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Power and control goes hand in hand in these 4 standalone stories that transcends time and space. The women may be small, but they are powerful enough to bring the men in their lives to their knees, eager to please.

This bundle set contains:

Love Hard Step Harder

Sophie does an admirable job of keeping her true self - a quiet, unassuming logistic manager with workaholic tendencies - completely separate from her alter ego of Elizabeth - a professional dominant and untouchable beauty who puts men on their knees and makes them beg for her approval.

However, the boundaries between her professional and private life begin to break down when she takes James as a client. Handsome, wealthy, and eager to please, James worms under her skin and breaks all the boundaries that she places between her and her clients, shattering the wall that keeps her safe from love and all the heartaches that it brings.

...

"Eyes down," she reminded him once she released his hair. She started at the neck, tying the rope in a series of knots that formed elaborate patterns against his skin that reddened so wonderfully for her. She tied his arms behind his back, strong knots at every diamond-shaped pattern to press against his muscles. All that power tamed for a moment under her hands. It was breathtaking.

She hummed, pleased by her own work and crouched down to run her fingers through his hair before gripping it viciously, jerking his face up so she could have a good look at him.

"Still with me?" she asked.

He groaned and she tugged his hair harder.

"Use your words."

"Yes," he panted. "I'm... I'm still with you," he said.

"Good," she praised and released his hair. She stood up and placed one sharp-heeled foot in the middle of his shoulder blades. She put her weight on the foot and knew that it was only his submission that allowed her to bend him over. He made an indescribably noise that went straight between her legs, his forehead kissing the cold floor. She kept him there for a long time, applying just enough pressure that she knew she was making him slightly uncomfortable, but not unbearable. If he wanted, he only needed to push back and return to his seated kneeling position. Instead, he kept exactly where he was, his breathing steady and calm.

Start Reading Here

...

The Duke’s Devotion to a Commoner

Raya's whole world comes crashing down when she visits a fortune teller who tells her that her engagement is going to fail. She finds her fiance in bed with another and what's worse is that he is utterly remorseless about it. In his mind, their difference in station means she must be understanding when it comes to certain indiscretions. After all, he is a marquis and she is a mere commoner. he had no qualms spending her vast fortune in order to improve his station and increase his own wealth.

Heartbroken but unwilling to give up on love, she finds the fortune teller again and was told that while her luck in wealth is boundless, it would not be the same for her when it came to matters of the heart.

The issue of Richard's infidelity ends up being much more of a nuisance than she originally thought, since his higher station meant she was supposed to turn a blind eye to it. She can't just break off her engagement with him. Instead, she comes up with a plan to make the dissolution of their engagement mutual. She finds someone who is trapped in a similar predicament and agrees to masquerade as each others lovers until their respective issues are solved.

The Duke is a feared man who is rumored to be as blood thirsty as he is violent, but Raya sees a man who is starved for compassion and eager to please. It helps that they are so drawn to each other, their desires so aligned that it is more difficult to keep their hands from one another.

The most difficult part of it all is to not fall in love.

...

He leaned up to meet her this time, eyes already closed. She had a second to burn his image into her mind, the curve of lashes across his skin, movement of his throat as he swallowed and his seeking mouth. She bit gently at his lower lip and sucked, took his face in both hands and dipped her head slightly to kiss his cheek and feel the scrape of stubble across her lips. She wanted to ask how often he had to shave, though she should probably know his name prior to that.

Instead of asking either, she pressed her lips under his jaw and licked there and sucked until he grabbed the back of her dress. "My lady," he breathed.

"I won't leave a mark," she promised. She hadn't done this to anyone before. "I'll be gentle with you," she said.

...

Start Reading Here

...

The Man, The Werewolf, and the Midnight Run

When Darius's sister and town mayor tells the council that he is to be married to a werewolf for the good of the town, he is far from pleased. He has a good life here and he has his own dreams and aspirations. He is his father's only son and is supposed to be mayor one day, but the position has been filled by his sister. While he has never been troubled by it, he couldn't help but wonder if this is her attempt to be rid of her threat to the position once and for all.

It is only his sense of duty that compels him to go through with it. There is a feral werewolf pack nipping at their borders, threatening to enslave all of his people and the only way to be safe is, ironically, by making an alliance with another werewolf pack.

He doesn't know what to expect from the pack of werewolves who welcome him with open arms and he certainly doesn't know what to make of the fact that all of the Alpha's children may lay claim on him, if they so wish.

He knows even less of the emotions that the youngest of the Alpha's daughter draws out of him, but there is little time for him to get to know her, what with the dangers that lurk in every corner and the run that is soon to happen, where he will be at the mercy of all the werewolves that wish to lay claim on him...

...

He took a leap of faith and curled his fingers into hers. "Got you," he whispered.

She stared at him until he began to worry that he had broken some sort of werewolf etiquette. Then slowly, her face began to soften until there was no trace of the wall that separated them. "Careful," she squeezed their hands and the size difference made something electric zip down his spine. How could someone so small be so powerful? "I might not let go," she whispered.

He licked his lips, voice hoarse. "Sounds good."

Her eyes darken. Her lashes had specks of red on it, like blood, and he wanted to brush them away. He lifted his other hand to do just that, but she stopped it at the wrist.

"Darius," she hummed warningly. "You have no idea what you do to me."

He figured it was the same thing that she was doing to him. He overrode the grip with his own strength and cupped her cheek. Her eyes were half-lid, like she couldn't help it and he felt very, very brave. Every doubt watched away. He mapped the lines of that ridiculously perfect, beautiful face, touched that darling lip like he always wanted to.

He was going to taste it.

...

Start Reading Here

...

Powerful Man on His Knees

Lilian arrives at the conference expecting to smile at jokes that aren't funny and men who think too highly about themselves. She doesn't expect to cross paths with a man who needs her help figuring how who had been embezzling money from his business, but it is a welcomed exchange that leads to so much more...

..

"What would you like me to do next?" she asked. She expected there to be more files that he wanted her to look through. This wasn't exactly her area of expertise, but the conference had gotten really dull and finding incriminating information was invigorating.

"I would really like for you to sit on my face."

She saw his eyes widening as the words left his mouth, as if he couldn't believe they managed to escape his lips. Her reaction was instinctual, borne from years of smacking younger siblings for their lips. She hit him with the file in her hand. "Shameless!" she snapped, shocked, but somehow not terribly opposed.

"You should punish me," he continued and then looked like he very much wanted to shove his fist into his mouth. Instead, he took another swig of the whiskey. This wasn't going exactly where she thought it would go when she offered to take a look at his account books for him, but she could be flexible.

She blinked at him. "Punish you?"

Noises left his throat, but they were gurgled by the drink that he had placed firmly over his mouth. His face had gotten red. It was getting late and they should really head back to the conference. She noticed that he had kept drinking in the little corner, but she hadn't realized just how much he had imbibed for him to lost all sense of modesty.

"I'm not too keen on pain as a deterrent," she said cautiously.

The fist left his mouth abruptly. "But as a reward?" he asked, suddenly eager once more. And he really was extremely eager.

She could work with that.

...

Start Reading Here

...

Petite Dominant Women 1



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​Love Hard Step Harder


[image: ]




Daisy Rose

Copyright 2023 Daisy Rose​​​​

This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental. All characters depicted in sexual acts in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older. No part in this book may be reproduced, transmitted, stored, or distributed without permission of the author or publisher.​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​

​​​​​​​​

[image: IMG_256]

...

Sophie does an admirable job of keeping her true self - a quiet, unassuming logistic manager with workaholic tendencies - completely separate from her alter ego of Elizabeth - a professional dominant and untouchable beauty who puts men on their knees and makes them beg for her approval. 

However, the boundaries between her professional and private life begin to break down when she takes James as a client. Handsome, wealthy, and eager to please, James worms under her skin and breaks all the boundaries that she places between her and her clients, shattering the wall that keeps her safe from love and all the heartaches that it brings.

...

"Eyes down," she reminded him once she released his hair. She started at the neck, tying the rope in a series of knots that formed elaborate patterns against his skin that reddened so wonderfully for her. She tied his arms behind his back, strong knots at every diamond-shaped pattern to press against his muscles. All that power tamed for a moment under her hands. It was breathtaking.

She hummed, pleased by her own work and crouched down to run her fingers through his hair before gripping it viciously, jerking his face up so she could have a good look at him.

"Still with me?" she asked.

He groaned and she tugged his hair harder.

"Use your words."

"Yes," he panted. "I'm... I'm still with you," he said.

"Good," she praised and released his hair. She stood up and placed one sharp-heeled foot in the middle of his shoulder blades. She put her weight on the foot and knew that it was only his submission that allowed her to bend him over. He made an indescribably noise that went straight between her legs, his forehead kissing the cold floor. She kept him there for a long time, applying just enough pressure that she knew she was making him slightly uncomfortable, but not unbearable. If he wanted, he only needed to push back and return to his seated kneeling position. Instead, he kept exactly where he was, his breathing steady and calm.
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"Eyes down," she reminded him once she released his hair. She started at the neck, tying the rope in a series of knots that formed elaborate patterns against his skin that reddened so wonderfully for her. She tied his arms behind his back, strong knots at every diamond-shaped pattern to press against his muscles. All that power tamed for a moment under her hands. It was breathtaking. 

She hummed, pleased by her own work and crouched down to run her fingers through his hair before gripping it viciously, jerking his face up so she could have a good look at him. 

"Still with me?" she asked. 

He groaned and she tugged his hair harder. 

"Use your words." 

"Yes," he panted. "I'm... I'm still with you," he said.

"Good," she praised and released his hair. She stood up and placed one sharp-heeled foot in the middle of his shoulder blades. She put her weight on the foot and knew that it was only his submission that allowed her to bend him over. He made an indescribably noise that went straight between her legs, his forehead kissing the cold floor. She kept him there for a long time, applying just enough pressure that she knew she was making him slightly uncomfortable, but not unbearable. If he wanted, he only needed to push back and return to his seated kneeling position. Instead, he kept exactly where he was, his breathing steady and calm. 

She watched as sweat began to gather on his back before stepping away and was pleased when he remained exactly the same. 

She riffled through her bag and pulled out the riding crop that they had chosen together. Rather, she had picked out a selection for him and asked him to buy the one that he wanted her to use. Her heels clicked against the floor and she saw his chest heave as he inhaled, the only indication she got that he had not dropped into subspace. She hadn't expected it to be that fast regardless. 

She dragged the end of the crop across his back, over the shoulder and down, down, down until it was at the hem of his pants. A small part of her regretted not making him strip the whole way, but they hadn't worked up to full nudity yet. His head twitched, turning slightly so he could see what she was doing. 

She drew the crop back and snapped it down hard on the exposed skin between the ropes. 

He jerked forward with a cry. 

"Eyes down," she reminded him firmly and his whole body shuddered as he went back into proper position. "You're good at following orders, aren't you, James?" 

"Yes, Mistress," he stuttered. 

She stepped again on his back, leaning more of her weight against it. "Do you like it when I step on you?" she asked and he gave a jerky nod. "Words," she reminded, yanking his head up and back slightly as she leaned forward still so she could meet his gaze. He looked dazed, worshipful. 

"Yes, Mistress," he said in a harsh exhale. 

​
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​​The cafe was in an upscale part of town, clean and modern. Overworked, underpaid start-up employees rapidly tapped on the keys of silver laptops, chugging free black coffee refills. Housewives in overpriced tracksuits gossiped over lukewarm drinks while their little angels stared transfixed at the tablet screens propped up in front of their tiny faces. 

Outside, autumn had turned the trees picturesque reds and oranges, leaves scrunching underfoot. Back-to-school and Halloween displays dominated the windows of the expensive, luxury stores surrounding the cafe. 

Sophia pulled her scarf from her nose when she passed through the cafe doors, boots clicking against the floor. She reminded herself that today, she wasn't Sophia at all, but Elizabeth. It would have been easier to use her real name, but it was best to keep the persona of Sophia and Elizabeth completely separate, lest inappropriate wires got crossed. On cold autumn days, Sophia would much rather be at home, curled up in a bed with an oversized sweatshirt and matching pants with her book. Elizabeth was dressed in designer clothes that clung too tightly at all the right places and was outside, ready to meet some lonely businessman who paid too much for her company. 

She wore black knee-high boots polished to a high shine and a long emerald green coat with a beautifully subtle leaf brocade. Her long blonde hair was in a bun that had been carefully crafted to look perfectly chaotic- presenting playact of Sophie not caring one way or the other about her new client. 

She ordered a spiced drink non-caffeinated drink and settled at a seat by the window, her gaze cast outwards. She hoped she looked unapproachable enough that people would leave her alone, but she wouldn't bet money on it. Men approach Elizabeth a lot. Sophie- not so much. 

Sophie had modelled her Elizabeth persona after her older sister, Bethany, who was as beautiful as she was aloof. Sophie didn't really understand why some people were into a partner being so cruel and dismissive over efforts made to make their lives perfect, but she was good at acting the part after twenty-two years of watching her sister. 

The door opened again, the little bell on top of it chiming in warning and Elizabeth flicked her cool gaze towards it. 

The man who entered was tall and broad-shouldered, the shirt under his leather jacket struggling to contain his muscular build. Curly red hair framed his handsome face. Elizabeth had a sudden thought that he was far too attractive to be among peasants like themselves. The man looked around and his eyes landed on Elizabeth, his expression shifting to one of wonder. 

Oh no, she thought in panic, though outwardly she continued to play the role of the cold and aloof, untouchable ice queen that she really wasn't. 

Contrary to common sense, Elizabeth had found that the more attractive her client was, the harder her job. If a client was old and ugly, it was normally their looks that prevented them from finding a more conventional partner. They paid for her service because they wanted someone pretty to pay attention to them for the night. However, if someone was attractive and still seeking her out, then it meant there was something else wrong with them and it was always a little daunting trying to figure that caveat. 

An odd fetish was one thing - she practically specialized in those. An asshole personality was another - she only had to deal with them for a few hours and she was being paid handsomely for her time so she couldn't complain. And then there were those who thought they needed to 'rescue' her from her work. Admittedly, she did not deal with those particularly well. She normally ended up calling her sister, who responded with lawyers, and if things escalate, she would let Bruce know, who responded with violence. 

"Miss Elizabeth?" the man asked and she gave him a soft, polite smile. 

"Yes," she said. "You must be William." 

"I must be- I mean, yes, of course," he said, stuttering a little. "You are even more beautiful in person." 

She sighed internally, having heard all this before. "Thank you," she said, the smile still in place. "Go get something to drink." 

William obeyed without question. She thought back on the message she received a week ago. Her website was sleek and professional, clear in her rules and boundaries. She didn't sell sex, nor extreme humiliation. Her services were extremely niche and she was frankly surprised that she got any business at all. She provided strict discipline with the promise of reward if her orders were followed. If not, she would offer punishment. Some clients liked to push her boundaries and their own. She had a handful of repeat customers as well as the occasional curious one-off wanting to see if they were really into the scene. She took couples as customers at times and while she was dying of embarrassment inside at being watched, the couples seem to enjoy it. 

James's message had been short and professional, stating that he would like to 'take care of others' and 'not think for a while'. Nothing too daunting and simple enough that she didn't worry too much about it. He had provided the relevant medical details that was dated only a few days and half of the payment upfront. 

James returned to the table with a large cup of coffee and a plate nearly overflowing with pastries, his balance impressive. He set them down and looked at her with breathless puppy eyes that made him look like an overgrown wolf looking for pets, already eager for approval. 

"I wanted to try some pastries since this place was highly recommended," he admitted. "You're welcome to try some too."

She smiled and revised her opinion of the man to having too much money with no one to spend it on. That such a handsome and wealthy young man lacked a pretty thing to shower in gifts and affection was deeply troubling. She hoped he wasn't secretly a serial killer. 

"Thank you," she said and nibbled on a croissant while casting a sad, longing eye at the powdered jelly donut. While Sophie ate those by the dozen, such a thing was too messy and undignified for Elizabeth. She had to look like she subsisted off sunlight and water. "Now, what can I help you with, James?" 

"I'm..." he started and then bit his lower lip, which made her think of biting him. She resisted the urge. "I run my own company and often find myself... overwhelmed, I guess is the word?" 

She nodded. That was the story with half of her regulars. They didn't have the time to nurture actual relationships that would reach the point where they were comfortable to share this aspect of their sex lives with. Why not just pay someone to get to the good part that they know they would enjoy instead of risking failed relationship with not sexual compatibility? 

"I'd like to take care of someone," he said, looking up at her with wide eyes. 

A service top was always pleasant, though she would like specifics. "How would you like to take care of me?" she asked and was pleasantly surprised by the soft hint of redness on the man's cheeks. He was easily embarrassed for someone who looked like he could make a living off modelling. 

"I'd love to make you dinner and buy you... whatever you desire," he confessed and then blushed harder, like it was the most depraved and perverted thing in the world. She waited for the other shoe to drop because that couldn't be it. "And perhaps I could brush your hair or massage your feet?" he bit his lower lip again. "If that's allowed." 

She tried not to let her annoyance show. He wasn't showing her all the cards, but that was to be expected too. Some of her clients start off vanilla and then became more and more depraved as they grew more comfortable with her. She could be patient. She was being paid very well for her patience. "That's reasonable," she said diplomatically. "I have limits about how much you can spend on gifts," she said. The rules had been set in place when some clients spent extravagant amount of money on frankly grotesque looking gifts and expected her to be 'grateful' for them. She kept most of the gifts in case her relationship with the clients soured and they demanded it back, but there was a clause in the agreement that said she didn't need to return those items. Sometimes, it was easier to let them pretend to win something. 

They spent the rest of the meeting going through the rules that she had already had him sign to make sure that he was clear on everything. At the end of it, James insisted on packing the rest of the uneaten pastries and sending them off with her. They were parked near each other and she felt a little embarrassed by the disparity of their rides. Hers was a small four-seater that had been purchased second hand. She didn't know a lot about cars, but she did knot luxury and she could tell that his was a limited edition that probably costed six figures. 

"I can't wait to see you again," he said, seemingly undaunted by her unimpressive vehicle. 

She hummed in response, hoping that she was still providing the image of someone who was only mildly looking forward to their future interactions and not someone completely dumbstruck by the car that he was driving. 

She got into her vehicle and waited for his ostentatious flex of a vehicle to drive off first. Then, she texted Bruce to let him know that she was fine. Bruce was her best friend who worried too much. 

Her apartment was in a comfortable part of town. Not so close to the rent was astronomical but not so far that the commute was still within acceptable boundaries. Her living room was dominated by a soft couch and she rarely used the little kitchen. Her bed was simply a place for her to store her collection of plushies and pillows and her bathroom was overrun by bath products that were gifted by clients who enjoyed certain scents. Her wardrobe was divided to two- the left side for Sophie's outfits and the right for Elizabeth's. One was significantly larger than the other. 

She kicked off her uncomfortable boots and took out the elastic and numerous bobby pins holding her hair up, letting it fall carelessly to her upper back. Her tension headache immediately began dissipating once her hair was no longer being held up by all those pins. 

In her bedroom, she changed out of the designer clothes into sweatpants and an oversized hoodie that might have been Bruce's at some point. She walked to her couch and crawled under the thick comforter, then reached over to the laptop that had fallen off her lap at some point the previous evening and checked her emails while starting another show on the tv that she would have to watch five more times to understand since she wasn't paying attention to it at all. 

On her social media sites, she posted her daily selfie, taken earlier that morning once she had donned on her entire Elizabeth outfit. She made up some pretentious comment about the cold weather bringing lovers together for her thirsty followers to devour. Then, she ordered burger and fries from the fast food joint down the street who knew her by name and sometimes threw in an occasional cookie for free because she was a shameless regular there and enjoyed the rest of her day off. 
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Being Elizabeth was a lot of work. 

She wasn't like her sister, who was graced with naturally perfect skin and long, luxurious hair. If she ignored her skincare routine for more than a day, her eczema would flare up and she would have to apply twice the amount of foundation to hide the patchy, flaky, dry skin. She had to put on toner, serum, lotion, oils, and creams. She scrubbed her body with honey and sugar like she was fancy rotisserie chicken being marinated soaked her hair in conditioner for half an hour every time she washed. Filters didn't work in real life, after all, and her clients expected perfection. They paid for as much, anyways. 

Thankfully, she found her beauty routine calming rather than a chore that she needed to get over with. She tried to keep makeup to a minimum, since some sessions ran longer and runny makeup was incredibly unattractive. 

She dressed in a black turtleneck and tight leather red pants matched with a pair of monstrously uncomfortable lace up boots that looked amazing and layered a high-collared jade green coat over it. 

Then, she considered what to bring. James hadn't indicated what kind of session the day was supposed to be and her usual arsenal of bondage play was packed in a large duffel bag that rather ruined the look and was heavy to boot. She supposed there was no way around it. She took a few pictures while waiting for Bruce to arrive. 

Bruce and her had grown up together and while he was not happy with what she did in her spare time, he had always been supportive of it. She normally paid him to sit with her for the first few sessions that were held in private while she figured out her client. She had only needed his intervention once and that was earlier on, when she was still trying to figure things out. 

"Ready?" Bruce asked. He had just finished a sparring session, judging from the slight hint of red on his cheeks. His fingers were still wrapped and he was wearing a white t-shirt that showed off his muscles. His handsome face prevented anyone from asking why he was sitting in the lobby not doing anything and his muscles made sure that people didn't bother him. Even security guards gave him a wide berth because he looked like a customer with a short temper. 

"Yes," she said, double checking to make sure she had her phone. 

"What's the guy's name?" he asked. 

"James." 

"Just James?" he asked. 

She shrugged. Some clients weren't comfortable sharing their last name and she respected that. "I'll text you a picture so you'll have something to show the police when they find my dead body." 

"Don't even joke about that," he grumbled. 

She laughed as they reached the hotel. It was in the center of town and is known as one of the most expensive and luxurious hotels in the city. He booked one of the rooms in the upper floors, which she understood to be garishly expensive. Why anyone would spend so much money on a single night was beyond her, but she stopped asking those kind of questions a long time ago. 

Bruce found a chair in the lobby and sat in it, finding a newspaper to read like the old man that he secretly was. She snorted at the sight of him after getting the spare keys from the desk and took a picture so she could tease him about it in the group chat later. 

He caught her taking a picture and showed her his middle finger. She stuck her tongue out at him and went up the elevator, carefully reconstructing her Elizabeth persona. 

She looked pale in the reflection, like she was a ghost haunting the hotel. Had she applied too much powder on her face? She had been worried about her face getting oily or sweaty and had dabbed on powder to help avoid the problem altogether. 

Before she could second guess her makeup application skills, she had reached the door and James was there, looking breathless. He grinned widely at the sight of her, blatantly looking her up and down. Something that smelled delicious wafted from the kitchen. 

"Hello," he greeted, looking surprisingly shy. "You look lovely tonight," he said. 

"Thank you," she said, stepping inside. "Good evening." She looked around the hotel room, curious about the room. The hotel room was the height of luxury, almost garish in it's opulence. Everything was covered in raised gold patterns, embroidered into couches or molded into the walls. 

The full kitchen looked state of the art, modern and grey. He let her into the living room and settled her into a luxurious settee with him sitting anxiously next to her. 

"Do you remember our safe word?" she asked quietly when it was clear that he was at a loss of what to do now that he had her in the room. While she didn't think that the session would get too intense, it was important to make sure. She once had a client who could handle being tied up for hours, but couldn't bear having his hair touched .

"Firefly," he said. 

She smiled indulgently. "Good," she said. "Now, what do you call me?" 

"Mistress," he stuttered. 

"Good," she repeated. "Now, help me get comfortable." 

He hurried to help her set her bag on the coffee table and take off her coat, hanging it up by the door. Then, he dropped down to his knees and unlaced her shining black boots. She had considered keeping it on the whole time, but they were as uncomfortable as they were lovely and if he wanted them off, who was she to argue? 

He stayed kneeling, looking up at her with big, pleading eyes as he awaited further instructions. He wasn't kidding about wanting to relinquish all control. She would gladly take the reins. 

"Much better," she said, stretching out on the couch. "Do you have anything for me?" 

He nodded. She leaned a little forward so she could tap his lips with one long, manicured finger. "Use your words," she admonished lightly. 

He swallowed, Adam's Apple bobbing up and down. "I do, Mistress," he said. He got up and went over to the table, picking up a small box in a familiar shade of blue. A lot of her clients bought her jewelry from that same store that she always thought was overpriced. He knelt back down by the couch and carefully opened up the box for her to examine. 

It was a hair accessory, so elaborate it looked woven rather than casted, inlaid with sparkling emeralds that matched her coat. She tilted her head slightly to let him put it on her. She would get it appraised afterwards. It was a heavy thing, like the whole thing was gold instead of just being gold plated. She recalled giving him a budget, but she didn't want to call him out on it in case she was mistaken and it was merely a very well done dupe. 

"How does it look?" she asked. 

"Beautiful," he said, looking immensely pleased by his own taste in jewelry. 

She spared him a smile. "Go finish preparing dinner," she said, rolling on her back and stretching out. He leapt up in a rush to comply. 

"Of course, Mistress!" 

She hadn't appreciated home-cooked meal in a long time. Neither Bruce nor her were any good at cooking and it was safer for everyone's safety that they didn't try again after the numerous fires that they had accidentally started. Her sister was an even worse cook than she was and that was saying something. As a result, she ate a lot of takeout and liquid meals because she couldn't be bothered with solid. 

The smells filling the hotel room were overwhelming and mouth watering. She was so comfortable on the couch that she considered taking a short nap, but she was too paranoid to fall asleep in a stranger's place. 

She sat up straight when he started bringing out dishes, laying them on the coffee table. 

"Chicken Karrage," he introduced the crispy thigh chicken in some sort of ginger sauce. "Caramelized cauliflower with coriander dressing, seared sea bass with pesto and burnt vanilla creme with poached prune," he said. 

It honestly sounded more like gibberish to her and she would happily devour everything without knowing their names, but he took pride in introducing each meal as well as how it was made and she nodded obligingly. 

"Good work," she praised after swallowing her drool. "Attend to me." 

He nearly fell over himself for the opportunity to feed her, lifting bite after bite to her lips. His fingers were calloused and nicked with white scars- the hands of a man who was used to hard labor. She wondered what kind of work he did that would require physical labor and still earn so much. She deliberately let her lips linger on the spoon as he pulled away. It was difficult not to moan aloud as each bite melted on her tongue. Everything was perfectly spiced and cooked and she struggled to maintain her aloofness as she ate some of the greatest food she had ever tasted. 

"Very good," she said after everything was gone. 

"I'm glad my Mistress enjoyed dinner," he said earnestly, setting aside the utensils. "What else can I do for you, my Mistress?" 

She pretended to ponder over the question for a while before saying, "My feet hurt." She startled when he was suddenly kneeling in front of her. "Don't hurt your knees," she said, faintly alarmed and also amused. She had never met a man so eager to please before and so shameless in his desires so quickly in their session. It normally took them a little longer to warm up to her. 

"Yes, Mistress," he said like he hadn't heard her at all. He lifted one delicate foot and dug his thumbs into the arch. She leaned her head back against the sofa and chewed on the inside of her cheek to keep herself from moaning in pleasure. He was exceptionally good with his hands and masterful at making her feel good. 

So far, she had gathered that he was an exceptional cook, earned stupid amounts of money that he was more than willing to lavish on her, and could give a mean foot massage. His lack of partner was becoming more and more concerning. 

As much as she would like to close her eyes and enjoy herself, she couldn't help but keep her guard up in case he was hiding a weapon somewhere. 

"You've been so good to me, James," she said, soft and content in a way she hadn't been for a long time. She leaned down slightly to grip him by the chin, tilting his head up to look at her. He was so handsome that it made her feel like she was staring at the sun. "I think you deserve a little reward, don't you?" she hummed, her voice low and slightly husky in the way that she knew her clients adored. 

"Please," he pleaded, his cheeks red underneath the tan, large body trembling slightly. 

She loved this aspect of her work- this level of control that was absent in most of her life. The devotion was a little frightening and very heady. She patted the couch. "Come, lay down." 

He scrambled to comply. He reminded her of a great big lion that was not aware of how huge he had grown. She laid her head on her lap and dug her fingers into his soft hair, scratching his scalp, massaging with just the right amount of pressure. She had taken classes on this. She had taken classes on a lot of things to make sure that her clients were getting their money's worth. Before long, she had him groaning in her lap, relaxing completely like a puppy getting a pat. 

"Mistress is so good to me," he mumbled, nuzzling her outer thigh. 

She thought back to their time together. She had been gifted something undoubtedly expensive, fed a home cooked meal, and given a massage. If anything, he was the one who had been good to her. 

"You have done very well," she said. "You should be rewarded." 

He made a noise of pure delight. Maybe he was just lacking validation in his day-to-day? But a man who looked like him and who was good at his job surely received affirmation everywhere? Then again, if all the men in their lives received recognition for their work, she wouldn't have much of a side income. 

Their session was two hours and they ran a little over, which she truly didn't mind. He dozed a little in her lap and she suspected that if she let him, he would happily sleep in her lap till morning and ask her for the bill. She wouldn't have done it though. It was important to have boundaries. The time limit was as much for her as it was to ensure that her clients wouldn't grow too attached. 

"Time to go," she said, combing her fingers through his hair that really had no right being as soft and lovely as it was. 

"Of course, Mistress," he said, pulling himself up. He stretched his arms up, revealing the tanned, toned abdominal muscles that she would really like to run her fingers through. "Thank you," he continued, sounding completely sincere. "I'll deposit the rest of the funds and I'll send um... a message." At her frown of confusion, he continued, "About our next session." 

"Ah," she smiled. "Looking forward to it, James." 

He walked her to the door and hovered there. She didn't need to look back to know that he was staring at her back. 

It was only once she was alone in the elevator where she allowed herself to relax, leaning against the wall with a sigh. She felt emotionally drained even though it was one of easiest sessions she had ever had. 

"You alright?" Bruce asked, folding the newspaper and putting it away. She waved off his concern. 

"He cooked me dinner and gave me a foot massage," she said, shrugging at the utterly perplexed look he gave her. "Some people get off on it." 

"And you get paid?" he asked, incredulous. 

Her phone dinged, her bank telling her that the rest of her payment had been deposited directly into her account. She waved her phone at him and grinned smugly at the look on his face. 
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​Chapter Three
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Sophie sighed, wincing when her comb caught a tangle in her long hair. The clear, cold sunlight filtered through her curtains and fell upon her in a white bathrobe. She was sitting on the edge of her bed as she fought with her hair, her phone propped up on the floor so she could watch some documentary that she would have to watch again to fully understand. 

She should have asked James for his haircare routine. No matter what she used, her hair always end up tangling into a mess and she had to spend a ridiculous amount of time taming it into something manageable. 

Her phone buzzed and she glanced at it. Her sister's face glared at her from the screen and she smiled helplessly at it. 

They had grown apart in recent years not because of any disagreements of any sort, but because life had pulled them in different directions. Or rather, Yoel had been pulling her sister in a different direction. Sophie loves her brother in law, but he was a little intense when it came to her sister. Bethanie liked it though, so Sophie was happy for her. 

"What's up?" Sophie answered. Even before she spoke, Sophie could tell something was bothering Bethanie. 

"Yoel wants to throw me a birthday party," Bethanie announced, tight and tense. It was odd, considering how much Bethanie enjoyed being the center of attention. "He wants to make it a company thing," she continued and that explained her annoyance. There was only one thing that Yoel paid attention to other than herself and that was the company that he ran. He had built the company from scratch and turned it into a multi-billion-dollar corporation that it was today. "You're coming," she continued, which should be a given considering Sophie was part of that company, even if that was largely the result of nepotism. "And that dog that likes to follow you around is invited too." 

"You shouldn't call Bruce a dog, Bethanie," she scolded lightly. "He's very kind."

"Is he still mooching off you?" Bethanie asked. 

She rolled her eyes. "Bruce is one of our most popular faces for the brand and you know it," she said. 

"He only got the job because he won't stop hanging around you and Yoel thought you two were an item." 

It was an old argument that she was kind of tired of talking to Bethanie about, so she chose to ignore it. Bethanie could be kind of petty and petulant at times. She never quite forgave Bruce for taking over her place when she moved in with Yoel. It wasn't even that she wanted Sophie to live alone, she just didn't want Sophie to have other friends. It was a rather toxic way of thinking and Bethanie had been going to therapy to deal with her mixed feelings about it. 

"Anyways, he insisted on inviting our main suppliers, so you need to dress up," she continued. 

"Thought you hated our main suppliers," Sophie said. It was a safe thing to say because Bethanie hated everyone who distracted Yoel's attention from herself. The only reason why she hadn't stomped the idea of a birthday party entirely was because she was aware that their lavish lifestyle was funded through these connections. She pinched her phone between her cheek and shoulder so she could go back to hacking at the knot in her hair. Maybe she should shave her head and use wigs instead. 

"We changed a new supplier recently," she sniffed. 

"And are they better?" Sophie prompted. 

"No." 

Sophie could practically see her older sister rolling her eyes. "But Yoel promised me a vacation for a week afterwards, so I'll play nice." 

"That's nice," she sighed. Only Bethanie would be able to find anything wrong with whatever five-star resort that they would be staying at. Yoel must be some sort of masochist to enjoy getting stepped on so much. 

"Yes," Bethanie continued. "We'll be celebrating at the Grand Hibiscus Plaza. In the grand ballroom. Be there and dress nice. Invitations have been sent to your email, but you don't check that as much as you should," Bethanie said. 

"You got the grand ballroom at the Hibiscus?" she exclaimed. The Hibiscus was notorious for it's extravagance and beauty. The grand ballroom needed to be booked years in advance. Sophie wondered how much Yoel spent weekly to keep his precious Bethanie pleased. It was no wonder he needed to work so much when Bethanie was so high maintenance. They both loved it, though. Sophie didn't bother pretending that she understood the dynamic. 

"Yoel wouldn't settle for less," Bethanie said flippantly. "Anyways, see you there." 

"Thanks. See you," she said and hung up the call. Everything could have been handled by texting, but Bethanie liked to call her occasionally to make sure that she was doing well without her, as if she expected Sophie to fade away and disappear if she didn't pay attention to her. To be fair, there was a point where Sophie did feel like she was fading. 

She dismissed the thoughts and went back to work. She had a session with James that night and she wanted to step up the intensity. She wanted to try out bondage, though she didn't want to push the man too much. James had been the one to bring up using a riding crop over the phone, his voice hesitant. She needed to be sure that he wanted to try bondage out of curiosity and not because he thought it was necessary. Sometimes, bdsm only required words and a stern glare or two. Pain was not necessary, though some of her clients needed to try it out themselves to be sure. 

Sophie still wasn't sure what James's deal was. He seemed to derive great pleasure from providing for her, from making extravagant meals to brushing her hair and massaging her feet. He gave her gifts that were so expensive that she worried for her safety sometimes and acted like a devoted servant to her. It had been almost five months now and while she certainly didn't mind, she was still waiting for the other shoe to drop and there was a certain anxiety in waiting. Surely he would have gotten tired of the experience by now. There were a lot of people who offered the same services. Maybe even better experiences. 

She tried not to think about it. It was his money and she was building a nice little nest egg with all of his payments. At this rate, she could retire within the next ten years and live comfortably for the rest of her life. It probably wasn't a good idea, but she had actually stopped seeing most of her other clients because James took up so much of her free time and well... after months of being pampered, she had grown kind of used to it. 

Oh no. She wasn't turning into her sister, was she? 

Her alarm chimed, warning her that she only had half an hour to get everything ready. She decided that her hair was  

For the evening, she chose to wear something that would allow her to move easily and still look sexy. She squeezed into a pair of leather pants and a white button-down shirt. She wore one of the chokers that James had bought for her and the hair clip he had gotten her the first time they spent time together. 

Instead of boots, she decided to wear the heels with laces and gold button details up the front. It was another gift from James, the heels painted red. 

She used to wear rings as well, but they gave off the wrong idea and being gifted rings always gave her anxiety. 

By the time she was fully dressed, she barely had time to rush to the lobby where Bruce was waiting to pick her up. They were going to the same hotel, where the receptionist had started to address her by name and Bruce had become a regular in the bar. He didn't need to keep going with her, but she suspected he was seeing someone who worked in the hotel. He wasn't comfortable telling her who he was seeing, though, she so didn't push. 

She went up to the same room that she was beginning to suspect James had booked long term - did hotels even offer something like that? 

It was later than usual and she felt a little disappointed that she wasn't going to be pampered by his cooked meals before berating herself for being too spoiled. The man looked a little nervous as he hung up her coat. He was much taller than her, really, so having him look at her like she held all the power was... different. 

"There's no reason for you to be nervous," she smiled at him when she caught him stealing glances at her bag. "I'll take good care of you," she reassured him. 

He looked a little bit relieved to hear her say so. 

"If you feel like it's too much, you can use your safe word. Do you remember what it is?" she questioned. 

He nodded. 

She pinched his chin, long nails leaving half moon marks on his skin. "Use your words," she chided. 

"Yes, Mistress," he said, his cheeks reddening. 

It was remarkably easy to rile him up. "What's your safe word?" she asked. 

"Firefly," he answered and she released her grip on his chin. He almost looked disappointed at the lack of contact. 

She gave him an indulgent pat on the head before stepping back, giving him some space. "Take off your shirt," she ordered. 

She had prepared herself for him to be half naked in front of her for months- ever since their first meeting. But watching him strip off his shirt in front of her was something that nothing could have prepared her for. His muscles were a thing of art, not so pronounced like those bodybuilders who dehydrate themselves in order to make  their muscles more pronounced. The thing that surprised her the most were the scars that riddled his skin, white and faded, but still obvious against his tanned skin. 

She didn't bring them up. Instead, she distracted herself with the familiar motions of unfurling her length of rope, a particularly expensive braid that she had purchased from a specialty shop that allowed her to tie the material close to her client's skin without causing chaffing. 

His eyes were glued to the rope and his throat bobbed when he swallowed hard. 

The fact that she was still fully dressed while he was half naked, looking so vulnerable in his pants and bare feet, did things to her that she was determined not to think too hard about. 

"On your knees," she ordered before her brain could flee her entirely. "Eyes down," she added because she didn't think she could take his worshipful gaze up on her while she did this. 

He complied, slamming down on his knees so hard that she grimaced. She had yet to train him out of the habit of being so eager to comply that he forgets about his own comfort. 

She gripped her short hair in her fingers and tugged her head back. "Not so harsh on your knees, hmm?" she warned. 

"Sorry, Mistress," he said, straining a little to look up at her. 

She wondered if he did it on purpose so she would pull his hair. She gave him a curt nod. "I'm going to start tying you up now," she warned and watched as his throat bobbed again. 

"Yes, Mistress." 

"Eyes down," she reminded him once she released his hair. She started at the neck, tying the rope in a series of knots that formed elaborate patterns against his skin that reddened so wonderfully for her. She tied his arms behind his back, strong knots at every diamond-shaped pattern to press against his muscles. All that power tamed for a moment under her hands. It was breathtaking. 

She hummed, pleased by her own work and crouched down to run her fingers through his hair before gripping it viciously, jerking his face up so she could have a good look at him. 

"Still with me?" she asked. 

He groaned and she tugged his hair harder. 

"Use your words." 

"Yes," he panted. "I'm... I'm still with you," he said.

"Good," she praised and released his hair. She stood up and placed one sharp-heeled foot in the middle of his shoulder blades. She put her weight on the foot and knew that it was only his submission that allowed her to bend him over. He made an indescribably noise that went straight between her legs as he did, his forehead kissing the cold floor. She kept him there for a long time, applying just enough pressure that she knew she was making him slightly uncomfortable, but not unbearable. If he wanted, he only needed to push back and return to his seated kneeling position. Instead, he kept exactly where he was, his breathing steady and calm. 

She watched as sweat began to gather on his back before stepping away and was pleased when he remained exactly the same. 

She riffled through her bag and pulled out the riding crop that they had chosen together. Rather, she had picked out a selection for him and asked him to buy the one that he wanted her to use. Her heels clicked against the floor and she saw his chest heave as he inhaled, the only indication she got that he had not dropped into subspace. She hadn't expected it to be that fast regardless. 

She dragged the end of the crop across his back, over the shoulder and down, down, down until it was at the hem of his pants. A small part of her regretted not making him strip the whole way, but they hadn't worked up to full nudity yet. His head twitched, turning slightly so he could see what she was doing. 

She drew the crop back and snapped it down hard on the exposed skin between the ropes. 

He jerked forward with a cry. 

"Eyes down," she reminded him firmly and his whole body shuddered as he went back into proper position. "You're good at following orders, aren't you, James?" 

"Yes, Mistress," he stuttered. 

She stepped again on his back, leaning more of her weight against it. "Do you like it when I step on you?" she asked and he gave a jerky nod. "Words," she reminded, yanking his head up and back slightly as she leaned forward still so she could meet his gaze. He looked dazed, worshipful. 

"Yes, Mistress," he said in a harsh exhale. 

She released his hair and his eyes went back to the floor. She hummed and stepped back, settling into an overstuffed armchair. "Come here," she ordered once she made herself comfortable. He rose up on his knees and shuffled around, struggling to remain balanced as he walked on his knees to her. It was awkward and uncomfortable, what with all the ropes that she had tied around his body, restricting his movement, but he made an admirable job. "Good," she praised once he relaxed at her feet, sinking low and awaiting further instructions. 

She crossed her legs and brought the tip of her heel in front of his face. "Kiss it." 

He leaned forward and kissed the tips of her toes. She had gone to a pedicure the day before and had soaked and scrubbed her feet clean that morning, and then used his bathroom to clean up her feet again earlier. She never really understood his fascination with feet, but it gave her a sense of euphoric pleasure to see the look in his face whenever she allowed him to play with them. 

He lavished her feet with attention, kissing across the straps and every inch of skin he could access until he reached the ankle. When he made to go further up, she gave him a warning tap on his chin with her riding crop. 

"The foot, James," she reminded him sternly, glad that her voice was still calm even as her heart was trying it's best to beat it's way out of her ribcage. 

"Yes, Mistress," he mumbled, sounding dazed, his words a low baritone that reverberated through her bones and made her want to shudder. She stayed utterly still, presenting the outward appearance of being completely unruffled and unaffected. His eyes were wide and glossy, pupils so dark it swallowed his eyes. She smiled, tilting her foot so the stiletto heel was pressed against his lip. 

He licked up the length of it, gaze going half-lidded as he lost himself. He was shaking all over, his large body trembling at her feet, mouth slightly open and tears brimming in his eyes. 

"Mistress, please," he let out a soft whine. 

She could tell that he was at his limit and decided it was a good time to wind down. Sometimes, her clients had trouble using their safe words and she had to end the session for them. "You've done very well," she said, putting the riding crop away. She noticed the way his eyes followed it and his body sagged with relief once it was completely out of her grip. She won't be using that again, she decided. 

He listed forward, barely catching herself. When he looked up at her, it was with reverence in his eyes. After all these months, she still wasn't sure what to make of the devotion she saw in that gaze, so she did what she always did and ignored it. 

"I'm going to take your ropes off now because you've done such a good job at holding your position," she told him gently, not wanting him to misunderstand that the ropes were coming off because he had misbehaved or done something to displease her. Communication was tantamount during these scenes, especially with her partner being so vulnerable. 

She had practiced her knots enough times to know the best way of getting them off in record time, untangling here and looping around there. Occasionally, she would lean down and press a kiss on a particularly raw red pattern across his skin where a knot had rubbed him, pulled towards his body like he was suddenly her center of gravity. She had to blink herself back to propriety each time, reminding herself that this was a job and she shouldn't lose herself in the process. She massaged his shoulders and arms, ensuring proper circulation while he let her move and maneuver her like he was an oversized practice dummy. She sat back in the armchair and patted her lap. 

"Why don't you rest here for a moment? You've done well," she said, grateful that she had the foresight to begin the session close to the chair. She didn't have the strength to move him elsewhere. 

He pressed his forehead against her thigh and let out a rattling breath while she stroked his hair and massaged his scalp, letting the silence settle over them like a warm blanket. 

She wasn't too surprised when he started to cry. 

A lot of people cried around Elizabeth, usually from being overwhelmed and overstimulated. Their bodies needed to purge the emotions somehow and she could drop them into a warm space of comfort. A judgement-free zone, she liked to think. Breaking down was cathartic for her clients, but it was also somewhat humiliating for them afterwards. She had lost more than a few clients who was too ashamed to book another session with her after breaking down. She felt a pang of loss at the thought of never seeing James again, though a larger part of her was relieved that what she was doing was working. He cried like a man who had not let himself cry for a long time, clinging to her like a child. 

She rubbed his back and scratched his scalp, making soft and soothing noises, reassuring him that this was fine, that he could keep crying and she would never tell anyone. He could do whatever he wanted here with her and she would not think any less of him. 

He wrapped his arms tightly around her waist and pressed his face into her stomach. He was a very strong man and it was all she could do to keep herself upright. 

James was no longer sobbing, but he was clearly struggling to regain his composure. 

"It's alright," she reassured him. "Take as much time as you need." She reached over to her bag and fished out a handkerchief. "Look up," she said after a while. Tears have soaked through her shirt and was sticking at her skin. She could only imagine how uncomfortable he must be. 

After a moment of hesitation, he did. It was ridiculous how the man could still look so devastatingly handsome after the cry fest he had, red rimmed eyes framing his dark pupils, cheeks slightly flushed and his lips parted just a little. She was so tempted to lean down and kiss him better. Instead, she went to work cleaning up his face, wiping gently with the handkerchief that she prepared should the occasion arise. It was a ridiculously expensive tiny piece of cloth that cost more than her normal outfits. 

"Don't you feel better now?" she hummed. 

He nodded shyly. "I haven't cried like that since I was... very young," he admitted in a low, vulnerable voice. 

She stoke his hair and waited patiently for him to continue. 

"My parents died when I was very young and I was tossed around in the foster system for a long time after," he murmured, his grip on her tightening. 

She was fairly sure that she would be covered in bruises the shape of his hand after the session and made a mental note to stick with less revealing clothes. "I was in the foster system too," she told him quietly. 

He looked shocked, like the thought of sharing a past with him was something that was to marvel at. 

"But I had my sister looking out for me. I don't know what I would have done without her," she continued. There was a reason why Bethanie had such a cold, aloof persona. She needed it to keep them both safe. Two young, adorable girls in the foster system could easily lead to terrible things. She thought back to all those scars on his body and patted his hair. "You're a strong person, James. You've done very well in life despite the cards you've been dealt. You should be proud of yourself and all your accomplishments." She bent down and pressed a kiss on his temple. 

He was still looking up at her like she was some sort of marvel of the universe and she endured his gaze while waiting for him to sort himself out before she even considered leaving. If she was dragging her feet because she thought this would be the last time she would be spending time with him, then nobody was there to judge her for it. 

When he walked her to the door, he was back to his usual self, though he still hadn't put a shirt back on - not that she was complaining. 

He passed an envelop to her with Elizabeth written at the front of the letter in elaborate cursive. Of course his handwriting would be just as perfect as the rest of him. Just one more thing she would miss about him. She sighed. 

"What is this?" she asked, carefully tucking the envelop into her bag. It didn't feel thick enough to be money, though she wouldn't put it past him to write her an empty check. 

"A reservation to the spa service at The Hibiscus," he said. "I heard it's very good." 

It also cost about a year's worth of her rent and was impossible to get into. Not for the first time, she wondered what he did that for a living that allowed his seemingly unlimited expenditure. "Thank you," she said. 

He beamed. 

"Have a good week, James," she said and turned around. 

It was a struggle not to look back, but she could feel his gaze on her the whole walk to the elevator. She thought she would have been used to the intensity of his stare by then, but she was not. 
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​Chapter Four
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Her sister lived in a penthouse suit in the tower next to the Hibiscus, so it made sense for her to go there after the session at the spa. 

She had been to spas before- mostly when her sister drags her to one, but she had never been to a spa that made her feel like she had died and ascended, like she had been molded into a shinier, better version of herself. It even included a full mani-pedi, which she was sure that Bethanie would appreciate given how much her nail-biting habit annoyed her. It was an anxious habit that she had developed when they had lived in one of the halfway homes. She tried not to think about it as much as possible. 

Her shoes squeaked against the polished floors of the resident's lobby and the sleeves of her oversized sweatshirt was pushed up to allow use of her fingers. The well-dressed doorman gave her a nod of acknowledgement, recognizing her at at glance. She came here often. After all, Yoel purchased the penthouse for her sister when she was sixteen. Her sister was twenty then and finally old enough to leave the foster system. Despite how much she fought, she couldn't bring Sophie with her. The system was kind of fucked up and took so long to process the papers that by the time everything was approved, Sophie had aged out of the system as well. 

Still, she made plenty of visits here and it felt like her childhood home despite having only spent a few years here. 

Bethanie opened the door and gave her a once over. She seemed pleased by whatever it was she saw, though she scrunched up her nose at her sweater. "If you want something oversized, at least get something branded that doesn't have your university logo on it," she said. 

"They're comfortable," Sophie said, stepping into the apartment and toeing off her shoes by the door. They looked wildly out of place beside all of her sister's expensive heels that looked like they belonged in a shop somewhere. Everything was brand new, as if she only wore something once and then would throw it away. Sophie knew that was ridiculous, however. Bethanie wasn't wasteful. 

Despite the four-year gap between them, they looked remarkably similar and were easily mistaken for twins. They were both tall and willowy with dark hair and pale skin. However, their physical similarities were the only thing they shared since everything else about them was vastly different. Bethanie was a lawyer, cutthroat and vicious when it came to the things that she wanted. She was aiming to be made partner at her firm and worked all the time. 

Sophie, on the other hand, was a logistics and distribution manager, responsible for storage and distributions of goods at Yoel's company. She was involved in transportation, stock control, warehousing, and monitoring the flow of goods and she was exceptional at her job because she enjoyed micromanaging every little detail. Some of the men at her workplace thought she only got the job because of nepotism and they would be correct. She had specialized in the field and was placed directly under the tutelage of the senior manager in order to take over his position after graduating by Bethanie, who didn't want to see her suffer even for a moment more than necessary and had pestered Yoel into giving her the position. Though she supposed Yoel didn't need much pestering at all, since he had treated her like a younger sister ever since he started dating Bethanie. Their ten-year age gap had irked her out at first, but it was clear to see that Bethanie was the one who wore the pants in the relationship even though Yoel made significantly more money and was more than willing to spend all of his fortune on her, if only Bethanie would let him. 

"Come. We need to get you ready for tonight," Bethanie sniffed. 

"Aren't you even a little bit curious about what I got you for your birthday?" she asked. 

"I'm sure it's tacky and ridiculous," she said. 

It was, but Sophie kept grinning. "Happy birthday," she said, hugging her sister tight before handing her the shoddily wrapped present. It was easy to see what it was even before opening the present. 

"It's another ugly dog, isn't it?" Bethanie asked. 

"Pugs are adorable," Sophie said, but her heart wasn't really in it. Every year for her sister's birthday, she would find another plushie in the likeness of a pug to add to her collection. Both of them loved soft toys, but neither owned any that weren't communal property until they left the orphanage. Sophie couldn't get anything practical for Bethanie because she wanted for nothing and she couldn't get her anything pretty either because Yole would have gotten her everything her heart desired and more. Their gifts to each other for years had been gag gifts that made themselves smile, which was how they preferred it, really. Their taste in everything was so different that it was safer not to try. 

Bethanie rolled her eyes at the sitting pug plushie and added it to the growing pile on top of her cupboard in the bedroom, the contents of which probably cost more than her entire apartment. 

"You look better than usual. Why is that?" Bethanie asked abruptly. 

"I always look good," Sophie protested, though she knew that wasn't true. Her job, as much as she loved it, was high stress and she tended to overwork herself because she was a perfectionist. Honestly, her sessions with her clients was as much of a stress release for herself as much as it was for her clients. She had been worried about looking for new clients after the last session with James, but to her surprise, the man had contacted her a few hours after his cathartic breakdown to schedule another session with her. 

"I said better than usual," Bethanie rolled her eyes and gestured for her to take a seat on top of her bed. She began pulling dresses out of her wardrobe. They were simple pieces that were more suited to her taste than the elaborate layers that Bethanie preferred. She wondered if her sister had bought the dresses with her in mind. "You went to the spa on your own?" she asked, her voice carrying from inside of her outrageously big walk-in-closet. 

Sophie shrugged even though she knew Bethanie couldn't see her. "One of my clients gave me a gift card for the royal treatment at The Hibiscus," she said and caught her sister's sharp gaze when she emerged with an emerald satin dress that looked like it would fit her well. 

"The royal treatment?" Bethanie asked. There was a note of disbelieve in her tone that Sophie was a little bit alarmed by. 

"What is it?" she asked. 

"You can't get a reservation there unless you're VIP," she said. "Yoel only managed to get me a booking because of the thing with the ballroom," she said. 

"Oh," she thought of the woman at the counter who checked her in, how her eyes had widened at the gold card that she brought with her. At the end of the session, the woman had asked when her reservation would be. She had hesitated, not knowing if she was meant to use the card for more than one reservation. This was one of those places were the prices weren't even noted anywhere because only the ridiculous rich used these services and those kind of people were so rich they didn't care. She wasn't sure if she was allowed to give her reservation to someone else. It seemed unprofessional. 

"How is your client?" Bethanie asked, kind enough not to push the issue. She knew about her work and had no problem with it other than the potential risks she was opening herself up to. 

"He's nice," she said. 

"Kinky?" she pressed. 

She laughed a little. "They wouldn't have to hire me if they weren't," she said. "But he's actually quite tame. He likes to cook for me and brush my hair," she confessed, feeling that was safe enough to share. It was unlikely that her sister would ever cross paths with her client anyways. 

Bethanie rolled her eyes. "Disgusting." 

"Yoel cooks for you and brushes your hair all the time," she reminded her. Having grown up around her and Yoel, Bethanie had no right to call anyone's affections disgusting. Yoel was probably out buying all sorts of gifts to shower Bethanie in even now, as if the extravagant party and the luxurious getaway afterwards weren't enough birthday gifts. 

Bethanie made a dismissive noise. 

"Speaking of whom. Where's Yoel?" she asked. 

"Handling some last-minute preparations," Bethanie answered. "Honestly, a hotel as prestigious as The Hibiscus should have a team equipped to handle a birthday party," she griped. 

Sophie made a noise of sympathy, but she knew that if there were last minute preparations to be made, it was highly likely due to the fact that Bethanie had found some fault in their original planning at the last minute and they were rushing to make everything according to her specifications. Her standards were too high sometimes. 

"Put this one on. It matches your eyes," Bethanie said. 

It did, which was suspicious because Bethanie wasn't fond of green. The dress was very much up to her standard, however. It was probably made of pure silk, soft and so comfortable to her touch that she felt like she was touching clouds. It clung to her like a second skin, which made Bethanie frown and shove her back into the changing room with a shapewear that was brand new and exactly her size. She shouldn't be surprised, since they were both the same size. 

As she squeezed into the impossibly tight shapewear that seemed to be made for someone five sizes smaller, Bethanie picked up a pair of heels for her and matching jewelry sets. 

"You're going to end up marrying one of your clients one day," Bethanie warned ominously. Sophie prepared herself for her sister's advice. "Before you do, make sure you get a full view of their finances. It would be terrible to find out they've been taking out loans to spend time with you after you've tied your finances together," she said. "And don't marry someone just because they're nice." 

Bethanie nodded approvingly at her dress, the shapewear making it so that none of her fat showed. It was ridiculous. She felt like her stomach was being squeezed. "How does anyone eat while wearing these?" she lamented. 

"We don't," Bethanie said. "Beautiful women don't eat. We graze," she said. 

Sophie could eat half a dozen donuts in one sitting without breaking a sweat and still have cake afterwards. She hoped she was still able to eat later despite the tightness of the material on her body. 

She wandered around the apartment as she waited for her sister to get ready and then took a little nap because she knew how long it would take. 

By the time she declared that she couldn't make herself even more beautiful than she already was, the town car had already arrived and was ready to get them. She watched the city pass by in a sort of daze, responding to work emails on her laptop and giving instructions over voice messages in the work group chats that she had been added into. 

She was replying another email when her sister's hand closed over the screen. 

"We've arrived," Bethanie said, looking at her indulgently. 

"Sorry," she said and tucked her phone into the bag that Bethanie had insisted she bring instead of her ratty duffle bag. "I took some time off for the spa and now I feel guilty," she murmured. 

"I know," Bethanie smiled. "But if you spend all your time worrying about work, then you won't have time left to enjoy your life," she warned quietly. 

"I'm not a workaholic, Beth. You don't have to worry about me," she said. 

Bethanie looked at her like she didn't believed her, which was unfair. If anyone was the workaholic, then it was surely Bethanie, who spent so much time in the office that Yoel had to drag her out of it with promises of expensive restaurants and luxurious getaways. "You're working even when you're not working," Bethanie said. "That's the definition of a workaholic." The chauffeur opened the door to the car and she made her exit after having the last word. 

Sophie wasn't convinced that her sister didn't time it exactly that way. 

The Hibiscus's Grand Ballroom was one of the most famous venues in the city, if not the world. It was always fully booked for the use of various events and celebrity weddings. The ballroom was a stunning display of opulence and elegance, designed to transport its guest to a world of glamor and sophistication. The grand double doors opened inwards and presented it's guests with it's full glory all at once, tile floors arranged in geometric patterns and cathedral ceiling decorated with murals commissioned from an artist that she was familiar with only because she knew Yoel had asked that very same artist to do the murals in Bethanie's bathroom. 

The chandeliers cast a warm and inviting light, creating a romantic ambience that danced across the polished floors. The walls were adorned with intricate, gilded moldings that framed floor length windows that whispered of timeless luxury. The color scheme that had been chosen for the evening were warm lavender and gold tones that added a touch of grandeur to every corner. 

The focal point of the ballroom was the magnificent, intricately crafted dance floor, no doubt requested by her sister who enjoyed ballroom dancing to an almost unhealthy degree. Surrounding the dance floor were plush, velvet-cushioned chairs and sofas, providing comfortable seating for those who prefer to enjoy the spectacle from a distance. 

Against one wall stood an orchestra pit, adorned with lush velvet curtains that can be drawn back to reveal the talented ensemble that were already playing soft, classical music. The music echoed in the hall, creating a comfortable ambience while not being overbearing. 

Throughout the ballroom, strategically placed floral arrangements added bursts of colors and fragrance. The freshly picked blossoms were arranged in ornate vases that looked like they had been specially purchased for this occasion alone. 

It created an enchanting atmosphere that took her breath away. 

Yoel rushed out to greet them, pulled towards Bethanie like she had her own gravitational force. He took her hand and pressed a kiss to the knuckles before interlinking their fingers together. "Bethanie, Sophie, how are you?" 

"We're good," Sophie answered for the both of them as Bethanie examined the ballroom with a critical eye. 

"How is it?" Yoel asked, looking like a golden retriever who had brought it's master it's favorite branch and was awaiting judgement. 

"Acceptable," Bethanie said, which was high praise coming from her. Yoel beamed and pressed a kiss to her cheek. 

"I'm glad," he said. 

Sophie let out a sigh of relief, glad that she didn't have to do damage control. Her sister could be rather unreasonable at times, finding fault in things just for the sake of it. 

"Only the best for the love of my life," Yoel declared.

"You're embarrassing me," Bethanie huffed, but didn't pull away from the affections. 

Sophie was torn between feeling happy for her sister and feeling disgusted for the public display of affection. "I'm going to look for Bruce," she announced to nobody in particular. Whenever the two of them were in the same room together, it was like the rest of the world cease to exist to them. 

She wandered around the ballroom and was inevitably drawn towards the buffet table. Her sister was unfortunately right, however. It was difficult to stuff her face with food when she was dressed in a dress that felt like it would spring apart if she ate too much. 

She was eyeing the tiny sandwiches in dismay when she caught sight of someone surprising. 

She frowned at the young woman dressed in a maroon dress that looked a little too elaborate to be comfortable. The relationship she had with Olivia was odd, to put simply. Every other wee*+k, they would meet up in an exclusive, expensive hotel room and rant about their clients. Outsiders would simply see two well-dressed young women enjoying their gateaway while the truth was that they were sharing their experiences and sullying the esteemed places with discussions about the latest sex toys in the market and how to incorporate them into their work. 

The unusual strength of their bond was due to their career paths. Olivia Jace was a student at heart and loved learning about everything. At twenty-nine, she had several degrees and masters and was on her way to earning a PhD in some sort of obscure subject that went over her head every time Olivia tried to explain it to her. Apparently, being a perpetual student was something that could cost a lot of money and she funded her education by attaching herself to wealthy men as a spoiled sugar baby. What these men saw in the anxious, stuttering, and frequently flustered Olivia was a bit beyond Sophie. Maybe being clueless and cute was enough for some people to stumble through life comfortably. She occasionally came to Sophie for opinions on where to draw the line as if Sophie didn't have a problem with that herself and they signed up for online courses on sex education, something which Olivia took great pleasure in excelling in. 

Olivia's latest client was a far cry form the usual old men that she complained about. The man she was with was a striking figure, exuding an air of confident and refinement that set him apart even in the ballroom of men of prestige and power. His posture was impeccable, reflecting the poise and self-assurance that came with success. His eyes were a piercing blue that gazed around the room like everyone in it was beneath him and his perfectly shaven face complemented his overall look, enhancing the sense of sophistication that would have came from him if not for the fact that he had Olivia clinging to his arm like a poorly thought out accessory. 

Olivia caught her eye and Sophie saw her panic mirrored. 

They had never crossed paths in the real world before and neither knew how to react. 

She was considering running away and pretending she hadn't seen her at all when Olivia untangled herself from the man she had been clinging onto and made a beeline towards her. 

"What are you doing here?" she hissed, pivoting at the last moment to pretend that she had been headed towards the buffet spread the whole time. 

Sophie nearly had an aneurysm, though she couldn't logically explain her panic. It shouldn't surprise her so much to meet this woman out in public like this. She knew they were bound to cross paths eventually. "What am I doing here?" she echoed. "This is my sister's birthday party. What are you doing here?" she demanded.

"I'm here with Arlondax," she said. "He's one of the main suppliers for the guy who hosted this party... who's apparently your sister's boyfriend?" she trailed off, losing steam towards the end when she realized that if there was anyone who was out of place, it was her. 

"I see," Sophie said with narrowed eyes. 

"I can't believe you're related to the queen bitch," she said. "You're so nice," she continued. 

"Thank you," Sophie said in a flat tone. "She practically raised me. I hope you remember that." 

"Right. Sorry," she said, looking somewhat chastised. Then, because Olivia lacked survival skills, she continued, "She makes a lot of people's lives hell, you know?" 

Sophie did know that, but she was also loyal to the only family in the world that she had, so she said, "They probably deserve it," even though she knew that couldn't possibly be true. 

"Agree to disagree," Olivia said. 

On the other side of the room, Yoel and her sister were having a terse conversation with Arlondax, who kept looking over to where Olivia and Sophie were. He was not being discreet at all about looking too, stopping midsentence to glare over at Sophie like she was personally responsible for some horrendous tragedy in his life. 
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