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For those of us who are feeling lost, scared, or unsure… I hope you find the path which leads to your place of safety. 
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What makes your heart race?

What scares you?

What makes you feel… alive?

Let’s find out, shall we?

Now, turn the page.











Good girl.


Prologue




Elise can't sleep. Sierra can't stop.

The dominatrix wants to feast. The copywriter can't stomach the idea of sustaining her appetite.

The redhead wants to own, to feel a woman come undone. The blonde wants to escape the drudgery of a normal working life.

The masculine, dominant Mistress wants to distract herself from anger. The feminine, shy submissive wants to distract herself from the demons in her head.

Two women cut from a very different sheet of cloth. They're opposites in the widest degree.

But something about opposites...

They attract.


Chapter 1: Elise’s Plea




FOR ELISE HAHNFELD, LIFE WAS MUNDANE BUT IT WAS TOLERABLE. She'd slave away at her desk, go home unfulfilled and wake up the next day to repeat the monotonous cycle until the weekend. Her social life was less-than-desirable, her job paid decently but she was on autopilot. And her love life? Well, that was a train wreck of its own magnitude. She'd had boyfriends in the past and even tried experimenting with a girl or two while she was figuring her life out at eighteen. Right now, she was single. Her friends were announcing pregnancies and big promotions, and Elise was stuck in the vicious cycle of nine-to-five.

Her life was horribly predictable and unfairly adulated by others.

Elise worked as a copywriter at Minecas Marketing, a small but bustling company. Her job consisted of writing blurbs and technicalities for website promotion, writing themed blog posts nobody reads, and anything else that required a boring, uninspiring, black-and-white approach. There was no space for creative freedom.

Elise was in her late twenties. She had long blonde hair with natural waves, and her face radiated with a youthful glow which complimented her green eyes. She wore a tight-fitting blouse and contouring trousers secured with a belt, dressing the part for her prim-and-proper office job. Her heels brought about a confidence otherwise missing from Elise's personality. She was naturally reserved and introverted.

Elise had been working into the late hours, desperately trying to meet client deadlines. Staying awake with nothing more than a flask of coffee and the drive to outperform, as usual.

Elise's boss, Vivienne, had been pushing her to breaking point. Jobs were piling up on her desk. Deadlines were overlapping. Elise was having to balance sleep with meeting deadlines. Viv was hard on her, but it was in the company's best interests. At least, that's what she told Elise, but she knew it was glorified favouritism. 

Elise got into work that day expecting business as usual. What she wasn't expecting was the eviction notice stuck on her door.

As if it hadn't been a ticking time bomb in the back of her skull all week.

She had until the end of the day to vacate the property.

Elise would be homeless in the cold if she didn't say something to her boss. If she didn't beg for more work to fall into her lap even though it was overflowing.

But she was one person. One very tired, very overworked and mentally strained person. When she got home in the evenings, she'd fight with the urge to cry a pit into her pillow. She was starting to have troubling and dark thoughts, her sleep schedule was ruptured, and she was barely eating as a result. It was taking its toll on her work, and she couldn't afford to lose that stability. Her attitude had transfigured into a stranger she no longer recognised in the mirror.

Elise was busy typing a blog post: 5 Ways To Achieve a Healthy Lifestyle Without Changing Your Life. She was struggling to come up with ideas, her mind driven by caffeine and three hours of sleep. Her fingers had been occupied for a while; now she was tormented by the flickering cursor on her screen. The lull of inspiration and writer's block apparent as she rubbed her temples and nursed her lukewarm cappuccino.

She had only finished one of five ways.

She trailed a hand down her face and slumped on the chair, utterly defeated. She considered her life choices and whether to hide in the bathroom for the next seven hours. It'd be easier than staring at a screen and watching the minutes painfully ticking by.

Her desk was messier than usual, with sticky notes and piles of papers littered all over, partially covering her laptop screen. She shared her office with four other people. Her desk was wedged in the corner. She moved it herself because she wanted a view of the outside world instead of the back of her colleague's balding head. That, and she wasn't in the mood to talk to any of them.

Heeled footsteps approached Elise's desk. She knew exactly who they belonged to. She had learned to recognise the footsteps, the way her keys clinked against the lanyard looped around her trouser belt. Usually, when she heard them, she'd pretend to look busy.

The scent of lilac became apparent when she stood behind her.

"Elise," came Viv's voice, confident and firm, and Elise immediately turned to face her. She saw a look on Viv's face that said, 'We need to talk'.  "Can I see you in my office, please?" Viv's attire was formal, and her wardrobe looked like it cost more than Elise's total salary. She was a Queen bee to an office full of people-pleasers and creatives with more mojo than Elise could muster in her entire life. "Now, if it's not too much of an inconvenience?"

Elise blundered to her feet, locking her computer.

"Yes, Miss Vivienne," Elise said politely, ironing the crinkles of her blouse with her hands.

She could feel the tension thick in the air as their heeled footsteps echoed in the hallway. Viv's office, the prison cell she'd be subjected to for her negligence. The tense silence was only broken when Viv opened her office door, waving Elise inside.

Viv closed the door behind them and tilted the blinds slightly to retain privacy. The anticipation was palpable.

"Please, sit," the woman said, and Elise took her place opposite Viv's desk. "I wanted to check in with you. You seem… off. Ben and Simon have both raised concerns about your attitude. Is everything alright?"

Elise fidgeted with her fingernails, looking down, her eyes scanning Viv's desk – anything to avoid eye contact. Viv's office had glass walls, expensive decor, canvases and awards. A round table and two chairs sat by the wall, a dark fabric sofa at the opposite end, and a plain rug brought some homely comfort to the office space. The typical interior you'd expect of a CEO's private study.

"It's nothing, Miss Vivienne," Elise replied sheepishly. "I'm fine."

Vivienne was less than convinced as she looked through the paperwork on her desk. Elise's performance was on a downward spiral.

"I wanted to discuss your recent performance," Viv said, her tone shifting into a more professional demeanour. "You're usually on top form but lately, I've noticed some deterioration. Care to explain?"

"I, um- yes," Elise stammered, and she coughed to clear the lump in her throat. "Sorry. It's just… I've been struggling with keeping up with things. With the blog, and work, and the new clients… it's been difficult to get things done and still get my eight hours of sleep."

Her barriers dropped, and she stopped lying – both to Viv and herself.

Elise sighed and held her hands, trying to maintain her composure as if she wasn't dying inside. Her feet shuffled nervously under the desk.

"I'm being kicked out of my home," Elise continued, unshed tears fogging her eyes. "I have to be out by the end of the day." She looked at Viv, a silent plea for sympathy. "Look, I know I can't afford to slip up, I know I'm testing your patience, and I know it's not good enough, but… please. I need this job, Miss Vivienne."

"Why didn't you tell me?" Viv asked, turning her attention to her monitor before her eyes met Elise's again. "I'm afraid our clients have grown to have these expectations of our professionals, yourself included. While I do understand your situation is… difficult, at present… I can't have companies pulling the plug because an overzealous employee doesn't know how to say 'no'."

Elise bowed her head in shame, her voice beginning to crack. "I know…. I'm sorry. If I could just get an extension on the deadline-"

"I'm afraid there are no extensions, Elise," Viv cut her off, waving her hand. "The fact of the matter is I have clients who expect the results, on time, like clockwork. If you can't deliver that… then this position may not be the right fit for you."

Elise adjusted in the chair, her palms already clammy. "Miss Vivienne, please… give me a chance to prove it to you. You know I've been nothing but a hard-working, good employee. Surely one little deadline can't undo the months of hard work I've provided?"

"I'm afraid it's out of my hands," Vivienne shook her head, and though her tone was empathetic, it was laced with pity. "I implore you to seek professional help; it's clear that you're struggling. The executives have made their decision. It's not just one deadline; you've been slacking for a while now. I've given you the benefit of the doubt, but I can't ignore it any longer. Your attitude has changed, you're lazy, you turn up to the office late, you stopped taking pride in your appearance, your lack of proper spelling and grammar has been met with complaints and frankly, Elise, you're lucky I've been so patient with you. But I'm afraid that patience has run out. This will be your last day working here."

Elise stood up, blinking out of disbelief, her words faltering as her chest heaved with anxiety. This couldn't be happening. She must have heard wrong.

Then her eyes flashed red, and the gloves were finally off.

"You are joking… right?" Elise grilled Viv, scoffing at her. "I've been working my ass off. I've been at home, barely eating or sleeping because I've been so focused on trying to meet these fucking deadlines! I haven't had any time to myself, I haven't had a social life, and you think that's me being fucking lazy?! Are you fucking serious!?"

Viv crossed her legs and straightened, typing something on her keyboard. She reached for her desk phone. "Elise, watch your language. I understand you're upset, but I won't tolerate this aggressive behaviour. If you don't calm down, I will have security escort you out of the building."

"Fine," Elise huffed, slamming her hand on the desk. Her tone was angry, but her voice was cracking, tears would follow as soon as she was alone with her thoughts. "If that's what my loyalty is worth to you, then fuck you and your fucking executives. I quit!"

Elise stormed out of Viv's office and slammed the door, the hinge practically begging to break. Her feet carried her with determination as she stomped down the hallway, past reception and back to her desk. Other employees watched as she made a scene and slammed her fist on her desk, a rage-fuelled scream ripping from her throat. She swiped everything off her desk, including her laptop and personal decorations. Her favourite mug was now in pieces.

She threw her stuff into a box and left without so much as a goodbye or a meeting, but everyone would be talking about her breakdown for weeks, even after she left.

She was never coming back to this office.

Her car not starting pushed her over the edge.

"Fucking piece of shit, start you worthless fucking thing!" she screamed as the engine sputtered and conked out. After a few heavy thumps and endless cursing, the engine roared to life. She was not fit to drive, but she screeched out of the carpark and rushed home like she was on a deadline.

Except she wasn't.

She wouldn't be ever again.

∞∞∞

Once Elise had returned home to the eviction notice, she seethed with rage and tore it from the front of her door. She threw the door open, chucked her bag down and kicked herself for being so fucking stupid. Her parents would be ashamed. She'd be a laughingstock of the entire company.

She ignored the fact that she was being kicked out.

She ignored the fact that this was no longer her home.

She ignored the maelstrom of emotions revolving inside her.

Elise only had one retreat: her laptop and the friends she'd made online while bonding over fandoms and other creatives. People who were successful and ran their own blogs. Now it just added salt into the wound.

Elise poured herself a glass of wine and downed it like a seasoned professional, immediately repeating the cycle. She huffed and threw herself onto the kitchen chair, logging in to vent to her closest friend, GamerGal9796. She didn't know them by name, but they were the closest thing to a lifeline after a long and hard day.




EliseH

Just fucking lost my job. Fucking bitch. Fucking eviction notice. FUCK MY LIFE.

GamerGal9796

Shit I'm sorry Elise. Want to vent about it?

EliseH

There's nothing that'll make this better. I fucked everything up just like I always do because I'm so FUCKING STUPID

GamerGal9796

Hey it's okay. Talk to me. I'm here for you, you know that.

EliseH

It's just been so hard. I've been feeling so shit and so tired and so fucked up in the head that I just want to fucking die sometimes. I don't know what to do. I'm losing everything. Maybe I should just kill myself. The world would be better off, and at least the fucking pain would stop.

GamerGal9796

Hey don't say that. There are always more jobs. There are always people to help. You have people who care about you, Elise. Promise me you won't do anything stupid.

EliseH

Can't fucking promise anything.

GamerGal9796

I'm serious. Don't let some asshole ruin your life. You need to see a Dr for help.

EliseH

What's the point? They'll just tell me it's all in my head then shove drugs down my throat like they always do. Last time I confided in one of them I ended up in a fucking psych ward. I'm not doing that again.

GamerGal9796

I might have something… someone in mind.

EliseH

At this point, I'll try anything.

GamerGal9796

Text this number [???] she should be able to help you. But you gotta have an open mind. Trust me she's a miracle worker - helped me sort my shit out. Just think about it okay? I don't want to worry about you.




Elise couldn't help but consider their idea. After all, she would be out of a job and on the streets. She swallowed her courage and brought out her phone, just about managing to type a message before the first tears fell. The dam bursting was inevitable.




'Hi. I was told you might be able to help me.'

[Sierra] I can certainly try. What's your name?

'Elise'

[Sierra] Hello, Elise. My name is Sierra. How can I help?

'I was told you could distract me from my thoughts.'

[Sierra] I can do that and much more. Tell me, are you familiar with the concept of submission and domination?

'I can't say I'm familiar. But I'll try anything. Anything to shut my brain up.'

[Sierra] Well, I can help you. All I ask is for you to submit to me.

'Submit to you'?

[Sierra] Yes, Elise. Complete and total obedience. You will call me Mistress. You will do what I say, and in return I will give you everything you want. I can tell you're nervous, and that's okay. I'll talk you through it. We'll discuss and test your limits. You'll be safe with me. If you accept my offer, I promise those demons of yours will soon be a distant memory.




A loud rapping on the front door startled her, and she hurried to investigate. It was already late; the skies had darkened. Nobody should be visiting at this hour.

She'd conveniently forgotten that she was being evicted.

They hadn't even given her time to answer the door before it was kicked open and masked men intruded. There had to be at least a dozen men and women in different black outfits and intimidating masks. They cased the downstairs before they noticed her, and she was immediately held at gunpoint once they'd realised that the house wasn't empty.

"Don't fucking move," one of them growled as they held the muzzle of their rifle towards her skull. The cold metal sent a chill down her spine.

Even though Elise had thought about harming herself, now that the threat of death was looming, she realised she didn't want to die.

"Let's do this nice and clean, fellas. Take everything worth taking," their leader announced after storming in like they owned the place. "Load the vans with as much as you can and split before the cops show up."

She was sobbing while being restrained by more masked individuals as the rest of their squadron descended into the living room and started taking everything that wasn't nailed down. Her words were strangled from her throat, helpless to move. All she could do was stand there and watch as they stole her livelihood, her possessions, her valuables – everything. They were ferrying items between their team into the back of their white van, which got fuller and fuller until it was close to bursting. Except there were more vans, a fleet of them, hiding behind. It was quiet, calculated, the alarm already disabled.

But this wasn't a break-in.

This was repo men.

Repossessing her belongings because she didn't clear out of the property in time.

Another deadline she'd missed.

Once the men and women in masks had left, leaving an empty carcass of what was her home, she was thrown onto the cold, damp and unforgiving street outside.

Elise dug out the cracked phone from her pocket and messaged Sierra.

She needed that distraction, and she needed it right fucking now.




'Tell me what I need to do.'

[Sierra] Let's have a chat, Elise. Come to my apartment.


Chapter 1.5: Sierra’s Domain




SIERRA WAS PART-WAY THROUGH HER WEEKLY SESSION WITH MAY. They had an arrangement. Every week, May Maxwell would arrive, and Sierra would put her collar on. May would get the attention that her husband wouldn't give her. Sierra would tell her what to do, and May would follow along… for the most part. Sierra would punish her if she stepped out of line, but that was part of the thrill.

The blurred lines between pleasure and pain.

When they overlapped and became one and the same.

The apartment was middle-class, not the finest architecture money could buy, but also not a hovel. Deep-coloured oak laminate lino connected the dining room to the living area, and solid white tiles formed an interlocking pattern that coated the kitchen floor. The kitchen was modern and clean, and the living area had enough room for a comfortable sofa, a sixty-inch television mounted on the wall above the electric fireplace, and amenities that showcased the occupant's personality. The interior was Sierra's home and work spliced together like a symbiotic fusion of 'work hard' and 'play hard'. Risque art pieces hung on the walls, and plants and quirky decorations covered shelves and stray corners.

Sierra had left May kneeling on uncooked popcorn kernels. Her sub had been in this position for the last five minutes.

May was a typical upper-class priss with an 'I'm better than you' attitude that radiated from her. Tonight, May was dressed in an expensive pantsuit, and her long black hair was teased into an updo.

Sierra was around thirty. She sported a rusty red ponytail riding above a prickly undercut. Her hazel eyes painted a stunning mural of browns. Her attire was imposing, donning a sports bra and belted trousers, showing off her lean physique, strong arms and chiselled abs.

May had only seen Sierra a couple of times before; things were still new to her. She signed the contract which meant Sierra could have her way with her, and she was more than happy to hand over the reins.

"Mistress," May spoke, still kneeling. “This is getting painful.”

“Good,” Sierra replied, watching from her seat. "I'm punishing you for lying to me. Tell me again, what did you lie to me about?"

"I lied about where I was last week, Mistress," May said, her head down, looking at the intricate details of the laminate.

"And because of that lie, what happened?"

"I got punished," May said sheepishly.

"Tell me properly," Sierra demanded, her tone firm but not unkind.

"Because I lied to you, you told me to kneel here, Mistress."

“Good,” Sierra said, swirling the whisky in her glass as she watched May struggle to maintain her balance. "And you're going to stay on your knees until I give you permission to get up."

“Yes, Mistress.”

"Even if that means you stay like that all night. You won't move a muscle unless I say you can."

“Yes, Mistress.”

Sierra smirked, taking another sip of whisky, savouring the flavour as it warmed her throat. “Stand up, May. Eyes on me.” Per Sierra's order, May stood up, keeping her eyes on her Mistress. “Now, tell me honestly. What lesson has this taught you?"

"Not to lie to you, Mistress," May replied.

“Good girl,” Sierra praised her. "Now, clean up this mess. I don't want to see a single kernel left on my floor. You'll be picking up each piece by hand." She motioned to the floor. "Now, get down on all fours. No cheating.”

"Yes, Mistress," May said, nodding before she got on her hands and knees and began to clean the floor. Kernels had scattered much further than just her area of time-out.

Once May had finished cleaning, she stood and waited for her next instructions, eager and excited. The anticipation was eating away at her as she waited for Sierra’s judgement.

"Now, for your next task," Sierra started, "I have a little game for you. It's called Guess the Command. I think you'll enjoy this. I want you to guess what I want you to do using the clues I give you. If you guess right, you get a reward. If you guess wrong…" The sentence lingered on purpose, inviting May's mind to fill in the blanks. Mistress Sierra adjusted her posture and tapped her finger rhythmically against her knee. “Start guessing.”

May's focus darted from Sierra's face to the finger on her knee, trying to piece together the puzzle.

Eyes narrowed, she finally guessed: "Mistress, do you want me to sit on your lap?"

"Not quite the answer I'm looking for," Sierra shook her head, her whole hand now tapping against her knee. “Try again.”

"Mistress, do you want me to kneel in front of you?" May asked.

“Very good.” May obeyed, her head down as she knelt at Sierra's feet. “Eyes on me, May.” The words snapped May's attention back to Sierra's commanding gaze. "That was a practice round. This next one will be the real thing. Ready?” May nodded. “Good.” Sierra adjusted slightly, her hand briefly covering her own mouth.

"Mistress, do you want me to be quiet?"

Sierra removed her hand, smirking as her sub's mind raced. "No, that's not what I had in mind. Keep guessing.” Sierra could feel her breath against her palm as she awaited May’s next guess.

“Mistress, do you… want me to tell you something?" May asked.

“Warmer,” Sierra said. “What do you think I want you to tell me?”

May pondered for a few seconds. "That I'm sorry for lying?”

“Very good. Now tell me again, but this time, address me properly."

"Mistress, I'm sorry for lying to you," May said, her voice sincere.

“Good girl,” Sierra said softly, smiling. "Ready for the final round?"

“Yes, Mistress.”

Sierra put a hand on the belt of her trousers. This one was obvious.

"Mistress, do you want me to take my clothes off?" May asked.

"I'll let you decide,” Sierra said, teasing but stoic. “If you think that's what I want you to do, take your clothes off. If you think you’re wrong, don’t move, and tell me your next guess."

The gears in May's head were turning as she considered her next move. After a few seconds, she slowly took off her pantsuit and took her hair down, leaving nothing but the leather collar and underwear.

“Good girl,” Sierra said. “You did very well, May.” At Sierra's praise, May's nipples hardened, and arousal followed. "Now, go into the bedroom and wait for me. I think it's time for a little reward."

May excitedly left for the bedroom. The anticipation was killing her.

Sierra finished the whisky in her glass and joined May. May sat on the edge of the bed, the tag from her collar reflecting under the dim lighting of the room.

Since they met, May had fantasised about being at Sierra's complete mercy. That fantasy was quickly becoming a reality, and her body was responding to the pleasure. Sierra was enjoying every twitch.

"Get on your back and spread your legs," Mistress Sierra ordered. May followed the command. She lay there, exposed and vulnerable, and she couldn't help but feel exhilarated. “Now, tell me. Do you trust me?”

"Yes, Mistress," May said almost inaudibly.

“Close your eyes." Sierra handles a velvet blindfold, her fingers dancing over it before placing it over May's eyes, plunging her into complete darkness. May's heart is practically on steroids at this point, the anticipation unbearable, but she's trying her best to remain in the obedient position.

“Remember your safe word if you need it,” Sierra said. “I know you love being at my mercy, completely exposed and vulnerable.” Sierra fastened May's wrists to the bedposts with handcuffs, clicking them shut, the cold metal pressing into her skin. "Here's what's going to happen. We're going to introduce a little bit of pain. But I'm not going to tell you when it's coming." It was devious, a fear of the unknown, but May was more excited than she'd ever been.

Sierra picked out a leather riding crop from her array of tools and toys and whipped the air, the sudden sound causing May to flinch. Sierra dangled the leather down May's chest, leaving a trail of warmth and uncertainty.

"You're going to count for me," Sierra kept explaining. "Every time you feel pain, tell me a number. If you miss a number, we start over. We keep going until we reach thirty. Do you understand?”

"Y-Yes, Mistress," May replied, her breath hitching. The crop struck May's lower left thigh, but the impact was light. “One.” The next one was harder and on her other thigh. “Two.” The rhythm continued, strikes of varying severity from light caresses to full-on whips: her stomach, her arms, her left breast, her upper thigh, her ankle. The sound of the crop was joined by May's gasps and cries.

Sierra's eyes were on May, ensuring she was enjoying the ride.

After a while, May's skin was pink and warm, but she was shivering with excitement. Not knowing when the crop will find her again, not knowing where it will touch her, not knowing if it will hurt.

"You're doing so well, May,” Sierra said, pausing to lower May’s underwear. The glistening wetness between her thighs was giving Sierra all the answers she needed. "Do you want me to keep going? Your body seems to be excited. It's like it knows exactly what it wants."

"Yes, Mistress," May said, her breaths ragged and shaky. “Please, don't stop. I want you to keep going.”

“Then tell me. Who do you belong to? Say 'I'm yours, Mistress'"

"I'm yours, Mistress. I'm completely at your mercy… I need more.”

At May's complete surrender, Sierra smirked.

“Good girl," Sierra said, pleased with May's answer.

The leather struck skin again, causing a gasp, then a scream, then a cry, the numbers coming out as shouts and whines. "Twelve." This one was the hardest yet across her abdomen. "Thirteen!"

May felt Sierra climb onto the bed with her.

The next sensation wasn't leather, it was Sierra's hand on her cheek.

"Keep counting," Sierra said quietly, her breath a hot caress against May's ear. "I'll be introducing a little distraction. You tell me the word, and I stop. Until then… keep counting, May." The absence of Sierra's touch left May aching for more attention.

The crop found flesh again – her left knee – and her back arched off the bed. "… Thirteen." Sierra's thumb touched her clit, completely catching her off-guard. "Fourteen?"

"Mm, I'm afraid that's wrong," Sierra said, enjoying watching May's body squirm as she removed her thumb from her sensitive areas. "Which means we're starting again." Sierra put down the riding crop and returned to May. "This time, I want you to count the sensations. Any time you feel something on your skin, tell me a number. Starting from one."

Sierra touched her cheek. "One." Lightly played with her hair. "Two." Her nipple. "Three." Squeezed her inner thigh. "Four." Stroked her bottom lip with her thumb. "Five." Lightly grazed her arm with her fingers. “Six.” Put a dominant hand over her throat. “Seven.” The pattern was predictable, or so May thought, when she put her thumb back over her clit. "Eight." Then Sierra picked up a vibrator and turned it on. Allowed the vibrations to touch the same area. "N-Nine."

“Keep going,” Sierra said, the vibrator's intensity growing.

"Ten," May continued, her body convulsing. “Eleven…”

"That's it. Keep taking it. You're doing brilliantly."

“Twelve… thirteen… fourteen… fifteen…”

"You're doing so well. Keep counting for me,” Sierra whispered.

The vibrations became almost unbearable now. May's voice became a mixture of need and desperation as she counted higher, her body spasming, her hips rocking, the pleasure reaching the point of climax.

"Twenty-eight… twenty-nine…" a scream of pleasure tore through her as she reeled from an orgasm. “Thirty!” Her body collapsed against the bed, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Sierra removed the vibrator and stepped back. "I'm yours, Mistress. I'm yours. I want whatever you have planned, I want it all."

“Good girl,” Sierra said. "Let's get you back down." Sierra carefully removed the handcuffs and the blindfold, smiling with approval as she helped May recover from bliss. “How are you feeling?”

"I've never felt so alive," May said breathlessly. “Thank you, Mistress.”

"You did very well today. You were a very good girl for me. I'm very pleased,” Sierra said, kissing May's forehead gently. "Let's see to your aftercare. Follow me to the bathroom. Let me take care of you."

With that, May nodded and followed Sierra to the bathroom.

Sierra always knew what her sub needed. Right now, May needed help bringing herself back down from cloud nine. That meant activities like a relaxing bath, gentle meditation, and a good meal.

Their session time was almost over, but May was already counting down the days until she'd be back in Sierra's domain, ready to give her the reins yet again.

May was Sierra’s property. And she cherished every second of it.


Chapter 2: The Ace of Spades




When Sierra first met Elise, and their worlds intertwined.

SIERRA WASN’T STARTLED BY THE KNOCK AT HER DOOR, ONLY MINUTES AFTER HER LAST TEXT MESSAGE HAD BEEN LEFT ON ‘READ’. She smiled inwardly, knowing she’d baited another helpless soul into her sanctum.

Another plaything for the lioness known as Mistress Sierra.

To toy with. To savour.

Sierra had already learned a lot about Elise. How she wrote her messages in complete sentences, never missed a punctuation mark, and never left Sierra hanging longer than a few minutes between replies. Sierra gave her the address and instructions for her arrival: knock loudly and wait.

Sierra unbolted the chain and slowly opened the door, revealing a lost girl rubbing her arms and entangled with fear.

When Elise first caught eyes of Sierra, she quickly averted her gaze and blushed. Sierra was precisely the type of woman to make Elise flustered. Masculine, muscular, flawlessly attractive. She was everything Elise wasn't. Confident, dominant, and in control. She wasn’t what Elise had expected when she pictured a Mistress, but she wasn't complaining.

“Hello, Elise,” Sierra said, holding the door ajar, smiling a sickly-sweet grin at her. There was a twang of authority in her voice. It immediately made Elise feel like she was being constricted by a coiled snake.

“H-Hello,” Elise stammered in response. “Am I in the right place?”

“Exactly the right place,” Sierra replied courtly, gesturing her newfound stray to come in. “Let’s get started, shall we?”

Elise took the first few steps inside the apartment before Sierra locked the door and hung the key on the hook. As Elise walked in, she took in the sights of her domain. The modern furniture that matched a penthouse suite. The tools of the trade hanging on the walls, adjourned on countertops and bedding.

Her nerves grew the longer her eyes wandered.

But then she found her hostess, Mistress Sierra, and the outlines of her muscles. The curling of her lips as they smirked at her. The way her hair contrasted in length but suited her perfectly.

Sierra was watching Elise’s nervous disposition. She had already accepted the challenge of moulding her into a phoenix. Elise was flawed but beautiful. Sierra couldn’t wait to get to know her better.

Demons et all.

“Don’t be so nervous, Elise,” Sierra teased, brushing past her, a trailing finger skipping across her shoulder. “I don’t bite.” Sierra brushed past her, the musk of cedar and sandalwood immediately apparent. The scent was homely. Warming. Comforting.  Sierra’s voice lowered an octave, “Not unless you want me to.”

Elise’s eyes widened; her nerves now mixed with gay panic.

Sierra sat on the sofa with her legs crossed, her posture full of dominance. A woman who truly owned the space she occupied.

She gestured to the cushion next to her, “Take a seat. Let’s talk.”

Elise sat next to Sierra, her body language tense and stiff as she perched towards the end of the cushion.

Sierra placed a hand on her thigh, causing Elise to blink hard. “You don’t need to worry, Elise. This is all consensual. No games, no tricks, just talking. So, tell me… how are you feeling now that you’re here with me? Am I living up to your expectations?”

“I, um…. Thank you for agreeing to see me,” Elise finally said, rubbing the back of her neck and twirling a blonde lock. “I know it’s short notice.”

“You’re the picture of innocence,” Sierra observed, her eyes raking down Elise’s body. “But I can see you have a wild side just begging to be freed.” Sierra reached for the piece of paper on the coffee table and placed it on Elise’s knee, her voice coaxing as she pulled her closer, “If you agree to be mine, I can set it free.”

Sierra had already prepared Elise’s contract and a ballpoint pen.

Elise caught wind of jumbled words as her eyes skimmed the page. Words like ‘sex,’ ‘submission’, and ‘punishment’. Her heart was now pumping in her throat.

“So... how does this work?” Elise asked nervously. Sierra took the paper away momentarily to stop her from getting over-excited.

"Somebody's eager,” Sierra said, licking her lips, and she started playing with Elise’s hair. “We haven’t even gotten to know each other yet. The foundations of this arrangement are built on trust and communication. But I’ll humour you, since you’re so curious.” Sierra brought the paper back, the pen now in her hand. “This is your contract.”

“What is that?” Elise asked, her eyes wandering over the page again.

Sierra pulled the pen lid off with her teeth, twiddling it as they got acquainted. “This contract is your consent for me to be your Mistress,” she said, her eyes locked firmly on Elise’s. “Your agreement to become mine. To be owned and cherished and cared for. It details what I’ll be allowed to do to you.”

“’I consent for Mistress Sierra to do as she pleases’?” Elise read aloud.

Sierra gave her a taste, trailing a line down her arm.

“I’m in control. All you have to do is obey,” Sierra explained, a hint of excitement and sadism present. “It’s a beautiful mix of pain and pleasure. Submission and ownership. The thrill of the unknown.”

“Seeing it in black and white feels so weird," Elise admitted. She put her head in her hands and sighed. “It feels… real.”

Sierra placed a reassuring hand on her thigh, squeezing slightly. “You being here means it’s very real, Ace.” Elise looked up, eyes narrowed. Sierra smiled as she scribbled something illegible on the paper. Her pet name. “You’ll grow to like it. Trust me.” Sierra handed the paper to her cohort, who froze. “Take your time. Let me know if you have any questions.”

Elise took the contract, her eyes widening the longer she read the printed document. No matter how many times she read it, the words still penetrated her soul. It felt dirty, like she needed to scrub her eyes until they bled. Like she was committing an act of betrayal to the innocent woman who was in the driver’s seat.

But the animal inside her was yearning to come out.

“Oh my god,” Elise kept saying.

Sierra handed her the pen, tapping the dotted line for her safe word.

“Even when I’m in control, you have an out,” Sierra started saying, her voice a soothing balm, “If it gets too much, if you get overwhelmed or need a break, this tells me you want to stop. And I will stop immediately. This is about pushing your limits, but I’ll always respect your safe word.”

“Safe word? Like ‘stop’?”

“Far too obvious,” Sierra said. “Think of something abstract.”

“Like… Halloween?”

Sierra smirked and took the pen back, writing it for her.

Halloween. Definitely abstract.

Sierra adjusted her posture and grazed the pen along the paper, following the words outlining their arrangement. “How it works is simple,” Sierra started elucidating, “I tell you what to do. You do what I say without question. You will call me Mistress. You will follow my rules. I will give you everything you need. You become my property and my responsibility.”

“What if I don’t want to do something?” Elise asked a little too casually.

“Then I punish you."

Elise’s body tensed again. “Oh.”

“Let's do a practice run,” Sierra suggested. “Take your shoes off.”

Elise laughed, not sure how to react. When she realized Sierra wasn’t joking, she slowly removed her heels, feeling the cold laminate underneath. She hadn’t signed anything yet. They were pretending, a fake scenario. It was a test, for Sierra to learn about Elise’s obedience and Elise to understand what it meant to be Sierra’s property.

“Good girl,” Sierra praised her. The first time she heard those words, Elise’s skin prickled, and her spine filled with icicles. It felt amazing, it sounded amazing, and she wanted so much more of it. “See? Easy.”

“Right. Easy.” Elise was still rattled… and aroused. She kept re-reading the document, and eventually, all the words seemed to bleed into each other. Her chest heaved, and she felt sweat pouring out of her. “Terrifying, but easy.”

“Let’s try another one,” Sierra said gently, attempting to stop Elise’s implosion. “Pour yourself a glass of water.” Confused, Elise did as she was told. Running the tap, filling the glass halfway, and returning to sit next to Sierra. “Drink it.” Elise took a polite sip from the glass. “Drink all of it.”

“It’s okay, I’m not thirsty.” Elise put the glass on the coffee table.

Sierra instantly handed it back to her, her voice firm as she corrected the behaviour. “I don’t care if you’re thirsty. I told you to finish it.”

Elise was starting to understand how this worked.

Elise finished the liquid in the glass, though swallowing was hard when your oesophagus was closing from nerves.

“Good girl,” Sierra repeated, and ice penetrated beneath Elise’s skin again. “This arrangement means I can ensure you look after yourself even if you don’t want to. Routines, hygiene, meals – all of it. I will make sure you’re not neglecting yourself. I expect my property to be well-maintained, and I will take over if I need to.” At the sight of Elise’s rising anxiety, Sierra put a reassuring hand on her knee. “You’ll find that things get easier. For now, all I need you to do is try. Can you do that for me?”

“I… I think so?” Elise answered, but Sierra tightened her grip.

“The answer I’m looking for is, ‘Yes, Mistress’.”

Elise gulped. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl. You’re going to be a good girl for me, aren’t you, Elise?”

Elise tried to embrace the title, but it didn’t feel right. Not yet.

“… Yes, Mistress.”

“You want me to take control and make decisions for you, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Sierra gripped her chin and raised it. The touch was undeniably possessive. “You’re going to do whatever I say. Isn’t that right, Elise?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Elise said, the title now feeling like a mantra.

Sierra dragged her thumb over Elise’s bottom lip and smiled. “Good girl. Now, I want you to kneel on the floor for thirty seconds. Don’t move until I tell you to.”

“Why?”

Sierra’s eyes bore into her. “Don’t ask why I give you a command. On your knees.”

Elise obeyed and kneeled on the floor, counting inwardly. The laminate was cold enough that she felt it through her trousers. After the thirty seconds, she stood up again, but Sierra shook her head.

“Did I tell you to stop kneeling?” Sierra asked, arms folded, throwing a glare towards Elise.

“You said thirty seconds, I thought-”

“Listen to me carefully, Elise,” Sierra interjected, again handing her subordinate the paper and pen. “The whole point is that I don’t want you to think. I will do the thinking for you. Is that understood?”

“I-I think so?” Elise stuttered.

“Wrong,” Sierra said. She pushed against Elise’s shoulders until she got back in the obedient position. “You don’t think. Try again.”

Elise swallowed hard and looked down, her eyes glued to her Mistress’s scuffed black boots. Sierra didn’t dress like a typical dominatrix, but Elise would find that unsettling instead of hot. And to Elise, Sierra was a burning inferno of want.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Sierra smiled, lightly patting Elise on the head. “Good girl.”

Elise sighed and took the paper and pen in hand, kneeling as she was told. She read it one final time, feeling the reality of the situation creeping in. That she was about to give Mistress Sierra the reins.

She scribbled on the dotted line, her eyes blurring as tears formed.

She’d signed the contract, which meant she was now Sierra’s property.

She signed that dotted line, which meant her rules became scripture.

Sierra, her Mistress, could do whatever she wanted to her.

Elise signed it because she wanted to switch her brain off, to finally drown out the negative thoughts that kept her awake at night. Sierra promised to do that, offered a contract that meant she was wanted, cared for, and ultimately a plaything. Mutually beneficial.




This binding contract states that Mistress Sierra Carmilla Kernan can control, coerce, influence and change anything retaining to the signee’s lifestyle, career, social calendar and anything insofar mentioned in this document. The signee agrees that this could be physical, painful, sexual, degrading, and only to the limits of what Mistress Sierra deems necessary. Furthermore, Mistress Sierra will be responsible for the signee’s aftercare, health and well-being, and all decisions made on behalf of the signee regardless of verbal consent. The signee hereby agrees that all control is passed over to Sierra upon entering the building. The signee’s safe word ~Halloween~ will inform Mistress Sierra to stop the current activity immediately and without protest. Any further terms can be discussed at the discretion of Mistress Sierra and the signee.

I consent for Mistress Sierra to do as she pleases.

Signed, Elise R. Hahnfeld




The rule was set out in stone: when you're in this apartment, you're mine.

Sierra bent down and picked up the paper, smiling to herself as the final field had been filled out, solidifying their arrangement and making it – as Elise said – real.

“Very good, Ace,” Sierra said, placing the contract on the table. “Now we can have some fun. Stand up. Eyes on me.” Elise obeyed the command, her emerald tones searching Sierra’s. She closed in on her, lips brushing dangerously close to her ear. “Tell me, how does it feel to be mine? To know I can have my way with you, however I please?” Elise’s silence and panic spoke volumes, and Sierra pulled her closer using the collar of her blouse. “How does it feel to submit yourself to me? To trust that I’ll always keep you safe, no matter what?” She brushed her lips against Elise’s, a tease as she whispered. “Does it feel good?” She smiled against her lips, pulling away to continue the torment of lust. “Let’s play a game. It’s called fifty-two card pick up. The rules are simple…”

Sierra grabbed a pack of playing cards from the shelf and opened the deck, shuffling them in extravagant ways. Cutting the deck, fluttering the cards, making a show of it.

Then she dropped them.

Cards slid and got stuck under the furniture, rode on top of each other, and splayed themselves across the living area and into the dining room. The task didn’t involve much thinking, it was supposed to be something for Elise’s mind to focus on.

“Pick them up,” Sierra ordered. An irritated groan escaped Elise’s throat. “I want them in numerical and suit order when you hand them back to me.” It was a simple game of picking up playing cards and organizing them to please her Mistress, but Elise didn’t move, she simply stared at the mess. “Elise.” She snapped her attention to Sierra, panicking again as Sierra’s voice grew harsh. “Pick up the cards. Now.”

Elise huffed and started crawling around, finding the playing cards and gathering them in an unorganized stack. Once she’d gotten them all, she began making piles of numbers and suits and ordered them from Ace to King.

Sierra watched intently, towering over Elise as she completed the task.

She was learning. Slowly.

It took Elise about ten minutes to complete the task before handing the deck back to Sierra, who inspected it by quickly flicking the cards with her thumb.

“Good girl. They’re in the order I wanted. That’s very good.” She found an Ace of Spades. “And this is you.” She showed it to Elise, making a game of the pet name. “The Ace of Spades. Pretty and full of promise. But when we break down the layers…” She tore it in half. “You’re flawed, in need of guidance. You need a firm hand to help you get back on track. And that means things aren’t always pretty. Sometimes, a little bit of pain can lead to an abundance of pleasure.” She put one half in her mouth, chewing it.

Then she dropped the deck of cards.

Again.

“Are you fucking kidding me!?” Elise shouted, the cracks appearing.

Sierra wasn’t laughing this time.

“I will give you one chance to apologize for raising your voice,” she warned her with a stern reprimand.

“No,” Elise said, defiance searing in her eyes.

“Okay. Not only do I want you to pick them up again,” Sierra started, her tone angry and sharp, “I want you to let some of that anger out. Punch the wall.”

Elise got up and challenged her authority. “Are you crazy?! I’m not doing that.”

“No?” Sierra echoed, grabbing Elise’s arm. She dragged her to the nearest wall and held her there, her grip tight. “Don’t disobey me. Punch the fucking wall.”

Elise was angry enough that she did so anyway. Then she winced in pain once the fire had died down inside her.

Sierra fetched a bag of ice from the freezer and put it on her bruised knuckle, holding it there as Elise’s blood fizzed with rage. “Here,” Sierra said softly as she tended to the wound. “It’ll sting for a bit, but you’ll be okay. You need to let go, give in to my control. Stop fighting me.”

Elise looked down, saw the playing cards, and threw the bag of ice.

The crash of ice cubes against the laminate was impossible to ignore.

“Okay,” Sierra said coldly, adjusting her approach. “Now, here’s what’s going to happen.” She held Elise’s wrist and squeezed, reminding her who was in charge. “You’re going to pick up every last ice cube before they melt and hold them in your hands until after they’ve melted.”

“No.”

“Does the thought of punishment excite you, Elise?” Sierra asked rhetorically, her temper rising. Elise ignored her and watched the ice melt. “I’ll rephrase that. If you keep disobeying me, I’ll ensure the punishments are not exciting.”

“Fuck’s sake,” Elise cursed, rubbing her temples. She felt guilt and regret immediately when she saw the ice had already partially melted, and worse, it had soaked some of the playing cards. On her knees yet again crawling along the laminate, she scooped up as many ice cubes as possible. The frozen cold was unbearable, and while she wanted to drop them all over again, she’d already lost her fight.

Sierra kept a close eye on her progress, but Elise’s palms gave way, and a pool of water spilt out. She rubbed her hands and stuffed them in her pockets, breathed onto them, did anything to bring the warmth back and get the circulation flowing again.

Sierra threw a cloth down to her. No words were uttered but a look that said, ‘Clean up this mess, or else’.

Angrily, Elise soaked up the remainder of the cold water and scooped up the sodden playing cards, some tearing and crumpling in her hand as she touched them. While she was suffering, Sierra had already swallowed one half of the Ace of Spades.

Elise would never be able to fully complete the deck.

She eventually realized the attempt was hopeless and balled up the remainder of the cards into one soggy, illegible heap. She stuffed it into Sierra’s hand and returned to the floor, kneeling this time of her own free will. Sierra discarded them.

Sierra picked out the other half of the Ace of Spades and put it in Elise’s palm, gently wrapping her fingers around it. It was not only half of the Ace of Spades but also a representation of their dynamic.

Already torn apart.

“You’re not used to powerlessness, are you, Ace?” Sierra asked, her sweetness returned. She didn’t need her to answer; she already knew from the way she acted out, said no, and refused anything she didn’t want to do. The opposite of what the contract said. “This will be much easier if you learn to keep your mouth shut and do what I tell you.”

Elise exhaled deeply, kneeling still. The position was hurting now.

“I’m trying,” Elise said indignantly, the cracks now impossible to ignore, “I’m trying, but it’s so hard. And I’m so… angry.”

“I can see that,” Sierra said. “What would make you less angry?”

Elise shrugged. “It doesn’t matter.”

“Normally, it doesn’t. For now, pretend it does. Enlighten me.”

Sierra tapped the sofa cushion next to her and offered Elise a break.

Elise’s knees were shuddering. “I… haven’t exactly slept well recently,” she finally said, sitting down. “I haven’t been very kind to my body; in fact, I hated myself more and more the longer I looked in the mirror. I’ve been struggling to take care of myself, waited longer than I should have before asking for help. I didn’t mean to snap, I just… I didn’t want to admit that I’m not okay.” Sierra put a grounding hand on her back, rubbing it gently.

“Oh, Elise,” Sierra said, the sympathy evident in her voice. “You know that’s not good enough. You know I won’t let you neglect your health.” She pulled her into a tight embrace. “It’s okay. I’m here now. I’ll take care of you. Tell me what’s going on.”

“My brain doesn’t shut up,” Elise said, the first tears finally escaping.

“Is that why you’re here?” Sierra asked. Elise nodded slowly in response. “Okay. Come with me.” She offered her hand – a lifeline to guide her out of the shadowy abyss – and waited for Elise to take it. “We’re going to turn this around. Starting now, I’m taking over. No arguments.”

Sierra was going to get her newly adopted sub out of her depressive rut. Even if that meant introducing some tough love. Even if that meant doing things for her that she refused to do herself.

She was going to experiment and find out what made Elise finally relax.


Chapter 3: Unto Ruin




ELISE HAD ARRIVED AT SIERRA’S DOORSTEP ONLY AN HOUR EARLIER, AND ALREADY SHE WAS STRUGGLING TO GIVE UP CONTROL. Though everything was written in black-and-white, she was having trouble digesting the fact that Sierra was now officially her Mistress.

Disobedience kept tempting Elise with a taste of its forbidden fruits.

Sierra pulled out a modern-looking dining room chair and tapped against the top, inviting her guest to sit pretty and in silence.

“Take a seat, Elise,” Sierra said, her voice a seductive command.

With nerves cradling Elise’s every step, she obeyed.

The redhead admired her pet’s commitment, albeit more hesitant than preferred. Sierra stood before the slumped woman occupying her furniture, leaning down to match her height. She smiled, though the look of unease on the blonde's face wasn't shifting. She gently cupped her jaw, twiddling a blonde curl between her other forefingers. She continued playing with Elise’s blond tresses, curling and tangling and combing her fingers through them. The touch made glistening sweat form on Elise’s forehead. It felt good, but it also filled her with dread.

The unknown terrified Elise.

What was her Mistress planning? Was she being punished for her earlier cheek? Part of their arrangement meant Sierra didn’t have to ask for permission, or tell her what was happening, or even going to happen. She could just do it, consequences be damned, and Elise would have to sit there and let it happen. Unless she called for surrender with her safe word.

“Now, let’s see if we can’t get that pretty brain of yours to switch off,” Sierra said, a stray finger circling the top of the chair as she stood. She stretched her upper body, lurching her back before straightening, then left the room without another word.

Elise’s mind was doing somersaults.

She was within two minds. To get up and run away or sit there and endure whatever Sierra had planned.

The decision was made for her because Sierra had returned not even a minute later, clutching a pair of sharp stainless-steel shears, a comb and a thin cape draped over her arm. Her guest looked more agitated than ever as she tried to shuffle out of the seat. Her commander stopped the attempt by placing a dominant palm against Elise’s chest, forcing her to stay.

To sit pretty, like a good girl.

“Wait, what are you doing?” Elise asked apprehensively, her eyes flitting between the tools in Sierra’s hand and the flat, unreadable line of her lips. She could be in for a rude awakening, a hard lesson taught with blades. She could be about to receive the worst haircut of her life. Punished with a style that’d be crooked and uneven and humiliating.

But Sierra’s features softened. Elise’s predictions had been busted.

"Take it easy. Try to relax", Sierra said. She fastened the cape around Elise’s neck and pulled the blonde tresses out. She played with Elise’s hair, running her fingers through the strands, her ministrations gentle yet firm. “You’re in good hands. It’s funny, actually. I used to be a barber. Can you picture it? Me, in an apron, cutting hair all day? Not half as fun as being a Mistress.”

The instructions fell flat, and Sierra put the utensil in her mouth, baring her teeth only momentarily, leaning over her submissive like a towering presence. She pulled dirty blonde strands down in equal measure, slipping each piece through her fingers before she took the next layer. It was long, beautiful and perfect. But Elise was her responsibility. Her possession. She decided what was best for her because she took the choice out of the equation entirely. And although Elise threatened to move her head away, to get up and point-blank refuse, she knew she wasn't in any danger.

Her thumping chest gradually dialled down.

Seeing her sub’s diminishing nerves made Sierra’s lips curl into a delightful smirk.

She was beginning to trust her.

"That’s it," Sierra said softly, her voice a light praise. She temporarily left the instrument on the table close by, combing through a lock of Elise’s hair and pulling it taut to show Elise her plan. “I’m just going to trim the ends. Nothing more. I promise. No games, no tricks, no punishment. You can trust me.” Elise looked down at the floor, avoiding eye contact. She was still fifty-fifty on her decision to bolt for the exit. But something kept her glued to the chair.

“You promise?” Elise asked, scanning Sierra’s hazel orbs.

“I’m a woman of my word, Elise. If I say I’m just trimming your hair, that’s all I’m going to do.” Elise adjusted her posture to please her Mistress. “Good girl. Now, sit nice and still for me. And relax. Let me pamper you. Let go of your nerves. Just breathe. In… and out.” Elise’s posture was straight, looking forward, sitting still, like she was told.

At the sight of Elise’s tentative surrender, Sierra picked up her tools and started trimming her hair with gentle, precise and even movements, the comb and her fingers working in unison to ensure everything was perfect.

“That’s it. Keep breathing. Let go of your fear, and give it to me,” she said softly, continuing the process of gentle strokes and meticulous cutting. Sierra’s strong arms felt out of place doing such an intimate activity, but she was well-versed in loosening her sub’s tension. “You’re doing so well. Just keep sitting still for me.”

Elise focused on Sierra’s voice.

The sounds of her anxiety being carefully snipped away.

The dirty blonde sawdust made a light dusting on the cape, and Sierra brushed the debris from her shoulders, lightly tapping it to signal she was done.

"There. All done," Sierra said, removing the cape with a flourish. "Your hair looks so much healthier. And who knows? Maybe next time, you’ll be feeling a bit more… daring.”

Elise scanned her body and touched her freshly chopped ends, inspecting Sierra’s handiwork. Her Mistress did a good job, and the change wasn’t noticeable, but Elise couldn’t help but feel discomfort. Ordinarily, she wouldn’t trust her hair to anyone other than her professional stylist.

Ordinarily, she wouldn’t be worried about the outcome.

Sierra pulled her hands down, displeased. She sighed and set the tools down, noticing Elise’s tension returning. "It’s alright, Elise. You’re okay. Untense your shoulders. Relax your jaw."

She couldn't.

Her Mistress massaged them, rubbing her thumb in circles around her shoulder blades and collarbone. It should have steadied her breathing. It should have made her anxiety switch off. Despite Sierra’s kind and tender touch, she didn't seem very relaxed.

The events of the day were creeping up on her, haunting her.

It was impossible to relax when your brain was torturing you.

The massage progressed to Elise’s neck, nape, upper back, upper and lower arms, and scalp. She fought the urge to close her eyes, to expel a sigh of contentment. It felt like she was being caressed by a strong and gentle goddess. It felt so right and so perfect, but she wasn’t allowed to enjoy it.

Her anger, fuelled by lack of sleep and regret, ensured that.

Instead, she raised her guard.

"Why?" Elise finally said, feeling violated.

She knew exactly what she signed up for.

Sierra’s grip tightened as she worked through the knots. "Why what?"

"Why would you ruin me like that?"

Sierra scoffed, stepped away and folded her arms, unimpressed.

Elise wasn't allowed to ask why she did things. That was the point of giving up control. She was Sierra’s property. If Sierra wanted to ruin her, Elise couldn’t do a damn thing about it. She decided what she ate, when she slept, what she wore, what she could and couldn’t do – she controlled her entire life now. Elise signed the dotted line that reminded her of every detail, painful or not, consensual or not. Elise could finally be wanted, touched, tended to and coddled. For the most part, Sierra was a safety blanket, even if that meant being strict and firm.

This was her way of showing Elise self-care and discipline.

"Ruin you?" Sierra echoed, and tension filled the air. "That’s a bit dramatic, don’t you think? All I did was trim your hair. After your unacceptable behaviour, you’re lucky I didn’t decide to cut it shorter. Believe me when I say that other people have lost a lot more for a lot less. I’m giving you the benefit of the doubt, Elise, but only because it’s your first day." It was suggestive, cryptic and cruel and maddening. But then she laughed, playful and serious in one monotonous chuckle. She brought Elise’s hand to her lips and spoke softly, "Don't worry, Ace. You’re my property, and I always look after what’s mine." She placed a kiss on Elise’s bruised knuckle. It hurt as much now as it did after the fact.

Sierra slowly unbuttoned Elise’s blouse, her eyes watching her reaction. She pulled it over her head, clutching the garment in a closed fist. Instinctively, Elise covered her modesty with her wrists crossed. Sierra prised her arms apart and stared. Smirking to herself as she watched Elise writhe in discomfort.

"The shirt stays off for the rest of the day,” Sierra stated, throwing the garment on the floor, “and you don't ever cover yourself in front of me. Is that understood?" Elise nodded slowly, once again looking at the floor.

Sierra ignored her timidness and fetched a bottle of water from the fridge. She unscrewed the lid and gulped down a few mouthfuls before offering the rimmed opening to Elise’s lips. She cupped her jaw and tipped the bottle slightly, so Elise started swallowing. If she didn't, she'd choke and ultimately waterboard herself. Once she'd emptied at least a quarter of the beverage, Sierra stopped tipping and wiped the excess dribbles from her freshly hydrated mouth.

"That’s a good girl," Sierra said with a crooked smile. That pet name always got her attention. Always sent an icy shiver up her spine. "Now, take your trousers off and follow me. We’re going to get you cleaned up."

She did as she was told and unbuckled her belt, slinked the trousers to her ankles before pulling them off and dropping them next to her.

But Sierra wasn't trying to hurt her.

She was looking after her, better than she ever did herself.  


Chapter 4: Salt and Pepper




SIERRA PULLED THE GLASS SHOWER DOOR OPEN AND HELPED TO UNDRESS ELISE UNTIL SHE WAS BARE AND NAKED. It was a mixture of slow, light and unrushed movements, each step taken with care, ensuring she was okay. Elise was a little unsteady on her feet, but Sierra guided her. She was protecting her from the demons in her head, the ones that made her neglect her body’s basic needs. The ones that kept her head in the sand.

The ones that whispered obscenities in her ear.

Complicit. Helpless. Frail.

The bathroom's mixture of patterned tiles and dark walls perfectly complimented the décor and colour scheme. Inside was a shower big enough for two, the basic essential plumbing, a small chest of drawers next to the sink, and a cabinet with a mirror.

Elise couldn’t help but wonder if something terrible was coming, like a hard and firm smack on her bare ass or scalding water.

Her mind raced at the possibilities, though she couldn’t lie that some of them incited a reaction between her thighs. Sierra was learning a lot about her by reactions alone, especially how her body performed. She could tell there was more to her story than she let on.

“Your thoughts are loud, aren’t they?” Sierra asked, pausing to check in after helping Elise remove the rest of her clothes.

“Yes,” Elise sighed, close to a panic attack. She could feel it bubbling away inside, suffocating her with doubt and ‘what ifs.

“It’s okay,” Sierra said calmly, stroking her cheek. “I’ve got you. You can hold onto me if you need to. Now, let’s get you cleaned up and feeling fresh. I promise you’ll feel so much better.”

Sierra undressed, turned on the shower, and brought Elise inside. She squeezed some shower gel onto her palms and began cleansing her body. The smell of citrus and eucalyptus filled the shower, and Elise’s shoulders dropped. “Good girl. That’s it. Let me take care of you,” Sierra said, encouraging Elise to get comfortable, “Lean on me.”

Sierra bathed her with tenderness and care, massaging her skin and working up a lather before carefully guiding the water over her body to rinse off the suds. She massaged Elise’s hair and scalp while she scrubbed in the shampoo, guided her head under the faucet as she rinsed it off, and finished up with a moisturising conditioner that she worked through with her fingers from midshaft to end. It was like touching silk.

Like silk was touching her.

They’d been there ten minutes together, allowing Elise time to unwind and finally feel pampered. Sierra was only focused on Elise and her needs, not what she wanted – what she needed. She oversaw her sub's upkeep and maintenance to ensure she was happy, healthy and, most importantly, relaxed. She didn’t want to push her too far this early, but she wouldn’t let her give up on herself, either.

The faucet was abruptly turned off, and Sierra dried Elise thoroughly before wrapping her in the towel. Water dripped onto the floor, and beads formed on Sierra’s chiselled torso. She dried Elise’s hair with her t-shirt and ran a gentle hand through it after the dampness transferred onto the fabric. It was an intimate act of love and care that warmed Elise’s heart. She’d never had anyone care about her like this. She was beginning to realise that Sierra wasn’t the villain, but her protector.

Her smoking hot, undeniably attractive, fucking stunning protector.

Elise caught herself staring at Sierra’s abs, and her mind dipped into the gutter. The longer she stared, the more she wanted to know what they felt like. Were they squishy and warm, or steely and cold?

“I can see you staring, Ace,” Sierra said, and another smirk appeared.

“Sorry, I-” Elise’s words stammered out of her mouth. “I forgot.”

Sierra placed the towels back on the railing. “You forgot?”

“I forgot how-“ fucking good you look.

Elise’s mind was overtaken by desire. Her body was ravenous.

“You’re getting wet down there, aren’t you?” Sierra teased.

Elise’s face flushed bright pink, and suddenly she didn’t know where to look.  Sierra laughed. She knew exactly how to make her pet flustered, and it worked flawlessly every time.

“Tell me, do you still think I’m here to ruin you?” Sierra asked, circling a finger along the blonde’s sodden breast. It sent tingles and goosebumps shooting over Elise’s entire body. Sierra was counting on that. “Do you?”

“No.” It was so quiet it was barely legible. Sierra provoked her further by putting her hair up in a messy bun, exposing the dusty red undercut. That was the first thing she noticed when she met Sierra: the shaved parts of her scalp that could be concealed instantly. And how much it suited her. Rugged and regal in equal tithes.

“Again, so I can hear.” This one sounded more like a honied command.

“No, Mistress,” Elise repeated, louder as promised.

“The full sentence.”

“No, Mistress, I don’t,” Elise swallowed hard, gasping, “think you’re here to ruin me.”

Sierra was leaning against the doorframe, now donning just a sports bra and a pair of sweatpants, her abs and muscles taunting Elise the longer she tried to ignore them. Elise was still naked, as she was commanded. It felt degrading but surprisingly familiar. It’d become routine soon enough.

“I’d be more convinced if you weren’t lying to me.”

“I’m not lying to you,” Elise protested, proceeding to cover her modesty. Sierra had to undo those knotted wrists again. She told her not to cover herself up, and she disobeyed. Again. Punishment was right around the corner, and Elise knew it.

“You’re disobeying me. Again.” Her tone was laced with disappointment. Elise couldn’t look at her. Sierra brought her chin up so she had no choice but to look at her Mistress. She kept forgetting about that fucking dotted line. “You know this doesn’t work if you don’t do what I say. If you continue to lie to me, I will have to punish you. You do understand that, right?”

“I know,” Elise said, her voice small like she was apologising.

“So why do you keep fighting me?” Elise shrugged. “Tell me.”

“I don’t fucking know!” Elise cried, pulling away from Sierra’s hold.

Sierra crossed her arms, her gaze unyielding. “I think you do know.”

Elise wasn’t allowed to talk back like that, and she certainly wasn’t allowed to swear at her – yell at her – like that.

Sierra stroked her fingers down her pet’s face, causing a whimper to leave Elise’s mouth involuntarily. She moved past Elise and locked the bathroom door before turning around to face her disobedient captive. She stood there, arms crossed, blocking her only exit. Thinking up a suitable punishment, no doubt.

“You’re not leaving this room until you relax,” Sierra said. “No matter what I have to try, no matter how long it takes. I can be very patient.”

“Fuck,” Elise cursed, but she knew Sierra was right to do this.

“Is that what you want?” Sierra asked, closer to an interrogation as she closed in on her, breath hot against her neck. Elise stared at her blankly, concaving internally. “You do what I want, remember? And I think what I want is to fuck you against this door.” She searched Elise’s eyes for a reaction, a flicker, something. The blank stare waned, met with panic and rose-coloured cheeks.

That was the something she’d been waiting for.

She knew it excited Elise to be treated roughly and praised. “But that would excite you, wouldn’t it?” An unpredictably cold smile found itself on Sierra’s lips, and her eyes narrowed as she scanned Elise like a home-cooked meal on porcelain. “That would be what you want.”

Sierra chucked her t-shirt towards Elise and a fresh pair of underwear from the drawer, encouraging her to put them on even though she was told, contradictory, not to cover herself up. Then Sierra swept the drying blonde tresses from her pet’s shoulder and pushed her against the counter. She placed a kiss on her neck, collarbone, breastbone, and stopped before her stomach. Barely letting her recover, she put a hand on Elise’s jaw. Elise couldn’t help but melt into the touch, though it was far more tender than she deserved.

“Open your mouth,” Sierra said. Elise was about to ask ‘why’, but she caught herself before the words escaped. Seconds after her command was ignored, she stiffened. “Now.”

Elise obliged reluctantly, mouth agape, for Sierra to look inside, put something unpleasant in, or claim it as her own.

Sierra looked inside, her fingers lightly manipulating Elise’s cheeks, tracing lines over her gums and teeth as she continued inspecting her mouth.

“You’ve been neglecting your oral hygiene,” Sierra said sternly, taking her fingers out and rinsing them under the tap. “When was the last time you ate something or brushed your teeth?” Elise shrugged again, sensing the disappointment radiating from Sierra. “This isn’t acceptable, Elise.”

The metallic smell of Elise’s breath confirmed everything she needed to know. She hadn’t brushed her teeth today; she neglected her personal hygiene and barely stomached the idea of a breakfast bar a few hours prior.

Sierra touched a finger against Elise’s dry bottom lip and picked up the small fabric cloth resting on the sink, folding it into a long and tight rectangle. She put it in Elise’s mouth and held her hands down after she instinctively attempted to remove it.

“Bite down on this,” Sierra ordered. Though it tasted weird, it was clean, and Elise knew it wasn’t the worst thing she could’ve had in her mouth. She did as she was told, like a good girl. It wasn’t to shut her up or even as a gag to endure a punishment. It was an alternative to a toothbrush, because it was better than nothing.

“Good girl.” It made Elise’s jaw relax, and Sierra couldn’t help but feel another smirk forming. “Now, I’m going to give you a little taste of your reward—a little incentive to get you back on track.  I want you to keep your hands down. No touching, no talking, just feel. Remember: you can use your safe word if you need me to stop. But I know you won’t.” She let her wrists go and watched as Elise submitted. She squirmed the longer the fabric was touching her tongue.

While the cloth was there, Sierra started exploring.

Her fingers danced along her tensed temples, dragged down to her neck, raked over her torso, and finally rested on Elise’s borrowed underwear. She snapped the elastic and smiled at Elise’s muffled whimpering. Elise stood like a board, straighter than either of them were feeling. Her eyes squeezed shut as Sierra’s fingers got overzealous.

“You’re doing so well,” Sierra said as she explored. “And I can tell you’re already soaking wet for me. Your body’s very excited. You want this, don’t you? You want me to claim you. To kiss you. To have my way with you…” Sierra poked a finger inside her underwear, her hand resting on Elise’s inner thigh, and she began pressing buttons until Elise yelped. Her voice lowered an octave, “Until you’re mine. Body and soul.”

Was this a reward or a punishment? Elise didn’t know, but she wouldn’t be able to withstand much of this kind of foreplay. The teased touches of her Mistress were skilful, planned and meticulous. She could keep this going for hours if she wanted to. Kisses in areas where lips weren’t welcome, touches where she hadn’t even touched herself, and tastes that couldn’t be replicated no matter how hard she tried. It was all a show of dominance and a reminder to Elise that she was nothing more than fucking property.

Just as quickly as she wanted to scream, she was left gasping and unfulfilled as Sierra removed her hand from her underwear and adjusted her hair once again. She was pleased with herself as she took the fabric from Elise’s mouth and smiled like she’d conquered an armada.

Elise rubbed her jaw, sweat and lust and desire plastered all over her.

Sierra caught her staring again.

“Did you like that?” she asked, wiping the wetness from her fingers.

Elise’s breath was ragged as she answered, “… Yes.”

Sierra put a dominant hand on Elise’s cheek, caressing it. “Then be a good girl and do what I say. There will be plenty more rewards if you please me and follow my rules. That was just a taste.”

“I will,” Elise barely escaped a moan, “I will do what you say.”

“Good.” Sierra smiled and unlocked the bathroom door, standing aside. “Get dressed. Then, I want you to eat something. Once you’ve had a fulfilling meal, clean the kitchen. I won’t force you to eat, Elise, but I expect you to at least try a few bites. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Elise said, her anxiety mellowed.

Sierra placed a kiss on her forehead and lightly stroked her hair. “Good girl. I’m proud of you for taking these first steps with me. I know it’s hard.”

Elise wiped the smile from her mouth before it manifested. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Despite everything, she was grateful for Sierra’s tough love.

If she stuck with her Mistress, she might even start to like looking at herself in the mirror again.


Chapter 5: Rumination




ELISE HAD ONLY JUST FINISHED CLEANING THE KITCHEN BEFORE SIERRA FOUND HER EYES DARTING TOWARDS HER. Sierra was slumped on the sofa, practically manspreading to exert her dominance. She gestured for Elise to ‘come here’ with a curled finger.

Elise approached her Mistress, who pointed down. Not at the cushion next to her, but the floor. Elise sunk to her knees.

They both sat there in silence for at least sixty seconds. Elise was fidgeting, waiting for her next order. Confused as to why they were just sitting there in silence. Not talking, not doing anything. Just… sitting.

The silence was maddening.

“Did I do something wrong?” Elise finally asked, looking up at Sierra’s unchanged posture. She was giving nothing away, but Elise knew she was irked. Plotting.

Sierra knew something was wrong. Elise didn’t seem like a bad girl. Something dark brought her here. Why else would she willingly sign away control of her life to her neoteric Mistress?

Elise’s body language betrayed the lies that spilt from her mouth.

“You’re hiding something from me,” Sierra said. She had made bedfellows with disappointment. The words hung in the air, and Elise clenched her jaw. “This arrangement is built on trust, Elise. If you can’t be honest with me, we’re going to have a problem.”

“I’m not hiding anything from you,” Elise lied.

Sierra sat forward and downed the rest of the bourbon in her glass, ignoring her subservient below.

She wasn’t giving Elise any attention. Wasn’t touching her, wasn’t even looking in her direction. Elise was feeling neglected, empty and hollow. Like she missed the heat from Sierra’s calloused fingertips. Even though she’d already received an abundance of her full attention.

Sierra sneered, once again forcing Elise’s head upward with a tug.

“Do not lie to me, Elise.” Their faces were centimetres apart. That was part of the tease. Elise yearned so badly to latch onto her, but she contained herself. Barely. Sierra smelt of musk and wood and spices, her signature unisex cologne. The scent assaulted Elise’s nostrils, but it was a scent she had grown to love the longer she was around.

Elise’s eyes darted to meet Sierra’s. They were telling Sierra everything she needed to know. Elise hadn’t slept or shown herself any kindness lately. She had bags under her eyes concealed with makeup, mascara and thick eyeshadow that tried to detract from the bloodshot, pink and puffy eyes that’d flooded with tears only hours ago.

Sierra wasn’t blind or stupid.

“I’m fine,” the blonde lied again. Sierra picked up on it from the crack in her voice. She released her grip and joined her on the floor, sitting behind Elise, her strong arms wrapped around her sub’s waist. “Trust me, I’m fine.” Her legs were trembling, tears threatening to fall. She was anything but fine. Sierra clasped her hand and interlocked their fingers, pulling her back so she propped herself up against her chiselled frame.

Elise was masking so much pain.

“Elise,” Sierra said, the word a crash of thunder that demanded respect, and she squeezed Elise’s hand. “You’re not ‘fine’. I can help you, but you have to let me in. If not, I’ll have to find another way of getting you to tell me what’s going on. This is a partnership, and that means trust. If there’s no trust, there’s no point. Do you understand?”

Elise fidgeted in place, her mind wandering. Sierra knew she was spiralling. The gears that churned and raced at a thousand miles an hour. The way she felt guilt and sadness to the point of needing therapy but kept a mask of fake happiness hanging over her face.

Sierra could feel her pulse racing.

“I don’t want to talk about it,” Elise huffed as she attempted to get up and walk away from her. Sierra pulled her backwards with one practised tug. Elise stumbled, but Sierra caught her, and she was powerless to move after that. Now Sierra had her pinned, her strength unmatched as Elise tried to struggle.

“I don’t care what you want,” Sierra said, a hand on Elise’s throat as she pushed her back and straddled on top of her. “Fine. If you won’t talk, we’ll try something else. But don’t think for a second that this is over. You’ll have to face the consequences of your lie sooner or later. For now… let’s focus on distracting your intrusive thoughts.”

Now Elise was lying on the laminate flooring, and Sierra was doing push-ups above her, kissing a different part of her body as she descended. Elise could see the sweat forming a layer of oily moisture on Sierra’s skin as she continued reps.

It was so fucking hot.

On the next round, she crashed and clamped her teeth onto Elise’s bottom lip, seductively pulling it as she raised herself back up. After another rotation, she licked her teeth and smiled, eyebrows arched and suggestive. One more rep meant Sierra’s form had changed, and she was now planking on her knees, their bodies almost against each other. She pulled Elise towards her, forcing her head up so they were parallel. She had both hands on Elise’s back, raking her skin underneath the t-shirt. She pulled at the shirt's collar and brought their foreheads together until they were an inch apart. She smiled again, short and sweet and full of temptation. Then she pressed their lips together, her tongue poking inside Elise’s mouth, demanding entry, and Elise kissed back.

Sierra pulled away, breathless. Both of them partially winded. She caressed Elise’s chin, rubbing her thumb down her bottom lip while Elise recovered. She was staring again, unable to take her eyes off Sierra, searching and scanning for any invitation to go back for seconds. Sierra smiled again, knowing she’d awoken Elise’s desire. It was burning hot and raw, like the inside of her panties.

“Please,” Elise panted, “More.”

Sierra yanked the t-shirt off Elise and held the back of her neck. She grabbed one of her breasts and squeezed tightly, leaning in to close the distance between them yet again. But as Elise braced for another helping, Sierra pushed her back onto the floor and laughed.

“I’ll consider giving you more when you’re ready to talk to me,” Sierra said before kicking up, cracking her knuckles and neck. “Until then, you can lay there and think of the number of ways I can make you talk.”

Elise cycled a breath and controlled herself, though the laminate was hardly comfortable. She knew Sierra could make her do anything, even tell her about the demons plaguing her thoughts. But she wasn’t ready. She couldn’t. It would ruin their arrangement, their dynamic, their growing relationship.

It would ruin everything.

∞∞∞

Elise was still sprawled out on the laminate. She had finally fallen asleep, finally allowed herself to take a breather. Sierra knew of course, but she let rest and focused on other things. Like giving Elise a blanket and pillow and tidying up her undercut so it was fresh and sharp, exactly how she liked it.

As Elise came to, she noticed Sierra staring at her, smiling.

“Good morning, Ace,” Sierra said. “How did you sleep?”

“Shit. Did I fall asleep?” Elise asked, tiredly rubbing her eyes and stretching. Disoriented as she looked around, light-headed as she sat up far too quickly. “I’m sorry, I didn’t-”

“It’s fine. You need to take it easy,” Sierra interrupted, helping Elise onto the sofa, ensuring she was lying with her feet slightly elevated above her head.  Sierra crossed her arms over her chest and stood like a pillar towering over Elise. “Earlier, you told me you haven’t been sleeping well. I assume that’s tied to the reason why you’re not wanting to talk about it. Though it seems your body is betraying you. Clearly, it’s desperate for some rest. You can’t tell me you’re fine and then pass out on my floor. Are you finally ready to tell me what’s going on?”

Elise groaned. She’d forgotten about that. Conveniently.

Sierra ran a hand through her hair and sighed. “I’m not your enemy, Elise. I just want what’s best for you. If you won’t be honest with me, then we may need to reconsider our arrangement and whether this is what you really want.” The finality of her words sent a wave of guilt through Elise, though her tone was calm. She picked up Elise’s belongings and put them down next to her, heels and handbag in tow. “Clearly, I’ve pushed you too hard today. We can pick this up again tomorrow. Do you need me to call someone to drive you home?”

Home? She was evicted from her home today. Repo men had already claimed and sold the rest of her belongings. She had nothing. Nowhere to go. Nobody to turn to. Nothing to her name except the clothes on her back, an old downtrodden car and demons in her brain. No job, her family had cut her off and disowned her, and no life to return to.

Nothing.

That was why she was here, because she had nothing left to lose.

If she hadn’t come to Sierra, she might have chosen to end her life.

She’d tried before. She’d failed before.

“I can’t,” Elise uttered.

“What do you mean you can’t?” Sierra interrogated with composure.

Elise’s eyes began to water as she sat up, and the rest of her walls came crashing down. “I’ve lost everything. I have nothing left. Nobody cares about me. Hell, I don’t even care about myself anymore.” She wiped the snot on her bare arm and tried to stifle her snivelling. “That’s why I’m here. That’s why I’m angry. That’s why I can’t go home. That’s why I lied.”

Sierra said nothing and embraced her tightly like a mother would—like a warm, comforting, strong bear hug that promised security, protection, and love.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” Sierra asked after pulling away.

“I didn’t want you to pity me,” Elise answered, her voice cracking as more tears fell. Sierra wiped them away with a gentle thumb, rubbing circles along her cheek. “I wanted you to make it better.”

“You should have said something,” Sierra said, her voice firm but not unkind. “I put you through hell, and you just took it. Why didn’t you just tell me when I asked you? Instead of pushing me away.” Sierra reached a revelation, and her eyes tore into Elise. “You wanted me to punish you, didn’t you? You were disobeying me so I would hurt you.”

“It’s what I deserve,” Elise hugged herself, covering up. Like Sierra told her not to. But her Mistress wasn’t interested this time. “I deserve to be punished, beaten bloody and left to die.” Emotions were fuelling Elise’s words, and everything she’d been thinking came tumbling out as a damning confession of negativity.

Sierra shook her head in disagreement, anchoring her hands onto Elise’s shoulders to snap her out of it. “Don’t you dare say that.”

“It’s true.” Sierra picked up Elise’s blouse from the floor and slowly reclothed her, adjusting the collar and buttons before sweeping the hair back over her shoulders. There was a time for vulnerability, and this was far from it. “I’m sorry for being such a mess. I’m sorry… for… for being so difficult.”

“Hey,” Sierra said, bringing her chin up. “Enough of that. I won’t let you give up on yourself.” She wiped the fresh tears from her sub’s face and placed a gentle kiss on her forehead. “We’ll work through this together. You’ll stay here with me, and I’ll take care of you. But this isn’t just about me taking control. You have to want to get better.”

This wasn’t how it was supposed to work. There weren’t supposed to be any sleepovers, deviations from their agreed time, and certainly no feelings involved. So why was Sierra being so… kind? She was a dominatrix, not a therapist. She wasn’t supposed to be a caregiver; she was supposed to be a distraction. But she couldn’t deny what her head was saying. This dishevelled woman needed her help, and she had to treat her with the kindness the world never showed her.

“H-Halloween,” Elise unexpectedly said, taking Sierra by surprise as she wrenched herself away and sobbed. “D-Don’t touch me. Just… just…”

“Alright,” Sierra said, hands up in surrender. “I hear you. Take a breath.” Elise’s breaths were quick and erratic. She was crying and shaking and close to passing out. Sierra recognised it as an anxiety attack. Sierra started a rhythm she could follow: in for three, hold for three, out for three. “Breathe, Elise. In and out. Nice and slow. I’m right here. You’re safe.”

Elise was slowly catching on and following Sierra’s lead.

“Good girl,” Sierra said, keeping her distance brief. “Keep focusing on your breathing. I’m right here with you, ready to catch you if you fall.”

Sierra guided her to the sofa and sat, offering her lap to Elise. She didn’t refuse the offer and instead continued sobbing into Sierra’s chest while her muscular counterpart held her close and tight. She needed this more than anything else right now.

“It’s okay,” Sierra said quietly, rubbing her back. She played with her hair and did everything she could to calm Elise’s rapid heart rate. It was working. Sierra had practice in this kind of thing, as she had practice in many areas. The women who saw her weren’t always in good headspaces or on good terms with life.

People who came to Sierra were oftentimes broken or falling apart.

She knew when they needed a firm hand or a gentle one.

“You’re safe now, I’ve got you,” Sierra said, though Elise continued to weep into her. Sierra gently kissed the top of her head and drew lazy circles on Elise’s back, the touch soothing. “You can stay here for as long as you need to. We’ll take it one day at a time. I won’t push you further than you can handle. I promise. All I need is for you to trust me. Can you do that for me, Elise?”

Elise didn’t know what to think – she was told not to think – but she didn’t exactly have a fallback plan. Sierra had offered her refuge, who was she to deny it? Otherwise, she’d have to crash on a friend’s sofa, beg a hostel to take her in, or live on the street. Subjecting herself to a life of cat-calling and bad decisions.

Elise nodded her head slowly, gripping Sierra’s shirt tighter.

“Good girl,” Sierra praised, placing another kiss on her head, continuing to speak softly, “You’re my strong, brave, beautiful, good girl.”

Sierra was torn between hiding this woman from the world or going out there and finding the bastard responsible and putting them six feet in the ground. She’d been training for a couple of years now, boxing and self-defence classes which meant she could protect not only herself, but the women in her care.

She was also a legal gun owner, should the need arise. Nobody needed to know, it was hidden in a small lockbox underneath the laminate floorboard just in front of the fireplace. If an intruder came knocking, she could protect her occupants.

If a bigot came looking for trouble, she could deliver it back to them in spades.

A jealous ex, a homophobic piece of shit, an angry parent – she could deter them just by pointing this weapon at them. She’d never needed to, but her parents were also believers of ‘just in case’.

Anger grew inside Sierra the more she thought about it, of how Elise was harming herself because life dealt her an incredibly unfair hand. She felt her fists clench and teeth grinding, her abdomen tighten, her eyes staring at the floorboard hiding the gun.

In this apartment, they were safe. For now.

But if she had to, she would sacrifice everything to keep Elise safe.


Chapter 6: Nobody




THE SILENCE WAS BROKEN BY A KEY TURNING IN THE LOCK OF THE FRONT DOOR.

The only people who have a key are Sierra and…

Her fucking sister Abi.

Abi waltzed in, unaware, almost certainly not caring about the company Sierra had over. Sierra shot up, and Elise found the sofa cushion underneath, though she looked up with pink and puffiness under her eyes.

Abi was nothing like Sierra, apart from similarities in their faces. She had piercing brown eyes, a leather jacket, bobbed raven hair, and tattoos visible on her neck, most noticeably a wolf’s head. She also wore heeled boots and a belted pair of jeans. They both had a very sapphic upbringing.

“Abi! You can’t be here when I’m working!” Sierra called after her.

“I can see that, Mistress,” Abi laughed mockingly. “Another stray?”

“That isn’t funny. You’re supposed to call me before you turn up.”

Sierra stood in front of her, blocking her view of Elise, who was still at rock bottom. She shot Abi a look that said, ‘I don’t want you here.’ Abi ignored it, as she always did. She was used to Sierra’s scowls and anger issues; she had plenty of her own venom.

Abi stopped in front of Sierra, though not for want of trying. “I have a key.”

“I’m regretting that,” Sierra growled.

“Hospitable as always, right, Si?” Abi grinned, showcasing a tongue piercing she was playing with. She was always doing tricks with her tongue, and always letting her sister know all about who she bedded. In explicit detail, much to her disdain. Sierra hardly shared any details about her work, mainly because it was confidential… and she wasn’t trying to upstage her younger sister. Only by seven minutes.

“You need to leave,” Sierra said seriously. “Now.”

“I’m not one of your puppets, Si. You can’t shove a stick up my ass.”

“I can shove something up there, all right…” Sierra threatened.

“Lovely,” Abi retorted. “Sorry to disappoint, but I’m not here to see your pretty face, sister. I’m here on business. As much as I love seeing you break a woman over your knee and forcing her to c-”

Sierra quickly ushered her sibling to the side, a coldness plaguing her words, “Keep your fucking voice down.”

Abi smiled at her sister’s audacity. “Touched a nerve, have I?”

“What do you want?” Sierra asked, her tone aggressive. She folded her arms, showing Abi she wasn’t in the mood for her sisterly banter. “I already told you I’m not interested in your ‘business proposal’.” Abi peered over her sister’s shoulder to see the blubbering ‘stray’ Sierra was coddling only minutes before her arrival. “Hey. Don’t look at her. Keep your eyes on me.” Sierra blocked her view of Elise entirely with her body, and Abi rolled her eyes as she diverted her attention. “Now, tell me what you want, or get the fuck out of my apartment.”

“I heard the money’s very good,” Abi said. “Pays better than this.”

“I don’t care,” Sierra said icily. “Now. Fuck. Off.”

Abi smirked as she eyed her sister’s physique, teasingly touching and squeezing her bicep. “You’ve been training. I’ve seen how much you can bench.” She made a rude gesture with her tongue and a V out of her fingers. “And how many ladies you’ve collared using your body.”

Sierra shoved Abi back, who chuckled and licked her lips as she pressed Sierra’s buttons. Sierra huffed, her voice threatening, “Leave, or I’ll do something I regret.”

“Like the stray?” That signature grin Sierra had was now on Abi’s lips. It must be genetic, part of their charm. “She looks exactly your type, Si.”

Sierra’s square shoulders blocked Abi’s peripheral. Most people would find it intimidating, but Abi rose to the challenge. Sierra’s eyes were flashing with violent intent. “I won’t tell you again. Leave.”

“Of course, how rude of me to intrude on your fulfilling business.” Abi adjusted her jacket and stuck a hand in her jeans, fiddling with her keys. She leaned in close, a hand on the back of Sierra’s neck to pull her closer, whispering, “Enjoy your foreplay, you pathetic pussy-sucking whore.”

Without thinking, Sierra roared and punched her. Hard. Abi laughed at the pain, goading her.

Sierra yelled out, forcing Elise to cover her ears and cower. Abi laughed again, and Sierra was about to land another blow on her nose, but she dodged out of the way. Sierra forcibly dug her hand into Abi’s pocket and stole back the key, throwing it with so much force behind her that Abi would have to go through her to get it back.

And she wasn’t getting it back.

Sierra pressed up against Abi, the bourbon from her breath leaking out. She glared at Abi and gritted her teeth. “Get. The fuck. Out.”

“My employer will be in touch,” Abi said, facing the door after handing her sister a mobile phone that looked like a burner. “Give Elise a squeeze from me.” Sierra pushed her out of the door and slammed it shut, locking it and then double-locking it by single-handedly dragging a chair in front of it. She kicked the chair under the handle and then kicked it again, breaking one of the rickety wooden legs.

She yelled out in frustration, hitting the door. Denting it. The phone, unfortunately, survived the impact. It was one of those indestructible bricks that could survive being run over by a car and dropped out of a thirty-storey building.

She was stronger than she gave herself credit for.

And Abi was mixed in with the wrong kind of people.

“Who was that?” Elise asked, worried.

Sierra had to control her anger quickly so she wouldn’t scare Elise. But the fire inside her was spreading instead of dying down.

“Nobody,” Sierra huffed, struggling to calm down, and she chucked the burner phone on the counter. “Fucking nobody.”

“Are you okay?” Elise asked anxiously, clearly scared. She wasn’t supposed to see Sierra like this. She wasn’t ever supposed to see her as anything other than a beacon of light. Abi just tore down everything they’d built – the progress they had made. Now Elise feared her, and Sierra was angry enough to cause a lot of damage.

She had to bide her fists otherwise she’d lash out.

“No. I put that part of me to bed,” Sierra retorted, pacing, flexing her hand into a fist. “I knew it’d come back to bite me in the ass. It always comes back to bite me in the fucking ass! God fucking damn it! I’m so fucking stupid! Why didn’t I think…” She couldn’t stop looking at the floorboard, and finally, the situation hit her like a truck.

Abi was right, she now had a stray to look after.

Perhaps for a few days, maybe forever.

Money would be tight, maybe impossible.

Maybe she had outgrown her usefulness. Who was she kidding? She had flawless five-star reviews across the board and no shortage of clients on the waiting list. But she couldn’t take anyone else on now that Elise was here, and that meant everything came to a standstill and-

But it wasn’t Elise’s fault. Was it? Surely she didn’t stumble through Sierra’s door with the intention of fucking everything up. Surely, it wasn’t fated that this ‘stray’ was now dependent on Sierra like a leech needing blood to sustain itself.

Surely, in this twisted, fucked up universe, Elise wasn’t a bad girl.

“Did they send you?” Sierra grilled Elise.

“… What? Who?”

“That fucking pack of wolves my sister’s in bed with,” Sierra growled.

Elise tensed up again, knees up against her, tucked tight in a ball. She looked to Sierra, searching her eyes for the kind, caring person who took her in. The person she found was a cruel, angry stranger consumed by darkness. “Please, you’re scaring me.”

Sierra ran a palm down the length of her face, finally sighing. “Go to bed. I’ll decide what to do with you later.”

Elise wasn’t in any position to argue. She found the bedroom and shut the door. Terrified, she buried her face under the covers and hid there, not taking in any surroundings other than the fabric conditioner she could smell from the duvet.

Behind her, Sierra grabbed a length of rope and secured it between the solid bookcase in the passageway and the bedroom door handle. She pushed another chair in front of the door and forced it under the handle, adding dumbbells as weights so Elise couldn’t open it.

She hit the lock with a hammer she’d left under the kitchen cabinet until it buckled.

Now nobody was getting in, or out.

Sierra was so blinded by rage that she didn’t even hear Elise begging to be freed.

She was conflicted between the devil on her shoulder that told her to cut and run and the dull ache of her heart that told her to stay and rebuild what she’d broken.

Ultimately, it felt like a decision decided on a coin flip.

Would she be the sword that cut her down or would she be her shield?


Chapter 7: A Burning Passion for Art




ELISE WAS KEPT IN THE DARK, NOT KNOWING WHAT SHE DID WRONG. Sierra was acting completely different to when she met her yesterday. Either Sierra wasn’t who she said she was, or she had demons of her own.

A past that came back to haunt her.

The visitor she had over clearly rattled her to the point where Elise even thought her bones would crumble under the pressure. It was an awful sight, to see her eyes so full of fire and malice. But this could also have been a part of her punishment, Elise thought. Perhaps she was angry with her.

After all, she had disobeyed and effectively imposed on her life.

Who could blame her? Some freeloader comes in and says ‘Help me’ while batting her eyelashes, and Sierra, being the person she is – with a heart most would consider her downfall – couldn’t just leave the poor girl to starve in the cold.

But who could blame her if she did?

Who would blame her if she left the needy thing to fend for herself?

Throughout the night, Elise heard noises from outside the bedroom: furniture being moved and thrown about, smashed porcelain, Sierra’s howling and rage still present like an ever-present hurricane.

Elise looked around the room, seeing rope, handcuffs, sex toys and other explicit objects that would make other people squirm. Knives, among them.

Bullet casings. Cigarettes.

What the fuck did she do to people in here?

Elise’s heart raced, and not in a good way. She looked for a way out, for anything that might help her to escape. Ultimately, her fatigued brain wasn’t coming up with many solutions. Only more dark thoughts that shouldn’t be there. More invasive and intrusive inhibitions.

More dark thoughts like pick up the knife.

Open your veins.

And die.

She squeezed her eyes shut and shook them away, holding her head so hard it was a miracle she didn’t crush her own skull. Sierra was supposed to turn them off. To stop them from happening. To look after her. Instead, she locked her in the room where she could harm herself in a thousand different ways.

Where she could damage and harm her body or try to end her life.

And nobody would know until it was too late.

The bed was the only comfort, a softness unlike the BDSM supplies hanging on the walls and splayed across every surface. Whips, handcuffs, riding crops, masks, leather and lace. Outfits, tools. Outlets for pleasure and pain that made Elise’s breath hitch.

The door opened, and Sierra stood there, sweat glistening on her forehead, clutching her hand. Though she had dressings around them, Elise could see that her knuckles were bleeding through.

“I’m sorry, Elise,” Sierra said, sounding calmer. Like she remembered. She ran a hand through her hair. “I’m sorry you had to see that.”

“What… happened out there?” Elise asked, terrified, backing away from Sierra. Understandably so. “What… why did you lock me in here?”

“I was angry,” Sierra said, clasping her hand open and closed a few times. “I’m not angry anymore.” Unsurprisingly, her guest wasn’t convinced. She sighed and sat on the edge of the bed. “I have demons of my own, Ace. I’m not proud of them, but I’m trying.”

Elise shuffled further up the bed, her back almost pressed against the headboard. “You said you value honesty, right? So… tell me honestly. Am I safe here with you?”

“Of course you are,” Sierra said. “I hit things; I don’t hit people.”

But she did hit people. She used to hit people when she got angry.

And when she got angry, her fists grew hungry and cruel.

Elise was Sierra’s property… doesn’t that make her a thing?

Would she hit her? If she couldn’t control her anger? Would she say sorry? If she lost control and hurt her, even if she didn’t mean it? Would she stop herself before it was too late?

Elise’s mind was a maelstrom of anxieties, but she steeled herself.

“I need you to promise me-”

Sierra cut her off, scoffing, “Promise you? I don’t owe you anything.” Elise got up from the bed and attempted to brush past Sierra, who placed an all-too-familiar commanding palm against her breast, stopping her. “Where do you think you’re going? You still agreed to be mine. Or did you conveniently forget about that?” Sierra leaned close, her breath hot on Elise’s cheek, “You’re my property, Elise, and that means you’re mine to do with as I please.”

“Let me go,” Elise insisted, breaking away from her Mistress.

“I’m afraid I can’t do that, Elise,” Sierra said unpredictably, those broad shoulders blocking her view as she towered over her. “You’re mine, and I’m feeling playful.”

“What happened to ‘pushing too hard’”? Elise challenged.

Sierra smirked. “I lied.” She pushed her back onto the bed and grabbed the length of rope from the door she’d broken open with brute strength alone. It shouldn’t have been possible, but clearly, it wasn’t the first time. It was barely hanging on by the hinges.

Sierra bound Elise’s wrists and tied her to the bedframe. Blood stained the hessian. She licked her lips as she took in the sight of Elise’s vulnerable, exposed form on the bed. Restrained and helpless.

Deliciously hers.

“You lied?” Elise asked, her eyes flitting between her bound wrists and Sierra’s possessive stance.

“I’m allowed to lie,” Sierra answered, tightening the ropes so they were taut, “You’re not.”

“A-Are you going to kill me…?” Elise stammered, struggling against the restraints. She was scared, but she was also… feeling something else. Something she couldn’t fully describe, but the feeling was undeniable.

“Kill you?” Sierra repeated, taken aback. “Why would I kill you?”

“The weapons…?”

Sierra followed Elise’s eyes to the tools and laughed. “Some people find pleasure in pain, Ace. Some people come over the feeling of leather against their skin. The thrill of pain can be addicting and beautiful.” Sierra crawled up the bed, the sheets rustling as the mattress compressed. She brushed the stray lock from Elise’s forehead, leaning to whisper directly in her ear, “Masochism is a big part of what makes people tick,” then she nibbled the lower lobe.  

Sierra wasn’t a monster. She was angry, sure. She hit things, undeniably. She was a bitch, sometimes. But a monster? Never.

Elise wasn’t sure what to think, but she didn’t want to think, either. She always thought the worst and expected the worst. Her pessimistic overview and doomed outlook on life is what brought her here after all.

“So,” Sierra continued, “what makes you tick, Elise? What really makes you feel… downright naughty?” The words rolled off Sierra’s tongue like a dirty little secret. Elise froze in a gay panic.

“I, um…” Elise couldn’t string a sentence together after Sierra stripped to her sports bra and boxers. She couldn’t take her eyes off her, and Sierra counted on that horniness.

“Ah, now I see what gets you hard,” Sierra said with a teasing simper, outstretching her arms to showcase the merchandise, “My body.”

Elise’s cheeks flashed pink again. Sierra’s theory was confirmed.

“Do you want me, Elise?” Sierra flashed her body and flexed her muscles, ignoring the pain and raw stinging from her knuckles. “Do you really, truly, fucking want me?”

Elise couldn’t deny the feeling in her crotch that was burning and throbbing harder than ever. Sierra could spot it a mile away, and she ramped up her teasing by taking off the sports bra. Those abs, those arms, all of it was practically served to Elise on a silver platter… and Sierra was ready to feast.

“Yes... Mistress.”

Sierra smirked, climbing on top of her. “There’s my good girl. Remember your safe word, if you need it. But I know you’ll love every second of this.” She leaned down and kissed her, claiming her with her mouth, pulling away to murmur, “Are you ready, my darling? Because,” Sierra stroked Elise’s jawline, the touch delivering a shiver, “I’m about to show you what my good girl deserves.”

Elise’s nipples hardened, her pussy tight and between her thighs flooded. She nodded frantically, struggling to contain the thrill that coursed through her entire body as it prickled her skin and delivered heat to every crevice Sierra was about to claim.

She was hers. Undeniably, unequivocally, property of Sierra.

At the sight of Elise’s consent, Sierra grinned.

Seeing her shy little sub like this, at her mercy…. It was intoxicating.

Sierra eyed her bound submissive like a canvas, staring at her from tip to toe, beginning to unbutton the blouse that was begging to come off. She undid one button slowly, locking lips with Elise before tugging at her hair. Then she undid the next button and the next, placing a kiss on the clavicle and then the breastbone that unveiled itself as she continued down. She grew impatient, hungry, and yanked the blouse over her pet’s shoulders, letting it hang off her body while the sleeves remained intact. Her fingers scraped down her back, tangled themselves in Elise’s golden waves again, and rested on the rope. She tugged at it, smirking to herself, and brought Elise’s chin closer to her. Elise’s eyes were closed by this point, fully committed to the sins her Mistress was endeavouring to commit.

“Don’t think,” Sierra instructed, her voice soft, “Just trust me.”

Then Sierra undid the buckle of Elise’s trousers. The zipper.

Smiled at her. Taunted her. Made sure she was watching.

“Eyes on me, Elise,” Sierra said, causing Elise’s eyes to snap open and observe the foreplay. “That’s it. Keep those pretty eyes on me.”

Sierra progressed down. Placed a kiss on her stomach, the lining where her knickers sat until Sierra pulled them down and licked the lips of Elise’s clit, causing a moan to escape. She stuck her tongue in and explored, edging a finger in until Elise sang. And she sang beautifully.

It was torture not to be able to touch Sierra’s body, but she was too distracted by the calculated painting happening downstairs. And Sierra was painting a masterpiece with every flick, curl and kiss.

She was close to climaxing, and Sierra was adding the finishing touches.

“Not yet,” Sierra said, her breath erratic. “Not until I give you permission.”

Sierra heaved herself upwards, near Elise’s abdomen where she steadied herself and shifted her attention to getting the blouse off completely. She ran her hand down her neck in a line to her crotch, while the other grabbed Elise’s collar and pulled, hard enough that the fabric tore and seams undid themselves. She got both hands involved and ripped it off completely, groping her breast and latching onto her lips again, tongue in cheek, aggressive and passionate as she leant most of her weight onto Elise, straddling her at either side.

Elise was barely containing herself, pulling at the ropes that suspended her there like a piece of meat on a rotisserie. She was hot and flustered and overwhelmed with feelings of lust for Sierra. Elise struggled to obey, the command to keep her eyes on Sierra blurring as she had to control her body’s desperation to come undone. She watched Sierra’s voyaging, though she could see she was working harder than any gym session.

“Wait for me, Elise,” Sierra cooed as she trailed a line of heat down Elise’s stomach, her smile greedy and full of ownership. “I’ll be right back. Don’t move a muscle.” Sierra rolled off the bed and grabbed something, though Elise couldn’t see what it was from her current predicament. Suddenly, she was plunged into darkness. She could hear Sierra laughing, the mattress squeaking as she climbed back on top of her. “Now, I want you to focus on my touch. The feeling of me guiding you.”

Sierra undid one of the knots of Elise’s restraints and guided her hand until it rested on her chest. She could feel the warm, sweaty, steeled six-pack of her Mistress, and Sierra let that same hand touch the merchandise she had been selling for hours. The body she so desperately wanted to feel. Elise raked her fingernails over it, pausing so she could feel the crevices of each muscle. Sierra stopped the adventure by placing the wandering palm on her breast and watching as Elise writhed in anticipation.

Sierra pulled Elise’s hand down until it rested on her inner thigh.

“Now, I want you to touch yourself,” Sierra ordered. “Until you come.”

“Mistress-” Elise moaned, and her hand started probing the vulnerable flesh as she finished what Sierra’s escapade started.

“You can do it,” Sierra said, helping her to find the rhythm. “You’re doing so well. Keep giving yourself to me. You’re so wet, so beautiful, so good,” Sierra teased her with a nibble on her neck, letting her finish without guidance. She whispered against Elise’s lips, “Mine.” She grabbed a fistful of blonde, claiming her with another passionate kiss. “Come for me, Elise. Let go and be mine.”

At Sierra’s command, Elise fell apart, a tense spring uncoiled. Her body collapsed into the mattress, the restraints threatening to buckle as the woman’s body claimed a powerful orgasm.

“Good girl,” Sierra praised gently. “You’re so good at taking it, Ace.” Sierra was breathless, like she’d just run a marathon. But Elise was also breathless, because she’d just been devoured. Moreso now things were happening behind a blindfold. She didn’t know what was coming next. Sierra fastened the buckle around Elise’s wrist again and ran a finger underneath her chin, jolting Elise to attention. “Such a good girl you are.”

“Tell me. Did it feel good?” Sierra asked as she leaned in close, hot breath on Elise’s cheek, a tight fistful of blonde curls. Elise couldn’t see the smirk on Sierra’s face, but she could picture it vividly.

“Yes,” Elise said, panting, “So good.”

“Good. I think you’re going to be more obedient. Don’t you agree?” Sierra picked up her chin, tilting her head. “Say, ‘Yes, Mistress’.”

“Y-Yes, Mistress,” Elise gasped as Sierra touched her inner thigh. “I’ve never… I mean, not like that.” Sierra’s display was clearly effective. “It was like… it felt like nothing else I’ve ever felt.”

“Good. That means you’ll be easily motivated. The next time you’re tempted to touch fire, just remember the sweetness of the flame.” Sierra clenched Elise’s jaw, “And how easily I can take it away.”

Elise’s arms were aching at this point. “Yes, Mistress.”

She kept the blindfold on to continue the façade. Sierra jumped off the bed and untied Elise’s wrists. She rubbed them instinctively, but Sierra latched onto them before she was able to remove the blindfold. “Ah-ah-ah. Hands down.” Sierra started dragging her towards the doorway before finally removing the blindfold. “Looks like you’ve got a lot to clean up.”

Elise couldn’t believe the mess and destruction that Sierra had made in the short space of just a few hours. Broken door, chairs missing legs, smashed plates and glasses, a gaping hole in the wall, and enough tools littered around to be considered a peddler’s workshop.

“I know how much you love playing fifty-two card pick-up,” Sierra jested. “Get yourself some water, then start cleaning. I want this place looking spotless. Now, get down on all fours and get to work.”

This wasn’t just a deck of cards, though. This was an insurance-level disaster. How could one woman cause so much damage? How could an otherwise gentle and kind person carry so much hatred and blood-curdling rage?

It begged the question: What else did Elise not know about her Mistress?

Elise didn’t open her mouth to protest. Instead, she followed Sierra’s orders to the letter.

Like a good girl.


Chapter 8: Taciturn




ELISE HAD GROWN TO FIND CLEANING CATHARTIC. At first it angered her, felt pointless and like a chore. But the more Sierra made her do it, the more she understood why she was forced to do it. Because it distracted her from her dark thoughts.

It made her finally stop thinking. Gave her something to focus on, other than the constant screaming in her brain.

Sierra was using her as a footstool, her heels resting into the small of her back—not that Elise seemed to mind. It felt… oddly thrilling to be in this position, and Sierra could feel the tremble in her posture as she struggled to hold the weight.

“You doing alright down there, Ace?” Sierra asked, lightly tapping her with her foot. “Do you need a break?”

“I’m just… thinking,” Elise replied shakily, her eyes closed.

About you.

Sierra dug her heels into Elise’s back, reminding her, “You shouldn’t be thinking.”

“I can’t stop thinking.”

About you.

Sierra dragged her feet off Elise and allowed her to rest. She knelt in place and faced her Mistress as Sierra tapped her foot against the laminate, eyes narrowed.

“What troubles you in that oh-so-dark noggin of yours?” Sierra asked inquisitively, flicking Elise’s forehead.

Elise looked down at the ground, her voice low, “… Everything.”

“Look at me, Elise,” Sierra said, giving her sub the chance to raise her head of her own accord. But like always, she ignored the command, forcing a rough finger under her chin that left her no choice. “I want you to stop thinking. That’s an order.”

Elise shrugged. “I’m trying.”

“Try harder,” Sierra dictated. “I want that head of yours empty.” If only it were that easy, Elise mused to herself. Her eyes avoided Sierra’s. Even though she wasn’t looking, she could feel them glaring at her disapprovingly. “Let me be perfectly clear. I don’t want a single fucking thought in there unless I put it there. Is that understood?”

Elise swallowed and nodded, her eyes darting to find Sierra’s gaze. Dominant, commanding and captivating. “Yes, Mistress,” Elise uttered quietly, and Sierra’s brows relaxed though her posture was stiff.

“Good. Now, I want you to kneel there with your hands behind your head. You’ll stay in that position until I give you permission to get up. And when you do, I expect your undivided attention. No distractions. No unwelcome thoughts. Close your eyes, focus on your breathing, and empty your mind of anything that doesn’t serve you. When you open your eyes again – and only when I’ve allowed you to – you’ll be mine.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Elise said, and she got into the desired position, her eyes fluttering shut as she attempted to meditate. The thoughts of Sierra and her body swirled around, flashing in her subconscious mind, keeping her grounded. She wanted to please her. To feel her. Surrender herself.

∞∞∞

Sierra found the set of keys she lobbed earlier and placed them on the coffee table, chucking them in the air and catching them several times as she plotted their next activity. The callouses on her hands were still sore, and dried blood stained her knuckles, the dressings wrapped around them. She unravelled the bandages, grabbing an end with her teeth to help speed up the process. The damage to her hands indicated that she’d done this for a while… and her lack of acknowledgement for the harm she’d caused meant this wasn’t new to her.

She had done this before. Bloodied her knuckles worse than this.

Without warning, the burner phone started vibrating on the kitchen countertop, and then an obnoxious ringtone started playing. Of course, it was only a matter of time before this device burst into life. The noise grew the longer Sierra ignored it.

Sierra got up from the sofa and handled the small brick, looking at the number which simply said, ‘Unknown Caller’. Fitting, Sierra thought, since Abi chucked it at her without so much as a warning. Running a tired and angry palm down her face, she circled around and answered it.

“Hello, Sierra,” the mysterious voice said. It sounded disguised by a robotic filter, not male or female. “Or should I call you… Mistress?”

Sierra was keeping a close eye on Elise, then she found herself staring at the floorboard hiding the firearm. Her eyes were unfocused, her mind already coming up with contingencies.

“What do you want?” Sierra asked irritably.

“You’ve been quiet recently. Your work was a thing of beauty.”

“My work is none of your fucking business.”

“Meet me in two hours, the usual place. Come alone… but make sure you bring your Diamond.” The word sank a pit in Sierra’s stomach. She didn’t tell anyone she had it. It was only supposed to be there as a precaution, a self-defence tool, not common knowledge. The insinuated tone and laughter that followed meant they knew she was carrying a firearm.

“And if I don’t?” Sierra asked.

“Look out the window.”

Sierra peeked through the curtain and saw a shadowed figure on the rooftop adjacent. She couldn’t figure out what they were holding, but the unknown became familiar when a glint of metal reflected, and a red dot appeared on the wall behind her.

Glass shattered as a bullet penetrated the kitchen cabinet.

Elise darted out of the way of the shattered glass and screamed. Sierra tensed up, her blood boiling. She didn’t know who they were, how they found her, or how they even knew about her … but one thing was crystal clear at this point:

She would meet them, at the usual place, in two hours. Alone.

Or the next one would go between her eyes.

“Consider this your only warning. See you soon,” the voice continued before the call abruptly ended. On the screen was an address, one that Sierra recognised. The last time she was there… she was a very angry, very desperate, and very fucked-up individual.

When she was taking the punishment instead of giving it.

When she was so high on adrenaline, and so drunk that she-

Sierra rapidly shook her head, burying the memory deep down. Repressing it, as she always had done. It wasn’t welcome in her head, and she wasn’t ready to relive it.

It was so cold, and so dark, and she was so drunk, and so angry…

… and holding her Diamond.

Sierra clutched the worktop, squeezing the sides as she forced the tears away, her knuckles turning white under the pressure.

There was so much scarlet pouring into the drain. The clashes of thunder and lightning flashes reflected off the puddles of ichor and rainwater. The paleness on her face, the dullness of her eyes.

Her final words.

“I loved you, Sierra.”

A scream ripped from her throat, and Sierra smashed her fist into the worktop.

She conveniently forgot that crucial little detail…

That she had killed before.

Elise rushed over to Sierra, touching her arm. Looking for comfort more than anything, the ringing in her ears and her rapid heart rate causing her to nearly pass out. The touch made Sierra jump, and she struck Elise, not meaning to but unable to control the reflex.

She was too busy repressing memories of when she killed – and how she ended up getting away with it.

She never wanted to hurt her. Never wanted to hurt anyone.

Not like this.

They never found the murder weapon. She’d fled across the border in a stolen car, driving above the limit, faster than legal, until she lost the patrol vehicles with blaring sirens. Abi had been in bed with these people since they were younger, when she was drawn to their leader like a moth to a flickering lightbulb. And once she’d used him, she offed him with no remorse.

These people were very good at framing innocent people for their crimes. Now her sister had taken over the mantle.

Abi didn’t know initially that Sierra pulled the trigger when their team came and planted evidence of their own. Abi knew about Sierra’s anger, the underground fight club she’d been involved in.

When she found her in Minecas, hiding in this apartment, bedding women and punishing them like it was an addiction, she finally joined the dots together. And she was proud, knowing she’d found a new blood capable of causing a world of hurt.

Precisely the type of people her business needed.

To beat people senseless. Collect their money and prized possessions.

Abi was the one on the forums, pretending to be Elise’s friend, baiting her into meeting Sierra. She was the one who drained her bank account and ordered the repo men to come along and finish the job, ensuring Elise had nothing left.

Abi collared Elise like a dog and gave the leash to Sierra.

Abi was one of those repo men. Masked and hooded. When she’d arrived, the house was empty of occupants, save for a terrified blonde with a tight-fitting blouse.

They smashed the window and broke inside, threatening Elise with a gun to her head as she watched the whole ordeal and helplessly begged them to stop.

Abi was the point woman—the one holding the gun to her head.

Elise had no idea that the demons in her head were blood-tied to the woman she’d already become infatuated with. The demon she’d already met, who turned Sierra’s temper on like a switch. The demon who took everything from her and laughed.

“You were right about me, Elise,” Sierra said, a tinge of regret in her tone as she stepped over Elise’s crumpled body. “I do ruin people.” Her feet crunched over the broken glass as she slipped her studded ankle boots on, fastening them tight with buckles.

Sierra removed the floorboard and removed the lockbox, opening it and writhing inside as it stared at her. She held it, the cold metal reminding her of everything she’d fought so hard to leave behind. She loaded it like she had done before. Cocked it, like she had done before. Safety off. She shoved it into her trousers and concealed it.

She pocketed her phone and Elise’s car keys and threw the chair she’d put in front of the exit, yanking the handle and slamming it behind her.

Elise could hear the engine revving as it spurted and sputtered and struggled to start.

Sierra didn’t anticipate coming back for her. That hurt more than anything.

Sierra’s mind spun in circles as she drove to the meeting point.

She couldn’t stop the thoughts, couldn’t stop playing the exact moment on repeat, like a broken record that wouldn’t stop scratching the same itch.

It was so cold.

And so dark.

She was so drunk.

And so angry.

She pulled the trigger.

And she did what she was told.

Like a good girl.


Chapter 8.5: The Art of Submission




Flashback, 2 years ago.

SIERRA’S RELATIONSHIP WITH GEORGIA ENDED IN THE MESSIEST WAY POSSIBLE. She caught her cheating and then lied about it. They’d been together for two years, and everything fell apart in a matter of moments. Profanities were shouted. She blocked her number. Her stuff was out the door in a matter of hours. She was sofa-surfing for a good while before she found a place of her own, and during that time, she spent much of it searching for answers in dark places. Sierra was angry, upset, and self-destructing.

She’d taken every opportunity to find ways to forget about her.

Fighting, alcohol, drugs, but nothing worked.

She lost her job because of it.

When she turned up at the shop tired and under the influence, her breath laced with alcohol. Her anger flared up as she shouted at clients and started getting rougher with the people in her chair. She stopped engaging in small talk and instead worked in silence. Started taking smoke breaks, even though prior to the breakup she’d never touched a cigarette in her life. It took a few days for her to finally snap, and when she did, she ended up slitting a man’s throat with a straight razor. She was lucky she didn’t kill him, and that they didn’t press charges for attempted murder. She blagged it off as an accident, a slip of the hand. But her boss fired her then and there, vowing to ban her until she was clean.

When she got back to her apartment, Sierra cut her hair short.

Then she went to the fight club, her fists hungry for blood.

She’d just finished a fight with another woman she’d knocked out. Before that, she’d knocked down three other opponents. She’d taken her fair share of punches and kicks, but the pain was like a drug to her. Something to make her feel… anything other than whatever she was feeling right now.

After the fight, she went to the club to drown her sorrows. Maybe catch a one-night stand while she was at it.

She tore through the club's crowd and sat at the bar, ignoring the lights, music, and partygoers to once again feel sorry for herself.

It was like a ritual at this point. Fuck something up, fuck herself up, then fuck someone to feel better.

“Rough night?” a woman on the barstool beside her asked. She had long, dark chocolate hair and wore a latex bodysuit with belts and chains.

Sierra huffed and gulped down the shot in front of her, immediately signalling the bartender for a refill—four more shots.

“What do you care?”

The bartender prepared the shot glasses and poured the alcohol equally, lining the glasses in front of Sierra.

“Let me guess—boy troubles?” the patron asked, a knowing smirk curling her lips.

Sierra downed another one, the liquid leaving a trail of fire down her throat. “Worse. My girlfriend cheated on me.” Without another word, she took the other shots and knocked them back, swallowing them down with a grimace. “Give me something stronger. Leave the bottle.”

The bartender cocked a brow but obliged, plonking a bottle of whiskey down in front of her. She tore the top off and took a swig, already feeling the effects of the alcohol mixing with her empty stomach.

“Well, it’s her loss,” the woman said. Then her tone turned flirtatious, a predatory smile creeping in. “You look like you could use a distraction.”

“Just let me drown my sorrows in peace,” Sierra huffed, shucking the woman’s hand off her shoulder.

“I can see you want to give someone else the reins for a bit. Let someone else carry your burdens so you can forget your pain,” the woman observed. “Am I wrong?”

“In case I wasn’t clear before: Fuck. Off.” Sierra flipped them off.

“I think we could have some fun together, love,” the woman said.

Sierra scanned her, scoffing as she took another gulp from the bottle. She wiped her mouth roughly, watching as the woman undressed her with her eyes. “Fuck it. Why the hell not? What sort of ‘fun’ are you proposing?”

“The kind that will make you forget all about your girl troubles.” The woman touched Sierra’s thigh, a subtle invitation for more. “Do you accept?”

Sierra ran a hand through her hair, reminding her of the drastic change she’d made on an impulse. She swallowed a couple more mouthfuls of straight whiskey and slammed it down.

“Fine,” Sierra said, slapping money on the counter to pay her tab. The money she’d made from fighting, the notes crinkled and dirty. “Where and when?”

The woman offered her hand with a smile, “My place, and right now.” Sierra groaned and took it, and the woman helped her up. “Are you sober enough to walk?”

“Not really.”

The mysterious patron wrapped an arm around Sierra’s waist. As she pulled her tighter, the scent of her perfume enveloped her. The softness of her fingers as they danced over her muscles.

“Hold onto me, love,” the woman said delicately. “My place is close.”

Then she guided her outside, down the pavement, turned a corner, walked straight for a few minutes, and finally arrived at a red door.

“Here we are,” the woman said as she brought Sierra inside, clicking the door shut behind her. “Welcome to my inner sanctum.”

Sierra’s vision had slightly recovered from the blurry haze, enough to see the sort of ‘fun’ this woman had in mind. She’d thrown up on the street not long after they started walking.

Her head was pounding, her stomach churning. Right on schedule.

Now all she needed to do was fuck this woman senseless.

The interior was accented with intriguing décor, art and dim lighting. The air smelt heavily of leather and scented candles.

“You’re kinky,” Sierra said, not quite connecting the dots.

“You could say that,” the woman smirked, gesturing to the leather sofa in front of them. “Sit. Let’s chat.”

“I didn’t sign up for a fucking therapist,” Sierra cursed, her words slurred.

“No, you didn’t. But let’s make one thing clear.” The woman pushed Sierra’s shoulders down, forcing her to sit. “I don’t tolerate foul language in my house. You will mind your behaviour and your tone.”

“Oh? And what happens if I just-so-happen not to give a shit?”

“You’ll soon find out, love. First, let’s lay down some ground rules. You will address me as Mistress, or Mistress Line, always. If you want to speak, you will ask for permission. You will do what I say, when I say it, without question. You will address me with respect. No lying. No swearing. No fighting. If you break any of my rules, I will punish you. The punishment will be dependent on the severity of your disobedience.”

“And what, exactly, do I get out of this?” Sierra asked, adjusting her position on the sofa. This whole turn of events was entertaining. Here she thought she was inviting her for a one-night stand and rough sex.

“Everything I say you deserve.”

“Look. I’m not into this whole power-play shtick.”

“I can take away your pain,” Mistress Line said, caressing Sierra’s cheek. “All you need to do is trust me. Can you do that for me, love?”

She shucked her off. “Why would I trust a woman I’ve just met?”

Line edged closer to Sierra. “Let’s start with your name.”

She rolled her eyes at the small talk, defiance already creeping in.

“Sierra.”

“Well, Sierra. I have a question for you.”

“Go on…”

“Will you give me control for tonight?” the woman asked, her breath hot against Sierra’s ear as she whispered.

“Okay. I’ll try this little game of yours. But only because you’re hot.”

“Very well. Starting from now, you will follow my rules,” Line started, her tone leaving no room for negotiation. “You won’t speak unless spoken to. You won’t do anything unless I give the order. Do you understand?”

Sierra shrugged, not really caring. “Sure, I guess.”

“The answer I’m looking for is, ‘Yes, Mistress’.”

“Oh, right. Of course. I’m so sorry, Mistress. Yes, Mistress. Kiss my ass and spank me, Mistress.” Sierra’s tone was laced with sarcasm and mocking, and Mistress Line was noticeably displeased.

“If you keep fighting me, you will surely regret it, love,” she threatened, a possessive hand on Sierra’s throat, squeezing slightly.

“And I surely do not give a shit.” Sierra laughed and stood up, pushing against Line’s captivation with surprising strength. “If you want me to play nice, you’ll have to make me.” The challenge in Sierra’s eyes was apparent.

“Very well. If that’s how you want to play it. It’s time to sober you up. Then, you will learn.” Mistress Line gripped Sierra’s wrist, a commanding hold that she was too tipsy to break free of. She dragged her to the bathroom, pushed her into the shower, and turned on the water. “I don’t make empty threats.”

Ice cold.

“FUCK!” Sierra yelled as the cold water bombarded her. She partially sputtered and choked on the water as the relentless jet continued to drench her. “What the fuck is wrong with you?!” The water started sobering her up, and her anger bubbled to the surface. “I don’t know who the fuck you think you are. You think you can drag me in here and tell me what to do like some fucking puppy?”

As the water’s icy stream continued, and Mistress Line stood and watched her struggle, she eventually quietened down.

“Alright, alright,” Sierra sighed, backing against the tiles to avoid as much of the cold water as possible. “I’ll behave. I’ll be good. Just… get me out of here.”

Mistress Line turned the shower off and wrapped a towel around her.

“Good,” the woman said. “Now, let’s get you properly dressed.”

As Sierra shivered and her clothes stuck to her skin, she sighed again.

“Fine,” Sierra said with reluctance, tugging at the towel for warmth.

The enigmatic woman pulled out a leather collar from the drawer, dangling it on her finger.

“This is for you,” she said. Sierra rolled her eyes as she snapped the collar around her neck, the material surprisingly soft. “Now, take off your clothes. I have something else for you to wear.”

Sierra did as she was told and undressed, leaving only the towel covering her body. Mistress Line pulled out a set of black, lacy lingerie with matching stockings and heeled boots.

Sierra looked at her with disbelief, somewhat intrigued by the challenge. “You seriously expect me to wear that?”

“I don’t just expect you to wear it, love. I expect you to own it.”

Sierra groaned, dropped the towel and got dressed, her movements tentative and unsure, the vulnerability creeping up on her like a stranger from behind. The heels were the final piece of the ensemble, and she immediately wobbled as she tried to balance. “Happy now?” she asked, her eyes gleaming with defiance still. “I feel like a fucking sex doll.”

“Now, you’re going to learn what it means to serve me,” Mistress Line said, her voice firm and authoritative. “Kneel.” Sierra obeyed aversely, feeling the cold tiles on her knees. “Good girl. Your submission is a gift. It can be easily taken away if you don’t give it to me willingly. Do you accept?”

Sierra fought with her anger, uttering a reluctant, “Yes, Mistress.” The words felt foreign and weird on her tongue, the collar felt wrong and embarrassing, and the lingerie was humiliating. “What happens now?”

“Did I give you permission to speak?” Mistress Line replied harshly.

Sierra looked up at her, her jaw set, “Please may I speak, Mistress?”

“You may.”

“What happens now?” Sierra asked.

Mistress Line put her foot in front of her. “Tell me you’re sorry.”

Sierra inwardly shivered but kissed her foot. “I’m sorry, Mistress.” Trepidation filled her, but also a hint of something else. Like she wanted this woman’s approval, like it meant something to her. “Can I get up now?”

“No. You’ll stay there until I give you permission to get up.”

“Permission? Really? Like I don’t have free will anymore?”

“Yes, love. Permission. This is what it means to submit to me,” Mistress Line said firmly. “And as I recall, I didn’t give you permission to speak.”

Sierra grunted and stayed on the floor. Head down. Hands behind her back. Vulnerable. Submissive.

Mistress Line raised Sierra’s chin gently, her thumb tracing her bottom lip. “If you want to truly escape from your pain, you must submit to me.”

“What if I’m not ready?” she asked quietly, finally dropping the act.

“I’ll be here to help you, love,” Line assured her, the words softer but still dominant. “All I need you to do is obey. Can you do that for me, Sierra?”

“I-I will try, Mistress.”

“Good girl,” the woman said, smiling. “You may stand.” Sierra struggled to her feet, the heels still unfamiliar. “Follow me.” Mistress Line left the bathroom, and Sierra followed, the shoes making her steps much less confident than usual. She stopped in front of a countertop just opposite the kitchen, a couple of barstools tucked in. “Lay down on the counter.”

Sierra felt a strange sense of anticipation building as she slowly gave up her power and obeyed. Mistress Line placed a pair of handcuffs on top of her stomach, the cold metal sending a jolt through Sierra’s body. She fastened one of them to Sierra’s wrist and the other to one of the barstools.

“You’re going to stay in that position until I’ve eaten,” Line said.

“What are you-” A cold plate was placed on her abdomen, cutting off her thoughts. A fork on her collarbone, a butter knife balanced on her forehead. Sierra fought against every desire to move, but she laid stock-still and flat.

“Tell me, what are your limits?” the woman asked as she put another plate on top of the existing plate, this one filled with food. She took a different set of silverware and began dining.

“I… I don’t have any limits, Mistress,” Sierra answered, keeping still.

“I see,” Line said, swallowing a mouthful. Sierra watched her, her eyes following every bite. “You’re willing to let me do whatever I want to you?”

“I-I guess so, Mistress.” The name still felt odd on her tongue, but it was surprisingly liberating. “You can use me however you want to.”

“As you wish, love. But remember: this is what you wanted.”

A piece of food dropped from Mistress Line’s fork onto Sierra’s stomach, the warmth and texture uncomfortable. Every reflex said to brush it away, move, and get up, but she fought against it.

“Mistress, it’s… it’s really hot on my skin. Please… it hurts.”

Line watched as she controlled her breaths, squirming underneath her.

“Don’t move. No matter what you feel, do not move. If a single piece of cutlery falls because you won’t stay still, I’ll take it as an act of disobedience. And believe me, love, you don’t want that.”

“Please, Mistress… it’s uncomfortable.”

“Your comfort is not my priority, Sierra,” Line said cruelly, ignoring her struggles as she continued to dine like nothing was wrong. “But if you must ask for something, and you do so with respect, I will listen.”

“Please, Mistress. Please can you remove it?” Mistress Line stabbed the food with her fork and ate it, the burning sensation on Sierra’s skin subsiding gradually. A wave of relief washed over her. “Thank you, Mistress.” Her voice had adopted an unintentional gloss of submission.

“You’re being so still for me. Such a good girl.” The praise felt strangely comforting but also disconcerting. “You are a good girl, aren’t you, Sierra?”

Sierra had to fight the urge to curse through gritted teeth.

“… Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Line finished her meal and cleaned up the plates and silverware, finally allowing Sierra to breathe without worrying about dropping something.

She placed a kiss on Sierra’s stomach, trailing a line from her abdomen to the crook of her neck, her teeth grazing the sensitive skin. “You want to please me, don’t you?”

The words fell out as a shocked gasp, “Y-Yes, Mistress.”

The dominant touches continued, and Sierra’s breath hitched when Line tugged her upwards, her breasts pressed against Sierra’s steeled torso, the handcuffs biting into her wrist. Mistress Line claimed her with a kiss, a declaration of ownership.

When she pulled away, she saw the last of Sierra’s defiance fading.

She tangled a hand through Sierra’s rusty hair, pinning her in place.

“You’ll obey my every command. Won’t you?” Line demanded.

“Y-Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl. I think you’re ready for the next step.” Line unlocked the handcuffs, and Sierra sat up on the counter, her legs hanging over the side. She put a velvet blindfold on Sierra, plunging her into darkness and the unknown. “You will feel everything, love. And you will trust me completely.”

Mistress Line held Sierra’s hand and helped her to stand, guiding her to the next room. The uncertainty was exciting but also unbearably tense.

“Where are we going, Mistress?”

“Somewhere where we can get a little more… intimate.”

Sierra stiffened slightly, but she was aroused, excited and ready to explore her limits.

Who knows, Sierra may even grow to like powerlessness.

Maybe the thrill of submission wasn’t such a tough pill to swallow.


Chapter 9: Sierra’s Downfall




Present day.

SIERRA SAT IN THE DRIVER’S SEAT AND STARED AT THE BUILDING IN FRONT OF HER. The building she knew as her personal hell. The nightmarish warehouse that became a full-scale underground operation of mercenaries determined to break people and steal their shit. The building with an underground fight club hidden away from prying eyes. To the outside, it was an abandoned storage facility for wooden pallets and decommissioned vehicles. How wrong they were.

The atrocities here could put Abigail Kernan away for a long time. Left as prey to the wolves she feasted on. She wouldn’t last a day on the other end of the leash.

And who was there on the other end of the burner phone? A voice like serrated glass and a reputation to boot. The one who tore people in half and got paid for the pleasure. The woman who was so good at manipulating she made it a sport.

Sierra’s own blood that felt threatened by her mere existence.

Her fucking sister Abi.

“So lovely to see you came to your senses, sister,” Abi said through the burner phone. This sent a trial of ice along Sierra’s spine, and she clenched her jaw, her sister already revelling at the fact she brought her back here. “Looks like we’re clearing up your mess yet again.”

“What did you do?” Sierra interrogated, observing her surroundings to check for danger. It was far too quiet, the air still and calm. But Sierra’s guard was up, her heckles raised as she prepared for confrontation.

“You recognise the smell of burning asphalt mixed with gasoline, right?” Abi asked. Sierra could imagine that shit-eating smirk on her face. It sickened her. “Hazard a guess.”

“Abi, what did you fucking do!?” Sierra demanded, and she slammed the steering wheel. “I swear, if you’ve harmed a hair on her head, I’ll tear you apart with my own two hands.”

“What did I do?” Abi tutted, pausing for a few seconds before answering, “Let’s say I kicked a puppy.” The laughter that followed chilled Sierra to her core.

Sierra’s blood boiled, and she stepped out of her stolen chariot. Sierra looked around for any signs of her sister, or the pack of wolves that were usually found snarling and hungry nearby.

“Show yourself,” Sierra ordered, her teeth grinding.

She felt a gun pointed behind her, the smell of smoke undeniable from a recently fired barrel. The wielder shoved a hand in her trousers and pulled out Sierra’s poorly concealed firearm. It was like a bulge in her pants where she’d gotten aroused.

She raised her hands in surrender, reluctantly freezing in place.

“Time to count your sins, ‘Mistress’ Sierra,” Abi said, this time the voice came from behind her. Sierra dropped the burner phone, feeling the cold metal pressed against her skull. “Don’t try anything stupid. I’m not above putting a few holes in you if you push my buttons.”

Sierra felt an assertive kick behind her knee, forcing her to the ground.

Kneeling.

In a submissive position.

Not something she was familiar with, and while she could wrestle the assailant and pin them, they’d pull the trigger the second she twitched in the wrong direction. They were skilled like that, these mercenaries.

These bloodthirsty wolves.

“That god complex you spent so long trying to build?” Abi continued, adjusting her grip on the weapon. “It’s ashes now.”

“Elise…” Sierra caught herself saying, and Abi heard it plainly.

“I bet you weren’t saying that when you fucked your pain away.”

The assailant presented themselves, her face a mockery of Sierra’s darkness. Sierra’s teeth bared themselves, and red, heated fury pulsed through her veins as she locked eyes with them. 

“You.”

“It’s always been me, Si.” Sierra threatened to lunge at her, but Abi pointed the muzzle right between her eyes. She wouldn’t hesitate; the glare in her eyes confirmed it. “Lay a finger on me, and everyone finds out that their Mistress is nothing more than a cowardly, mother-fucking murderer.” She landed a blow against Sierra’s jaw with the butt of her own gun. “How many girls would want you after that little truth leaked?”

“Why? She was innocent!” Sierra shouted, spitting blood on the ground. The canines that presented themselves were coated with a film of crimson. Copper mixed with metallic, dirty sweat. “Why…?!” Her aggressive stance dropped as she struggled to accept that Elise may not be in one piece… or still breathing.

It tore a hole in her chest.

“Oh, you poor, love-struck idiot,” Abi said mockingly, her fingers clenching her sister’s jaw. “You caught feelings for the stray.”

“You’re so fucking dead,” Sierra spat, her eyes staring daggers as she attempted to stand. Abi clicked her fingers, signalling two of her men to restrain Sierra. She struggled and elbowed one of them in the stomach, but their armour merely absorbed the blow. “Get your fucking hands off me.”

“You’re exactly where you belong,” Abi stated. “What a good little mutt you are. Coming to heel at my feet. So scared and alone.”

“Fuck you,” Sierra spat again, and Abi backhanded her again as her men tightened their grip on Sierra’s biceps. “I don’t need your dirty, ill-gotten money.”

“Oh? Right, I forgot you’re a bit slow up there.” Abi gestured to her head and made a finger-gun gesture. “Last I checked, the bank of Mistress Sierra Carmilla Kernan is looking pretty empty.”

“That’s impossible.”

Abi adjusted her jacket and flicked the collar. “Not if I cloned your card and used it to surmount a debt so high… even if you fucked twenty virgins a night, you wouldn’t be able to pay it back before you keeled over.”

Sierra shook her head. “You’re bluffing.”

“You punish people for lying to you, sister. Tell me: am I fucking lying?” Abi taunted. Sierra opened her mouth as if to answer, then buttoned her lips. “That’s what I thought.”

Sierra’s glare hardened. “How much is it?”

Abi flicked her tongue over her lips and grinned.

“Four-hundred and ninety-seven…” Abi leant close, the cold heavy metal against Sierra’s skull pressing harder, murmuring the last word, “thousand.”

Sierra was speechless for a while, and Abi drank in every second.

“How…?”

“You put those muscles to good use and earn it back,” Abi said, tangling a hand in Sierra’s hair. “One penny at a time. Until you pay it back, or it kills you.”

“There’s no way in hell!” Sierra said angrily.

“No?” Abi repeated, gesturing for the line of her mercenaries to part, stringing along a very scared, very beaten Elise Hahnfeld. “Not even to save the little bitch you’ve been finger-fucking into submission?”

“Ace…” Sierra caught herself again, and Elise found the concern in her eyes. Elise was gagged, but she was muffling curses at the men who held her. “Let her go. Now.” She felt rage pooling in her stomach, her muscles starting to catch a shot of adrenaline as she fought against her captors harder than ever.

“Mm, I don’t think so. I need insurance that you’ll obey.”

Sierra wrestled away from Abi’s goons, standing to face her sister, ignoring the gun at her head. “You hurt her,” Sierra said, issuing a tone that stung with the most potent poison. “That makes me angry. I hit things when I’m angry.” She grabbed the gun, pushing it even harder against her own skull, goading Abi to shoot. “You’d better hope you have good insurance, because they’ll be picking pieces of you out of the fucking gutters for weeks.”

Abi smiled maniacally. She was counting on that reckless anger. She handed Sierra a debit card, the numbers scratched out. Sierra snatched it.

“The PIN is 1694,” her sister said calmly, ignoring the wildfire consuming her relative. “You can’t withdraw anything, so don’t bother trying.”

1694. Their birthday. It would be ironic if it weren’t so twisted.

“Tomorrow’s the 1st of June, Si,” Abi continued. “Happy birthday.”

Sierra rolled her eyes. “It was seven fucking minutes, Abi.”

“You have until the Summer solstice,” Abi explained, and she unloaded Sierra’s firearm before handing it back to her. Sierra angrily seized it. She didn’t care that it was empty; she pointed it at Abi and pulled the trigger anyway. The silent threat was clear. “Careful, Si. You’ll end up scaring away your clientele.”

Twenty days to pay back a debt of $497,000. It was impossible.

Abi was counting on that.

Sierra snapped and lunged at Abi with a guttural scream, tackling her until she kissed the ground. Her fists found her jaw, the mocking grin that taunted her to attack. She managed to land several blows before the mercenaries broke them apart, holding her with renewed strength.

As they instinctively raised their guns, Abi signalled them to stand down, wiping the blood from her nose. She found it entertaining, how easily she could push Sierra’s buttons.

“Happy hunting, sister.” The raven-haired woman turned her back on Sierra and entered the warehouse, the pack of wolves following behind with firearms and blunt weapons cradled. As the door opened, the smell of antiques, bleach, and dirty, filthy coins leaked out.

Abi’s men pushed Elise away before they followed their leader’s path, towards Sierra who caught her fall. “Easy, there. I’ve got you,” Sierra said softly. Elise pushed her away. “It’s okay. I’m not going to hurt you.” Sierra removed the gag from her mouth, a gentle hand on her arm. “What did they do to you?”

“Don’t…. just don’t.” Elise stepped backwards, covering her shame, wincing at the pain. She was trembling. Cold. Afraid. “You... you…”

“Hey. It’s okay,” Sierra tried again, reaching for Elise’s hand. “It’s just me, Elise. You’re safe.”

The blonde snapped it away and shoved her back.

“Don’t fucking touch me,” Elise growled, her voice cracking as she tried to reprimand Sierra. Dried blood stained under her nose, her clothes torn, her hair tangled and greasy. “I don’t want you, or your poison, anywhere near me.”

Sierra approached again, cautiously closing the distance.

“I understand you’re upset. And I’m sorry. But I need you to-”

“You don’t need me,” Elise started, an accusatory finger waving near Sierra, “you were only using me as stress relief. You needed something to play with. Then you discarded me when you got bored! Don’t pretend like it was ever going to be anything more. It was in fucking black and white. I was a thing for you to break.”

“You have nothing to go back to,” Sierra said, her tone harsher than she’d anticipated. “Now I don’t either. We’re both fucked!”

“Lucky me,” Elise groaned, her voice laced with the hurt of betrayal. The kind of pain that comes with broken trust. “I can’t believe I ever thought you’d help me.”

“You’d be dead without me.”

The truth cuts deeper than a blade. It doesn’t play fair, either.

“Yeah? Well, if that’s what you want, why wait?” Elise taunted her, arms outstretched as she circled Sierra. Hounding her to hit her again. “Hit me again. You know you want to.”

Sierra attempted to control her rising temper, a palm running down her face as she maintained a cool head. “That’s not what I meant, Elise. Fuck’s sake. Just listen to me.”

“I’m done,” Elise said with a finality that broke her, “Rip up the contract. Burn it. Shove it up your ass. I don’t care. Just stay the hell away from me.”

She turned her back on Sierra and began walking away, kicking the loose crumbs of the pavement.

“Don’t you dare walk away from me,” Sierra called after her.

Elise stopped and pivoted.

“Or else what? You’ll punish me?” Elise laughed, pointing a finger-gun gesture at her own skull, “Shoot me?”

“No,” Sierra said, shaking her head. “You won’t survive on your own.”

“Don’t pretend you know anything about me. Fuck you.”

Sierra approached Elise, her hand throbbing as she clenched it so hard her nails dug into her flesh. She held Elise’s wrists and thrust her hips towards her, frustration filling both women with a crossroad of anger and longing desire.

“You’re hot when you’re angry,” Sierra said, smirking. “Remember, I can read your body,” she shoved a knee between Elise’s thighs, her tone dropping to a seductive coo, “and it’s telling me a very different story.”

Elise’s nipples hardened, her pussy heated, raw and begging. Sierra felt the same sensations, though hers wanted to claim rather than be fucked within an inch of her life to the point where she wouldn’t be able to walk properly for days after.

“I hate that you do this to me,” Elise said, breathless.

Sierra traced her jawline with a thumb, stroking her cheek as she held Elise’s jaw. “Do you have something you’d like to say to me?”

“I... I hate you.”

“Oh, Elise. You’re such a bad liar,” Sierra teased, her thumb pulling Elise’s bottom lip down, “and you know what I do to liars.” Sierra chuckled darkly, a hand tangling itself in the blonde waves.

Sierra silenced her protests by crashing her lips onto hers, and once again Elise found that familiar sensation of a fist tugging on her hair. She pinned her to the wall outside and held her there, a hand on either side of her arms, a look of famine in her eyes.

“Are you going to be a good girl and accept your punishment?” Sierra asked, her lips brushing against Elise’s, the words a sensation of desire.

“I might need convincing.”

Sierra nonchalantly raised the feisty blonde’s chin.

“Careful what you wish for. I can be very convincing.”

They interlocked lips again, and this time, Elise reciprocated the motion. Passionate and angry, full of hate and possession. Desire and betrayal. Lies and pain.

Safety and blood-curdling need.

Sierra pulled away, smiling, undressing Elise with just one look. Elise pinned Sierra instead, now captivating her with her own unique blend of touches, kisses, passion and hatred. Their roles reversed. Contrary to her confidence, Elise was inexperienced. Sierra picked her up and wrapped Elise’s legs around her, using the wall as a platform to lean against as she delved her knee higher and harder into the gap between Elise’s thighs and proceeded to eat the second course.

It made Elise wince, but it only made them both hungrier.

Elise dug her nails into Sierra’s shoulders, leaving marks and moans as she held on.

Sierra thrust her hips, keeping Elise tight to her, and marked her neck with a nip before latching back onto her lips. Elise tangled her fingers into Sierra’s hair, feeling each prickly stub and soft strand, while the other hand found its way onto Sierra’s muscular torso, which protruded rivulets of sweat and sticky sandalwood-infused fragrance.

Sierra put her down, wrestled with the shirt that was practically stuck to her skin until she was in familiar sporty lingerie. Elise pulled away slightly, removing her torn, raggedy shirt before unbuckling Sierra’s belt. She delved a hand into her boxers, squeezing between her thighs, her clit barely managing to contain the waterfall that was flooding between her fingers.

Sierra started to moan, as did Elise, head cocked upwards, as they both came close to claiming an orgasm.

Sierra pulled away again, sticking a finger underneath Elise’s trousers and resting it there, baiting her fingers to slip inside and put an end to the foreplay. But Elise had already gained the advantage as she pushed her Mistress to breaking point.

They collided harder than ever and flung themselves against the wall.

Then Sierra pulled away, put a gentle hand on the back of Elise’s neck, and pulled their heads together one final time. Tongue and saliva mixed inside like a concoction of bile and sweat, roses and pomegranates, wood and floral. Fruity and savoury. They practically cleaned the crumbs off each other’s lips.

They broke the kiss, staring at each other, breath hot and heavy.

“I hate that I want you,” Elise uttered, gasping.

“You hate me?” Sierra challenged, pinning her with a dominant hand, her fingers probing Elise’s clit as her walls tightened. “That’s cute. Tell me again how much you hate me, and I’ll remind you why you’re wrong.”

Elise’s eyes glazed over, and Sierra silenced the climax with her palm.

Sierra leaned in, her voice a velvet caress, “Tell me how much you hate me, Elise.”

It was an order that beckoned to be obeyed. Elise’s fight was leaving her body as she screamed into her Mistress’s hand, her body falling against the steely abdomen of her dominator.

“I… I hate you.”

Sierra’s hand claimed her throat, causing a gasp.

“Keep lying to me. It just makes this so much more… pleasurable.”

Sierra guided Elise’s hands to feel her body. To explore her.

“I… I…”

“Now,” Sierra whispered as she pinned her to the wall again, her palm once again silencing the noises from Elise’s trembling lips, “are you going to be a good girl for me?”

Elise’s breath caught up with her, and she nodded.

“… Yes, Mistress.”

∞∞∞

They embarked back in Elise’s car once things had cooled down and headed back to the apartment, expecting to see it burnt to cinders and ransacked. But to Sierra’s surprise, it was still standing. Apart from a few broken vases, shattered glass and the aftermath of her own rage, everything was as she left it.

They had one target when they came to her apartment:

Elise.

That also meant that her sister was bluffing.

Sierra pulled out her phone, hoping, praying that this was a bluff, too. She checked her bank account and felt her heart skip a beat as she shook her head at the screen, not wanting to believe her eyes. Hoping she was misreading, that it was a typo, a technical glitch…

Sierra Carmilla Kernan: $0.00

It wasn’t a fucking bluff.


Chapter 10: Lady Luck




June 1st. Day one. Debt remaining: $497,000.

SIERRA CRASHED ON THE SOFA AS SOON AS SHE GOT HOME. Elise dozed off next to her, though she found herself using Sierra’s breast as a pillow on more than one occasion. Currently, they were entangled, Elise lying against Sierra’s chest with a strong arm as an anchor around her waist.

Sierra ran a palm down her face as she sat up, nudging Elise awake.

“Come on. Time to get up,” Sierra drawled.

“Ten more minutes,” Elise said tiredly, snuggling up to Sierra’s arm.

Sierra peeled Elise’s hands off her. As much as she wished she could stay cocooned and comfortable, the unmistakable weight of the debt was bearing down on her like a ton of bricks.

“We haven’t got time for that, Elise. Up.” With surprising strength, she pulled Elise up and straddled her. “We have a big day ahead,” Sierra said, kissing her, brushing her chin with a tease before pulling away. The distance between them was brief, the tension a living presence. “And I expect you on your best behaviour.”

Sierra pushed off the sofa and put her trousers on. Techno-military with chains and a belt married with a grey t-shirt she’d tucked halfway in.

“Get dressed. I’ve picked out something comfortable for you to wear,” Sierra said, picking out and throwing an outfit towards Elise. “You can borrow these for today.”

Elise stretched, finding a blanket on top of her in the shape of one of Sierra’s flannel shirts. It was that or stark naked. And while Sierra wouldn’t mind, it wasn’t considered acceptable attire to wear outdoors. They’d have to go out eventually. The plan was to hole up here and think of money-making schemes. But ultimately, it would come down to grit and perseverance.

It'd be a long, draining, harsh and laborious road.

The car was a rust bucket sitting on half a diesel tank. The food in the cupboards and fridge had already dwindled past comfortable levels. Even if Sierra wanted to take clients, she’d have to kick Elise out… or let her watch as a third wheel. Maybe she’d start freelancing, run a barbershop from her back room. She could take on more clients and let Elise’s jealousy manifest.

She could… but none of these side hustles would be fair to Elise.

The woman who’s depending on her. For everything. Their fates were now interconnected. Both women facing financial and professional ruin.

But Abi cut her off in that regard, too. She ran a bot that flooded thousands of one-star reviews, tarnishing her reputation as a Mistress. One by one, they all rescinded their contracts, opting to stuff their money into other people’s pockets.

No income coming in. Starting at zero.

Rent was due on the apartment, and Sierra had just enough cash in the safe to cover it for this month. She’d use the money towards the debt, but the thought of leaving the life she’d built made her shudder.

Abi knew where she was, of course, but she was confident they’d be left to struggle on their own. After all, what would her sister hope to gain for making Sierra homeless when she had just shy of five hundred grand to repay?

Sierra had started pawning off some of her belongings – an old necklace that was a gift from a previous client, a spare mobile phone that she’d outgrown, a box of designer trainers that’d been sitting there collecting dust, and the remains of the sex toys she’d used once, cleaned, and put back in the packaging. Online auctions, deals to local men with weird fantasies. The money had to be wired straight to the card carrying the debt. Sierra had a card reader that made that kind of transaction possible.

The total sum of those sales, after fees, was $1,358. A respectable start, but nowhere near the grand total. And that was with everything she could afford to sell.

Elise was relying on Sierra to keep them both afloat.

“Tell me. What big plans do you have in store?” Elise asked tiredly, rubbing her eyes. She caught sight of the scene out the window, the sunrise casting a glow in the apartment. “Why is it so early?”

“Time doesn’t wait. And neither do I.” Sierra approached, taking in Elise’s dreary form. She picked up the clothes and firmly stuffed them into Elise’s hands. “You have until the count of ten to get those clothes on, or I’ll take it as an act of defiance. And trust me, Elise, you don’t want that.” Sierra adjusted her posture, arms folded, towering over Elise. “One… Two… Three…”

Elise’s eyes widened, and she dressed in a rush. The number reached ‘ten’ just as she fastened the last button of the plaid shirt. She stood there, flattening the wrinkles, an involuntary shiver cascading over her.

“You’re lucky,” Sierra said, adjusting the collar of the shirt, her fingers tracing patterns on the sensitive skin of Elise’s neck. “One more second and we could’ve been having a very different conversation.”

“I-I thought you were joking,” Elise replied, her hands falling to rest at her side.

Sierra’s smile showcased her sharp canines, the threat and tinge of predatory hunger present. Then her lips fell into a flat, cold line, her tone stiff as she stroked Elise’s hair. “When I give an order, it isn’t a joke. It’s a command. And my commands are not optional.”

“Of course. I…” Elise struggled, her eyes finding Sierra’s hypnotising but disappointed hazel orbs. Sierra’s hand got a little rougher, tugging at a lock she’d been twirling. “Th-They’re not funny. Not funny at all.”

“Kneel,” Sierra ordered, the command impossible to ignore. Elise obeyed without cycling a breath, her heart pounding in her ears. “No talking. No moving.” Sierra tugged her head upward. “Keep your eyes on me. I’ll give you the release command when you’ve learned your lesson. Until then, I want those pretty eyes on me and your mouth shut.”

Elise nodded, her gaze faltering but landing on Sierra.

Satisfied, Sierra pulled out her phone and began checking her emails, her peripheral vision closely watching Elise.




SALES@MYWILDFKFANTASY

Your item, NEW IN BOX PINK DOMM VIBR@TOR HOT ITEM has sold.

NETMONEYTRANSFER: SUCCESSFUL

Sierra Carmilla Kernan, your account has been credited with $1,358.

MAXWELL, MAY

Sierra,

I’m afraid that I will no longer be attending our sessions.

It’s not you. Actually… it is you.

I wish you all the best with future endeavours.

Regards, M.

UNKNOWN@MYWILDFKFANTASY

Can you sell me pictures of your vagina?

UNKNOWN@MYWILDFKFANTASY

Hi :) If you send me hot nudes I’ll wire you 10k.




Disgusting, Sierra mused to herself, the discomfort worsening the longer she scrolled. Don’t these perverts have anything better to do?

Sierra wasn’t about to stoop to that level. Though the thought occurred to her… it’d be quick money; nobody would know they belonged to her. Still, it violated every shred of common decency she still maintained. It was a last resort at best.

She put the phone on the coffee table and contemplated her options.

Elise’s eyes were still locked tightly on her as she paced.

“Mistress, I-”

Sierra immediately snapped to the voice.

“No talking, Elise,” she said, the warning evident.

As Elise reluctantly stared at her, Sierra’s mind was cooking up schemes. Ways to make money. Fruitful businesses and side hustles that’d make them a lot of money in a short time.

It didn’t exactly have to be… legal.

There was the underground fight club where people could bet on her. But she was out of practice and likely to get hurt. And a lot of people said she had a punchable face. She wasn’t exactly a welcomed sight, after putting a good number of the regulars in the hospital when she was in her prime, depressive episode.

There was a casino a short drive away, but that’s always up for Lady Luck to decide. It could be fruitful, or she could end up in the negatives. She didn’t tend to gamble, but that didn’t mean she wouldn’t get carried away… or distracted.

Then there was the club, selling her body and performing with poles. Humiliating, far too many sweaty and horny men with giant cocks, and not enough tips ever made it into her pockets to make it worth the effort. But the seldom few stupidly rich assholes that frequented could quickly shower her with gold. Could she get drunk enough to sell her soul and end up reaping the rewards?

There was also repo work, contracts and mercenary jobs. But that wouldn’t fly with Abi, she’d sniff her out on her territory, plus it was morally wrong on all levels. It’d be like she was the one kicking down Elise’s door and robbing her blind. Maybe Abi would see things with a fairer lens if Sierra put her muscles to work as one of her wolves. Would she come grovelling to the woman who put her in this dire position?

She could satiate the perverts and send lude photos of herself…

No. She couldn’t even contemplate the idea.

“Do you have any ideas?” Sierra asked abruptly. “Any money-making schemes come to mind?” Elise was taken aback. She was still waiting for the release command. “You can get up now, Elise. Freedom.”

Elise rose, her knees sore and aching. “You want me to think?”

“I’ll entertain it,” Sierra smirked, poised to listen. “What have you got for me?”

“Well…” Elise started, her thoughts taking shape as the figurative wheels in her brain churned, “… You’re good with your hands?”

“That’s more of an observation,” Sierra said. “But yes, I suppose my hands are good in other circumstances, not just as a Mistress.” She pulled Elise close, her fingers tracing a line along her cheekbones. “What should I do with my hands? Do you want to feel them on you? Or do you want me to use them to make us money?”

Before Sierra had the time to drink in Elise’s panic, her phone pinged.




NETMONEYTRANSFER

Abigail Kernan has sent you $100.00

Reference: Happy birthday




Sierra huffed, chucking the phone back down on the coffee table.

The pathetic irony wasn’t lost on her.

“Well, my sister has just given me an excuse to get Royally fucked,” Sierra said, her mood shifted as she pulled Elise closer by the collar of her shirt, her morning breath piercing through the veil. “But remember, Elise… even when we’re out in public, I’m in charge.”

A glint was in Sierra’s eyes, and she dragged Elise to the bedroom.

Sierra donned a white dress shirt, an asphalt-coloured waistcoat, a solid black tie, her techno-military trousers, and plain ankle boots. For the first time – and the wet noodles that stuck to her face after she came in the shower didn’t count – Sierra’s hair was down.

Elise caught herself ogling her.

She had never seen Sierra with her hair down.

Never seen her in a suit, never seen her muscles covered up.

It made her tingle. It was impossible to control her awakening.

She’d struggle to get that mental image out of her head, she’d see her in her dreams and masturbate about it, that was almost a guarantee. How she had the audacity to look this attractive was beyond her.

She had fantasies that got her hot and bothered, throbbing and excited. Visions of grabbing the perfectly tucked tie, ripping off her shirt, tracing her abs, strangling her thighs with the biker chains that hung from her trousers, and rawing her until she-

“You’re staring again,” Sierra broke through her fantasy. Sierra was standing by the doorframe, looking criminally sexy as she adjusted the tie tucked neatly into the waistcoat. “Does seeing me in a suit do things to you?” She smiled as Elise’s body answered for her. “Does it awaken your primal urges to see me this way?”

“I, um,” Elise coughed and recovered. Scarcely. “You scrub up well.” Elise had a stupid grin that she couldn’t wipe off. Sierra smirked, cocky and alluring. “What’s the occasion?”

“It’s like you said, Ace,” Sierra started saying, her tone silky and suggestive, putting her hands around the blonde’s waist before spinning her, “I’m very good with my hands.”  Sierra gestured to the black sequined dress laid out on the bed. “Will you let me help you into this, darling?”

Elise’s breath hitched as she nodded, undressing with Sierra’s help.

Once the garment was in place, she zipped it up. Sierra tapped her thigh and felt a possessive hunger flicker in her stomach as Elise placed her foot up, allowing Sierra to help her into a pair of jaw-dropping heels.

“Will you make an effort for me?” Sierra asked, her hand finding the inside sensitivity of Elise’s thigh underneath the dress. “Will you be the fierce, breathtaking woman I know you are?” Elise’s pulse raced as Sierra’s lips left a trail of fire up her leg. “Are you ready to be mine?”

“I… I will,” Elise breathed, “… to please you, Mistress.”

“Don’t just do it for me, Elise,” Sierra said. “Do it for yourself.”

Elise nodded and left for the bathroom, ready to serve.

Her makeup would be flawless. Her hair tousled to accentuate the curls. Every fold would complement their bodies. Every step they’d take in that casino would leave people glowering for all the right reasons.

∞∞∞

The pair pulled up outside the casino, Elise on Sierra’s arm like a celebrity plus-one. They both scrubbed up exceptionally well. Sierra would make her pay for it later. During the drive, Sierra kept her presence known by rubbing Elise’s thigh.

Worshipping her passenger princess.

Elise was feeling like royalty. The pair sashayed the distance from the parking bay, Sierra’s arm around her waist like they were walking the red carpet together. Ready to pose for the paparazzi.

They were both avoiding the urge to ram the other against a wall.

Barely.

Sierra rolled up her sleeves, cuffing them just before the elbow.

Elise popped her leg out of the slit of the dress, a show of skin she’d never usually be comfortable with. But with Sierra… she felt seen.

She felt more comfortable in her own skin than she had in years.

The casino entrance beckoned them, the neon lights and signs flooding the street with fluorescent colours. Casting reflections of blue and pink hues across their features.

“Ready?” Sierra asked with a gentle pressure on Elise’s waist.

“Ready,” Elise said, turning to face her. “I trust you.”

“Good girl,” Sierra said, placing a gentle kiss on Elise’s forehead, her hand resting on her sub’s beating heart, “Your trust means everything to me.” Elise put her hand over Sierra’s, the warmth grounding her.

Elise looked down at their hands. “I… I feel so safe with you.”

“That’s exactly how you should feel when you’re with me,” Sierra said sweetly, raising her chin. “Now, let’s go make some money, hm?”

“Okay. I’ll follow your lead.”

“Good,” Sierra said with a smirk, “Because I’m the one calling the shots. And I might even throw in a few surprises to keep you entertained.”

The plan was simple: turn her sister’s thoughtful Birthday donation into a small fortune. Or at least a stepping stone towards being debt-free.

As they entered, jackpot-hitting slot machines and conversation buzzed throughout the building. The smell of expensive liquors mixed with floral perfumes and bad decisions brought a smug grin to Sierra’s face.

They immediately caught the attention of one of the glammed women holding a tray of drinks. She paused, offering whisky on the rocks and prosecco to the guests.

“Something to wet your palette, ladies?” the woman asked.

“Don’t mind if I do,” Sierra said. She took the whisky and downed it like a shot, crunching the ice cubes at the end to give her tongue something to suck that wasn’t Elise’s tight-knit vagina. “Thanks. I needed that.”

“And you, Miss?” the woman persisted, watching Elise’s hesitance.

“Oh. Yes. Thank you,” Elise replied politely, taking a slim glass of prosecco. She knocked it back, placing the glass on the server’s tray before smiling. “Thank you.”

“It’s my pleasure, Miss,” the woman said with a wink before continuing her rounds.

Sierra clocked a man looking at them from the top of the stairs, leaning against the railing. He had slicked brown hair and a perfectly groomed beard and wore a tweed suit. She narrowed her eyes but kept walking, suspicions slightly heightened.

The man watched the pair closely as they approached the Blackjack counter and sat. Elise wasn’t experienced with cards – except when she picked them up – so she let Sierra partake in the gambling.

Sierra was used to playing games. Her own, or other people’s.

Especially tightly wound, rebellious submissives.

“Feeling lucky, ladies?” The dealer asked, smiling at them. He had a perfectly pressed tuxedo and a curled moustache that complimented the skin-faded hairstyle. He was shuffling the cards expertly, spreading them out, flicking them and catching them with ease. He made Sierra’s earlier display pale by comparison. It was showboating at best, but Sierra was ready to play.

Sierra snuck a hand under the table, a dominant hand on Elise’s thigh, exploring the slit of the dress. Elise tried her best to maintain composure.

“I’ll be playing,” Sierra said, crossing her legs. “What’s the buy-in?”

“First round’s on the house,” the dealer replied, and Sierra glanced up at the man in the tweed suit who raised his glass towards her. “The game is Blackjack. The goal is to get as close to twenty-one as possible. Have you played before?”

“I’m familiar.”

The dealer’s eyes flitted from Elise back to the player. “Then I won’t bore you with the details, Miss.”

“Deal me in,” Sierra said, and she knocked on the table, gesturing for Elise to ‘watch and learn’. To test her sub’s obedience, she started getting more suggestive with her touches, enjoying the squirming as Elise fought against every inhibition to moan. “Don’t worry about my girl. She’s not the type to count cards.”

Hearing those words made Elise’s cheeks flush. Sierra’s girl. It had a good ring to it, and it felt… incredible.

The man guffawed and placed one card face up in front of Sierra, and one face down in front of himself. Sierra glanced at them and kept her face unreadable, her lips flat.

She had the eight of hearts.

Sierra motioned, “Hit.”

Sierra swiped another drink from a passing waitress’s tray and finished it, gesturing to the waitress that she was grateful before taking another and knocking it back even quicker. She swiped another glass of prosecco for Elise and offered it to her. The blonde didn’t refuse the glass but tentatively sipped it instead of guzzling it in one go.

After that, the waitress continued her rounds.

The dealer issued her another card; his next one was also face up.

She had the seven of clubs. Another card would be risky. The dealer had the jack of diamonds, already a strong start. He was giving nothing away. The casino chips on the table were begging to come home with her.

She needed him to bust.

“Hit.”

The three of clubs. Incredibly lucky.

Sierra waved her hand, “Stand.”

“The lady stands with a total of eighteen,” he said.

Elise almost choked on her drink after Sierra’s discreet digits traced the outline of her panties.

He flipped over the first card in front of him. An Ace of Spades. Sierra felt a cocky smirk forming, but Elise elbowed her as if to say, ‘Don’t say anything, just keep playing’. The unwanted touch was met with a hardened glare, and she withdrew her venturing hand.

Spoilsport.

One, or eleven. The dealer’s total was twenty-one. Sierra’s free round was over. The next one she’d have to bet on.

“The dealer gets Blackjack,” the dealer announced with a flair.

“God damn it,” Sierra said.

Beginner’s luck.

She needed a win.

“Shall we go again?” He’d already started shuffling the cards.

“Fine,” she said, unbuckling an expensive-looking watch from her wrist and tossing it on the table. “It’s valued at $200. I’ve had it appraised.” He recognised the brand and wouldn’t deny its authenticity – a fake was easy to spot a mile away.

“The bet is placed at $200,” the dealer said, placing the equivalent number of chips on his side. Once again, he dealt the cards out—one to her, one to him. Elise could see sweat forming on her brow. She needed this win, or they’d be in the negatives before they started.

She had the nine of spades this time.

Once again, Sierra motioned, “Hit.”

Queen of diamonds. She waved her hand and gestured, ‘Stand’.

“The lady stands with nineteen,” the man stated.

His next card was the five of hearts.

He turned over the other card. King of clubs.

He flipped over another card, his total at fifteen.

Ace of hearts. Now sixteen, or twenty-six.

His cocky smirk had disappeared now. He turned over the next card.

Six of clubs.

The bastard had bust.

“The lady wins,” he said, collecting the cards. He pushed the chips towards Sierra: her original bet, and fifty percent more for winning. $300 in casino chips stood before her, and Sierra knew it was better to quit before she did something she regretted.

“I’m good,” she said, getting up and guiding Elise to her feet.

“Well played, Miss,” the dealer said. She left him to shuffle his cards.

Sierra eyed up the roulette table next. It was risky, but she could double her winnings.

“Are you sure?” Elise asked, pulling at Sierra’s arm before they sat.

“Lady Luck is smiling on me, Ace. Trust me,” Sierra said, stroking her cheek. Sierra would make her pay for looking that good; that much was a guarantee. Later, though. First, she needed to focus on the ball that would ultimately decide if she would have a good Birthday or a shitty one.

“Care to take your chances on the wheel?” The casino worker asked, smiling. This one was harder to ignore because she was exactly Sierra’s type. She had gorgeous tits and a thigh gap that wouldn’t quit. She had a tight, velvety slick updo that Sierra could unravel as she fucked her so hard the wheel would break off its hinges and-

She shook her head. Not the time for these kinds of thoughts.

She’d take her chances with the broad running the wheel…

If she didn’t have company. And a debt to repay.

Damn it, Si.

“I’ll bite,” Sierra said, leaning against the table, her body practically being offered to the worker, hoping she’d unravel and rig the game in her favour. Instead, she flexed the ball between her fingers, smiling at Sierra. She was immune to the Mistress’s charms, and that only made her thighs more slick. She loved it when they played hard to get. The thrill of the chase. Wanting what you can’t have. “Three hundred on red.”

“Right you are, Miss,” the woman said, and she eyed the chips Sierra pushed towards her. “Let’s hope luck is with you, baby.”

Don’t. Don’t think about it. Don’t think about her. Stop it.

Elise could tell she was horny because she felt it too, watching Sierra’s muscles bulging through the dress shirt, the waistcoat practically aching to be thrown on the floor. She’d tangle her fingers in Sierra’s hair and whisper sweet nothings between moans while they kissed so hard, she’d leave marks tomorrow.

They were both so full of want for each other that the woman behind the table wasn’t sure whether to join them for a threesome after hours or report them to security for eye-fucking each other.

Sierra wanted a one-night stand with the hostess, and Elise wanted her.

The temptress in the tuxedo spun the wheel, and Sierra watched intently as the ball bounced from red to black, odd to even, and finally rested.

Red.

“Red it is,” the woman said, pushing Sierra’s winnings – the original bet doubled - towards her. “Shall we go again?” Her voice, the accent, it threatened to make Sierra come undone and forget all about Elise, even if it would be a mistake. They weren’t a thing, not officially. It wouldn’t be cheating. What they had was an arrangement, not a relationship.

No strings.

She’d fuck this casino bimbo so hard she’d be pulling poker chips out of her ass for weeks, that’s if she was able to stand. Which she wouldn’t, because she’d thrust so hard into her, pin her against the table with everyone watching and make her moan so loud the passersby would file a noise complaint. If she didn’t take this woman out the back and bend her down until she was on her knees and begging for it, she’d surely crumble under the rising pressure in her clit.

It was driving her insane.

Sierra was driving Elise insane, too.

Looking as good as she did, her hair perfectly framing her face and dropping over her shoulders like she’d got it professionally styled. The tie that was tucked into the waistcoat. The shirt that showed all the curves of her biceps, her abs, the way her lips curled when she was cocky that she was winning.

She couldn’t take her eyes off her, and Sierra couldn’t stop looking at the casino worker’s breasts. Plump, perfectly smooth lips. Chestnut eyes. The strands of hair that were so carefully untucked from the updo it was criminal.

“Double or nothing,” Sierra said. “If I win, I get your number.”

She couldn’t stop herself. Elise was taken aback but also not surprised. After all, who wouldn’t want a piece of that cake?

They hadn’t committed to anything.

It was a bit of fun. It didn’t mean anything.

Did it?

“Oh, is that a side bet?” the woman asked, flirting back. Sierra suspected the woman was straight, but she also didn’t care. She’d fuck her until they both passed out, and that was a promise. “I think you’d better focus on the game.”

Game knows game, and Sierra was going to win.

She pushed the $600 of chips towards the woman, who smiled in receipt. It was the most perfect white, sweet, innocent smile she’d ever seen. Sierra was frenzied, though her face didn’t show it, and Elise couldn’t help but find herself flustered again.

Sierra looked up, finding the man in the tweed suit now talking on the phone, narrowly avoiding her gaze. Suspicious.

“Double or nothing,” the woman said, Sierra’s focus immediately snapping back to her. The dealer’s accent once again ripped through Sierra like a sheet of paper. “Does Lady Luck smile on you, Miss? Let’s find out...” I’ll tear into you and eat you like a fucking salad, Sierra’s intrusive thoughts continued. “Red or black?”

“Red.” Like the scars I’ll be marking on your skin later.

The woman smiled and spun the wheel again, and Sierra focused her attention on the ball. It pinged and bounced and vibrated against the wooden base.

Red, black, red, black… pausing, bouncing one final time.

Red.

Incredibly fucking lucky.

“Looks like your lucky day, baby,” the temptress said, and she slid the winnings to Sierra with a wink.

Twelve hundred. Respectable.

Sierra slipped past Elise and put her hand on the dealer’s.

It was so soft and warm.

Elise felt a pool of jealousy filling her stomach as she watched.

“It’s my Birthday,” Sierra said, scraping her fingers over the hand.

“Oh, a Birthday girl. No wonder you’re so lucky,” she said softly.

Sierra couldn’t contain herself any longer.

She grabbed the collars of the worker’s tuxedo and thrust her hips towards her, her eyes darting from breast to lips to eyes in quick succession. The woman immediately kissed back, and Sierra threw her against the table, cocking her head up as they locked lips. She slipped a finger under her perfectly taut bowtie and unravelled it, wrapping it around her hand, pulling them closer. Their lips interlocked, and Sierra’s hands delved into the tuxedo, prising it apart.

She pulled it off, and the woman’s perfect presentation unwound.

Sierra slammed her against the table, sending chips flying everywhere, and gave her a show she wouldn’t forget. She raked her fingers down her chest, down to her stomach, and into her pants. One finger trespassed into the openings of her thigh, and she bent the woman over the lining of the green velvet, flicking and curling until she felt a moan escaping. She silenced her with a palm over her mouth, claiming her neck in unison, nipping at it, clawing her nails down her back.

She left the woman panting as she adjusted herself, fulfilled.

… But Sierra’s mind was playing tricks on her.

She hadn’t just fucked this woman within an inch of her life.

She was still standing there, at the table, fully clothed.

Disappointing.

“I think you’ve had enough,” Elise said, snapping her Mistress out of the delusion. She helped Sierra to her feet, offering a shoulder of support as she wrapped an arm around her. “We’ll be leaving. I think my… friend? … has had one too many.” She stumbled over the words.

Friend? Elise knew that was a filthy lie.

She didn’t know what they were, exactly. But they weren’t friends.

If Sierra was lucid enough, she’d be feeling the repercussions.

The tuxedo the dealer donned was still perfect, with no sign of dishevel in the woman’s appearance. Despite her hallucinations, Sierra’s attire was still flawless and dapper.

Sierra shook her head, confused, her head spinning as her vision became tunnelled. It was all a fucking illusion. Elise hadn’t just seen her raw-dog this bitch into next week because it never fucking happened.

Elise cut her off, exchanged their chips for cash, and escorted Sierra outside before she hurled on the cobbles, sweating. She’d pushed herself far too hard and drank far too much, but it was a mediocre success.

Sierra fell too easily into old habits.

Elise had to be the responsible one, for once. Even though she wasn’t exactly sober either. She helped Sierra into the passenger seat and the journey was mostly silent, save for a few slurred mumbles and snores.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” Sierra said, her mouth spurting truths without a filter. “And I’m so fucking hot. We’re made for each other. You’re the brandy to my butter. I’m the… ice to your cocktail. Isn’t that funny? Cock. Tail. Because I’m a lesbian. And we’re….” Sierra pulled the tie out of her waistcoat, wrapping it around her hand, laughing at her own insinuation. “Fisting.”

Elise rolled her eyes but found herself giggling at the silliness.

“How can you be so alluring and such an asshole?” Elise asked herself more than anything. As she watched the party-girl persona of her Mistress take hold, she felt herself rethinking all her life decisions.

Nonetheless, that didn’t mean she regretted them.

In fact… she’d never felt more alive.

∞∞∞

Back home, Sierra hurriedly found the card reader and transferred their winnings before she did something stupid. Once it was in the account, it wasn’t coming back out.




NETMONEYTRANSFER: SUCCESSFUL

Sierra Carmilla Kernan, your account has been credited with $1,200.

Your closing balance is $2,558.




Then she passed out, likely dreaming about the woman in the tuxedo.

But Elise had ideas of her own.

Despite Sierra’s orders, she’d been thinking.

And that was a dangerous game indeed.


Chapter 11: Sorry




June 2nd. Day two. Debt remaining: $494,442.

ELISE HAD FOUND SIERRA’S PHONE UNLOCKED. Curiosity got the better of her. She looked at the weird app Sierra had been selling on, the messages of creeps and weirdos asking for inappropriate pictures and paying handsomely for the pleasure. Rich assholes and desperate basement dwellers who got off on the sights and smells of a woman’s body.

Elise considered it when she saw how much they’d pay. Sierra would never know. She’d feel the violation in her very core, but it’d pay off a decent chunk of the debt.

How much was her body – her dignity – worth?

Did it have a price?

With trepidation, she took the phone in the bedroom and pulled down her knickers, lifting the dress, positioning the phone in just the right angle. She took the picture and closed her eyes as she saw the inside of herself more vividly than she’d ever wanted to.

These were the kind of pictures that should be reserved for a lover.

Not a pervert on the internet.

She was about to delete it. She should have.

But she sent it and felt sick afterwards. Retched. Felt the vomit form in her throat. A wave of ice prickled her spine, causing her to shiver in disgust.

It was stupid. Stupid and reckless.

Sierra would find out. Of course, she would. She wouldn’t be able to hide this. What was she thinking? She wasn’t thinking. Desperation took over. Desperation named its price, and it was Elise’s dignity.

Those pictures could be anywhere. Used for anything. Appear on flyers and adverts and used to blackmail her. It could be all over the internet and social media, sent to thousands of individuals.

And all of them would know Elise Hahnfeld was a dirty little slut.

So fucking stupid, Elise bombarded herself, So. Fucking. Stupid.

Not even two minutes later, the phone vibrated, and a notification appeared that confirmed her fate.




PAYMENT@MYWILDFKFANTASY

DerbyGirlMTHRFKR69 has sent you $10,000

Tip: $5,000

Total payment: $15,000




Now she tasted the bile in her mouth.

A wave of panic flashed over her as she scrambled to find and delete the picture, but this app was a one-time view scenario. That picture had been seen, masturbated to, and then disappeared off the face of the Earth. If she was lucky. Sierra would find out once she saw the money in the account and the guilty look on Elise’s face. She felt violated, regret, guilt and shame as she saw the figure confirmed by the email.

She locked the phone, but she couldn’t hide that feeling of pure disgust coursing through her veins, infecting her very core. Knowing that somewhere out there, a very aroused man saw inside her body. Or the whole world.

Sierra wasn’t due to wake up yet, but Elise heard her bones cracking as she stretched. She’d padded to the phone’s original resting place, still clutching it, before her eyes flew open and found Elise looking guilty as hell. She couldn’t hide the expression even if she took acting classes.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” Sierra asked.

“I… I swear, it’s not what it looks like,” Elise panicked. Sierra snatched the phone and found the evidence. Her face contorted with anger and disgust. “I-I’m sorry.”

“Of all the stupid, reckless, irresponsible, disobedient things you could do… you chose this?!” Sierra threw the phone down and grabbed Elise’s wrist. “Did you think I wouldn’t find out? Did you think you’d be able to hide this from me?”

“I-I’m sorry! If it helps, I still feel sick for doing it.”

“Sorry isn’t going to cut it,” Sierra growled, her grip tightening on Elise’s wrist as she pulled her closer. “You crossed a line. Not only did you go through my phone. You used it to sell… pictures of yourself. What the fuck were you thinking?”

Sierra was at a loss for words, unable to keep her temper in check. Never in a million years did she think she could do something so degrading. Not only did it betray her trust, but it also angered her, knowing that she thought it was a good idea to begin with.

“I-I wasn’t thinking,” Elise said shakily. “I know it was stupid.”

“I’ve been more than fair with you, Elise. But this… this is too far.”

Sierra was still wearing that ironed white shirt; the tie had come undone, and the waistcoat had already slipped off her shoulders. Her hair was still down, hiding the undercut. Rough and rugged and flattering in one copper package. Elise’s mind was conflicted between wanting to let her destroy her or wanting to hide in a closet and never come out.

“What are you going to do to me…?” Elise asked nervously.

“I’m going to punish you, Elise,” Sierra stated seriously as she pulled Elise over her knee. “And I can assure you, it won’t be pleasant. You’ve really done it this time.”

“I’m sorry. I’m really sorry!” Elise pleaded.

Sierra put a silenced finger against Elise’s lips and buttoned them.

“Save it, Elise,” Sierra said, her voice hot and venomous. “You’re going to have to make it up to me. What you did was not only an invasion of privacy and blatant disrespect, it was dangerous. Your little stunt shows me you can’t be trusted on your own. From the moment you get up, to the moment you fall asleep, I will be watching you. And that’s just to stop you from doing something stupid like this again. That doesn’t even begin to cover your penance.” Sierra pulled Elise’s hair until she stood. “Strip.”

Elise fumbled with the dress as she attempted to undress. Eventually, she was able to slink it off her shoulders, and it fell. Leaving her bare and vulnerable.

Sierra wore a predatory grin that could tear the world asunder.

Sierra pulled the spare hair tie from her wrist with her teeth and fastened her hair back in its messy ponytail. A few thin pieces fell, sending Elise into a frenzy.

“Come here,” Sierra ordered. She hoisted Elise on top of her and bent her over her knee, sprawled out on her stomach, ass in the air. Sierra groped it, smacked it. Spun her around so she was on her back, pushed her head down when she’d gotten curious. She lifted her hips and arched her back as Sierra put two fingers between Elise’s thighs and probed. Her clit hardened, and she oozed all over Sierra’s hand.

This delighted her. Sierra pulled it out and licked the juices.

This was fun.

Elise moaned so loudly it only deepened Sierra’s grin. She was hers.

Putty in her hand that she could play with and stretch for hours.

“What are you willing to give me, Elise?” Sierra asked, tapping her submissive’s stomach. “How are you going to make it up to me? Tell me how I should punish you, and I’ll decide if I’m feeling merciful or not.”

“I… I’m sorry,” Elise said, her chest rising and falling erratically, reeling from an unfinished orgasm. “I’m so sorry.”

“Do you want to feel my disappointment? Or should I take away your privileges? Teach you not to touch things without permission. Maybe I’ll take away something precious, like your vanity. Or your senses.”

“P-Please. Please don’t hurt me.”

Sierra handed her a small wadge of paper and a pen. “Get down on the floor. You’re going to write me a letter of apology. If I’m not convinced, you’ll do it again. I expect it to be at least two pages. And you’re not allowed to speak or look at me until I give you permission. Is that understood?” Elise nodded deplorably, her eyes on the floor as she took the paper and pen. “I will be watching your every move, Elise. Make no mistake, this is only the first part of your punishment. I’m not even close to being done with you yet.”

Sierra’s eyes never left Elise as she wrote, her hand trembling, the play of emotions on her face. Sierra enjoyed the power exchange, watching as Elise’s body tensed and relaxed as she put ink to paper.

Elise’s hand stopped momentarily, and a few tears stained the paper.

“Keep writing,” Sierra said. “If it’s in tears or ink, I don’t care.”

“Please, Mistress. I’m sorry. I-I’m so sorry,” Elise said, her voice cracking as she stared at the paper. The smudge of words on the page only deepened her sorrow. “I’ll do anything. Please.”

“Since you betrayed my trust, I’m going to return the favour.” Sierra found Elise’s phone and thrust it at her. “Unlock it.” Elise tapped in her pin number and the phone clicked as the home page displayed. Elise thought she’d snoop, investigate her lacklustre social life, or maybe text something embarrassing to all her contacts.

Instead, she factory reset it.

“There,” Sierra said, tossing the phone down, not caring if it cracked during the descent. “A clean slate. Just like if you want to regain my trust, you’ll have to build it back up from scratch.”

Elise was utterly stunned to silence as she stared at the screen.

All her photos… her life… gone in an instant.

“You… you…” Elise struggled to put into words how she felt.

Betrayed. Hurt. Exactly how Sierra felt. It was tit for tat.

An eye for an eye.

“Quiet. Write the letter. I don’t care how long it takes. Once you’ve finished, you’ll read it out to me. And if I sense even the slightest bit of insecurity, I’ll rip it up and make you start again. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Elise said indignantly, her hand returning to the task as the pen started scribbling Elise’s regrets, sorrows, and sincere apology with renewed vigour.

For a while, there was silence apart from their mingled breaths and pen scratching on paper.

Sierra looked down at the floor, seeing Elise’s progress. She’d filled one side of A4 and was halfway through the second page.

Elise’s hand was aching by the time she’d finished. She put the pen down and shuffled the paper. “Mistress. I’m done,” she announced.

“Good. Now read it out to me,” Sierra commanded.

Elise cleared her throat and started reading her work.

“’Dear Mistress Sierra… I’m genuinely sorry for what I’ve done’…”

When Elise finished reading, Sierra’s signature simper returned.

“Good girl,” Sierra said, taking the paper and pen from Elise, her voice an unexpected praise that belied the earlier tension. “You did well, Elise. But we’re not done yet. The letter felt genuine, but it’s not enough. I still need more from you. Right now, I don’t trust you. That’s a bad dynamic for a Mistress and her property. What will you do to fix it?”

“I’ll do anything,” Elise said, almost too desperately.

“What will you give me? I want to hear you say it.”

“I… I’ll give you anything you want. I… I don’t want to lose you.”

Sierra’s expression softened at Elise’s honesty.

“I’ll believe it when I see it, Elise,” Sierra said callously. “You’re going to watch me work out. Your hands will be bound behind your back. You will be unable to move, speak or touch anything. It will be uncomfortable. It will be painful. But it will be a small step towards me forgiving you. Do you accept your punishment?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Sierra guided Elise to the table and pointed down, handcuffing her hands behind her back and fastening them to the table leg. The cuffs were tight enough to be uncomfortable but not tight enough to cut off the circulation. Elise was vulnerable and exposed, like a prisoner in a dungeon.

“Before we begin, I’m going to make this harder for you,” Sierra said.

Sierra’s footsteps retreated, leaving Elise confused and afraid.

She entered the kitchen and mixed a cruel concoction of lemon juice, hot sauce, sardines, and a generous splash of bourbon, obliterating them in the blender. Sierra took a large swig of the bourbon and put the bottle away with a thud. The noise of the blender made Elise quake.

Sierra poured the concoction into a tall glass and returned to Elise’s trembling form.

“You’re going to drink this. And you’re going to have to sit with this feeling until I decide your punishment has been served,” Sierra explained, offering the glass to the blonde’s quivering lips. “Now, open your mouth.”

Elise immediately retched at the smell of the concoction, her eyes stinging from the spice and sour flavours. She opened her mouth enough for the liquid to touch her tongue, and she struggled in discomfort as the tastes and sensations enveloped her senses. Her eyes watered, sweat formed on her brow, and she had to choke down the vomit that formed in her throat.

“Don’t spit any of it out,” Sierra said as she tipped more into her mouth, ignoring her protests. “Don’t throw up. Keep it down. You’re going to drink every last drop, and you’re going to thank me for it.”

Elise’s eyes squeezed shut as the sensations became unbearable.

The heat in her throat, the roof of her mouth, her tongue. The sourness. The combination of tastes that she was stuck with. That made her want to rinse her mouth out with literally anything else.

The liquid caused her to cough, the heat overwhelming. Her mouth was numb, her eyes were stinging and watering, and her nose was running, the saltiness of snot and tears mixing with the concoction that was being forced down her throat.

As the last drops of the liquid were swallowed, and Elise bit back a whimper, Sierra sighed and wiped the evidence from her lips. “I didn’t want to do this,” she said with a tinge of remorse. “But you need to learn that your actions have consequences. My role is to keep you safe. To protect you. If that means teaching you a hard lesson – even hurting you – then so be it.” Sierra rinsed the glass under the tap, the cold, refreshing, hydrating water a subtle taunt to Elise’s pain. “I’m going to work out now, Elise. Be a good girl, and don’t make a sound.”

Elise fought against every inclination to cry out, but she simply nodded.

Sierra watched her pine as she did push-ups, sit-ups, burpees, and boxing jabs in the air. By that point, she’d already stripped to just her sports bra and chain-ridden chinos.

Much to Elise’s disappointment, her rustic and messy hair was back in a ponytail.

Even more disappointing, the tie stayed on, taut to Sierra’s neck, and tormented her.

She was beginning to need her like fucking oxygen.

Despite the burn in her throat, she concentrated on Sierra’s spectacle.

The way her muscles flexed and her veins protruded.

Sierra was training harder than ever, focusing on her whole body, sweating more profusely than she’d ever exerted herself. She hadn’t told Elise, but she’d signed up to fight today. Good way to make money and blow off some steam, she thought.

Fuck something up, fuck yourself up, then fuck a hot girl to feel better.

She was out of practice, likely to get injured, but she pushed past it and trained harder. Benched more. Completed more reps. Sweated more. Elise was ogling her the entire time, but Sierra was focused on finding her breaking point. She’d begun using her fists to push up and down without stopping until her muscles gave way.

Even then, she got up and started again. Her body was aching, screaming at her to stop, the heat and tension almost unbearable the longer she kept going. But she was stubborn.

She stopped occasionally and gave Elise a wink or a smile.

Elise’s throat was so close to betraying her silence, but she held on.

Elise was struggling to break free of the restraints and biting her tongue to stop her from talking. To tell her to stop. To let her body rest and recover. Sierra released an exhausted and frustrated huff and pushed harder than ever, kicking up and practising hooks, jabs and punches in the air until she finally felt satisfied.

Breaking a sweat had never looked so hot, Elise thought, her body now limp after giving in to the restraints and the sensations that grounded her to reality.

Sierra, dripping in sweat, regaining composure, and steadying her breathing, came over to Elise and finally put her out of her misery.

“Good girl,” she said, her voice a heated growl. “You did so well for me. Let’s get you out of these and get you some water.” Sierra’s deft touch made light work of the cuffs, and Elise rubbed her wrists as she shuffled to her feet. No longer tethered to the table leg, Elise got up, still ogling.

The film of sweat on Sierra’s body was a testament to her training.

It also made Elise yearn to be used however she saw fit.

Sierra ran a glass of cold water for her and offered it to her lips.

“Here,” she said softly. “It’s just water this time, I promise.”

Elise took a tentative sip, the fire on her tongue immediately soothing before she gulped it down like it was a competition.

“Thirsty girl,” Sierra mused, a smirk creeping in, her tone lowering to a whisper as she took the empty glass from her trembling hand. “I have something else in mind for those pretty lips of yours. If you can handle a little more,” Sierra cupped a peaked breast, “… spice.”

Elise’s cheeks flushed bright and hot, denying the truth. She enjoyed every second of that so-called punishment.

The tie hanging from Sierra’s neck only made it worse.

“What are you training for?” Elise found herself asking a bit more abruptly than she’d anticipated. “I know you need to maintain your physique, but this seems excessive.”

Sierra put the glass down, her smile growing wider.

“Why does it matter? You enjoy watching it, I enjoy teasing you.”

Immediately, Elise was flustered again. God, how did this woman get under her skin this easily? Sierra noticed, pulling the tie around Elise’s neck and yanking her closer, a possessive smile curling her lips.

“What’s the matter, Ace? Cat got your tongue?” Sierra’s voice was so low and full of dominance that it was almost a purr. As she pulled Elise ever closer, their faces so close she could feel her hot, exasperated breath against her cheek. Sierra laughed, enjoying how easy it was to make Elise completely submit.

Elise was redder now, unable to look away or break free from the tie keeping her pressed up tight to Sierra’s body. She could feel the warmth, the oiliness, the sweat, smelled the musk and the woody tones emanating from her.

“Use your words, darling. Tell me how you’re feeling.”

“I… I…”

She wanted her. Sierra used that to her advantage as she curled the tie around her fists, bringing them closer.

“Are you feeling good? Loved? Treasured?” Sierra brushed her lips against Elise’s, landing on her neck and biting down, marking her. A reminder. “Claimed?”

A pained whimper escaped Elise’s throat, and the red mark immediately pulsated.

“Who do you belong to?” Sierra demanded, her fingers cupping her throat, the pressure delivering electricity through Elise’s core. She traced circles along the sensitive skin. “I want to hear you say it. Tell me who you belong to, Elise.”

Elise cycled a breath, finding her arms wrapping around Sierra’s body, delving her hands into her hair, a gentle but needy touch. She seized Sierra’s eyes, scanned them, her irises cocky and assertive.

Sierra dropped the tie and pinned her against the wall, her touch steadfast and stubborn.

“Tell me,” Sierra repeated, her voice a silky command. Her arms were at either side of Elise’s head, each one keeping her in place. “Who do you belong to, Elise?” Sierra leaned closer and brushed her lips against Elise’s, a whisper of dominance. “Who owns every part of you?”

Elise gasped, her heart thumping against her ribcage, “You… I belong to you.”

Sierra snatched Elise’s throat again. “Say it properly.”

“I belong to you… Mistress,” Elise managed.

“Good girl,” Sierra smirked, releasing after giving one final covetous squeeze. “Now, tell me. Do you trust me?” Sierra asked, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. So, you don’t need to worry about why I was training.” Sierra pulled Elise’s chin, forcing their eyes to meet. “Do you?”

“… No.”

Her grip tightened, “No, what?”

It was almost a growl—a reminder for her not to be deviant.

“No… Mistress.”

“I think you’ll like what I’m planning, Elise. You’ll get to see all of me.”

Elise’s breath hitched at the suggestion.

Sierra pinned Elise’s wrists above her, leaving her exposed.

Sierra’s other hand was on Elise’s waist, her hips, a selfish hold.

“Beg for me, Elise,” her Mistress ordered softly. “Beg for me.”

“Please.”

Sierra intensified her grip, squeezing. A silent warning. “Beg properly.”

“Please!” Elise snapped, her lust speaking for her. “Please, Mistress.”

“You’ll have to be patient.” Sierra booped her nose, teasing her. Elise’s nose crinkled with slight irritation. Sierra thought it was adorable. “I want you to do something for me first.”

The word escaped before her brain processed the answer, “Anything.”

Sierra grinned. It was almost sadistic. “I want to feel those fucking claws.” Sierra released her submissive’s wrists and gestured to her abdomen, inciting a reaction. Elise was confused, but Sierra had already wrapped her fingers into a fist.

Elise stepped back, horrified. “What?! No! I’m not going to do that.”

Sierra’s smile grew dark. “Oh, sweet, naïve girl… defiance isn’t a good look on you. It wasn’t a request.”

Elise shook her head, crossing her arms. “You want me to punch you?”

“Are you scared you’ll hurt me?” Sierra asked, her voice laced with faux concern. “Trust me, I can take it. I’ve taken beatings before. I can handle a girly fist to the stomach.”

Elise refused, her hands darting to her side as she stood straighter.

“No.”

“No?” Sierra repeated with a chuckle. “It’s a fucking order, Elise.”

Elise’s defiance returned. “No. I won’t hurt you. I refuse.”

Sierra tutted, “Oh, you refuse? That’s cute.” Sierra had come behind her, wrapped her hand around Elise’s fingers and squeezed it into a fist again, her grip firm. “I’m not going to repeat myself again. Let’s see those claws, kitten.” The way Sierra said that last word irked Elise, and she could feel the redness creeping up on her. She was considering it.

But the unknown feeling made her push the emergency stop button.

“… Halloween.”

After Elise called her safe word, Sierra instantly dropped the façade.

“Okay. I hear you. I’m stopping,” Sierra said, letting go, her tone now coated with understanding and tenderness. “Listen. I’m going to be fighting for money. I wanted to show you that I can handle myself. That I can throw a punch and take one. I didn’t want you to worry about me.”

Elise was taken aback, horrified, but also not surprised. It made sense why she had been training so hard.

It would hurt like hell, but the adrenaline would push her through it.

“… Fighting? Is that why you’ve been pushing yourself so hard?”

“It’s good money and a good way for me to release some anger. I don’t want to take it out on you,” Sierra said, speaking from the heart.

“You could get hurt. You-” Elise started spiralling.

“I can handle it,” Sierra assured her, a gentle finger trailing down her cheek with a reassuring touch. “I know you can, too. You’re stronger than you give yourself credit for. All I need you to do is trust me. Can you do that for me?”

“How…? I can’t watch you get hurt, I… I don’t want to see you hurt.”

“I’ll fight with a clearer head knowing you’re there, cheering me on,” Sierra said, her voice now scarily close to confessing her true feelings. “I’m not asking you to jump in the ring with me. Trust me, and I’ll know that you’re willing to move forward. To work on rebuilding our relationship.”

Elise’s eyes raked over Sierra’s face, looking for any sign that could suggest she was joking, that she wasn’t about to allow pain into her life willingly. Again. But she saw none. Sierra’s resolve was unwavering. There was no trick. She was going to throw hands in the underground fight club, in her sister’s compound, probably going to get both of them in a lot worse trouble than debt.

But despite the risk, she knew Sierra was right.

She had a body that could hold up mountains and break down walls.

She had the perseverance to train herself until she collapsed.

Elise knew Sierra was stubborn, there was no changing her mind, no way for her to convince her to cancel the fight. To stay here, in their own little world, where it was safe and warm.

Where debts and deceit were treated like bad dreams.

Acknowledged, repressed, forgiven and forgotten.

Elise exhaled profoundly and nodded. “… Okay. I’m with you.”


Chapter 12: In Over Your Head




June 2nd. Day two. Debt remaining: $479,442.

THIS WAS THE LAST PLACE SIERRA WANTED TO FIND HERSELF. Back at the mercenary compound where, Abi’s rabid scavengers harvested every penny from their stolen wares. The place was off the grid, labelled as Minecas Industrial Transport and Construction Services, and it hid a bloodthirsty arena within its walls. Sierra would have to risk brushing shoulders with the woman in charge. The ringleader hellbent on selling other people’s goods to the highest bidder.

For cheap kicks. An easy thrill.

The woman who made chasing money a dangerous hobby.

Her fucking sister Abi.

Sierra pulled her hood up before entering the compound. The smell of sulphur, gunpowder, and other people’s livelihoods immediately filled her nose, and her eyes stung from the overpowering stench of bleach.

Elise followed closely behind, watching the business unfold in front of them. She tensed up as she observed the commotion of dangerous looking individuals brokering deals and hid behind Sierra when one of the patrons flashed a smile in her direction.

Sierra felt Elise’s hands clinging to her forearm, and she adopted a more protective stance.

Something that absentmindedly said, ‘If you touch my girl, you’re dead.’

Armed mercenaries and outfitted pawnshop workers crowded the area, tables filled with valuables like a large-scale garage sale. Some were counting coins and bills; some were researching the values online, and some were loading and practising shooting weapons at targets. Each person had their role and was fulfilling it with precision. There were also customers and patrons of all societal classes who would’ve received the address as a private point of sale or to collect the goods they bought online. Merchandise that was considered illegal, and items that had a high face value. The scraps that weren’t worth keeping were either thrown away or burnt, not worth their time. If the families could see inside this compound, their knuckles would surely turn white.

And if Elise knew her family photos were set alight, that last taste of innocence would surely burn with them.

If Sierra saw Elise’s exasperation, she’d tear this place apart until it was nothing but rubble and smouldering ashes. Lined with charred corpses of the scavengers, and her sister’s bones strewed across the foundations.

But they would never know, because Abi was thorough.

Far too fucking thorough.

As they waded through the crowd, they overheard snippets of conversation between workers and patrons. They didn’t focus on the voices; instead, they maintained a low profile and slipped through the cracks.

“—fetches a high price on auction from what I’m told.”

“—couldn’t have seen it coming, the place was empty.”

“Don’t know what Abi would say if we came back empty-handed.”

“—to piss her off. Last chump who tried lost a finger.”

“—open to negotiation if the offer’s fair.”

“Handles well, good stock, large magazine, adjustable barrel and—”

Sierra caught sight of the back of her sister’s signature leather jacket.

She’d recognize it anywhere, the way the leather was worn and beginning to tear. The logo on the back that combined a skull, a provoked viper and a rose. She’d recognize her posture and how her shoulders carried her like she was the boss. She’d snap her fingers and get the bastards to obey and inspect all proceedings to ensure nothing was out of place. And she’d do it while being revered and cocky.

Sierra’s nails dug into her flesh, a bead of blood surfacing. She considered whether to lunge for her or keep walking. As her fists clenched and her jaw set, Elise’s supple hands weren’t enough to ground her.

“Hey,” Elise said, lightly tugging. “Not now. Too many people.”

Sierra huffed and hoisted her hood further over her eyes.

Play it smart, she convinced herself. Keep walking, and don’t engage.

Her time for vengeance would come. When there were fewer witnesses, and Abi was begging for her mercy.

Once the debt was sorted, she’s come back for her.

That wasn’t a suggestion, it was a promise.

The thought pushed Sierra onwards, her eyes on the prize.

Elise felt an unwanted hand grope her ass, and she stopped, causing Sierra’s determined footsteps to come to an abrupt halt.

Sierra scanned Elise’s face, then saw the culprit laughing at her.

“Elise. Did that asshole just touch you?” Sierra interrogated calmly. Checking she was okay, Sierra put a gentle hand on her chin so she could guide her head for a quick visual inspection. Visibly shaken but not hurt. No tears, but noticeably uncomfortable. “Was it him?” Sierra pointed towards a rugged man in a tanned jacket and choker.

“Y-Yes,” Elise nodded.

Sierra placed a gentle kiss on Elise’s forehead and pulled her close.

“Don’t worry. I will deal with him.”

She grabbed her hand and started pursuing the target, not trusting Elise alone with more of these touchy-feely types who don’t know when to keep their exotic fantasies in their pants.

Sierra’s footsteps were hastened, her hold on Elise reflecting the fierce protectiveness that drove her closer to the man.

“Hey, asshole!” Sierra barked once they’d turned a corner, the space occupied by fewer people and her sister no longer in her peripheral. “Do you think touching what isn’t yours is funny?”

The man stopped in his tracks and pivoted.

“She’s out here looking like a dripping hot bikini model on a Summer’s day,” the man said, showcasing the same smile that irked Elise to begin with. “I’d say she was asking for it.” He looked her up and down, licking his lips with a predatory hunger. “Maybe much worse, if I had my way with her.”

Sierra’s teeth ground together, and she approached, violence flickering in her eyes. To disrespect her was one thing. To disrespect her property was a death sentence.

“The fuck did you just say?” Sierra growled.

“I said she was asking for it,” the man challenged her, his eyes still on Elise despite Sierra’s intimidating presence. “You know what they say. Look like a whore, get treated like a whore.”

“Nobody speaks to her like that,” Sierra said angrily, her fist clenched tight. “Apologise to her. Now. Or I will make sure you never touch another woman without permission again.”

“You think I’m scared of a little girl in a hood?” he sniggered.

“I’m not the one with a broken nose.”

Sierra slammed her fist against the man’s nose, breaking it on impact, a line of blood trickling from the nostrils. Then she brought the man’s hand back behind his back, increasing the pressure until she started to hear his shallowed breathing.

“Apologise or I’ll break your fucking arm too,” Sierra threatened, her hold tightening. The pressure was almost enough to cause the bone to snap. She spat the following words between gritted teeth, “Apologise. Now.”

“Never,” he said with restraint, the words only fuelling her anger.

“Fine,” Sierra snapped, and she twisted the man’s arm until she heard the satisfaction of his scream. Then she left him cowering on the floor, his eyes finally showing fear. “I don’t ever want to see you again. If you so much as breathe in her direction the wrong way, I’ll come back and finish what I started. And it won’t end until you’re in pieces or buried under six layers of cement. Do I make myself clear?”

The man nodded and scarpered as fast as his legs could carry him, knocking into people as he legged it to the exit.

Elise understood now. Sierra was a capable fighter. She could handle herself in a fight. But she was also easily misguided by her anger.

Sierra shook her fist and rolled her shoulders.

“Are you okay?” Sierra asked, the softness in her voice belying the violent act she’d just served. She embraced her tenderly, her touch filled with equal amounts of dominance and care. “Nobody will ever hurt you when I’m here. I’ve got you.” She pulled away and held Elise’s face, the earlier anger now non-existent. “These hands will hurt other people, but they will never hurt you. You’re safe with me.”

Sierra placed another tender kiss against Elise’s forehead, the warmth and security of her aura easing the blonde’s nerves.

“I… I felt really uncomfortable,” Elise said with trepidation. “If you weren’t here… he might have…”

“No. I would never let that happen,” Sierra assured her, wiping a forming tear from the corner of Elise’s eye. “Your trust means everything to me, Elise, and I’ll do everything in my power to keep you safe.”

Elise couldn’t help but feel touched by the sentiment.

“I…. Thank you, Mistress.”

“Now, let’s go. I’ve got the sudden urge to punch something…”

Sierra offered an outstretched palm, and Elise sighed before clasping it. To reassure her, Sierra kissed Elise’s soft knuckles and smiled. A smile that promised to be there for her for as long as she’d allow.

Sierra’s hand in Elise’s just felt… right.

It’s as though they slotted together like perfectly cut puzzle pieces.

After retreating to a different part of the compound, the concealed entrance to the underground fight club was finally in sight. It was quieter in this area, with shady deals going on in dark corners, people making out and smoking.

They reached a sizeable iron-cladded door after descending several steps.

Sierra knocked three times. It felt all too familiar to be back here.

The hatch slid open, and a pair of curious eyes found her.

“The fuck do you want?” The voice growled.

“I’m on the list,” Sierra said, taking her hood down, “and I think you’ll remember… I’m not exactly known for my light-hearted temperament.”

“Well fuck me,” the man said, chuckling, “the pussycat’s back for seconds.”

“How original.” Sierra laughed back, slamming her hand against the door before her smirk disappeared into a thin, unamused line. “Let’s skip the pleasantries and get to the part where you open the fucking door, hm?”

“If you’re so eager to get your ass handed to ya, who am I to say no?”

Another laugh.

Pathetic.

The metal hatch slid shut, and the door swung open, creaking and jarring as it revealed the secrets inside.

Instantaneously, the sound of cheering, violence and the tension in the air overwhelmed her senses. It was familiar, the smell of copper, sweat, and body odour apparent as soon as the door barred them from the other side.

Crowds gathered with a cacophony of chants and hollers, thrusting fists and wads of cash in the air as the gory sparring matches transpired. Individuals from all different walks of life, of all ages and backgrounds, each aching to see their champion emerge victorious and line their pockets with a handsome betting return.

In the middle of it all was a dirty, blood-sodden boxing ring. The crowd covered every angle of the pit. The wealthiest and most eager got the best seats in the house; close enough to hear each snarl, thrust of contact, and feel the vibrations as the loser fell with a hard thud.

Torn posters clung to the walls that lined the arena – different fighters, both past and present. Some built like steroid-engulfing tanks, others relying on stamina and wit rather than size.

Sierra’s poster had since been torn and vandalized.

Back in the day, she put on one hell of a show.

Worked the crowd, got the ladies all hot and bothered, and gave round after round of satisfying dog-eat-dog brutality.

The audience noticed Sierra and Elise entering, their presence gaining the type of attention that would become whispers in dangerous ears. Some glared at them, guffawed, but ultimately didn’t care and pivoted back to the entertainment. The majority didn’t acknowledge their existence.

Unbeknownst to Sierra and Elise, one of them was a Class A snitch.

In the middle of the ring, two men were fighting each other, and they weren’t holding back. The crowd was savouring every second of agony. The men fought like their lives depended on it, not one side waving the white flag. Combinations of fighting styles, kicks, punches and grapples were used to gain the upper hand.

Sierra was focused on making her way to the fighter’s area, while Elise couldn’t help but get distracted by the action.

Knowing that soon it would be Sierra down there. Taking a beating like that poor bastard who was seconds away from blacking out. Her stomach knotted at the thought. Seeing Sierra take a punch… it would freak her out. If she weren’t already having a panic attack, one would surely find her as the fighters touched gloves.

Sierra pulled Elise along gingerly, ensuring she didn’t get too lost in her own head. That girl has enough going on without worrying about me, Sierra thought. But… it is sweet of her to worry.

They approached the betting booth, a countertop that’d seen better days, its surface lined with scratches and disappointment. A gruff, heavily tattooed man clocked them and offered a grunt as he stubbed out a used cigarette butt.

“Placing a bet, are we, sweetheart?” he asked without a shred of compassion.

“I am the bet, sweetheart,” Sierra replied mockingly, flexing her bicep at him. “These guns aren’t just for show.”

He smirked a wild and ambitious grin. “Well, well… if it isn’t Sierra.”

“How’s business?”

“What’s a pretty little thing like you doing back in this hellhole?” The brute – Damian, as Sierra knew him – saw Elise and his grin grew wider. “And you’ve brought a money piece with you. They’ll eat her alive, you know.” He gnashed his teeth and laughed, kicking his foot on the counter. “Sierra fucking Kernan. What a pleasure.”

Sierra didn’t rise to it, and she held Elise tightly. “Who am I fighting?”

“Oh,” Damian licked his lips, “he’s a skinny little prick. Easy pickings for you.”

“You could at least give me a challenge,” Sierra said. Elise elbowed her without realizing, and Sierra turned to glare at her, a quick and disturbing gaze that said, ‘Don’t’, before redirecting her attention to Damian. “What’s the bet?”

“Sixty-forty your way,” Damian said, counting the bets with a freshly slavered finger. “You’re the hot favourite. Hot being the key word.”

Sierra crossed her arms. “And if I win?”

The man stacked the counted bills on the counter. “It’s not a massive pool. Ten grand. Not every day you see a Mistress fighting dirty.”

“I don’t fight dirty.”

“Mm, we’ll see,” Damian said. “Head out back, get ready. Powder your nose or whatever. Once this bastard’s lasted his three rounds – if he makes it that long – you’ll be next.” He paused for a beat, leaning closer. “After that, it’s a free-for-all. Last man… or woman… standing. Bets get higher; stakes get higher. One winner. One night special. You in?”

Sierra cocked her head and cracked her knuckles. “I’m in.”

Elise tugged at Sierra’s hoodie, clearly disagreeing.

“See you out there, killer,” the man responded before Sierra passed the point of no return, turned a corner and headed towards the fighter’s area.

Sierra pulled Elise along, the grip on her wrist tight. She slammed her against a uniform locker, away from inquisitive eyes, once they’d entered the changing room.

“Don’t make a scene,” Sierra warned, her voice calmer than she felt.

“Are you insane?” Elise started grilling her, her tone edged with knives despite the position she was in. “Seriously? A free-for-all? I don’t care how much you can bench press; you’re clearly out of practice. How can you not see how stupid this is?! They’ll kill you!”

“I don’t like how you’re talking to me,” Sierra reprimanded. “Do you really think I’m not capable of knocking down some cock-heavy dominos?”

“One fight, that’s what you said. One. I could have coped with that.”

“One fight doesn’t pay off a fucking debt, Elise.” Sierra started wrapping bandages around her hands to protect them. “In case you have forgotten, I’ll clarify it for you.” Sierra closed in on Elise, her body towering over her as she held her waist like an unyielding vice. “You don’t get a say in anything to do with your life, and you sure as hell don’t have the right to tell me what I can do with mine.”

Elise wrenched away, her tongue almost dripping with acid. “Fine! If you’re so desperate to see an early grave, who am I to stop you!? I guess the debt will magically sort itself out if you’re dead!”

Sierra chuckled, disappointed. “I thought you were on my side. How wrong I was to think you’d change.” She turned her back on Elise, a cold shoulder that felt like a wall. “I’m not changing my mind just because you’re being difficult.” Sierra’s fingertip started dancing along Elise’s collarbone, a hint of playfulness slipping through. “And don’t think this little act of rebellion isn’t going to cost you later.”

“You think I’m just going to sit idle and let you do this? You think I’m going to watch, cheering and laughing without a care in the world, while you put yourself in the fucking hospital!?”

Sierra’s fist slammed into the locker, causing Elise to jump. “Careful, Elise. You’re on some thin ice,” Sierra said harshly, her voice threatening to expose the emotions she desperately tried to stamp down.

Sierra removed her hoodie and continued binding her hands, arms and chest for protection. The bandages wrapped around her skin like a thin layer of armour. She tightened her rusty ponytail and clenched her fists, preparing them for collision.

Usually, seeing Sierra’s body would send Elise into a gay frenzy.

If not the former, it would soothe her anxiety, bringing with it a safety and warmth that made her feel fuzzy and cherished.

Like this incredibly built specimen-of-a-woman was a strong pillar of security she could hide behind. A pillar that would support her no matter how much pressure was applied.

These emotions wrestled with countless others, and soon, she couldn’t discern which one was causing the pain. The concern she felt wasn’t just platonic. Friends – partnerships without strings – shouldn’t make her feel like she’s warring between love and hate simultaneously.

These feelings shouldn’t be so unbalanced on the scales.

She started to think about this woman’s scent when she wasn’t close. What she was thinking. How she was feeling. What she would decide to wear. What it felt like when she felt the power rush. If she shared her softer side with anyone else, or if it was reserved exclusively for Elise.

This wasn’t just infatuation.

Sierra was a necessity, akin to oxygen.

What Elise felt was need. Primal. Raw. Incontrovertible need.

The thought of Sierra putting herself in harm’s way cleaved Elise in two. She couldn’t believe how blind Sierra was, not to see how much she was hurting. To not see how much she cared. Sometimes, she wished she didn’t care so much. It’d hurt a lot less. It’d be a lot less messy. But as much as he wished she didn’t care – that she wouldn’t bat an eyelid as she watched the woman she solely depended on walk blindly into danger – she couldn’t permit herself to lie.

Not to Sierra.

Not to herself.

“I care about you, okay!?” Elise proclaimed, sudden and genuine.

Sierra froze for a moment, pausing her preparations; her spine tingled with ice. “… What did you say?”

“I said I care about you!” Elise snapped. “That the thought of you fighting gives me so much anxiety that I’m not sure I’ll be able to breathe until it’s over.” Elise closed in on Sierra, a cautious hand holding her cheek. Her words started to mirror the ones Sierra said to her when she was a prisoner of intrusive thoughts. “You’ve made me realize that it’s important to take care of yourself. Even… even if you don’t want to.” Her hand fell to her side, and she stepped back, hoping it was enough to dissuade her from this egotistical bout of madness. “I know I can’t change your mind, but at least think about the people who might be upset if you’re not here.”

Those words stayed with Sierra, eating away at her.

She could hear the sincerity in Elise’s voice as she spoke.

She wasn’t lying.

Sierra wasn’t used to people caring. She was used to people needing her to fix them. She didn’t ever think she was capable of someone else’s worry. She was supposed to take the worry away. That was her job. It was a role of protection and safety for the women in her care, it wasn’t supposed to be about her.

“You really care about me, Ace?” Sierra asked, pausing for reassurance. “You care so much that you’d willingly disobey me?”

“Yes, you stubborn asshole!” Elise’s tone was playful now, hitting her in the abdomen softly.

Finally showing Sierra her claws.

Sierra huffed as she slumped on the bench and tightened the laces of her boots. This hadn’t dissuaded her. If anything, it fuelled her drive to fight more than ever. To prove her wrong. To give her the satisfaction of saying ‘I told you so’ when she was crowned champion.

“You’re lucky we’re in public. I’d teach you to wash that filthy mouth of yours,” Sierra said with a serious and playful lilt. “Speaking of… do you think you’ll be able to contain yourself, watching me fight?”

“It’s not me who has to ‘contain’ themselves. I’m perfectly contained.”

It was a lie, and she didn’t even try to hide it.

Elise was more flustered than ever, only denying her true feelings so as not to distract Sierra even further from the fight ahead.

Seeing Sierra’s body always made her slick as a waterslide, but this was something… else. She was about to see all the things she craved. All those muscles flexing, utilizing her full strength with each move. The way her arms would bolster and tense up and drive a punch with the force of a freight car. The hair sticking to her face as she worked up a sweat.

She’d see her bloody and angry. Raw. Unfiltered. The real Sierra.

She’d see her as a dynamo. Not just her Mistress.

All that caution and apprehension drifted away when Sierra pulled the last bandage tight around her palm using her teeth, then she pulled Elise into her lap.

Elise couldn’t stop gawking like a deer caught in headlights.

Sierra licked her lips, continuing to torment Elise with a teasing flavour. “Looks like you’ll need to try harder to contain yourself. We’ll explore that lie of yours later tonight.”

Elise clutched Sierra’s hand, the bandages feeling foreign and rough beneath her fingers.  “Just… be careful, okay? Promise me you’ll be careful. Please. I worry about you. I… I don’t want to lose you. I… I need you.”

“I’ll still be here, don’t worry,” Sierra said softly, her hand tightening around Elise’s. “I’m not going anywhere. But what I am going to do is prove you very wrong.” Sierra brought her closer, holding her by the hips. “Now, let’s seal this promise with a kiss.” Sierra kissed her passionately, an exchange that was as much a promise as it was an act of control. “Be a good girl and wait for me. I’ll see you soon.”

Sierra’s hand slowly slipped out of Elise’s, a silent goodbye that hurt her more than she cared to admit.

As she headed towards the entrance of the ring, she cycled a breath and quietened her mind. She owed it to herself, and to Elise, to fight with a clear head. It was her chance to prove to Elise, once and for all, that she could handle herself.

“—and the challenger falls, outlasting his past record,” the announcer’s voice boomed. “Next up is a real treat. The challenger is a skinny bastard with something to prove. And our returning victor… she’ll dominate your wives and make you beg for mercy, if you’re lucky. It’s the pussycat herself, but watch out, folks, she’s got claws! Sierra… Kernan!”

Sierra was waiting by the side of the ring, her challenger eyeing her up – a scrawny man who looked like he was on the verge of fainting. This would be easy. Too easy.

“One night only, ladies and gentlemen,” the announcer continued, riling up the crowd, “you bastards are in for it. Tonight, we keep going until it’s the last man – or Mistress – still standing. Bets are open. Choose the champion you trust with your wallet, and let’s prepare for a bloodbath.”

Elise had made her way to the crowd, watching with butterflies in her stomach. She couldn’t watch this, but she couldn’t tear her eyes away. It felt like an act of defiance to look away while her Mistress performed.

The atmosphere was electric with cheers and hollers.

Sierra walked out, practising her adept footwork flexing her fists, cocking her head side-to-side to crack her neck. She rolled her shoulders and prepared her body for the onslaught, working the crowd with a display that both aroused and terrified onlookers. The audience roared in response, loving the display, thrusting money and jewellery and even bras in the air.

The bets piled in, and the scrawny man joined her in the centre.

Game on.

With a sudden chime of a loud bell, the room fell into eerie silence.

Then the uproar started back up, tenfold, as the two fighters started circling each other. Sizing each other up, taunting the other with false advancements, provoking them to make a move and evaluate their psyche.

Figure out their move set. Get into their head.

Make them uncomfortable so they make a mistake.

Sierra finally swung first, an opening her opponent took without hesitation as he dodged the blow and landed one back that she effortlessly blocked.

This was the beginning of their violent tango.

Sierra struck back even harder this time, swiping at his legs with a wide arc to knock him down. Then she clambered on top of him, and he wrestled against her, digging his nails into her forearm. She reversed the position and pulled him up by the scruff of his collar, pounding a fist into his face, a knuckle cutting his lip.

Her opponent caught her off guard with two hits in quick succession to the gut, and he grabbed her rusty ponytail. Immediately, Sierra broke free of his hold with a change in momentum and twisted his arm, flipping him onto his back before she got him in a headlock and pinned.

Her hold was firm, and the man was already running out of stamina. He tried a dirty trick to bite her hand, but she endured the pain and affirmed her position, wrapping her legs around his waist to ensure he was completely immobilized.

Gasping for breath, the man tapped the ground in reluctant surrender, and Sierra released him.

One-nil to her. Easy.

“This one’s not playing, folks,” came the announcer’s voice, the sound booming through the shallow walls of the arena. “Sierra takes the victory without breaking a sweat. But our Mistress isn’t done yet. Who will be the next poor sod to face her judgement?”

The defeated man hobbled away; his pride more hurt than anything.

Sierra smiled at Elise and bowed towards her, confidence radiating from her. She gave her a playful wink and wiped a bit of blood from her lip, watching Elise’s reaction closely.

Elise was both enthralled and dismayed.

Her hands were wrapped around the rope that separated them.

She wasn’t enjoying the show, but the crowd lapped it up.

Already, a row of fighters had queued up, each angry and hungry for Sierra’s blood. Some feminine, some masculine, all of them ready for their opportunity to punish her. The next opponent in the line was a man twice the size of her last opponent, riddled with tattoos and scars.

“Try not to chip a nail, princess,” her opponent snarled.

“Come at me,” Sierra said in retort, her guard and fists raised.

“Show me what you’ve got, little girl.”

“Careful what you wish for.”

Ding.

He managed an early swing, her guard raised to block, but the next hit was heavier, and she didn’t react in time. It winded her for a few seconds, but she returned with a vengeance and landed a stiff uppercut to his chin. The man laughed at her, his eyes angrier than ever, and lunged at her.

Hook, jab, jab. Straight into the sides of her ribs.

Elise was debating whether to jump in between them.

As she watched, Sierra took more hits and gave plenty back. Blocked, dodged, her footwork fast but sloppy. She was already starting to feel the ache of her muscles, already beginning to make mistakes. She used a mixture of self-defence techniques and typical boxing moves spliced with her own athletic prowess to gradually deplete her opponent’s stamina.

She let him wear himself down before she found her opening. She advanced while he was wiping the sweat from his brow, his body starting to support his feet.

Sierra seized the opportunity and landed a heavy blow.

The man’s legs buckled, and he stumbled to the ground but quickly kicked up, cocking his head. Now he was growling at her; his teeth bared with a film of bile and blood.

“Bitch,” he growled, spitting phlegm on the ground. Sierra watched him closely, keeping an eye on his posture, trying to anticipate his next move. He taunted her, baiting her to attack. “You’ll pay for that.”

She ground her teeth together, prepared for a running strike and yelled as she went for him.

He anticipated it and countered the attack, the blow causing at least one fractured rib. The momentum was used against her, and she felt her organs working like an overclocked machine to keep her conscious.

She was losing, and it was so early in the fight.

This was a bad idea.

Elise was right. She wasn’t prepared for this.

Sierra fell to her knees, pausing to catch her breath as the man gloated. She saw an outline of abstract lights and stars as her vision blurred. Her muscles were pulsating relentlessly, each movement threatening to cause more than a simple sprain.

She saw Elise's vague shadow as she crouched over, her bruised bravado and searing pain creeping up on her like twisted vines. Elise was practically begging for someone to call the fight off.

He was going to kill her.

Sierra started beating herself up. Get up. You’re pathetic. You’re so fucking weak. Useless. Come on. Do you think Elise wants to see you like this? You’re worthless, a complete fraud. Get the fuck up and finish this.

Get up.

You’re not a Mistress, you’re a coward.

Elise won’t take you seriously if you can’t even stand up.

GET. UP. NOW.

Then she got angry.

She dragged herself to her feet, her body’s weight almost impossible to lift as she pushed up. Her movements were slow and controlled as she found a hidden energy tank. She rotated her shoulder and snarled towards the man more interested in the crowd’s adoration.

She closed in on the brute while his back was turned.

Struck the back of his calf and grappled him to the ground.

The man pulled her off and threw her down, her back hitting the floor with a heavy thud. He might as well have broken her back against his knee because she was now writhing with pain.

If Elise wasn’t already close to a cardiac arrest, she was now.

Sierra lay there for longer than she could afford.

Her body was screaming at her to stay down.

But Sierra was stubborn.

She didn’t listen.

She spat blood and wiped her mouth, rage fuelling her with adrenaline. She ran towards him with a new-found spark, knocking him down like a freight train, and pinned him with her knees, her fists landing strike after strike without letting up.

Her mind started giving her painful reminders, adding more fire to the inferno. She was bruised and scraped, and it’d hurt like hell tomorrow… but today?

Today, she was going to win.

She kept beating him, cries and wails and shouts echoing through the room, the noises competing with the volume of the crowd that was revelling in delight at her struggle.

“You want to be a good girl for me, don’t you, love? You want to please me?”

Sierra was on her knees, thunder roaring in the distance. She was so angry, and so lost… and so susceptible to her commands. She wanted to please her. Wanted her to be happy with her obedience. She wanted her to be proud. She was so hurt, so broken, so full of rage… so influenced by alcohol and drugs, her mind spinning between what she wanted, what was right, and what she was being asked to do.

“Yes… Mistress.”

“So much anger in those eyes. So much pain. So vulnerable, so helpless.”

She looked down at her hands, a pained cry threatening to force its way out.

“Aim the gun at her, love. You’re doing so well. You’re obeying me so well.”

Sierra didn’t want to. She could hardly distinguish the shape through the blurs and the hallucinations her eyes were presenting. Sierra didn’t want to disobey. She wanted to be a good girl. She was always such a good, obedient girl for her Mistress.

“Good girl. Now, I want you to close your eyes and focus on my touch.”

Sierra felt a pair of commanding hands on her wrists, taking control. Taking the decision away from her. She was shivering, her eyes closed, completely vulnerable.

Her hands joined hers, holding the weapon – her Diamond. Her breath was so close to her skin, she could smell her perfume, she could feel her presence.

“Keep those eyes closed for me, love. It’ll all be over soon. I promise.”

Sierra’s eyes watered as they closed tighter, her mind practically blanking itself from anything but her voice and touch. Her command.

“Keep those eyes closed. Don’t open them until I say.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Such a good girl you are. You’ve always been such a good girl.”

“Let me help you. Give me your pain. I’ll hold it for you.”

She felt her fingers squeezing the trigger, and before she could react…

Bang.

Her final words, the woman she’d loved and lost and didn’t even realize.

Georgia.

“I loved you… Sierra.”

Sierra’s eyes flashed red, her fists fuelled by the memories… of what she was forced to do. What she was too drunk, too scared, too tired, too blind… to stop. She shook her head frantically, hauling herself up and looking at her bloodied knuckles.

Then she found the man she’d just pummelled, caressing death.

“Sierra’s not letting up,” the announcer’s voice broke through. “But let’s not forget: we’re all here to have fun and make money, not watch a good, clean, honest fight. That’s so predictable. So boring. So… unentertaining.” The volume of the crowd doubled, with even more hollers filling the absence of punches and roundhouse kicks. “I don’t know about you, folks, but I think our Mistress is getting tired. What kind of heartless bastard would come at her while her guard is down? Well, in this game… if you lower your guard… you’re already dead.”

Elise’s breath hitched at the announcer’s words, and then her pulse raced when she noticed a woman approaching Sierra.

“SIERRA!” she tried to scream, her lungs competing with the uproar of the crowd. She hoped it’d get her to move, that somehow her voice would be loud enough to snap her out of the trance.

When the figure entered the ring, Elise’s tension reached a critical level.

Another fighter had slipped into the ring unannounced. Sierra had clocked them only seconds before she felt her lights go out. Seconds later, she saw Elise sprinting to the ring, barging through the crowd and jumping the rope separating them.

“STOP THE FIGHT!” Elise exclaimed as she tore through every barrier that was standing between them.

“Oh! Our reigning champion makes an unexpected entrance,” the announcer’s voice bellowed as the new contender worked the crowd into a frenzy with an alluring and dangerous display. “You know her, you love her. They’re siblings, they’re rivals… it was over before it even began. She’s here to defend her title as Queen of the hill…”

“Get the fuck away from her!” Elise yelled as she entered the ring, her strength surprising as she brought her arm around her injured Mistress’s shoulders and helped her to stand. “Hold on. I’m getting you out of here. Just stay with me.” Elise held Sierra tightly and picked her up, watching as she feigned consciousness and then disappeared again. “Shit. Come on. Move your legs. Stay awake. Please.”

Sierra’s feet were practically dragging across the floor, but she had just enough strength to limp with Elise’s assistance.

Elise glared at the individual – a woman easily double her size – who had just knocked Sierra out cold with one hit. But as much as she wanted to return the favour, Elise was solely focused on Sierra. Ensuring she made it out of there alive. Even if it meant she got punched or slipped a disc trying to support the weight of Sierra’s built physique on her own.

“---ABI THE WOLFPACK ALPHA!” The crowd was eating out of the palm of the woman’s hand, her showboating and stunts bringing a new octave of excitement from onlookers.

Elise had already gotten them both clear of the impending danger as the next challengers entered the ring. She ignored the fact that her eyes had recognized the unwelcome challenger as the woman responsible for all of Sierra’s pain.

All of her pain.

The gloves were already off when Elise got Sierra to safety.

The extent of the wounds was jarring at a quick once-over glance… and Sierra was now relying on her to survive.

This kind of role reversal wasn’t in the fucking contract.


Chapter 13: Flawed and Beautiful




June 3rd. Day three. Debt remaining: $459,442.

SIERRA HAD WON TWENTY THOUSAND IN BETS AFTER HER PERFORMANCE. But was it worth the pain? Was it worth the recovery? The aching? The abundance of cuts and bruises? The fractured rib that could’ve developed into something much, much worse?

Was it worth nearly dying for?

The drive was a mixture of cutting corners, quiet brooding and regret as she hurried back to the apartment with Sierra’s unconscious body in tow. She debated whether to stop at a hospital, but Sierra didn’t seem like the type for clinical settings… and who knows what questions they’d ask that might lead to either of them being incriminated.

After Elise cranked her car's handbrake, she cut the ignition and got out of the driver’s seat. Sierra was occupying the back seat. Elise sighed and opened the door, willing her stubborn passenger to be conscious again.

“Sierra?” Elise asked, giving her a gentle nudge. “You alive back here?”

“You really need to learn how to stop mounting the curb,” Sierra quipped as she sat up slowly, her stomach greeting her with a tight stitch.  “Ugh. I’ve taken a beating before, but this is a first.”

Sierra couldn’t help but feel frustrated at her helplessness, how her body tore and stung if she moved too quickly or in the wrong way. Her ego was bruised, too, since she’d been so confident about her abilities.

She’d be sore for a while, which meant their progress was stunted.

“That’s what you get for not listening to me,” Elise said as she wrapped Sierra’s arm around her shoulder and helped her out of the vehicle. She hip-bumped the door and locked the car with a struggle. “You know, it’s taking a lot of self-restraint for me not to say ‘I told you so’.”

“You’re cute when you’re mad at me,” Sierra said, her feet working in unison with Elise’s force. “Your nose makes little crinkles. It’s adorable.”

“Why do I put up with this shit…” Elise huffed as she unlocked the apartment door. She guided her to the couch and gently sat her down. “Sit here. I’ll be right back.”

Sierra laughed through her pain, recoiling as her stomach tightened. “Oh, so you’re giving me orders now? That’s not how this power-play works, sweetheart.”

Sweetheart. Oh my God. Elise had to quickly downplay how much the endearment affected her as she swiftly went to the bathroom—pretending that the word didn’t just send a cluster of butterflies into her gut.

Sweetheart. She’s never… she’s never called me that before.

Elise grabbed medical supplies from the bathroom cabinet and ran a cloth under lukewarm water, her heels returning to Sierra, who had relaxed her posture into something more akin to a sugar daddy’s welcoming embrace at a lounge adorned with leather and lace, hidden behind a velvet curtain.

“Really?” Elise asked as she drank in the sight.

“Really,” Sierra said, and she tapped her lap. “Come here.”

“You do realise you’re bleeding, right?” Elise asked as she rang out the excess water into a plastic bowl, her tone turning sterner to mask the desire that would otherwise come bubbling out of her throat.

“I’m aware.”

“So, I’m going to clean you up. And you’re going to let me.”

“Is that so?” Sierra said, pulling Elise closer. “Guess you’ll need to get comfortable, then.” Elise climbed onto the cushion and straddled Sierra, her hands acting as an extension of her will to keep her subdued, and a comfort. Sierra looked up at her with a mixture of hunger and arousal. The switch in dynamic was oddly thrilling. “Hello, my beautiful girl.”

My beautiful girl.

If she wasn’t already a fluid puddle of yearning, this solidified it.

“Shut up,” Elise said playfully with a lilt of strictness. “You were stupid. And reckless. And now look at you. You look like a firecracker had sex with a piano.”

Elise began tending to her wounds, cleaning the blood from her cuts, guaranteeing she wasn’t getting up and being a stubborn asshole who was above rest and recuperation.

Her injuries were vast. Nothing that needed immediate medical attention, luckily.

“That’s an… oddly specific description,” Sierra said.

“Good. Because it’s what you are.” Elise held her face as she gently wiped the blood from Sierra’s forehead with a cloth. Her hair was down, her body bruised. Sierra’s smirk made it difficult for Elise to concentrate on her ministrations. “Stop enjoying this. You’re supposed to be in pain, not… looking at me like that.”

“Like what?” Sierra teased.

“You know exactly what,” Elise said as she dipped the cloth into the water bowl. Elise brought Sierra’s hair over her shoulder and tapped the fabric on the grazed part.

Sierra winced slightly at the sting but was easily distracted.

“I could get used to this. You taking care of me. Serving me.”

“You need to stop talking and let your body recover,” Elise said, and she lightly traced Sierra’s abs before dipping the cloth back in the water. Blood began to mix with the opaque liquid, polluting it with scarlet.

Sierra was watching her tend the plethora of cuts. “That doesn’t sound very fun.”

“It’s not supposed to be fun,” Elise said.

At that comment, Sierra grunted. “And I suppose you’re going to make me stay put?” she challenged playfully, a swaggering grin surfacing.

Elise steeled herself, her voice firm. “If I have to.”

Sierra licked her lips and bit the lower one suggestively. “Is that a challenge?”

Elise sighed and downplayed her with an eye roll. “Why are you like this?”

“Come on, Ace… you know you love it.” Sierra raised a hand and rested it on Elise’s cheek, a gentle and reassuring touch. Elise leaned into the touch and met Sierra’s hand with hers. “You know, I like this new side of you. Looks like you’re blossoming under my care. Becoming the woman I always knew you could be.”

“You mean the woman who can put you in your place?” Elise challenged, dabbing the cloth on a particularly tender laceration on Sierra’s lip. “You know, beneath that tough exterior… you’re a big softy.”

Sierra pulled Elise’s hand down and smirked, the cut lip only adding to her charm.

“A big softy, huh? Let’s not forget who’s in charge here. You’re only on top because I’m allowing it. Don’t get used to it up there.” Sierra’s hands found Elise’s hip, and she steadied her. “No matter what shape my body’s in, your role is to serve me.” She inspected Elise’s hand, taking a mental note of all ridges, the placement of her veins, and the softness of her skin. “These prim-and-proper typist fingers belong to me.” Then she tangled her fist in Elise’s locks and safely pulled it until she yelped, her Mistress’s voice a low purr, “All of you. Belongs to me.”

“Y-Yes, Mistress,” Elise quickly found her familiar submission. She dropped the cloth in the bowl and applied various dressings and bandages to the more prominent injuries. “There’s something I… need to tell you.” her voice grew quiet, the kind befitting a shy schoolgirl confessing to their playground crush. “Something I have been wanting to say for a while. But I’ve been so nervous, so scared, so… so… goddamn afraid of what you’d say.”

“Elise, you know you can tell me anything.” Sierra scanned Elise’s emerald orbs for indications of what she was feeling, what she was about to say. Her eyes held a lot of secrets, but she couldn’t read what they were saying. She adjusted herself slightly, preparing for the worst. “What’s going on? Remember: No secrets, no lies. Just honesty. Even if I don’t want to hear it. Even if it’s scary. Tell me what’s stirring in your heart, darling. I won’t judge.”

Elise held her gaze, wondering whether she should wait for a better time.

But what if there was no better time? Sierra could have died.

Maybe next time… fate wouldn’t be so merciful.

Sierra’s mouth was slightly open as if she were drawing on Elise’s every word.

“I…” Elise continued, struggling to find the words. She turned away from Sierra and knelt at her side on the cold laminate, looking down as she prepared to confess how she really felt. Like there wasn’t an anchor of anxiety holding her back. That she wasn’t trembling because she’d been so scared to admit the truth. “Fuck. Okay. I’m just going to say it. … I know what we have is… well, it’s messy, and it’s magical, and it’s fucking scary… but it’s real. When I saw you get hurt, I felt like I was suffocating. I shouldn’t have feelings for you, I know I shouldn’t, and it’s stupid, but… I can’t turn it off. I can’t stop thinking about you—how you make me feel. I miss the smell of that god-awful cologne you wear when you’re not next to me. I can’t stop staring at your body. I can’t stop dreaming of you when I’m asleep. I just… I can’t keep it to myself anymore. I need you, and I can’t deny it any longer.”

Sierra sat up even more, taken aback but also oddly… relieved.

“Elise… what we have is… it’s an arrangement. There isn’t… there shouldn’t be any feelings involved,” Sierra started, her words stuck both from the conflicting throbbing of her heart and the lump in her throat. Elise was looking at her, feeling shame and embarrassment. It dropped when Sierra finished, “But I feel it too.”

Elise swore she felt the world stop turning, that the only thing she heard was the thundering of her heart hammering the walls of her ribcage and in her eardrums. She was searching Sierra’s eyes for any sign of deception, that she was joking, thinking that the smirk would reappear and she’d laugh at her for being so stupid.

But she saw a flash of sincerity… adoration… in Sierra’s eyes.

“You… do?” Elise asked.

“The reason I push you so hard is because you make me… feel things,” Sierra started saying, the words clawing at the back of her throat as she faltered. She was never speechless. “Things that are confusing, and scary and… fucking beautiful.” Sierra cupped Elise’s face, her fingers tracing her jawline. “You’re so beautiful, Elise. Every part of you, flaws and all.” Sierra pulled herself upright on the cushion, holding Elise’s hands in her own. “Every small piece of you that you’ve ever given me I’ve treated with the utmost respect, and I’ll continue to do so… for as long as you’ll have me.”

The pain in her joints seemed to fade away as Sierra watched Elise’s hand reach for her face, her fingers tracing a faint, gentle line down.

She could feel so much, and yet no words could accurately describe it.

“Mistress… that means more than you know,” Elise said sincerely. “Thank you. For everything.” Tears formed in the corners of her eyes, threatening to fall. She moved her fingers down Sierra’s neck, slowly to her chest, before Sierra met the resting hand on her heart.

“I’m sorry,” Sierra said, her voice quiet and quivering, “for hurting you.” Elise squeezed Sierra’s hand, the first tears now rolling down her cheeks. “I promised to take care of you. To take the pain away. All I ended up doing was making it worse. I’ve put you in situations that made your anxiety so much worse, and I’m sorry.”

“No, Mistress,” Elise said, “You taught me how to love again.” She held Sierra’s cheeks, rubbing circles with her thumbs. “Myself,” she brushed a stray piece of hair behind Sierra’s ear, “and you.”

“Tell me, honestly. Outside of this arrangement… do you want this?” Sierra asked, a mask of uncertainty present in her emotions. “Do you want to stay? With me?”

Elise considered the question for a moment, her hand hovering over Sierra’s taut stomach. She looked up, her eyes searching Sierra’s enigmatic irises. “Do I want to stay with you?”

Since when has Sierra ever cared about what Elise wanted?

She was property. This was an arrangement. It was black and white and simple.

But now it was tinged with monochromatic shades of grey and complicated.

Colourful, even. In a beautiful, messy, non-archaic palette.

“Let’s talk hypothetically,” Sierra said, tapping her chin thoughtfully. “If you had a place of your own. If there was no debt. Would you still want me?”

Elise forced a smile. “Of course. I’m here to serve you, Mistress.”

“No, Elise,” Sierra said dismissively, her hand resting on Elise’s, the warmth soothing the pain inside her chest as their fingers interlocked. “I mean it. No consequences. No punishment. No bullshit. Tell me. Truthfully. Are you happy here?”

Elise’s smile was genuine now as it reached her eyes.

“Even if I became a millionaire overnight… there’s nowhere else I’d rather be.”

“Do you truly mean that, or are you telling me what I want to hear?”

“I do,” Elise said. “I want to be here. With you. I want to be your everything.”

“Oh, Elise. You’re so sugary sweet, it’s sickly. But that’s what I love about you. Come here, beautiful.” Sierra braced herself for pain as she grabbed Elise’s collar and pulled her into a captivating kiss. “And for now, I’ll let you call me Sierra.”

That’s what I love about you.

Elise’s heart skipped a beat. She… she loves me?

Elise felt a tight pang of validation, but she pushed it down. It wasn’t official.

Sierra was her Mistress, Elise was property. It was contractual, nothing more.

No strings. No commitment.

Sierra could love a thousand women, and she’d still have the right to bed Elise.

They were still navigating fresh, open water.

At any moment, either of them could drown.

But for now… she’d pretend they were paddling on a sandy beach. That everything was safe and serene and… perfect.

“Well, Sierra… I’m all yours,” Elise’s voice was a breathy whisper before she climbed back onto Sierra’s lap.

Sierra’s hands roamed the curves of Elise’s back and found the clasp of her bra.

“Well, Elise… are you ready to give me everything you have?”

Elise’s breath came in ragged gasps as the material fell away, exposing her plump breasts. “Yes. Take me. Use me. I’ll give you everything.” Her hand lightly touched Sierra’s stomach. “You’re hurt.”

“Don’t worry, baby. I’m a bit of a masochist at heart.” Sierra’s canine-glinted grin was undeniable, her dominant frame conveying the whole story. Before Elise could react, Sierra seized her wrists and yanked her forwards until their faces were mere millimetres apart.

Baby.

This woman is going to be the death of me, isn’t she?

“Now, let’s see that wild side,” Sierra said, her hand moving to the buckle of Elise’s trousers. “Let her out. I want to meet her.”

“Sierra…” Elise breathed, her eyes meeting Sierra’s deft fingers as he worked on the intricate fastenings of her belt.

“Do you want me to take charge, or do you want the reins?” Sierra’s breath was hot against Elise’s ear, the words a curt rumble. “Do you want to be mine? Do you want me to be yours?”

Sierra wanted Elise’s submission. Her pleasure.

Her whims, her scent, her thoughts, her desires.

Everything.

All she saw, in that moment – the only thing that mattered – was Elise.

And Elise’s mind, usually haunted by demons, was peacefully clear.

Filled with a flame that could only be quelled by satiating her craving.

Elise grabbed Sierra’s throat with an unexpected possessiveness. “Sierra.”

“Rolls off the tongue so naturally, doesn’t it?” Sierra quipped, her head slightly tilted back as Elise’s grip tightened and exposed her neck. “There she is. I’ve been dying to meet you.”

“Quiet.”

Sierra couldn’t deny the role reversal was making her pussy tight.

To have someone else in charge for a change… it was intoxicating.

The thrill of the unknown… a dance she knew all too well.

Except this time, she was the one wearing the blindfold and trusting the dark.

Sierra’s challenge was evident, and it pleased her, “Make me.”

“I’m going to worship every inch of you. And you’ll be helpless to stop me.”

“Mm,” Sierra hummed as Elise trailed a line of feather-light kisses down from her forehead to the top of her stomach, just above the hem of her belted chinos. As she continued, her kisses grew more fervent and desperate, her tongue mapping the delicate ridges of Sierra’s muscles. Sierra couldn’t help but elicit a small moan as Elise’s lips parted over her own and stole the breath from her lungs.

After they broke the kiss, Sierra’s eyes blackened with desire. Her voice was a growl that beckoned Elise to continue her masquerade, “Hello, my rebellious girl.”


Chapter 14: The Wolfpack Alpha




ABI WAS HELLBENT ON MAKING SIERRA’S LIFE FALL APART. Sierra had always been the family favourite, the first and spoiled child, and Abi had to grow up knowing she was always the second choice.

The mistake.

The regret that popped out of her mother’s womb like an unexpected pregnancy.

Abi had always pushed the limits to gain her parents’ approval – good grades, excellent manners, and extracurricular activities like fencing and judo. But it wasn’t ever enough, she was always in Sierra’s shadow. She was always the twin who came after her beloved sister. Her excellence was met with a kind smile, while Sierra got the full attention. Her older sister hit rock bottom, got into trouble and fights and turned to illegal dependences, and somehow, it was still Abi’s fault.

It was seven fucking minutes.

Then, one day, Abi snapped. She got tired of trying to impress and trying to compete.

Her attitude of ‘Yes, Sir,’ ‘No, Sir’ became ‘Fuck you’, ‘Choke and die’.

Abigail Kernan touched fire. And her spawned persona, Abi, liked being burned.

She’d evolved into a mercenary, a revered woman with a hardened reputation.

Abi was in her office, twirling a blade in her hands, feet on the desk. Her office was littered with borrowed goods, paperwork, weapons, and trinkets. It had more character than most CEOs' terraced suites. She didn’t exactly renovate the place when she set up shop, but it was functional. Functionality meant she could focus on making money instead of furnishing it.

Not like Sierra, who made her apartment an extension of her career.

Business was good. Hell, business was the best it’s been in months. Values were high, and people came from across the world to taste her wares. Shipments were coming and going at a steady rate, and goods were shifting with a tidy profit.

But then she’d seen Sierra and her sidepiece waltzing through her compound.

Sierra was trying to pay off her debt, but Abi didn’t want it to be easy. Seeing her brought up feelings of jealousy and revenge, as it always did when she saw her happy and thriving while Abi was scraping by.

How fitting that Sierra was now the scavenger looking for scraps.

Abi’s reputation as Queen of the Hill was on the line. So, she played dirty. Almost put her sister into the ICU. And it was delicious.

She downplayed the smirk on her face as one of her men approached.

“Abi, the latest shipment’s just gone out,” a gruff voice said. He was one of the usual types, rough around the edges and dressed in all black. “We’re looking at a profit of at least seventy percent.” Abi’s lips curled into a delightful smirk. This was exactly the news she wanted to hear. She was raking it in, and her sister was suffering.

Sure, the debt she’d piled up for her sister was petty, but it was a knife wound she wouldn’t soon recover from. At the end of her twenty-day deadline, if she hadn’t coughed up? She’d instruct her men to seize all of Sierra’s assets and burn them. And maybe put her and her mangy stray down for good. Just for kicks.

Because she had a militia outfit, and Sierra had nothing.

“I’m feeling a ‘but’,” Abi said, her eyes narrowing as she stopped fiddling with the knife in her hands. It was never this easy. Never this clean. Abi was right to be sceptical because her gut instinct not only saved money, but on occasion, it also saved lives. Things were never neatly wrapped and presented for free. Everything had a price.

Abi poked the tip of the knife against her gloved finger. “I do hope I’m wrong.”

The man shook his head, fear present in his eyes. “Half of it was missing…”

She launched the knife at the wall, its trajectory dangerously close to nicking the top of his ear. Now she was pissed off, and when she was pissed off, she was unpredictable.

“The fuck do you mean ‘missing’?” she interrogated, her posture now threatening. Moreso than normal. A few strands of raven hair fell across her face, and she ran a frustrated hand through it as she waited for the man’s excuse.

She always hated their pathetic excuses.

“We were shortchanged,” the man said, attempting to stand taller. “The package got caught at customs, and despite our best efforts… they seized half the shipment. Anything illegal was confiscated, and we’re being fined for the damages.” He was built like a soldier, but he couldn’t look her in the eyes.

“You are joking, right?” Abi asked a little too calmly. She stood up and approached the man. She pulled the knife from the wall and wedged it towards his neck. “We have contingencies in place to ensure authoritative fingers don’t go digging through my shit.” She edged it closer to his throat, the cold metal lightly pressing on the pulse point. “So how. The fuck. Did this happen?”

“I don’t know.”

She edged the blade even closer, the tip scraping against his chin, a scratch that would produce scarlet if provoked further. “You don’t know?” Abi tutted, her voice filled with malice. “So, what? I’m supposed to just accept that your incompetence has lost me money?”

“We’re making good on the rest of it, it won’t-”

She shut him up, pinning him to the wall. “We don’t make. Mistakes. Here.”

He was squirming underneath her, his eyes darting anywhere that meant he didn’t have to see the disappointment on her face. When Abi is disappointed, it usually means violent, cruel or unjust consequences.

“I know, it won’t happen again! I swear it.” He was practically pissing his pants with fear, and Abi was feeding off it.

It was almost too easy for her to bring grown men to their knees.

“I know it won’t,” Abi said unpredictably, the metal finally claiming a bead of blood from the bottom of his chin. “You’ll be working until you drop dead.” The man’s eyes widened, and he opened his mouth as if to protest but soon decided against it when he saw the cruelty in Abi’s stormy gaze. “You won’t be sleeping until I see that money in my hands. Is that clear?” The man nodded, and Abi released her hold on him. Satisfied. For now. “The next time I hear of a mistake from you, believe me, it will be your last.” The threat in her words was unambiguous.

“Y-Yes, boss. I-I’m sorry.”

“Now, fuck off and get back to work.”

She shoved him away from her, his feet barely catching him before he scarpered through the door without another word. He thought he was lucky to be alive, but this wasn’t luck, or even mercy… it was business.

This setback had already put Abi in a bad mood, and that mood only worsened when she saw how much her cell had been fined for this idiot’s ‘mistake’. The number of zeroes brought her profit margin down to twenty percent, meaning she was down thousands. Getting back on track would be a lot of work, effort, money, and time.

Abi realised that even though business was good, it could easily all come undone with one stupid fucking mistake.

She seethed as she threw the knife again. The hole in the wall grew bigger, cracking the paint underneath. She was precise with her aim and angry enough to damage more than a bit of flimsy plasterboard.

She would need more able bodies to keep things afloat.

And she knew just the volunteer… given her dire financial situation.

Was it a good idea? Probably not. Would it be an opportunity for her to make money and make her sister even more miserable? Absolutely.

Smiling to herself, she pulled out her phone and rang Sierra’s burner.

“Hello?” Sierra answered after several seconds.

“Hello, sister,” Abi said, retrieving her knife from its perch with a firm tug.

“Checking up on me after making me taste concrete. So thoughtful of you.”

“That’s just the kind of caring sister I am, Si,” Abi said sarcastically.

“Let’s cut the shit. What do you want?” Sierra’s tone turned serious.

“Always so eager to get to the good bits, aren’t you?” Abi asked, and she brought up the account balance of Sierra’s card debt on her smartphone. “I see you’ve been making progress with your payouts. I’m almost impressed.”

“Get to the point, Abi.”

“I have a business opportunity for you,” Abi said, and she started flicking through a filing cabinet of potential jobs. Contracts, addresses, marks, targets. All things she could get her sister to do. Steal for her. Kill for her. Hired muscle she could use as leverage in negotiations—her own scary dog privilege.

Sierra immediately scoffed at the proposition. “No fucking way.”

“Yes fucking way,” Abi replied, and she slammed the filing cabinet shut. “You need money, I need people who are… let’s say, not afraid to get their hands dirty. Consider it a way to pay off that overbearing debt of yours.”

“I’d sooner suck a man’s cock,” Sierra said rudely.

“I had a feeling you’d say that.” Abi brought up the webpage that showed Sierra’s fanbase, or lack thereof, thanks to Abi’s review-bombing. “Let’s raise the stakes, shall we? You agree to work for me, and I’ll erase all that slander against your… services. Once your debt is paid off, you’ll be swimming in as much pussy as you can eat. Or cock, if that’s what you want.”

Abi could envision the eye roll on the other end of the phone.

“And if I say no?” Sierra asked.

Abi feigned a pout, “Then I’m disappointed. And my disappointment can have… unwelcomed consequences.”

“In case you forgot, I’m injured.”

“Come on, Si. When has a little pain ever kept you down? You’re far too stubborn.”

“Fuck’s sake,” Sierra sighed. “Give me a couple of days to recover, and I’ll think about it.”

“Of course. You recuperate your strength. I’ll make sure you’re… suitably motivated.”

Abi would make it impossible for her sister to refuse her offer. Every day she wasted and waited, she’d add another ten thousand onto Sierra’s debt. Pointless purchases, pyramid schemes, scam insurance policies. It would add up incredibly quickly and undo all her sister’s progress in the span of less than a week.

Abi was counting on it.

“Go fuck yourself, Abi,” Sierra said. “Keep your wolves away from my property.”

“Lovely.” Abi slumped back in her chair and kicked her feet on the desk. She placed a cigarette between her lips and flicked her lighter, igniting the end. She held it between her fingers and let the smoke linger for a moment. “Look. If you want to solve your problems with booze and sex, that’s fine.” She took a long drag on the cigarette, the silence purposely driving Sierra mad. “But just think… how long will you be able to afford it? Heh. Two days, sis. Don’t keep me waiting,” Abi said, ending the call.

Now Sierra was the one wearing the collar… and Abi was controlling the leash.

She’d get that mutt to heel, one way or another.

Sierra would come to her because she was desperate.

And when you’re desperate, you don’t tend to think straight.


Chapter 15: Enough To Crunch Your Bones




June 5th. Day five. Debt remaining: $479,442.

FOR THE LAST TWO DAYS, ELISE HAD BEEN NURSING SIERRA BACK TO HEALTH. This included intimate acts of submission and basic housework. Cooking meals for them both. Changing Sierra’s bandages and providing first aid. Massaging her muscles with lavender-scented oil. Washing her body and hair and styling it for her, because Sierra couldn’t move her arms without the stitch worsening. Like a domestic housewife, Elise did everything Sierra didn’t have the energy to do. Her Mistress didn’t order Elise to do any of these things, she did them out of her own initiative. She wanted to help, and she’d grown to appreciate the way mundane tasks and chores allowed her brain to switch off.

This two-day respite period, however, piled $20,000 on top of the existing debt.

The fight that nearly put Sierra in the hospital had been nullified.

And now she was suiting up as a repo woman. Physically embodying Elise’s worst nightmare. Because she was desperate, and Abi had her collared.

Sierra threw on a pair of black cargo trousers and a matching collared shirt, then laced up her combat-grade boots, putting a small blade in the concealed holster she strapped up afterwards. The clothes still fit her. It was like no time had passed since she last saw herself in this all-black uniform. It felt like yesterday, and at the same time, it felt like a lifetime ago.

Sierra had a black bandana riding around her neck, ready to conceal her identity for the jobs where anonymity was crucial. She cocked her gun and loaded it, safety off, before sliding it into the adjacent holster on her khakis.

Sierra pulled her hair into a tighter style, more military than messy.

Elise was making them both breakfast, a waft of crispy bacon and eggs filling the apartment. She was leaving Sierra to her privacy after she was ordered to cook them both a meal and not come in until she was done.

Partially because Sierra didn’t want her to see what she was becoming.

The simple act of cooking an English breakfast provided Elise with the kind of distraction she needed. Her brain was more active than usual because of the debt, and although circumstances meant Sierra was suiting up to become a mercenary, she didn’t want Elise to be in any more pain.

When she was scared, she’d run away, close herself off or try and hurt herself.

“Breakfast is ready,” Elise said as she wandered into the bedroom, finding Sierra up and dressed… and not in her usual sports bra and joggers. Her eyes narrowed as she scrutinized Sierra. “What are you wearing? You look like a black hole.”

“Trust me, I feel worse,” Sierra said, groaning as she tightened her belt, the pressure aggravating her still-healing fracture. “Fuck, that still hurts.”

Elise helped her loosen the belt until it was comfortable and flattened the wrinkles in her shirt. It was a silent way of saying, ‘It’s okay to ask for help.’

“You don’t have to go through with this, you know,” Elise said softly as she cupped Sierra’s face, her thumb brushing the grazed bottom lip. “You can say ‘no’.”

“I know,” Sierra said, pulling on her tactical gloves, “but what choice do I have?”

“There’s always a choice.”

Sierra shrugged her off and stood up, adjusting her uniform and gear. “Not for me, there isn’t. Abi doesn’t take ‘no’ for an answer.” She sighed. “It’s in our blood.”

Sierra pulled up the mask to check it wasn’t too tight, but Elise went pale.

Elise's eyes widened in horror as Sierra stood there in full view.

She recognized that uniform, that mask, that stance…

“Y-You’re one of them,” Elise muttered, moving away slowly, but then she stood firm and writhing. “You’re one of those… those animals that broke into my house and took everything from me!”

“Shit...” Sierra quickly pulled down the mask, her bare face not offering the comfort she’d hoped. “I wasn’t there, Elise,” she said, her hand tentatively reaching out to touch her. As Elise tensed up, Sierra retracted it and sighed. “… But I’m no stranger to my sister’s work.”

Elise backed away. Dumbfounded. “You… you’ve done this before?”

“I don’t owe you an explanation for my mistakes,” Sierra said coldly. She folded her arms, but that only made her look more intimidating. The whole point was to comfort Elise – to show her that she wasn’t bad, that the work wasn’t just killing and stealing – but all she ended up doing was making her more scared.

“How could you…? After everything we’ve shared…” Then it clicked. “You knew. You fucking knew.” Elise felt a maelstrom of emotions churning inside her. The most prominent and recognizable one was betrayal.

Sierra finished adjusting her mercenary garb, “I don’t have time to argue with you, Elise. I have work to do.”

The way Elise was looking at her… she knew everything they had was gone.

Shattered.

Broken.

She’d never look at her the same way again. Like she was her everything.

She’d look at her like she was now. Like she was her enemy.

Elise scoffed, her arms outstretched and gesturing, “Right. Of course. Work that involves robbing people blind!”

Sierra ground her teeth, her jaw set, trying desperately to suppress her anger. “You know it isn’t that simple. You know I wouldn’t be doing this if there were any other way. But there isn’t. Look, I’m not proud of it. I don’t enjoy it, and frankly, the thought of it makes me fucking sick. But we need this money, Elise. I don’t expect you to understand. I need you to trust me. I’m not your enemy here.”

“How can you expect me to trust you when you’re part of the reason for my suffering?” The words tore into Sierra. She was painting her as a villain. At this point, Sierra began seeing the grey swatches and blurred lines.

“Everything I do is to keep you safe. To protect you,” Sierra said, her tone assertive but sprinkled with sincerity. “That’s my job. I’m your Mistress.”

“You might be my Mistress,” Elise said callously, turning away. “but that’s all you are to me.”

The words might as well have been a bullet in the heart.

Sierra wrestled with the urge to pull her back or let her go. The decision was made for her as the apartment door slammed shut, and Elise’s car engine roared outside.

By the time Sierra had mustered the courage to follow, the headlights were already disappearing into the distance. She didn’t know where Elise would be going, but she also didn’t have the time to find out. And Elise had just taken their only means of transport.

Sierra would have to walk to the mercenary compound. She’d have to push down her worries, her doubts, numb herself to feelings so she could do her damned sister’s work. Praying that Elise didn’t do something reckless and stupid. Again.

The sight of their plated breakfast just reminded her of what she’d lost.

Sierra fell to her knees and sobbed. She’d never felt so vulnerable… so empty.

“What have I done?” she found herself saying. “Why do I fuck everything up?”

Now her hair was dishevelled, and her eyeliner smudged.

While Elise ran away when she was scared, Sierra turned to violence.

She slammed her fist into the apartment door before flinging it open with an enraged yell. As she went outside, her footsteps were heavy, and her mercenary gear was already chafing.

Her tears dried up, and a fierce, determined anger took hold.

Sierra started jogging towards the compound, ignoring the whirlwind of thoughts circling her like a hurricane.

Please be okay. Please be okay. Please be okay.

I’m so fucking stupid. I’m such an asshole. I’m sorry. I don’t deserve you.

∞∞∞

Sierra rocked up to the compound fashionably late. She didn’t even bother to fix the flaws in her appearance. It’d be obvious that she’d been crying. She didn’t care. At this point, she thought it’d be better to feel nothing at all instead of allowing herself to feel everything with an intensity that would drive her crazy.

Two armed guards stood by the entrance, blocking her entry point: typical mercenary types, burly men clutching a standard-issue rifle. One of them tapped their pocket and pulled out a radio.

“Someone here to see you, boss,” they said. “Some bitch with red hair.”

“Send them in,” Abi’s voice crackled through the radio. “And FYI, that ‘bitch’ is my sister, so watch your mouth.”

The man grunted in reply, and they both moved to the side, allowing Sierra to pass.

Sierra shoulder-checked him and moved inside, the familiar surroundings sending a sheet of ice underneath her skin. There was less commotion than before, as it was still early, but there were still plenty of people. Workers and customers, all of them, she was convinced, were looking at her.

She scanned the place for traces of her sister, ignoring the eyes that followed her as she wandered like a lost puppy. She turned the corner and eventually found the open door of Abi’s office, the broken glass and scratch marks on the door a clear indicator that she’d found the right place.

Abi’s expression was one of pure smugness and victory when she saw Sierra.

Abi was leaning against her desk, dusting a carbon glock.

“Good to see you came to your senses, sister,” Abi said. She placed the gun on the desk, the muzzle facing her visitor. Her eyes narrowed. “Where’s the stray?”

“Gone,” Sierra said. A partial truth. “I’m only here so I can get my business back.”

“Well, at least you won’t have anyone distracting you,” Abi replied, and she kicked off the desk. Abi noticed the smeared makeup. “It’s her loss. I’ve been told you’re quite a catch.” An arrogant and cocky smirk found her lips, a signature Kernan move.

Abi approached, drinking in the sight of her sister in her military kit.

Sierra hated wearing it, and that only made it sweeter for Abi.

“I do this for you, you erase all the shit you’ve said about me,” Sierra said, her tone carrying the anger that was coursing through her veins. “And you make that debt disappear into a cloud of smoke. Do you understand me?”

Abi gestured to her heart, crossing it, “I am nothing if not a woman of my word.”

“And what’s your word worth these days?” Sierra asked, arms folded.

“To you, fifty grand a day.”

“Jesus, Abi,” Sierra said, mouth partially open. “How can you afford that?”

“It pays to know me, Si,” Abi said, sitting on her desk. “What do you say?”

“Fine,” Sierra huffed. “What am I doing?”

“For today, you can ride with Team Alpha,” Abi said, passing Sierra a file outlined with an address and information about the job. “They’ll show you the ropes. And if you cause any trouble – try and sabotage me in any way – they’ll be the first to tell me. So, y’know, don’t try anything stupid.” Sierra read the file, already turning her nose up at the words that dictated what she’d be doing. “Don’t be so dramatic. This is grunt work. The other stuff is way more fun, but we all have to start somewhere.”

Sierra finished reading the file, clutching it tighter. “This isn’t ‘fun’, Abi.”

“Mm, we’ll see. Happy hunting, sister.”

“Fuck’s sake,” Sierra cursed under her breath as she left the office. She took another quick look at the dossier. “Team Alpha, huh? Fitting. Now, where is your little pack hiding?”

She proceeded through the compound and found her squadron – Team Alpha – loading a van out back, where the decommissioned vehicles and fixer-uppers resided.

“You must be our new pup,” one of them said.

“You must be Team Alpha,” Sierra said in response.

“Observant,” he mused, and he tapped the van. “Hop up. You’re riding shotgun.”

Sierra got in the van’s passenger seat, and the rest of Team Alpha embarked after they finished loading up. The squad consisted of five members: Sierra, three men and one other woman. The squad leader, a fierce-looking man with a beard, messy hair and sunglasses, started the van and put it in gear before leaving the yard.

“Abi told us all about you,” the man said as he continued driving. “We should probably feel special, having the boss’s own blood riding with us.”

“I’m no stranger to getting my hands dirty,” Sierra said.

“Is that right? Well, the proof’s in what you do, not what you say.”

“Just because you’re family doesn’t mean you’re getting off easy,” the woman with a braid piped up in the back. She was in the middle of the other men who were keeping to themselves. “This isn’t your typical office job. And just a heads up, because I know you’re a viscous flirt. Your charisma might work with the girls back home, but they won’t work with me.”

“I am not a viscous flirt,” Sierra protested playfully. The woman wasn’t entirely wrong. A little fun on the side wouldn’t hurt. Elise wouldn’t need to know. More to the point, Elise had all but broken up with her.

“Sure, Kernan, and I’m a philanthropist,” the woman replied with a chuckle.

Sierra groaned and continued watching out the window, their destination close.

“You look distracted,” the leader said after turning onto a narrow avenue. He must’ve noticed her brooding from the rear-view mirror. “And I know it’s not because of Jupiter’s looks. Though she does look drop-dead gorgeous in uniform, I can’t lie.”

Sierra stifled a sneer. “Jupiter, huh? Pretty name.”

“You’ve got no chance,” the woman said in response, cocking her head towards the man occupying the driver’s seat, “I’m happily married to this cock-headed bastard.”

Oh. She was straight. Delightful.

Sierra always liked a taste of the forbidden.

“Care to fill me in on your name, Alpha?” Sierra asked, looking in his direction. He was focused on the road, but he only had one hand loosely on the steering wheel.

“You can call me Mars,” he said. “That’s all you need to know about us.”

“What, and I guess that means they’re Uranus and Pluto?” Sierra laughed.

The men in the back seemed completely unphased by her humour.

“Something like that,” Mars said. The van pulled up and screeched to a halt outside a tall building. It was practically abandoned on the sidewalk, and without a moment’s notice, he’d cranked the handbrake and cut the engine. “Boots on the ground. Let’s get this over with.” Mars disembarked the vehicle, and the rest of the squadron closed behind, followed reluctantly by Sierra.

“Heads up, Kernan,” Jupiter said after she picked a rifle out of the duffle bag in the footwell and chucked it to Sierra, who caught it. She picked out one of her own and did her initial checks. Jupiter started talking Sierra through the fundamentals of the weapon she was holding. How to hold it, reload it, information about the mechanics, the recoil and other statistics. “Don’t press that trigger unless you’re certain. Got it?”

“Got it,” Sierra said in affirmative, holding the weapon with newfound confidence. It felt heavy and cold, but it made her feel powerful. Dangerously powerful.

“The job’s simple. Deliver the shipment, collect the money,” Mars said, his attention towards his squad. Then he turned to Sierra. “New blood, you’re playing offence. We don’t leave that building empty-handed. On your mark, Kernan.”

She approached the building, her squad close behind, before ringing the bell.

“What the fuck are you doing?” Jupiter asked, barging past her. “I don’t know what kind of ladylike bullshit you’re used to, but that ain’t gonna fly here.” She planted an explosive charge on the door and pulled Sierra back to a safe distance as it tick, tick, ticked down to detonation.

Boom.

The explosion made Sierra’s blood run cold, a jolt of lightning to her core.

Once a gaping maw had been made, Team Alpha barged in, signalled with a gesture from Mars to proceed into the building.

They each pulled on their masks, some personalized hockey masks, some simple balaclavas. Sierra was the last to conceal her identity with her charcoal gaiter, but the rifle in her hands would raise far too many questions if she were caught.

“What shipment are we delivering, exactly?” Sierra asked, the ringing in her ears causing her to shout.

“Pain,” the leader said maniacally. He signalled for the team to split up. “Kernan, you’re with me. The rest of you, fan out. Find our target. First one to find the bastard gets bragging rights and a stiff drink on me.”

“I thought this was a delivery?”

“Oh, it is a delivery. A very special delivery,” Jupiter said as she secured the hockey mask over her face. “Our target did a runner. We’re here to collect what is owed.”

Team Alpha split into two groups. Sierra and Mars continued sweeping the ground floor while the others started making their way upstairs, the operation proceeding with ruthless precision on their part.

“Lead the way,” Sierra said to Mars, looking around. “I’ll watch your back.”

Mars disagreed. “I don’t think so. You’re staying where I can see you. Take point.”

Sierra hesitantly went first, meaning she’d shield all the bullets. She didn’t know what – or who – she expected to find in this eerily quiet building.

Her footsteps were hasty as she began sweeping the ground floor, peering in rooms, checking for figures that weren’t her teammates. It was almost as if the occupant had left for a vacation. The silence was only interrupted by heavy, clunky footsteps and controlled breaths from behind. It was unnerving.

“Contact on third floor,” came a voice through his comms. “Target in sight.”

Mars tapped his ear and responded, “Copy. We’re on our way to you.” Sierra looked worried, as if they were about to walk into a gunfight. She wasn’t prepared for a gunfight, or even a fistfight. Her current state of mind was too… volatile. “Kernan, haul ass up those stairs. Keep your wits about you.”

Each step was averse, but she ascended to the second, then third floor.

She held her rifle tighter, her hands trembling as her breath grew shallow.

The rest of her squadron was waiting in cover, their eyes on the prize. They approached, watching the man minding his business at the end of the hallway. As if he hadn’t heard their forced entry.

Jupiter broke formation and stormed towards the target, gun in tow.

“Don’t fucking move,” she said. “Hands where I can see them.” Team Alpha drew closer, like a pack of wolves circling a fresh kill. “Don’t give me a reason to shoot you, old man.” The man didn’t respond.

As they got within sweeping distance, Sierra realized why.

This man was already dead. Suicide, judging by the gun lying next to him.

“Poor bastard couldn’t handle the guilt,” the woman said, spitting.

“Then let’s secure his inheritance,” the leader said, smirking. “Kernan, it’s time for you to put those dainty fingers to work.” He addressed his squad. “Load up the van. Take anything worth a damn and burn the rest.”

Sierra caught herself gasping behind the mask, her eyes wide with shock.

She couldn’t breathe.

This was Elise’s ordeal… and she had no idea.

Elise… she was on the receiving end of this… repossession.

“Kernan,” Jupiter said, snapping her out of it. “You feeling strong?”

No. I’ve never felt so fucking scared in my life.

Sierra repressed the vulnerability, put her weapon back in the duffle, and cracked her knuckles. She was tougher than this.

But she was lying to herself.

Pretending to be okay when, in reality, she was self-destructing.

“Not especially,” Sierra said, a hand discreetly hovering over her wounded rib.

“Good. Help me with this.” She was trying to lift a heavy metal trunk. Sierra assisted, and eventually, the box gave way, the top clunking down beside it. “Well, what do we have here? Looks like we hit the jackpot.”

The trunk was full of jewellery, a mixture of what they’d stolen and bought themselves without keeping the receipt. It was brimming with designer watches, necklaces, rings and bracelets, and that only scratched the top layer's surface.

“Fucking hell,” one of the other men spoke up, ogling the contents. “That’s gotta be worth way more than Abi pays us in a month.”

If there weren’t so many eyes on her, Sierra could’ve made some of it… disappear.

“Good hunting, Alpha,” the squad leader said, and he got it rigged up securely in the back of the van after they’d successfully manoeuvred it downstairs. The rest of the squad continued loading up the van for a few minutes before embarking again.

It was business as usual for them. For Sierra, it was a reality check.

A trail of gasoline was left, the match sparked by one of her teammates.

“Not bad for a new pup,” Mars said with satisfaction, smacking Sierra on the back before taking the driver’s seat. “You might even prove useful.”

Sierra watched in disdain as the building went up in smoke, a sick and uncomfortable feeling enveloping her. She felt a wave of nausea threatening bile in her throat.

What the hell had she gotten herself into?

“Hey, boss. Got some good and bad news,” the leader spoke into his radio, “target was KIA, but we got our money and then some. Secured a trunk full of valuables. Kernan pulled her weight, too.”

“That’s what I like to hear, Mars,” Abi said, her voice slightly distorted from feedback. “I’ve got another job for you. Someone looking to shift a vintage vinyl collection. Scope it out, make sure it’s legit. Pay the man his asking price, if his goods are as good as what he says they are. There’s a couple thousand in the glovebox, that should cover it. I’ll ping you the address. Tell your squad to put their fangs away. We don’t want them scaring away our business. That means you, Sierra.”

“Don’t worry, Abi. Sierra’s fangs aren’t as sharp as she thinks they are.”

“Mm, I know they aren’t. All bark and no bite.”

Sierra grunted again. They were insulting her and giving her orders.

It was like she was back in the insatiable clutches of Mistress Line.

And she fucking hated it.

Another job. Great, she thought. Here she was hoping it’d be a one-and-done deal. A bit of petty theft, get paid, and then go back to her apartment to drown her sorrows and allow herself time to cry. Or tear something apart. Or both.

“Got the address. Heading there now,” Mars replied, pocketing the radio and pulling away from the burning building. “Looks like we’re getting eyes on some potential assets. Kernan, you into music? Or are you one of those brooding types who doesn’t care for it?”

“The only music I enjoy listening to is the moans of the women I fuck into submission,” Sierra said, smirking. “In case you’ve forgotten, I’m familiar with both pain and pleasure.” Sierra looked behind her, catching the woman's attention in the back. “Especially pleasure.”

“I told you. Viscous flirt,” Jupiter said, though she was smiling.

“Guilty as charged,” Sierra said, and she found herself relaxing into the seat.

As they rode to the next location, Sierra pulled out her phone to check notifications.

Nothing from Elise. She was hoping for… something. A flicker of hope.

Sierra’s thumbs hovered over the screen before she sent the message.




‘Hey. Hope you’re okay. I’m sorry for how we left things. Can we talk?’

[Elise] I don’t want to talk to you.




She never could help herself, replying so punctually. At least she was alive.




‘Come on, Elise. Tell me what’s going on. Are you safe?’

[Elise] What do you care?

‘Of course I care. I’m still your Mistress. Do I need to make it an order?’

[Elise] Leave me alone.

‘Just tell me where you are so I know you’re safe. I won’t punish you for being scared.’




The replies stopped after that, prompting Sierra to worry.

But she didn’t have time to stir, the van had already stopped outside their next job. They had arrived at a much smaller, residential building. This time, they opted to leave their weapons in the vehicle, except the concealed ones.

Mars left the van, Sierra following. The others stayed put, watching the events unfold. Backup just in case things went sideways.

This time, Mars permitted a simple knock. It was a deal, not a shakedown.

The door opened, and a middle-aged man answered, scanning them both.

“You must be here for the records,” he said. “They’re in the garage. Let me grab the key.” The man disappeared for a few seconds, returning with the garage key. He ushered them towards the garage and opened it, a pile of boxes and other memorabilia meeting their gaze. “Most are in mint condition; some are a little loved. I’ve had a lot of use out of these, but I’ve not got the time nor space to enjoy them anymore. Shame, really, but at least they’re going to someone who will appreciate them.”

“You’re happy for us to inspect them?” Mars asked.

The man nodded. “Of course.” Sierra stood with her arms folded, watching Mars unpack some of the records and take stock of what was in each box. “I take it you’re not the vinyl enthusiast in the relationship?”

“I’m here to supervise, not make friends,” Sierra said firmly.

She’d slipped into this role a little too easily.

“Right. Of course. And I trust you have my money?”

“You’ll get your money once we confirm everything is in order.”

After a few moments of rustling and searching, Mars joined Sierra, brushing his hands together to dissipate the dust. He seemed pleased.

“Two thousand, was it?” Mars asked, reaching into the glovebox. He counted the notes and secured them with an elastic band, a wadge of money that would surely dent Abi’s funds. “Here. It’s all counted.” He handed it over. The seller counted the bills and nodded towards the garage.

Mars opened the back of the van and started lifting the boxes in there, stacking them with Sierra’s help. The van was at least half filled by the time they’d finished, each box probably holding fifty or more records.

The other members of Team Alpha sat tight, waiting for their cue.

Watching. Waiting. Ready to pounce if necessary.

“Pleasure doing business with you,” the seller said, and he closed the garage.

“The pleasure’s all ours,” Mars replied politely, securing the final boxes in the van.

“Enjoy the records. There’s some classics in there.”

Sierra shot him a look, her guard raised. It couldn’t be this easy, surely?

There had to be a catch, an ambush – something.

The man waved them off, and Mars and Sierra re-entered the van.

“Assets acquired,” Mars reported to Abi. “We’re heading back now.”

It really was that fucking easy. Nobody got hurt. Nothing got stolen.

Maybe there was more to Abi’s work than just the illicitness of it all.

∞∞∞

Back at the apartment, Sierra was greeted with the sound of her own footsteps.

It was hauntingly quiet and dark in the apartment… and cold.

“Elise?” she called out. Hoping. No response. “I’m back. Are you here?” More silence. She chucked her keys on the side and sighed. “Where are you, Elise?”

She poured herself a drink of neat whisky. As she tentatively sipped it and took off the first layers of her mercenary gear, she noticed something scribbled on the calendar.

It wasn’t there earlier.

Elise had written something on today’s date—a reminder so she didn’t forget.

‘Elise Hahnfeld. Dentist 5 PM. Dr. Kim’

This was something she could work with. She was too much of a good girl to miss a scheduled appointment, and she’d be shivering like a leaf in that chair.

Perhaps Sierra could use that? Make a few… rearrangements to Dr. Kim’s schedule.

Make it so she was the dental professional in proximity with Elise… alone.

She’d have her all to herself. It was devilishly perfect.

Luckily for her, Sierra knew one of the nurses at the practice. Kimberley. She used to be one of her submissives. And she owed her a favour.

I’ll be seeing you soon, darling.


Chapter 16: What I Want




June 5th. Day five. Debt remaining: $479,442.

ELISE ARRIVED FOR HER SCHEDULED EVENING DENTAL APPOINTMENT. She’d signed in at the reception desk, filled in some medical forms, and sat anxiously in the waiting room. Few people sat in there with her, and an array of dental professionals kept flitting about between rooms.

It was just a check-up, a routine appointment she’d made months ago and forgot about until a reminder popped up on her phone. She was still undeniably pissed off at Sierra, but after a short walk in the park and time to herself to think things through, she’d started to calm down. Sierra had tried to contact her, but Elise had stopped replying after she put her phone on silent.

Partly because she didn’t want to talk to her.

But also to stop herself from thinking about her. Because as angry as she was… she missed her. Like a part of her was missing, and her chest was hollow. Elise hated that she missed her. Hated her influence over her, even during periods of absence.

Anticipation was eating away at her. She’d been waiting fifteen minutes already.

“Elise Hahnfeld?” called the nurse as she appeared into view. The badge on her clinical white shirt included an employee photo and her name – ‘Kimberley.’ Elise stood up and followed the nurse into the room at the end of the corridor. She made small talk as they walked, passing other offices. “How are you today?”

The nerves in her voice and body language were clear-cut. “Nervous,” Elise said shakily. “I don’t typically… like dentists.”

“Oh, that’s alright. The dentist you’re seeing is very good with anxious patients.” Kimberley met her nervous demeanour with a kind smile. She opened the door and ushered Elise inside. “Please take a seat, Miss Hahnfeld. The dentist will be with you shortly. And please, try to relax. You’re in good hands.” The way she said the last phrase sent goosebumps along Elise’s arms. That didn’t sound overly… professional.

The room was typically darker and less clinical than she was used to. She thought nothing of it and sat on the end of the reclining chair in the middle of the room, scanning her surroundings. Metal instruments, a computer, a light above her. Everything seemed normal, albeit terrifying to Elise.

The scent of antiseptic and clinical professionalism was jarring.

A couple of minutes later, another woman joined her in the room.

Sandalwood and spices from her distinct cologne joined the concoction.

“How are you feeling today, Elise?” the woman asked, her back to Elise. Elise swore she was going crazy… but she recognised that voice. “Any problems with your teeth you need to make me aware of before we begin?” She snapped on a pair of latex gloves and donned a surgical mask before facing her patient.

Elise swore she felt her heart stop for a split second.

“N-No, no problems,” she managed. She was imagining things, she convinced herself. It was impossible.

“Just a routine check-up?” That voice… the authority behind it.

It couldn’t be.

As soon as Elise tried to shuffle out of the seat, she was greeted by a familiar, controlling hand. The flat palm pushed on her chest and kept her still. A dominant and possessive gesture – one she knew all too well – that belonged to her Mistress.

Her rusted red hair was recognisable the second she stepped into view.

“Hello, Elise,” came her voice. “I’m afraid Dr. Kim is absent today. I’ll be stepping in, but don’t worry,” she leaned closer, pulling the mask down only briefly so Elise could see that sickly-sweet grin, “you’re in good hands.” Sierra sat on a rolling stool and wheeled it closer to Elise, her borrowed white coat cascading over the edges.

Elise had never felt so scared in her life.

She anxiously edged backwards onto the chair, not knowing that was precisely what Sierra wanted. To have her alone. At her mercy. Vulnerable.

“P-Please. Don’t hurt me. I’m sorry for running, I’m sorry-” Elise started.

Sierra placed a gloved finger over her lips, stopping her. “Relax, Elise. You know you’re safe with me. I’m not going to hurt you. We’re just going to poke around and talk in this very intimate setting.”

“H-How did you find me?” Elise panicked.

“You left a reminder on the calendar, and let’s just say I have connections,” Sierra said, perusing the tools in the tray. “Tell me, do you prefer the mask on or off? Personally, I think it ruins the effect. But hygiene is important to some people, so I suppose we’ll keep this professional. After all, what kind of dentist would I be if I didn’t follow protocol?”

It was a subtle dig at Elise’s defiance, and Sierra smirked under the mask as Elise squirmed beneath her gloved hand. She could feel Elise’s heart racing. But it wasn’t just out of fear… there was something else.

Something that told her Mistress she was enjoying this more than she let on.

Having Sierra here, in control, in such an intimate setting… it was exhilarating.

It was naughty.

It was devilishly perfect.

“Sierra, please.”

“That’s Mistress to you,” Sierra said firmly.

Elise realised her mistake, and her pulse quickened. “Mistress… please. I don’t want to do this with you.”

“As your Mistress, I take your oral health very seriously,” Sierra said, pushing Elise’s head back against the headrest, her blonde waves splayed out like a curtain of golden silk. “Whether you like it or not, you’re going to show me those pretty teeth. Who knows, you might even enjoy having my fingers in your mouth.” She held Elise’s jaw and poked her cheeks with her thumb, gentle but forceful. “Now then, let’s see those pearly whites. Open wide for me, Elise.”

“No.”

“Oh, we’re going to play that game, are we?” Sierra asked, accepting the challenge. She tapped Elise’s shoulder. “You and I both know what happens to naughty little girls who disobey me. Let’s not make things more difficult.” Sierra tightened her grip, a subtle reminder of their arrangement. “Open your mouth.” Her eyes flicked to the tray of metal instruments. Tools Sierra didn’t know how to use, but she knew they made Elise nervous. “Or I’ll have to start using these scary-looking tools.”

“I’m not letting you anywhere near me or my mouth,” Elise said, attempting to get up. Sierra reminded her of the strength she possessed by effortlessly pushing her down again. “Let me go. I’m done playing your games.”

“This isn’t a game, Elise,” Sierra said darkly, her tone laced with warning. She put her hand on Elise’s throat, squeezing just hard enough to make a point. “You said it yourself. I’m your Mistress. And as your Mistress, I’m ordering you to open your mouth. If you don’t, I’ll have to get creative.”

“Fuck you,” Elise cursed. Sierra laughed at her audacity.

She was lying, and every twitch from her body proved it. Her pupils were dilating, her breath was catching, and her heart was racing.

She wasn’t just enjoying this… she was craving it.

“Such a filthy mouth.” Sierra grabbed her chin and forced Elise to look at her. “Last chance. What’s it going to be? Mouth open, or mouth closed?”

Elise’s eyes bore into her. “Mouth. Closed.”

You might be my Mistress, but that’s all you are to me.

“Very well. We’ll try things my way,” Sierra said, releasing her. “You’ll open that mouth for me. Whether it’s screaming my name or willingly is your choice.” She painted a finger down Elise’s bottom lip. “Unless you want to tell me where you were. Why you ran away. The truth.”

“I was at the park. Getting some fresh air. Thinking.”

Now Sierra had a hand on Elise’s thigh. “Thinking, hm? About me?”

“No. Not about you.”

It was such a blatant lie that Sierra couldn’t stop the smug smile from forming.

“Oh, Elise. You’re making things so much more interesting. Let’s get you comfortable, shall we?” Sierra played with the buttons on the side of the chair, reclining Elise so she was more… relaxed. More submissive. More susceptible to Sierra’s touch. “Now, you know I don’t want to do this. But if you keep disobeying me, you’ll regret it.” Sierra towered over her, watching her body’s every reaction. Her body told the story Elise’s mouth refused. “No more lying. No more running away. If you’re scared – especially if you’re scared – I expect you to talk to me. Do we have an understanding?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress,” Elise said, her voice a little too earnest.

“Good girl,” Sierra said with a gentle pat. “Now, can we get on with this?”

“Do you even know what you’re doing?”

“Not especially. But that’s the beauty of trust, isn’t it? Because when you’re with me, Elise, you have to trust me implicitly. Even if it’s scary, I’ll guide you through the fear,” Sierra explained, her tone taking on a layer of sincerity that seemed to ease Elise’s nerves.

“You… you scared me. When you… when you dressed like one of them…”

“I know,” Sierra said with a tinge of regret. “And I’m sorry for scaring you.” She advanced, her gloved thumbs pressing lightly on the pulse point of Elise’s jaw. “Will you trust me to look at your teeth?”

“No tools.”

“No tools,” Sierra confirmed, moving away from the tray, her gloved fingers wiggling to prove she wasn’t a threat. “Just my hands.” She brushed a gloved finger down Elise’s cheek. “I promise. My hands will always be gentle for you, my love.”

My love.

Fuck.

“I-I was thinking about you,” Elise admitted. “I’m always thinking about you.”

Sierra removed the surgical mask and disposed of it. “I know, Ace. You’re a terrible liar.” She held her face and kissed her, a soft and reassuring exchange that made Elise’s pulse race, but not from fear. “Now, open your mouth.”

Elise obeyed. The vulnerability was… elating.

She hated herself for enjoying it.

“Good girl. Stay nice and still for me. And remember, no biting the dentist.” Sierra explored Elise’s mouth and teeth with her fingers, tapping and prodding the enamel and gums. “Beautiful, just like every other part of you.” Her touch was gentle and precise, given the circumstances. “Let’s count them. With every number, take a deep breath. When you breathe out, I want you to give me one of your worries. Ready?” Elise nodded. Sierra ran her finger along the line of teeth, her voice steady and calming, “One… Two… Three… Four...” As she counted, she felt Elise relaxing further into her touch. “Good girl. That’s it. Keep breathing. In… and out. Twelve… Thirteen… Fourteen... Fifteen... Sixteen. You’re doing so well.”

It felt… right. Pleasant, even.

As Sierra moved to the other side of her mouth, her eyes fluttered shut.

“Good girl,” Sierra softly praised. “See? It’s not so bad. Are you okay?” Another nod, this one slower and reflecting her serenity. “Good.” Sierra slipped off the lab coat and draped it over the office chair. “Look at me.”

At the command, Elise’s eyes landed on Sierra. She was dressed casually again. A lightweight button-up shirt with cuffed sleeves and a pair of cargo trousers. This was how she remembered her. Warm. Inviting. Safe.

Home.

“I’m not a threat,” Sierra said, and she brought the chair upright. “I’m yours.” She pulled off the gloves and binned them, her warm hands tenderly coming to rest on Elise’s face. “Tell me what you want, and I’ll give it to you.”

“Anything I want?” Elise asked, a glimmer of mischief present.

“Anything you want,” Sierra said, stroking her hair. “Let me make it up to you.”

Elise stood up, taking on a more assertive stance. “I want… I want you to kiss me.”

“Well then,” Sierra said, leaning closer, “let’s not waste any time, shall we?” She placed a soft, lingering kiss on Elise’s lips. “What else does my good girl want?”

“I… want you to take off my shirt.” Sierra obliged and slowly started taking Elise’s blouse off—starting at the first button and ending with the garment on the floor. Elise pulled Sierra closer by the collar, her breath hot and gasping. “Now, take off your shirt.” Again, Sierra did as she was told and unbuttoned her own shirt, pulling it off to expose her muscles.

God, she missed her.

Sierra smirked as her toned frame tormented Elise. “You missed me, didn’t you?”

“Lock the door.”

“Worried that someone will come in and spoil our fun?”

Elise wasn’t asking, and she pointed towards it. “Lock. The fucking. Door.”

“My, aren’t we feeling feisty,” Sierra said with a tease as she bolted the office door, ensuring their privacy. “Alright, Miss Hahnfeld. Give me your next order.”

“Take off your trousers.”

“Are we seriously going to have sex in a dentist’s office?” Sierra asked with intrigue as she unbuckled her belt and slid her trousers down. “I’ve got to admit, I didn’t expect this from you. I like it.” Sierra stood in her sports bra and boxers, exposed but still stoic as ever. “How else can I serve you, my queen?”

My queen.

Elise breath hitched at the endearment, her core burning with aspiration.

“You like being praised, don’t you?” Sierra said as she started unbuckling and removing Elise’s slacks while holding eye contact. Even if she fumbled with the belt without seeing it, they came off effortlessly under Sierra’s practised control. “You like being told you’re a good girl.” Sierra brushed her lips over hers. “You crave it.”

“Sierra.”

“Mm?”

“Fuck me against the door.” The words slipped out with a throaty rasp, like she was giving Sierra a definitive map of everything she’d ever wanted. And Sierra was all too eager to please.

“Good girl,” Sierra smiled darkly against her lips. “Your desires are my command.”

Sierra’s hands started grazing the field Elise had offered her.

She slammed her against the door, eliciting a gasp from her submissive.

“I may be following your demands, but I’m still in charge,” Sierra said, pinning her in place. “And tonight, I’m going to show you just how much I missed you.”

She brushed her lips over Elise’s, held her cheek, and pulled their mouths together, entangling them in a passionate exchange. Sierra pulled away, smiling as she planted kisses down Elise’s body. Elise’s hands were exploring Sierra’s back, paying little mind to the bandaged parts of her body.

Elise lowered her pants and pushed Sierra’s head down, offering her wet pussy as satiation for Sierra’s hunger. And Sierra devoured it.

Moans started escaping Elise’s throat. Her fingers trailed along Sierra’s muscles, leaving red scratches as her nails dug in. The longer Sierra ate, the louder Elise’s lungs were getting. Sierra claimed the intricacies of Elise’s sex. Both of their clits were soaking wet at this point, and Sierra came up for air, unstrapping Elise’s bra before nipping the tip of her breast. Then she danced a finger along Elise’s chin, pulling it towards her for another helping of dessert. Elise pulled away this time, tangling her hands in Sierra’s hair as she thrust her hips towards her and wrapped her arms around her shoulders.

Elise could taste the smoke and musk on Sierra’s tongue as she held the kiss. Sierra stuffed a hand in Elise’s hair; the other was gentler on her cheek, holding it and tracing circles on it but ultimately claiming it as hers.

Sierra pulled back slightly, pausing their escapade.

“How am I doing? Am I fulfilling all your deepest desires?”

“Yes,” Elise said breathlessly. “Fuck, yes.”

“Good,” Sierra said. “Now, you follow my orders.” Sierra pushed her boxers down and brought Elise to her knees with a gentle push. “Taste me.”

Elise froze, but she didn’t want to disappoint. “I’ve never done this before… what if I do it wrong?”

“Trust that I’ll be here to guide you,” Sierra said, enjoying the sight of her submissive so enthralled. “I’m yours, and you’re mine. Say it.”

“I’m yours, Mistress,” Elise breathed as she looked up.

Sierra held her chin, her eyes piercing. “Good girl. Now, get comfortable.” She let go and gently guided Elise into the desired position. “Use your tongue. It’s like licking an ice cream. Go slow. Savour it. Show me how much you missed me.”

At that, Elise took the reins and became Sierra’s, unequivocally, body and soul.


Chapter 17: Part of The Routine




June 6th. Day six. Debt remaining: $429,442.

THEY SPENT THE NIGHT TOGETHER. Sierra and Elise returned to the apartment after narrowly escaping a run-in with one of the nurses. Once they were home, they continued their escapade. It was passionate and rough, with more physical contact than talking about their feelings. Keeping to the roleplay, Sierra made sure Elise brushed her teeth and flossed before carrying her to the bedroom bridal-style.

They woke up alongside each other, and Elise realized her attempts to escape Sierra were futile.

She also realized that she didn’t want to. Their foreplay reignited her feelings, and all of it came flooding back. She didn’t care that Sierra was playing the bogeyman. She didn’t care that she intruded on her personal affairs.

She wanted to be here, with Sierra. As more than just her property.

She wanted to stay cocooned in her strong arms and never let go.

But while Elise had forgiven and forgotten, Sierra couldn’t shake what was said.

You might be my Mistress, but that’s all you are to me.

True to her word, Abi wired $50,000 into Sierra’s debt account for her first full day’s work under her employ. Sierra knew things would get a lot harder, a lot messier. Abi went easy on her yesterday, and she knew better than to take her sister’s offerings at face value. There was always a catch. Something deeper.

Something darker, lurking around the corner.

Sierra woke up first, brushing the hair off Elise’s face as she smiled.

“Good morning, Ace,” she said sweetly.

Elise yawned and stretched. “Good morning.”

“How did you sleep?”

“Better with you here,” Elise said, smiling back at her. “I like sleeping with you.”

“I’m glad. Now, up you get.” Sierra attempted to get out of bed.

“Nooo,” Elise protested playfully, pulling Sierra’s arm back. “Stay here.”

“Tempting offer,” Sierra whispered, kissing Elise on the lips. She snatched the duvet off and got up, leaving Elise cold and exposed in her nightwear. “Time to get up.”

“You’re the worst,” Elise groaned as she pulled herself up. She sat on the bed while Sierra suited up in her work uniform, the mercenary garb now making Elise horny instead of scared. It was the same gear as yesterday, with strict fastenings, pouches and holsters strapped to the underlayer of military techwear. “God, you’re so fucking hot. Looking that good in all-black should be illegal.”

“I’m hot, am I?” Sierra said playfully, and she tapped her belt. “Come here.”

As Elise obeyed, Sierra caught her wrist and pinned her to the wall like she was the one making an arrest, with Elise’s back pressed up against her chest.

“Now, let’s talk about your schedule for today,” Sierra said. “First, you’re going to brush your teeth. Not a half-assed attempt, the full two minutes. Then, you’ll make us both breakfast. Something that’ll give you energy. After that, you’ll sit and read in silence with no distractions. Then, you’ll do some light cardio. While I’m at work, you’ll clean the apartment thoroughly. You’ll eat a nutrient-rich lunch. Then, you’ll participate in some meditation and mindfulness. And finally, you’ll make dinner for us both. When I’m home, we’ll sit and eat together, and you’ll tell me about your day. Then we’ll shower together, you’ll brush your teeth and floss, and we’ll watch a movie before going to bed.” Sierra finished the dictation, let go of Elise’s wrists and crossed her arms. “That’s your schedule, and I expect it to be followed.”

“That’s very funny,” Elise said. Sierra’s tone denoted she wasn’t joking.

“As your Mistress, I will ensure you’re following my instructions to the letter,” Sierra continued. “I want you to send me pictures and updates showing that you’re doing what I’ve asked. Every hour. Is that understood?”

“Why are you acting so weird?” Elise asked, her eyes narrowed with suspicion.

“The answer I’m looking for is ‘Yes, Mistress’.”

“Why are you treating me like your…. Oh.” The penny had finally dropped for Elise. “It’s because of what I said, isn’t it?” Elise searched Sierra’s hazel orbs but found nothing except dominance. She knew she’d hit the mark. “I’m sorry. I was upset. I didn’t mean it.”

“I’m waiting for your answer, Elise,” Sierra said firmly, not backing down. “When you’re in this apartment, you’re my responsibility. While I’m gone, you’ll keep me updated with everything you’re doing, and if you need anything from me, you’ll reach out and talk to me. If you miss an hour, or don’t follow the schedule exactly as I’ve laid it out for you, I will punish you. I expect absolute obedience. No questions asked. Do I make myself clear?”

Elise figured Sierra was pissed at her, and she wasn’t letting up.

“… Yes, Mistress,” Elise said solemnly.

“Good,” Sierra said, writing the schedule down in a notepad before handing it to Elise. “This is a reminder of your schedule. It doesn’t matter if I’m here with you, you will send me an update every hour, from now until you go to bed. No exceptions.” Sierra picked up Elise’s phone and held it out to her. “Starting now.”

“This is stupid,” Elise complained.

“I’m waiting.”

Elise rolled her eyes and took the phone. She went to the bathroom and snapped a picture of her holding a toothbrush with toothpaste, sending it to Sierra. She made sure she spent the two minutes making a half-decent job of her mouth.




[Elise] Minty fresh…




Sierra continued preparing for her shift at the compound, and Elise headed into the kitchen. She got the ingredients for a pancake recipe together and sent Sierra another picture—a selfie of Elise with the ingredients strewn on the countertop.




[Elise] Making breakfast…




Sierra joined her in the kitchen without a word, sitting at the table with cutlery. Elise dished two plates of freshly made blueberry pancakes and sat beside Sierra, already feeling uncomfortable. The silence was unnerving and cold, interrupted only by the scraping of a knife and fork. She groaned under her breath and took her phone out, making sure Sierra was also in the photo as she hovered a mouthful of fluffy pancakes near her mouth before sending it.

Sierra wasn’t smiling in the photo.




[Elise] The pancakes aren’t the only thing that’s hot on this table…




Sierra finished the pancakes quickly and gathered her belongings.

“I’ll see you later, Elise,” she said with a rushed tone as she nicked the car keys from the hook, leaving Elise alone in the apartment.

Without a car. So she couldn’t run away again. She’d also made sure to hide any sharp objects just in case Elise’s mind faltered. It was a trust exercise. To see if she could willingly follow Sierra’s orders, even if she weren’t there. If she was truly ready to become more than just her submissive.

Trust and boundaries were the cornerstones of their relationship.

If Sierra couldn’t trust her, she also couldn’t love her.

But Sierra would give her everything if she were willing to prove her trust.

Elise begrudgingly finished the plate of pancakes and a glass of concentrated orange juice. She sent a selfie of herself with a shy thumbs up, showing the empty plate.




‘Just finished.’

[Sierra] Good girl.




∞∞∞

Sierra arrived at the compound just in time for Abi’s debrief. She waited while Team Alpha – her previous partners – left without her on another mission. It was clear that her duties today would be different.

“Today’s going to be hard for you, sis,” Abi said, and the two of them were once again alone in her shoddy office. She took a long drag of her cigarette, her ass riding the edge of her desk. “You’re not just a repo woman today. You’re going to be the one leading the operation. A lone wolf.”

“Just tell me what you want me to do so I can get this over with,” Sierra said.

“Your objective is simple.” A long pause as Abi sucked in another lungful of nicotine. “Find the target. And kill them.”

Sierra’s eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat as she backed into the doorframe. “No way. I can handle stealing, but I won’t kill for you.”

“You wanted this blood money, Si. You’ve got to earn it.” Abi stubbed out her cigarette and blew out a long huff of smoke. “Yesterday, I let you braid Team Alpha’s hair and play soldier. Today, you prove your loyalty. I know how much you value trust in your… ahem… line of work. Time for you to prove it.”

Sierra regained her backbone, her arms gesturing wildly. “Even if I kill them, there will be evidence pointing to me. Cops surrounding the place within minutes. What happens then?”

“Don’t you trust me to handle it?” Abi asked, closing in on Sierra, her breath hot and dangerous against her ear, “Like I handled your last misdemeanour?”

“I agreed to work for you. I didn’t agree to kill for you.”

“Let’s say the guy I want you to kill is an asshole,” Abi said, circling her, a tantalizing display of control. “The worst piece of scum you can imagine. Does that change anything?” She trailed a finger along Sierra’s shoulder. “Or are you still too much of a coward?”

“I’m not an assassin, I’m your fucking sister!” Sierra yelled as she shucked her off.

“And today, I say you’re a fucking assassin,” Abi replied angrily, her face close enough to intimidate her. “Now, do what I’m paying you to do. Like a good. Little. Girl.”

Sierra gritted her teeth, her eyes piercing and red. She pushed Abi back, her hands clenched into fists by her side.

“If I kill for you,” Sierra started saying, her tongue practically spitting fire, “you’re paying me double. And nobody finds out. Fucking nobody. Do you hear me?”

“It’ll be a long-distance shot,” Abi said, handing Sierra the file containing the details of the target. “Silenced. Clean. Nobody will know it was you. Nobody will find the body. I’ll handle everything. All you need to do is find a vantage point, line up the shot and pull the trigger. Think you can manage that?”

“If I do this for you, you clear my name,” Sierra demanded, reprimanding Abi with a thick tension. “The reviews. Erased. You stay the hell away from me, my apartment, and my life.” She grabbed Abi by the scruff of her jacket. “I do this for you, and then I’m fucking done. Done. Got it?”

Abi gestured something rude with her fingers. “Scout’s honour.”

“Fuck!” Sierra threw her and slammed her fist into the wall. “Fine!”

Abi brought out a slim locked case from the munitions locker on the opposite side of the office and a pair of car keys from one of the many labelled baskets. “You’ll be driving this.” She threw the keys towards her sister, who caught them in one hand. “It’s off the radar. License plate is mapped to some random townhouse across the border. Nobody would miss it if you got a little heavy-handed behind the wheel.” Abi unlocked the slim case, and Sierra caught a glimpse of the weapon she’d be wielding. “Here she is.” Abi got the marksman rifle out of the case and assembled it, showing Sierra how to load and operate it. “Long-range scope, small magazine, low recoil. Silenced with reduced muzzle flash and low visibility. It’s a sniper’s dream.” She handed it to Sierra, watching with amusement as her sister squirmed simply by holding it. “She’s got some heft, but ultimately, she’ll do whatever you tell her. Just like you’re used to.”

Sierra inspected the weapon, its weight and feel foreign in her hands. “What if I miss? What if I’m caught… holding this thing?”

“I’ll have a team on standby, watching your back,” Abi said. At Sierra’s discomfort, Abi exhaled sharply and changed tactics. “Look. I may be a bitch, but if anyone hurt my sister, I’d make them pay for it in blood. Trust me, you’ll be fine.”

“I can’t believe you’re talking me into this.” Sierra dismantled the weapon and stored it in the case, securing the lock. The sight of it still made her shiver.

“You know, sis. Ever since you lost the stray, you’ve been a lot more focused.”

Her phone vibrated.

“Oh yeah?” she replied inattentively. She glanced at the screen discreetly while Abi’s back was turned. Her sister was too busy reorganizing and taking stock of the remaining vehicles in her fleet to notice Sierra’s giddy smile.

“It’s almost like a weight’s been lifted off those sexy, broad shoulders. Not having to worry about her, so you can focus on what’s important. Like paying off your debt.”

Sierra was wholly distracted by the screen. “Yeah. It’s been… liberating.”

Elise had sent a picture of her reading a book, looking cosy on the sofa. She looked adorable. Dressed in casual and comfortable clothes, her hair tied loosely in a bun.

[Elise] Catching up on my reading, just like Mistress ordered.

“How did it end anyway?” Abi asked.

Sierra found herself chewing her bottom lip.

Caught herself staring for longer than necessary.

“… Huh?”

“I said, how did it end?”

Sierra’s voice was small and unsure, “Oh. She… she cooled things off.”

“Really? I always thought it’d be the other way around,” Abi said. She pretended to move some boxes around in the cabinet, but her gaze was locked on Sierra’s reaction. “Everyone knows you can’t tie my sister down that easily. You’re not a domesticated housewife. You’ve always been a bit of a player, haven’t you? Maybe you were polyamorous in another life. You know, I can totally see you in a threesome.”

At this point, Sierra wasn’t even listening. “Uh-huh. Yeah. Sure.”

Abi wasn’t buying it, but she decided not to pry. “Well, there’s plenty more strays out there. Until then…” Abi abruptly hammered the locker door, and Sierra immediately pocketed her phone, neutralized her expression and looked at the file. Like she feared being caught with pink cheeks. She’d caught her red-handed and flustered, and it was glorious. “Let’s focus on our work, shall we?”

“Mhm,” Sierra nodded, pretending like she didn’t have that picture engraved into her brain. Or that she wished she did. “The file is… enlightening.”

At first, she wasn’t even reading it. She was just staring at the smudge of letters.

Imagining Elise in her underwear, on her knees, at her mercy.

“Sierra.” Abi seldom called her by her first name.

“Yes.”

“The file.”

“Yes.”

“It’s your contract. It states who you’ll be killing. You do understand that, right?”

The words didn’t seem to be sinking in. Killing. She’d be ending a life.

Why was she more focused on the scent of Elise’s floral perfume, her vanilla conditioner? The softness of her hair. The sound of her laugh. The way her voice cracked when she was scared. How she fit perfectly in Sierra’s strong arms… and relaxed as soon as she felt the warmth of her embrace.

“Yes.”

“So read it. Properly.”

“I am reading it.”

The only thing Sierra was reading was between the lines.

Abi cleared her throat, finally gaining her attention. “Come on, sis. Eyes on the paper, not the pussy.”

Sierra shook her head and got her mind out of the gutter.

So much for being focused.




‘Target: Mateus, Gordon

Contract: Eliminate

Wanted for: Killing his wife and daughter

Location: […---..-..---..-]’

Enclosed is an image of the target.




“It’s an exciting read, isn’t it?” Abi piped up as she noticed Sierra’s grimace after she finally started absorbing the text. Her sister wasn’t kidding. This guy was a sick bastard. “Murdered his gorgeous, loving wife, his unborn child and seven-year-old daughter. All because he wanted the insurance money to fuel his gambling addiction.”

“How did he get away with it?” she asked, genuinely curious.

“He put money in the right pockets. But I followed that paper trail. I saw how much he was spending on slots… and I did some digging. Turns out, Mateus owes money to a lot of very powerful people, including me. You kill him with little Miss Submissive here, I get my money… and his victims get justice. If the police come knocking, all they’ll find is a tragedy. A family massacre caused by his unhealthy habits that led to a violent disagreement. It’s all wrapped up in a neat little bow. Nothing tied to you or me.”

“You’ve done your research,” Sierra said, tucking the file under her arm. “I’m almost impressed.”

“What can I say? I’m the best at what I do,” Abi smirked. Humble as ever. She waved her off and pulled out her phone, dialling a number. “You’re dismissed. Happy hunting, sister.” Her voice turned low and threatening, her finger hovering over the call button. “Oh… and don’t disappoint me. If you try and chicken out, I’ll know.”

Sierra grabbed the rifle case and keys and found her vehicle.

She unlocked it – a black four-by-four SUV with decent space – and stored the rifle case underneath the trunk cover, hiding it under a piece of tarp. Then she got in the driver’s seat and started the engine, testing the revs and biting point before leveraging the handbrake and leaving the yard.

She could run away, drive across the border and escape.

Point-blank refuse to complete the job and deal with the repercussions of her sister’s wrath.

But Sierra was stubborn and proud. She’d do the job, and she’d do it well.

Even if she ended up pulling the trigger with her eyes closed.

∞∞∞

Sierra arrived near the location of her target and killed the engine. She’d abandoned the vehicle in a nearby alley with little foot traffic. She pulled the gaiter over her face and popped the trunk, rummaging under the tarp to pull out the metallic case. To passersby, it would look like she was holding a fancy briefcase, but she still needed to keep her distance.

Luckily for her, there wasn’t anyone around to see her climb the set of stairs and a combination of footholds to the roof. It wasn’t easy to scale, but her determination and strength prevailed as she heaved herself up, the case landing on the surface with a clatter after she tossed it up before the ascent.

She wasn’t high enough to trigger a fight-or-flight instinct from a fear of heights, but it was enough to set up shop and get the vantage point she needed.

But it didn’t eliminate the shuddering breaths that caught in her chest as she looked at the sealed case. The expectations that were placed on her shoulders. To kill who she was told to kill and to do it cleanly and quietly.

Sierra’s phone vibrated in her pocket. She checked it instinctively because she couldn’t help herself. She wanted to see her again. She could never tire of seeing her.

Elise had sent another picture; this time she was glowing with sweat. Fresh from a light cardio session, dressed in loose athletic clothes, her hair tied in a loose ponytail.




[Elise] I’m so unfit




She had to pocket the phone quickly, or she’d get distracted from her objective. And as much as Sierra wanted the distraction – to get her mind off the task of ending a life simply because her sister willed it – she knew better than to let her feelings get in the way of doing her job.

It used to be easy to turn it off. It used to be easy to ignore. Tell herself it was a practical arrangement and nothing else.

But this wasn’t a practical arrangement.

Sierra, the stoic Mistress with a firm hand, was enamoured with her property.

And as much as she denied it, she’d gone soft with Elise.

She thought about what Elise would think if she found out about this. The work she was being asked to do. The work she was too cowardly to turn down. If Elise was standing behind her, would she still obey?

Would she see Sierra as a monster instead of her knight in shining armour?

Sierra quickly shook those thoughts away. They’d make her heart flutter, her breathing erratic, her eyes glossed with unshed tears. They’d make her miss. And she couldn’t afford to miss.

She was already struggling to make peace with her demons. The case felt like it was taunting her with its discrepancies. It was a tool used to harm and kill… and she was a woman with a duty to protect the women in her care.

To do no harm unless it was with their consent or they deserved it.

But he deserves it. Doesn’t he?

Sierra steeled herself, undid the case, and got the rifle out, assembling it as Abi had shown her. She laid down on her stomach and propped the weapon on its kickstand, vacantly looking down the scope at her target.

Her target was holed up in the building opposite the rooftop.

There he was. Gordon Mateus. Blissfully unaware, reading the newspaper in the living room. Sierra studied him through the scope, comparing the man in front of her with the man in the picture she’d taken on her phone.

It was a positive match.

“There you are, you bastard,” Sierra said aloud, adjusting the scope's magnification until his head was clearly in her line of sight. Her teeth gritted as she lined up the shot, the implication of his actions forcing her hand, “Motherfucker.”

This came surprisingly naturally to Sierra. She wondered if good marksmanship could be inherited.

She steadied her breathing and lowered her heart rate.

Sierra’s hands were no longer trembling.

She fortified herself, lined up the shot… and lightly squeezed the trigger.

The weapon kicked back in her hands, and after a few tense seconds of silent travel, the bullet had buried itself into the side of his skull.

It’d penetrated through glass and bone, leaving a mute and fresh corpse.

The kill was confirmed when she saw the newspaper bleeding.

How the ink was contaminated by crimson.

Hurrying, she packed away the rifle and closed the case before her brain could fully comprehend what happened. Her eyes flitted between her gloved hands, and the cold metal case. Panicked, she tugged the mask down and found herself gasping for oxygen. She involuntarily vomited as her mind caught up with her. Her head started feeling heavy, her footsteps light and weightless like they weren’t even there.

Sierra’s legs gave out from underneath her; her body collapsed into a heap.

Her heart was hammering in her ears, her arms suddenly anchored. She couldn’t kick up. Couldn’t get enough air in her lungs. It was like being overwhelmed and at peace simultaneously. She wanted to drink herself into a coma, and at the same time, she wanted to confess her sins to Elise and beg for her forgiveness.

How could anyone ever love a murderer?

How could Elise ever love a fuck up like her?

“Elise… I’m so sorry.”

She felt tears rolling down her cheeks. Her eyes squeezed shut.

Sierra saw Elise’s disappointment behind her eyelids… and then nothing at all.


Chapter 18: Heavy Weight




June 6th. Day six. Debt remaining: $429,442.

SIERRA WOKE UP TO THE SOUND OF TYRES ON TARMAC AND FAMILIAR VOICES. She didn’t remember anything after being on the roof. How did she get here? What happened after she took the shot? Too many questions spiralled into Sierra’s mind, and she woke up with a banging headache.

“Nice of you to join us again, pup,” came a male voice from the driver’s side after he heard Sierra stirring. “Abi sent us to babysit you. Guess she was worried.”

“Ugh. What happened?” Sierra asked as she sat up, her head pounding against the palm of her hand. She was lying on the backseat of Team Alpha’s van, Mars and Jupiter occupying the vehicle with her.

“You clocked out early,” came a female voice from the passenger side. “We had to recover your sorry ass from that roof. And trust me, it was a challenge to move a woman of your… build. Just how much of that body is muscle?”

“Thanks, I guess,” Sierra said, groaning as she moved. “Should’ve left me there.”

“If we had, Abi would’ve had me strung up,” Mars said, his eyes meeting Sierra’s in the rearview mirror. “If we hadn’t arrived when we did, you might’ve wound up waking up in a concrete box with chains and an orange jumpsuit.”

That prompted Sierra to check her phone. Elise had messaged three times since she passed out, which meant she had been out cold for at least three hours. One picture showed Elise with cleaning supplies on her hands and knees. Another showed her eating lunch, with the crumbs around her lips. The final picture showed her with her legs crossed, poised for meditation.




[Elise] You know how much I love cleaning…

[Elise] Refuelling!

[Elise] Happy mind, happy Mistress ;)




Sierra couldn’t help but smile at the screen. Elise was doing exactly what she’d told her to do, following the schedule without fault. It brought with it a sense of satisfaction, knowing Elise was submitting to her and doing whatever she asked. Even if she wasn’t there to keep her in check.

“Hm. Good girl,” Sierra hummed quietly, once again pausing to admire the view.

“Secret admirer of yours?” Mars teased.

“Something like that,” Sierra said, slipping the phone back into her pocket. “Where are we going?”

“Back to base,” Mars said, his eyes firmly on the road. “Abi thinks you’ve had enough action for one day. She’s sending you home early. Full pay, of course.”

“Aw, she cares about me. How sweet.” Sierra’s tone was laced with sarcasm, and Mars couldn’t help but chuckle. “If she cared to begin with, she wouldn’t be leaving me unattended with guns.”

“Heh. She cares more than you think. If anything happened to you, it’d be my ass.”

“Mars, how’s my sister? Is she awake?” came Abi’s voice from the built-in radio of the vehicle. Though distorted by feedback, Sierra could tell her tone was different. Her hard-ass, tough-as-nails attitude seemed to be transparent, almost vacant. Was she… worried about her? “I diverted a team to the target’s location for damage control.”

A beat of silence followed, and Abi’s assertiveness took on a strange gloss of sincerity. “She’s lucky you were spotting her. Could’ve ended a whole lot…” she stifled the crack in her voice with a cough, “… a whole lot messier.”

Mars replied into the radio, “She’s fine, boss. We’re heading back now.”

“Have a medic check her over, just in case.” Abi had brought back her usual mercenary disposition, but Sierra could tell there was still an undertone of worry in her voice.

“Copy.”

∞∞∞

Team Alpha brought her back to the compound and Abi insisted she see one of her medics. Sierra was stubborn, lied and said she was fine. Her sister gave her a scold that brooked no arguments, and Sierra found herself reluctantly visiting the medical tent, with Abi standing watch. The medic, a hardened man with glasses and short, messy hair, snapped on a pair of gloves and stood patiently.

“Have Doc check you over,” Abi said, her arms crossed. “Lay down.”

“I’m fine, Abi,” Sierra said as she perched on the chair.

“Sierra. I’m not asking. People who are ‘fine’ don’t pass out on a rooftop.” Abi found herself at Sierra’s side, pushing her down with a gentleness that felt misplaced. “Let Doc do his job. That’s an order.”

“I don’t take orders from you.”

Abi’s familiar glare sent a wave of ice under Sierra’s spine. Her words stung with tiny shards of glass, “When you’re in my compound, you do what I tell you.”

“Fine,” Sierra huffed, shucking her off to lay down of her own accord. She looked at the medic, who waited for Abi’s curt nod before proceeding. “Do what you need to do, but don’t expect me to be a model patient.”

“Just try to relax, Miss Kernan,” the medic said as he started the examination. “I’m going to run a few tests and check your vitals. Can you tell me if you’re feeling any discomfort?” His movements were methodical and precise, and he prepped some equipment.

“I don’t like men touching me,” Sierra said, trying her best not to flinch as the thin needle penetrated her vein.  “Fuck! I especially don’t like men poking me with sharp objects.”

“Just a precaution, Miss Kernan,” he said professionally as he pulled up the blood sample. She was still feeling light-headed, close to kissing the floor again. “Tell me, have you eaten today?”

Sierra rolled her eyes. “Yes. I’m not that stupid.”

“That’s debatable,” Abi muttered under her breath. Sierra heard it, though, and she grunted in response. “Don’t believe a word she says. She’s delusional.”

“You’re fucking delusional,” Sierra spat, recoiling as the needle was removed.

“Abi, you need to keep her calm. I will need an accurate pulse reading,” the medic said as he held a piece of gauze to the fresh pinprick hole. “Miss Kernan, I need you to focus on your breathing.”

The medic packed away the supplies and the sample. He flashed a light in her eyes, checked her blood pressure, and listened to her heart. Understandably, it was racing faster than it should be.

“Her pulse is faster than I’d like,” the medic said as he wrapped the stethoscope back around his neck. “BP slightly high. Pupils are dilating as normal.” He nodded towards her. “Miss Kernan, please remove your clothes so I can inspect your body for physical injuries.”

“Not a chance,” Sierra refused. “I don’t trust men near my body.”

“Fuck’s sake. I’ll do it then,” Abi said, and she snapped on a pair of gloves, waving the man off. “Marshall, leave us. I’ll call you when I’m done.” The medic nodded and left the siblings alone. “Now, will you be difficult and make my job harder, or will you be a good girl and let me do this?”

“I trust you even less with my body,” Sierra growled. “Don’t. Touch. Me.”

Abi leant over her, her hand hovering over a sheathed knife on her belt.

“It’s me or the medic. Choose.”

Sierra’s eyes tore into Abi, but she didn’t back down. With a resigned sigh, she submitted herself to the inevitable. “Fuck’s sake. Fine. Just be careful.”

“Don’t be so proud, sis. Just take your shirt off.”

Sierra sat up and took off the top layer of the mercenary garb, dropping it carelessly on the floor. “There. Happy now?”

Abi’s eyes widened in horror at the sight of Sierra’s body. She was still wearing her sports bra, but the rugged flesh on show was a cruel tapestry of pain and anger.

“Si… you’re covered in scars.”

“I’m aware.”

Abi’s hands traced a soft line down her arm. “Did… did you do this to yourself?”

Sierra once again shucked her off.

“What do you care?”

“Sierra,” Abi said, her tone serious as she took on a more professional approach, stretching the skin and looking her over with a critical eye. “Tell me the truth. How many of these are recent?”

There weren’t any new ones. The scars were mental.

Sierra sighed. “I’ve been in more fights than I’m proud of, Abi.”

Abi shook her head, dismissing the tears threatening to betray her formidable reputation. “I’m going to get the medic back in here.” Abi left the tent without delay; moments later, Marshall and Abi re-entered.

Sierra glared at him as he approached.

“Abi, is she injured?” the medic asked, his eyes skimming the faded marks.

Abi shook her head. “Not physically, Doc.”

Sierra’s mind started replaying the events on the roof, remixed with the events of what she did under Mistress Line, and she held the sides of her skull, violently shaking them away. Or trying to. Her breathing grew rapid. Her body and hands trembled, her eyes darting around the room in a panic. Sweat made her skin glisten with a layer of moisture.

“Si?” Abi asked with a gentle nudge at the sight of her sister’s discomfort. “Come on. Stop playing around. This isn’t funny.”

“Miss Kernan, can you hear me?” the medic probed. “Miss Kernan? … Sierra?”

Abi shook her. “Come on, sis, snap out of it!” Abi approached the medic, belittling him. “Don’t just stand there! Fucking do something!”

It’s funny, Sierra had never experienced anxiety so explicitly until recently. Never felt the erratic nature of her body so greedily gasping for oxygen. Never felt… so weak.

When she’d killed before, she was too drunk, too angry, to care.

Now she was sober and decided of her own volition.

It hit ten times harder than the blow that fractured her rib.

“I’m afraid Sierra is displaying symptoms of post-traumatic stress,” the medic said, eyeing up Sierra’s frail mind that was consuming her. “She’ll need time to recover. We may need to consider psychological counselling if it doesn’t improve with time.”

“Leave us,” Abi said with a clipped tone. The man discarded the gloves and stepped outside with a reluctant nod. She tore her gloves off with a pained howl. Then she pulled a chair closer to Sierra’s shivering form, her hand reaching out to comfort her. But she stopped herself from making physical contact. “… I’m so sorry, Si. I never wanted this to happen, I…” Abi shook away the tears that formed, angry and mourning, but they fell despite her attempts to cut them off. “I’m sorry for being such an asshole. I’m sorry for the debt, for hurting you. I’m sorry for all of it.”

This was clearly a ruse. Abi never cared about her; she made that amply clear.

“You’re so full of shit,” Sierra said suddenly, clasping her fist.

“You need to rest,” Abi insisted, her hand retreating instead of holding onto Sierra’s. As much as she wanted to. “You’re not okay, and that’s alright. I’m going to make it right. I promise.”

“No,” Sierra replied, getting up and stretching, her mojo returning as if nothing had ever happened. “I need to punch something.”

She repressed the memory, repressed the emotions… and now she was going to release all that tightly wound pain and anguish, the only way she knew how.

By hitting things. Until they broke, or she did.

“If that’s what you want, you can spar with me. It’s only fair,” Abi said, helping Sierra to her feet. “Easy, sis. Take it slow. You can have the day off tomorrow. You’ll still get paid. But eat something first, okay?” She lightly hit Sierra’s stomach, trying to maintain some sisterly banter. “You’ll need your strength so you can kick my ass.”

Sierra shrugged, ignoring Abi’s uncharacteristic kindness.

“I don’t need your pity,” Sierra said coldly, her eyes flickering with enough anger to melt a glacier. Except she was conveying a stance that carried fire and ice to Abi in spades, and she didn’t even realise it. “Don’t pretend like you care. You took every opportunity you had to make sure I was miserable!” Sierra closed in on her, her breath acidic, “Don’t, for one second, pretend like you suddenly give a shit. You never did.” She collided against Abi’s shoulder and took herself down to the fighting ring.

It was a stark contrast to before. Instead of hollers and audiences in their hundreds, it was dark, empty, and stale.

Her footsteps were heavy, her boots thumping against the cold concrete, her hands pulsating with enough fury to break something in half.

She was angry at herself, at the situation, and her sister.

Abi’s feigned sympathy only made it worse.

She tore down her uniform and stepped into the shower, the water darting between scalding and cold, each drop a mixture of pleasure and pain. Perfect for the masochist who liked hitting things until she felt the blood seeping from her knuckles.

Standing there, she held herself against the wall, letting the water wash over her body. Hoping it would cleanse her of her sins.

Once she’d revelled in the past long enough, she got dressed, leaving her chest exposed and bandaged. Her fists and arms received the same treatment. Her hair was sopping and ratty, but she didn’t care.

She found a punching bag in the fighter’s area and started pounding it, letting her grief and frustration out with every swing. Assaulting the sack of sand until it struggled to withstand any more of her onslaught.

While she worked the bag, she heard the heavy metal door close, and heeled boots approaching. The clattering of keys and chains. The smell of cigarette smoke mixed with roses.

“You always were the centre of attention,” Abi started saying, and her silhouette came into view, leaning casually against the doorframe. “Part of me wondered if it was because you were perfect and everyone loved you. But I figured it out. You loved the praise, the attention. You craved it. You liked being the centre of attention so much you decided to make it a career.”

“Fuck off, Abi,” Sierra hissed as she landed a stiff right hook.

“Mom and June would braid your hair. You’d tell them all about your day. What your friends said. What you learned. Who you’d fallen out with on the playground. Your girly crushes. Where you wanted to have dinner. What expensive trinket you wanted for Christmas,” Abi continued reminiscing. “They wanted to know all about your day, your life, your achievements. You know what I got? ‘Oh, that’s good, dear. Well, done.’ It was like they swept me aside. Washed their hands of me. I was always the second choice. I always resented you for that. Even if it wasn’t your fault, I convinced myself you were the reason for all the bad things in my life.”

“Get to the point,” Sierra said, huffing as she jabbed the bag.

Abi sighed and edged herself closer to Sierra.

“I’ve spent so long hating you that I forgot how to be your sister.”

That made Sierra’s fists cease contact.

“I never needed a sister,” Sierra said spitefully, her breathing laboured.

“Maybe not,” Abi said, putting her arms around her. “But you have one now.”

Although she wanted to pull away, she let her sister embrace her. For the first time in years, she felt like she was more than just her adversary… she saw Abigail Kernan.

Sierra wept and clung to Abi like she was going to fall.

But who was there to cushion her landing?

To make sure she was safe and returned home to Elise unscathed?

Her sister Abi.


Chapter 19: Just a Four-Letter Word




June 6th. Day six. Debt remaining: $329,442.

TRUE TO HER WORD, ABI PAID SIERRA DOUBLE FOR HER SHIFT. Once she’d gotten her anger out and clung onto Abi like a life preserver, Abi drove her home. She didn’t say much during the car journey or when they arrived at the apartment. Talking about trivial things like the weather would’ve been worse than the silence. Instead, she left Sierra in Elise’s capable hands and went about her day like nothing changed. She knew Sierra lied when she said Elise had ‘cooled things off’.

Abi had coordinated enough interrogations to read people incredibly well.

Maybe coaxing out lies was part of the Kernan punch card.

Sierra flung her belongings on the floor, grabbed a glass from the cupboard next to Elise, and swiftly poured herself a glass of whisky. Then she downed it in one. Poured herself another.

Downed it.

Poured another.

Elise knew she wasn’t the same Mistress who left this morning.

Elise was in the kitchen preparing dinner, as her schedule dictated. She was making a home-cooked meal of tuna carbonara with her own unique blend of herbs, spices, and love.

“Bad day at the office?” Elise asked, trying to lighten the mood.

“I’m not in the mood for games, Elise,” Sierra said, swirling the liquid in her glass. Sierra’s gaze was distant as she ran a hand through her hair and sighed. “I had to deal with a lot today. Some things you just wouldn’t understand.”

“Do you want to talk about it?” Elise asked sweetly, her hand resting on Sierra’s.

Sierra ignored her advances and sipped the amber liquid. “No.”

“Is there anything I can do to help?” Elise asked, turning her attention away from her meal preparation to focus on the depressed woman at the counter. “I’m here to serve you, Mistress. Whatever you need, just ask.”

“I don’t think so, Ace. I’m just tired. We can talk tomorrow, okay?”

“What about my schedule?” Elise asked.

“I still expect you to follow it,” Sierra stated absentmindedly, finishing the liquid in her glass before pulling her hair out of its rigid ponytail and shaking her head. “Fuck, my head hurts.”

Without direction, Elise poured Sierra a glass of water and popped some painkillers into her hand, offering them with a caring smile. “Here. This will help.”

“Thanks,” Sierra said, knocking a pill back and swallowing. “You’re sweet for caring. It’s my job to look after you, not the other way around.”

“There’s no shame in needing a bit of help,” Elise said, wiping a forming tear from Sierra’s cheek. “Look. I know what I said before.” Elise nonchalantly raised her chin, their eyes meeting. “You’re more than just my Mistress. You’re my sanctuary.”

At that, Sierra returned the smile and held her cheek.

“I’ll do everything I can to be everything you need.”

“I know you will,” Elise said, leaning into Sierra’s touch. “But for now, let me take care of you.” Elise guided her to the sofa, inviting them to sit together. “What do you need from me, Mistress?”

“I’m just going to sit quietly for a bit. Go and eat. It’s okay.”

Elise nodded, though disappointment hung heavy in the air. She dished up the carbonara, which surprisingly hadn’t burned. She plated up two portions, just in case Sierra changed her mind. Then she sat down to eat—alone.

Hearing the sad, lonely scraping of Elise’s fork made Sierra pipe up. She ran a hand down her face and sighed. “Elise. Come here. Bring our plates. We can watch a movie together if you want.”

Elise joined Sierra on the sofa, handing her the plate and a fork before returning with her own dish.

“I was just doing what you told me to do, Mistress,” Elise said, snuggling up to her. She scooped some pasta onto the fork and tucked in. Thanks to Sierra's guidance, she’d gotten used to regular, nutritious meals. “It was never about the schedule. I did it because it pleases you. I wanted you to be happy.”

“I’m very happy with you, Elise,” Sierra said, scraping her fork on the plate to shovel some pasta into her mouth. She brushed a finger down Elise’s cheek, softening her earlier aggression. “You’re a good girl.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” Elise said, and she got cosy on the cushion. Sierra draped her arm around her shoulder once she’d finished her meal. She always ate faster than Elise, but she didn’t mind. She was just proud of her for eating something. “Mistress, do you want me to choose the movie, or do you have something in mind?”

Sierra’s smile reached her eyes. “You can choose.”

Elise chose something light to distract Sierra from the horrors of today. They cuddled during the feature. Sierra traced random patterns lightly onto Elise’s skin, and Elise used her body as a pillow. She let out a sigh of contentment as the evening ambience flooded warm light into the apartment. It was like basking in her own little moment of euphoria.

Once the movie was done, she showered with Sierra, pampering her by washing off the grime and grit of the compound and massaging her tired body. Then she brushed her teeth and flossed – like she was told. Afterwards, they slipped under the duvet and slept together, Sierra holding onto Elise’s waist, being her shield. Protecting her.

∞∞∞

Morning rays penetrated the bedroom, and Sierra snuck out of bed. She started an early workout session, pushing herself before her body fully processed that she was awake.

It was now June 7th, and that marked a week since her sister plunged her into the depths of serious debt. Although she was making good money working as one of Abi’s thugs, the work was morally conflicting. She owed money not to her sister, but to the companies she’d borrowed from to rack up the total expenditure.

The small saving grace was the vacation day she’d been granted.

Sierra worked up a sweat before Elise had even woken up. Her blood was pumping, her attitude returning to normal. She was even enjoying the burning of her muscles.

This was what she needed: time, sleep, and a release.

But deep down, she knew she was still wearing a mask of deception.

Elise found her as she was finishing up her exercises. Sierra dabbed her pores with a fresh towel and the edge of her vest. Elise was standing in her pyjamas; Sierra was in a pair of joggers and a tank top. The sweat clung to her muscles, almost outlining them, as it seeped in.

“Good morning, Ace,” Sierra said with an unusually chipper tone.

“Why are you up so early?” Elise asked tiredly, rubbing her eyes. Sierra must have woken her up. She wasn’t a morning person. Elise was one of those people who typically needed an early caffeine shot to withstand the day’s drudgery.

“I was awake,” Sierra said, dangling the towel over her shoulder. “How did you sleep?”

“About average,” Elise said. “How are you feeling?”

“Better,” Sierra lied, but it was enough to convince her sub.

Elise was hugging herself. “Good. That’s good. I’m glad you’re feeling better.”

Sierra’s eyes narrowed. “Something’s bothering you.”

“What? No. I’m fine. Just tired.” She faked a yawn. “I have just woken up.” Elise’s nervous disposition was her undoing as she rubbed the back of her neck and avoided Sierra’s gaze. “I’m fine.”

Sierra folded her arms across her chest, her posture exhibiting her displeasure at Elise’s lie. “Elise, you know I don’t permit you to lie to me. Tell me what’s wrong.”

Elise looked at the floor. “Nothing’s wrong. I’m fine.”

Sierra could see straight through her, read her like an open book even if all the pages were torn out. She could tell when she was hiding something.

“Elise,” Sierra warned, pulling the tank top off and flinging it on the floor. “I won’t ask you again. Tell me what’s wrong. I’m banning the words ‘I’m fine’ until you learn to tell me the truth.”

“There’s nothing to talk about,” Elise insisted. “I’m fine. Just leave it, okay?”

“Try again.”

Elise still couldn’t hold eye contact. “I-I’m fine.”

“Elise Hahnfeld, do not lie to me,” Sierra said with a tone that made the blonde shudder. She snatched Elise’s wrist after she tried to move past her. “Don’t you dare walk away from me. If you won’t tell me willingly, I’ll have to assume the worst and make you. Do you really want that?”

“Let go of my arm,” Elise said bitterly, struggling against her grip.

Sierra dragged her along and pushed her down on the dining chair.

“You’re going to sit here until you tell me what’s bothering you,” Sierra ordered. Elise attempted to stand up, but Sierra’s hold on her shoulder kept her situated. “Sit.” The word was like a crack of thunder, and she obeyed. “You’re not going anywhere. Tell me what’s wrong, or I’ll find a less pleasant option. Either way, you’re going to tell me. You know the rules.”

“Even if I told you, you wouldn’t understand,” Elise said, her protest waning.

“Then help me understand,” Sierra said, relinquishing her grip. “Please, just talk to me. I know you’re scared, but you can’t let your fear control you. Whatever it is, we can work through it. Together. I’ll fight alongside you. Be your shield. Your sword. Whatever you need me to be.” Her Mistress showcased a rare vulnerability as she got on her knees and held Elise’s hand. “Please, I… I need to know you’re okay.”

It would’ve been easier if she had just chastised her.

Seeing her like this… it hurt Elise more than the sting of any punishment.

“I’m not okay,” Elise said finally, the truth stinging her eyes. “I haven’t been okay for a long time. I try and pretend like I’m fine, that my anxiety isn’t swallowing me into a fucking black hole. But I’m just lying to myself… and to you.” Elise shuffled in the chair, her breath shaky. “… I had a nightmare last night. It felt so real. We hadn’t paid the debt off in time. There was…. these masked men were shouting at us. They were so angry, so loud. They held… held guns to our heads, and they…” her voice trailed off, cracking and unable to finish. “What happens if we… if we don’t…”

Sierra gently hugged her, not taking ‘no’ for an answer. “Hey. It’s okay,” she said, stroking the blonde’s back with comforting motions. “It was just a bad dream. I won’t let that happen.” She placed a kiss on Elise’s forehead. “I promise.”

Elise pulled away and met Sierra’s gaze, her hands acting as an anchor.

“Are you going to punish me?”

“No. I won’t punish you for being scared, love.” The word slipped out before either of them had processed it. She tenderly wiped the tears from Elise’s ducts. “You can’t keep lying to me, Elise. Sooner or later, I will have to remind you.”

Elise looked at the floor, ashamed. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“I’m not your enemy. I just want what’s best for you.”

“I know,” Elise sighed.

“Then why do you keep fighting me?”

Elise’s voice was small, “… Because it’s easier than accepting that I’m broken.”

Sierra’s heart broke at the sight of her sub’s distress. “You’re not broken, Elise. You’re human,” Sierra said, offering her a hand. “You don’t have to face this alone. Will you let me help you?”

Elise accepted and allowed Sierra to guide her to the bedroom.

Sierra climbed onto the bed, her back against the headboard, and she put a pillow against her legs, inviting Elise to get comfortable. “Come here,” she said quietly, patting the pillow. “Let me be your light in the dark.”

Elise climbed onto the bed and laid down, her head resting on the propped-up pillow. She allowed herself to lay there, completely still and quiet… and breathe. Trying intently to follow Sierra’s steady rhythm of inhales and exhales.

“Good girl,” Sierra’s voice broke through the silence, a gentle, rhythmic lullaby. “Keep breathing. Focus on my touch. Close your eyes. Let go of everything that’s holding you back.” Sierra began running her fingers through Elise’s hair. Elise flinched at the sudden touch. “It’s okay. It’s just me. You’re safe. Nod if you’re okay with me continuing.” With Elise’s nod of consent, Sierra smiled and resumed her calming ministrations. “Good girl. Lean back. Relax. I’ve got you.” Her fingers weaved through the golden locks, her touch gentle like she was caressing each strand with love and care, watching Elise’s body attentively for any signs of discomfort as she massaged her scalp. “Breathe in… and out. In… and out. That’s it.”

Gradually, she noticed Elise’s chest rise and fall in a natural pattern.

She was following Sierra’s lead, allowing herself to relax.

“Good girl,” Sierra repeated softly. “Now, I want you to keep your eyes closed. Picture something that makes you happy. It can be anything, big or small. When you can see it, I want you to describe it to me.”

Elise concentrated, picturing a scene that generated a small smile. “Reading a good book. With a cup of hot cocoa and lots of mini marshmallows bouncing around. Curled up by the fire, with a blanket on my feet and a cat purring on my lap.”

“Very good,” Sierra said warmly, her fingers moving to continue their delicate dance on Elise’s face. “Fear is just a four-letter word. It doesn’t have any power if you don’t let it. And I’ve decided that you’re going to have a day without fear. We’re going to sit and read together. With a cup of delicious hot cocoa. Plenty of little marshmallows. A blanket on your feet. And I’m going to borrow the neighbour’s cat. She’s a soft little thing. Very affectionate and good with anxiety.”

Elise was moved beyond words at Sierra’s offer. “You’d really do that for me?” Elise asked, wondering what she did to deserve this. The touch of her Mistress was soothing, eliciting a genuine smile.

“Of course, I would,” Sierra said, her fingers tracing lazy circles around Elise’s jaw. “I would do anything for you.” Sierra cupped Elise’s chin and gently tilted her head up. “Just to see you smile,” she continued, her hands stroking either side of Elise’s face. “To hear you laugh. To see you happy. I will break down any walls that stop me. Hurt anyone that gets in my way. That is my promise.”

Elise sat up and faced her, holding Sierra’s determined gawk.

“Can I ask you something?” Elise asked, her eyes no longer downcast.

Sierra sat up, too. “Of course you can. Anything. I’m at your service.”

Elise felt her anxiety rising, but she was determined. She twiddled a lock of hair around her fingers. “Would you… cut my hair for me? I want to leave behind the old me, the Elise who’s scared of everything. I don’t want to be ruled by fear anymore.”

Sierra was taken aback at the request. “Are you sure?” she asked. “Last time, I only trimmed it, and you hated me for it.”

“I wasn’t ready then,” Elise said, looking at the ends of her hair. A cruel reminder of her ‘normal’ job, her ‘perfect’ attitude, her ‘perfect’ life. She wanted to sever it. Become a phoenix. Break free from the shackles of the mundane. “I’m ready now.”

“Okay,” Sierra sighed, carefully bringing Elise’s hands down. “If that’s what you really want.”

Elise gave a curt and determined nod. “I’m ready to let go, Mistress.”

“Alright, if you’re sure. I’ll do it,” Sierra said, and she helped Elise to her feet. “How about we go to my old workplace? It’s not far from here. I’ll get to pamper you as a professional, not just your Mistress. I’ll ask Natasha for a favour. We’ll have the place to ourselves, and I’ll give you the best haircut of your life. How does that sound?”

The offer filled Elise with dread, but also excitement.

“You want to… take me to a barbershop?”

“What do you say? Will you allow me to show you a day without fear?” Sierra asked, her outstretched palm offered as a silent invitation for Elise to spread her wings.

To become the woman she was always meant to be.

Elise didn’t hesitate. “I will.”

“Good girl,” Sierra praised, kissing the top of her head. “I’ll make the call.”

Sierra pulled out her phone and dialled Natasha’s number. Natasha was always aware of her side hustle, even before she became a Mistress full-time. She was a good woman, kind and caring, with a professionalism that made her a favourite for clients. Her other colleague, Lucinda, known commonly as Luna, was more of a wildcard with a tantalizing flavour for the extreme.

“Hello, Natasha speaking,” came Natasha’s voice, a hint of poshness present.

“Hey, Natasha. It’s Sierra.”

“Sierra? Long time no speak, darling. I assume this isn’t just a courtesy call. I’ve had a few of your subs in my chair, you know. They speak highly of you.”

“I’m calling in a favour,” Sierra said. “You and Luna are on your own today, right?”

“Yes, why? What kind of favour?” Natasha asked charily. “Though I do have one non-negotiable. Nothing illegal.”

Sierra looked at Elise as she proposed the favour. “I’d like to book the shop for some… private services.”

“Sierra, this is a workplace, not a brothel.” She could hear the smile in Natasha’s voice. She missed their banter.

“Oh, I know. I haven’t forgotten my craft, Natasha. My girlfriend is nervous, that’s all. She’d like it just to be us two. A bit of private pampering. Nothing untoward.”

Elise’s ears perked up like a greyhound.

Girlfriend? GIRLFRIEND?

“Private pampering for your special lady, huh? Alright. Bear with me.” There were a few seconds of silence and then a distant conversation. “Luna, let me see the appointment book. It’s Sierra. Yes, Luna, that Sierra. Okay, I’ll tell her.” Her voice was clearer now, like she was closer to the speaker. “Luna says hi. And you’re in luck, we don’t have any clients until this afternoon. We’ll close the shop for walk-ins and make ourselves scarce. Dare I ask what you’re planning, Mistress?”

“Just a private client,” Sierra said, smirking at Elise, who was still trying to mentally recover after being referred to as Sierra’s girlfriend. “Typical barber experience.”

“Uh-huh. Shop’s yours until this afternoon. Don’t blunt my scissors.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it. Thanks, Natasha. Say hi to Luna from me.”

“Will do. Catch up soon, darling.”

The call ended, and Sierra slid the phone back into her pocket.

“Looks like we’ve got a date,” Sierra announced. “Get ready for an unforgettable experience, my love. Wear something that makes you feel good. This is your rebirth.” Sierra ran her fingers through the ends of Elise’s hair. “If we’re doing this, it’s not a simple trim we’re going for. Are you sure you’re ready?”

“I’m ready,” Elise said with a firm resolve, hiding the nerves and excitement threatening to boil over.

Sierra gestured to the wardrobe, and Elise picked something that made her feel powerful. Strong. She’d chosen a long-sleeve shirt with a distinct dragon design and a pair of destressed jeans. Something she’d never catch herself wearing, but she gravitated towards them. As she got dressed in the unfamiliar and empowering outfit, she felt more like herself than she had in years. These clothes, the thrill of the unknown and deviation from the norms – it made her feel… alive.

Sierra was going to take her for a ride.

It’d be a ride she’d never want to forget.

∞∞∞

The pair arrived outside the barbershop. Sierra tried the door, and it opened without complaint. The scent of hair products and leather immediately became apparent, mixed with the lingering waft of Natasha and Luna’s designer perfumes.

“Natasha? Luna?” Sierra called out. No answer. They had the place to themselves. As promised. She motioned Elise inside with a flourish, “Welcome to my domain. This is your space away from fear. Make yourself at home.”

The hanging sign on the door had been flipped to ‘closed’.

The place was quaint, rustic, and modern, with abstract art and decorations that brought a homely, lived-in feel. In the middle was a row of leather barber’s chairs and a long workspace separated by mirrors.

“This is where you worked?” Elise asked, taking in the sights. It was so unfamiliar, so different to any other salon she was used to. But it had character. It felt… warming, inviting. She could picture Sierra working here. It felt like a welcoming space, and she found herself smiling as Sierra fastened a tan apron over the top of her shirt. “You used to wear that all day?”

“Mhm.” She found Elise staring with a shy grin. “Oh, the apron? Do you like it?”

“It’s… different.”

“Different?” Sierra chuckled. “Ah, right. I forgot. You’re used to a professional stylist, not rugged barber hands.”

“I’ve come to like your rugged barber hands,” Elise said with a flirtatious lilt.

“Oh, you have, have you? Well then, let me show you what they can do.” Sierra smirked and turned one of the chairs to face her. She patted the top. “Hop up, darling.” Elise sat in the chair with a mixture of trepidation and anticipation, the leather creaking slightly as she landed with a soft thud. “Comfortable?” Elise gave a nod, and Sierra grabbed a branded cape and secured it around her neck, her touch featherlight as she brought the waves back over the top.

She spun the chair to face the mirror and adjusted it with a pump, meeting Elise’s nervous gaze with a sparkle of mischief.

Elise couldn’t help but feel a shy smile tugging at her lips. She watched in the mirror as Sierra moved behind her, a cocky grin present as she put her hands on Elise’s shoulders, the warmth of her touch seeping through the thin fabric.

“Now, let’s talk shop. What are we doing?” Sierra queried as she ran her fingers through Elise’s hair, checking the length and texture of each layer. “Your hair, your body, your rules. But remember. Fear has no place here.”

Elise was unsure, but she came to learn that the things that scared her the most were the things that helped her to grow.

“I’ve never had it short before. Do you think it’ll suit me?” Elise said, and she gestured to just below her shoulders. “Maybe here?” Her hair was currently halfway down her back. It was a substantial chop.

“Oh, I think it’ll suit you perfectly. Are you ready to let go and trust me?”

Elise nodded. She’d mentally prepared herself.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Sierra saw no shred of doubt in her eyes, only determination.

“Good girl,” Sierra said, and she picked up a sharp pair of shears and a comb. Elise tensed slightly at the sight of the scissors, but Sierra put a grounding hand on her shoulder. “It’s alright, Elise. Let go of the fear. It doesn’t serve you anymore. Breathe in deeply. Breathe out the fear.” After Elise let out a long exhale, Sierra caught her lips in a kiss. “Good girl. I’ll hold onto it for you.” Sierra made the first section and pulled it taut in her fingers. “Let’s see if we can’t coax out that inner goddess. I can see her hiding in there, behind all this fear. I want to meet her.”

Ordinarily, Sierra would revel in this power over her submissive.

Ordinarily, she wouldn’t be altering the identity of the woman she cared about.

“I’m ready,” Elise said confidently. “Do it.”

Sierra’s hand gripped the scissors tightly and made the first slice.

Elise was ready for it. More decided than Sierra had ever seen her.

“How was that? Are you okay?” Sierra asked, her movements stilled.

Elise felt a sense of relief washing over her. “Yes. Keep going.”

Sierra focused on the task at hand, making more calculated, precise sections and more ambitious cuts. The pile on the floor grew, no longer simply a debris of dirty blonde glitter. Sierra continuously checked Elise’s reaction to each snip, looking for any regret, a sign that she wanted to stop.

She began to see Elise’s face parting from beneath a curtain of pain, a strength in her eyes she’d not seen before. It made her feel proud of how far she’d come, a stark comparison to the girl who arrived on her doorstep after losing everything.

Elise was already feeling lighter, both figuratively and literally. It was liberating and exciting. She felt more like the woman she always wanted to be.

The woman who didn’t let fear control her life.

Sierra continued her meticulous work, consistently checking length with her fingers, the blades carefully chipping away at any uneven edges. The tools became an extension of her will, and her practised techniques shone through.

“How’s it feeling?” Sierra asked, pausing the transformation to check in.

“Like I’ve lost a weight I didn’t even know I was carrying,” Elise admitted.

“Good. Keep sitting still for me. Trust the process.”

Elise felt Sierra guiding her head, the light tug of her hair. “I trust you.”

“What do you think? Should we keep playing it safe, or start being brave?”

Elise gulped. “W-What do you mean?”

“Well,” Sierra said, measuring the length with the comb, “I can either cut here,” she slid it further down, showcasing a larger section and a shorter style, “or here.”

Elise’s eyes widened at the broad suggestion, but she remained still. “I-I trust you. Do whatever you think is best.”

“Mm, brave girl,” Sierra said with satisfaction. “Alright. Let’s go a little shorter.”

With a snap of the scissors, the next section tumbled to the floor. She felt Elise’s shoulders relaxing underneath her, her chest rising and falling almost to the metronomic snip of the shears.

Sierra continued at this pace to achieve the desired length. As she worked, she started to notice the positive effects of the haircut: Elise’s face was being accentuated, her features defined and flattered, and her eyes were shining and even more resemblant of jewelled emeralds.

Her hair was already bouncing back with a beautiful natural curl. It was almost as if they approved of the new shorter, healthier, more manageable style.

Sierra ensured Elise’s face was framed to show her off like the goddess she knew was hiding underneath. Her curls looked more radiant than ever.

After the last few finishing touches, Sierra set down her tools and stood back, observing the final product. She saw Elise’s face light up.

“You look stunning, Elise,” Sierra said, almost at a loss for words. She tousled it and ran her fingers through it again, practically addicted to how the new length slid through her fingers like butter-touched silk. “What do you think? Do you like it?”

“I feel so… light. Free. It’s perfect,” Elise said, touching her shortened waves, a beaming smile on her face—a genuine smile. "Thank you, Mistress.”

Elise’s hair now fell in a textured bob, bouncing just above her shoulders.

Sierra removed the cape and brushed off the leftover strands. “I’m proud of you,” she said, placing a delicate kiss on the top of her head. “You took a big step today. Thank you for trusting me.”

Elise caught sight of the pile of blonde on the floor and tensed, but then she saw how happy her reflection was, and the tension immediately melted away.

Sierra swept up the hair from the floor, discarded it and returned the apron.

“Now, let’s get out of here,” she suggested with a seductive undertone. “When we get home, your day without fear continues.” She helped Elise out of the chair, pausing to kiss the top of her hand. “And I promise… it’ll be fit for you, my ravishing goddess.”

My ravishing goddess.

Elise’s reaction was palpable, her thoughts filling in the blanks her mouth couldn’t piece together as her breath caught, Sierra, I’ll be anything you want me to be. I’m yours. Take me. Use me. Have your way with me. Do what you want to me. I want to experience everything you have to offer me. I want it all. I want all of you.

Sierra had her flustered again, and it was enchanting.

“I-I will do anything for you,” Elise found herself uttering.

Sierra smirked, her eyes raking over the new cut. “Anything, hm?”

“Anything,” Elise breathed, and Sierra grabbed her waist, pulling her closer.

“Let’s go home. We can explore those naughty thoughts a bit more thoroughly.”

∞∞∞

Back at the apartment, Sierra undressed until she stood stark naked in front of Elise. It was an invitation as she stood by the shower door. “Come here,” she cooed. “We’ll get ready for the day and wash away any last traces of fear. Maybe there will be a surprise or two.” The smirk that followed carried with it an undercurrent of mirth and mischief.

Elise stripped and joined Sierra in the shower. She didn’t need the invite.

The water cascaded over them, and Sierra brought a hand to Elise’s chin, stroking it with her thumb before capturing her lips with a kiss.

“I’m so fucking proud of you,” Sierra said.

“Earlier, on the phone, you called me your girlfriend,” Elise said, and she propped herself up against the tiles, away from the shower’s jets. “Did you mean it?”

Sierra gave her a warm smile. “I did.”

“Does that mean you want me to stay?” Elise asked.

“It does.”

Elise approached tentatively, a careful finger tracing Sierra’s bicep.

“Can I kiss you?”

Another warm smile found Sierra’s lips. “You can.”

Elise held Sierra’s face and brought it closer, kissing her with passion and gratitude before it ignited a fireworks display of love and devotion. Inseparable, Sierra smiled through the kiss before pecking at her neck, holding her tight and close as the water pitter-pattered on the shower door.

Sierra pulled her knee up into Elise’s groin as she continued smothering her with featherlight kisses that barely touched the surface. At this point, Elise was pinned to the wall, but she was enjoying every second of their entanglement. Sierra delved a hand into Elise’s waves, her other hand holding onto her cheek as she locked lips with hers again, hungrier but respectful.

All the while, Elise’s hands were tracing down Sierra’s back, her muscles, her abs, her biceps, everything she had ever wanted to touch. She tangled her hands in Sierra’s hair, feeling the prickly undercut contrasting with the long rustic noodles, but eventually, her hands rested around Sierra’s shoulders, holding her like they were in a gentle sway.

Sierra went no further, but she grazed Elise’s inner thigh. An invitation – a promise – that more was to come, when she was ready to ask for it.

“Sierra,” Elise said after pulling away. She brushed a wet strand of hair off Sierra’s face and held her gaze, smiling as the woman waited for her to speak. She saw her safe haven grinning at her as she held onto her cheeks, knowing she couldn’t deny it any longer. “I love you.”

Sierra didn’t need to say it. She knew how she felt. Elise brought out a softer side of her that few got to see. She knew the way her heart would react when Elise was hurt or upset, the way her stomach knotted, wondering if she’d done something wrong, if she’d pushed Elise too far.

The way she looked at her like she was everything.

“Ace,” Sierra uttered, “I love you, too.”

That was the spark they needed to take things further.

To grow together.

To live together.

To love together.

Sierra turned off the censor and went full throttle, taking Elise in her arms like a cougar playing with her carcass. She stripped back the layers of patience, of waiting, when she looked to Elise, and she nodded her consent.

Then she brought her to her knees. Gave her everything she could ever want and more. Made her scream her name with so much pleasure it was euphoric.

Made her come twice and still went back for more.

Made her clit tight and burning hot but still begging for her.

Elise could only describe the feeling as pure, unadulterated ecstasy.


Chapter 20: Serenity




June 7th. Day seven. Debt remaining: $279,442.

EVERYTHING WAS PERFECT. The doted couple got out of the shower once they had been satiated and got dressed for a day of peace and quiet. Both had a radiant glow on their faces, like they’d shed a layer of turmoil. Sierra had pulled on a new tank top, and her chained chinos, and Elise had dressed back in her borrowed outfit to compliment her new look. Sierra’s wardrobe was vast to match all tastes of women she had in her care. Elise finally felt genuinely comfortable in her own skin. Elise had styled her makeup differently: smokier and more devious than the ‘office-ready’ look she’d usually bolster.

Sierra was treating her with the care most girls could only dream of.

It was like a slice of Heaven had fallen and landed in her lap.

And she was grateful for every second of it.

Today, Sierra’s primary objective was to show Elise just how special she was.

It was her day without fear. Her safe place brought into reality.

They scanned the oak bookshelf in the alcove for today’s reading session. Sierra had already made them both a warming mug of hot cocoa – with miniature marshmallows nearly overflowing.

“This one,” Sierra said, picking out a paperback novel. The cover featured a woman holding a sword, the kind of warrior that was hiding in Elise. “Hold onto it for me, darling.” She passed it to Elise, who held it eagerly.

“I love it already,” Elise said, reading the blurb on the back.

“It’s perfect for you. A warrior who takes no shit,” Sierra said. She held out her hand, and Elise put the book in her palm. “No, Elise, not the book. Your hand.”

“Oh. Sorry.” Elise nervously chuckled and reclaimed the paperback from Sierra’s hand, placing her own in its place. “Is this what you wanted?”

“Yes. And that’s not all I want,” Sierra said, her voice a low growl, holding eye contact. “I want to see that inner warrior. And to do that, I need to coax her out.”

Elise scratched the back of her neck. “Oh?”

“Fetch me a dollar bill.”

“Okay.” Elise slipped her hand out of Sierra’s, but she pulled her back.

Sierra’s smirk was predatory. “No, Elise. In my pocket.” She tapped the upper left pocket with her free hand, and Elise delved in, pulling out a crumpled green note. She placed it in Sierra’s expectant hand and received a sharp grin as thanks. “Now, I’m going to put it between your teeth. Hold still. Don’t drop that book.” Confused, Elise parted her lips, closing her teeth around the paper. “Good girl. Now, look at me.” Elise’s eyes found the intense power in Sierra’s gaze. It was unwavering, agonisingly attractive. She saw entire landscapes in her irises, wholly succumbed to their depths. “Good. Keep those pretty eyes on me. I’m going to take it from you.” Maintaining constant eye contact, Sierra gently pulled Elise’s head back and plucked the bill with her teeth. “Mm, good girl. Now, tell me, how do you feel?”

Elise’s breath had been stolen. “I-Incredibly gay.”

Sierra tucked the dollar bill into the cup of Elise’s bra, patting it.

The anticipation was torturous, but she wouldn’t trade it for anything.

“Hm. Not the feeling I was going for. I wanted to awaken that inner warrior.”

Elise bit her lip, a warmth engulfing her core, “Oh, you did.”

“Where is she?”

Elise knelt on the laminate, head dipped, offering the book out to Sierra like a knight offering their sword to their executioner. “Right here, Mistress.”

“Are you offering yourself to me, Elise?” Sierra asked, tipping the blonde’s chin so she could find her penetrating stare again.

“I am. Anything you want. It’s all yours for the taking.”

“Well, then. I’ll be sure to take you up on that offer later,” Sierra said possessively, her fingers skimming the cover of the book. “But that’s part of the fun, isn’t it? The waiting.” It moved down her arm, sending a shiver. “Knowing it’s coming but never knowing when.” Sierra grabbed her throat. “Knowing I’ll be taking everything you have and giving you everything you could ever want.” She lightly rubbed her thumb along the sensitive flesh, the grin hinting at her canines. “But that’s a surprise for later.”

Elise could feel her knickers growing wetter with each passing second.

“For now,” Sierra whispered, “let’s do some light reading to distract ourselves from those…” a purposeful pause as she licked her lips, “deliciously naughty thoughts.”

At this point, Sierra could collar her like a dog and tell her to bark, and she’d crawl around on all fours without a second’s hesitation. She had her tightly wound around her fingers, hopelessly in love with her, and it was intoxicating.

Sierra was enjoying it as much as Elise was craving it.

“Y-Yes, Mistress.”

“Up you get,” Sierra softly commanded, and Elise found her footing. “Let’s bring this perfect vision of yours to life. Would you like that?”

Elise gave a shy nod. “I-I would like that, Mistress.”

“Good. Now, get comfortable. I’ll handle everything.”

With a gentle tug, they adjourned to the living area. Elise sat down first, allowing Sierra to place a blanket over her feet. Given the weather outside, she didn’t want to make herself uncomfortably hot, but the sensation of sherpa was cloudlike and perfect.

She clicked the electric fireplace on, giving the placebo effect of logs crackling away without the smoke and ash. The ambience it created only added to the serenity of Elise’s dream.

“Is it as you envisioned it?” Sierra asked, and she handed Elise the mug of steaming cocoa. She sipped her own before placing it down on the coaster. “Is it perfect?”

Elise was hot, bothered, and contradictory, relaxed like a zen garden.

“Yes.”

“Good. One final touch,” Sierra said with a grin before disappearing.

Elise waited, re-reading the book's blurb and enjoying the warm beverage. Everything fit into place just as she’d imagined it. It was perfect.

After a short period, Sierra returned with a soft click of the door, holding the handle of a windowed backpack. She’d convinced the neighbours to let her borrow their cat – a registered therapy animal – to help Elise loosen.

It wasn’t the first time the one-year-old orange tabby had graced Sierra’s apartment with her presence.

“It’s alright, little one,” Sierra gently said as the cat fidgeted.

Sierra put the backpack down, unzipping it and allowing the cat to come to her with an unthreatening stance – stooped, hand outstretched for the animal to sniff or rub against. Elise looked up eagerly, desperately confused, until she heard Maple’s first meow. Sierra gently scooped Maple into her arms and ensured she was supported in her biceps.

She approached Elise and watched as her face lit up like Christmas.

“This is Maple,” Sierra said, gently scratching the cat behind the ears. “She’s a therapy cat. Today, she’s going to help us read.”

Sierra helped Maple onto her lap, and Elise fell in love with her all over again.

Maple started kneading Sierra’s trouser leg, the purr a low murmur designed to heal. Then, Maple cautiously approached Elise, her soft pads and sharp claws navigating the new terrain. Elise held her hand out cautiously, allowing Maple to sniff her and ascertain that she meant no harm. Maple meowed and head-butted Elise’s hand, rubbing her scent on her fingers. The softness of the ginger fur wrapped around Elise’s fingers as she gave her a fuss.

“Hello, Maple,” Elise said quietly. “You’re the sweetest thing.” Then Maple climbed on Elise’s lap and curled into a tight cinnamon swirl. “Oh my gosh,” she could barely contain herself, but she managed to keep her excitement in check as she gently petted the cat. “She’s… she’s so soft. Thank you, Sierra. You really didn’t have to do this.”

“Maybe not,” Sierra said cutely, “but I wanted to.” She picked up the book and scanned the first page, tentatively sipping her cocoa. “Why don’t you read me a little?”

“I guess I could,” Elise said hesitantly. “I’m a little shy, though.”

“Come on, Ace. I’ve seen you naked. I won’t judge you if you mispronounce a word. Just picture me in my underwear.” She knew exactly what that look incited in Elise, and she loved how easy it was to rile her up. The laugh that followed proved that her gibes were effective.

As she read the first page, Elise kept her movements calm to avoid disturbing Maple. She brought to life the author's vision, using voices for the different characters and the narrator. She explored the worldbuilding, the introductions, and the first major conflict, where the protagonist made her first brave choice: to wield a sword against her oppressors. It resonated with Elise, and the more she read, the more comfortable she felt inside their little bubble.

Sierra listened intently, occasionally looking at Elise and smiling because she was in her element. She could read the phone book, talk about her interests for hours, and she’d still never get tired of the sound of her voice.

Elise finished the chapter and paused, giving Maple a fuss under the chin.

“She’s a badass,” Elise said, a toothed smile spilling out. “Thank you for this.”

“You’re welcome,” Sierra said. “And if anyone’s a badass, it’s you. Warrior.”

Sierra could turn Elise into a princess with a glance. And just as quickly, she could turn her into a warrior with a command. She was completely at her mercy. She would do anything for her. No limits. No hesitation. No question.

“Sierra, I-”

Their moment was interrupted by Sierra’s phone vibrating.

“Hold that thought,” Sierra said, checking the notification.




[May] Hey, Mistress. Can we meet? I want to apologise in person. I didn’t want things to end this way. Let me make it up to you. Yours, M




Sierra stared at the phone screen, unsure how to react. Either Abi deleted the slander about her, or May Maxwell, a former sub of hers, felt guilty.

“Sorry. You were saying?” Sierra asked, putting the phone back down.

“Everything okay?”

Sierra scratched the shaved part of her head. “How do you feel about us having some company?” she asked tentatively, though she didn’t want to entertain the idea herself.

“Company? You mean, like, another girl? Isn’t that meant to be… private?”

“Oh. No. It’s not a session,” Sierra stated with an awkward giggle. “She just wants to talk.”

“I guess that’s fine,” Elise said, shrugging.

“Look. Eventually, I’ll have to take clients again,” Sierra started explaining, trying to word it in a way that wouldn’t offend her. “We’ll need some income. And I don’t feel like putting my… talents… elsewhere. But don’t worry. There’s no strings. It’s an arrangement. They come and see me, I explore their limits, and they pay me for the pleasure. Mutually beneficial.”

Elise couldn’t help but feel slightly offended. “So… like me?”

“No, Elise,” Sierra said with an encouraging squeeze, her words aching with a sincerity that longed to be shared, “There is nobody in the world like you.”

“But I was an arrangement, right?” Elise asked, her tone betraying the hurt that was stinging inside her chest. “No strings. That’s all we were. It wasn’t… we weren’t supposed to happen.”

“From the moment you walked through that door, I knew you were special.” She reached over and brushed her cheek. “I love you. More than anything.” Her tone dropped to a seductive murmur, her hand trailing from Elise’s bottom lip to the crook of her neck, “and if it’s any consolation, I happen to like a taste of the forbidden.”

Elise didn’t lean into the touch this time. “How can I be sure you won’t feel the same about someone else?”

Sierra’s hand retreated, petting Maple instead, who ignored her. A hint of annoyance flashed in her eyes. “Elise. I’m a woman of my word. You don’t have to worry. I don’t typically lie unless it’s necessary. Do you think I’m lying to you now?”

“No,” Elise sighed, a hand travelling down her face in regret. “You’re right. I’m sorry. I just… I get jealous.”

Now Sierra was the one feeling the knotted pang of heartbreak.

“Do you not feel the same way?”

“No, I do,” Elise said, and she found Sierra’s hand, “Of course, I do. I’m sorry.”

“We won’t rush into anything you’re not comfortable with,” Sierra reassured her, tightening her grip slightly. “We’ll take things one day at a time, as we always have. And we’ll communicate. Make sure we’re both happy. But you have to trust in me. Know that I’m loyal to you – and only you.”

What did Elise expect? That Sierra would retire, stop seeing new submissives, simply because she didn’t want to hurt her feelings? It was stupid, bordering controlling, and Elise couldn’t help but feel shameful for even worrying about it.

Elise had fallen so hard so quickly that it was almost unhealthy.

Her previous relationships weren’t exactly smooth sailing, but she’d never felt like this towards another person. Never felt so hard, never wanted to give so much.

If it ended… if they didn’t work out? It’d be impossible to move on.

If Sierra lost Elise, she’d lose a part of herself.

If Elise lost Sierra, she’d lose everything.

“I do trust you,” Elise said. “And I do love you. Fuck, I love you so much. I just… I don’t want to get hurt again.”

“Elise… you know I would never hurt you. I’m sorry if I made you feel that way.”

“No, it’s… it’s not that,” Elise tried to explain, her fingers ruffling Maple’s soft fur to ease her anxiety. “My previous relationships have been… less than ideal.”

“I can relate,” Sierra sighed, “My ex was… well, she wasn’t good for me.”

Elise chuckled, airing out the tension. “I guess we’ve both had trust issues when it comes to love, huh?”

Sierra smirked in response. “I guess we have.”

Elise looked down at Maple, and her gaze softened. She had nothing to worry about. This woman had not only told her how she felt, but she’d also proven it. More than once. She kept her safe, helped her grow, loved and cared for her. What more could she ask for in a partner?

“Well, I’m glad you’re here now. When it counted, you’ve always been there.”

Sierra shot her a genuine look of admiration, “I’m not going anywhere.”

Sierra gave Maple a fuss, coaxing the animal to unfurl from the tight roll. “I’d better return the neighbour’s cat. We can visit her whenever you want.” Elise nodded, wiping a tear, and Sierra scooped Maple in her arms. “Come on, little one. Let’s get you home.” Maple was surprisingly content with being put back in her backpack.

Sierra left with Maple, and Elise finished her lukewarm cocoa.

It never hit the same when the initial warmth had faded.

Before Sierra re-entered the apartment, she replied to May.




‘Usual place. Ten minutes.'




∞∞∞

They talked, cleared the air, and the spark between them was stronger than ever. It was natural for Elise to feel jealous; she’d always been told she was either ‘too much’ or ‘not enough’ for her exes. It got to a point where she was too exhausted to find another partner; the threat of heartbreak was just too frightening. Her anxiety constantly fed off that like a leech. That she wasn’t good enough. That they were mad at her. That she did something wrong. It was her downfall, her unrelenting parasite.

It's only natural that it would return for a second helping when things got a bit too perfect.

Sierra finished tidying up the mugs and gave Elise a kiss on the lips, a silent declaration of her loyalty. She smiled as she sat on the armrest of the sofa, waiting in anticipation for the doorbell to chime.

And like a clockwork cuckoo, it did.

“That must be May,” Sierra said, huffing as she got up to answer.

When she opened the door, she realised it wasn’t May.

It most definitely was not May.

A taut line of black-clothed, masked militia greeted her.

Sierra attempted to slam the door on them, but they kicked it open like a sheet of thin plywood. Elise recoiled in horror, frozen with fear. It was like the repo men had returned to her house… except now she had even more to lose.

“ELISE!” Sierra screamed, struggling against the armed individuals who had injected a needle in her neck, “RUN!” She fought against her captors and the sedative in her veins for as long as she could. Managed to stab one of them with their own knife, splitting them open. She wrestled one to the ground, but they overwhelmed her, and her body went limp. “Elise…!”

The fight drained out of her fingertips, and soon, she couldn’t even throw a punch.

Her eyes painted nothing but pictures of black.

“No!” Elise shrieked in retaliation, gunning towards them.

“She’s coming with us,” one of them growled, a line of military-grade rifles immediately aimed at her – and she screeched to a halt. “If you don’t want to join her, stay put.”

“I won’t let you take her!” Elise bellowed, her newfound courage bubbling to the surface as she tore through the apartment to meet the assailants.

She caught a distant whiff of sandalwood before she was forced into submission.

A bullet had penetrated her leg.

She cried out in pain, for Sierra, for anyone who was listening. But it was too late.

Elise was forced to the ground, her legs buckling from underneath her as thick scarlet dripped onto the laminate.

She had to watch, powerless, as everything was taken away from her.

Again.

“Next time, I’ll aim higher,” they said, and the other perpetrators forced a burlap sack over Sierra’s head. “If you follow us, I’ll come back and finish the job.” A dark, maniacal chuckle followed, then the distant sound of shuffling footsteps and brushed clothing.

Elise’s eyes were piercing daggers, but she couldn’t find her footing.

They stuffed Sierra’s unconscious body in the back of their van and drove off before Elise could muster the strength to get back on her feet. When she tried, she collapsed again and felt that constant, searing pain devouring her.

She cried out with so much pain and anger that it’s a wonder it didn’t drive her to madness.

Her voice was a whimper with anger akin to dying kindling. “Fuck. No. Sierra…” Elise clawed her way across the floor, her elbows and hands making her weight feel like an impossible feat to drag. The streaks of blood trailed behind like burnt-out tyre tracks. “Come on. Just gotta… make it.” She managed to heave herself up just enough to swipe the burner phone off the counter and dial the only number it had programmed in it. “Come on. Come on. Please.”

It rang, and while the seconds ticked by, she wondered if she was going to be left here to bleed out and die.

Worse, she thought it should have been her they’d taken instead.

“Hello?” the voice called out from the burner—Abi’s voice.

Despite their history, Elise put her faith in the woman who ruined her life. Begged for her help. To save her life, and Sierra’s.

“Help… Shot… Sierra… Taken… Apartment… Help… Please.”

“Elise…?” Abi asked, her tone already alarmed with concern. Elise didn’t reply. She only sobbed. “Fuck. Okay. I’m on my way.”


Chapter 21: Against The Clock




IT WAS A RACE AGAINST THE CLOCK. Abi and Team Alpha rode to Sierra’s apartment as quickly as they could, even ignoring the speed limit and traffic laws at times. They moved like a swift ambulance with its sirens on, weaving in and out of traffic like a life depended on it.

The cruel reality was two lives did.

Abi rode in the passenger seat, with Jupiter in the back and Mars behind the wheel. Abi was mentally preparing herself for the job at hand. No medics were available to assist, meaning she would have to patch it up. A bodge job that’d hold until she could get Elise medical attention. She would be the bad guy again, if that’s what it took to save her enemy’s life.

“Boss, what if it’s a trap?” Mars asked, maintaining a clear head.

“I know that girl,” Abi said, unzipping the medical kit stashed in the glovebox. “It’s not a trap. If she dies… I’ll lose my sister forever. I can’t let that happen. Floor it. Don’t stop for anything.”

Mars nodded and slammed his foot on the accelerator.

Abi was no stranger to grim sights… but the thought of what she might find when they arrived at the apartment made her blood run cold.

She steadied her hand, pulled up a syringe of anaesthetic and tucked it in the medical kit, just in case she needed it.

“I’ll muck in if I have to, boss,” Jupiter said. “I’ve patched a few bullet holes over the years. Made plenty, too. Give the word, and I’ll add to the collection.”

Abi pointed out the building in front of them. “There! Mars, pull over!”

The van screeched to a halt, and all three of them raced towards the apartment's open door, supplies in tow. Mars and Jupiter were armed to deal with potential assailants still sitting prey.

Luckily for them, they’d bagged their prize and left already.

“Shit. Over here,” Abi said as she spotted Elise on the floor.

Elise was alive, but she was gripping onto consciousness with everything she had. She had tried to stop the bleeding, but ultimately, her body stopped her, and instead, the pool of ichor grew until it seeped into every crevice.

“Here. Help me move her,” Jupiter said, and Abi assisted. The two women worked in unison to move Elise onto a flat surface.

Abi cut open the seam of her trousers, tearing the fabric until the wound was exposed. It oozed and bubbled in greeting. They each pulled on a pair of sterile gloves. Mars had found a cloth for Elise to bite down on, for the pain. Because this would hurt like nothing she’d ever felt before. And not in a good way.

“Elise, can you hear me?” Abi asked, giving her a gentle nudge, but she was met with silence. Elise had passed out, her body falling limp. “Fuck. We need her alive. She’s the only one who knows what happened to my sister.”

The two bodyguards sprang into action, understanding the gravity of the situation.

“The bullet’s still inside,” Jupiter said as she carefully pulled the skin and manoeuvred the injured limb. “No exit wound.”

“Shit,” Abi groaned with a drawn-out syllable, unpacking the medical supplies. “Alright, Elise… I guess your life is in my hands…” She injected the anaesthetic into the affected leg and brought out a pair of thin forceps, digging around the gaping flesh until she saw the remainder of the bullet shell inside.

Luckily, it hadn’t penetrated anything vital, but it still needed to come out before more damage was done. It was prone to infection or further tearing.

Jupiter used as much cloth and sterile tissue as she could to stem the bleeding and make it easier for Abi to see the shrapnel. She poured a sterile alcohol solution into it, hoping to prevent infection, or at least delay any serious complications.

“Can you see it?” Jupiter asked.

Abi’s eyes narrowed, and she spotted the offending shrapnel. “Yeah, I can see it. How the hell am I going to…”

Jupiter handed her the forceps, and Abi immediately tensed.

“No other way,” Jupiter said. “She’ll thank you for it. Probably.”

“Yeah, if I don’t nick a fucking artery,” Abi said nervously, wielding the cold metal utensil with feigned confidence. “Hold it open.” Jupiter nodded and prised open the wound. Abi braced herself and dug the thin tool’s jaws into the hole. “Almost… got it!” After some careful digging, she clamped down on the shell.

She withdrew the forceps and felt a wave of relief wash over her when she saw the shrapnel in its teeth. Jupiter let go of the flesh and made a makeshift tourniquet out of the bandages in the first aid kit.

“Fuck. It’s out. … It’s out,” Abi said, sighing as she dropped the forceps next to her, recoiling at the sight of the woman’s blood. “She’s going to need a medic.” She put the remainder of the bullet into a clear plastic pouch and stuffed it in her pocket. It could be useful evidence, a way to find out who did this.

So she could repay the favour in kind.

The mercenaries carried Elise to the van, laying her unconscious form on the back seat, her head resting on Abi’s lap. She was partially to blame for what happened. Her sister’s pain would be blood on her hands.

Abi couldn’t help but feel guilty, even though she hid it behind many walls.

“Get us back, Mars,” Abi ordered.

Mars nodded and started the engine, driving with as much urgency as before, but slightly less like a madman.

During their journey, Abi looked at Elise and thought of Sierra.

God damn it. Why did my sister end up falling for the stray?

∞∞∞

When they arrived back at the compound, Elise was still out. They hurriedly carried her to the medic’s tent and left her in the medic’s capable hands. They were more than equipped to deal with injuries from bullets and weapons. Fortunately, at least two of the medics – some former doctors and nurses – had returned to base. They got to work immediately and requested privacy as they did surgery. Abi left the shell casing with them in case it would help.

All Abi could do was wait.

But there was a fat chance of that happening.

She returned to the central part of the compound, climbed on top of a busy table, and fired a round into the ceiling, getting everyone’s attention.

“Listen up!” she shouted, her voice filling the room. “Anyone who doesn’t work here, get the fuck out.” The room was silent, followed by shuffling feet of customers and patrons. Once the room had thinned out, Abi continued, “My sister has been taken. I don’t care how long it takes. I don’t care how fucking expensive it is, I want her found. I want teams covering the entire fucking map. Drones in the skies. Surveillance cameras monitored 24/7. Every nook, every cranny, every cupboard and every fucking dark corner searched. I want every resource we have on this. Anyone who has any leads, let me know immediately. And I want to know as soon as the blonde in the infirmary is awake. Now move!”

Once she’d finished elucidating, her teams scarpered, returning to their posts, but instead of finding valuables, they were hunting for a person. Computer experts loaded up every program and camera footage they had at their disposal. Team Alpha and similar squadrons geared up to search on foot. Every ground and vehicular unit was occupied with finding Sierra Kernan.

Abi felt like the villain, but she was a victim of jealousy.

And because of it… she ruined Sierra’s life.

When she returned to her office and slammed the door, she wept.

It’s all my fault, she convinced herself, it’s all my fucking fault.


Chapter 22: Bound and Gagged




SIERRA’S EYES FLICKERED OPEN, BLURRY AND HAPHAZARD. She was graced with a familiar tingling in her neck, a hot stinging that kept her grounded. She tried to move but was immediately met by the tight, cold embrace of metal cuffs attached to chains on either side of a metal pole. The room was almost pitch black, except for one tiny corner window. She tested the strength of the restraints by forcing all her muscles into breaking free, but they weren’t budging.

The room smelt of blood and mould laced with cheap cologne and desperation. She was alone in here. Alone with her thoughts. Something was prominent on her mind, though. Her captor would be wishing they’d never been born. For harming her, yes. But most importantly: for touching her fucking property.

“Elise…” she caught herself whispering. “Elise…!” She fought harder against the restraints. It drove her to fight harder, push harder, ignore the pain from her wrists as the metal chains lashed against her skin.

She would fight with everything she had, and then she’d fight again.

And when she could no longer fight, she’d do it anyway. For Elise.

Sierra could just about piece together the edges of a doorframe and a concrete slab on the floor. It was like a cell but modified to thwart escape attempts. She wondered if her sins had finally caught up to her, that she had been arrested and put in a cage.

Instead, she was at the mercy of some sadist motherfucker who had her on the floor – on her knees – for their own sick fantasy. They didn’t even give her a chair or a bed, just cold concrete and rattling metal chains.

A blood-curdling scream of rage ripped from her throat as she fought harder than ever against the cuffs, trying everything she could to make them break or at least buckle and bend enough to leverage.

Every time the metal bit into her skin, it only made her angrier. She thought her screams would be heard reverberating in this tiny black box and prompt someone to shut her up, but disappointment was a strange bedfellow.

Sierra threw her entire weight against the chains, not letting up even for a second. Her breaths were ragged and heavy, sweat already beading on her skin. The restraints tore into her wrists, snapping at her like a predatory metal whip.

She let out another painful and enraged shriek, taunting whoever dared to put her in this box, and pushed every muscle to breaking point. Her teeth ground together, her eyes squeezed tight, and she put every ounce of pain, every thought of losing her love, into one final push.

Finally, she heard the slightest fracture in one of the pipe’s rivets. It would take a lot more effort, and she was paying for it already, but it was a glimmer of hope. It was something.

“I’m coming for you, Ace,” she lowly said to herself. “I won’t stop.”

The silence was unnerving, the darkness everlasting.

The sound of a heavy metal door sliding open jarred her, but she was more than ready to spill the blood of whoever got close.

“Hiding in the shadows is for cowards,” she taunted them, and a dim light flickered above her. Her eyes stung as they adjusted to the light. She glared at the figure as they entered the room.

She was joined by a tall, dapper man in a tweed suit and at least a dozen armed militiamen waiting outside the door.

Blue eyes depicting glaciers.

Sierra would recognise him as the onlooker from the casino.

Sierra sneered. “That’s cute. You brought a whole army just for me?”

He caught sight of the lines indented on her skin where she’d been struggling, and a cocky smile graced his features.

“You’ve been busy,” he observed with a cold tone. His voice was arrogant and thick with privilege. “I should expect nothing less from the woman who fucked my wife.” He dug out a piece of paper from his suit pocket. “I consent for Mistress Sierra to do as she pleases,” he read from the document. “Signed. May Maxwell.” He ripped up the contract and let the pieces rain around him. “Tell me, what ungodly things did you partake in behind my back, Mistress?”

“Come here and find out,” she dared, smirking, the chains disagreeing with her smug protest as they tore into her flesh. “Your wife wanted me to collar her. She was never yours. She was mine.”

He laughed, but it was a noise devoid of humour. “Well, needless to say, that ship has sailed.” He adjusted his leather gloves, pulling them tighter. “You, on the other hand… you’re going to see what it’s like being on the receiving end of the cane.”

“Oh, don’t worry. When I get out of here, you’ll be wearing that cane like a fucking scarf,” she threatened. “I will kill every one of your men. Bleed you from every orifice until you’re begging for me to end your pathetic life.”

“Don’t make threats you can’t adhere to, Little Lamb.”

God, that felt wrong. So disgustingly, bone-chillingly wrong.

“They’re not threats. They’re promises,” she growled. “Let’s cut the shit, shall we? What are you hoping to gain from this? Do you want me to beg? Plead for mercy? Get on my knees and grovel?” Her tone was as much a challenge as it was humorous. “You know what I do to people who touch my property, Maxwell? I make them regret it.” She pulled against the restraints, almost close enough to do some damage, if only his egotism would drive him closer to melee range. “Now, where the fuck is Elise?” Each word was like acid dripping from her tongue, a command that ordinarily left room for no complacency. “If you’ve hurt her, I swear I will make you experience pain like you’ve never felt in your lifetime.”

He polished his fingers against his jacket, a cruel undertone of psychopathy, “Ah, yes. Your pet. She did suffer a … tragic accident.”

At those words, she lunged at him, her eyes blazing with wrath.

“Listen here, you piece of shit, I’m going to make you beg for death.”

“Let’s not misread the situation, sweetheart,” he said with a calmness that irked Sierra further. “You’re the one in chains. I’m the one in control.”

“The longer you keep me here, the longer I will spend thinking up ways to make you scream,” Sierra declared. She studied the guards, then Maxwell, glaring into his soul. “Do you really think they’ll save you from me?”

“I highly doubt your little tantrum is going to end the way you think it will,” he said, feigning amusement.

“Is this really about your wife? Or is it a power trip, making you feel like a big, strong man again? From where I’m standing, you’re just a scared little boy poking the bear.” She noticed Maxwell’s face twitch. Good. She’s finally hit a nerve. “If you don’t tell me where she is, I’ll ensure your last moments are spent in unimaginable agony.”

“She’s dying in the kingdom that’s doomed to fall,” he said cryptically.

She wrapped the chains around her arms and pushed towards him, the screw ever-so-slightly buckling. The strain and effort of her determination was palpable. Even the guards outside were struggling to stand idle.

“Mother. Fucker,” she spat on the ground. She knew it wasn’t true – she had to believe it, otherwise everything was in vain.

“We’re done here. I’ll give you some time to… think.” He snapped his fingers and departed, plunging the room into darkness as the door crashed behind him.

“You fucking coward!” she started shouting into the air. Curses and obscenities and anger followed as she paced around the allotted permitter of the room.

She turned her attention back to the chains, determined to shatter them.

She kept going until her legs started to buckle. Until she started feeling blood dripping from her wounds. Until she couldn’t discern the tinted shapes of the room without feeling dizzy.

She sat there, pooling her anger, biding her time.

Waiting like a predator in the night. For her prey to return.


Chapter 23: Fighter’s Resolve




SIERRA’S PLOTTING WAS INTERRUPTED WHEN THE DOOR FLEW OPEN AGAIN. Except this time, heeled boots clicked against the concrete. The sight of the slender shadow made her breath hitch, and she retreated to the end of the room, away from the woman who could command her to do anything. The woman who took advantage of her when she was weak.

“Hello, love,” came her voice. Sierra remembered it vividly now, controlling and firm with a presence that demanded the attention of even the strongest-willed individuals. Her former Mistress, known only as Mistress Line. As in, the line you never crossed, or crossed happily, skipping, because she told you to. She remembered her long dark chocolate hair that was straighter than anything she’d done to Sierra. The outfit of latex mixed with chains and belts. The eyes depicting labradorite gemstones that could tear through her with just a glance.

Now Sierra was petrified.

“H-How,” Sierra stammered, her vulnerability cracking through.

“There’s no need to be so afraid, love. I’ll take care of you.”

In the darkness, the touch of Mistress Line brought a shiver down Sierra’s spine, and all the fight she had in her seized up like a surrender.

It felt like she was comatose in a merciless nightmare.

“You… you…” Sierra tried saying, but the words tangled around her throat. “I was scared… and angry… and you…”

“Use your words, love.”

The woman played with Sierra’s hair, tracing patterns down her face, leaving a line of heat down her torso. She was within strangling distance, but Sierra’s feisty spirit had dissipated. She squirmed at the touch, almost convulsing in fear as she felt dainty fingers touching her in the dark.

Not in a good way.

“Why,” Sierra gulped, her voice quiet, “are you here?”

“Julien said you were tense,” the woman replied. “I can release that tension. But only if you’re a good girl for me.”

“No… not again. I can’t…” Sierra pulled away, collapsing in on herself, trying to retreat further into the corner.

“You can, love,” Mistress Line said, her voice cutthroat. “You will.”

“You can’t… make me do anything… anymore.”

The woman’s laughter flooded a wave of goosebumps towards Sierra’s skin.

“Don’t be so sure of that,” Mistress Line said, playing with the metal chains that bound her former submissive. The rattling in the dark, the unknown, it made Sierra anxious. “As you know… I’m very convincing.” She pulled Sierra’s chains, bringing her closer again. “Don’t hide from me, Sierra. I’ve seen all of you. You don’t need to be scared.” Her tone started shrill, then softened as the words fluttered out. “I know you’ll see things my way. We have plenty of time.” She moved closer, whispering in Sierra’s ear, “Tell me, how should I silence that defiant mouth of yours?”

Sierra’s bite returned, and she slammed her wrists against the chains, snarling her words as they tumbled out, “I’m not your fucking property anymore!”

“Well, that is disappointing,” Mistress Line said, the sound of her heels filling the dark void of the cell. "It seems you’ve forgotten about our dynamic, love." She leaned closer and grabbed Sierra’s chin, her voice serrated and cruel, "I am in control.”

Sierra took the opportunity to issue a firm headbutt, attempting to get her in a chokehold despite the restraints. Unfortunately for her, the slack on the chains didn’t yield, and Mistress Line slipped away. But not before landing a painful strip of leather on Sierra’s chest.

“Fuck you,” Sierra hissed.

“My little caterpillar has learned to fly,” Mistress Line mused out loud, but then her tone turned dark, bitter, ruthless, as she wiped the blood from her nose. “I think it’s time to clip its wings.”

Mistress Line adjusted herself and gestured to the men outside the cell who were still shadows to Sierra. The woman’s heels retreated down the corridor. The guards approached Sierra – a mistake – and felt the heavy scrape of chains come clattering down on them as Sierra fought with every ounce of strength she could muster, using her other heightened senses to predict their moves.

At least two fell at her feet, and the third rushed in with backup.

She found herself overwhelmed, and then the familiar prick of a needle in the side of her neck. As she launched towards the assailant, the sedative’s effect was already threatening to lull her into submission.

She fought against it, struggling against the chains, feeling around for anything she could use as a weapon. A gun, a key, a piece of metal – anything. As her eyes started to blur and her muscles began to weaken, she felt her body fall limp like a scarecrow.

She heard the chains fall to the floor, her feet dragging.

And after that…

∞∞∞

Sierra woke up restrained to a wooden chair clamped to the floor, in a different room with entirely different surroundings. Her eyes darted around the room as they began to regain focus. They found blood, tools, furniture, broken equipment and shattered glass. It looked like an engineer’s workshop that’d been crossbred with a paedophile’s basement.

Mistress Line stood in front of her, as did Julien Maxwell.

“What the fuck do you want?” Sierra asked irritably.

Sierra reflexively battled against the restraints, but she felt the coldness of metal tracing a line up her arm. As her eyes followed the sensation, a hand tangled in her hair and yanked her head, forcing her to look straight ahead.

“No peeking. Not until I give you permission,” Mistress Line said.

The cold metal became a hot and stinging sensation, and Sierra gritted her teeth as it grew in intensity. Then it got colder. Much colder.

It was tracing the lines of her back muscles.

“Where. Is. Elise,” Sierra growled.

“This isn’t about her,” Maxwell said. “This is about you.”

“Then tell me. What do you want?”

The metal instrument’s pressure increased, drawing the slightest amount of blood, leaving a trail of heat in its wake. Her eyes flitted to the assortment of tools. Imagining the damage she could do if they were in her hands.

“I want you to suffer,” he said maliciously. “I’ll carve pieces out of you until I say you’ve had enough. Until you’re unrecognizable. And nobody will ever want you to touch them again.”

“You sadist fuck,” she said, almost speechless at the implied cruelty being plotted against her. “All of this, and for what? Because you’re horny and desperate? Did your shrivelled micro dick not get enough action this week?” He retaliated with a firm strike to her cheek. Good. She was getting under his skin. “Oh, so you admit it. You are desperate. You’re begging for someone to take that cock in their mouth and scream, ‘Yes, Daddy! Fuck me harder, daddy!’” Her tone was mocking, and she laughed, faking a moan. Another firm backhand rewarded her, this one spilling crimson. “You’re pathetic,” she said, spitting the blood that filmed over her teeth. She bucked against the chair, fighting against Mistress Line’s grip.

He picked up a tool from the tray—a pair of pliers. They clamped down on one of her fingernails, squeezing slightly—a warning.

“Let’s start here, shall we?” he asked with a maniacal lilt.

Sierra found herself panicking but refused to show it.

She bucked even harder, the leather restraints tearing into her flesh, mixing with the earlier serrations of the chains. Her hands balled into fists, the pliers falling with a clatter. Her knuckles went white as she pressed her nails into her palms.

Mistress Line was one step ahead and tightened the restraints.

“Let’s make sure you’re comfortable,” the woman said.

“Mistress… what did this man do to corrupt you?” Sierra asked, finding herself falling into old habits—a blunder she’d surely pay for.

“Oh, my love. I go where I’m needed.”

“Bullshit,” Sierra said, and she found her hands being forced open by Maxwell’s men. “How much did he pay you? What are your morals worth?”

“More than you can afford,” Maxwell said, a knowing grin on his face. “The only way you’re getting out of here is in pieces or a body bag. And I’m afraid the latter is only an option if you’re a good girl.”

The cackle that followed made her skin crawl.

Her hands were held down by additional leather belts, forced in a splayed position. Without Mistress Line’s stranglehold, she looked around the room, darting from tool to tool, guard to guard, Maxwell to Mistress. Plotting. Calculating.

If she had to endure hell for Elise, she would.

If that’s what it took, she’d give them everything.

She’d split herself open and hand them her sodden organs.

Maxwell brought her back to reality as the pliers applied a curve to one of her nails, the pressure already agonizing, blood beading at the cuticle as he kept peeling it back.

Slowly.

Like it was a delicate flower petal being plucked from the stigma.

“You’re going to pay for ever touching her,” Sierra said, her words volcanic, rage overlapping the pain. “Every second. Every bit of pain. Every drop of blood.”

The pain grew until it seemed to meet its crescendo.

The affected digit was bloody, red, raw and throbbing.

Sierra didn’t get a chance to recover before a bombardment of leather lashes thrashed against her back, each one tearing through the silent tension like nails on a chalkboard. Sierra grimaced as the onslaught reached ten, twenty, then thirty repeated strikes of Mistress Line’s whip.

All she could do was sit there and take it.

But as much as she tried to contain it, a scream slipped out.

Maxwell had collected his first broken piece.

“You… fucking… animal,” Sierra muttered as she braved the pain.

“Perhaps,” Maxwell said, contemplating what to do next with the pliers still firmly grasped in his hand. “I think we all have a wild side. Yours is especially fictitious. You act tough, but when you’re bound and vulnerable, you’re nothing.”

“Perhaps,” Sierra said, mocking him with his own words. “I think you’re underestimating me. It won’t be long until I’m the one in charge. And when I am, you won’t like what I have planned.”

“From where I’m standing, that isn’t even close to true,” Mistress Line interjected, standing casually as she eyed up the tools, mischief glinting in her eyes. “And you know I don’t tolerate lying.”

Maxwell picked up a hammer, feeling its weight in his hand.

“This will make things a bit more exciting for you,” he said, throwing it in the air and easily catching it. “How about we start having some fun?”

“I can’t wait,” Sierra said, feigning excitement, her tone thick with sarcasm. “Does this ‘fun’ involve hitting my hand with a hammer? You’re so predictable.”

“Oh, it’s not your hand I’m after.” He gazed at her chest, a manic and unforgiving smile on his face. “I bet you enjoyed groping my wife’s breasts, didn’t you?”

“Not half as much as she did,” Sierra replied, continuing to push.

His face wrinkled, and the hammer came crashing down against her abdomen, knocking the wind out of her temporarily. It was an unannounced strike she wasn’t anticipating. Not so predictable after all.

“You’re going to tell me everything you made her do,” he insisted.

Sierra grinned and scowled at him, accepting his desires. “Mm, where do I begin? How about I tell you what I did to your wife that made her come undone in my hands? Or shall I tell you all about the orgasm she had when I was testing her limits? Or maybe I’ll tell you, in explicit detail, the things I did that made her scream my name?”

He lunged at her with the hammer, socking her jaw with enough rage to set alight a canister of gasoline.

She spat blood and laughed again. Masking her pain. Goading him.

The taste of metallic iron mixed with copper wasn’t unfamiliar.

Sierra turned her attention to Mistress Line, her eyes somewhat silently pleading for sympathy. “And you. Don’t you want to take the reins and show him how a real Mistress doles out punishment?”

Mistress Line approached Sierra, jerked her head back with a fistful of rusty strands, and claimed her with a powerful kiss on the lips, sharing the taste of copper. She traced her thumb along Sierra’s jaw and bottom lip, each sensation adding to the discomfort.

“You always were a masochist,” Mistress Line said, lightly tapping Sierra’s cheek before releasing her grip and moving back. She took the hammer from Maxwell and started fiddling with it.

“You’re supposed to look after your property, not break it.”

“You said it yourself, love,” the woman said, her voice dangerously close to being a whisper as she brought the hammer close to Sierra’s chin and raised it, the cold metal a stark contrast to the pain rumbling throughout her body. “You’re not mine anymore. And I don’t mind being predictable.” Without warning, Mistress Line struck Sierra’s hand with the hammer, the bone popping and crunching underneath the strain.

Sierra’s scream wrenched out of her throat. She looked at her former Mistress, now principally begging for her to see reason, to put an end to Maxwell’s sick games.

“Mistress… you’re revered. You can do whatever you want. What could you possibly hope to gain from working with him?”

“The details of our arrangement are none of your concern,” Line said.

Sierra’s eyes narrowed, and then the gears slotted into place. “Oh, I see. You two. Really? That’s hilarious.” The hammer found Sierra’s hand again, solidifying the consequences of her insolence. “You’re really… made for… each other… aren’t you?” The pain was intense, but she gritted her teeth through it. “What else does this pathetic excuse of a man have hiding in his toolbox? Or maybe we go back to these?” Her eyes flicked to the pliers on the table. “You think you can break me? I dare you to try.”

Maxwell grabbed the pliers again.

Sierra braced herself for the pain that was sure to follow.

“Let’s see how arrogant you are after you’ve lost a few precious teeth.” The words came out with droplets of saliva, his veins popping with fury. “Open your mouth, and we’ll see how long you last before you break.”

“Maxwell, I’ve played dentist before. This isn’t very professional.”

“Shut. Your fucking mouth,” he spat, punching her in the face, his actions already being driven by anger. Good. That makes him sloppy, and sloppy people make mistakes.

The pain from her injuries and the blood she tasted were constant reminders of her precarious situation, but she kept taunting him.

“Open or closed? Make up your mind.”

“You fucking bitch,” he roared, approaching Sierra with the tool.

“I’ve fucked many bitches,” Sierra jeered, goading him further.

“That’s enough,” Mistress Line said, her voice a thunderclap.

Maxwell tossed the pliers aside in a huff.

“I knew it,” Sierra said, her voice strained, but she pushed through the pain. “You don’t even have the stomach for your own twisted games. Pathetic.”

As Maxwell went for another punch, Mistress Line caught his fist.

“That’s enough, Julien,” Line said, her voice laced with honey and venom. Sweet but deadly. A threat to stand down. “This is a game of longevity, love. She’s had more than her fair share for today. Let her dwell on her mistakes, hm?”

Maxwell stroked his beard and gestured for his men to advance.

“Look at you. Hiding behind toys and hired help,” Sierra said. With one firm strike from their rifle, Sierra’s lights dimmed again. “Coward.”

It’s funny, even when she was flitting between consciousness, she could still think of the countless ways she’d enact her retribution.


Chapter 24: Conviction




ABI’S DAY WAS SPENT SOLELY OVERSEEING THE PROGRESS OF THE SEARCH. Nothing concrete, no significant leads, and many places on the map already crossed off with a thick red marker. Their search was getting more intricate, smaller buildings and off-the-radar locations that weren’t signposted, but they were still falling short. Abi knew that her stubborn sister wouldn’t last forever in the hands of monsters.

Marshall entered her office with a firm knock, gaining her attention.

Prior to this, she’d finished a half-eaten sub roll of deli meats and sucked a cigarette down to its stub, multitasking as she flicked through papers, potential leads and employee records.

“She’s awake,” he said with a professional posture.

Abi donned the leather jacket she’d left discarded on the chair’s arm. “Is she okay?”

“Awake, I think, is more fitting. She’s in rough shape.”

“Take me to her,” Abi ordered.

The medic nodded, and Abi followed him to the infirmary. As they walked, Abi saw her various teams hustling. Frantic typing from her technical teams. Hurried footsteps and cocked guns from her ground teams. Car doors slammed, and engines fired from her coordinated vehicle units. The wide assortment of noises brought her a flicker of hope. It was still a wide shot in the dark, finding her sister in a cityscape of strangers and felons.

They reached the medical tent, and Marshall gave her the room.

“Hey, Elise,” Abi said nonchalantly as she approached. “I know I’m probably the last person you want to see right now, but I figured I should start by saying sorry.”

Elise searched the mercenary, still recovering from the pain medication she was administered and the gash in her leg that had been sewn up. The blonde was outstretched on the bed with her wounded limb elevated on a pillow.

“I suppose I should thank you,” Elise said with a pained sigh, and she adjusted herself to sit slightly upright. “You saved my life.”

“You called for help,” Abi shrugged. “Listen, I know you’re still recovering, but I need you to tell me what happened. Every detail, no matter how insignificant.”

“Sierra…” Elise’s eyes widened; her pulse rose with panic. “These masked men came and… they took her.” She looked towards Abi, a silent plea for help. “Tell me you’ve got a lead. Tell me she’s okay.”

“I wish I could, kiddo,” Abi said, shaking her head. “I need to know everything that happened at the apartment. Faces, names, conversation, anything.” She crouched beside the bed. “I’ll find a way to undo my mistakes, Elise. I swear to you.”

I was stupid and reckless and immature, Abi mused irately to herself. It took my sister getting hurt for me to see how fucking stupid I was.

Sierra’s life is worth more than a few fucking trinkets.

“I know how much she cares about you,” Abi continued after Elise’s blank stare left her hanging. “I can bet you’re the only thing keeping her going right now. She’s a stubborn asshole, but she’s not invincible.” Abi turned away, her back towards Elise as she clawed a hand down her face, her cracked voice hidden under her breath, “And now, she’s going to fucking die because of me.”

“You came to my rescue when I needed help,” Elise pointed out, managing to sit up straighter. “It won’t erase what you’ve done, but it’s a start.”

“It doesn’t fix my mistakes.”

“Then fix it,” Elise replied bluntly.

“I will,” Abi said, almost assuring herself more than Elise.

“They looked like your guys,” Elise said, and Abi snapped to face her. “Typical repo men. Dressed in all black. Masks. Carrying guns.”

“That’s impossible. My men are loyal to a fault.”

“Everyone has their price,” Elise said, holding eye contact. “Don’t they?”

Abi’s features flickered with annoyance. “I’m going to find her.”

Abi left the infirmary, nodding to the medics to re-enter and keep her monitored.

She turned a corner and found Mars and Team Alpha. They had just returned from their latest search. Concluded it was another dead end. Then she found Team Beta, about to head out and search their red blot on the map.

“Mars,” Abi said, gaining his attention. The man chucked his bag in the back of the van and turned to face her. “I need some good news.”

“I’m sorry, boss,” Mars said in receipt, and he hip-checked the van door, “it was another empty box.”

“Damn it,” Abi cursed, her hands on her hips. “Nothing at all?”

“Not even a hair.”

“Fuck!” Abi ran a hand through her hair, composing herself. “You know you’re one of my most trusted men, Scott. Your team is my greatest asset. I’m relying on you.” She leaned closer, her voice a low whisper in his ear, “There are traitors here. Be on alert.” He gave her a curt nod, and she smacked his shoulder, pretending to reprimand him so other teams didn’t grow suspicious of the favouritism in play. Jupiter watched the whole thing unfold as she loaded her rifle. “As you were, Alpha.”

Jupiter propped her rifle against the van and approached Abi.

“Everything alright, boss?” Jupiter asked.

Abi pulled her aside into a quiet alcove.

“I need you to start taking stock of assets,” Abi said.

“That’ll take weeks, and you said to focus on-”

“I know what I said,” Abi interrupted. “We need to liquidate stock immediately. This place is crawling with corruption, Harriet, and I know you’re one of the good ones. If the wrong people start draining money from the company account, we’ll be dealing with more than just a missing person’s case.” Abi slipped a note into the mercenary’s hand, her voice low. “Put the money in this account. Don’t tell anyone what you’re doing.” Harriet checked the note discreetly and gave a slight nod before turning the corner.

The account was for the card she used to rack up her sister’s debt.

This was her first step towards fixing what she’d broken.

Nobody was supposed to get hurt. It wasn’t supposed to go like this.

“Boss,” called a voice from the dark. As they approached, she recognised them as Team Beta’s leader, known only by his codename – Kilo. A medium-built, long-haired mercenary. Loyal as they come.

“What do you have for me, Kilo?” Abi asked, already feeling the stress seeping into her temples. “Please, for fuck’s sake, let it be good news.”

“We might have something,” Kilo replied, pulling out a phone with a cracked screen. It was open on an exchange of text messages, seemingly about capturing a fiery Mistress.




[WOLF] I’ve set the trap. You go and spring it.

[DEER] Who’s the target?

[WOLF] Sierra Kernan. Bring backup, bitch won’t go down easy.

[DEER] Copy. Dead or alive?

[WOLF] Alive. You know where to bring her.

[DEER] Copy. I’ll get it done.




Abi looked for any evidence that might lead to where they were taking her, who this person was, and their ties with the person on the other end. The phone was pretty much wiped clean of data, but the GPS coordinates from previous journeys were still saved in the history.

There were multiple routes, but one would be Sierra’s prison.

Each route was spread across the country, some longer and some shorter. Some were mere minutes away, others multiple hours. Each route only appeared once. There was no pattern. It was a straightforward destination, with no circling back or diversions.

This was the biggest lead she’d had all day.

“How many vehicles do we have that are operational?” Abi asked.

“Six currently,” Kilo answered. “Though one’s lost a wing mirror.”

There were eight routes saved from today. Fourteen from the previous day. Some could be searched on foot if necessary. Twenty-four potential locations to check. No telling which one is caging an angry woman.

“How long will it take to check each route?” Abi persisted.

“Some are miles out of the way, boss,” the man said bluntly, looking at the routes on the phone’s digital map. “Couple days, maybe longer. And that’s just at a quick glance. Doesn’t factor in traffic, or any potential complications. If these bastards are trying so hard to keep her hidden, they won’t let us walk through the front door.”

“I know,” Abi said with a huff. “But it’s the only lead we’ve got.”

“What’s the play, boss?”

“Join Alpha and Epsilon and split into teams of two. Two teams scout the closer routes on foot, the other teams each take a car. Follow every route exactly as it’s shown on the GPS – share each corresponding route with the assigned team. When you get to your destination, check for any signs of life. Even if it’s nothing, I want to know. Arm yourselves and prepare for resistance. Rest up and prepare to move out at dawn. Be sure to debrief both squads before lights out and ensure they’re well-prepared for the war that’s coming.”

“Roger that, boss,” Kilo said in affirmative, saluting before filing out.

It was already late into the evening; Abi knew sending them out this late without rest would be like leading lambs to a slaughter. She’d have to pray that her sister would be able to hold out… for as long as she could.

She suspected corruption within the compound but not within her most loyal squadrons. But she also didn’t have a choice. Battle-hardened mercenaries with sufficient marksman skills were slim pickings within this conveyer belt of illegal fencing.

Team Alpha was down a member, owing to Jupiter’s special task. They had three members. Team Beta housed six members, and Team Epsilon was also a squadron of six. Two teams would go on foot, and the others would divide into five vehicles, leaving one spare.

For Abi, when she had the green light Sierra was found.

∞∞∞

Abi checked in with Elise, surprised to see her already trying to stand.

“Shouldn’t you be resting?” Abi said casually, catching her off guard.

“There’s no time to rest,” Elise said, straining. “My Mistress needs me.”

Abi put a hand on Elise’s shoulder, stopping her from rising. It was similar to Sierra’s dominant palm that kept her grounded. “Your Mistress needs you fit and well. That means doing as you’re told.” Elise shucked her off. “Look. I know you don’t want to listen to me, but you need to leave this to the professionals.” She took Elise’s hands, showcasing the vulnerable side she reserved for family. “I will find her. Believe me, Elise, I have no reason to deceive you anymore.”

Elise searched Abi’s eyes, finding no traces of a hidden motive.

“I see stubbornness runs in the family,” Elise quipped. “You have soft hands, for a mercenary.”

Abi groaned in response, and she hardened her stance. “Just don’t do anything stupid. If anything happened to you, Sierra would tear the world apart. Starting with me. And I’d rather not be on the receiving end of her rage. So, stay put. Got it?”

“There’s only one woman’s orders I follow, and she’s not here.”

Abi folded her arms, a smirk curling her lips. “We’re both incredibly familiar with the concepts of obedience, Elise.”

It was a threat laced within a joke, and Elise stifled a smile.

Then her mood turned sincere, and the severity of their position took hold.

“Bring her home, Abi.”

“Swear on my life. I won’t let you down again.”


Chapter 25: The Line




HER SOLITUDE WAS ONLY MADE BEARABLE BY NOTIONS OF RETURNING TO ELISE. When Sierra stirred, she was caressed by metal chains and stung with the absence of light. Her mind raced when she attempted to drift off, and the metal chafed against her wrists. Eventually, she managed to close her eyes, but whether that was because of sleep or exhaustion, she didn’t know.

After the hell they put her through, they left her in the dark to fester.

No food, no water, no company except the shadows she painted.

She’d reached to brush the hair from her eyes but felt the metal’s teeth.

Sierra had nightmares about what was coming next.

It was morning, June 8th, but her prison gave little away. It could’ve been mid-afternoon with clear skies and sunshine. In reality, it was five in the morning, and everything was pitch black.

The hatch slid open, and a dark figure approached. Sierra’s guard immediately raised like a heckled cat with its fur puffed out.

“I’m not in the mood for your fucking games,” Sierra hissed, irritability and lack of sleep gripping onto her like a vice. The light flickered on, and she saw their identity. Not Mistress Line, nor Maxwell, but one of the guards in a black uniform. Holding a sandwich and a bottle of water. They had short hair, grey-blue eyes, a mask over their lower face, and modified militia gear.

“You need to eat,” they said civilly, their posture non-threatening. “I’m gonna walk in there, put this down, then walk out again. You’re gonna stand in the corner, facing the wall, until I leave. Got it?”

Sierra scoffed. “Is that food laced with poison? Laxatives, maybe, for the fun of it? Or maybe it’s human flesh, just to see if I’m hungry enough to resort to cannibalism?” Sierra was hungrier than she’d ever felt. Her stomach’s rioting was relentless. Her mouth was so devoid of moisture and taste that even the air started to hurt her throat when she breathed.

“I know you have no reason to trust me,” they said, putting the suspicious olive branch of nutrients in front of her. “You need this.”

Sierra looked at it, her face the categorical picture of unimpressed.

The guard closed the door, trapping them inside with an angry Mistress.

“Look, you need energy,” they said quietly. “So you can focus on escaping.”

Sierra stopped in her tracks, bewildered. “I must be losing my mind. For a second, I thought you were encouraging me to escape?”

“I saw what they were doing to you. It wasn’t right.”

“Aw, their little lackey grew a conscience,” Sierra heckled. “How touching.”

“If you give me some time… I’ll see what I can do,” they said, edging the meal towards Sierra. “For now, just trust me.” With that, they stepped away and left the room. But they left the light on for her.

She could scan her surroundings and make out shapes and patterns.

She could see something other than poltergeists of her own design.

When she was alone, she devoured that meal like she’d never eaten before in her entire life. The water quenched her thirst in such a way that no amount of vaginal secretions would ever compare.

The wounds from yesterday were still ripe and burning. The mental scars were vivid and damning, imprinting on her mind to become as normal as a second layer of skin.

Despite every card being played against her, Sierra held out hope.

But even that was dwindling after every match was extinguished.

After every spark was dimmed.

After every small flame was drenched by a bucket of water.

∞∞∞

She anticipated it. The guards coming in. Drugging her. Dragging her away. Tying her to a chair. She anticipated Maxwell and Mistress Line having their fun with her. Breaking her piece by piece. Staring at her like an insignificant wretch.

What she didn’t anticipate was the stark clinical titanium against her gums before they constricted one of her molars. The pain and terror that trickled through her body as they tightened and squeezed. When the metal got so unbearably cold and intimate that it felt like her head was being dunked into an icy basin.

When the pain tore through her, she sat there and took it.

When she stared murder at the person who dared to touch her.

The person holding the pliers wasn’t the coward she thought he was.

And once he’d gained his prize… his laughter was deafening.

He dropped the bloodied utensil into a metal tray beside him, along with the enamel gem he’d plucked from its nest. He slapped his hands and removed his gloves, congratulating himself for the procedure.

“You thought I was a coward,” he started saying, showboating as if he didn’t just commit a monstrosity. “A man without conviction, someone who wouldn’t follow through.” He leant closer, his lips to her ear, “Tell me, Mistress… who’s the fucking coward now?”

Sierra spat the concoction of blood and saliva from her mouth and locked her eyes on Maxwell with a burning hatred, grinning.

“You are,” she said with a strained voice.

Sierra tested the restraints, pulling at the leather belts, her eyes never leaving Maxwell’s. As she scanned the room, she noticed several guards, but one of them had a nervous disposition—a look of rebellion flashing in their eyes.

Once all eyes were off them, they gestured, tucking their thumb into their palm and knocking their knuckles together.

The message was clear: ‘Distract them’.

“You know, I think I’ve finally figured you out,” Sierra started, her eyes darting around her new ally as she worked the room. “You hurt defenceless women to try and assert dominance. You think you can force them into liking you, giving you what you want. You hide behind fake muscle and expensive toys like a mask, so nobody can see what a weak, pathetic man you are.”

His fists started to tremble, his face morphing into a snarl.

Sierra licked her lips, the blood smearing like war paint.

The guard looked around, reaching into pockets and drawers while Sierra’s revelation enthralled everyone. Each guard’s hand tightened around their weapon, anticipating Maxwell's rash action.

“Do you know what your wife said to me, Maxwell?” Sierra continued to poke the bear, secretly enjoying how easy it was to get under the bastard’s skin. “’I’m yours, Mistress’, ‘I’m yours!’”

Sierra felt the sting of the pliers around her finger.

“You shut your fucking mouth,” he warned her, his grip tightening.

“Or else what?” she challenged. “You gonna treat me to another manicure?” She chuckled, filling her voice with sarcasm. “You’re so kind, so courageous, so undeniably irresistible. No wonder your wife left you to be loved and cherished… by a woman.” She ensured the words were mocking, and he rose to the bait.

The pliers squeezed her index finger, gradually turning the skin purple.

“I’ve heard enough of your voice,” he growled.

Sierra flicked her eyes to her ally. They gestured again, with a finger to their lips and a mimed interpretation of reloading a gun. ‘Endure it. Wait for my signal.’

She wrestled against the restraints.

“Then shut me up,” Sierra confronted him. “I dare you.”

The pliers tightened, and the tendons of her finger began to crunch.

Her ally’s hands were working deftly through the restraints from behind.

Wincing through the pain, her eyes found the guard.

They pointed a fist up in the air.

The signal.

Sierra tussled with the restraints, and they snapped open.

Within seconds, Sierra had seized the pliers, discarded them, and her ally had thrown the first punch. Against her. Making it believable.

Now it was Sierra’s time to play… and she couldn’t wait to break him.

Fear flashed in his eyes as he hid behind his goons. Sierra and her ally started knocking them down, using their firearms against them.

Fists flew, bullets fired, and old wounds opened again and again as the violent eruption of combat filled the space.

She hammered the end of one of their rifles against the aggressor’s skull, opened fire at another guard before pinning them and snapping their neck. As her ally worked the rest of the guards into an equal fistfight, Sierra closed in on Maxwell.

He was trembling, practically falling over as he clambered away.

“Wait, wait, wait!” he stammered. “Don’t kill me.”

But she walked past him. Grabbed the pliers.

And pointed to the ground.

“Get on your fucking knees,” she ordered, “and beg.” She looked at her ally, triumphant as the bodies fell. “Beg for me, Maxwell,” Sierra repeated, fiddling with the tool. The tool he’d used on her for sadistic pleasure. A favour she’d repay in kind.

“P-Please don’t kill me,” he answered shakily, dropping to the floor.

She shook her head at his attempt of mercy. “Pathetic.” Once the rest of the guards were down, her ally joined her, their arms at-ease behind their back. Sierra looked at them, smirking before turning her attention to her new toy. “You can’t even keep your men in line. How did you think you’d be able to break me?”

“It was never about me,” Maxwell said unpredictably as the sound of heeled footsteps closed in, the thundering collective boots of an army close behind. “It was about her.”

Sierra’s ally cocked their rifle and stood ready, aiming their sights towards the door. She picked him up by the scruff of his dress shirt and pounded him without pause, until crimson coated his teeth. Until he looked like a disfigured shell of himself.

Her ally tensed their finger on the trigger, their posture firm and defensive. At that moment, Sierra saw that this stranger was prepared to give their life for her. They had earned her trust.

“They’re coming,” the guard said. “You know how to shoot?”

Sierra smirked, binding her fists and arms with metal chains. “I prefer a hands-on approach.” The room fell eerily silent. Sierra gave them a curt nod and raised her hands, ignoring every ounce of pain that was surging through her body.

The door burst open, and guards filed in, their gaze immediately locking onto their fellow soldier. Then Sierra. Unbound and angry.

They aimed their weapons at Sierra, then her ally. Twenty guards.

One Mistress.

One Line.

“I see Julien lost his temper,” Mistress Line said, wading through the sea of guards. She lifted Maxwell’s head. “Poor thing was trying his best to please me, but ultimately… you cannot rely on a pet to do a master’s job.” Just as carelessly, she released him, and he face-planted the concrete.

“Stand aside, and I might just let you walk out of here,” Sierra threatened.

“Come on, love,” the woman said, feigning concern as she circled Sierra. “I know you weren’t the brightest, but you can’t take on all of these men on your own.”

Sierra looked to her ally, confident. They cocked their head in response.

“Is that a challenge?”

Sierra clashed her fists together, the scraping of metal breaking the quiet.

They shared a silent, confirming nod, and the chaos began.

Her ally started taking down the guards with precise, calculated strikes, and Sierra’s chain-linked fists followed through for assists and takedowns of their own retribution. The men in front of them relied on their guns before resorting to hand-to-hand combat. Two grunts fell before they’d reloaded their magazines.

Sierra circled around a guard, snapping the chains before throwing the linked snake like a lasso, wrapping tightly around his throat as he gasped for oxygen. As the metal cut off his airways, her ally was busy disarming, colliding with, and taking down guards with practised artistry.

“I’ve got this,” her ally said, mid-way through slicing at their attacker with a combat knife, nicking the man’s throat. Blood sputtered over their uniform. “Deal with her.”

“With pleasure,” Sierra said darkly, closing on Mistress Line, holding the chains taut as a show of intimidation. “Here’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to get on your knees. And while you’re down there, you’ll tell me how sorry you are for everything you’ve done to me.”

The last of the soldiers fell, and her ally trained their rifle on the woman.

Sierra looked around at the guards, most of them still breathing. “They aren’t your toys, Line. They’re mine.”

With a gesture to the chains on her hands, her ally took the hint and started binding the hostages. They bound Maxwell to the chair using the same leather belts that held Sierra. Tighter and tighter, until he could feel his circulation cutting off.

Mistress Line was the only one left with a choice.

Submit willingly or face the consequences.

Her grip tightened as she squeezed Line’s throat, the chains getting hungrier for blood and revenge. “Now… you’re going to scream for me.” She flicked her gaze to Maxwell’s limp body in the chair. “You, and your little pet.”

Her ally restrained the woman who was too stunned to speak.

Then they forcibly bound her in another chair, back-to-back with Maxwell.

“Let’s play a little game,” Sierra said, trailing the chains along the floor, the sound deafening inside the barren workshop. “It’s called Mistress Says. The rules are simple. Everyone who doesn’t want to die will follow along. Everyone else…” her voice trailed off, “… I’ll let you fill in the blanks.”

Sierra’s ally was poised with their rifle, keeping an eye on the door.

“For those unfamiliar, my name is Sierra,” she started, working the crowd of captives. Then her tone turned dark, “But you will all call me Mistress.” She nodded at her ally. “Mistress Says, masks off.”

Between the two of them, they unmasked men and women of varying ages, builds and ethnicities.

It was a seventy-thirty split of men to women. She focused on the six women first. Ignoring Maxwell and Mistress Line’s cursing in the background.

“To the women here, I’ll give you a choice,” Sierra announced. “Join me, or face punishment like the rest. One chance. If you’re with me, stand up. If you’d rather find out how much pain I can inflict, stay on the floor.” She gave a silent order to her associate. “Mistress Says, guns down.”

The guard went around and seized all weapons and took the ammunition out of each gun before dumping the combined haul in a pile in front of them.

The women looked around, scared, but nervously stood.

All six of them.

Sierra looked at them, searching their eyes for defiance. Then she stood in front of each one, testing their mettle.

“Are you going to turn your back on him?” Sierra asked. The woman in front of her nodded. A younger woman with bright eyes and loose braids. “Mistress Says, use your voice.” She pointed towards Maxwell, “Did this asshole force you to work here against your wishes?”

The woman hung her head in shame. “… Yes.”

Sierra put a hand on the woman’s shoulder. “Are you with me?”

“I am,” the woman said as she stood taller.

Sierra’s grasp on the woman’s shoulder grew tighter. “I am, ‘Mistress’.”

The woman’s gaze was now defiant, but in her favour. “I am, Mistress.”

“Good girl,” Sierra said in satisfaction, patting the woman’s shoulder. The hardened Mistress turned her attention back to the other women. “Were you coerced, promised something in exchange for your loyalty?” The women nodded out of turn, some verbal agreement following the conferring. “I’m offering you a way out. Your freedom.” She gestured to Maxwell, “If you help me, I will ensure this asshole never touches another woman without permission.”

Her ally took the unspoken hint and undid the women’s restraints. These women weren’t threats; they were victims, and Sierra knew better than to punish a woman for being scared.

They each stood beside Sierra, a force to be reckoned with.

“Looks like they’ve made their choice,” Sierra said confidently, arms outstretched.

“This fucker ripped me away from my child,” one of the women said, stepping out of line. Her British accent filled each syllable with deadly intent. A scarred individual with hair shorn close to the scalp. She closed in on her former boss, an accusatory finger waggling, “You promised me good, honest work. Now my son hates me ‘cause I hardly spend time at home. Too busy keeping my nose up your arse and sniffing your bloody crack.”

“I bet you all have some unfinished business with Maxwell, don’t you?” Sierra asked rhetorically. “Why wait? He’s all yours. Do what you want with him. No limits. No safe word.” Her eyes adopted a sadistic glint as she witnessed Maxwell’s distress at the implied violence. “Have fun, ladies.”

Sierra circled to Mistress Line, a cruel grin cracking through. “As for you, I think we’re going to have some fun of our own, love.” She chuckled, watching Line’s disgust at her mockery.

Mistress Line was not enjoying the power reversal. She watched as the six women and Sierra’s ally wailed on her bound partner. The man she once called ‘love’ and meant it.

Sierra watched, too, but where Line felt fury, Sierra felt pride.

Sierra’s ally broke formation, blood spattered across their face and dragged a chair for Sierra to straddle. The chains rattled as they contacted the chair’s frame. She sat with a wide stance, poking fun at her previous Mistress’s bust.

“Comfortable?” Sierra asked, her finger tangled in the woman’s locks. “You know, I think you’d suit a collar. What do you think?”

“You’re delusional if you think I’m going to play along with this debauchery,” Line said irritably.

Sierra chuckled, but there was no humour present. Sierra felt no pity, but she found the dynamic change entertaining.

The guard held their rifle’s muzzle against Line’s temple. “Don’t try anything stupid,” they said, adjusting their grip. “One wrong move, and you’re a stain on the floor. ¿Comprende?”

“Now, you’re going to tell me why you took advantage of me,” Sierra said, scraping a chain across Mistress Line’s throat, nicking the flesh with an uneven piece. “You’re going to tell me every single detail. Why?”

“You don’t want to go down this road, love,” the woman strained.

“Oh, I most definitely do,” Sierra reiterated, the chains now wrapped around Line’s neck like a spiked collar. “Don’t try and lie to me. I don’t permit my property to lie to my face.”

“I’m not your-” Line hissed, and Sierra tightened the chains around her throat, pressing into the pulse point. “You have no idea what you’re doing.”

The chains constricted Line’s throat, the pressure causing visible discomfort.

Good. She’ll scream for me soon, Sierra thought.

Sierra’s tone dripped with malice, “I asked you a question. Answer me.”

The room echoed with a cacophony of fists, blunt and sharp objects penetrating flesh, and vulgarity as the six women delivered their own brand of justice to Maxwell. Sierra’s attention was still firmly set on her former Mistress, and her ally had her back.

Sierra let up slightly, giving Line a reprieve.

“Do you see these men, Line?” Sierra interrogated her, nodding towards the captives. “One by one, they’re going to turn on you. And do you know why?” Mistress Line’s silent glare offered no satisfaction. “Because I’m the one giving the orders. And unless you want to suffer the same fate as your precious ‘Julien’ here, I suggest you start talking.”

“She distracted you,” the woman managed through the pain.

“I trusted you,” Sierra snapped, flicking her wrist to lurch the chains tighter, pulling her captive forwards, the leather belts stretched. “You betrayed that trust. You won’t ever make that mistake again.”

Sierra unbound the woman’s wrists, the tight chains keeping her on a leash as she pushed her forwards. Her ally trained the rifle’s muzzle on Mistress Line’s back, their finger poised to shoot if she tried to run.

“We’re going for a walk,” Sierra said, shoving her again. Mistress Line stumbled to her feet, her legs unwillingly progressing. “Move.”

They started down a corridor of what looked like an abandoned warehouse. The building hadn’t been maintained. Rainwater dripped from the ceiling. The rooms were dirty and bare, with splintered plaster on the walls where the paint had chipped away to reveal the foundations. There were probably dead bodies hidden in the basement.

Sierra yanked the chains, forcing her captive to turn into one of the dimly lit rooms on the left.

The confined chamber had a solitary chair, and blood stained the floor.

“Sit,” Sierra commanded. She thrusted her into the chair and her ally tightened the restraints, ensuring Line was fastened to the rickety wooden furniture. She nodded towards her ally. “Give us the room.” They nodded back and took their leave. “Now that we’re alone, let’s talk about your punishment.”

“You’re not going to do anything to me,” Mistress Line said.

“You don’t know me,” Sierra said maliciously, stamping on the chain, pulling it taut to Line’s neck. “I think we stop fucking around. I know you love your games, so let’s play one of mine.” Sierra peeled the gloves off Line’s hands and slipped them on her own, the leather warm and stretched. She cracked her knuckles. “I call this one Truth or Pain. You get one chance to tell me the truth. If you lie, or stay silent, I make things much more interesting.”

“You truly are delusional, love,” the woman tutted.

“How many more guards are there?”

“None.”

Sierra shoved a fist in Line’s hair, yanking her head back. “Try again.”

“You collared them all, love. Not much else to say.” As she strained the words through clenched teeth, Sierra released her grip. “I can see you’re distracted again. You were so lost, so angry, so full of hate. You hated the world. You hated yourself. You hated everything.”

“Why?”

“Because you were scared,” the woman said. Sierra stamped on the chain again. “You said you wanted the truth. The truth can be hard to hear. Are you sure you’re ready for it?”

“Keep talking,” Sierra insisted, letting up faintly.

“Monsters in the dark, you told me. Dragging you underwater.”

“Don’t be cryptic with me, Line. What does that mean?”

“You wanted me to take control,” Line revealed. “To guide you.”

“To kill for you?” Sierra challenged. “I would never go that low.”

“Without her, you could focus on what you wanted. Power.” Sierra socked her jaw, rage fuelling the strike as the metal bit into her chin on impact. “You’re just as full of hate now as you were back then. The only difference is now you’ve got the power you so desperately craved.”

Another strike, this time to her nose, and it bled.

Broken, probably.

Good.

“Why did you work with him? What led you to Maxwell?” Sierra interrogated, her fist preparing for another hardened punch.

“Why does anyone do anything?” Mistress Line asked, spitting. “For love, power, or money. Perhaps a combination of all three. I’m greedy for submission, after all.”

“You made me a killer,” Sierra uttered angrily, her fists avid.

“I made you stronger,” Mistress Line argued. “The girl who came to me was weak, a broken thing plagued by inadequacies. I shaped you into the woman you are today.”

Sierra looked at her fists and unwrapped the chains, letting them hang limp like a serpent caught by a trapper.

“Because of you… I’ve got an innocent woman’s blood on my hands.”

“You gave yourself to me,” Line answered. “You had every chance to back away.”

Sierra snapped back around, pulling the metal choker until the links dug so far into Line’s throat they left indents of the shape.

“Don’t. Lie. To me,” Sierra growled, her tongue acidic. “I never had a choice. You took that away from me!” The chains were so tight they could almost snap the tendons in the woman’s neck. Almost. “And now… I’m not going to give you a choice, either.”

Sierra knocked against the door, and her ally entered.

“What’s the play?” they asked, twirling a knife between their fingers.

“Be creative,” Sierra said cryptically, “but make it hurt.”

The guard approached with a wicked glint, and Mistress Line showed genuine fear for the first time. She thought Sierra was going to do it herself, she thought she could manipulate her again, pull the strings and make her a puppet once more.

She thought wrong. Sierra was just the one holding the match.

The individual in front of her was the canister of gasoline.

And as Sierra watched, her back against the wall and her arms crossed, she saw the nerves on Line’s face. Her quivering lip, the way her body language tensed up.

Delicious.

“W-Wait,” she stammered, looking for mercy in Sierra. She found a cold, hard, unyielding stare that was focused on watching her suffer. “We can work something out. I can give you what you want, just get him away from me!”

“That’s your mistake, Line,” the guard said, cracking their knuckles, poking the tip of the blade to test the sharpness. “You misgendered me. Constantly belittled me. Made me think I was nothing. Now, nobody’s going to save you from me.”

Sierra stood far too casually as she watched the violence unfold.

Cuts, scrapes, knuckles and chains. Screams and wails both in anger and pain, both from her ally and Mistress Line. Blood trickled from the wounds inflicted, and sweat glistened with nerves and frustration.

Sierra wouldn’t stop them. She’d stand there and watch. Until it was done, and Mistress Line had eaten her lies. Until she couldn’t utter any more false promises or lift any more scared women’s hands to do what she wanted. Until she was broken, like she tried to break Sierra.

“Please, stop him! Do something! You can’t just stand there!”

Sierra ignored her pleas and looked at her damaged hand. A reminder that she was the one who tried to damage her beyond repair. She kept staring at Line as she silently looked for a saviour.

Now the tables had turned, Mistress Line didn’t like being on the opposite side.

Sierra didn’t speak, and she didn’t offer any hints of a readable expression. She just stood there and watched as Mistress Line slowly lost hope and accepted that this was the place where she would die.

Away from Maxwell. At the mercy of their animosity.

Once they’d done enough damage, they twisted their knife, jabbed it into Line’s chest, and carved a path of gore.

The dominant woman was reeling, at the precipice of the end.

Then Sierra grabbed the knife, punctured Line’s hand, and drank in every scream before her lungs gave out and her eyes turned into the sockets.

Finally, the Line had been crossed.

“It’s over,” Sierra said monotonously.

“You should go,” the guard said, plucking the knife from the still-warm Mistress’s corpse. “I have some unfinished business with my boss.”

“I would like to know the name of my ally,” Sierra requested, discarding the leather gloves she’d pilfered, “so I can thank you properly.”

They pulled the mask down, an androgynous individual staring back.

“Rayn.”

“You’re one hell of a badass, Rayn,” Sierra said. “Thank you.”

“Be careful out there. Plenty of wolves still roaming around.”

They nodded and smirked, and Sierra left them to join their comrades.

As Sierra navigated her way to the exit, one thing was on her mind.

Elise.

Returning home to her.

Holding her and never letting go.


Chapter 26: Cavalry




THE FIRST RAYS OF SUNLIGHT KISSED SIERRA’S SKIN, HER EYES BURNING AFTER BECOMING ACCUSTOMED TO SHADOWS. She’d made peace with her decisions, knowing that Maxwell would soon join Mistress Line in Hell. On either side of her peripheral vision, she saw tarmac and grit with no signs of a landmark or even a legible road sign. She could’ve been hours away from her apartment, perhaps even in a different country. After all, she wasn’t exactly lucid for the trek across the border.

But she was free.

Whilst Sierra staggered along the path, she felt the sting of her injuries, hindering her pace. She knew it’d be a long, painful, tiring hike before she found civilisation again. No vehicles were whizzing past, no people around, and nowhere to shelter from the rain.

Naturally, the sky had decided to darken at the worst possible time.

Hair stuck to her skin, her torn and ragged clothes got heavier, and the blood from her wounds had started to run. It mixed with the grit for a smeared coating of despair.

“I’m coming, Elise,” she uttered to herself, each step taking its toll. She looked back at the building she’d just been prisoner to and shuddered. The dark games of sickness and cruelty were over, but Sierra was far from home.

Her posture matched that of an injured fighter, bruised and sensitive. She gripped her stomach and cradled her hand as she conserved her tears.

Every step was like walking on hot coals with no reprieve.

The road grew thinner, the dirt road only wide enough for a single file.

She collapsed to the ground, and the damp earth beneath stained her skin with mud. Thunder rumbled in the distance, and the sky ignited with forked lightning.

“Come on, come on! Get up!” she said adamantly, and she lurched herself up, clawing at the sediment. “Come on, keep going. Keep going. Do it… for her.” Each word was like a reprimand to her weakness, a driving force that knew no bounds.

∞∞∞

Sierra hastened her pace when she saw a black car pull over just ahead of her path. It was an urgent manoeuvre, a swerve that left their tyres still half on the road. She mentally prepared herself for a fight. She wouldn’t let herself be taken. Not again. Though her body was struggling to get behind the idea.

The SUV door opened, and two mercenary-outfitted individuals stepped out. They had guns strapped to holsters on their thighs and black gaiters covering their lower faces.

One reached for a radio clipped to their utility belt and spoke into it, though Sierra couldn’t decipher the conversation. Just as quickly, the man pinned it back onto the belt and signalled to their partner.

The two individuals approached her, their steps rushed but cautious. Sierra tensed, her fists suddenly feeling that fight-or-flight response that’d keep her out of harm’s way. She’d go down fighting. If they were going to take her, it wouldn’t be willingly.

“Don’t come any closer,” Sierra said, her tone strained. “I’m armed!” A desperate bluff, one they wouldn’t buy even for a split-second. Sierra’s mind wasn’t exactly firing on all cylinders.

The Wolves took their masks down and held their hands up in surrender, trying to look as unintimidating as possible.

Sierra recognised one of them as the leader of Team Alpha. The other man was a mystery to her, but she figured she shouldn’t look a gift horse in the mouth.

“Easy, new pup. We’re the cavalry,” the familiar voice said, and he offered Sierra a shoulder to lean on. The other man helped steady her balance, too, her weight evenly spread between them. “Take it easy, Saturn. We’re here to help.”

“That nickname’s never going to stick,” Sierra quipped painfully.

Mars smirked, and they guided her into the passenger seat. “Mind your head. Let’s get you back to your lady love.”

“Elise…”

As Sierra settled into the seat, Mars handed her a cracked can of fizzy orange soda. Her chapped lips were grateful for the moisture. Then he assisted her with the seatbelt, ensuring he was respectful to her personal space. The car started, and Sierra relaxed for the first time in days. She trusted this man with her life.

Mars programmed the compound into the satnav and connected it to the built-in display, tapping the screen until it started dialling.

“Boss. She’s alive,” he said as he flicked on the indicator. “Package secured.”

“Oh, thank fuck for that,” came Abi’s voice. “Can she hear me?”

“Yeah. She’s here.”

“Hey, sis. I’ve brought you a peace offering,” Abi said, then her voice turned quiet, almost like she was talking to someone else in the room. “Go ahead.”

“Hi, Mistress,” came a voice that broke Sierra’s heart. She could hear the tears, the crack in her voice. “I missed you so much, I… I’m so glad you’re alive.”

“Oh my god,” Sierra said, having to catch herself. “Baby… you’re okay. I thought…”

“Abi saved my life,” Elise said through tears. “I’m here because of her. Hearing your voice is all I need right now.”

“I can’t wait to hold you in my arms again. They’re so cold without you.”

“I love you,” Elise said, and Sierra’s heart tore open again.

Her Mistress was biting back tears when she reciprocated the sentiment.

“I love you, too.”

“You did alright, you know,” Abi said, “with the stray. She’s perfect for you, Si.”

“Thanks, Abi,” Sierra said sincerely. Then she looked at Mars, feeling grateful that they had rescued her—all because Abi had sent packs of wolves after her to protect her instead of tearing her apart.

To be her light in the dark.

“We’re six hours out,” Mars announced as they crossed the intersection. “Should be back by sundown.”

“Bring her straight home, Scott. I’ll meet you there.”

“Copy that, boss.” He smirked, “Door-to-door chauffeur at your service.”

“Get some rest, Si. You too, Hahnfeld. Boss’s orders.”

Sierra was smiling through tears. Hearing Elise’s voice… it was like the sudden presence of a rainbow. Beautiful, magical, and gone far too soon.

“I’ll see you later, Cherry Blossom,” Elise said sweetly. The pet name made Sierra’s stomach flip, and her heart skip a beat. She’d never referred to her as anything other than her Mistress, or a seldom first-name basis.

“I’ll see you later, Ace,” Sierra said.

The call disconnected, and she suspected both parties erupted into tears.

“She’s a lucky woman,” Mars commented, focusing on driving. “Sounds like it’s serious. Does that mean you’ll finally stop flirting with my wife?” A gentle jab followed, but Sierra began to understand his sense of humour.

Sierra chuckled, brushing a tear from her cheek. “Yeah. I’m happily taken.”

“Get some sleep, pup. You look like you’ve been through hell.

Sierra sighed, adjusting her position to gaze out the window, and eventually, she dozed off. The sound of the road became white noise, the bumps in the road a mirage.

Elise was alive. Sierra was coming home.

Their reunion would be something for the storybooks. Sierra and Elise’s next sapphic fantasy venture. With steaming hot cocoa and a purring cat.

And perhaps a surprise or two.


Chapter 27: Sanctuary




THE SUN WAS BEGINNING TO DISAPPEAR OVER THE HORIZON. Abi and Elise had arrived at Sierra’s apartment ahead of schedule. The two of them awkwardly made small talk, sharing a drink as they waited for the chariot – containing a very forlorn Mistress – to arrive.

“So, how many times have you two… you know?” Abi asked cheekily, swirling the bourbon in her glass before knocking it back. “I bet you have some wild stories.”

It was like two friends staying over. Playful banter and alcohol. No knives, no guns, no threats and no debt. They’d made themselves comfortable on Sierra’s couch, with Elise in direct eyeline of the front door.

“That’s a bit personal! We hardly know each other,” Elise laughed.

“Come on, humour me. Is she good in bed?”

Elise stifled a smile, her cheeks flushing bright pink. “… So good.”

“I knew it,” Abi smirked, and she poured herself a refill. “We Kernans are very good at satisfying women. Or so I’m told.” Abi raised her glass towards the door, a silent toast and a not-so-subtle gesture. “You two are so gonna fuck when she walks in.”

“We are not!” Elise protested with an embarrassed giggle.

Elise was such a terrible liar. She knew she wanted to take her Cherry Blossom by the branches and climb it to the top. Shake the leaves off and frolic in them.

“Let’s not kid ourselves here,” Abi said with a knowing smile, “You’re so horny it’s like you’ve got a lady-boner in your pants. And it’s begging for my sister.”

Elise sheltered her eyes with a shy hand. “Is it that obvious?”

“Elise, darling, I think the whole neighbourhood knows.” A brief silence spilt out between them, and Abi cleared her throat. “Will you still call her Mistress?”

“If that’s what she wants,” Elise said, smiling. She placed her glass down and geared down the banter. “I love her, Abi. Do I have your blessing to… to make her my wife, sometime in the not-so-distant future?”

Abi was taken aback, but proud. Like a sister should be.

“You want to marry her?”

Elise nodded. “I do. When things have settled down, and we’re both ready.”

“I’ve seen the way you look at each other. I’d be an idiot to-”

The door swung open, and Sierra clung to Mars as she entered.

“Sierra…” Elise said breathlessly, running to her, bullet wound be damned. She ignored the two men and wrapped her arms around Sierra, kissing her softly. As she pulled away, their faces were inches apart. “Hi.”

Sierra smirked. “Hi.”

“Miss me?”

“More than words can say.”

Abi also got up, feeling the urge to embrace her sister, but she refrained.

“Here. Lean on me,” Abi said, offering her support. Mars gently draped Sierra’s arm around Abi’s shoulder, carrying the weight of her sister solo. She guided her to the sofa. “Easy, sis. I’ve got you.”

Elise knelt in front of Sierra and gently caressed her cheek. Sierra met her hand and smiled. Her hand felt so warm, wet and calloused, but to Elise, it was like touching butter-touched silk.

“You’re so beautiful, Elise,” Sierra said, then she looked towards Abi. “Thank you for bringing her back to me. I won’t forget it.”

“Let’s head out,” Abi said, motioning her companions towards the exit. “We’ve got work to do. And these two… need some time alone.” Abi put a reassuring hand on Sierra’s shoulder, playfully slapping it. “Don’t ride her too hard.” She knocked against the wall before moving away. “See you around, dear sister. And Elise? In answer to your question… yes.”

Abi issued a wink to Elise, and Elise found butterflies eddying in her gut.

The door clicked, and the two women were alone.

“Sit next to me,” Sierra said kindly, helping Elise onto the cushion. She rested her head against Elise’s chest, her heartbeat’s rhythm helping her forget the horrors of the last two days. “Hold me.”

“I’m not letting you go,” Elise assured her, lightly brushing her face.

“Good girl,” Sierra purred as she stroked her cheek.

“What did they do to you, Mistress?” Elise asked as she observed the stature of her injuries, her fingers hesitantly tracing them. “Did you make them pay?”

“I did,” Sierra said, the admission feeling like a spark of rebellion instead of a sin she needed to confess. “They won’t hurt anyone ever again. I made sure of that.”

“Good.”

There was a time when Elise would cower at the admission of Sierra’s violence. Finding out that she killed someone should have sent her scarpering towards the door. But she felt a pit of fire in her stomach. One that would’ve manifested into her own violence against Sierra’s captors. Elise’s inner warrior coaxed into retribution.

“They tried to break me,” Sierra said, flexing her hands. She didn’t think it was broken, but it hurt like hell when she moved it wrong. “It hurts. But they lost.”

“You’re not a thing to break, Sierra.”

“Neither are you,” Sierra said, and she looked up at her, a cocky smirk breaking through the strain of her pain. “But you are mine.”

“I am yours,” Elise said breathlessly, wrapping Sierra’s dominant fingers around her throat. “Take me.”

“No, Elise.” Sierra pulled Elise on top of her with surprising ease, the pain adding to the foreplay. “You take me.”

“As you wish, Mistress,” Elise said flirtatiously, twirling a fiery lock of Sierra’s hair.

She stared into her hazel orbs, flitted to her lips. Trailed a lazy finger down her chest, reminding herself of the curves, the solid lines, the way they felt rigid like they could crack steel. She was careful to avoid Sierra’s injuries and watched her reaction intently to see if she was causing pain.

But ultimately… she savoured the meal below.

It was a fine dining experience with hors d'oeuvres and a bottle of wine.

Elise pulled her shirt off and let her hair down from its half-up-half-down style. She tousled it and licked her lips as her hands wandered to Sierra’s belt buckle. It rested there, and she looked to Sierra for permission. It was granted with a nod, and Elise undid the clasp with deft motions, slipping her trousers down until her boxers stared at her.

She leant down and claimed Sierra’s mouth with hers.

She explored every door, every window, every crack.

Elise’s breath was light, and Sierra’s was caught between moans.

Then, she grew hungry and switched positions.

“My turn,” Sierra said seductively, pinning Elise’s hands. “I want to show you. Everything.”

“Yes. Show me,” Elise said in breathless anticipation.

Sierra crashed her lips into hers, claiming her with a kiss that said more about their newfound relationship than words ever could. She tangled a hand into Elise’s hair and grabbed a fistful, her fingers gently brushing the strands. The delicate balance of pleasure and pain caused Elise to whimper. A kink Sierra had utilized at every opportunity to gain her complete obedience.

Their combined fire was passionate, a longing for each other keeping their hands adventurous. They found flesh, clothing, tugged at collars and buttons. Nails and calloused fingers tracing lazy patterns on skin, the clothing eventually finding its way in a state of surrender, and they helped the other undress.

Sierra’s teeth nipped at her neck, placed a line of kisses along every inch of her body. It was gentle and assertive in equal measure, the touches wanting to be ordered around, and others giving the commands like a drill sergeant. Elise wasn’t fighting anymore, she let Sierra take the reins.

She lifted her hands above her head and submitted to Mistress Sierra.

“Take me, Mistress,” Elise gulped. “Don’t ever stop. Please.”

“You’re going to tell me what you want,” Sierra whispered.

“I want… you.”

Sierra had started exploring the inside of her thighs.

“Be specific.”

“To fuck me-”

Slipped a finger inside her clit. Circled the folds.

“Keep going.”

Elise’s gasps grew more potent, and Sierra’s fingers worked harder.

“U-Until I say my safe word.”

Sierra looked down at her, a greedy smirk playing on her lips.

“Good girl.”

Sierra introduced another finger, and Elise was close to breaking point. The precipice of pleasure unbearable. The submission undeniable. She was teetering on the edge, and Sierra was dangling the carrot.

“I’m so close,” Elise breathed.

Sierra didn’t let up; she knew Elise was close. She knew she wanted it.

Craved it. Begged for it.

“You can take it,” Sierra cooed.

“Please-” A moan interrupted her thoughts. Everything was spinning but in the best way imaginable. She couldn’t focus, couldn’t think. Her heart rate spiked, her chest heaving, her breaths ragged and erratic.

“I know you can hold on, baby. Breathe for me.”

Elise’s back arched, her body spasming. “I’m so close. I can’t-”

“You can,” Sierra said, increasing the speed and duration of each pass. “You can do anything. Hold on a little longer.”

The rhythm increased, the waterfall between Elise’s thighs already coating Sierra’s hand, but her Mistress kept pushing her. One word, and she’d stop, but she knew Elise needed this.

Sierra’s finger curled inside her, a sensation that made Elise’s eyes glaze over.

The pleasure was borderline impossible to keep contained now, and every time she gasped, her voice got louder. Every moan that escaped was a declaration of love.

“Now, come for me.”

Like a dam breaking, Elise’s body fulfilled its duty and collapsed into the sofa's fabric.

Sierra scooped her up and carried her into the bedroom.

They weren’t done, and Elise barely had time to recover before she found herself being tied to the bedposts with velvet restraints.

“Now, let’s see if I can get you to come again. Without you seeing or touching me.” Sierra put a blindfold over Elise’s eyes, plunging her into darkness. A glimpse into the shadowed cell she was stuck in. “Do you trust me completely, Elise?”

Elise nodded fervently.

“To do anything to you, knowing I’ll keep you safe?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want me to introduce some pain?”

“Yes.”

“Do you trust me to look after you, to care for you, to love you?”

“Yes.”

“Good girl,” Sierra said softly, bringing a finger underneath Elise’s chin, the unexpected touch causing her to flinch. “Remember, darling: the anticipation is the best part.”

“Open your mouth for me,” Sierra commanded. “Relax your jaw.” Elise obeyed, her mouth agape for Sierra to explore. “Good girl. Let’s introduce something a little different. Keep your mouth open for me.”

Sierra picked up a sharper metal tool and rested her hand on Elise’s jaw. She lightly prodded random parts of her mouth, her body jolting in response. Mixing up sensations between a finger and the tool, leaving Elise guessing which one was coming next. The anticipation. The thrill of the unknown. Driving her crazy.

“Does that feel good?” Sierra asked. Elise nodded. “Good.” Her hands retreated, and she placed the tool back in its leather case. “Show me your tongue.”

There would’ve been a time when Elise questioned ‘why’, but instead she stuck her tongue out like it was a normal request.

Sierra offered Elise her tight abdomen. “Lick this and tell me what you taste.”

Elise’s tongue traced the lines of her muscles, and they both giggled, though Sierra’s was a lot deeper and laced with darkened desire.

Elise’s brows furrowed as she concentrated. “I taste blood and… something oily?”

“Do you like the taste?”

“No.”

“Ah, not a fan of blood play,” Sierra mused with a smile. “But I know what makes you tick, Elise.” She brought the tool back into the scene. “The thrill of the unknown.” Sierra trailed the metal tool down Elise’s neck, the sudden change in temperature causing her hips to buck. “You’re so responsive for me.”

Then Sierra grabbed a vibrator. She placed it against Elise’s clit, the intensity on low. The sudden vibrations made Elise gasp, her body struggling to contain itself.

“Breathe, Elise,” Sierra said softly, stroking her cheek. “Safe word is in play, use it when you’ve had enough.”

The vibrator’s intensity increased, and Elise’s eyes squeezed shut.

As Elise’s body writhed and squirmed, Sierra turned up the heat.

She took the vibrator away, leaving Elise panting partway through. The sudden absence left the blonde shivering. Instead, she started lubricating her fingers with the wetness from Elise’s intimate areas.

The vibrator started the job, but Sierra would finish it.

She drew circles around Elise’s clit, her thumb joining in, thrusting and curling until she was unable to keep her voice contained.

“Come for me again, baby,” Sierra ordered, and Elise came undone, her body riding through the pleasure storm that led to her inevitable orgasm.

“Halloween,” Elise finally said as her body concaved into the mattress.

“Good girl. Let’s get these off you.” Sierra removed the blindfold and uncuffed her wrists. “You doing alright, Ace? Too much, too little, or perfect?” Sierra rubbed her back and kissed her shoulder, allowing her a moment to recover.

Elise nodded, her breath uneven and winded still. “I’m… I’m okay.”

“Let’s shower, then we’ll see where the rest of the night takes us.” Sierra offered an outstretched palm to Elise. “I’ll take care of you. Always.”

Elise took her hand, and Sierra kissed it like a princess.

She sheepishly dragged Elise into the shower with her. Sierra gently massaged Elise’s hair with shampoo and lathered soap over her body, taking the opportunity to wash away all the dirt, grime and blood that had built up.

Elise loved it when Sierra took care of her. Her touch was much more tender, careful and delicate, but still unmistakably dominant. She was gentle but firm, soft but commanding.

She was her Mistress and her future wife.

The water washed over them, cleansing all the pain—a tranquil moment.

Sierra was extra considerate of Elise’s stitched leg, avoiding harsh movements. She stroked a finger over it, lightly kissed it, feeling residual anger bubbling back to the surface, but it subsided.

As she got up, Elise pulled her into a kiss, lasting several seconds.

Sierra found herself smiling against her lips. She held Elise in a soothing embrace, resting her chin against her shoulder. Lingering there for a while, to just simply… be.

∞∞∞

The pair re-dressed and dried off, Elise in some of Sierra’s comfortable clothes, and Sierra in just trousers and a sports top. Elise brought out the laptop in Sierra’s cabinet and started the mundane process of looking for jobs.

Sierra held a glass of whisky, and Elise’s glass sat empty on the table.

“You’re sure about this?” Sierra asked, her arm around Elise’s shoulder as she browsed through the listings.

“Yes. It’s time to get back into the real world,” Elise admitted. “As lovely as it is, being here with you all day. You can’t have guests over if I’m here.” Elise had made peace with the fact that Sierra would need space for private sessions. She knew she had nothing to fear. Her Mistress was loyal to a fault.

Loyal only to her.

“I know,” Sierra sighed, rubbing her arm. “I’ll try not to visit you at work.”

“Oh, no, I greatly encourage you to visit me at work,” Elise said flirtatiously, and she pulled up a job application for a local barista at a coffee shop. “During my breaks, we could explore some different ingredients.”

“You’d look so fucking cute in an apron, Ace,” Sierra smirked, already on board with the idea. “Imagine it. Me, you, a coffee shop date.”

Elise hovered the cursor over the ‘apply’ button and paused.

“Here goes nothing,” Elise said with a sharp exhale, clicking the button.

“I’m so proud of you,” Sierra said, resting her hand on Elise’s thigh and setting her glass back on its coaster. She closed the laptop lid and placed it on the coffee table. “You’ve come such a long way. I’ve watched you grow into an intelligent, beautiful, independent woman.” She knelt beside her, resting a hand on Elise’s. “And now… I am at your service.”

Elise’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “Give me a massage?”

“Lay down, then,” Sierra ordered. “Shirt off. How deep do you want this massage?”

“As deep as you can go,” Elise said suggestively, assuming the position. Sierra climbed on top of her and started working through the knots of Elise’s neck, shoulders, and back, each motion a mixture of circles and presses. “Sierra. When I said deep, what I meant was incredibly fucking thorough.”

“Mm, I can work with that,” Sierra said with a cocky grin, progressing the massage to her waistline. “Does the demanding princess also want me to massage her most vulnerable areas?” The whole conversation was bursting with innuendos, and both women were lapping it up.

Sierra caressed Elise’s ass, squeezing it before sliding off her.

“Eyes on me, Elise,” Sierra said, her voice a command wrapped in velvet.

Elise sat up, obeying without hesitation.

“Punish me, Mistress. I’ve been a naughty girl.”

Sierra was more than up for this game.

“As you wish, my love. But remember… you asked for this.” Sierra got up and found a familiar object – a pack of playing cards. She poured them into her hand, shuffled them, and then threw them, scattering them everywhere.

Elise could already guess the following command. Sierra wasn’t giving away any hints.

“Now, I want you to find me the Ace of Spades,” Sierra ordered, nodding towards the chaos of suits, “and deliver it to me using only your mouth.”

“Can we skip the tidying and jump straight to the regret?” Elise asked, already feeling the bite of anticipation flowing through her.

“The only way I’ll allow that is if you re-enact what we did with the dollar bill, with the Ace of Spades,” Sierra said, her arms folded. She was being stubborn. “It’s a promise of my devotion to you, and yours to me.” She held Elise’s shoulders, her voice low against her lobe, “One I’d like to seal with a kiss. But only when you’ve done what I’ve asked.” She placed a gentle peck on her cheek and pointed down.

A silent command.

“The Ace of Spades, huh? And here I thought you weren’t sentimental.”

“Well, my darling… you are to me what the Ace of Spades is to a pack of cards. The deck isn’t complete without it, and neither am I.”

Elise dropped to her knees with a soft thud, her movements slower due to the injury. She started searching through the mess of cardboard, hunting for that one card that’d make Sierra one step closer to being her wife.

While Elise was busy, Sierra took the opportunity to text Abi.




‘Hey. Doors open. And yes, we did. You were right.’

[Abi] F knew it lol

‘One more thing… I want you to give Elise’s stuff back.’

[Abi] I’ll send a courier

‘And a car.’

[Abi] I’ll do u 1 better. Biker gals r hot right?

‘Abigail Kernan, are you getting me a motorbike?’

[Abi] Happy belated bday, sis x




Abi sent over a picture of the motorcycle in question. All black with blue trims and accents. Painted over it was a design of a dragon tightly wound around the chassis, and two mirror-visored helmets resting on the seats.

It was their opportunity to feel the wind in their hair… and, finally, be free from fear.


Chapter 28: Epilogue / Everyone’s Future




ELISE HAD STARTED AS A BARISTA IN THE LOCAL COFFEE HOUSE SEVERAL MONTHS AGO. She was quickly getting the hang of things. She learned how to make different hot beverages, talk to customers without stumbling over her words, and be dependable when counting the café’s cash register and tips. Her colleagues were friendly and an eclectic bunch, her boss wasn’t a bitch, and the work allowed her a tinge of creative freedom with latte art.

The cafe was quieter than usual. Elise had an early start this morning, and she treated herself to a peppermint mocha when she arrived. Perks of the job meant complimentary hot drinks and snacks during her shift.

The coffee house was small but filled with personality. It was modern and cutesy, mixing cottage-core furniture with professional paint jobs and slightly antique architecture.

The door chimed, and in walked a woman geared up in a thick leather jumpsuit and a mirrored biker helmet. She pulled off the helmet and let her rusty-red hair cascade down her back, catching Elise's eye behind the counter.

The woman approached the serving desk, placing her arm on its surface as if she were about to seduce the waitress.

“I’d like to order a cappuccino, extra hot,” she said, smirking. Elise had to stop her cheeks from flushing, and she scarcely composed herself. Like the hottest woman in the world hadn’t just asked her for a simple coffee.

“Coming right up,” Elise cooed sweetly. She checked over her shoulder to see if anyone was watching, then leaned in for a kiss. “May I interest you in today’s special? It’s a warm chocolate brownie, served with a side of ‘my break’s in ten minutes’.”

“Can I make that an order to go?” Sierra asked. She flashed her wrist with a cuffed sleeve, showing off her new ink. The Ace of Spades, with Elise’s name in cursive writing. “I’m a busy woman, and I like my coffee hot and creamy.”

Elise smiled and smoothed out her apron, gathering a pair of tongs and a small saucer. She picked out a brownie with oozing chocolate filling and squirted a dollop of whipped cream on top. Then she plated it up and pushed it towards her customer.

“It’s on the house,” Elise winked as she dabbed a bit of cream on Sierra’s nose. She’d put some extra money in the tip jar to compensate for its absence. Sierra would make her pay for the public embarrassment in about ten minutes.

Sierra took the brownie and bit into it, a content moan escaping. The chocolate exploded in her mouth, a heavenly recipe of gooey chocolate and sticky caramel. Luckily, there was no queue behind her, but Sierra was a woman who didn’t like to share.

“You made this?” Sierra asked as she finished up the last piece.

“I did.”

“Mm, it’s delicious. Oh, and don’t worry about the coffee.” Sierra slipped a fifty-dollar bill in the tip jar. “I’ll be waiting outside,” Sierra said seductively. She tapped against the desk and wiped the cream off her nose, licking it. Her voice grew quiet, and she pulled Elise’s shirt collar, leaning her over the counter. “That apron’s coming off.”

Sierra winked, donned her helmet and left the shop.

She waited in the usual spot. Round the corner, in the alleyway, where the delivery trucks parked. Where she left her bike on its kickstand. She leaned against it, knowing seeing her in biker gear made Elise feel like she needed a cold shower. Or several.

Elise wiped her hands on the towel and nodded towards her colleague, who was refilling the fridge. “Hey, can you cover me? I’m going on my break,” she asked.

They nodded, gave a quick thumbs-up, and swapped places with Elise. She slipped through the employee gate and left swiftly before anyone noticed.

On her way to the secret spot, Elise fixed her hair and applied a new shade of red lipstick that was stashed in her purse.

As Elise turned the corner, Sierra noticed her, and a smile spilt out.

“Well, hello, my little barista,” Sierra said, and she kicked off the bike. “Is that a new shade of lipstick?”

“It might be,” Elise flirted back, tracing the bike’s fender. “It’s cherry.”

Sierra pulled her closer, their combined weight resting against the motorbike chassis. “How does it taste?”

“Come here and find out.”

Sierra took the blonde’s chin and stole a kiss. “You’re right. It’s cherry.”

“You’ve just had chocolate,” Elise said, her fingers fiddling with the zipper of Sierra's jumpsuit. “They say that cherry and chocolate go well together.”

“Luckily for you, I’ve got something far better than cherry or chocolate,” Sierra teased, her hands moving behind Elise to untie the barista’s apron. “Take your shirt off.”

“I need to get back soon. I can’t look like I’ve been… mauled by a bear.”

Sierra chuckled, her deft hands working on the knot. “A bear, hm?” She leaned in, her breath hot on Elise’s ear, “Let’s see if you can keep that wild spirit of yours contained, shall we?” Sierra’s smirk turned predatory, and she pulled the apron off and unbuttoned the top two buttons of Elise’s smart polo shirt. “After all, we can’t have our shy little barista looking like she’s been in the clutches of a rugged barber.”

“Well, a little ruggedness never hurt anyone. Nobody needs to know.”

Sierra paused after undoing half of the buttons. She placed a kiss on the exposed nape of Elise’s neck after pressing their bodies together.

Sierra’s hands wrapped around her waist. “Nobody needs to know.”

Elise swept the hair off her shoulder, reaching up to touch the face of the woman who was about to show her the art of motorcycle sex. “Ten minutes. No visible marks.”

∞∞∞

Sierra arrived home, kicking the stand of her bike to bring it to heel. She removed her helmet and shook her head, letting her locks flow free. On the back of the bike, a daredevil who had desires to break rules and push buttons.

She ushered her new submissive inside the apartment.

“Was that as exhilarating as you hoped?” Sierra asked as she stripped free of the leather bodysuit. “Let’s get you out of those.” She unzipped their matching leathers, revealing the curves and voluptuous breasts. “Tell me, Francesca. Are you feeling like a lucky girl?” Sierra removed their helmet, a perfect white smile present on her face. She pulled the hair tie out of their criminally flawless updo, letting the velvet sheets loose. “There. That’s so much better. I’ve wanted to do that since I saw you at that casino. It’ll compliment your new collar perfectly.”

“You truly did rig the game in your favour, didn’t you?” the woman asked, taking in the new sights and unfamiliar thrill of having someone else spinning the wheel of fortune. “It was about as exhilarating as I expected, Miss. I rather like feeling like I’m living on the edge.”

“That’s good. Because I’m the best at finding out what makes people tick.” Sierra held the woman’s chin, a command looming in her mouth. “From now on, you will address me as Mistress. In this apartment, I’m in control. You’ll do exactly what I say, without question. If you disobey, or lie to me, I will punish you. Now, kneel on the floor, head down, until I say otherwise.” Sierra grabbed a piece of paper and a pen – her new submissive’s contract. The document that’d mean Sierra was in charge of her life. “We’re going to make this official. Are you ready to submit to me, Francesca?”

The woman nodded, a shiver of anticipation surging through her as she obeyed.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“That’s a good girl. Before we start, what’s your safe word?”

“Roulette.”

Sierra scribbled the safe word in the empty field of the contract.

“Hmm. Predictable. I’m going to enjoy seeing you at my mercy, Kitten.”

∞∞∞

Abi’s hand trembled as she held the phone, her thumb hovering over the button to connect the call. Abi’s business had gone straight, engaging in making an honest profit, instead of repossessing other people’s shit and smuggling weapons. She had a near-miss with the cops, which scared her enough to dial down the… less legal parts of her operation. That didn’t mean she was innocent, though. She always had side hustles that would make for some juicy blackmail.

She swallowed her nerves and pressed the button. Closed her office door and got comfortable in the swivel chair, smoking a cigarette to soothe her nerves. Why was she so nervous about talking to her mom? The Wolfpack Alpha wasn’t supposed to be anxious.

“Hi, Mom,” she said shyly once the ringing stopped. “It’s me.”

“Abigail?” came the voice of one of the women who raised her. Sweet and kind, just like she remembered. “Oh, sweetheart. It’s so good to hear from you.”

“It’s Abi now,” Abi corrected her. “I’m sorry I’ve been MIA. Work’s been… busy.”

“I can imagine, darling. How’s your sister? Is she still….”

The pause stretched for longer than necessary, and Abi chuckled. “Collaring women like a sport? Yeah, she is.”

“And you? Have you been keeping out of mischief?”

“You know me, mom. I can’t stay idle for long,” Abi said with a long draw from the cigarette. “I get bored.”

“I know, dear,” her mom replied. “What’s wrong? It’s not like you to call for a chat.”

“I’m planning to visit you for the holidays. If… you’d welcome me.”

“Of course, Abiga – Abi. You’re always welcome. Your sister, too.”

“I’m not the good girl you remember, Mom,” Abi announced with a sigh. “Hair’s a lot shorter, body’s got a lot more tattoos. But I owe it to you, and to Si, to show up and be better. Or at least try.”

“It’s okay, dear. We still love you, no matter what. Speaking of love, is there anyone special in your life? Sierra’s told us all about Elise. You must be spoken for, too?”

Abi smiled to herself. “I’m quite enjoying being a lone wolf, actually.”
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