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The elevator dings and the doors shush open. Bryony’s heels click from cold marble to plush carpet, her cane’s tap echoing the shift before her other hand goes to the wall beside her, looking for the braille signage. She hasn’t been to this particular building, but the escort agency’s sent her to plenty like it. Many of their clients favour accommodations of the same level of luxury, which comes with the added boon of similar layouts. She smiles as she finds the emergency evacuation guide next to the doors whooshing closed behind her. The raised markings are likely there only for code compliance – Marrowmont’s ultra-wealthy rarely like to be reminded of anything but “perfection” in their playgrounds. Oh, they’re all too eager to play with someone like her for a time. But to be reminded constantly of living in her shoes? Hardly.

	She beats out a gentle tap against the base of the wall with her cane, the thick pile of the noise-deadening carpet throwing off her stride – these people don’t like buildings disgorging their secrets, inside their lairs or out. But she doesn’t stumble, doesn’t give anyone who might be watching the satisfaction, even knowing a building like this eschews interior cameras. There are other, less obtrusive ways to be observed here; just because she can’t feel the pinprick thrill of magic on her skin doesn’t mean no one’s using spellcraft to surveil her. She’s entertained more than a few mages. It can make things complicated. Not always in good ways.

	A cool wash of air spills from carefully concealed air conditioning as she stalks down the hall. A welcome relief in the hot summer night – the soft whisper of it caressing the downy hair on her cheeks and arms like a lover, sneaking under the sleeves of her duster to wick away the first signs of sweat. She’s all the more grateful for it with a new client waiting; she needs to make a good first impression, and all she knows about tonight’s client is that she doesn’t like to be looked in the eyes when she’s with company – which for Bryony, thankfully, isn’t a problem – and that she likes her playthings to be … immaculate.

	So she’s dressed to impress: sheer black bodycon mini under a tailored burgundy coat. Legs bare over wide heels. Long, straight hair left free to artfully spill over one shoulder. Features sharpened to highlight the strong planes of her face; lips painted a firehouse red. Everything else she needs contained in a short-strapped shoulder bag. Her roommate – who works for the same agency – is still desperate for her to try a clutch to complement her preferred style, but the cane makes it less than ideal.

	The tap of that cane muted now as it beats out a steady rhythm against the wall paneling, and she finds the braille denoting the apartment number. Not that it matters. There are only two on this floor. The other is likely across the hall; she memorized the building’s floorplan this morning.

	She centres herself before the door, takes a deep breath, and knocks firmly. The door muffles the sound of it – the wood heavy under her knuckles. Solid oak, maybe? When no one responds she feels for a buzzer along the frame until her fingers catch on polished, ornate metal: a simple filigree with a button shaped like a sun at its centre, flanked by wings folded gently in and tapering down toward sharply forged remiges. She presses the stylized sun inward and hears the faintest echo of a baritone bell’s knell from inside.

	“Come in,” calls the rich, deeply Mediterranean-accented voice of a woman in her late thirties or early forties from within the apartment, and a lock tumbles open.

	Bryony pushes open the door and closes it behind her. The sound softer than she would have expected, given the weight of the door and the lacquered hardwood under her shoes. The lamplight on her face here is soft. Warm. And the climate is noticeably warmer than in the hallway, though still pleasant. The airflow’s good, too. While the hallway had been scrubbed clean of all scent, here there’s a lingering trace of honeysuckle and citrus over the tang of Aegean salt. She can taste the bite of it on her tongue. Everything else smells clean and slick, but alive: the scent of plants somewhere in an indoor garden, accompanied by an earthy overlay. Soil and dew. Freshly watered plants. The client a gardener, perhaps. But why then the chalky dust of dry stone in the air? Could be a rock garden as well. But inside?

	“Don’t mind the clutter in the front hall – I keep meaning to move them into a more permanent arrangement. And you can drop your things wherever you’d like,” the velvety voice calls again as its owner moves around the immense apartment, the soft suction of bare feet on stone tile making her easy to track.

	Bryony leaves her cane by the front door, not wanting to put the client off. She’s known enough of them who like to take control, the cane too much retention on her part. Not part of their fantasies once they find out she’s blind. She takes her coat and shoes off, too. Her bag she takes with her.

	With her other hand gently in front of her, Bryony feels her way through the unfamiliar interior, keeping the mental map of the floorplan front of mind. Only to land immediately on something stone. An arm, well-shaped and shapely. The torso behind it carved in exquisite detail. Bryony puts out her other hand only to encounter another statue. Ah, a statue garden. She smiles. It’s a feast for her fingers: the veins of delicate necks, the alternating curves and harsh lines of faces thin and faces round, rippling abs and muscled calves, exposed breasts and delicately erect nipples, long protruding phalli – some positively priapic – and even the tender coils of pubic hair, individual strands rendered perfectly. The entire array of them, all shockingly lifelike, must have been carved by the hands of masters. Or possibly one master, if these are the client’s work. And every single one of them nude.

	She’s sweating with arousal by the time she’s through the tangle of chiseled rock. And stops short as she feels the client watching her from across the room – that telltale raising of the hairs on the back of her neck telling her the client’s likely gauging her reaction.

	“Can I offer you something to drink?” the client asks, coming to stand a body’s length away from her, feet coming off the tile onto something soft. The noise of her step vanishing, but her voice not moving any closer toward Bryony.

	“No, thank you,” she says gently, that answer reflexive after so long.

	“Some refreshment, then?”

	“You’re very kind. But no.”

	“You don’t talk much, do you?”

	“Do you want me to?” asks Bryony, trying to make her voice sultry to match the client’s.

	She can hear the smile in the client’s inflection as she says, “Not immensely, no. I’d much rather hear other noises out of that absolutely lovely mouth. What a beautiful shade. Bloodied like an amaryllis.”

	Bryony shivers as she realizes the client has managed to cross over to her without her hearing. And again as the client runs a slow thumb across her lips. She inhales sharply as the client kisses her, that thumb drawing a slow line down her chin.

	“You taste as good as you look,” the client whispers into her mouth. Even as her own taste leaves the distant memory of marjoram and cypress, of cardamom and cumin. A heady tangle, and it drowns out Bryony’s other senses while the client lingers against her lips, tasting with her tongue as well.

	Bryony breathes deep when the client finally draws back, licking the taste of Bryony’s lips off the pad of her thumb.

	“Forgive me the glasses. I do appreciate what I see, I’m just sensitive to light.”

	“What glasses?” asks Bryony, still in shock at the intensity of the kiss.

	“Do you not…?” asks the client, and Bryony can hear the rustle of her dress as the client leans back to get a better look at Bryony’s unmoving eyes. “Oh, I see. Well then,” she says, and it’s a few moments before Bryony hears the aforementioned glasses set down gently on a side table. “Do you want to map my face?”

	“May I?”

	“I’m all for being touched,” says the client, and Bryony can hear the client’s posture relax as whatever fabric she’s wearing shifts noticeably. Still close enough for Bryony to feel the heat from her body. Bryony bites her lip and stretches out her hands. The client sighs happily as Bryony feathers light fingers across the slick skin of perfectly planed cheeks. Her hands roam across the bridge of a straight nose, full lips, a strong chin and hard jaw line. “You’re … beautiful.” Bryony says under her breath.

	The client’s laughter is quiet. Sad. “No one describes me so.”

	In the silence that follows, her hands still on the client’s face, Bryony could swear she hears the client’s hair … rustling. But the sound is gone as soon as it began. “Then anyone who has ever looked on you is a fool.” She runs gentle fingers along hard-muscled features, up along those gorgeous cheekbones, the client sighing in pleasure. As she reaches the smooth brow, the client puts her hands gently on Bryony’s to still them before she can reach up to her hairline – running her hands through tresses a trick she learned early from other escorts, but seemingly unwanted here. 

	“I’d rather you work your way down.”

	Bryony grins and nods gently. “Of course.”

	The client takes one of Bryony’s palms to kiss it before letting it return to its work. Bryony drawing appreciative sounds from the client as she traces delicate fingers down a well-defined neck; across the rise of her clavicles and over to shapely shoulders and the downy, moisturized feel of the client’s arms, powerful corded muscle layered thick there under mouth-wateringly soft skin. Bryony nipping in for a quick kiss of her own against the client’s waiting lips as she moves her hands across lightly garbed skin to feel the full weight of her breasts. She kneads them, feeling how the flesh rolls with natural weight under her supple fingers. Drawing a slight inhale of breath from the client, pulled from her own throat, as she runs a thumb across erect nipples through taut fabric – something velvety and sheer, a single piece across the breadth of the client’s beautifully apportioned torso, the rustle of it sharp against impressive ribs and abs chiseled like granite.

	The client puts one hand to Bryony’s arm to steady herself, while her other reaches down to cup Bryony’s slit as she moans. Finding instead the base of Bryony’s shaft and the orchiectomy scar tangled in her pubic hair. She Ohs in pleasant surprise. “Not what I was expecting to play with this evening, but I do always ask your agency to surprise me.” And leans in to whisper, that overwhelming mingle of scents lacing her sweet breath intoxicating as it curls in Bryony’s ear: “They outdid themselves tonight.”

	With one hand still firmly on Bryony’s cock, the client slides her other down to Bryony’s breast to cup the tender flesh. Squeezing it gently as she gets down on her knees. Bryony draws in a deep breath as the client plays with her shaft, teasing up and down, before she shifts up the fabric of Bryony’s dress and her panties down to free her penis entirely. The beat of it on the air getting a laugh of delight from the client. “Beautiful,” she says as she kisses the tip of the glans, then slides her tongue down the length and back up, feeling the thin-veined measure of it. She withdraws her hands to do something with her hair, so Bryony cups her own breasts to keep the moment going.

	There’s a snap of gentle elastic, and the client’s long hair falls free. Unusually heavy coils fall across Bryony’s engorged shaft. There’s a sudden sense of cold, the client’s thick hair moving with a soft susurrus across the length before sliding off with a strange weight. The client’s hands are back on her penis before Bryony can linger on the sensation.

	“Are you going to use this to fuck me?” the client asks, biting at Bryony’s glans.

	“Yes,” Bryony breathes out through the tightness in her phantom testes.

	“And your tongue?”

	“Yes,” Bryony breathes again as the client takes the head of her cock into her mouth, tongue and curled lips to guard the sensitive flesh against teeth. Bryony moans as the client takes her deeper with each breath, working her way down Bryony’s fully erect nine inches. Down to the base, the client breathing easily around her cock. Using her tongue to work the shaft as she bobs up and down along the base, deep-throating Bryony’s girldick longer than
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