be embarrassing and detrimental.”

    “Wait,” I interrupted. “You want blackmail material?” I was genuinely shocked and let that come out.

    “Of course not, dear. I would never blackmail you,” she insisted. “This is just something that balances out the risk I will be taking with you. Think of it as mutually assured destruction.”

    Miriam seethed once again. How dare this woman! We were on the same page regarding our goal, however; so keeping her in check wasn’t a problem. What was a problem was actually letting Veronica have identifiable pictures of us. That was leverage I could not afford to allow her to have.

    “I don’t have anything like that,” I answered honestly.

    “Not a problem. We can take care of that right now.”

    I licked my lips and reached up to loosen the laces keeping my top tight.

    “W..what if I could give you something else, Ms. Windhelm?” I said in a breathy, quivering voice.

    I pulled my dress off one shoulder, then the other. It piled around my feet, revealing that I wasn’t wearing a bra either. I slowly went to my knees in front of her and put a hand on her leg.

    “I can prove my commitment,” I continued, looking deep into her eyes. Her composure was slipping. “If you’ll let me.”

    My voice trailed off to a whisper as she let me uncross her legs. Without losing eye contact, I slid my hands under her skirt. The blonde woman made no moves to stop me. Up her thighs to the edge of her panties. They felt lacy and thin. Of course.

    Veronica lifted her rear off the seat to allow me to pull her underwear down and off.

    “I have to admit, this is unexpected, Nyx,” she said, her arousal cracking through her otherwise calm speech. “You’re a saucy one, aren’t you?”

    “Will this be a suitable alternative to a picture, ma’am?” I asked, ignoring her statement.

    My hands gently urged her knees apart, and I leaned forward to kiss her inner thigh just at the edge of her pencil skirt.

    “I...I think we can...this will be...” She took a deep breath to calm herself. “This will be acceptable for now,” the blonde finally managed.

    Smiling up at her, I tugged on her legs and pulled her to sit on the edge of the seat, pushing her skirt up in the process.

    Even her pussy was perfectly trimmed without a hair out of place. I absently wondered if that, too, was part of her daily grooming routine. My breath and lips and tongue danced up her thighs, moving from one side to the other. A light nibble here, a flick of the tongue there. The higher I went, the shallower her breaths.

    Her legs continued to spread wider as my head got closer and closer to her center. Finally, at my target, I paused. Fingernails gently tickled the highest points of her inner thighs, with my lips a centimeter away from her folds.

    My hot breath caressed her vulva. Then pointer fingers from both sides parted her labia from bottom to top, laying bare her most intimate opening and the sensitive nub at its apex. It glissened from the moisture collecting there. Veronica’s clit was already engorged and standing out proudly from its hood, just begging to be stroked.

    I blew directly on it and felt Veronica’s legs quiver.

    “You little tease,” she admonished.

    A hand pressed against the back of my head, pulling me to her sex. Inwardly, I smiled even as I let her feel like she was in control. The tip of one finger massaged her hole while my lips surrounded the top of her slit. Avoiding direct contact with her clit, my tongue explored every other crevice of her pussy.

    I was building her up at a pace I knew would ultimately give her the greatest pleasure, even if she was urging me to speed up. Her hand kept trying to direct me to her button, and her hips were starting to gyrate. Her moans became louder, longer, and more desperate by the moment.

    “You’re...ooohhhh...very good...at this,” Veronica commented, but I already knew that.

    My finger slowly worked its way inside of her surprisingly tight opening while my assault of her most sensitive spot intensified in conjunction. The blonde’s hand no longer tried to steer me; instead, moving to grip the armrest, the action mirrored on her opposite side. Her whole body squirmed, her head beginning to move around almost randomly.

    I kept her in that state for several minutes, never letting her push over. Just when I knew she was at her limit before it would start to get uncomfortable, I ramped up one last time. My lips made a seal around her button and sucked her hard clit into my mouth fully. I pressed it against the roof of my mouth and rubbed it back and forth with the flat of my tongue. At the same time, I inserted a second finger into her vagina and turned my hand over so that I could hook them into her G-spot.

    The response was immediate and animated. Veronica slapped the armrests and practically lifted off the seat, but I followed, not letting up in the slightest. One hand slapped over her mouth as an obscene sound straight out of a porno started emanating from the woman’s throat. I glanced up to see her eyes roll up just as she lost all control of her own body.

    Veronica began to convulse and flop around as her climax hit her like an avalanche. I read her reactions and kept her on that high for tens of seconds before letting her come down. I could have done more, but this was enough to make her want more.

    I sat back up and smiled. The blonde woman’s perfect bun had come half out, her face was rosy, and she had lost both of her designer shoes at some point. She seemed almost out of it, but very happy. Yeah, she would be dreaming of this feeling until I gave it to her again.

    Her unfocused eyes finally seemed to regain some awareness and landed back on me, still kneeling there at her feet. She sat back up and straightened her dress.

    As she patted the mess of her hair like it was in perfect shape, she said, “W..well. That was...adequate, for a first time.”

    Adequate, my ass! I could tell that I had probably given her the best orgasm she’d had in a long, long time and maybe ever. Letting her keep up her air of control, however, served my purposes. It also didn’t escape my notice that she was already positioning for a repeat demonstration with her ‘for a first time’ statement.

    “Thank you, Ms. Windhelm,” I replied demurely.

    She was still flustered, so I stood up and redressed. When I was done, I turned back to the woman still sprawled in the chair.

    “May I have my panties back now, ma’am?”

    “What?” she said with a start, looking up at me questioningly before registering what I was asking. “Oh, yes. Top left-hand drawer.”

    Opening the drawer, I found my underwear neatly folded. Underneath was a notebook and another cellphone. Veronica already had one phone with her. What was this one for? Unfortunately, I couldn’t investigate with her in the room. It would have to wait for another time, but there would definitely be another time.

    I slipped on my panties and went toward the door.

    “Nyx,” Veronica called as I reached for the knob. Turning my head to face her, I paused. She had mostly collected herself again, aside from her still unkempt hair. “I think this is going to be a wonderful arrangement.”

    I smiled and nodded before continuing out of her office.

    “Hmph,” Miriam snorted in my head as the door closed. “She has no idea.”

    
    
     

    


Chapter 13: Claire

     

    
     

    IT HAD BEEN LESS THAN a week since Nyx, my best friend’s daughter, came to live with me, and my life had been turned upside down. The old Chinese curse came to mind, “May you live in interesting times.” Well, this past week had been...interesting.

    The rollercoaster started with my niece setting me up on my first ever date with another woman, a wonderful waitress who worked in a bar just down the street from my apartment complex. Tawny was younger than me by a few years and had this confident, playful personality that gave me goosebumps in places that shouldn’t get goosebumps. I had tried to ignore my same-sex attraction for years until Nyx lit up that part of me again in a way that I couldn’t ignore.

    The girl, because that’s how I still thought of her, even though she was twenty years old, oozed sexuality in an almost mesmerizing way. I didn’t know if it was something she did on purpose or subconsciously, but it resulted in me letting her finger me to one of the most incredible orgasms I had ever experienced. The guilt I felt after that was overwhelming. At the same time, I knew that I wouldn’t be able to resist long if she came on to me again.

    For that reason, I avoided her as much as possible for the next couple of days following that incident. That wasn’t easy to do since we were living together and sleeping in the same bed despite my setting up a separate cot that Nyx refused to sleep on. It was almost like a part of her enjoyed torturing me. The more surprising discovery was that I liked it.

    Then there was the frustration of someone undermining me at work. I had no evidence, but I was sure that the source had to be Veronica Windhelm, the woman who almost lost us my current client through her incompetence, and seemed to have it out for me because I was shining a light on that incompetence by doing my job. I wasn’t sure how she had gotten to one of my customers’ VPs or what she told them, but I was confident she was the instigator. Nyx, who was proving much more resourceful than I had expected, had all but confirmed it, and in the process had become a corporate double agent!

    Unless she was a triple agent. It was still possible that I was being naive and she was going to sell me out, but I hadn’t done anything to be scared of anyone finding out about. Again, maybe my heart was going to be proven wrong, but I felt like Nyx was on my side. Sure, there were times when she scared me, but overall, I considered her an ally.

    Friday had been blessedly uneventful at work, and Nyx was going on a date with Rose, one of our young assistants from the office. I hadn’t been on a date in years before Nyx came along, and she had already hooked up with one of our coworkers. In fact, I caught her fucking that coworker on my bed after just two days! Not that I could blame Rose. I had succumbed almost as quickly, and I was Nyx’s godmother, for heaven’s sake.

    If I were being honest, I was a little jealous. I didn’t want a real relationship with my friend’s daughter, but after that climax Nyx gave me, I couldn’t help but be envious knowing that Rose might have that tonight, and I wouldn’t.

    Maybe I could do something about that? No. Tawny would be working. I guess I was on my own. That, at least, was something I was quite familiar with. After all, the only things to touch my sex for the last several years had been my own fingers and a small bullet vibe that I had gotten up the courage to order online. I didn’t even have a dildo.

    That immediately reminded me of the vision of Rose on all fours in my bed with Nyx pounding her from behind. Then the feel of the tip of that rod splitting my labia and threatening to skewer me, only to be extracted at the last moment when Nyx woke up. How frustrating.

    I wondered where my roommate had stored that thing. I felt a little guilty rummaging through her stuff, but I had seen her push a box into the corner of the closet. That had to be where she kept her private toys. I found it easily enough. A nondescript cardboard box with a big corporate logo smile on the side. Fitting. Now, it was more than a little worse for wear.

    Pulling the thing carefully from the closet so as not to damage it any further, I set the box on the bed and knelt down on the floor beside it. I was rewarded with way more than just a dildo. The box was quite full of various implements, some of which took me a second to identify. The dildo was there, removed from the harness, making my excitement grow. I pulled it out and almost managed to close the box before something else caught my eye. Well, several somethings.

    The first was the largest vibrator I had ever seen. It had a bulbous head the size of my fist. My pelvic muscles twitched thinking about how powerful that thing must be. Along with a couple of other smaller vibrators, there were all manner of straps, a pair of handcuffs, a collar, a leash, lubricant, and a chain with small clamps on each end. It took me a moment to realize those were nipple clamps. Finally, there were a couple more dildos of different sizes and shapes, along with the first butt plug I had ever seen in real life. More than one. There were three in total, each of increasing size! My finger trailed over the chrome surface, wondering what it would feel like to wear one.

    Then a thought occurred to me. Who had used this plug under my finger? I jerked back suddenly, even more guilty for invading my niece’s privacy, but I wasn’t feeling guilty enough to put everything away either.

    I sat back on my heels and stared at the life-like dildo lying alone on the bedspread. It had a sturdy-looking suction cup on one end that looked like it would work on more than just a strap-on harness. Without taking my eyes off it, I lifted up and pulled my panties down. A little maneuvering later, and I was again picking up the rubber implement, now sans underwear. Once again, my curiosity got the better of me, and I lifted it to my nose. Would I be able to smell Rose on it? Myself, maybe? No, Nyx must have cleaned it. Of course, she would, but I was still a bit disappointed.

    Even so, I stuck out my tongue and licked the tip. Just knowing where it had been was arousing. Once I was familiar with the taste, I slid it past my lips and as far into my mouth as I was comfortable. I’ve never been big on fellatio, but that wasn’t what this was. My tongue slathered saliva around the shaft as my knees parted. With my free hand, I bunched my skirt up further and began spreading my own lubrication around. A moment later, the plastic dick was sliding across my slit.

    For a minute, I just teased my pussy. I rubbed the thing across my clit and insinuated the tip into my entrance before pulling back. Closing my eyes, I imagined it was Tawny holding the dildo and teasing me with it, her bright eyes watching my face contort in lewd enjoyment.

    The head pushed into me, and I let out a soft gasp. Tawny pulled it out and repeated the motion, deeper this time. The following strokes were quicker, but pushed slightly deeper with each thrust.

    “Oh...ohhh...ohhh,” I vocalized in time with the rubber cock stretching my insides.

    I remembered how Tawny had ground her pussy into mine. How sexy she was above me, holding me in position while she fucked me as well as anyone ever had, even without penetration. What if she had been wearing this?

    The speed of the dick picked up. I lay back on the floor and, in my head, Tawny was above me, slamming the rod home. The thought of her taking me like that made my climax bubble to the surface. I held it back for a few more strokes, but then my hips lifted off the ground as my fantasy waitress fucked me deeper. My free hand slammed over my mouth as I cried out, my orgasm filling every nerve for a moment of pure blissful release.

    I rolled onto my side into a fetal position as the climax thundered through me. The dildo slowed down but kept sliding in and out as the tremors died down. I was left breathing hard and sweating with a plastic rod still lodged motionless inside me.

    After a couple of minutes to recover, I removed the object and pulled myself up. With my erotic desires satiated for the time being, I noted how much more active my libido had become since Nyx had arrived. That was not a coincidence. Sure, I had occasionally gotten horny, and I had a bullet vibe to help with that, but nothing like what had been building over the last week. It was like I had been seeing the world in black and white. I wasn’t depressed, just not living. Now, color was returning in ways I hadn’t realized were missing.

     

    
     

    NYX DIDN’T COME BACK to the apartment that night. Part of me was glad to have my bed to myself again. Another part of me missed her presence, the inadvertent touches, the way I would wake up with her pressed against me, or my leg over hers. As much as the attraction scared me, it lit up my insides just as much.

    When a knock on the door came late Saturday morning, I rushed to look out the peephole. As I expected, it was Nyx dressed in the same clothes as yesterday. I opened the door and had to step aside quickly to get out of her path.

    “You really need to give me my own key,” she said by way of greeting.

    “Good morning to you, too,” I replied.

    Nyx ignored me and headed for the bedroom, shedding pieces of clothing along the way. I rushed after her, picking up her discarded garments, a little miffed that she would just toss them everywhere. As I rounded the corner into the bedroom, the girl’s naked form was falling into the bed like a dead fish.

    “I’m going to sleep,” she announced, her voice already getting a groggy tone to it.

    I moved beside the bed to pick up her dropped panties and got the distinct whiff of sex.

    “What? Didn’t get enough sleep last night?” I teased.

    “Any. I didn’t get any sleep last night,” Nyx answered without opening her eyes. “Rose is a little firecracker,” she added with a smile.

    She was trying to get herself under the covers, but just managed to wrap herself up in the blanket haphazardly. After throwing her dirty clothes into the hamper, I went back and pulled the sheets off, straightening them, but paused before putting them back. My breathing caught as I took in the sight of the naked twenty-year-old in my bed. It wasn’t the first time I had seen her like this, but curled up as she was with her eyes closed, she looked so vulnerable and trusting. At that moment, the domineering woman who crashed into my life a week ago was nowhere to be found. There was just my goddaughter, my Angel.

    I laid the blankets over her and bent down to brush a stray hair out of her eye. On impulse, I leaned further, intending to kiss her cheek. At the last second, she flipped, and our lips pressed together. Instead of pulling back, I held my position. Her lips stretched up into mine, and I responded in kind. It wasn’t sexual, but it wasn’t not sexual either. I lifted a few seconds later, not even sure if Nyx was still awake.

    That erotic fire was back. I had to take a long, steadying breath and step away from the bed.

    I distracted myself with lunch, a mindless home makeover show, and going to the grocery store. As I came back through the door with both hands holding several bags of food, Nyx was walking out of the bedroom and stretching, still without a stitch of clothing on.

    “Could you please put something on?” I said, trying to sound irritated.

    She stopped on the other side of the kitchen peninsula from me and cocked her head.

    “Haven’t we already had this discussion?” Nyx shot back.

    We had. My new roommate had made it clear that she would not be subject to my whims when it came to what she did or didn’t wear. Beyond that, she had demonstrated through her actions that she would do whatever made me the most uncomfortable.

    I grumbled, but proceeded to focus on unpacking and putting away the groceries.

    “Do you want any help?” the girl chirped.

    “N..no!” I blurted a little more forcefully than I intended. I did not want her close to me right now, not like that. “Thank you,” I continued more calmly, “but I’ve got it.”

    “Hm, alright.”

    With that, she turned around and threw herself onto the couch, immediately getting engrossed in her phone. I did my best to ignore her and mostly succeeded. At least I did until the food was all put away. After storing my grocery bags back under the sink, I looked up. It was only a brief peek, but it was enough. Nyx was leaning against the arm, her back curving, with one forearm behind her head, and one knee bent.

    I turned away and pulled out my own phone.

    ME> Hey lovelie! You free? Anytime?

    TAWNY> Hey to U2 😉

    TAWNY> Sorry but I’m packed until next week

    TAWNY> We could meet for lunch one day! Wednesday?

    ME> That would be wonderful

    ME> 💋

    Looking back over the conversation, I hoped I didn’t come across as too desperate. But I was desperate. I needed her to purge my libido of the sex magnet living in my apartment, if that was even possible. No respite would come for a while, though, so I would have to fight this urge on my own. Never had I felt just how small my apartment was until now.

    
    
     

    


Chapter 14: Nyx

     

    
     

    I KNEW THE EFFECT I was having on Claire. While I wasn’t going to push myself on her, we had been intimate in a way that could not be misconstrued. We both wanted each other. There was no skirting around or denying that. What I wouldn’t do is use her desire as a weapon against her. When my asshole father somehow convinced my stepmother to marry him, Claire had been one of the only people who didn’t treat me like a stain on the family.

    At the same time, I didn’t want some romantic, monogamous relationship with her either. I was happy to keep our intimate interactions firmly in the realm of sex, but I was not naive enough to expect it to have zero emotional impact on my partners. I had already let Rose get emotionally attached. That was a result of my own selfishness, even though I knew I would eventually leave. But I had that under control. I might break her heart, but I wouldn’t rip it out of her soul and stomp on it as I had done to so many before.

    Claire was another situation entirely. She was like family, which meant I couldn’t just exit her life. We would have to come to some long-term understanding. The Miriam part of me kept pushing for utter destruction, turning one of my favorite people into her/our whimpering, begging play toy. I couldn’t allow that, wouldn’t allow that.

    I sighed as I caught Claire taking another peek at me lying on the couch. It was like all her repressed urges were surfacing all at once, and she had no outlet. Maybe I was being overly provocative just to prove a point, but almost all of my non-work clothes were suggestive. Would that be any better?

    Making a decision, I got up and went into the bedroom. After a couple of minutes of searching, I found a pair of boxers and one of Claire’s oversized sweatshirts.

    “Happy?” I prodded as I walked back into the living area.

    Claire visibly relaxed when she looked up at me. Her expression, however, was one of faint disappointment. She had no idea just how transparent she was.

    “Y..yes, thank you,” she said.

    You don’t look it, I thought, but didn’t let that reach my mouth.

    Just like the previous few nights, we spent the rest of the weekend avoiding each other. I did my best to be dressed around the apartment despite the hassle. We even each mostly kept to our sides of the bed. When we did interact, I could see the guilt and desire warring on her face.

    When Monday morning rolled around, I was once again up and running to the office before Claire woke up. Rose was there when I arrived, but just gave me a cheeky smile and whispered, “Good morning, Goddess,” as we passed. I couldn’t help but smile. Yes, she was a sub, but in a confident, self-assured way that was so damn aluring. I was a little disappointed that she didn’t try to barge into my shower again. I might have let her.

    It was probably better that way this morning, though. I would have to put on a performance for Veronica and would need all my energy.

    I wasn’t even fully dressed when my phone buzzed. It was Veronica already, wanting an update. It had only been a couple of business days; she couldn’t honestly be expecting new dirt.

    After finishing getting ready, I put myself into the mindset of a naive intern infatuated with the powerful and beautiful executive. I went down the stairs to her office and knocked on the door softly.

    “Come in,” the voice on the other side of the door trilled.

    I stepped inside and let the door click closed behind me.

    “Lock the door, please, dear,” Veronica ordered. She wasn’t even pretending like this was professional behavior.

    I did and then stood there like a nervous rabbit, looking up at her only briefly before looking back at the floor. In those glances, I could see tension in her posture.

    “Is...Is there something you need, M..miss Windhelm?” I stammered.

    “I need more info on what Claire is messing up,” she spat, like it should have been obvious.

    “I...I...Um, there isn’t anything else, Miss,” I said. “Not yet, anyway. It’s only been a couple days.”

    “Excuses do not demonstrate competence, young lady,” Veronica stated, like she was delivering a lecture. She crossed her arms under her breasts. “We had an agreement. I would take you under my wing, and you would repay me with dir...information. Since you do not have any information, I will need some other payment for my time.”

    Payment for her time? It took all my will not to laugh in her face. So far, this ‘relationship’ had been completely one-sided.

    I tried to look apologetic and scared.

    “Wh..what k..kind of ... payment?” Like I didn’t already know.

    The predatory grin Veronica didn’t bother to suppress made Miriam seethe.

    “The pompous sleaze,” I heard Miriam in my head.

    “Patience,” I soothed.

     

    
     

    I GOT TO MY DESK IN the team area and was surprised that Nyx wasn’t already there. Since she began jogging to work, my goddaughter had always gotten there ahead of me. Were she and Rose somewhere...alone...maybe naked...? I shook the image away.

    A moment later, Rose came around the corner and approached.

    “I just sent you the Monday user stats,” she announced.

    Why was she coming to tell me that in person?

    “Where’s Nyx?” she asked, looking around. Ah, that’s why she came in person.

    “I assumed she was with you,” I answered, looking at her with one eyebrow raised.

    The smaller woman went pale. She didn’t know that I was privy to her relationship, or, for that matter, that she was living with me. She had no idea that I knew Nyx had made her cum, no telling how many times, on my bed. Or that our juices had mingled when the head of the strap-on Nyx had fucked her with slipped into me later that night. And I had just all but announced to her that her secret office fling was not so secret after all.

    “N..no,” she stammered.

    “Have you seen her this morning?”

    “Yes, I saw her as she came in,” Rose confirmed.

    At least she was around here somewhere and hadn’t been mugged en route.

    I busied myself with catching up with emails and checking my calendar for the day until time for the stand-up. As the call went out to bring the group together, we all stood and gathered around the large monitor. Still no Nyx.

    About a minute into the meeting, my roommate came rushing around the corner to stand beside me. I glanced over at her, a question in my expression, but she ignored me, so I turned back to the current speaker.

    When all the business was taken care of, Josh piped up.

    “Nyx is buying donuts tomorrow!”

    “What?” she responded.

    “You were late to stand-up, so you have to bring donuts tomorrow,” Josh explained. “Them’s the rules!”

    “Oh. Oookay,” Nyx said. “Uh, anyone got any suggestions on where I should go?”

    That sparked a ten-minute conversation about donut shops that I excused myself from to get back to work. I wasn’t going to crack a whip, though, and tell everyone else to ‘cut the chit-chat’ or whatever. My team knew their jobs and were each very good at what they did. A little team banter fosters better teamwork in the long run. One of the several things Veronica did poorly when she was in charge, in my opinion, was controlling her team in ways that treated them like cogs in a machine rather than the talented, creative problem solvers they were.

    The rest of the day was relatively normal. Unfortunately, I didn’t have a chance to catch up with Nyx until we were riding home that evening.

    “Where were you this morning before stand-up?” I asked as soon as we were on the road.

    There was a long pause. Long enough that I looked over at my niece.

    “Are you sure you want to know?” she finally said.

    “Why wouldn’t I? What were you doing?” My curiosity and concern both spiked.

    “I was meeting with Veronica,” she sighed.

    “Okay. Why are you acting like you’re confessing something? I know about your double-agent scheme. Did you tell her something you shouldn’t have?”

    “No,” Nyx answered quickly. “That’s not what she really wanted.”

    My brows creased. I took another quick glance at my passenger, then back at the road.

    “What did she...?” Realization dawned. “Oh...oh, my god! You didn’t?”

    “Claire, you’ve got to trust me. I know what I’m doing,” Nyx insisted.

    My breath caught, anxiety and fear rising from my gut.

    “Do you?” I shot back. “Veronica is dangerous! She’s been manipulating people since you were in diapers. And somehow she has cover from upper management. You can’t expect to come in and beat her at her own game.”

    “I’m not playing her game,” Nyx replied calmly. “Please don’t make me explain it. You’d just get more upset.”

    It was too late. I was already fuming just thinking about my twenty-year-old goddaughter being...intimate...with that barracuda.

    We were pulling into my apartment’s parking garage, and there was silence as I navigated the floors until pulling into my usual spot. I got out and slammed the door a bit harder than I meant. I was just so angry.

    I couldn’t even look at Nyx until after we were in the apartment. Even then, I tried to busy myself with dinner so that I wouldn’t have to face her.

    “Claire, you are overreacting,” the girl said, stepping between me and the refrigerator. “I’ll be fine.”

    “Get out of my way!”

    “Why are you acting like this?” Nyx asked as she stepped to the side. “I’m not a little girl anymore, Claire. I can handle myself.”

    “That’s not it at all!” I exclaimed, whirling back around to face her. I wasn’t thinking about my words; they were just spewing forth unexamined. “I just don’t understand.”

    “Understand what?”

    My voice became softer. “Why. I don’t understand why.”

    Nyx stepped closer, confusion in her eyes. A cool splash on my arm let me know I was crying, and I turned away.

    “Why her?” I continued, almost at a whisper. “And not me.”

    There it was. I hadn’t even realized it myself, but I was jealous. Of Veronica. The bitch was getting her claws into every corner of my life!

    I took a deep breath to calm myself. Damnit, I hated crying. I tried to reach up to wipe my face, but arms blocked mine. Looking down, Nyx’s arms wrapped around my midsection, trapping me in her grasp. She hugged me to her from behind. I wiggled pittifully, but she held me tight.

    Tears flowed that much harder as she held me without a word. Her breath and then her lips touched the back of my neck. Lovingly, like a mother kissing a child’s forehead. I should have felt patronized. Instead, all I felt was her affection and my own shame at needing that from her. I was her senior, the mentor, and here I was an emotional wreck in her arms.

    I didn’t even know why I was crying. It’s not like I wanted some deep relationship with her or that I thought she had genuine feelings for Veronica. The hurt of being rejected while Veronica got Nyx’s attention was only part of it. The pressure at work, the time away from Tawny, and the tension with my friend’s daughter were all piling on to result in an emotional release that I shouldn’t be laying on Nyx.

    “I’m sorry,” I finally broke the silence. “I shouldn’t...”

    But my words were cut off by a shushing from the younger woman holding me.

    “Shh.” The sound was terse, almost harsh. The tension in her hold increased. Not tighter, just harder. I was no longer being hugged; I was being held.

    “Nyx, please...” I said.

    “Let me be a little clearer,” Nyx hissed from behind, “Shut. The Fuck. Up. Claire.”

    My body immediately went rigid. What was happening?

    “I’m putting myself on the line for you,” she continued. The arms holding me suddenly released, spinning me around to face her before pushing me against the kitchen wall. The look in her eyes, the sneer on her lips, it was all wrong. “I’m debasing myself to that harpie, and you’re jealous? Fuck you! You’re just like her.” Nyx stepped forward, her hand on my chest. “You both just want to use me. Veronica tries to coerce me into it, while you are even worse. You have the gall to start sniveling and begging for it.”

    “That’s not...” I tried, but Nyx wasn’t hearing it.

    “You selfish little slut.” Her voice softened, almost sugary sweet, and her hand started moving down my torso. “What about my needs, huh? I give you one little orgasm, and now you want more. Isn’t that right?”

    If anything, the softer tone was even scarier.

    “No, I just...”

    “Don’t lie to me, Claire. You’ve wanted me since I got off the plane. I’ve held back for your sake.” Her face came close, and I was suddenly aware of the unyielding wall behind my head. “But maybe you just want to be broken.”

    “Broken?” I squeaked. Fear continued to rise even as my arousal rose along with it.

    Was I a slut? I tried to deny it, but I had been acting like I was obsessed with sex over the last week. Even now, I was getting wet from my niece’s forceful posture. Once again, the memory of Rose being impaled by my niece’s strap-on rushed back into my mind and immediately morphed. I was the one getting impaled. My pussy contracted around the imaginary rod that wasn’t there.

    Nyx’s hand reached the waistband of my work slacks. She gripped it and pulled me off the wall. Her free hand caught the back of my neck and pulled our faces together. The twenty-year-old’s lips were possessive, hard.

    Then, almost like a switch had been thrown, those lips turned soft along with her hold on me. Nyx pulled away from the kiss, but pressed her forehead to mine. She was breathing hard, like she had just been exercising.

    “Aunt Claire, you and I can’t be a thing. You know that,” Nyx said, her eyes closed and breath settling. Her eyes opened, and she pulled back to look directly into me. “But it doesn’t mean we can’t...enjoy each other. If it’s only sex. Nothing more.”

    I was still a little shocked. The abrupt shift in her personality was jarring and confusing.

    “I’m not choosing Veronica over you,” Nyx went on. Her hand was unbuttoning my pants. “You are so much sexier than her.” The zipper came down, and she pushed the garment off my hips to pile around my feet. “Promise me this is just about sex. Promise me no attachments.”

    I searched my emotions. Could I promise that? Were my desires just physical, or did I want more? I did want more, but not with Nyx. My goddaughter had stoked a fire in me, but it was one of pure lust. I needed something from her that I couldn’t get from Tawny.

    “I promise,” I nodded. “I just want...” My courage almost flagged, and I hesitated.

    
    
     

    


Chapter 15: Nyx

     

    
     

    MY IDEA OF SCARING Claire by letting Miriam out hadn’t worked, and I almost lost control.

    For almost a year, there had only been Miriam. She had been me. All of me. The fear and hatred. The anger. That was my personality for so long that it was easy to fall back into the comfort of that solitary shell. Nothing could hurt me because everyone else was prey.

    I didn’t want her anymore; I didn’t want to be her, but she was still a part of me. One of my several therapists told me that I needed to come to grips with the source of my anger before I could reintegrate Miriam back into my primary psyche, or some bullshit like that. Miriam hadn’t taken that well. She/I seduced and ruined his wife to his lackluster idea of sex to the point that she no longer got excited about being with him physically. I don’t know what happened with them in the long run, but I was pretty certain my ex-therapist didn’t have sex with his wife for a very long time, if ever again.

    The guy didn’t deserve that, but there was nothing I could do about it now without making the situation worse. A wave of self-loathing washed over me and threatened to bring Miriam back to the surface.

    My mind was wandering and going to a dark place. I needed to focus on the woman in front of me.

    Keeping my distance hadn’t worked. Showing her Miriam hadn’t worked. Maybe being who she needed without the emotional baggage would work.

    “Promise me this is just about sex. Promise me no attachments,” I told her.

    “I promise,” she responded with a nod. “I just want...”

    Claire’s gaze dropped. I could see her struggling with acknowledging what she had discovered about herself.

    “Go on. What do you want?” I prompted.

    “I want...” She took a deep breath. “I want to be treated like that store clerk in the mall.” She was referring to the woman I had dominated in a changing room of a store the first day I arrived. “I want what you did to Rose,” Claire continued, her voice a whisper.

    My hand slipped past the waistband of her panties to cup her sex. The heat of it filled my palm, beckoning me to make myself at home. Sliding my middle finger up her already damp slit, I found her clit and slowly circled it. Claire’s eyebrows rose, and her mouth opened, but no sound came out.

    “I see,” I said as I moved forward, pressing my chest against hers and pushing her back against the kitchen wall. “You want me to treat you like a slut?”

    Claire’s lips quivered as she nodded.

    “You want to be dominated with no strings attached. You want to give up control and be my bitch for a little while. Is that it?”

    The older woman moaned, maybe from my finger, but more likely from my words.

    “Y..yes,” she managed.

    “I’m proud of you for realizing that,” I praised. It was also a subtle power play to set the mood.

    Shifting my hand slightly, I lifted my middle finger and brought it down with a soft smack on her clit. While I had put some force into the motion, it was just a finger. Even so, Claire gasped at the impact. I repeated the motion and was rewarded with another cute gasp and a tiny jerk.

    “I’m not into a lot of pain, so I don’t think you’ll need it,” I said and let my finger tap her clit a third time. “But if you ever want me to stop, just say ‘mercy.’ Understand?”

    A fourth tap, even harder. After recovering from the impact, Claire nodded.

    “Say, ‘yes, ma’am,” I told my roommate.

    “Yes...AAHH!” My finger came down again, interrupting her. “...ma’am,” Claire finished.

    “Good girl,” I cooed and pressed my lips to hers.

    The brunette melted into me, her arms wrapping around my torso, and one leg lifting onto her toes, giving me more access. I used it to capture her button between two fingers. Scissoring gently but firmly, I felt Claire moan into my mouth.

    Breaking the kiss, I looked at the older woman’s face, contorting beautifully with every movement of my fingers.

    “This is mine,” I announced.

    My aunt’s face looked momentarily confused, then understanding dawned. One eye half closed and twitched as she moaned again, even louder.

    “Don’t you dare cum without my permission! That belongs to me, too, slut.”

    “Oh, my god,” Claire whimpered. I was clearly pressing her buttons just right in more ways than one.

    Suddenly, I removed my hand and took a step back. The woman in front of me slid a couple of inches down the wall before catching herself.

    “Oh, please,” she whined.

    “At what point did you get the impression that this was about what you want?” I chided. “If you get pleasure, if I allow you to cum, it is only because I enjoy watching slutty women losing their fucking minds at my hand. Got it?”

    Claire sucked in her lips and nodded again. I was about to correct her when she spoke.

    “Y..yes, ma’am!”

    “Gooood. Maybe you can be trained after all.” A little of Miriam was slipping in, but it was controlled, purposeful.

    The woman closed her eyes briefly, then straightened back up. She really was beautiful. A pretty face and wavy brown hair falling onto her shoulders. Her sexy bare legs poking out from under her suit jacket that emphasized her trim figure. And, most of all, the blush of her cheeks brought on by her arousal.

    “Now,” I began, “do sluts need clothes?”

    “N..no,” Claire answered sheepishly. “No, ma’am.”

    There was a pause where I just looked at her, then raised one eyebrow.

    “Oh,” the brunette said with a start and began unbuttoning her jacket.

    “I’m glad you have finally realized what you need,” I teased.

    Claire paused and looked up at me, swallowed, then went back to undressing. The jacket was thrown onto the counter. The blouse underneath was next.

    “What is that, Claire? What have you realized?”

    “That...I’m a slut,” she answered as she pulled her arms out of her bra straps and began moving the hooks to the front. The hooks released, and the bra joined the other two garments.

    Claire’s breasts were gorgeous, too. My eyes lingered on those smooth, round orbs with the sexy nipples.

    “Maybe, but I don’t think so,” I responded. “I think you just want to be treated like a slut sometimes.”

    “What’s the difference?” she asked even as she stepped out of her drenched panties and took off her shoes all at the same time.

    “One is a role you like to play to relax,” I answered as I stepped closer and took her underwear from her hand before she could toss it away. “The other is a lifestyle. Both are fine.”

    I held up her panties and brushed the crotch across her lips. They parted slightly, and I took the opening to poke my panty-wrapped finger past her teeth. Claire’s eyes widened in surprise, and her hands instinctively came up to grab my wrist.

    “Ahhhng, no, no,” I said, pushing my finger in further. “This mouth belongs to me, too, right now.”

    Claire’s hands reluctantly lowered to press against the wall.

    “Do you want me to stop?” I asked since I was essentially removing her ability to easily call for mercy.

    She got a precious, scared look and shook her head from side to side. I smiled and kept stuffing my roommate’s mouth with her soaked panties.

    When her mouth was crammed full, and just a little bit hung down her chin, I stepped back and looked over the naked, submissive woman whom I had idolized for years. She looked back at me with nervous expectation.

    For a moment, I tried to imagine what she must be experiencing. As turned on as she has ever been. Stripped and gagged with her own damp panties. Looking at the still fully dressed woman, fifteen years her junior, and her goddaughter, who brought her to this state.

    Her breasts were rising and falling as Claire breathed heavily. It was so sexy, I couldn’t help but hold them. I reached out and took one perfect mound in each hand, squeezing possessively.

    “These are mine, too,” I told her, then leaned forward to blow across her nipple.

    The reaction was immediate. The slightly protruding nub grew under my gaze and stiffened. I repeated the action on the other breast and got the same result. With a grin, I looked up into Claire’s eyes and slowly stretched out my tongue. At the same moment that my tongue flicked the nipple in front of me, a finger on the other hand flicked the opposite nipple. She took in a tiny, sharp breath through her nose, her head swiveling to her other breast, then right back to watch me circle my tongue around her ever-hardening nipple. The two danced, moving around each other while the tip of my finger mirrored the motion on the other side of her chest.

    Tiny grunts of pleasure guided my manipulations until I decided she was ready for more. Again, making sure that Claire was watching, I opened my mouth and slowly enveloped her entire nipple. I applied significant suction and pressed it against my palate. At the same time, I pinched her other nipple between my thumb and forefinger with equal intensity. Her eyes nearly closed and lost focus as a deep guttural moan escaped. Claire’s head leaned back against the wall, and her body began to undulate in rhythm with my sucking. All the while, a steady stream of ever-changing whimpers, gasps, and moans told me how much the pretty brunette was getting into it.

    After a while, I switched to the other breast, but I could feel Claire starting to slip down the wall. With a pop, I released my suction hold on my roommate’s nipple and stood straight again. The woman’s eyes opened to look up at me, not knowing what to expect next.

    “On your knees,” I said, my voice wavering with my own need.

    Claire went slowly to her knees and looked up at me, waiting for my next command. Fuck, I loved this site. Her gorgeous green eyes stared in complete submission, mouth stuffed and gagged, her naked body waiting for me to use it. There were places where Miriam and I overlapped, and this was one of them.

    “Fuck it! I can’t wait any longer!” I snatched a handful of my aunt’s brown hair and turned.

    She yelped into her panties and was forced to crawl behind me as I led her around the peninsula and into the bedroom. I guided the brunette to the foot of the bed. Claire started to climb on, so I smacked her rear. Another cute muffled yelp.

    “I didn’t tell you to get on the bed. Stay on your knees pressed against the bed.”

    “..ess, a’am,” she tried to respond. Even with the gag, I could hear the excitement and desire in her voice.

    “You wanted what Rose got,” I said as I went to the closet and pulled out my toy box. I set it on the bed where Claire could see everything. “Well, you’re going to get it.”

    I gave her a predatory smile and sat on the bed beside the box. First, I pulled out the strap-on harness, followed by the seven-inch medium-sized dildo. But I didn’t stop there. I wanted to see just how far Claire would go. Would any of these items scare her into halting this? Better to know now. Next came the wand, then ankle and wrist cuffs. I might not use those today, but I wanted to see her reaction. Her eyes tracked each one as I lay them on the bed, but they didn’t seem to put her off. After that, I pulled out a collar and leash. That got a reaction, but it was one of arousal. I even caught the slight lifting of her chin, probably imagining what it would feel like around her neck.

    Then I pulled out a shiny metallic butt plug with a plastic, pink jewel on the base. Claire’s brows creased and then rose. Again, I wasn’t intending on anal play tonight. That would require preparation we hadn’t done, but I still needed to know if it was something I could add in the future.

    “Your ass belongs to me, too, Claire,” I informed her in no uncertain terms.

    She swallowed and looked pensive, but finally said, “..ess, a’am.”

    That was somewhat surprising. I had half expected her to balk at that. Of course, I kept my thoughts to myself. One final item for today. I pulled out a rather long string of black anal beads of increasing size. Claire let out a whimper, but didn’t otherwise react. Well, well, maybe I underestimated just how kinky my godmother actually was.

    I had several more items, but those could wait for another day. Standing up, I started to undress. I took my time and made sure to display my body for her with every motion. When I was as naked as she was, I grabbed the collar.

    As I strode around behind her, Claire followed me for as long as she could.

    “Face forward, chin up,” I ordered.

    She complied, and I wrapped the collar around her delicate neck. Her hand came up to feel it as I tightened and buckled the thing in place. I bent forward so that my lips were right next to her ear.

    “While you are wearing this collar,” I whispered, “you are my plaything, my pet.”

    Claire trembled and closed her eyes briefly before opening them again and nodding. I hadn’t asked for her acknowledgement, though a clear acceptance of her status was nice.

    I moved back to the array of toys and picked up the strap-on. Pausing just a moment, I pointed at the bed in front of her.

    “Head on the bed, ass up,” I commanded.

    Claire did as she was told while I put on the harness and secured the dildo in place. Cheek against the bedspread, the brunette’s eyes tracked my every move. With the thing swinging lewdly from my pelvis, I put one hand on my hip.

    “I fucked Rose for hours. She came so much that she forgot her own name.” That was a bit of an exaggeration, but not much of one. “Are you sure you are ready for that?”

    I knew Claire wasn’t going to back out now, but I enjoyed seeing the apprehension and desire sweep over her simultaneously.

    She nodded again without lifting her head from the bed.

    “Good girl,” I said while already moving behind her again.

    Instead of just plowing her, I knelt down and brought my face to her beautiful slit. It still glistened from her arousal, but I wanted to make sure she was completely ready for what I was about to give her.

    “Spread your legs a little more.”

    She did, certain that I was about to insert my plastic dick. When my tongue made a slow trip from her clit to her hole, Claire tensed, then relaxed with a long exhale. I did this a few more times until her pussy was literally dripping and her hips were starting to rock.

    Then I straightened up and moved forward until the shaft of the seven-inch rod was sandwiched between me and Claire’s waiting sex. A little targeted grinding against her smeared her excitement all over the thing. Finally, I pulled my hips back and rubbed the tip between her labia until it rested against her hole.

    I was about to ask if she was ready when she pushed back. The head resisted for a moment, then popped in with a little yelp from the older woman.

    “Why, you greedy slut,” I said, grabbing her hair and pulling her head back, further impaling her in the process.

    From behind the gag came what sounded like a muffled giggle, and Claire tried to push back further. I was ready this time, however, and matched her motion backward. That got a whimper and a wiggle of her cute ass.

    “Whose pussy is this?” I shot.

    “...oours,” Claire responded without hesitation.

    “That’s right. Which means I decide when it gets fucked.”

    Another whimper, then, “..ess, a’am.”

    Claire went still, and I let go of her hair. She fell back onto the bed, breathing hard.

    Now I needed to make her wait just to prove a point. I turned my hands into claws and reached up to her shoulder blades, making sure not to inadvertently push the dildo at all. With only a little pressure, I slowly ran my nails down her back all the way to her ass. Claire groaned, and her back arched. Similarly, I put my claws at her bent knees and ran them up the back of her thighs until they too reached her butt.

    Claire was shaking and gripping the bedspread like a life preserver. Thin pink lines now marked her back and legs. I smiled at my artistic creation, then put a single nail on my aunt’s back just below her neck. My other hand gripped her waist. As I started pulling that single nail down her spine, I pushed my hips steadily forward. Every breath from the brunette beneath me brought a groan of pleasure rising in pitch as the dildo went deeper. My pelvis met her rear as the fingernail reached the small of her back.

    With both hands holding her waist, I pulled her into me and thrust as deep as I could. I was still careful; I didn’t want to hurt my willing submissive. I just wanted to make sure that she felt filled, taken. Claire cried out into the panties filling her mouth, loud enough that I still wondered if the neighbors might hear. There was no pain in her exclamation, though; it was pure bliss.

    Keeping her pressed tightly against me, I moved my hips to churn her insides.

    “OHH, ‘OD,” she said into her gag.

    I pulled back until only the head remained inside, then slid all the way back in with one smooth motion. Setting up a steady rhythm, I began to fuck the older woman earnestly. Every thrust brought another lewd sound from Claire. Music to my ears.

    Over the next few minutes, I gradually picked up the pace in response to the microsignals given off by Claire’s body and vocalizations. Her moans were nonstop, and it was clear she was nearing her first orgasm of the night.

    “Give me your hands,” I ordered, interrupting her concentration while continuing to move.

    Claire stretched her arms back, and I grabbed her forearms. She took hold of mine as well, but that only lasted until I pulled and thrust deep. Another pleasured cry pushed past the gag, and her fingers flayed out. My godmother’s upper body almost lifted off the bed, only her breasts still rubbing against the fabric.

    Another minute and Claire was on edge again.

    “Don’t cum until I tell you to!” I reminded her.

    The brunette groaned and tried to match my pace to slow down the penetration, but I maintained firm control and kept up the onslaught.

    “I’m going to give you a countdown, then you can cum,” I told her. Claire’s brown hair bounced as she nodded vigorously.

    “Ten,” I started. “...9...8...7,” Claire’s body shook. “Not yet, slut! ...6...5...4...3.”

    Her whole body was vibrating with the effort of holding off her orgasm.

    “Almost there...2...1...Cum for me, Claire!”

    My roommate’s head rocked back, and she screamed into her gag. The vibrations turned into full-on convulsions held in check only by my grip on her wrists and the rod pinning her to the end of the bed. Her feet came off the ground, and her toes curled.

    “That’s it! Let go.”

    I thought she was settling down, then she cried out a second time, and her body jerked. Once, twice, and the third ended with Claire going limp.

    Letting go of her wrists, I let her collapse back onto the bed. With her beautiful body twitching slightly, I pulled out slowly, knowing just how sensitive she would be. We weren’t done, but that was pretty massive for her, and she would need a few minutes.

    Claire didn’t move as I climbed onto the bed and lay down beside her. To a casual observer, the woman would have looked dead, but I could see the satisfied smile on her face.

    “That was...amazing,” the body beside me finally said a minute later after spitting out her now thoroughly ruined panties.

    “Good. Now get up here and climb on,” I said.

    “What?” Claire lifted her head to look quizically at me.

    “What part of ‘I’m going to fuck you for hours’ did you not get?”

    “Y..you...were serious?”

    I wasn’t, really, but she didn’t need to know that. It might turn out to be hours, but that would depend on Claire.

    “UP!” I repeated more forcefully, this time pointing to the cock protruding from my middle.

    My sexy godmother pulled herself onto the bed and crawled up my body. She straddled my hips and looked down at the dildo that had just ravaged her like it was going to start fucking her all by itself.

    “I don’t know if...” Claire started to say, but I cut her off.

    “You’re my toy tonight. The only thing I want to hear is ‘yes, ma’am.’” I gave her a stern look that allowed no rebuttal.

    After a short pause, the older woman responded, “Y..yes, ma’am.”

    With that, Claire grabbed the shaft of the dildo and positioned it at her opening. She lowered gingerly, taking a full minute before she relaxed on top of me.

    “I’m so swollen,” she commented.

    “I know,” I soothed. “That’s why I just want you to rock on it. Take it easy and enjoy the fullness.”

    Claire’s upper body began to sway gently forward and back, her pelvis rocking with it even though her legs remained still.

    “Ohhh,” she moaned.

    “That’s it. Now feel your breasts. Aren’t they nice? Good. Now, pinch your nipples.”

    Claire followed my instructions without question or hesitation. She was still riding the high of her first orgasm that had resulted from letting me take control, and was no longer even thinking about whether she should comply or not.

    As I thought about that, it occurred to me that Miriam was silent. I would have expected her to prod me to use Claire’s docile mindset to implant deeper, more insidious suggestions. There was nothing.

    I wasn’t going to dwell on that for very long, however. I had my mother’s gorgeous best friend rocking on my strap-on above me.

    “Pinch them a little harder,” I continued.

    Claire’s brows furrowed, followed by a moan, but I wanted something more.

    “A little harder. Take it right to the edge of pain without going over.”

    She squeezed harder. Suddenly, her mouth opened in a wide O, and her eyes rolled up. The pace of her rocking increased. I took note of how much pressure she was applying and her pleasure-to-pain threshold.

    “That’s it! Keep it right there!” I said.

    Reaching to the side, I picked up the wand and pressed it between the two of us so that both of our clits were pressed against opposite sides. Claire didn’t seem to notice until I turned it on. She yelped, her eyes flew open, and she looked down at the large device vibrating between us. To her credit, she kept going without pause.

    For a few seconds, I focused on my own pleasure and felt an orgasm rising to the surface.

    “Oh, my f..fucking god!” the woman above me exclaimed.

    “Don’t you cum without permission, slut,” I reminded.

    Her pained expression said it all.

    “P..please! Please, may I cum?” Claire begged desperately.

    “Not until I do!”

    Luckily for her, that was quite close. I looked up at the incredibly sexy woman writhing in pleasured agony above me, her beautiful face a picture of erotic stimulation, and my climax crested.

    “I’M CUMMING...cum with me, Claire!” I managed just as the tsunami hit me.

    Our two bodies rocked and ground against each other and the device. I have no idea how long. At some point, Claire fell forward on top of me, and we held each other while we continued to shake in our shared ecstasy.

    Finally, I pulled the wand away. The two of us continued to ride the dying waves of our orgasm until we just lay there, still, holding each other. The only sound was our heavy breathing.

    The silence and stillness dragged on while our breathing returned to normal.

    “I can’t move,” Claire said as though it was with her last ounce of energy.

    “You’re on top of me,” I pointed out, sounding just as exhausted.

    “You’re holding me down,” she retorted.

    “It seems we are at an impasse.” Even as I joked, though, my hips were starting to move up and down again.

    “Oh, my god, please no...mercy...mercy,” Claire whimpered.

    I chuckled, but stopped and let my arms fall to the sides.

    “Rose would have kept going,” I teased.

    “Fucking kids,” Claire mumbled as she rolled carefully off, sprawling with her head on my arm next to me. “...kids and your endless stamina.”

     

    
     

    THE NEXT DAY, CLAIRE was more relaxed than she had been since I arrived. It was encouraging, but I was still worried that she wouldn’t be able to keep our arrangement purely within the realm of mutual gratification.

    I couldn’t worry about that now, however. As I expected, Veronica wanted another meeting almost as soon as she got to work. The familiar text made me smile as the now-daily ritual would play out.

    Although today would be different. Today, she would start playing my game.

    
    
     

    


Chapter 16: Nyx

     

    
     

    I SAT IN MY MUCH-TOO-comfortable office chair and gazed down at the text from Veronica.

    VERONICA> My office. Now.

    Of course, I knew what she wanted. I had spent the last few work days getting her addicted to the pleasure I could give her, all while she believed she was the one in control. There was still a huge risk that I was misreading Ms. Windhelm. She seemed like a typical power-hungry bitch who got off on seeing others brought low. It was a fetish for her, nothing more.

    If I was wrong, if it was a result of some trauma in her past like my Miriam, then she was not going to fall for my ploy. Today, I would find out if I had gotten in over my head. Even though I had projected confidence to Claire, I was not nearly as sure of myself as I made out to be. Miriam, on the other hand, was supremely confident. Maybe recklessly so, but I would need to borrow some of that bravado to get me/us through this.

    Without really thinking about it, I had let a fraction of Miriam’s personality creep into how I had, at Claire’s request, dominated and fucked her to multiple orgasms the previous night. Miriam had been strangely quiet in my head the whole time. As much as I struggled to keep that part of me in check, I found myself needing her, or at least aspects of her. Last night, I successfully channeled her craving for control without losing myself in the process. A small victory, but something I hoped to replicate with Veronica.

    Instead of going straight to the woman’s office, I stopped by the restroom to double-check my appearance. Today, my eyeliner left off the usual extended points in favor of siren eyes, and I used a subtle, almost natural lip gloss rather than my usual bright red or black. A hair clip kept my blonde swoop, which normally partially covered one eye, pinned back to look more like a stylized pixie cut than the typical emo I preferred. I wore a short, frilly skirt, but it was still in the black motif. There was only so far I could go to make myself look like a sweet, innocent intern within the bounds of my current wardrobe, and I was certainly not buying any dresses just to cater to Veronica's corruption fantasies. Purposefully, I had not brought with me any of what my stepmom had put me in for years, all of which involved bows. No more fucking bows!

    Steeling myself, I made my way down to Ms. Windhelm’s office. I knocked softly and received the expected, “Come!”

    “Lock the door,” followed as soon as I was in the room.

    Yep, exactly what I expected. She wanted her morning orgasm...or two. There was probably still a stain under her desk where I made her squirt yesterday. Well, time to see how addicted she was.

    “Unless you have something new to tell me, you might as well take off that pretty dress and get under my desk,” Veronica stated before I could even ask what she wanted. She was getting more confident of her hold on me.

    “I...I do have something, Ms. Windhelm,” I offered.

    “Oh, really?” she replied. I couldn’t tell if she was happy about that or not. “Well, go ahead.”

    I recited one of the several pieces of information that Claire and I had agreed upon. It was yet another rabbit hole of nothing, but it would keep Veronica digging for at least a couple of days. The real question was whether it would satisfy our ‘agreement’ or if she would still insist on a sexual recompense. I was betting on the latter.

    The blonde woman looked pensive. Her fingers drummed on the desk as she considered my words. Veronica’s face brightened, but it didn’t look genuine.

    After an uncomfortable time, she got up and came around to the front of her desk. She half leaned, half sat on the edge and motioned for me to come closer. I approached, but kept a couple of arm lengths away.

    “That could be useful or it could be nothing,” she began. “Until I find out which it is, get over here and put that talented tongue of yours to work.”

    The blonde shimmied and hiked up her skirt above her hips, showing off sheer thigh-high hose and garter straps. And no panties. She was already prepared well in advance of my arrival. One thigh lifted to rest on the desktop as one finger crooked to beckon me forward.

    I didn’t move.

    “What are you waiting for? Get over here,” she ordered, pointing at the floor at her feet.

    “I...I...think you might be using me...” my voice quivered, then lowered to an almost whisper as I averted my eyes, “for sex.”

    “Of course I’m using you,” Veronica replied. “You should get used to it. Everyone uses everyone else. The trick is to have the leverage needed to come out on top.”

    There it was, Veronica’s philosophy of life. The problem was that I agreed with her. Well, at least part of me did. The difference was what I used for leverage. I made people blissfully happy, then threatened to take that away, while the ruthless woman in front of me, I suspected, had something more tangible that she held over her victims. The extra cellphone in her drawer was probably the key, but I had no way to get it, let alone unlock it. I had a plan for that, though.

    “Shouldn’t it be on equal terms? Between us, I mean?” I suggested.

    “I dare say you have the greater leverage here, Ms. Rodrigo. You could turn me in for sexual misconduct at any point. But you won’t because you like our little arrangement, don’t you?”

    She knew full well that even if I tried, it would be the word of a new intern against a long-time employee. I just smiled conspiratorially in response.

    “I meant that we should be more equal...sexually,” I said. “I have...you know...done you every time.” I looked embarrassed and reached up to fiddle with my earlobe.

    “And you would like some quid pro quo. Is that it?” Veronica smirked.

    My eyes met hers, letting her see the fire behind them. “Exactly,” I answered.

    “Hmmm. I’m sure that can be arranged.”

    Miriam’s influence crept in, and the corner of my mouth curved up ever so slightly. I walked forward, straightening my back. The look on Veronica’s face was curious when she noticed the change in my demeanor, but not displeased.

    With my hands on the blonde’s shoulders, I urged her a hundred and eighty degrees around, the two of us exchanging places, until I was the one leaning against the desk.

    “You should probably take your clothes off so they don’t accidentally get messed up,” I suggested.

    Moving with measured alacrity, Veronica took off her jacket, chamise, and skirt. After folding the items and putting them on the nearby chair, she came back to stand in front of me. She had a shapely figure that showed only small signs of her age. Now, only in a plain, tan bra, matching garter belt, hose, and heels, she looked at me with a challenge in her eyes.

    I lifted my dress and slipped off my panties, then took up the same pose she had been in just minutes prior. With the roles reversed, the older woman slowly went to her knees without further prompting.

    Her gaze shifted to my sex, beckoning her forward. She approached slowly, drinking in the sight. At the last moment, she licked her lips and parted them, letting her tongue get its first taste of me. I let her explore for a minute, then gently laid my hand on the back of her head. Her technique was nothing special. Nonetheless, seeing the mighty Veronica on her knees between my legs made up for her lack of skill.

    It took several minutes. Eventually, I was holding her head in both hands and grinding against her face. The blonde executive had tried to dictate the pace, but Miriam wouldn’t allow it. I came while looking into her wide eyes, and her tongue squashed against my clit. Her hair was disheveled, and the lower part of her face was shiny with the evidence of my enjoyment.

    Veronica was breathing as hard as I was, but looked pleased with herself. She rose, trying to reassert her position.

    “My turn,” she said, edging me off the desk with her hip.

    The older woman put a hand on my shoulder and pressed down, but I had other ideas. Turning to face her from the side, I put my fingers to her slit.

    “Oh, my, Ms. Windhelm, you're soaked,” I noted. “Did you like eating me?”

    “It was...aaahhh...” Two of my fingers made a sandwich out of her clit and scissored. “...not unpleasant,” she finished.

    I began to manipulate her button in a manner that I knew would put her on the edge of climax quickly. It was not my intention to let her reach that point, however.

    “Ohhhh...my god!” Veronica exclaimed and grabbed my wrist.

    She wasn’t pulling me away, just holding on. I backed off on the rhythm and kept her poised on the brink, her breathing getting shallower with every passing second. Any minute now...

    My phone buzzed.

    I looked over to where I had laid it on her desk.

    “Ignore it!” Veronica barked. “I’m so close!”

    As though I hadn’t heard her, I stepped away and picked up the device. The screen showed a group message that Claire had called a mandatory all-team meeting immediately. I already knew this was coming and didn’t really even need to read it, but I gave Veronica a good show.

    “Oh, my gosh! Claire called an emergency meeting! I have to leave!”

    I rushed toward the door and unlocked it. Before exiting, I turned back to see the bedraggled and frustrated form of the nearly naked executive.

    “Sorry,” I said as I opened the door and let myself out.

    I knew that Veronica would be jilling herself to completion within moments, but it wouldn’t be what I could do for her. If the blonde bitch didn’t recognize that today, she would soon.

    
    
     

    


Chapter 17: Claire

     

    
     

    THE NEXT DAY WAS A different event but with the same outcome. Between Rose and me, we had several excuses and interruptions planned that would give Nyx an excuse to avoid spending too much time with Veronica Windhelm throughout the week. At least that was the story that my goddaughter had told us. I had a feeling there was more to it that she didn’t want to get into, but I had to trust her.

    As Wednesday of the following week rolled around, Nyx gave Veronica the story that she was extra busy and managed to stay away completely. In the evenings, the twenty-year-old seductress would show me the texts the harpy was sending her. They were numerous and sounded more desperate as time went on. I got the impression that fostering this desperation was the real reason why she wanted distractions.

    Personally, while I was worried about Nyx, my immediate thoughts were on my lunch date with Tawny. She had texted me and asked if we could meet at the bar where she worked. I had expected her to want to get away from the place rather than spend her day off there.

    When I arrived, I was surprised to find a sign on the door: “Closed For A Special Event.” I looked around, thinking that maybe she was just meeting me here and we would be going somewhere else. She wasn’t around. Then I saw her car a little way away, parked in a metered spot.

    Turning back to the windows of the bar, I shielded my eyes from the glare of the sun and got close to look in. The place was empty. I did notice, however, that one of the tables stood out because it was covered in a white cloth with a place setting for two. As I peered in, Tawny came from the bar and placed some long-stem candles in the center. She was wearing a knee-length sundress that accented her figure, but would not have looked out of place in a nice restaurant or a bank.

    Oh, my gosh. My hand went to cover my gaping mouth as it dawned on me what this was. Just then, Tawny saw me and rushed over to the door. After a brief pause to unlock it, she stepped out and pulled me into a hug.

    “You’re early! I wanted this to be a surprise!” she complained.

    “It is!” I insisted. “You reserved the whole place just for us?”

    “I did a lot more than that! But let's go in, and I can tell you about that while we eat.”

    Tawny was animated and more excited than I think I had ever seen her. This was something more than just a lunch date. We had only just started going out, so I knew it couldn’t be something like a proposal. My curiosity was definitely piqued.

    Stepping in, my girlfriend locked the door behind us. The bar seemed completely different in the midday light. The faintly sweet smell of alcohol lingered, but the usually quaint atmosphere of worn floors and old tables was replaced with the look of aged, well, everything. In the sunlight, it all just looked old and barely holding on.

    That was, except for the one table in the middle of the room. If you only looked at that one, the chairs looked almost ornate against the elegant tablecloth and fine china. Tawny faced me, taking both my hands in hers, and walking backward toward the lavish oasis. When we got close, she pulled out a chair for me to sit.

    “Don’t move. I’ll be right back!” she said.

    Like I was going anywhere. She almost jogged into the kitchen and came out a few seconds later with a bowl of bread chunks and a plate. At the table, she added olive oil and a touch of balsamic vinegar to the plate. Sitting across from me, she just watched me with her chin propped on both palms. A little uneasy just being stared at, I nonetheless picked up a piece of bread, dipped it, and ate. As soon as I had, Tawny grabbed her own chunk and followed suit.

    “This is really sweet,” I began, “but this isn’t my birthday or anything. What is this about?”

    “Weeeell, since you asked,” Tawny replied, clearly waiting for me to open up the conversation. The sparkle in her eyes made me smile. “I have exciting news!” She was about to bubble over, but didn’t elaborate.

    “Don’t keep me hanging! What is it?” I urged.

    The brunette paused, looking at me excitedly. “I bought the bar!” She finally forced out, her arms going wide to encompass our surroundings.

    It took me a moment to process what she had said.

    “Oh, wow! That’s incredible!” I responded. “Congratulations!”

    “I know, right?” Tawny took in the room around us. “This is all mine now.” Her excited look then morphed to one of dread. “This is all mine now. Claire, tell me this wasn’t a horrible idea.”

    I reached over and took her hands in mine.

    “I’m sure you will make this place even better than it already is.” I was trying to be as encouraging as I could with no idea what the hard truths were. It didn’t matter. She was already traveling this path, so the best I could offer was to be right there with her.

    “I have so many ideas!” Some of her excitement was back. “One of them is to add some of my family’s favorite dishes to the menu.” She stood up. “And you get to be my first victim...I mean customer!” She winked and headed back into the kitchen.

    After more than my share of some truly phenomenal fried fish and hushpuppies, Tawny pointedly looked at my empty plate.

    “I can tell you hated that,” she joked.

    “That is going to be one of your best sellers,” I commented honestly.

    “I grew up eating that almost every Sunday. I always looked forward to it, but I couldn’t tell if it was as good as I thought or whether it was just nostalgia. I’m glad to know it wasn’t just me.”

    “I think the chef might have something to do with that, too,” I said, looking deep into Tawny’s eyes.

    The younger brunette met my gaze with equal intensity.

    “After I signed the papers this morning, all I could think about was sharing this with you.” Tawny held one of my hands as she spoke. “I’ve been considering this since the owner mentioned that he wanted to sell the place, and I’ve been saving up for a while, but meeting you actually pushed me to do it now.”

    I was flabbergasted. “Me? What...how did I do that?”

    “By being smart and successful and sexy and...and amazing,” Tawny beamed. “I didn’t want to be the waitress you saw as a side fling. I wanted to be an equal, someone you could see yourself with for...longer. I’m not trying to put pressure on you!” she added hastily. “I’m just saying that you inspired me to push and not wait any longer.”

    My nostrils were heating up, and I blinked to keep the emotions from spilling out.

    “You are no longer dating a waitress,” she continued. “Now you can say that you’re dating a restaurant owner, a chef, and an entrepreneur.”

    “You know I don’t care about job titles, right?”

    “I know, and it’s not the title. This is me being self-sufficient and taking the reins of my own destiny. This isn’t for you, Claire,” she gestured at the room around us. “It’s for me. But it is because of you. I just made a huge commitment this morning, and I would like to make one more. I...I don’t want to just date you, Claire; I want to...be with you.”

    My mouth hung slightly open, and my confusion must have been written on my face.

    “I’m not asking you to marry me,” Tawny clarified. “I don’t really know what I’m asking for. I just...I guess I just wanted to let you know that I’m committed...to us, whatever you want to call that. Damnit, I sound like an idiot.”

    It was not the most eloquent of speeches, but no one had ever expressed their affection for me more clearly. I couldn’t hold back any longer, and a tear escaped down my cheek. Standing up, I came around to the other side of the table. Seeing me coming, Tawny rose to meet me. I grabbed her in a tight hug that had me leaving tear stains on the shoulder of her dress. Pulling back, I took her face between my hands and kissed her. Soon, the kiss went from pressed lips to entwining arms and tongues.

    Even though I wanted to run my hands all over her supple body, we were still standing in front of huge glass windows facing out at the street and pedestrians. We paused just short of ripping each other’s clothes off.

    “Did I mention that there is an apartment above the restaurant that came with the purchase?” Tawny whispered as though someone might overhear. “Dessert is up there.”

    “I’m not sure if I...” I started to answer, but never finished.

    
    
     

    


Chapter 18: Nyx

     

    
     

    THE FOLLOWING DAY, Thursday, I didn’t go to meet with Veronica when she texted me. Instead, I made an excuse and hinted that I might be free later in the day if she was willing to provide some more “tutoring in oratory,” followed by a wink emoji.

    VERONICA> As your mentor, I would be remiss if I didn’t provide a good example

    I had spent more than a week getting her accustomed to what I could do for her, then denied it for almost as long. She was getting desperate. I replied with frowny emojis to two more texts that afternoon, asking if I was available for tutoring yet. Finally, late in the workday, I replied that I was on my way.

    I didn’t even knock when I got to Veronica’s office; I just let myself in and locked the door behind me.

    “Hello, Ms. Windhelm,” I greeted.

    If ever there were pictures in the dictionary for ‘averis,’ the look on the blonde’s face would be a candidate for inclusion. She stood from her chair like she wanted to climb right over her desk to get to me, but was holding herself back.

    “Hello, Nyx.”

    “I really like ‘Miss Rodrigo.’ Would you call me that?” I asked the question sweetly, innocently.

    The executive looked at me for a second before giving me an appeasing smile.

    “Okay. ... Miss Rodrigo,” she answered.

    Veronica moved around her desk on her way to me, but I interrupted her.

    “Would you take off your clothes again? You look so sexy in your underwear.”

    “Alright,” she grinned, soaking up the compliment.

    Her dress fell to the ground, and I scrunched up my nose. She was wearing a very plain pair of panties and a matching bra along with pantyhose. I held that face until the woman looked up, expecting my admiring gaze.

    “What’s wrong?” she asked, suddenly concerned.

    “No! It’s fine...I guess,” I said. “It’s just...panyhose makes me think of my grandmother and...and when I fantasize about you, you are always in fancy, expensive, sexy lingerie.”

    “You fantasize about me?” Veronica asked, regaining some of her mood.

    “Yes,” I smiled back, “but not like that. Please take those off. The rest of your underwear, too.”

    Thirty seconds later, she was naked and trying, nonchalantly, to pose for me. I fed her ego by letting my gaze travel her whole body while making soft sounds of approval. She really did have a nice body, so I wasn’t faking my admiration. Licking my lips hungrily, I reached under my own skirt and pulled off my underwear.

    “I believe you promised me some tutoring,” I said and moved to the lone chair in front of her desk.

    “I did,” she agreed. “Then you owe me.”

    The older woman took the two steps needed to reach me and sank down between my open legs. Her eyes took in my smooth slit and the neatly trimmed fuzz above it before looking up.

    “I think you like seeing me on my knees,” the blonde jested. I didn’t laugh.

    “It does get me very wet for you,” I replied sexily. “Don’t you enjoy it, too?”

    The woman didn’t answer. She just leaned forward and ran her tongue from my hole to my clit. That was the last of her tenderness, however. She acted like she was on a schedule. My button was quickly being whipped around in Veronica’s attempt to get me off as quickly as possible. I made the appropriate noises of appreciation, but it was too much, too quickly. Not as enjoyable as it could be.

    Even so, just seeing the high-and-mighty Veronica Windhelm, once again, on her knees between my legs was a significant enough thrill to let me enjoy it. The orgasm wasn’t huge, but it was real. As it approached, I felt Miriam slide to the surface. Not pushing me out, not taking over, but putting her hands on the wheel, so to speak.

    “That’s it, Veronica, right there,” Miriam encouraged as I felt the climax nearing its crest. She mashed the blonde’s face into our sex and humped it as Miriam took control of the final moments. “Look at me,” she ordered.

    It's amazing how pliable people are in the throes of sex. My years of therapy and personal ‘research’ had given me some useful insights into how people think. In particular, how tiny inputs from one’s environment can have impacts on how they react. It’s a subtle, subconscious priming effect.

    The blonde tilted her eyes up at us without even a thought that she was being conditioned to accept our commands. Miriam held her head tight, reiterating our control as we jerked with the pleasurable pulses.

    As soon as we started to come down, I pushed her away from me as I stood up, but kept my hand on her head, keeping her from rising. The woman was on fire and breathing as hard as I was. Before she could say anything and try to regain some initiative, Miriam spoke.

    “Would you like a reward now?”

    Veronica seemed unsure how to react or, maybe, how she got into this situation, but finally nodded, her need winning out over every other emotion. I smiled and walked swiftly to stand behind her desk. Crooking my finger, I beckoned the older woman to me with an expression that promised scintillating pleasures.

    I could see the hopeful excitement in her eyes as she joined me. The nearly naked blonde businesswoman came close, moving to embrace me, but Miriam turned her toward the desk at the last instant and bent her over it.

    Veronica gasped at the sudden motion, but didn’t protest. Of course, Miriam didn’t give her the chance. With a quick suck on two fingers, I was wiggling them into Veronica’s already slick quim.

    “Oooohhhh,” the woman beneath me exhaled as my fingers began to massage her insides in a slow rhythm.

    She started to raise her upper body off the desk, but I placed my free hand between her shoulder blades and pressed. It wasn’t enough to force her down; it was just to let her know what we wanted, and she complied. The woman’s hips were already starting to press into my hand, matching my pattern.

    “Cross your ankles,” I said.

    “What?” At her question, I pulled my hand away from her. “NO! Please don’t stop!”

    “Cross your ankles,” Miriam repeated.

    She did, quickly bringing her legs together, crossing her ankles, and consequently, locking her knees. In the process, her ass rose an inch or two, making the view even sexier.

    “Stay just like that.” The blonde didn’t answer, but also didn’t move.

    My fingers went back to her hole, right back to the steady penetrations and careful manipulations. In moments, the woman was moaning with her eyes closed and mouth slack. We worked her up slowly. What I had in mind would take some time and might not even work, but we would see.

    Slowly, I  increased the pace in response to her reactions. When the time was right, I extracted my fingers and replaced them with my thumb. My soaked fingers separated her labia and found her swollen clit. This brought Veronica’s vocalizations to a higher pitch instantly, and her rear began to move back and forth with my fingers.

    SMACK!

    Miriam brought down our free hand on the blonde’s butt cheek. The woman jerked and let out a strangled gasp. At the same time, her pussy squeezed my thumb.

    “I told you not to move,” Miriam said.

    “Y..you...you struck me!” she exclaimed.

    “I spanked you,” I retorted. “Because you were naughty. Now stay still, or do you want me to spank you again?”

    “N..no,” Veronica replied softly, after a longer-than-expected pause.

    She wasn’t sure of the answer!  Well, well, that was an interesting development.

    “Then don’t move and let me give you what you want. This is what you want, isn’t it?” I taunted and then emphasized by pinching her clit between my fingers.

    “AHHH...yes...YES!”

    I rewarded her obedience by wiggling my thumb and pressing in deeper.

    Veronica’s whimpers, moans, and gasps picked up steadily over the next few minutes. At some point, she had grabbed onto the edge of the desk, her knuckles now white with how hard she was gripping it. She was about to cum hard.

    “Good girl,” I praised, planting another subtle thought at a moment when she wouldn’t even consider objecting. “Now cum for me!”

    With my free hand on her back to keep her in place, I turned up the intensity one final notch. The woman let out a long, guttural moan as her body went completely still, then jerked hard. I didn’t let up. I needed more.

    Another pulse tensed her muscles, and I adjusted. Precise changes without changing the rhythm that would keep her orgasm flooding her body for as long as possible. It went on and on, Veronica’s body going limp between spasms.

    Finally, with one final cry and blissful explosion, she collapsed. I stepped back and looked at the seemingly comatose woman on the desk. Lifting one hand, I let it drop back down. No response. She was out cold. I would like to claim that it was my incredible magic fingers again, and while that played a part, the more salient aspect was her crossed ankles and locked knees.

    How long this would last, however, was a complete gamble. It could be mere seconds.

    Quickly, I pulled open the drawer where I had seen the secret phone over a week ago. The device was still there, partially hidden underneath some folders. I pulled it out and hit the power button, hoping that Veronica had left me a way to get into it. When the iconic fingerprint appeared on the screen, I did a little inward cheer. It took me a couple of tries of putting Miss Windhelm’s fingers on the glass, but then the screen unlocked.

    “We’re in,” I whispered out loud. I always wanted to say that.

    I pulled up the messaging app only to discover it was completely blank. Not a single text. Maybe the woman deleted them? Or maybe that wasn’t what this phone was for. Taking a quick glance down to make sure Veronica was still out, I switched to her photo gallery.

    Holy fuck!

    I couldn’t tell exactly what all the images were just from the thumbnails, but there was a lot of skin and some clearly pornographic poses. And that was all that was there! No cute cat pics, no shots of food, nothing normal; they were all salacious.

    Like an idiot, I tried to select everything and send it to myself, only to be told that the message was too large. Fuck! Then I read the rest of the error notification.

    “Images will be split across multiple messages to stay within size limitations.”

    Yes!

    Wait...NO...this was going to take too long. What was I thinking?! I didn’t even know how many images I had just selected.

    Before I could cancel, however, the unconscious woman, sprawled across the desk, groaned.

    Fuck, fuck, FUCK!

    “Ohhhh, my god,” Veronica said, hopefully masking the sound of the drawer closing with the phone hastily replaced. “Did I pass out?”

    “Only for a second,” I lied.

    Just as the woman started to push herself up, my phone started buzzing in my clutch. As casually as I could manage, I walked over, pulled out the device, and silenced it after confirming that messages were starting to arrive.

    “Oh,” I started, trying to sound mildly surprised. “My ride is about to leave. I need to go.”

    The blonde, looking disheveled but happy, smiled at me and bit her lower lip.

    “You know,” she said, halting my turn toward the door. “We could continue this at my house. I would be happy to drive you home.”

    Hell, no! That was my initial thought, then I considered the phone in the drawer, still in the process of sending me all those images. If I left now, would she take it out and notice what was happening? Probably not. But maybe. Could I take that risk?

    “Okay. Let’s go,” I said. I quickly picked up her discarded garments and handed them to her.

    “I like the enthusiasm,” she smirked while getting dressed. “There we go. Let me just grab my bag.”

    My heart skipped a beat. Veronica reached for the drawer! Then went past it to the second handle. I was lucky that she wasn’t looking at me because I failed to completely mask my panic. Still, I got my expression under control by the time she stood back up, purse in hand.

    When her door was closed, and we were walking toward the elevator, I pulled up my phone.

    “I need to text my ride and let them know not to wait on me,” I announced.

    
    
     

    


Chapter 19: Claire

     

    
     

    MY PHONE VIBRATED. It was a text from Nyx.

    NYX> Don’t wait on me

    NYX> I have another ride

    Another ride? Ah. I bet she and Rose were going out. Again, I felt a bit of jealousy both toward Rose and Nyx. I sighed, thinking about Tawny, and wondering when we would have a little more time together. Looking back at my phone, I replied.

    ME> k

    ME> ??

    There was no immediate response. I had put the device down and finished up one last email before it buzzed again, just as I was standing up to leave.

    NYX> If I don’t contact you before midnight

    The very next message was a Maps link. I clicked on it, bringing up a map with my niece’s location pinpointed and moving. What the hell had the girl gotten herself into?

    I had a knee-jerk reaction to try to follow her, catch up, stop her, something! Taking a deep breath and closing my eyes, I reminded myself that Nyx could take care of herself. That did nothing to assuage my fear, however.

    Without thinking about what I was doing, I drove home, but didn’t go to my apartment. Instead, I walked straight to the bar where Tawny worked. The place was sparsely populated that early in the evening. It even seemed a lot brighter, almost like a normal restaurant rather than a seedy bar. Okay, ‘seedy’ was being unfair. It was a normal bar, but to me, all bars seemed seedy.

    As I walked in, I located Tawny as she put drinks in front of a young couple. She looked up and smiled, then pointed at a booth in the corner. I felt better immediately. Her smile at seeing me and the way she pointed me to the table let me know that she was happy that I was there. My worries about Nyx were temporarily replaced with the joy of being with Tawny, even if only fleetingly.

    It still took another couple of minutes before she could come over. She flopped into the booth beside me and scooted me over with her hip.

    “Hey!” I said in mock protest through a chuckle.

    “Hey, to you too!” she replied while reaching to grab my face with both hands.

    To my surprise, she planted a kiss right on my lips. Right there in the bar! My wide eyes scanned the reactions as Tawny made an audible ‘mwha’ sound at our separation. I couldn’t tell if anyone had even noticed. The bartender grinned and shook his head, but that was about it.

    That public display of our relationship sent little jolts of happiness through me until they came out as a nervous giggle. I could feel my cheeks flush and sucked in my lips in an attempt to halt my girlish display.

    “Aww, did I embarrass you, hun?” Tawny teased in her sexy southern drawl.

    Then she repeated the kiss against my still-pressed-into-a-thin-line lips. It felt funny, and I almost laughed out loud. She started to come in for a third kiss, but this time, I took the initiative. As our mouths came together, I brought a hand to the back of her head and parted my lips to meet hers. My tongue wiggled to graze her teeth. After a moment of surprise, Tawny reciprocated, and we embraced like lovers.

    This was what I needed, the reassurance of her touch. Every spot where our bodies connected felt warm and tingly.

    There were onlookers, however, and Tawny was still working, so we reluctantly separated, both of us grinning from ear to ear.

    “I’m really glad you’re here,” my lover said as she slipped back out of the booth. “I have to ask you something, but I need to get these people their food first. I’ll be right back,” she promised.

    With a flip of her light-brown ponytail, Tawny was off. My eyes couldn’t help but marvel at the figure in tight jeans and a T-shirt that showed a hint of cleavage and midriff. She was classic sexy with a confident swagger.

    Damn, she was hot.

    And she had let me past those fabric walls. Maybe it was nothing for Tawny, but for me, it was validation that I was still desirable. That I was still worthy of affection. I watched every curve and bend as she did her job for the next few minutes until she had another pause. If the place had been more full, I probably would have been more worried about being seen as a lecherous woman.

    Lecherous woman. Something about that thought brought me back to my new roommate. I pulled out my phone and saw Nyx’s pinpoint still moving away from the city. With what she had told me about her interactions with Veronica Windhelm, I was certain that that was who my twenty-year-old goddaughter was now with.

    Stupid girl. What did she possibly think she could accomplish by doing this? Why hadn’t I just forbade her from doing something so dangerous? Nyx wouldn’t have listened, that’s why. Who knew what that blonde harpy planned to do with my friend’s daughter once alone in her home?

    My spiraling thoughts were interrupted when Tawny scooted into the booth, this time across the table from me. Her eyes were bright and excited until she saw the concern on my face.

    “What’s wrong?” she asked, her brows furrowing.

    “My goddaughter seems to think she’s James Bond,” I started.

    I explained what had been happening at work and how Nyx had put herself right in the middle of it.

    “Now I think she is being led into the spider’s web by a woman who has made a living using people.”

    There was silence after I finished. Looking up, Tawny’s expression was a mix of wonderment and fear.

    “Well...that kind of puts a damper on what I wanted to ask you,” she finally said.

    “Oh, that’s right! I am so sorry for laying this on you. I’m sure Nyx will be fine,” I lied.

    “No, you’re not, and you’re right to be worried.” It was validating to hear someone else confirm it, but it also fed into my fear. “But can you really do anything right now other than rush out there and possibly ruin whatever it is she thinks she can do?”

    “No,” I admitted. “All I can do is sit here and...and age!”

    Tawny moved around and was back at my side, draping her arm over my shoulders and pulling me to her in a side hug that quickly morphed into a full hug.

    “Let’s just not think about it right now, okay?” she soothed.

    “Take my mind off of this. Please. Why don’t you tell me about some of your ideas for the bar?” I suggested.

    The rest of the evening was spent having numerous short conversations about how Tawny had been saving for years, and that this was a dream of hers to own a little place like this. Over food and some drinks to further calm my nerves, she went on telling me animatedly about all her plans, like adding big-screen TVs to cater more to a sports crowd. All I heard was, ‘surround myself with a bunch of drunk men.’ I didn’t voice any of that, of course. This was her dream, and I would support it wholeheartedly. Besides, I knew she could handle herself and would have the guys tipping from every orifice. Okay, that image was gross, and I regretted even thinking it. Eww. Tawny was excited, though, so I was excited. And it kept my mind off of Nyx well into the evening.

    It was a little after eleven o’clock when the weeknight crowd started to thin out, and Tawny had more than a minute to rest. She sat down and, like every other time, continued the conversation as if there hadn’t been a ten-minute interruption for her to do her job.

    “So, I also had an idea about what to do with the apartment upstairs. I thought about selling my house and using it myself, but do you have any idea how expensive it would be if I ever wanted to get a house again? There’s also a lot of family history in that house, so I can’t see myself selling it just yet.”

    “You could rent it out,” I suggested.

    “Maybe, but I had another idea! That’s what I wanted to ask you.” She got this conspiratorial look and smirked. “What if I offered the apartment to Nyx?”

    “Wow,” was the only response I could muster for a moment. “I mean, that’s really generous, but you shouldn’t just give that away.”

    “Oh, heavens no!” she agreed. “I’m going to need a new waitress, but I don’t have the cash flow yet to afford a full salary. Do you think Nyx would want to be a waitress and have the apartment as part of her pay? She’d still get paid, of course, and there’d be tips, but I wouldn’t have to pay her as much, and she would get free rent. Win-win, right?”

    “I...don’t know if that is something she would want to do, but I don’t see a reason not to ask.”

    That reminder of Nyx made me pull out my phone yet again to see that her location icon hadn’t moved. Even Tawny’s enthusiasm about her major life event was starting to lose ground to my growing concern for my roommate.

    “Any change?” she asked, seeing the worry on my face.

    “None.”

    “She said to wait until midnight. I’m sure she’s fine.” Tawny soothed, putting her hand on mine and squeezing.

    “But what if midnight is too late? How could she possibly know when she told me that? She could be locked up in Veronica’s basement right now!”

    Just then, something changed on the screen, but I hadn’t been looking directly at it. I looked down to discover that Nyx’s location icon had disappeared!

    
    
     

    


Chapter 20: Nyx

     

    One hour earlier, in Veronica’s basement

     

    
     

    “AGAIN! AGAIN!” VERONICA’S voice rang through the small finished basement.

    “I don’t believe you are in any position to demand anything, Ms. Windhelm,” I pointed out.

    More accurately, it was Miriam speaking. I had stepped back and let her do what she was best at. But this was different. I was still in control, but allowed Miriam to guide my actions and words.

    I looked down at the red mark on Veronica’s back, already starting to fade. She was bound to a piece of furniture that looked like a padded sawhorse with long shelves on each side. Her wrists and ankles were all strapped down so that she was resting on those shelves on her knees and forearms. A Hitachi wand was also strapped to the apex beam and pressed against her clit, a gentle humming quite audible between gasps, moans, and demands.

    “I..I’m sorry! I’m SORRY, Miss Rodrigo! PLEASE...please, again!”

    “That’s more like it. Begging is much more likely to be rewarded,” I said as I brought down the riding crop against the middle of the blonde’s back. The blow wasn’t hard, just enough to leave a red streak that would disappear in a couple of minutes. She twitched and let out a stuttering moan.

    “H..harder!...PLEASE!” she added.

    “You seem to be enjoying this an awful lot for someone who has never been on the bottom before,” I stated. “Are you sure this is new to you?”

    “Y..YES...I’ve...I’ve never let anyone do this to me. Please don’t stop! I need it!”

    “Need it? Why does Ms. Veronica Windhelm need to be punished?” I prodded.

    “I...I’ve been bad,” she replied, but didn’t elaborate.

    “I know that already.” The crop slid from her neck down her spine to her rear, then softly tapped each of her cheeks over and over. “If you want to get absolution, you’re going to need to come to confessional.”

    In any other situation, this would have triggered every defense the woman had. She would have clammed up and sent me packing, but she had no defenses left. I had strummed her every sexual nerve for well over an hour and introduced her to the catharsis of submission.

    The mild punishment I was putting her through was feeding into her guilt. Combined with the intense pleasure of the wand at her sex, the only thing she could think about was the intense release she knew I could give her.

    “Ohhh, please...I...hurt people...I have...pictures!” Her pretty face winced as she realized what she had admitted.

    I brought down the crop on her ass with a satisfying smack. Again, Veronica responded with a jolt followed by a pleasured groan.

    “Where? Show me,” I ordered, but didn’t give her a chance to respond.

    I rained down blow after blow, none very hard, but the sudden intensity had the woman squirming.

    “NNNnnngggg...yes! I mean...I can’t!”

    I let my fingernails scrape up her spine in the opposite path as the crop moments prior, as I walked to stand at her head. She whimpered and tried to look up at me, but couldn’t quite manage it. Squatting down to be at eye level with the naked businesswoman, I pressed her a little further.

    “Why can’t you? I thought we were in this together. Don’t you want to please me?”

    “More than anything, but I can’t exactly log into my laptop right now,” Veronica chuckled and wiggled her bound limbs.

    A devilish idea struck me.

    “That’s really hot! Having intimate pictures of people!” I said, hoping she would buy my fake enthusiasm. “I think you should look at them while being punished for being such a naughty girl. Where’s your laptop?”

    There was hesitation as my suggestion worked its way through to Veronica’s twisted imagination.

    “In...in my office, right off the foyer.”

    I could hear the hint of excitement in her voice. She liked the idea! Perfect!

    Three minutes later, I was setting up a small table in front of the bench.

    “I need your pin,” I stated, like it was nothing special. She gave it to me while continuing to rock her hips in an attempt to grind on the wand.

    “They’re on a network drive, the E drive,” she clarified. “The folder labeled ‘stuff’.”

    “Stuff?”

    “Well, I...AAHHH...I wasn’t going to call it ‘blackmail material,’ now was I?” she retorted.

    There were numerous sub-folders with people’s names. Not a huge list, but enough that I couldn’t take the time necessary to go through them. The thought occurred to me that I could just delete all of it right then and there, but that wouldn’t keep her from doing this again and targeting Aunt Claire even harder. There were also the images still on her phone. We needed to get real evidence of what she had been doing. Something that couldn’t be shifted to anyone else. Something that was more than just taking pictures.

    Maybe Claire could think of something. Right at that moment, however, I needed to give the blonde crook what she was expecting.

    I set up the laptop facing Veronica and put the images into a slideshow mode. As the pictures began to flip in front of her every few seconds, I continued to swat her body with the crop and taunt her.

    “You are such a depraved woman, Veronica, using these pictures to make those people do what you want.”

    SMACK!

    “AAAHHHMMM...yes...punish me!”

    SMACK! SMACK!

    Even as I spanked the writhing woman bound in front of me, I watched the display. I had no idea who any of those people were or how Veronica had managed to get those images. The first group seemed to be of a middle-aged man meeting up with a much younger woman. They weren’t at all explicit, but I suspected that the woman was not his wife.

    Then the scene changed. The pictures were from within a darker room, and these were most certainly explicit! A woman with short, dark hair was front and center. She was fastened to a St. Andrew's Cross with what looked like a man with his face buried between her legs. They were both naked except for matching collars. Off to the side was a second woman, much more covered in black latex and holding a flog. She was wearing a mask, but the hairstyle and body shape were unmistakable. That was Veronica.

    The image switched, but the same framing, same angle. Veronica and the unknown man were each attached to one of the bound woman’s nipples while Veronica’s hand groped the woman’s sex.

    Wait, that carpet looked familiar. Suddenly, I recognized where that picture had been taken and chastised myself for not seeing it immediately. The cross was gone, but the wall just a few meters from me still had the bolts where the device would have been secured. That meant that there were likely cameras in the walls! I looked at where the picture would have had to be taken from, and that wall was covered with pegboard. Any one of those holes could conceal a camera behind it. I wondered how many more cameras there were in this room or others.

    The next swat came down significantly harder than the previous. That was all Miriam.

    SMACK!

    “AAAAHHHHHH!” Veronica cried, her back arching. That one stung!

    The next image flashed up. It was a close-up of the woman’s face in the midst of an orgasm, I suspected.

    “Who is she?” I asked.

    “My HOA president,” Veronica chuckled. “Let’s just say that I don’t get any more complaints about the length of my grass.”

    “And the guy?”

    Another evil chuckle.

    “That’s the best part. That’s her recently married son.”

    My eyes widened. Even Miriam was impressed.

    “He just passed the bar and got a clerk job in a very prestigious law firm,” the bound woman continued. She was still breathing hard and grinding on the vibrator. Talking about her conquests was getting her off.

    Miriam took more control without pushing me out. She paused the show on the close-up of the HOA president’s face. Then she turned up the intensity of the vibrator and grabbed one of Veronica’s shoulders. The other hand gripped a handful of blonde hair. Both hands pulled, bringing her head up and forcing the woman’s clit to press hard against the wand.

    “Look at that woman whose life you hold in your hands and cum for me, bitch!” Miriam practically yelled. “Feel that power, and then how much you are enjoying giving it to me! Cum for your Goddess!”

    Veronica’s eyes stared straight ahead, but they seemed unfocused, lost in her own world of impending bliss.

    The moan started low and deep, but quickly morphed into a near scream of release as Veronica’s whole body shook.

    “That’s it, give it all up,” Miriam encouraged. “Give me everything!”

    I knew that her words meant much more than the immediate orgasm rocking Veronica’s body. We planned on taking all of her falsely accrued power, even if we didn’t know exactly how yet. The fact that there were probably images of us now on Ms. Windhelm’s network drive only increased our determination.

    The climactic cry started to subside as Veronica’s body stopped quaking and just twitched. Miriam let go of her, and the older woman collapsed against the padded surface of the bench. Every time she would start to relax, however, her clit would come back in contact with the vibe, making her jerk and gasp again.

    I turned off the wand, but the woman’s reprieve would be brief. Starting the slideshow back up, I moved to the pegboard and retrieved a strap-on dildo from the wall.

    “You’re not done atoning for your sins, slut,” Miriam announced as I stepped back into the woman’s line of sight to fasten on the fake cock.

    “Oh, my god,” she muttered.

    Then the vibe sprang back to life, and I straddled the bench right behind the bound woman.

    
    
     

    


Chapter 21: Claire

     

    
     

    WHAT HAPPENED TO THE location tracking? Did Veronica discover it and shut it off? I stared at the screen, trying to will the thing to show up again.

    Just as I was about to panic and rush to my car, a text came in from Nyx.

    NYX> In an Uber

    NYX> Heading home

    I exhaled and felt every nerve in my body relax.

    ME> I’m at the bar

    NYX> Perfect

    NYX> I need a drink

    Thirty minutes later, Nyx walked in looking tired. She scanned the room, found me in the corner booth, and weaved through the tables toward me. On arriving, she slid in across from me and immediately put her forehead against the cool wood of the table.

    “You okay?” I asked.

    Only one hand moved to give me a thumbs-up. I wanted to find out everything that had happened, but Nyx didn’t seem ready to talk. Just then, Tawny approached.

    “Can I get you somethin’, sweetie?”

    Nyx sat up and, with a groggy tone, said, “A Zombie. That seems appropriate.”

    “Are you twenty-one?” the waitress responded, already fully aware that Nyx was twenty.

    Nyx just raised her eyebrows as if to say, “Really?”

    Tawny sighed and wrote on her little order pad. “Fine. I’ll talk to the owner,” she finished and gave me a wink.

    I smiled at her inside joke and watched Tawny flounce back to the bar. When I turned back toward Nyx, she was looking at me with a curious expression.

    “Hmm, that seems to be going well,” she hummed.

    “What?”

    She used a little finger motion to indicate Tawny and me. I smiled and blushed in spite of myself, then squashed that and turned serious.

    “Don’t you dare try to ignore the elephant not in the room,” I challenged. “What happened to you tonight?”

    “What the hell does that even mean? If there is no elephant in the room...”

    “NO!” I interrupted. “Stop stalling and tell me!”

    The girl deflated and just looked tired again. Even so, she described the events of the day, starting with her finding the images on Veronica’s secret phone.

    “There was no way she was in any condition to drive, so she got me an Uber,” Nyx finished.

    I sat there stunned. She was so nonchalant about the whole ordeal. To me, it sounded like...like...I don’t know! Like nothing I could have ever described so calmly. Tawny had joined us halfway through, and she, too, was speechless.

    “So,” Nyx brought me out of my amazed stupor, “what do you think? How do we get her? Now she’s got pictures of me, too, I’m sure.”

    Nyx’s gaze was expectant, looking from me to Tawny and back.

    “Well?” she prodded when neither of us spoke.

    “We can’t just delete the data,” I pointed out, just voicing my thoughts. “Even if we did, we still need the list of people she is blackmailing to let them know that Veronica no longer has the pictures. Otherwise, she could bluff them. They’ve probably already seen what she has and wouldn’t question it.”

    “Don’t you guys have someone with the skills to hack in and get that?” Tawny asked.

    “We don’t need to,” Nyx said. “I already know her laptop PIN. I just need to get my hands on it again.”

    “Could you just take her network drive?” I asked.

    “Maybe, but I have no idea where in her house it could be. And asking her would be hella sus,” my goddaughter pointed out. “Can we just copy it and wipe her drive?”

    “Probably,” I shrugged. “That should be doable from the laptop, no problem.”

    “There might be some incriminating pics in there with Veronica in them, but we can’t guarantee it,” Nyx added. “We still need some proof that she’s blackmailing people.”

    “You said that she wants something she can hold over Claire, right?” Tawny piped up. “Why don’t we give it to her?”

    
    
     

    


Chapter 22: Nyx

     

    
     

    CLAIRE WAS SURPRISINGLY calm about the plan, even though she was the one in the crosshairs if something went wrong. Knowing that Tawny would be right there with her certainly had something to do with that.

    The next morning, I had barely sat down at my desk when I got the expected text. Veronica was in early.

    VERONICA> I would really like to see you

    Her tone had completely shifted from the insistence of the previous week. I waited a couple of minutes before responding.

    ME> Be there in a bit

    She sent back a heart emoji. Again, I waited for no particular reason other than to make her feel anxious.

    When I finally showed up, I didn’t knock; I just walked in and locked the door behind me. There was silence as I turned to the older woman. She just regarded me as I slowly approached her desk, her lips parted, and her eyes wandered over my form.

    “Good morning,” Veronica smiled up at me when I came to a stop, then bit her lower lip.

    “Happy Friday,” I returned. “I’m glad to see you’ve recovered.” I gave her a knowing smirk.

    “Yes, well,” the blonde looked down sheepishly. “It was a...unique experience. Actually,” she started to continue, then backtracked. “Sorry. Please...sit down. I...I wanted to talk to you a moment before...well...before.”

    I pulled the chair to face the desk directly and sat back, crossing my legs, and letting my curiosity show on my face.

    “What did you want to talk about?”

    “I...find myself in the unusual position of...” She took a deep breath. “Of having...feelings for you.” Veronica looked at her hands folded on the desk like she was embarrassed before forcing herself to look back up at me.

    Here it came—the admission of more than lustful intentions. I had been through numerous versions of this same discussion, all different, but all basically the same. ‘I have feelings for you. Do you have feelings for me? I want to take us to the next level.’ Blah, blah, blah. It always felt like being back in middle school and passing silly notes around.

    My face didn’t show any of this. To Veronica, my eyes showed only understanding and affection.

    “I have opened up to you in a way that I have not done with anyone else in a very, very long time,” the woman continued, her cheeks starting to redden. “I’ve trusted you with deep secrets for reasons I can only attribute to one thing. That I am falling for you.”

    The prim and proper businesswoman looked up at me expectantly, searching my face for some sign that I would reciprocate. For a moment, I felt sorry for her; she was being genuinely vulnerable. Then Miriam’s voice hissed in my mind.

    “This woman has destroyed countless lives and wants to do the same to Claire. She doesn’t deserve an ounce of our empathy.” That was like the pot calling the kettle black.

    “Haven’t we done the same?” I thought back, but her point was made.

    This wasn’t about who was morally in the right. Neither of us had any high ground to stand on. This was about the fact that I was standing between Veronica Windhelm and Claire. My Claire.

    And I was about to serve her up to this vile woman on a silver platter with the hope that we could turn it back on her. Right now, though, I needed to play my part.

    “I was too afraid to say anything, but I’m...falling for you, too,” I lied.

    I stood up and moved around the desk, where Veronica stood and met me halfway. Putting my hand to her cheek, I swept back and curled my fingers behind her neck. She did the same to me, the two of us pulling the other into a passionate kiss.

    When we broke a minute later, I whispered, “I have a present for you.”

     

    
     

    LATER THAT EVENING, I found myself walking into Tawny’s bar with Veronica. I pointed her to a table in one corner with a good view of the bar.

    “This place is really close to my apartment,” I started to explain. “I’ve been a regular here since I moved in. The food is decent, and the waitresses are very nice. Turns out, they are more than just nice. Occasionally, I would see someone approach the bar, hand the bartender what looked like a lot of money, always cash, and then one of the waitresses would escort them down that hall.” I indicated a small passage labeled ‘Restrooms.’

    “And you’re sure you saw Claire do this?” Veronica asked.

    “Twice,” I confirmed. “Both Fridays that I’ve been here, she’s shown up, gone right to the bar, and been taken into the back by one of the waitresses.” As though on cue, Tawny came from the kitchen carrying a plate bound for one of the other tables. “That one,” I said, inclining my chin toward the brunette.

    Tawny had embraced her part and was looking especially provocative today. She had on a micro tartan miniskirt that showed her panties every time she bent forward to put anything down. Her top was a white button-down shirt that had maybe two buttons still clasped just below her breasts. Under it, her very lacy white bra was quite visible. Damn! When I told her to dress sexy, I thought she would bring out the tight shorts, not...this!

    “I see,” Veronica commented. “I’m not surprised that Claire would need to pay money for something that fine.”

    “Some thing?” I heard Miriam’s indignant words surface in my head.

    After setting down the other customer’s order, Tawny went to the bar, grabbed some menus, and headed in our direction. She handed one to each of us, then spoke.

    “If you ladies see anything you like, just let me know.”

    Then she winked at Veronica. Okay, Tawny, I thought, don't overplay it. Apparently, I needn’t have worried because Veronica was drinking it all in.

    Both of our eyes shifted to the door as it opened, but it was three guys starting their weekend early. I think I had seen them in here before. They sat down, and one whistled as Tawny came over.

    “Damn, girl, lookin’ good!” he exclaimed.

    Please, please, don’t say anything about how this is unusual, I pleaded silently! Luckily, the door opened again, and Claire walked through. Veronica and I both lifted our menus to at least partially hide our faces while still allowing us to watch. The blonde next to me also pulled out her phone and began recording.

    Claire didn’t look around; she just walked right up to the bar. We didn’t want to involve the bartender, so she was currently handing him a bunch of cash and asking him to set up a prepaid tab. Then she was going to ask him to get Tawny’s attention. He was aware of their relationship, so this wouldn’t even seem strange to him. To Veronica, however, it would look like exactly what I described: a payment for...additional services.

    The waitress bounced over, getting close enough to brush her breasts against Claire’s arm. Tawny said something to the bartender, then walked toward the side hall with a glance over her shoulder to her ‘customer.’ Claire followed, the two disappearing into the dimly lit passage.

    Veronica lowered her phone. The look on her face was supremely satisfied.

    “Did you get what you need?” I asked. “Ms. Beechum is never going to want anyone finding out that she hires a...a hooker,” I whispered that last bit.

    “Come on, let’s get some really good shots,” Veronica said, ignoring my statement. She stood up and walked casually toward the restroom.

    Fuck!

    We hadn’t expected the bitch to need more than what we gave her. I rushed after her, but Veronica was already well ahead of me. I caught up as she paused a step into the corridor.

    “They went through that door at the end,” the blonde whispered.

    That wasn’t the plan at all! Claire and Tawny were supposed to go to a storage room and stay there until I gave them an ‘all clear’ text. I had no idea what was even behind that other door. Veronica walked quickly but quietly to the end of the hall and listened at the door.

    “Sounds like they went up some stairs.”

    Stairs?

    “I don’t think we should...”

    The older woman shushed me with a finger to her lips, then cracked the door.

    “I’m not comfortable with this,” I hissed under my breath, but Veronica ignored me again.

    The door slowly swung open to reveal a set of worn, wooden steps up to the second floor. The woman paused, took off her shoes, and handed them to me.

    “Then just stay here,” she ordered.

    FUCK!

    
    
     

    


Chapter 23: Claire

     

    
     

    TAWNY TOOK MY HAND as we entered the passageway, heading for the storage room where we were going to hang out until Nyx could get Veronica to leave. When we got there, however, I glanced back and caught a glimpse of Veronica stepping our direction. She wasn’t leaving, she was following!

    “She’s heading this way!” I said to my accomplice and girlfriend.

    We paused for a moment, then Tawny kept going, pulling me deeper down the corridor.

    “I have a confession,” she whispered as we reached the last door. “I always wanted to make my own porn video.”

    Without waiting for a response, Tawny was dragging me, for the second time in three days, up a set of stairs to the apartment right above the bar. At the top of the stairs was a decorative iron balustrade to keep people from falling. Beyond that was a modest efficiency apartment with a bed against the far wall and a kitchen area along the opposite wall. Except for a corner that housed the bathroom, there were no other obstructions at all.

    My musings were cut short when Tawny spun around and plastered herself against me.

    “You paid for me,” she said in the most sultry voice I had ever heard. “Let me be your whore.”

    I giggled nervously but didn’t answer. I didn’t need to. Tawny smiled and started kissing her way down my body. As she reached my waist, she unzipped my skirt and tugged it off my hips. My panties soon followed. As I looked down into her piercing blue eyes, her warm breath caressed my damp folds, sending an incredibly erotic sensation of heat and chill through me.

    “Ooohh,” I shivered.

    The tip of her tongue then swept up the crease between my thigh and labia. It was right on the edge of tickling without pushing over. She repeated the action on the opposite side and sent another shiver through me. The third lick was down the middle, splitting my lips with slow, sensual up and down motions. When she reached my clit, she paused there, flicking it like a tiny punching bag.

    I moaned and couldn’t keep my eyes open any longer. One hand went behind her head, more to steady myself than for any control, as she started circling my button. Then Tawny kissed it, sucked it into her mouth briefly, and my knees went weak.

    The waitress seemed to sense my predicament and leaned back, licking her lips. Tawny stood and helped me out of my blouse and bra. I had completely forgotten about the fact that we were likely being watched and probably recorded. She led me to the bed and sat me on the end before backing away.

    “I believe you paid for the full treatment, right, Ms. Beechum?” my fake whore asked.

    “Uh-huh,” I nodded, wondering what she had in mind.

    Tawny smiled and pulled out her phone. A few seconds later, a song filled the room. It felt like modern R&B, but I didn’t recognize it. The brunette in the faux schoolgirl attire began to sway to the beat, moving her hands over her curves. Oh, my god!

    A woman’s voice started singing. I only caught part of the first verse before my mind was pulled to the alluring body in front of me.

    “Explore your thoughts, stop acting scared

    I can see you watching, let me take you there

    Let me show you what it's like

    To fuck with something right.”

    I’d never had a woman dance just for me. Watching her gyrate, twirl, and slowly remove her shirt had me mesmerized. I completely missed when she had unhooked her bra, but the straps were suddenly hanging from her shoulders while one hand held it in place. She danced closer and bent forward over my legs as she flashed one breast, then covered it again. The other peeked out for a fraction of a second and was hidden once more.

    Tawny turned with her back to me, now straddling my legs, and bent forward almost ninety degrees. My eyes were locked on the frilly white panties inches from my face when her bra was flung onto the bed next to me. She bent her knees and sat in my lap with only her hands hiding her breasts. The brunette ground her ass against my stomach while slowly leaning back, her head falling back over my shoulder. My hands found my girlfriend’s waist and moved steadily up her torso. When our hands touched, she moved hers down to interlace her fingers with mine and then guided me to cup and knead her breasts. Her tiny gasps and moans, combined with her continued gyrating to the music, were so incredibly erotic.

    She pressed back as her face turned to me, and I turned to meet her. We kissed all the way down until my back hit the mattress. Tawny ground her rear into my sex, making me spread my legs to get more contact. Suddenly, she flipped over, her mons pressing hard into my vulva. I inhaled sharply, my legs wrapping around her instinctively. A hand gripped the back of my neck, and we were kissing again in an instant.

    I held her close, feeling the tingle of her stiff nipples rubbing against mine. Our bodies melded, and my climax began to build as Tawny thrust against my clit.

    “Aaaahhhh,” I moaned as my head tilted back, breaking our kiss. “I’m going to cum!”

    “Not yet,” Tawny spoke softly into my ear. To my disappointment, she let up on her pressure. “I’m going to continue where I started, but I want you to use my mouth like a toy. Don’t hold back. Fuck my face. Mess up my makeup. Really let loose.”

    Without waiting for a response, Tawny slid down until she was kneeling on the floor between my legs. I lifted my head to see her lock gazes with me and plant her lips firmly against my slit. Her eyes darted toward my hand, urging me to take the initiative. Placing my hand on her head, she nodded almost imperceptibly and sucked on my clit.

    That was all the encouragement I needed. I lost myself over the next couple of minutes as I followed her instructions and humped her face with growing abandon. Her tongue and lips worked frantically to pleasure whatever part they could reach.

    With a final cry, my back arched, and I came all over the fake hooker’s face. I thrashed and shook for tens of seconds before finally collapsing back on the bed. As I flopped limply on the bedspread, I heard Tawny gasp for air and start coughing. Oh, my gosh, I really had just used her for my own pleasure!

    I shot up straight, intending to scoop her up in my arms and apologize, but Tawny was already standing up.

    “Relax, Ms. Beechum,” she told me. “You have the room for another ten minutes, but I need to get back down to serve my other customers.”

    She gave me a smile and a wink to let me know she was fine, then proceeded to get redressed and left. I let myself fall back again, my body still tingling in post-orgasmic euphoria.

    Then I suddenly remembered why we were there! How much of that had Veronica filmed? I couldn’t even be sure that she risked it, as I hadn’t heard or seen anything. I smiled. Well, it was fun regardless.

    I took my time, but got redressed as well and headed back to the restaurant area. There was no sign of Veronica or Nyx. Just then, my phone vibrated. It was a text from my goddaughter letting me know that they had left a few minutes ago. The second line was just a bunch of flame emojis.

    
    
     

    


Chapter 24: Nyx

     

    
     

    TO SAY THAT VERONICA was happy would be a monumental understatement. She was giddy and horny. I halfway expected there to be a stain on her vehicle’s seat from how wet she must have been. The woman couldn’t stop talking about how she finally had Claire where she wanted her. How, out of all the people she had blackmailed, this one felt the sweetest. She wanted to see Claire on her knees begging for that footage not to be shared.

    “I’m going to make her grovel and lick me to keep my mouth shut! And the regional manager position is mine!” she finished as we pulled into her garage.

    “Regional manager?” I asked. This was the first time that had come up.

    “The district manager is going to be announcing his retirement soon,” she replied, quite happy to bask in her victory. “And our regional manager will get promoted to that spot, I’m sure. I already have dirt on Stephen, and now with Claire under my thumb, I’m the only one who will graciously step up to take over from Peggy.”

    She was so pleased with herself. It made me sick. But it wouldn’t last long.

    We arrived at her house with her still pontificating on her success. Veronica unlocked the front door and turned to me.

    “I’ve been a really bad girl. Do you think I should be punished?”

    Over the previous couple of months and especially the last couple of weeks, I had made several important inroads into reintegrating Miriam. We were no longer antagonistic; we were partners. I might never be rid of her, as such, but I was no longer afraid of her. I was no longer afraid of myself. Forgiveness would take more time, but I took one more step that night.

    In that moment, she surfaced. My alter ego didn’t force her way through. She joined me in looking at this woman who deserved none of our pity, even if we were kindred spirits.

    “May I?” Miriam asked in our head.

    “Please,” I answered.

     

    
     

    THREE HOURS LATER, I was watching Veronica shudder through yet another orgasm, this time while bouncing on my strap-on, cowgirl style with a bullet vibe pressed against her clit. The blonde was naked except for a collar to which was attached a leash that I was holding loosely. Sweat was dripping from her skin in torrents, and her breathing came in gasps.

    “AAAHHHH...th..thank you...thank you,” she shuddered.

    “Thank you, what?” Miriam snapped back.

    “Thank...thank you, Goddess,” she replied, barely able to lift herself off the phalic and drop back down, but I hadn’t told her she could stop.

    “Good girl,” we praised. Another small jolt swept through the blonde from our words.

    I pulled on the leash, making Veronica fall forward, catching herself on her hands. I kept pulling until her head was on my chest. With my free hand, I grabbed what was left of her blonde bun and pulled back until she was looking at the headboard, caught between the two forces.

    “Who are you?” Miriam growled.

    “I...I’m your slut!” Veronica replied almost instantly.

    I slammed the dildo up into her.

    “NNGGHH!” she grunted. “P..please, Goddess...I can’t...”

    “Yes, you fucking can! Because I want it!”

    “Yes, ma’am...” she managed as the rod pulled almost out, then thrust back as deep as it could go.

    The woman’s body went limp, no longer having the strength to do anything but get fucked. I set up a steady, hard rhythm that lifted her ass with every cycle and made her cry out. The vibe was pulled away to let her recover slightly, even while I kept slowly pounding her.

    When her vocalizations also began to get weak, I returned the small but powerful device to her clit and picked up the pace. Veronica revitalized immediately.

    “OOOOHHHH...fu...oh, my god,” the blonde moaned. “Please, can I cum?”

    “Who do you belong to?”

    “YOU...fuuuuuck...you! I belong to you, Goddess!”

    “Good girl,” Miriam said, then paused for a few more thrusts. “Cum now! Cum for your Goddess!”

    The room went almost silent, the only sound the humming of the vibe and the squelching of Veronica’s insides as I drove the dildo into her.

    Then she erupted. The flaccid body went rigid, her toes curled, and she screamed like I was torturing her. But that scream was one of pure release and orgasmic bliss. I kept going until I felt her, once again, go limp on top of me.

    The vibe was set aside and turned off, and I rolled the still twitching woman onto the bed. I held her for a minute and stroked her hair.

    “You did so good. I am so proud of you,” I cooed. Veronica smiled weakly, and I kissed her forehead. “I’m going to find my way out. You just rest, and I’ll see you on Monday.”

    “And we’ll show Claire the video,” the bitch said, an even bigger smile cracking her face.

    “Right. We’ll get the bitch,” Miriam replied, the true meaning completely missed by the sweaty, heaving woman on the bed.

    I dressed quickly and walked casually down the stairs. At the bottom, I stopped and listened to hear if Veronica was following for some reason. Nothing. I went to Veronica’s home office.

    Less than a minute later, I was copying the files from her network drive to a thumb drive. It took almost five minutes to copy all of the data. The whole time, my heart was racing. I kept glancing at the door, half expecting Veronica to walk in and find me.

    When it was finally transferred, I pulled up a program already on the thumb drive and set it to run against the network drive and the laptop itself. Rather than just deleting files, it would do a full destructive wipe, replacing every bit on the storage devices with a zero. While that was running, I double-checked that I had disconnected the phone from sending and that there were no backups being made. Nope. For a woman smart enough to blackmail so many people, she was naively confident in her technology.

    Now that I was in the last stretch, I called an Uber. Ten minutes away.

    I pulled the thumb drive and waited nervously until the wipe was complete. I could have just left it running, but I wanted to make absolutely sure there was nothing left.

    That’s when I heard the faint sound of slippers scuffing against the wood floor at the bottom of the stairs! I panicked, frozen. What should I do? I couldn’t leave the room or she would see me. If she noticed anything...

    In the darkness, the laptop screen was casting an unmistakable brightness that spilled through the open door and into the foyer. I was dead! There was no way she hadn’t seen that.

    The shuffle of the slippers was coming this way!

    And then, for the first time in years, I was me. All of me. No switching places, no sharing control. I was whole. The fusion was tenuous, but I moved.

    “What are you doing in here?” Veronica said, suspicion creeping into her tone as she scanned the room.

    On the desk, her laptop was closed just as she had left it. Her desk seemed untouched. I turned from looking out the window at the street. In my hand, my phone screen was brightly showing a map with the location of my ride.

    “Waiting for my Uber,” I answered. “You don’t mind me not waiting outside this time of night, do you?”

    “Oh, of course not.” The older woman relaxed. She walked in and lay her head on my shoulder while slipping an arm around my waist. “You know you could have just stayed the night.”

    “Mmm, that sounds nice. Maybe next time,” I promised.

    “I was just going to get myself some juice,” Veronica said as she let go of me and stepped away. “Do you want anything?”

    “No, thank you.”

    She leaned in and gave me a quick kiss before slowly edging out of the room, holding my hand until our fingertips parted. As soon as she was out of sight, I took a deep breath to steady my heart rate.

    
    
     

    


Chapter 25: Claire

     

    
     

    I STAYED AT THE BAR a little longer after Nyx and Veronica left. There was no telling how long it would take for my goddaughter to...well, do what she needed to do. I didn’t like thinking about it. She seemed fine using sex as a tool, but it felt icky to me.

    Instead of dwelling on it, I watched Tawny flounce around the room serving customers in that skimpy outfit. I wish she had changed. Another example of using sex as a tool, I realized. At one point, she even came over and told me that she was making way more on tips that night than usual and teased that maybe she should wear outfits like that all the time. She was joking, but I was not amused and gave her a ‘don’t you dare’ scowl. Tawny just laughed and went back to her work.

    After an hour and a half, I was getting too nervous to stay at the restaurant. I couldn’t just sit any longer; I wanted to pace. So I gave Tawny a quick kiss goodbye and headed to my apartment after promising to text her as soon as I knew that Nyx was safe.

    My place felt so empty without my roommate’s annoying presence. She had been frustrating to live with, but I would have given anything to have her there. I tried watching videos and scrolling mindlessly through various social media, but I mostly just walked through the rooms staring at my phone.

    It was just after ten before I got a text from Nyx. I threw myself onto the couch and almost cried from the release of tension. Half an hour later, she walked through the door with the biggest grin on her face.

    We spent the next several hours, into the early morning, going through the files on her thumb drive and compiling a list of people Veronica was blackmailing. Luckily, they were separated into folders with a person’s name as the label. There were somewhere around fifty videos and something like a hundred images for each video! Some looked like she had taken them herself, while others looked like someone else’s work. A private investigator, maybe?

    When we got to the most recent addition to the files, Nyx and I were both silent for several minutes as we watched Tawny go down on me, then her striptease. The angle looked like she was holding the phone at floor level from the stairs. Spying on myself and my girlfriend from a third-party perspective was way hotter than I expected. I felt every lick and touch again as I watched it happen on the screen.

    I looked over at Nyx, who gave me a sidelong glance and grinned.

    “I don’t suppose you would let me keep that one, would you?” she ventured.

    “Not on your life,” I replied, slapping her shoulder playfully. “B..but...send it me.”

    Her mouth opened wide in surprise and indignation, then laughed.

    The next day was spent looking up contact information for all of those people. The majority were just ordinary folks. A secretary, a doctor, an insurance agent, and even a barista were some of the ones who made me think this woman just liked the power. She wasn’t necessarily blackmailing just people with high positions; she wanted control over whoever walked into her web. She got off on it.

    There were also people in higher positions, like the Chief Operating Officer at the company my project worked for. That was who kept putting in negative reports about me at Veronica’s behest. There were also a couple of politicians and one guy who might or might not be connected with a local crime family. There were no clues as to what Veronica had weaseled from them, other than the COO, but it didn’t really matter.

     

    
     

    ON MONDAY, NYX AND I rode to work together. Right on schedule, she got a text from Veronica asking her to come to her office, and ending with, “It’s time.” She left after giving my hand a squeeze.

    Ten minutes later, I got an email telling me that Ms. Windhelm needed to see me immediately in her office. Being peers, there was usually no assumption that I could be summoned like that by her, but she was already starting to use the power she felt like she had over me. I gathered up my bag at a leisurely pace and walked downstairs to finish this.

    The door to Veronica’s office was open.

    “Please close the door behind you, Claire,” the blonde directed. “What we need to talk about, I am sure you would rather not discuss openly.”

    Nyx was sitting on the desk with her legs crossed while the bitch sat behind it, back rail straight and smiling like the Cheshire Cat.

    Playing dumb as I closed the door, “I can’t imagine what you are referring to, Veronica.” I stepped further into the room. “Unless you are going to apologize for spreading lies about me to my client.”

    “HA! No,” the blonde behind the desk replied. “I want to talk about your propensity for hiring prostitutes.”

    Without waiting for an invitation, I took a seat in the lone empty chair.

    “I have never hired a prostitute,” I shot back as I sat. “And even if I had, what business is it of yours?”

    “None.” She gave me an evil smirk. “But I have a very hot video of just that. See for yourself.” She handed her device to Nyx. “Show her, but don’t let her touch it.”

    Nyx took the phone and pulled up the video of Tawny and me. She held it up for me to see. I acted like I was scrutinizing it, then responded truthfully.

    “That’s my girlfriend, not a prostitute.”

    Veronica’s face dropped momentarily before recovering.

    “Whether that is true or not, I’m still certain you would not like that video being seen by upper management or even your client, now would you?”

    “I don’t know,” I said, completely unfazed, “I think I look pretty good there.”

    I glanced up at Nyx. Our eyes met for a fraction of a second, then she looked down at the device in her hands.

    “That video would ruin you!” Veronica insisted. She was growing frustrated that she was not getting the sniveling, begging reaction she was hoping for.

    “What video?” I asked, innocently.

    “The one you just saw, you moron!”

    “I don’t know what you mean.”

    The fire in the bitch’s expression as I gaslighted her was priceless.

    “Nyx, show it to her again!”

    “I’m sorry, Ms. Windhelm, I can’t,” Nyx answered. “It’s gone.”

    True bewilderment set in, only to turn to anger when the twenty-year-old turned the phone to face her direction. What Veronica saw was her photo gallery completely empty. Without pausing, Nyx pulled out a paperclip, bent it to pull out one straight piece, and stuck it into a tiny hole at the bottom of the phone.

    “What are you doing?” Veronica yelled and reached for the device. Nyx was quicker, however, and jerked it out of her reach as she slid off the desk.

    “Factory reset,” she answered nonchalantly.

    “What the hell have you done?” she hissed. “You two set me up, didn’t you?” There was deep pain in her eyes when she addressed Nyx. “I thought we had something...something special.” Just as quickly, however, the blonde’s face became stone, and she stood up to tower over me. “Do you think I’m stupid enough to only have one copy of that? It’s all backed up in a secure location.”

    “Do you mean your home network drive?” Nyx piped up again. “That’s gone too. Completely wiped along with anything that might have been on that laptop.”

    Veronica’s eyes went wide, and her chin dropped as the full scope of Nyx’s betrayal sank in. She fell back into her chair and doubled over like she was going to throw up.

    “You’re lying,” she denied, more hopeful than with any conviction.

    “We’re not done,” I added. “We have recordings of you bragging about how you blackmailed all those people and how you were going to blackmail me.”

    Nyx held up her own phone and started playing her recording from the car trip back to Veronica’s on Friday evening. The woman’s face went through a myriad of emotions: confusion, denial, surprise, pain, but mostly fear.

    “Oh, my god, this can’t be happening,” she muttered.

    “Now you know what all of your victims felt,” I spat.

    She looked at me, but her eyes weren’t focused; her mind was elsewhere.

    “Is that what this is about? You putting the screws to me? Fine! What do you want?”

    Nyx touched the screen on her device to play a bookmarked portion of the recording. “I’m going to make her grovel and lick me to keep my mouth shut!” came Veronica’s voice from the speaker.

    “Fuck you! Never!”

    “One more thing,” I continued while pulling out my own laptop from my bag. I opened it and then turned it to face the bitch. “This is an email from an anonymous sender addressed to every one of the people you were extorting to let them know that you no longer have any leverage over them. A copy of your confession will also go to each of the company’s C-level execs.”

    Veronica’s whole body shook. She just stared at it for several seconds.

    “P..please,” she begged. “You can’t send that. Please don’t do this.”

    Nyx pointed to the floor in front of me. “On your knees, bitch!”

    There was a pause, then Veronica Windhelm broke. Her eyes went distant as she came around the desk and lowered herself to the floor at my feet.

    “Tongue out. Get in licking position,” Nyx added.

    There was no resistance as the blonde opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue.

    “I don’t want that nasty tongue anywhere close to me,” I said with as much venom as I could muster. “I don’t want to blackmail you, Veronica. If you had just left me alone, this would have never happened. This is all on you!”

    With those words, I pressed the ‘send’ button on the email. Veronica had a front row seat.

    “NOOOO!” she screamed and reached for the laptop.

    Even if she had gotten it, it was too late, but I stood up, leaving her grasping only air. Nyx joined me as the door swung open, and we regarded the distraught woman on her knees in the middle of the floor. For a moment, I almost felt sorry for her, but then I remembered what she would have done if she had gotten her way and the situation was reversed.

    “Goodbye, Veronica,” I said.

    Before we could leave, however, she looked up at Nyx.

    “Please, Goddess. Please don’t leave me.”

    After all of that, she still held out hope that she could be with the twenty-year-old seductress. I looked at the young woman next to me. There was compassion there for a moment, then her whole countenance changed. Cold and sneering. She stepped back in front of Veronica and squatted so that they were eye-to-eye. I winced, preparing myself for some cutting remark. She put a hand to the kneeling woman’s cheek and spoke.

    “Goodbye, Veronica,” she echoed my words, then added, “I’m sorry.”

    As we left the woman crying on her office floor, I turned to Nyx.

    “That was surprisingly gentle.”

    “No need to twist the knife,” she responded softly. “Even if a...part of me really wanted to.”

     

    
     

    I NEVER SAW VERONICA Windhelm again. She left work abruptly and apparently left the city not long after. Nyx briefly argued for keeping what we copied from her, but then deleted everything on the thumb drive and smashed it with a hammer before I could even respond. The one exception was a memento for Tawny and me.

    Nyx moved into the apartment over Tawny’s sports bar, finally getting her own place. My niece turned out to be a wonderful addition to the restaurant. She easily exchanged banter with the patrons, and almost everyone loved her. She had a tendency to react aggressively to handsy customers, but Tawny encouraged her to set her own boundaries.

    The regional manager position was mine when it opened up, and I convinced Rose to be my assistant. Speaking of Rose, she became a regular customer at the bar and still tells me about her dates with Nyx. Well, she tells me when they go out, which is most weeks, but I know not to pry any deeper. None of my business.

    I eventually moved in with Tawny. It’s a bit more of a commute, but the perks are well worth every extra second.

    Nyx and I still see each other quite a bit since I am stopping into the bar a lot. I still look back on our more sexual encounters with fondness. We have a special bond forged through hardship, challenges, and intimacy that will last for the rest of my life. Who knows what will happen in the future, but right now, Tawny gives me everything I could ask for and more.
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