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      I was sick of every day feeling the same. 

      I felt as if I was in an endless wheel of loneliness. I woke up alone, trying to remember what day it was, taking the bus to work, spending all day testing software and then bussing home, making myself a boring meal, or ordering in more often. Eating alone, watching some shows on a streaming service, and then going to bed alone. I didn’t even have a dog or a cat.

      Weekends weren’t much better, there was no one to go to wake up with, to go to brunch with or to do anything with. I longed for a partner to go on walks with, visit museums, I’d even be happy with someone to suggest something to watch on Netflix, but my life was painfully empty. I had friends, sure, but they all had their own partners and kids even and never seemed to have time for me. I was closest to my workmates, sad as that sounds. 

      All of which is to say I was quite looking forward to the team building retreat my business unit was going on. 

      Most of my workmates were ambivalent about it, but for me, it would be the highlight of my social calendar. We had a night away at a hotel and two days of seminars and teambuilding exercises. 

      We drove there in a hired bus, and on the ride over I sat beside Marcos. He was tall and fresh-faced, just a year younger than me with sandy brown hair and bright hazel eyes. He and I worked together often and had always got on well. He had a good sense of humor. 

      “Ugh,” he said. He stretched his long legs out into the aisle as the bus trundled out of the city traffic and towards the venue for our corporate getaway. “I dunno, Jane, I don’t know if I can put up with organized fun.” 

      I chuckled, not wanting to let on how much I’d been looking forward to it. “You never know, it might not be that bad.” He gave me a disbelieving look. “There might be booze.” 

      “You have a point,” he said. “I just don’t want to do any of those roleplaying things,” he said. “They’re so awkward.” 

      I hummed in agreement, although in truth, I’d always kind of enjoyed acting and something like a teambuilding roleplay was as close as I got these days. I wondered if we’d have to do something, and my mind wandered. I was plagued with sexual fantasies, lately. I put it down to being chronically lonely. I briefly imagined Marcos standing tall, making me kneel before him, and maybe slipping a collar around my neck. It was abrupt and arousing, and I crossed my legs. 

      “Yeah, wouldn’t that be terrible,” I said. 

      “I’m just glad they’re not making us share rooms,” he said. “You remember last time?” 

      “Ugh, it was the worst,” I said. The year before, we’d stayed at a too-small venue and had to share rooms. I’d been put in with a senior developer, who used our time alone in the room to lecture me on best practices. If I’d been roomed with Tessa, it would have been a lot more fun.

      Tessa and Marcos were my best friends at work. He was cynical and funny and she was mysterious but witty, and deeply beautiful. She had waves of long slightly curled hair that I admired. My own hair was short, a bleach blonde pixie cut, that was a little overgrown in front. Tessa’s hair always distracted me, somehow. I wanted to touch it, to smell it. But of course, I never acted on those impulses. 

      “Want to listen to some music?” Marcos asked, jolting me out of my reverie. I realized I’d been staring at Tessa where she sat, talking animatedly to another of our workmates at the front of the bus. 

      I turned to Marcos and he handed me one ear of his headphones and I slipped it in. “Thanks.” 

      His music was like him, relaxed, chill, and easy to listen to. I felt myself relax into it. 
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      It was a fine day, the venue was well laid out and the event was very well organized. It was fun, and although we had to do some roleplaying it was very straightforward and even helpful - practicing how to give feedback to each other in constructive ways. 

      The dinner was delicious, the venue was a vineyard, and their food was exceptionally good. I was sat next to Marcos and Tessa was opposite us. Over the course of the meal, we got increasingly more silly, although the wine was flowing, none of us drank more than one glass. Over dessert, Marcos brought up an interesting subject. 

      “I’m just saying,” Marcos said. “There’s no better first date than dinner and a movie.” 

      Tessa rolled her eyes expressively. “You’re so wrong it’s sad. You think the absolute basic is the best option?” 

      “Yes, because, hear me out.” he leaned forward on his elbows. “You talk to someone over dinner, and you get to know them better, then in the movie, you find out if they’re an annoying person who talks through the movie, or can’t keep track of the characters, or has weird taste in movie snacks.” 

      I snorted, then tried to hide it with a laugh. “What are weird movie snacks?” 

      Tessa sighed loudly. “You’re focusing on entirely the wrong thing,” she said. “Whether or not you can watch a movie together is no basis for a relationship.” 

      “So what is?” Marcos demanded. He sat back in his chair and folded his arms. “Tessa, impress us.” He was wearing a well-fitted grey Oxford shirt which barely contained his biceps. He did CrossFit, I remembered then, and my eyes briefly roamed his chest and wondered what was under there. Tessa cleared her throat and my attention was immediately drawn back to her.

      She picked up her glass of wine and delicately sipped from it, her tongue peeking out for the briefest moment to lick a drop off the side of the glass. I breathed out, suddenly warm. She was wearing what I had initially thought was quite a demure floral dress, but now I realized that although it was maxi-length, it buttoned all the way up the front and the sleeves sat low on her shoulders, exposing her entire decolletage. 

      “You have to know about sexual compatibility,” she said. I glanced up the table to see if any of our other workmates had heard this, but none of them had. We were seated at the very end of a long table, and up the other end, someone had produced a deck of cards and a very intense poker game had broken out, with lots of people spectating and offering suggestions. No one was paying us any attention.

      “So you fuck on the first date?” Marcos demanded, his eyebrows raising. I felt my cheeks flushing. 

      “Of course,” Tessa said. She had a fine dusting of freckles over her nose. I wanted to kiss each and every one of them, and it was very hard to ignore that desire while she spoke. “I don’t want to invest precious time getting to know someone if they won’t give me what I need in bed.” 

      I downed the last of the wine, trying to contain myself. I wanted, more than anything to know what it was she needed in bed. But Marcos was right there, and I didn’t want to get noticeably aroused. 

      “And what is that?” he asked. I almost bit into the wine glass. 

      Tessa looked at the both of us with a sly smile and beckoned. I immediately reacted, shuffling my chair closer to the table so I could lean over and hear her. Marcos reacted a little slower, but he still leaned closer. 

      “You really want to know?” she asked, her voice a little husky as it dropped to a lower register. 

      “Janey really wants to know,” Marcos said. His hand landed on my shoulder, startling me. I rubbed my hand on my overheated cheek. 

      “I’m just curious,” I mumbled. 

      “You’re making her shy,” Tessa said. She reached out and tapped the back of Marcos’ hand. “Be nice.” 

      “But she’s so cute when she’s shy,” he said. “Don’t you think?”

      “What the?” I turned to slap his hand away. “Shut up.” 

      “I mean it though,” he said. “Your cheeks go all pink and your eyes go wide, you see how long your eyelashes are.” 

      Tessa cleared her throat and looked first Marcos and then me dead in the eye. Her focus was intense, and I felt a little like a rabbit staring into the eyes of a wolf, unable to look away, the focus of her entire world, and in danger. But that danger? It sent heat right through me. 

      “I demand obedience in the bedroom,” she said. She had not a trace of shame, and it was awe-inspiring. “I want a lover who will do what I say, and make beautiful noises doing it.” 

      I could have melted into the ground. It was too close to the roleplaying fantasy I’d had about Marcos earlier. Tessa held my gaze a moment longer before smirking at Marcos. And further, Tessa was so direct about it.  She oozed sexual appeal and command, and it put me in mind of my childhood fascination with Catwoman. Instantly, I imagined her in a leather catsuit, whip in hand, making me lick her boot. I almost came on the spot. My underwear was getting damp. 

      “Well? Don’t you agree that knowing that is more important than seeing a movie?” 

      “I suppose you’re right,” Marcos said. We were all still leaning into the center of the table. He cleared his throat. “I’m not as rigid as you are. I like variety. Sometimes I want to be in charge, sometimes I like to give up my power.” 

      My breath caught in my throat, and I turned a little so I could eye him. So my imagination hadn’t been entirely off base, there was a chance that Marcos would stand over me, make me kneel. 

      “Well, Jane,” Tessa said. “Your turn. What do you like in bed?” 

      I couldn’t speak, I was as humiliated as if Tessa had calmly opened me up to my most forbidden sexual desires. She knew the answer, I was sure of it, but she wanted me to say it out loud all the same. I opened my mouth and no sound came out. 

      Marcos’s hand found my thigh, under the table and squeezed it. I wasn’t sure if he was encouraging me or seducing me, and I wanted very badly for it to be the second one. I’d worn a strappy dress to dinner, and the skirt was riding up, allowing him to feel my naked thigh. 

      “Go on, you can say it, little one.” Tessa’s voice was a low, enticing purr. 

      My mouth was dry but I couldn’t resist Tessa’s tone. “I…” I wanted to answer but the words died in my throat, I was too embarrassed. I couldn’t possibly say that I wanted to serve her, to be a pet and obey them both. I felt like I’d melt into a puddle on the ground.

      She hummed, and I felt her foot rub against my leg. “I think I know what you’re trying to say, pretty thing.” 

      Marcos’s hand tightened on my thigh, his nails digging ever so slightly into the soft inner skin of my thigh. “Answer her, Jane.” His tone cut through my humiliation. 

      “I… don’t want to be in control,” I whispered. “I want to … to obey my lover… lovers.” 

      “Good girl,” Tessa purred. She nodded slightly at Marcos, and his hand slipped higher up my thigh, one knuckle grazing against my now-soaked panties. 

      “Hmmm,” he said. “Tessa, are you thinking what I’m thinking?” 

      “I’m thinking we should take this conversation somewhere a little more private,” Tessa said. 

      Marcos nodded, his hand moved from my thigh to my elbow and he helped me to my feet. I was grateful for the help because my knees felt wobbly. I looked up into Marcos’s eyes and saw an expression that reflected the fantasy I’d had, a hard, lustful look that showed how much he wanted me, how much he wanted to own me. Glancing at Tessa as she flanked me out of the dining hall, I saw that same, hungry look in her eyes. 

      I’d never wanted to be eaten alive quite so much. 
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      We went to Tessa’s hotel room, as between the two of them they determined it was the bigger one. I could barely speak except to say yes and nod along to what they suggested. I had never submitted to anyone in real life, but I had read a lot of smutty stories and often searched social media for pictures of bondage and submission. I got myself off to those pictures of rope bunnies and shibari displays twice a week at least. 

      In real life, it was exciting and nerve–wracking, not the least because both of them seemed to want me. 

      I trusted Tessa and Marcos
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