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Chapter One

“Did you tell her?” Bridget’s voice was hoarse.

Octavia leaned down and touched her cheek. “No.” The springs squeaked when she left the bed. She stretched and walked to the window. With two fingers, she pulled the curtain aside. Cool air seeped in around the window frame. Her skin and her nipples pebbled. Fuck. Why didn’t I? What am I waiting for? Say something. Bridget’s silence was worse than if she had pleaded. The warm smell of their afternoon tryst filled the small bedsit. She glanced over her shoulder at Bridget. She lay on her back with her eyes closed and her hands clasped over her stomach. Her long red hair curled around her head and spilled over the white pillowcase. Octavia wanted to crawl back into the small bed and kiss each freckle scattered over her naked body. She wanted to lose herself in the softness of her skin and make her beg for release. She’s angry. Sad. What am I waiting for? Fuck me, I need to get it together.

She turned back to the window and looked out. Early morning mist hung over the grass surrounding the manor house. A long black car pulled into the circular drive. A lone woman exited the car. Tall and willowy, she glanced about her before she lowered her head and hurried across the pavers. Not a guest. Visitor? Solicitor? Octavia let the curtain fall back into place. Say something. Anything.

“Today. I promise.” Octavia turned to Bridget. She was sitting up now. She had pulled on Octavia’s shirt and was leaning against the brass headboard.

“You said that yesterday.” Bridget looked down at her hands. “I’ve told Cook. She’s gone out of her way to be crueler than usual to me.” She twisted her fingers together. Her shoulders were slumped making Octavia’s shirt appear even larger on her small frame.

Octavia crossed the room and took Bridget’s hand in her own. “Look at me love.” She rubbed her thumb over the skin of her knuckles. Bridget raised her chin, her eyes bright with unshed tears. Octavia leaned down and brushed her lips with a kiss. “Today.” She kissed Bridget again, deeper this time.

Bridget settled her hands on Octavia’s hips. “I can’t stand the idea of anyone else touching you. Every day we’re here, I hate it. I hate worrying someone will ask for you and you’ll go because you think you have to.”

“I go because I made an agreement. I owe Martha. It doesn’t mean anything.”

“It does to me.” Bridget pinned Octavia in place with her hard expression. “If you want me to be committed to you, to kneel to you, to be yours, you need to understand I want the same from you. I’m not a toy or a doll to be played with until someone better comes along.”

Octavia held Bridget’s gaze. “I know, love. I know. Today. I promise.” She lifted the edge of her collar and the number tag jingled. “Today is the last day I wear this.”

 

“You’re sure? What if you went on holiday? You haven’t taken any time off in years. A break would do you good.” Martha smoothed her hand over Octavia’s shoulders before she tugged at the neckline of her shirt, straightening it. She flattened her hands on Octavia’s chest and leaned in to kiss her.

Octavia pulled back, avoiding the kiss. “No. It’s more than that, Mistress.”

Martha lowered her hands. Her gaze was steady and her eyes dark. “You’re done then?”

Do it. Now. For Bridget. For both of you. Octavia kneeled at Martha’s feet. She lowered her head until her forehead touched the toe of Martha’s boot. She pulled her thick single braid to the side. How many times have I kneeled this way aching with need and want, wanting only to be under her hand? Begged to feel the sting of her lash, to be allowed to serve her. Begged for a kiss. When did it change?

“I want to be free, Mistress. Please release me.” Sweat trickled down her back. She waited in silence, her breathing rough. Martha rested her palm on the crown of her head, her touch igniting a wave of desire in Octavia. Her body warred with her mind. Hard. So hard. So much I want. So much she can’t give. Octavia blinked away the tears that burned the back of her throat. She heard the rustle of fabric. Cold metal pressed against her neck, the sharp edge scraping her skin and she shivered. Her collar fell in two pieces onto the floor, the brass tag clinking on the tiles. Octavia exhaled. She raised her head and sat up. She picked up the remnants of her collar before she rose and stuffed the pieces into her front pocket. Her palms were sweaty and she wiped them on her jeans.

Martha stepped away and turned her back to Octavia. “Have you thought about where you’ll go? What to do with your accounts?”

The chill in Martha’s voice made Octavia’s heart ache. “I’ve been looking. No firm plans yet. I thought I’d leave the accounts with you until I’m settled.”

“Bridget as well?”

No secrets at Rowan House. Nothing to hide. Not now. “Yes. She’s told Cook.”

Martha turned and looked at Octavia. She rested one hand on her hip. “I’m surprised she lasted as long as she did. Last time I trust Cook to hire someone.”

Octavia pursed her lips. “Jealous of a sub?” She rocked back on her heels and crossed her arms. “This has got nothing to do with Bridget. This is about us.”

“Because I refused give over to you? To give you control?” Martha quirked her mouth.

“Because you refused to understand I wanted more, needed more from you.”

“Eight years and it comes to this? You’re leaving me for what? A woman-child? A soft sub? She can’t give you what you need. You’ll be bored in a year.”

“Maybe. But at least I’ll be happy.”

Martha’s face flushed and she inhaled sharply before she smoothed her features. Her manner cool and haughty, she lifted her chin. She met Octavia’s hard look with one of her own. Angry. So angry. And hurt. Fuck. I hurt her. She’d never acknowledge it. Still holding back. Octavia turned away from the hurt in Martha’s eyes. She loves me. But not enough. Not enough to give me control.

“Fuck you. You asked for my ownership. You begged me for it. I didn’t force it on you.”

Octavia winced at the edge in Martha’s voice. “I did.” She met her gaze. “People change. I’ve changed. I should’ve told you about Bridget. I owed you. I’m sorry.”

“I knew. I knew when you didn’t ask me for permission it was more than play.” Martha clasped her hands behind her back. “I expect you to stay through the end of the month. You’ll need to train one of the others to manage the stable until I can hire someone.” She pinned Octavia with her glare. “You’re excused from your other duties.”

“I signed a contract. I’ll honor it.”

“You are not to play with any guests or other staff. Honor our past. Honor my last command.”

Martha turned and squared her shoulders. She walked away, her footsteps loud on the tile floor. Octavia stood in the center of the room. She closed her eyes, trying to shut out the ghosts of memories of their time together that swirled around her. Her heart ached for what had been and what would never be. She thrust her hand in her pocket, pulled the pieces of her collar out. She fingered the smooth edge of her number tag. I’m free. Free to follow my own path. With Bridget. But where? She touched her neck, the bare skin where her collar had been. She swallowed the dry-edged pain in her throat, willing the tears away.

 

“There’s fresh tea in the pot.” Bridget stirred a pan on the stove, her back to Octavia. The warm smell of butter and olive oil heating filled the kitchen. Octavia poured herself a cup of tea and sat at the long worktable.

“Cook’s out?” Octavia scanned the large kitchen, wary of the tyrant who ran it.

“At the fishmonger’s, showing my replacement the routine.” Bridget moved the pan she had been stirring to the back of the stove top. “Hungry?”

“I’m ready for second breakfast.” Octavia sipped her tea. “I only had a bit of toast before I mucked this morning.”

Bridget turned to her. She wiped her hand on her side towel. “I’ve a mountain of prep to do but I could make you some eggs if you want.”

A flash of flame erupted from the sauté pan behind Bridget. Octavia stood up and her chair clattered to the floor. “The pan.”

Bridget spun to face the stove and stared. Black smoke filled the small space and the fire alarm sounded loud in the small space. Fire. Fuck. Why isn’t she moving? What the hell? Lid? Flour? Salt? Lid. Octavia clambered over the table and pushed Bridget to the side. She grabbed a large lid off the counter and dropped it on the pan. She turned to Bridget, clasped her shoulders and looked into her eyes. They were glassy and her face was fixed in a blank stare.

“Hey. Bridget. Hey. Look at me.” She pulled her away from the stove.

The rest of the house staff arrived. The smoke alarm was shrill. Martha pushed past the others. She swept her gaze over the scene. After snatching a side towel from the counter, she wafted it in front of the alarm until it stopped its harsh sound.

Octavia helped Bridget to a chair. She kneeled and clasped her hand tight. “Bridget.” She touched her chin and peered into her eyes. “Are you okay?”

Bridget shook free of Octavia’s touch and looked down at their hands. “Yes. I’m sorry.” Her voice was quiet.

Martha came to stand behind them. She rested her hand on Octavia’s shoulder. “Did she get burned?”

Octavia looked up. “No. She… I don’t know what happened. She froze.”

“I’m fine. I need to finish the prep. Cook’ll be back soon.” Bridget rocked in the chair. “Cook’ll be back soon. Need to clean up my station.”

Martha leaned down and assessed Bridget’s appearance. “I’ll deal with Cook.” She turned her head and met Octavia’s gaze. “Take care of her. Rebecca can handle the stable this afternoon.”

She hesitated. Yesterday she would have known how to answer her former Mistress. What to say? Yes, Mistress? Yes, Martha? I asked to be free. I need to own it. “I’ll take her to my room.”

Martha looked down and away from Octavia’s eyes. “I’ll have one of the others bring your food. You both are excused from staff meals for the rest of the day.”

Octavia helped Bridget to her feet. She slid an arm around her waist. “I’ve got you, love.”

Bridget leaned into her shoulder. Octavia led her away from the kitchen and through the halls and across the courtyard to her bedsit over the stable. Bridget did not speak and her steps were mechanical. What the hell? What happened? Octavia replayed the events leading up to fire. When they arrived at her room, she guided Bridget to a battered wingback chair and made her sit.

Bridget avoided her eyes, her gaze focused on the floor. “Sorry.” Her voice was tight and small.

“Are you back?” Octavia smoothed her hand over Bridget’s hair.

“Yeah. Sorry. I’m so stupid.”

“It was an accident. It could have happened to anyone.” She rubbed Bridget’s shoulder. “You’re not stupid. Don’t talk about yourself that way.” She placed a kiss on the top of Bridget’s head. “I shouldn’t have distracted you.”

Bridget hugged Octavia around the waist. “If you hadn’t been there…” Her breath hitched and there were tears in her voice.

“But I was. And we’re safe.” Octavia rubbed the back of Bridget’s neck.

Bridget leaned her forehead against Octavia’s hip as quiet sobs racked her body. This is about more than the fire. What? She replayed conversations they had about their lives before Rowan House, searching her memories of quiet afterglow talks and the deeper moments after a session when buried feelings surfaced. She found no explanation for Bridget’s actions and reactions. Later. I’ll ask. She held tight to Bridget until the tears stopped bearing witness to a pain she didn’t understand but wanted to.

 

Bridget dropped to her knees. Her hair spilled forward and brushed the top of Octavia’s boots. Octavia admired the delicate curve of her spine, letting her submission soothe the rough edges of her day and giving over to the side of herself that craved control and Bridget’s offering of obedience. She leaned down and wrapped her hand in Bridget’s hair to pull her head up. With her other hand she clasped Bridget’s chin, the skin blanching under her fingertips. She took her mouth with firm lips and tongue, goaded by the soft whimpers of need pouring from Bridget. She growled low in her throat in answer. Yes. This. Power. Control.

Octavia broke their kiss. She straightened and cupped Bridget’s face with both hands. “Look at me.” She smoothed her thumbs over her cheekbones. “What have you chosen for your punishment? My hand or the belt?”

“Whatever pleases you, Ma’am.” Bridget’s eyes were bright, and Octavia grew wet listening to the eager quiver in her voice. Willing. Wanting. Mine.

Octavia released her. “Stand for me. Bend over and clasp your ankles.”

Bridget rose and set her feet shoulder width apart before she bent from the waist and wrapped her fingers around her ankles. Her core glistened with wetness. Octavia steadied Bridget with a hand on her hip, digging her fingers in hard enough to bruise while she traced the wet seam between her legs and stroked her clit with one finger. A low groan shook Bridget’s frame. Working slowly, Octavia delighted in her small moans and the way she relaxed, opening herself to Octavia’s touch. Bridget squeezed around Octavia, her body shuddering and signaling how close she was to coming for her. She took her time drawing out Bridget’s pleasure, edging her closer.

“Please, Ma’am. I can’t. Please let me come for you.”

Octavia pulled her hand away roughly and slapped Bridget’s ass, leaving a bright red mark on her freckled skin. The sharp squeal from Bridget made her clit hard, and she drew back and slapped her ass again, harder this time. She smoothed her hand over the mark it had left. Bridget panted. She leaned down and pressed a kiss to the mark. “I love the way your skin takes my marks.” Bridget trembled under her hand. “Ready, love?”

“Yes.” Bridget’s strong voice sent a curl of desire through Octavia, and another surge of wetness spilled from her.

“Yes, what?” Octavia spanked her hard, and her palm stung with the impact.

“Ahh. Oh. Yes, Ma’am.” Bridget struggled against Octavia’s grip.

Her feigned resistance heighted Octavia’s desire. Wanton. Beautiful slut. Mine. She raised her hand and spanked Bridget, hard, blow after blow until her hand ached and the cheeks of Bridget’s ass were bright red. Deep groans of pleasure mixed with squeals of pain and orgasmic cries filled the air. Each groan and sharp cry soothed the ache in Octavia’s soul—the part of her that craved obedience, needed to cause pain and control pleasure. Bridget’s thick thighs were wet to her knees with her desire. Octavia listened and watched, careful to bring Bridget to the edge but not over. Bridget’s voice changed as she begged for mercy, tears now, wetting the floor in front of her.

“Please, Ma’am. Please. Let me. Please. I can’t. Let me please you. Please.” The ragged edge in her voice made Octavia’s clit harder, and she ached for Bridget’s mouth on her. She stopped and smoothed her hands over Bridget’s ass.

“Do you want to pleasure me? Taste me? Do you want me to come in your mouth?”

“Yes. Please, Ma’am. Please let me.”

“Say the words. Ask for what you want.” She scratched her nails over the red marks on Bridget’s ass.

“Ow. Oh. Please. Please, Ma’am, let me taste you. Let me give you pleasure. Please, Ma’am. Come in my mouth. Please.”

She waited, listening to Bridget’s shuddering breaths as she came down from her spanking. Octavia pinched her hip hard. “I don’t know. Are you sure?”

“Ahh. Please. Ma’am. Oh please.” Her voice was rough, and her body trembled under Octavia’s touch as she begged.

Octavia released her. “Turn and stand for me.”

Bridget straightened, and Octavia made sure she was steady on her feet. She turned slowly toward Octavia.

“Look at me.”

She raised her head and met Octavia’s gaze. Tears streaked her face. Her eyes were bright. She opened her mouth and licked her lips and leaned forward. “Please, Ma’am. Let me taste you. Please.” Her voice was soft now as she whispered her desperation in Octavia’s ear.

“Kneel.”

Bridget lowered herself gracefully to her knees. Lovely. Beautiful. Mine.

“Eyes to me. Hands behind your back.”

She lifted her eyes to Octavia’s face. She clasped her hands behind her back, the movement thrusting her breasts forward. Octavia caught Bridget’s nipples between her thumbs and forefingers and squeezed hard, watching as pain and pleasure swept over her features.

The deep groan from Bridget’s lips sent waves of need through Octavia.

“Please, Ma’am. Please let me taste you. Please.”

Octavia looked into Bridget’s eyes as she would a still pool into which she had dropped a precious object. Want. Need. So much. She wants me. Loves me. She stood, spreading her legs wide before she cupped the back of Bridget’s head. “Pleasure me.”

Bridget moaned as she took Octavia with her mouth. Reverent, she licked and suckled Octavia’s clit. She drove her tongue hard and deep, sending waves of sensation through Octavia. She looked down and the vision of Bridget kneeling between her legs made the sensation so much more. She held tight with both hands wrapped in Bridget’s hair, and her gratification gushed into Bridget’s greedy mouth. Bridget swallowed and licked and sucked, and an undertow of pleasure pulled Octavia under and held her down until she was gasping. She closed her eyes and rocked her hips into Bridget’s face. Love squeezed Octavia’s heart as Bridget attended to her, slowing her movements, licking gently, and murmuring soft sounds of satisfaction. She stroked her hair.

“Enough now.”

Bridget sat back on her heels. Her face and chin gleamed with wetness, and her pupils were dilated with desire.

“To the bed. Lay back. Hands over your head. Feet on the floor. Legs wide. Hips off the edge of the bed.”

Octavia turned her back to Bridget. She picked up the strap-on she had prepared and buckled it in place. The base pressing against her swollen clit sent a current of desire through her.

Turning, she stopped to appreciate the vision of Bridget splayed out for her. Her nipples were hard and stood up from her large breasts. Dark red curls between her thighs shone wet with desire, her thick thighs and broad body a delectable buffet spread for Octavia. Mine. Mine alone. All of this is for me. Octavia stroked the phallus. She stood between Bridget’s wide-spread legs. She dragged the tip of the sex toy along her wet folds, drawing a sigh from Bridget before she pushed the thick head in a bit and pulled back slow.

“Please, Ma’am. I need. Please fuck me.” Bridget shifted her hips and groaned.

Octavia rubbed her clit with her thumb as little by little she worked the thick cock deep until it was buried to the hilt. She drew back and sank in again, the pressure and vibration on her clit exquisite. That’s it. So good. My sweet girl. Give it to me.

“Oh yes. Ma’am. Please. Like that. Pleasepleaseplease.”

Slow and deep, Octavia fucked her, timing her strokes, pressing and rubbing Bridget’s clit and drawing deep groans from her. Desire filled Octavia’s heart.

Breath ragged and body shaking, Bridget whispered, “May I, Ma’am? Please let me come for you? Oh, please, Ma’am.”

Yes. For me. Mine. Octavia rolled her hips and sped up her strokes. Bridget thrashed and lifted her hips and arched her back to take more. She wrapped her legs around Octavia’s hips, locking them at the ankles. Beautiful. Mine. So beautiful. Octavia watched her face, knowing Bridget would lose the battle soon. She was clearly unable to hold back. Her breathing was rough, her hands clenched the sheets, and a fine sheen of sweat covered her skin. Octavia struggled with her desire to make her beg and her own desire to come again, her clit winning in the end. She shifted her hands to Bridget’s hips, cupping her ass and gripping hard.

“Come for me. Now.” She jacked her hips harder, pushing deeper and stroking faster. She fucked herself into her own orgasm as Bridget broke for her, bucking her hips and meeting Octavia’s thrusts.

They rode out their pleasure together, their groans giving way to soft sighs and moans as they came down. Octavia stilled. She withdrew slowly and leaned over to drag her tongue over Bridget’s clit, causing her to come again with a sharp intake of breath. Octavia unbuckled the harness and laid the strap-on aside. She helped Bridget up into the bed. She leaned down and kissed her, and Bridget opened her eyes.

“Did I hurt you, love?” Octavia brushed her knuckles over Bridget’s cheek.

“No more than I wanted.” Her mouth turned up in a soft smile. “That thing you do with your hips. You undo me.” She shivered, and Octavia pulled the covers over both of them. Bridget tucked her head into Octavia’s shoulder and draped her leg over Octavia’s.

Octavia held her close, searching for the words to say everything she wanted to tell her. Finding them all inadequate, she settled on a deep kiss.




Chapter Two

“Vivian Abiola—” Martha inclined her head toward Octavia. “This is Octavia Vargas. She’s been my stable manager for the last eight years. I can’t say enough about her skills with horses. I think she would meet your needs.”

Octavia’s face grew warm at Martha’s praise.

“A pleasure to meet you.” Her voice was boarding schools and high tea, underlaid with old family money. She was as tall as Martha, and Octavia had to look up to make eye contact. She shook hands with her. Vivian’s skin was soft, but Octavia appreciated the firm way she took control, her grip sure and confident. The subservient side of her quivered at her touch.

A hint of memory tugged at Octavia. Vivian’s face was familiar. Octavia searched her memories, trying to place her. A former guest? No. Where do I know her from? The circuit? No. Where?

“And this is Bridget Murray. She’s worked as assistant head chef here and comes with Cook’s recommendation.”

Vivian shook hands with Bridget, and Octavia glanced at Bridget, noting the way she lowered her gaze beneath Vivian’s cool appraising gaze. She feels it too.

“Martha has spoken highly of you both. I’m in need of a stable manager and a cook. I will match your salaries here and provide living quarters on the property. I will arrange for the proper work visa and any other immigration paperwork necessary and pay for your relocation expenses and travel to Franciacorta. I don’t expect an answer today, but I need one by the end of the week.”

“Why come all the way here to hire us?” Bridget raised her eyebrow. “I’m sure there are stable managers and cooks in Italy.”

“I need staff I can trust.” Vivian looked between them, meeting their gazes in turn.

“I don’t want to work at another whore house.” Bridget turned to stare at Martha and met her glare with one of her own.

Octavia opened her mouth to speak and closed it when Vivian raised her hand. Those eyes. I know her. How?

“I live alone on my estate and travel frequently. I don’t desire any services beyond what is normally expected from a stable manager and a cook.” She squared her shoulders, a cool expression on her face. “If you have any other questions, I will be here until Saturday. If you want to accept my offer, I’ll have your contracts drawn up.” She turned and nodded at Martha and favored her with a quiet smile. “I’ll see you at dinner.” She left them, walking away as graceful and unhurried as a queen leaving court, and closed the door behind her. The solid sound of the door latch clicking into place was loud in the wood-paneled room.

Martha walked to her desk and sat down. She steepled her hands and rested her elbows on the jade-green blotter set in the middle of the dark walnut desk. Bridget shifted and stood away from Octavia, her lips pursed, arms crossed in front of her chest. The tick of the mantel clock was loud in the silence that rose between the three of them. Octavia walked to stand in front of Martha’s desk.

“Thank you.”

Martha did not raise her head. “No need to thank me. I didn’t do it for you. Vivian is one of my oldest and dearest friends. Have you given any further thought about your accounts?”

Octavia sensed Bridget’s eyes on her, watching her, waiting for her. “Would you mind managing them? Until we’re settled? I’m not sure if it’s for us.”

“It is not my concern. You are free. You and your—” She glanced at Bridget. “—friend are free to do what you want. Cook has found a replacement, and Rachel seems to be handling the stable. I’ll mange your accounts until you make new arrangements.”

She waved her hand, dismissing them. Bridget’s sharp snort underlined her desire to end the meeting.

Dismissed. Shut out. But I asked for this. I asked to be free. She stepped back from the desk and turned to leave. Bridget reached out for her hand as she walked past, and Octavia took it, the clasp of her hand steady and reassuring. We. Mine. Us. Together.

 

“What was that all about? ‘I don’t want to work in another whore house’?” Octavia sat on the edge of the bed facing Bridget. Their knees touched. “I can’t change what I’ve done. There is nothing wrong with sex work.”

Bridget looked away from Octavia. “I was angry.”

“Because Martha is trying to help us? What the fuck?”

“Because she is trying to control you, us, still.”

Octavia chewed her lip. “The choice is ours.”

“What if I don’t want to do it?”

“You have another plan? Because I don’t.”

“No. I’ve applied to twenty hotels and resorts. I haven’t been called back for an interview.” Bridget twisted her shirt in her hands. “I suspect Cook has given less-than-glowing references.”

Octavia raised her eyebrow. “Well, you might have stepped over the line when you told her she cooked like a shoemaker.”

“How do you know about that?”

“No secrets here. And Sarah couldn’t wait to tell me.”

Bridget blew out a breath. “I let my temper get the best of me.”

“What do we have to lose taking this gig? Have you ever been to Italy?” Octavia smoothed her hand over Bridget’s thigh.

Bridget snorted. “No. None of my foster homes were in Europe.”

“Is it Vivian?” Octavia suppressed a shiver as she said her name.

Bridget looked away from Octavia’s eyes.

Doesn’t want to tell me. She’s keeping secrets. Does she want her? Want to serve her?

“She’s like Cook squared. I…” Bridget tucked her hands under her thighs. “Her eyes. I had to stop myself from saying yes to whatever she asked.” She slumped her shoulders. “It was how I ended up here. I didn’t mind being owned but I wanted to be the only one.” A frown spoiled her face. “I didn’t understand it wasn’t Cook’s way.”

“Vivian will be our employer. Nothing more.” Unless it becomes more. Does she want more? Do I?

Octavia took her hand. “Look at me.” Bridget raised her eyes and held Octavia’s gaze. “You’re mine. But you always have choices. Why don’t we try it? If it’s horrible, if we hate it, we can always leave.”

Bridget nodded. “Right. We can.” She turned and kissed Octavia on the cheek. “Together.”

 

Vivian sat behind Martha’s desk. She wore a fitted dress that hugged her slim frame. The low-cut neckline displayed her modest cleavage, and the lilac color set off her amber eyes. Her hair was close-cropped and natural. A touch of silver shone on some of the curls. Octavia tilted her head, studying her face. The nagging feeling of knowing her was back. Vivian’s skin was only a shade darker than Octavia’s, her features suggesting a complicated heritage. She met Octavia’s gaze with a cool expression and Octavia shivered as Vivian raked her eyes over her frame. Should have changed my clothes, maybe dressed up. Left my hair loose. Where do I know her from?

Bridget was at her side. Her hands were clasped in front of her waist. She was dressed in her starched and pressed chef’s jacket. It gleamed white in stark contrast to Octavia’s outfit of faded jeans and gray T-shirt. The vine tattoos winding around Octavia’s forearms stood out against her dark skin. She sensed Vivian’s gaze lingering on her tattoos. Does she like them? Hate them? I should have put on a long-sleeve shirt. What the hell? Why do I care what she thinks of me? She clasped her hands behind her back and squared her shoulders, setting her feet wide. Her gaze was drawn to the thin gold chain with a tiny gold Magen David centered in the hollow of Vivian’s throat. Lyceum? It can’t be. How the hell could she be here?

Bridget spoke first. “We accept your offer.”

Vivian sat back from the desk. “You’re both sure?”

“Yes.” Octavia pushed the wisp of hair that had worked loose from her braid out of her eyes. “We’ve read through the specifics.”

Vivian lifted her chin, her gaze steady. “I have the contracts here. They’re for six months. That should be enough time for all of us to decide if the arrangement is acceptable.” She lifted an elegant black fountain pen from the desk and uncapped it. With a flowing hand she signed her name to each document. She held the pen out, and Octavia walked to the desk. Her fingers brushed against Vivian’s as she took the pen, and a tingle of desire worked its way to her core. Octavia signed her name on the contract. Damn. Get it together. This is trouble. So much trouble. When she was finished, she laid the pen on the desk and glanced up into Vivian’s eyes. The tingle turned into a strong wave of heat. Looking away from Vivian, she stepped back.

Vivian picked up the pen and held it out for Bridget. With slow steps Bridget walked to the desk, her focus fixed on Vivian’s face. Octavia noted the small tremor that shook her hand as she took the pen from Vivian and the way Bridget lowered her gaze when Vivian looked at her. After signing her name, Bridget held the pen out with both hands, palms up, an offering. Vivian’s lips curved into a smile as she took the pen from Bridget’s uplifted hands.

She didn’t smile at me. What the hell is wrong with me? So what? Get it together. She’s our employer. Nothing more. Damn, she gets to me. And to Bridget.

 

Octavia cupped the back of Bridget’s neck and pulled her in for a kiss. She nipped her lower lip, and Bridget moaned against her mouth. Sliding her hand down, Octavia palmed Bridget’s breast, enjoying the way her nipple hardened under her hand. Bridget relaxed under her grip, and Octavia shifted her weight, pushing her back on the bed. Pressing her down, she sank into the softness of her body. She drew back and looked into Bridget’s face. “Hands over your head. Keep them there.”

Bridget gripped the rails of the brass bedstead. Using her knee Octavia pushed Bridget’s thighs apart and lowered herself to grind against Bridget, rolling her hips. A soft groan from Bridget made her want to hear more. She pushed her hands under her skirt and hooked her fingers in her underwear to draw them down Bridget’s legs. She tossed them to the floor. A hint of Bridget’s honeysuckle perfume filled her nostrils, and she inhaled the soft innocent scent, a sharp contrast to the wanton expression on Bridget’s face. Octavia lowered her head and took Bridget in her mouth. Her clit hardened under her tongue, and Octavia sucked hard and lashed her tongue over Bridget’s clit, taking her up hard and fast to the edge. She held back, waiting for the desperate sounds of Bridget’s need to caress her ears.

Bridget thrashed on the bed. “Mercy, Ma’am. Please. I can’t. I’m going to come.”

Octavia raised her mouth. “Yes, you are. When I want you to.”

Bridget squirmed, and Octavia held her down and set to work, ruthless, hungry. Her need to have Bridget come under her ratcheted up the longer she feasted.

Bridget moaned. “Please, Ma’am. Please let me come.”

Octavia lifted her mouth. “Not until you tell me what you thought when you took the pen from Vivian.” She lowered her head and went back to work, giving Bridget enough to keep her on the edge but not enough to come.

Shrill wails shook Bridget’s chest. “Nothing. Please. Let me come for you.”

Octavia brought her hand up and slipped three fingers deep, teasing them over the spot that made Bridget shudder and shake.

“Oh. Oh, please, Ma’am. Oh. Please. I can’t. I need.”

“Liar. Tell the truth or you don’t come.” She kept her motions steady and held Bridget still with the other hand, preventing her from obtaining what she needed. “I saw you tremble, the way you held the pen out, like an offering. I know you. Tell me the truth.”

“Aah. I wanted to kneel. To kiss her feet. To let her do. This. To serve her—oh Ma’am, please let me come. Please.” The last “please” came out like a scream, and wetness surged between Octavia’s thighs. Her clit was thick and hard.

“No.”

“Please, Ma’am. Pleasepleaseplease.” Bridget struggled, trying to arch up to meet Octavia’s slow thrusts.

“Look at me.”

Bridget opened her eyes and held Octavia’s gaze.

“No secrets. No hiding from me. Own what you are. Secrets kill everything good.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Tears spilled down her cheeks. “Sorry, Ma’am.” Her voice was soft, and Octavia’s heart ached at the misery in her tone.

“Truth. Always.” Octavia dropped a kiss on Bridget’s thigh as she pushed away the guilt that nipped at her.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Now. Give me what’s mine. Come for me.” Octavia pressed hard and deep, her thrusts pushing Bridget over as she screamed, and liquid silk flowed over Octavia’s fingers.

Octavia slowed her strokes, letting Bridget cool down for a moment before driving her back up and over again. Her soft groans and whimpers made Octavia shiver, and she did it twice more to hear Bridget beg for mercy.

“That’s it, love. All of it. All of you belongs to me. Every drop of sweetness that flows from you.” She licked and suckled her clit, gorging on the sweet salty taste between Bridget’s legs. Her own clit ached for Bridget’s attention.

Octavia pulled her hand away and left the bed. Standing in Bridget’s line of sight, she stripped. Bridget’s eyes were glazed. Octavia poured her a glass of water. She sat on the edge of the bed and helped her drink, holding her close, letting her recover. Bridget rested her head on Octavia’s shoulder. She wants to serve Vivian. Will she be able to resist? Will I? Let it go. She’s mine.

Bridget smoothed her hand over Octavia’s stomach and down through the tight curls covering her clit. “Please, Ma’am, may I please you?”

Octavia wrapped her fingers in Bridget’s hair and arched her neck back to look into her eyes. She wants forgiveness. Wants to prove to me she’s mine. She tugged hard on Bridget’s hair before she kissed her and nipped her lower lip. A punishment. A penance. The salty copper taste of her blood welled up and flavored their kiss, filling Octavia with need. With bruising pressure, she plundered her mouth, taking what she wanted, what she needed, before she forced Bridget’s head lower.

“Do you think you’ve earned it?” She gripped her hair and held her back, preventing her from reaching her clit, treasuring the sensation of Bridget straining to get her mouth on her body.

“Please, Ma’am. Please let me taste you. Truth always. Please. I’ll be good. Let me please you. Please.” The desperate edge in her voice made Octavia close her eyes against the rush of desire that flooded her. She released Bridget and shoved her back on the bed. Planting her knees on either side of her head, she lowered herself onto Bridget’s mouth.

The first touch of her tongue on her aching clit wrenched a deep groan from Octavia. Bridget’s tongue swirled in soft circles before she thrust it deep. She returned her attentions to Octavia’s clit. So good. More. Yes. Like that. Mine. She reached down and pinched Bridget’s ear. “More. Fuck me. Slow.”

Bridget brought her hand up and pushed deep, thrusting her fingers hard.

Octavia rocked her hips, craving her touch. “Yes. Ah there. There. More.”

Bridget moaned low in her throat. She sucked hard and Octavia came, the rush of her come covering Bridget’s face. She slowed her movements and licked Octavia clean with soft sounds of satisfaction. Mine. So sweet. So good. Mine.
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