





 Note from the Author



We’ve all had that post-breakup spiral (the kind where you’re convinced you’re too much, too messy, too hard to love). I wanted to write a story that interrupts that voice. One where someone shows up, sees all your rough edges, and doesn’t flinch.



This story is about how healing that kind of acceptance can be. And how being wanted, really wanted, when you feel your most vulnerable can get you back on track.



Also, hot tubs. And begging.



Thanks for reading.
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 Careful What You Tease



Why does a breakup knock your whole life sideways, even when you see it coming? This is my fourth significant breakup in 25 years, not counting a fling I got way too invested in, and still it hits just as hard. I know the drill. I’ll mourn the relationship, question why I couldn’t be what she needed, grieve the version of us that almost worked. And yet here I am, raw and spiraling like it’s the first time.



I cranked up the music and groaned at the road. This weekend would help. Jamie was moving her stuff out, and I was making myself scarce. Just a snowy cabin in the middle of nowhere with no social obligations and not too much crying, hopefully. And no one asking “how are you” in that voice that really means “I don’t know what to say, but I can’t ignore it.”



The retreat was tucked away in one of those semi-managed forest parks where you rent a cabin and pretend you’re roughing it, even though there’s Wi-Fi and central heating. Enough that I can convincingly say I’m outdoorsy if I fancy it.



As I turned the next bend in the road, a huge sign came into view: Redfern Cabins. Perfect. I’d found it all on my own. I was worried my terrible sense of direction would be my final straw on this solo trip.



I crawled my little car into the park and looked for the Reception hut. It was easy enough to spot the squat wooden building just off the main track, strung with soft fairy lights and the glow of a heater in the window. I pulled up outside, climbed out, and stretched my legs before heading in. I’m smashing this.



The woman behind the counter gave me a cheery “enjoy your stay” and handed over a set of keys and a map. I glanced at the map. Okay, my cabin, called Floxglove, was at the furthest point in the park and to the right. I’d picked this one when I booked it because it looked the most secluded, and I didn’t want to have to make small talk with random neighbors. But now, seeing how far off the map it was, I was feeling a little apprehensive. Let’s hope it’s not serial killer season, that’s all I need right now.



I took a mental snapshot of the map and got back into my ancient, sun-faded Corolla that smelled permanently of camphor and roses from the sachets my grandma used to keep in the glove box. I didn’t even know what camphor was until the smell was driving me so crazy I had to find out. Apparently, Grandma liked it to permeate everything. Now, the sachets are long gone, but the smell persists.



The roads inside the park twisted more than I expected, and the signs weren’t exactly helpful. I ended up doubling back once, then pulling into the wrong driveway and having to reverse out of someone else’s little slice of solitude. Seeing the whole family come out to see what I was doing was a little embarrassing, and for the first time, I wished I’d had one of those fancy new cars that do everything quietly. But eventually I spotted the sign for Foxglove chain and turned onto a narrow gravel path that crunched under the tyres.



The cabin itself was beautiful. It was a simple, dark wood with a sloping roof and big windows facing the trees. I cut the engine and sat there for a moment with my hands on the wheel, just taking it in. The porch light was already on, casting a glow around a simple wooden rocking chair. How idyllic. I could read on the porch tomorrow. Or maybe lounge in the hot tub all day looking at the trees. And maybe a family of deer would visit me and…



No, this wasn’t right. I could believe the park leaves the porch light on so you can see where you’re going. I mean, who wants to turn up after dark to a spooky pitch-black cabin? But why is there smoke coming from the chimney? I got out of the car and walked slowly up to the cabin door. Nope, definitely Floxglove! This is my cabin. Ughhhhh, as if.



I opened the door and announced my entrance with a dramatic “Helloooo?”. I could see a coat already on the hook by the door and what looked to be an expensive leather bag placed neatly in the hallway. Okay, at least it’s a woman, not some burly man who’s going to insist he’s not going anywhere.



“Yes? Can I help you?” I heard from a room at the end of the hallway. She sounded calm and crisp and a little older, not in an old lady kinda way but more like…mature. Like she could handle anything.



“Ugh yeah, I’d say so. You’re in my cabin.” I said back. My voice with laced with annoyance and I didn’t care. Who the hell did she think she was? She was probably some rich woman who didn’t bother to find her actual cabin because she’s used to people doing everything for her.



I heard soft footsteps, and then she emerged into the hallway. Holy fuck. She might be entitled and useless, but she was also distractingly hot. Long red hair, loosely tucked behind one ear, and icy blue eyes that landed on me with a curious stare. She wore black jeans and a fitted turtleneck that hugged her curves in all the best ways. Did I just look straight at her tits? I mean, they were kind of hard to miss, even covered up, and…



No. Focus. I couldn’t get thrown off now. Not by some entitled, classy…unshakably calm, impossibly tall woman who’s making me feel slightly undressed in my oversized hoodie.



She walked toward me and stopped when there was only a few feet between us. She looked even taller now and I had to lift my head just to meet her face. If she was trying to intimidate me, it wasn’t going to work.



“You booked Foxglove?” She said curiously. Okay, maybe she wasn’t trying to intimidate me, but she was being stupid.



I rolled my eyes. “Yes. I booked Foxglove. Look.” I shoved the card at her.



“Well, so did I.” She said calmly, glancing at the card. “So it seems there’s been a mix-up.”



“Well yeah, obviously….” I spat back.



That’s enough,” she said with a polite sort of finality that made me feel like I was five years old and about to be sent to the car for causing a scene at a family brunch.



She reached for her coat. “Let’s go to Reception and get it sorted.”



“I can go,” I said quickly. “It’s not a big deal.” I just wanted this woman out of my cabin. The last thing I needed was her following me around the park.



“We’ll go together. You should let me speak,” she said, slipping one arm into her coat sleeve.



I frowned. “Why? I’m perfectly capable of telling them they messed up.” I crossed my arms over my chest.



“I’m sure you are,” she said, buttoning the front. “But you’re upset, and I’m not. They’ll respond better to calm.”



I opened my mouth, ready to argue, but all I managed was, “I’m not upset.”



She looked at me for a moment, and I could tell I wasn’t fooling her. I was half expecting to see her face look smug at being right or judgmental at how rude I was being, but I could see none of that.



“Of course,” she said, with the faintest smile. “Shall we?”



“Um. Yeah.” I followed her out of the cabin and around the side, where her car was parked under the trees.



It was a vintage Mercedes, deep green with chrome trim that glittered even in the low light. I felt it was silently judging my Corolla.



“Nice car,” I muttered, suddenly feeling a bit sheepish after being so rude.



She opened the driver’s door and glanced over at me. “It wasn’t in the best condition when I got it,” she said. “But I’ve done it up over the years.” She paused, brushing a hand along the roof. “I like to take care of my things.”



The cheery woman from Reception was very apologetic about the situation, but it did little to quell my anger over the whole thing. I mean, how hard is it not to double-book a cabin? Surely there are systems for that. They accept contactless payments here, so don’t tell me they’re running bookings on post-it notes.



She tapped away on her keyboard while I stood there with my arms crossed, radiating inconvenience. But I kept to my end of the bargain. I didn’t speak. The woman who stole my cabin was totally calm and acting like she’d never been inconvenienced a day in her life. Hands in her coat pockets. Not a single flicker of annoyance. It was deeply irritating.



“So you’re Madeleine Vega.” The receptionist looked at my unwelcome companion. “And that makes you….” She pointed at me while looking down at her computer.



“Holly Wells.” I snipped. How hard was it for her to remember my name, we met like 20 minutes ago and…



Madeleine shot me a warning look over her shoulder. It was barely even a look, just a slight raising of her eyebrows and eyes narrowing, and then it was gone. Still, it landed. For a split second, I considered screaming “WHO THE HELL DO YOU THINK YOU ARE?”, or rolling my eyes, but as that look sunk in, my mouth just…didn’t work. That look was enough to make it very clear that I was embarrassing myself and that she expected better.



It put me in my place in a way that was annoyingly effective. I shifted my weight and said nothing.



The receptionist winced at the screen, then gave a sheepish smile. “Okay, so… looks like you’ve both got confirmed bookings for Foxglove. I’m really sorry. This almost never happens.” Almost? Wow. That’s reassuring.



I shot Madeleine a see? look, but she just shook her head with a faint smile and turned back to the desk.



“There’s no other cabin available tonight,” the receptionist continued. “But one does open up tomorrow morning. Cedar Hollow, just on the other side of the ridge. You’d like it, it’s really peaceful.”



“Great. I’m happy to take that cabin.” Madeleine said smoothly.



Okayyy. But what about tonight?



The receptionist nodded and clicked some keys before looking between us. “I can also offer a complimentary dinner at our on-site restaurant, The Fern & Fang, and…” her voice got a little smaller, “if you’re both comfortable… we’d appreciate it if you could share the cabin just for tonight?”



My stomach dropped. “Seriously?”



The receptionist flinched. “Just until tomorrow morning. First thing. We’ll have housekeeping move your friend’s bags, and we’ll refund tonight’s stay for both of you.” My friend?? Was she trying to piss me off?



I looked up at Madeleine, who hadn’t reacted at all. Just one quiet inhale. She turned toward me slowly and met my eyes like she was checking for a flare-up. And I was ready to flare. God, I was so ready, but the look stopped me short. She didn’t look angry, but her eyes were sharper than before, and they were now looking at me expectantly. I realized she was leaving the decision of whether we share a cabin up to me.



I exhaled hard through my nose, then glanced at the receptionist. “Fine. Just one night.” I crossed my arms tighter and stared at the floor. I’m so done with this.



The woman beamed. “Thank you both so much. You’ll love The Fern & Fang, it’s all locally foraged stuff. Mushroom risotto, cedar-smoked tofu. Very forest-forward.”



I rolled my eyes so hard I thought I might see my own brain. “Of course it is.”



Madeleine paused, then looked at me with her brows just slightly raised, like she was saying, really? I immediately felt like a sullen teenager again.



“Sorry,” I muttered, dropping my eyes.



When I looked up, Madeleine was thanking the receptionist for sorting it out and for the free meal at the restaurant. How is someone so graceful when she’s just been double-booked and saddled with a socially malfunctioning gremlin like me? My eyes stung. I know I shouldn’t talk about myself like that. I was just having a bad day and didn’t know what to do with someone who wouldn’t meet me in my chaos.



Madeleine turned to leave and nodded toward the door, like she expected me to follow. So I did.



Once we got outside, she glanced at the sky, then at me. “It’s eight, and the restaurant closes at ten. I think we should just head over there now.”



She wanted to eat with me?



I blinked. “Together?”



She gave me a look that was almost amused. “I assumed we’d eat together. It felt more… natural, given the sleeping arrangement.” She paused. “Unless you plan to sit at the next table over and eat alone before I give you a ride back to our cabin?”



I opened my mouth, then closed it again. She’s right, that did sound silly. God, why was she always five steps ahead? “Fine,” I said. “But I’m not apologizing for rolling my eyes at the cedar-smoked tofu.”



“Of course not,” she said lightly. “That would imply you want to behave.”



I felt my face flush and my head spin for just a second. I didn’t know what to say to that. It was obviously a joke. She was being playful. But fuck, I’d always had a thing for women like her. The ones who stayed calm when you got messy. Who didn’t need to raise their voice to make you shut up. Who could take control of a room, or a person, without even trying. Who commanded you to undress and get on your knees and…



Then Madeleine reached out and took my wrist. The moment her fingers wrapped around my skin, something sparked. Not metaphorical. Literal. Like static jumped from her hand to mine and shot straight up my arm. I hated how much I felt it.



“Let’s go.” She said, gently pulling me toward her car. Her voice cracked a little, though. Did she feel it too?













The Fern & Fang was all dark wood, ferns in every corner, and that kind of soft lighting that made everyone look slightly better than they actually did. It smelled like smoke and rosemary, maybe. Fancy without trying too hard. Cozy enough to feel calm, expensive enough to make me sit up a little straighter and feel a little self-conscious about my worn hoodie.



We got seated near the window. The waiter gave us that polite smile people use when they’re trying to figure out what our relationship is to each other. Is he thinking we’re a couple? That she’s my older sister? Maybe even my mother? No, Madeleine wasn’t old enough to be my mother, but I wasn’t exactly sure how old she was either. Maybe late 30s? Early 40s? I snapped out of my thoughts as he handed me the menu and told us he’d be back in a few minutes.



Madeleine opened her menu, then glanced at me. “If the tofu’s too scary,” she said, deadpan, “I could ask if they have a kids’ menu.”



I blinked at her. Was she serious? I was halfway to snapping something when I caught the look on her face. She was fighting back a smug grin. Oh. She was joking.



I sat back in my chair and shook my head, trying not to smile. “Do you always mess with people you’ve just met?”



Madeleine looked up at me, steady. “No, but you looked like you needed someone to pull you out of your head.”



I didn’t know what to say to that. Mostly because she was right. But, people don’t usually speak that directly, do they? I decided I could try it too.



“Yeah. Uh. Sorry about my….attitude, I guess.” I stammered. “I just really wanted this weekend away to go perfectly, and when I turned up and you were in the cabin… I don’t know. I guess I felt like everything was already going wrong.”



Madeleine nodded. “Why did you need everything to go perfectly?”



I didn’t mean to say it. I really didn’t. But it just came out.



“My girlfriend broke up with me. Well. Ex-girlfriend, I guess. I sort of saw it coming, but I still thought maybe we could fix it. She’s moving her stuff out this weekend and I couldn’t be there for it. So I booked this. To get away. To feel like I had some control over something.“



I laughed, but it came out thin. “Which obviously didn’t work out, since I showed up and you were already in the cabin and I immediately turned into a raging asshole. I don’t even know why I got so worked up. I just….”



I cut myself off and pressed both hands to my face. “Sorry. That was way too much.”



My cheeks were burning. I could feel it in my ears. I peeked between my fingers to see Madeleine’s face, which looked neutral and almost kind. Okay, it doesn’t look like she thinks I’m a total oversharing weirdo. She reached for my wrist and gently tugged it away from my face.



“It wasn’t too much. You’re not too much.” She removed her hand and took a sip of water. “I asked you a question and you gave me an honest answer. You’re doing just fine.”



I realized in that moment that I hadn’t been entirely fair to Madeleine. I’d turned up and been snappy and rude and huffed my way through every exchange. I’d also assumed she was some rich out of touch mean girl or something. But now? She seemed… grounded. Quietly sharp. Kind, even. Maybe not the villain I’d made her into from the second I laid eyes on her.



The rest of the meal was surprisingly… normal. We didn’t talk about anything deep, not really, but I learned a few things.



Madeleine had bought an old house a few years ago and renovated it slowly on her own. She said she liked knowing where everything came from, how it all fit together. She used to work in marketing but left after a burnout scare. Now she freelances part-time and volunteers at a crisis text line the rest of the week. When I asked why, she just said, “It helps keep things in perspective.”



She didn’t name-drop or humble-brag or make anything sound dramatic. She talked like someone who had nothing to prove. And maybe I was just tired or emotional or slightly in awe of her perfect posture, but it made me feel… safe. In a weird, annoying kind of way.



After the meal we headed back to her car and drove quietly through the park toward the cabin. I felt like I’d learned a lot about Madeleine over dinner—but she hadn’t mentioned anything about a partner.



The question sat at the edge of my brain, chewing a hole in my self-restraint.



Maybe I should just ask. Like, “Heyyy do you have a boyfriend orrr…”



No. No no no. That wouldn’t do. Too obvious.



I shifted in my seat. “So… is there someone at home who’s gonna be mad you’re sharing a cabin with a complete stranger? Or…” I trailed off. What even was that sentence?



She laughed under her breath. “That was your version of subtle?”



I sank lower into the seat.



“No, there’s no one at home,” she said, still smiling. She glanced at me. “You’re blushing.”



I groaned. “You don’t have to point it out.”



“Why wouldn’t I?” she said. “You look cute when you blush.”









You look cute when you blush. The line kept replaying the whole drive back. Which was only around 30 seconds, but still. I just sat there, hot and dizzy, pretending to look out the window while my brain short-circuited. Was she flirting with me? She had to be. Right? You look cute when you blush.



As soon as we got inside, I made a break for the bathroom. I said something about needing to freshen up, which was true, and didn’t wait for a response. I turned on the shower, stripped fast, and stepped in. The water was hot, almost too hot, but I let it hit my face and chest while I tried to think. I’d been driving all day. My back hurt, my legs were stiff, and I was way too aware of how badly I needed this shower. I also needed a plan.



Madeleine was insanely hot, older, and confident. And maybe, probably, flirting with me. Which meant I needed to get it together. Play this right. Say something. Do something.



God, she probably thinks I’m not even into her. I just sat there in silence like an idiot.



I pressed a hand to the wall, tilted my head back, and let the water pour down my body. My other hand drifted between my legs without much thought. I was already wet, and not just a little. I gathered some in my fingers and brushed over my clit.



The way she handled everything all evening, her voice, the way she looked at me like she saw straight through the attitude. It had settled into my body in a way I couldn’t shake. The arousal and the frustration kept blurring together, but now the frustration had faded. All that was left was heat.



I rubbed slow circles over my clit. My thighs trembled slightly, and my knees were soft. I bit the inside of my cheek, trying to stay quiet. She was right in the next room.



I rubbed a little harder and rested my forehead against the tile. It wouldn’t take much. My legs were shaking from the pressure building so perfectly and the fact that I hadn’t let myself feel anything properly in days, or was it months?



I was so close. My hips rocked forward, chasing it. And then I stopped. Just… pulled my hand away and stood there with my hot breath creating swirls in the tile. I shouldn’t. It didn’t feel right. I didn’t want to come alone, in the shower, with her in the next room. It felt like I was stealing something from myself before she even had the chance to take it.



I turned off the water, stepped out, and wrapped myself in a towel. Steam clung to my skin as I dug through my bag for pajamas. I was looking for one of my usual sets, grey slacks and an oversized sweater. More loungewear than pajamas and a little prison-chic, but cute. But I hadn’t packed those. I’d packed…The new set. It was a yellow silky tank with tiny matching shorts and lace edging.



Why did I pack these? I bought them to wear for my ex but decided not to when she caught them in the bag and didn’t say anything. Just moved them aside like they weren’t even there.



But they were sexy, weren’t they? Yes, they were. And they were entirely inappropriate for a winter cabin stay with a stranger.



I held them in my hands for a second and then pulled them on. Maybe they weren’t for her, after all.



“I took a deep breath and opened the bathroom door. I padded down the hallway into the living room and spent the time reminding myself not to try and cover myself by pulling my shorts down further. This little ensemble was supposed to be revealing, so, I should just let it do its thing. Still, it was hard.



As I rounded the corner to the living room and opened up my chest and added a little sway in my step. Madeleine was sat in an armchair by the fire, one leg crossed over the other and a book in her lap. She looked powerful and regal and I faltered for a second. What was I doing exactly? I shifted a little on the spot while I decided what to do.



Madeleine looked up. Her eyes moved over me slowly, taking me in. Then she inhaled once and her gaze landed on mine. Her eyes looked sharp and hungry. Fuck. I don’t think anyone has ever looked at me like that before.



“Come closer.”



I took a step forward and then another. The silk brushed against my thighs, and I could feel her eyes on me the whole way. I didn’t know where to look, so I looked at her while she drank in my every move.



I stopped a few feet away.



Madeleine tilted her head slightly. “Closer.”



My face flushed as I stepped so close that my bare legs were touching her jean-clad legs. I felt on show and too naked, but it only made my core pulse.



“Good,” she said.



I didn’t know what to do with my hands, so I just stood there and let her watch.



She leaned back slightly in the chair. “Hmm. Now tell me…What does a shy, a little awkward, a little bratty young woman think she’s doing walking out here in something like that?”



My mouth opened, but nothing came out at first. I wasn’t sure if it was a real question or just one of those things that was supposed to make me squirm. It worked either way.



“I… don’t know,” I said quietly.



Madeleine raised an eyebrow. “Yes, you do. Try again.”



I shifted my weight from one foot to the other and scrambled to get my thoughts together.



“I…These were the only pajamas I packed.” I winced as I said it. It was true, but it was a cop-out. She was putting me on the spot and daring me to be brave about what I wanted, and I was bottling it. I looked at her and half expected her to look rejected or get up and create some distance between us, but she just kept her eyes on mine and didn’t say anything. I cleared my throat. Fuck it.



“I wanted you to think I’m sexy,” I said finally.



Madeleine smiled. A real smile. Proud, like I’d said exactly what she wanted to hear.



“Good girl,” she said. “I do think you’re very fucking sexy.”



My face burned. I felt it all the way through my chest, a heavy flush that made my skin hot and my nipples tighten. She noticed.



“Oh, she likes that?” Her eyes lit up. “You like being called a good girl?”



“God, yes.”



“But good girls have to do what they’re told. Can you do that?”



“Yes, Madeleine.”



“Let’s test that, shall we? Get on your knees for me.”



I knelt, a little awkwardly. The rug was rough under my knees, and my balance was off, but I adjusted. I’d always read about this in stories or watched it in porn and wanted to do it properly. Wanted to kneel for someone who just asked for it because it felt natural and right and it was what they wanted. A submissive yielding to them. It was the hottest moment of my life.



Madeleine adjusted my position. She told me to straighten my back and to lace my arms behind my back. It had the effect of pushing my tits out and making my pointed nipples strain against the yellow silk.



“That’s much better. You look so beautiful at my feet.”



I blushed hard and pressed my thighs together involuntarily. Madeleine noticed and laughed.



“Oh, this is going to be very fun. You’re awfully responsive, aren’t you?”



I didn’t think I could get any redder or any more turned on. “Yes… It’s been a while.” I sighed, breathy.



“Yeah? When did you last touch yourself?”



I thought about lying and saying that it had been weeks, which was true, if we ignored tonight. But telling the truth seemed too deliciously, humiliatingly hot, and I couldn’t deny myself that, no matter how scary. I put on my best pouty submissive voice, one I hadn’t used before, and said



“Well, about fifteen minutes ago in the shower.”



“Is that so?” Madeleine’s voice was lower now, almost amused. “And what got you so worked up you couldn’t even wait?”



I swallowed. “I… uhhh. The way you talked to me. That look you kept giving me when I was being a little…you know. How calm you were. Like you knew exactly how to handle me.”



She raised an eyebrow, clearly pleased. “That’s all it takes?”



I opened my mouth, but she cut me off.



“No, don’t answer that. I like that it’s easy.”



She sat forward like she wanted me to feel how much space she was taking up. I stayed perfectly still.



“And did you make yourself come, little slut?”



I moaned out loud before I could stop it.



“No,” I whispered. “I stopped myself.”



Madeline nodded and reached forward to tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. My face was burning so hot that her skin felt cold in comparison.



“So, you can show restraint. You came back from that shower aching for me, didn’t you?”



I nodded. She gave me that look again.



“Yes, Madeleine,” I corrected quickly.



“Good girl.” I whimpered, and she smiled.



“You’ve probably already noticed, that I like to be in control. And that means, while we play together, I have some expectations.” She paused and held my chin between her fingers, tilting my head up. “The first rule is, you don’t touch yourself again unless I say so. Understood?”



“Yes, Madeleine.” My voice came out shaky. She’d barely touched me and I was more turned on than I had ever been in my life.



“Take off your top.”



I reached for the hem of my top and peeled it off over my head. The silk caught for a second on my damp skin before I got it past my arms. I dropped it to the floor and looked back up at her.



Madeleine’s eyes raked over my chest. My nipples were already hard, straining against the cold air and all the attention. She stood, and walked around behind me, and I could feel her presence at my back before I felt her fingers. She brushed her fingertips lightly over my shoulders, down my arms, then back up to the swell of my breasts. I stayed perfectly still.



Her fingers circled one nipple, barely grazing it.



“You’re so sensitive,” she murmured.



She pinched gently, and I gasped. Then she did it again but squeezed her fingers tighter. I whimpered, more so from how exposed I felt than the pain. It lit something up inside me.



She paused and crouched down beside me. “Do you know the traffic light system?”



I nodded. “Yeah,” I whispered, searching for the answer from my memory. “Green means go, yellow means slow down, red means stop.”



“Good girl. I don’t need you to impress me,” she sounded contemplative. “I need you to be honest.”



I nodded. Madeleine smiled and then cruelly twisted both of my nipples. I looked down in shock and saw her fingertips were white from the effort.



“Color?” Madeleine said. Her eyes looked on fire.



I hissed in a sharp breath and panted. “Green, Madeleine.”



She gave them one final tug and let go, smoothing a hand over my breasts and down my back.



“Beautiful,” she said. “You’re doing so well for me,”



Madeleine stood and circled me again. Having her stalk around me like that made me feel like prey.



“Stand up,” she said.



My legs were shaky, but I obeyed. She stepped closer and slipped her thumbs under the waistband of my shorts. She pulled them down in one smooth motion, letting them fall to the floor. I stepped out of them carefully. I was completely bare now.



She let her fingers skim the tops of my thighs, then trailed them upward. My legs were trembling and I had to concentrate just to stay still. When she reached my pussy I moaned before she even touched it, and she laughed and brought her hand back to my thigh, and started again. Next time she reached my pussy I kept silent and she rewarded me. She ran her fingers through my folds so slowly that I wanted to scream at her that all this teasing wasn’t necessary, that she could touch me as roughly as she wanted and I’d be ready. I was soaked. I could feel it. And then Madeleine felt it too. She stroked her fingers over my hole and inhaled sharply, then let out a low sound that was almost a growl. Her teeth clicked softly as she clenched her jaw.



I looked away in embarrassment. The shame rushed in before I could stop it.



“Look at me.” Her voice was firm, and I obeyed instantly. When our eyes met, her expression softened, but not by much.



“You’re perfect like this. This is exactly how I want you. ”



Then she started rubbing my clit. Slow at first, then faster, her fingers precise and practiced. For a split second, I wondered how many women she’d done this to. How many young women, even, she’d had bending and whimpering under her hands like this?



The thought should’ve made me self-conscious, but it didn’t. It just made the heat sharper. I wanted to be one of them. I wanted to be her favorite.



My breath hitched from the thought, and I grabbed her arm for balance.



I started to mumble. I told her I was getting close. That I’d come if she kept doing that. That I couldn’t help it. She just carried on rubbing my clit in slow precise circles. She let me climb higher and higher until I was only a few tight circles away from coming. Then she pulled her hand away.



My knees buckled, but she caught me easily, holding me in her strong arms.



“Oh, you didn’t think it would be that easy, did you?” she whispered into my ear. “Silly little slut.”



She ran the flat of her tongue over the shell of my ear. I shivered, hard enough that my knees almost gave out again. My whole body was pulsing. I couldn’t speak. I could barely stand.



“You know,” she whispered, “you weren’t the only one with ideas about tonight. I started heating the hot tub the moment we got back.”



She kissed my shoulder. “Did you think you were subtle? Blushing when I scolded you with my eyes? Asking me if I had a boyfriend?” She laughed and I buried my shoulder in her neck. She grabbed a fist full of my hair and forced me to meet her eyes.



“Come outside with me.”









She led me outside. I was almost in a daze with how turned on I was. I remember when I booked this place I’d studied the picture of the hot tub and imagined myself sinking into the hot bubbles on a blustery evening, shielded from the world by the dense forest behind the cabin. If I’d arrived to an empty cabin, running to the hot tub would have been the first thing I did. But with all the arrival drama I hadn’t seen it at all. And now, I was following a woman I could barely think around, naked, and probably about to have a much less serene hot-tub experience. Not that I was complaining.



Outside the night air hit my skin like a slap. It was sharp and cold and made everything feel more intense. I half expected to come just from the contrast. When we reached the edge of the tub, Madeleine gave my ass one firm slap.



“In.” She punctuated the command with a slap. “I wouldn’t be a very good host if I let you get a cold, would I?”



I scoffed. “You’re not the host! I’m the host”



I turned to see her smirking. Okay, she knew exactly how to get a rise out of me. I shook my head and tried to contain my smile.



I climbed into the tub slowly, biting back a moan as the heat swallowed my legs. The water lapped at my thighs, then my waist, until I sank all the way down. I tucked my knees up and folded my arms over them, trying not to shiver from overstimulation.



Madeleine didn’t move. She was still standing at the edge, fully clothed, watching me with that calm, unreadable expression.



“You’re going to make me sit here while you do the slow, sexy undressing thing, aren’t you?” I asked.



She just raised an eyebrow and started unbuttoning her jeans. She peeled off her clothes one piece at a time, folding each one like she had all the time in the world. Her top came off last, and underneath she wore nothing. I couldn’t take my eyes off her tits and her soft stomach. Her body was strong with curves I wanted to bite into. My fingers twitched under the water. I wanted to touch her so badly it hurt. But I couldn’t, or maybe wouldn’t, would be more accurate. I would need her permission.



She stepped into the tub and crossed to the other side, sitting down with her arms stretched out along the edges like she belonged there. Like I was hers too, just part of the setting. I relaxed my body to try and match her confidence.



“You look like you’ve forgotten how to breathe,” she said.



I had. My body ached and buzzed. I wanted her to do something. Anything.



She locked eyes with me and I could tell she was plotting something. She shifted slightly, and then I felt her foot brush against my ankle. I looked down into the bubbles to see her painted blue toes trace up the length of my calf. She took her time, tracing up every inch of my leg. When she reached the top of my thigh she paused and then slid down to my other ankle. A quiet huff escaped my mouth before I could stop it.



Madeleine raised an eyebrow. “Were you expecting something?”



I shook my head, gritting my teeth. My hands clenched around the edge of the tub seat. The look on her face said she was pleased with my reaction. That she liked seeing me struggle to control my arousal. Madeleine just smiled and ran her foot up my other leg, tracing the same path, water shifting around each movement of her leg. When she reached the top of my thigh this time, she lingered just a little longer.



“Are you sure there isn’t something you want?” She mocked.



I squeezed my eyes shut. I hated how badly I wanted it. How deeply humiliating it felt to ache for her foot like this. I’d never done anything like it, never even thought about it. And yet, I spread my legs.



“Please,” I whispered.



When I opened my eyes, she looked smug as hell.



“See, that wasn’t so hard, was it?”



Her foot pressed against my pussy under the water. I gasped and then moaned, louder than I meant to. I started grinding against her, small desperate motions, needing more, needing anything. It felt obscene. It was obscene. And I couldn’t stop myself. The water sloshed gently as I rocked my hips forward again and again, chasing the orgasm she’d denied me minutes before.



I was ashamed of how close I was. It was happening too fast. Oh god. I wasn’t going to come like this was I? Grinding against her foot? The humiliation was radiating off every cell in my body. I should pull away or think of something boring to try and hold off until we do something else. But I had to admit the truth, the humiliation was only compounding the eroticism of it all.



Madeleine tilted her head.



“Hmmm. No, this won’t do,” she said.



She pulled her foot away.



I whined, feeling completely helpless and dazed. I needed to come.



“Turn around. Knees down, elbows on the edge.”



My stomach flipped. She wanted me bent over the tub with my ass in the air? That was so slutty. And also very fucking hot. I obeyed, pulling myself half out of the water on shaky arms. The cold air hit my ass instantly. I shivered and sucked in a breath, but before I could register the chill properly, I felt hands grabbing my ass. Madeleine’s hands parted me, and then her tongue dragged up my slit from behind.



She licked me for a few seconds, just dragging her tongue gently up the length of my pussy. It was so maddeningly light it felt unfair. All this teasing so unnecessary. Didn’t she know I was already there? Or maybe just taste what she’d already done and savor it. Whatever the reason, I couldn’t stop the quiet, broken sounds coming out of my mouth. I was already close again. Embarrassingly close.



Just as I was settling into the ghostly light rhythm, determined to focus my way to an orgasm, her tongue was gone. My head spun. Arghhh. No. I needed it. I was about to protest loudly when I felt her fingers. She pushed two inside me like she already owned it, which, to be fair, she kind of did.



She felt so fucking good inside me, better than any woman had felt before. It was like her hands with made for me or my pussy was molded for her hand. She started fucking me. Actually fucking me. She curled her fingers and dragged them forward again and again while her other hand stayed firm on my lower back, keeping me right where she wanted me.



I didn’t move. I couldn’t. I let her do it. Let her use me.



She was silent, just fucking me with mechanical precision while I squirmed and gasped and clenched around her. Her fingers felt so fucking good I was almost scared. I could feel the orgasm beating inside me, too ready. Too soon.



And then she stopped. I cried out, loudly this time, and before I could ask for her to continue fucking me, she pulled her hand out completely. My hips twitched forward like they were still trying to fuck her hand, but it was gone.



“Awhhh,” she said behind me, voice dripping with fake sympathy. “You’re humping the air? You’re that desperate? That’s so cute.”



Fuck. I dropped my forehead to the edge of the tub. I couldn’t speak, but her words sent a pulse straight to my clit.



“Color?” she asked. I could feel her breath on my skin.



“Neon fucking green,” I said through gritted teeth.



“Good girl.”



She pushed her fingers back inside me. I felt fuller this time. I couldn’t tell how many fingers she was curling inside me. Two? Three? I didn’t care. There was a full, perfect stretch.



“It’s okay, baby,” she murmured, still with that mocking tone that made my pussy ache. “There you go. I won’t leave you empty for long.”



She just held her fingers still inside me. What was she doing? I needed her to fuck me again.



What do the straight people call this sort of thing?” she said, like she was thinking out loud. “Cockwarming?”



She flexed her fingers slightly and my breath caught.



“Leaving you stuffed and aching,” she went on. “All full and helpless. Just sitting there while something thick keeps you open.”



My legs trembled. I moaned and buried my head further into the edge of the tub. Why did she know exactly what to say to heighten my humiliation and make it hotter at the same time? It wasn’t fair. My whole body was flushed, desperate to move, to come, to do something.



But she didn’t move. She just kept her fingers deep inside me, holding me there like I was her toy. Her hole.



She brought her mouth to my ear. “You like that idea, don’t you?”



I moaned loudly and shifted my hips, trying to pull her further into me.



“Good. Now, you get it. Fuck yourself,” she said, and her voice had that same calm authority that made my whole body obey without a second thought.



I rocked back onto her fingers. I could hear myself. I was so wet and messy and obscene. I tried to ignore the wanton sounds my pussy was making and focused on her command. I fucked myself hard, pushing my hips back until I felt resistance and then moved forward again just so I could chase that full feeling once more. I needed it. My whole body was tight and shaking and trying to get there. I was so close.



And then—



“No,” she said suddenly. “I need another taste.” She licked the flat of her tongue across my ear. “You’re mine tonight. And I want to feel you come on my tongue.”



I barely had time to register that before her fingers slipped out and she dropped to her knees behind me. Her hands pulled me open and her mouth was back on me instantly, like she couldn’t wait. She licked me with zero patience. Like she was hungry for it. Like she meant to finish what she started.



I came hard. Louder than I ever had before, screaming into the trees. My body seizing up, my legs shaking, arms barely holding me up on the edge of the tub. And she licked me through it. She lapped up every pulse and every twitch. And when I finally collapsed, she kissed the back of my thigh like I was hers.



After a few seconds, I felt her fingers trailing lightly down my spine.



“You did so well,” she said. “You’re perfect.” She finished the compliment by kissing between my shoulder blades. I’d never felt so thoroughly held through an orgasm before.



You’re perfect. My throat tightened. I didn’t know what to say to that, so I just sighed.



“Are you ready to use your pretty mouth to make me come?”



“Yes,” I said so loud I surprised myself. I cleared my throat. “I mean. Yes. Please.”



She laughed warmly at my eagerness and stood up in the water. I turned to look. God. She looked fucking perfect. The water clung to her body, glistening over soft curves and strong lines. Her stomach wasn’t flat, her hips were full, and her thighs were thick in a way that made me ache. There was a confidence to how she carried it, like she knew exactly what she was worth and didn’t care if anyone else could keep up. Her skin was wet and flushed and had turned silver in the moonlight. I couldn’t look away.



She sat on the edge of the tub and I crawled between her legs without thinking. She slipped her fingers into my hair loosely as I moved toward my target. Her pussy looked fucking divine. She had a soft thatch of dark hair. The lips beneath were flushed, slick, just slightly parted like she was already waiting for me. I could see how wet she was, and the shine of it made my mouth water.



I hovered there just staring for a second. She smelled like sex and skin and heat, and all I could think about was getting my tongue on her. I stuck out my tongue and closed in. Her grip on my hair tightened into a fist.



“Uh uh. Ask nicely.”



I whimpered. “Please. Please let me taste you.”



Her eyes stayed locked on mine.



“More.”



I swallowed. “Please, Madeleine. I want to taste you. I want your pussy on my tongue. I need it. Please. Please.”



She made a noise I’d never heard before. It was somewhere between a moan and a growl. Then, she pulled me in, and I didn’t hesitate. I pressed my mouth to her and licked her with everything I had, savoring the taste I’d been begging for. I flattened my tongue and dragged it through her folds, and when I reached her clit, she let out a sharp breath and gripped my hair tighter.



I think she decided I’d had enough exploring and she took control. She loosened the grip on my hair but only to grab the back of my head and guide me exactly where she wanted. I let her use me. Let her pull me in deeper, let her rock against my mouth, let her hold me right there while I worked my tongue over her in tight, focused circles. She wasn’t quiet. Every little sound she made pushed me harder, made me want to give her more.



I moaned into her, not even meaning to, just overwhelmed with how good she tasted and how much I needed her to come on my tongue. She was close, I could tell. Her thighs tensed around my head, and her grip in my hair got harder. I kept going. Right there. Over and over, licking and sucking and letting her grind against my face however she wanted.



Then her whole body tightened. She held me still, pressed me hard against her, and came with a low, guttural sound that made my pussy throb.



“Fuck, yes,” she gasped. “Such a good little slut.”



She kept me there while she rode it out. When she finally let go of my head, I pulled back slowly. My mouth was soaking wet and my lips felt swollen. My face was covered in her.



I looked up at her and saw her glazed eyes and a smile breaking through. That look meant everything. I’d done well. I felt proud. Filthy and flushed and aching, but proud.



Madeleine offered me her hand and helped me up onto shaky legs. Without the promise of an orgasm, whether it was mine or hers, distracting me the cold air felt brutal. I shivered and Madeleine did too. She tugged me gently and I climbed out of the tub and followed her inside.



Once we were through the door, she whispered for me to go into the living room and disappeared. I knew she’d only be gone a few seconds, but the moment she left, I felt the absence of her. The space behind me felt too open. My skin missed her eyes.



After a minute or so she found me in the living room. She was carrying two fluffy towels and she quickly placed one on the armchair and pulled the other towel tight around me.



That was….” I started, but the words fell away.



“Good, I hope?” She said, smiling.



“No. Fucking amazing.” My face split into a huge grin.



She released me from the hug, picked up her towel, and quickly wrapped it around herself. Then Madeleine sat down on the armchair by the fire and lazily pulled me into her lap. I curled into her and she responded by slinging one arm around my waist and pulling me in tighter like she wasn’t planning to let me go. I felt soft in her arms, and wanted, and held in a way that felt quietly possessive. Like I was hers, at least for now.



I rested my head against her shoulder.



“So… tomorrow?” I asked, trying to keep my voice casual and failing a little.



She kissed the top of my head.



“Well,” she said, “tomorrow we’ll have another cabin to christen, won’t we?”



I smiled into her neck. Yeah. That worked.
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