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 F is for Fairy Tale 


  The Gingerbread Woman 


   
  Chapter 1 


  Once upon a time, a devious old woman slid a huge metal tray out of the oven. Disbelief and excitement bubbled up inside her, she’d finally done it. 
  “Oh yes, come to mama,” she murmured as her gaze landed on the life-size gingerbread woman she’d just baked. The mere thought of snacking on the tasty morsel laid out before her made her mouth water. It would be her little secret while her husband was out chopping wood in the forest. 
  She hummed a happy tune, smiling to herself as she placed strawberry drops atop small mounds completing perfectly formed breasts. 
  Inhaling the heavenly aroma of cinnamon and spice, she picked up an icing bag and carefully piped on big round eyes, a cute button nose, and luscious mouth. She took a step back and rubbed her hands together, savouring the moment. 
  In the next heartbeat she almost fainted, startled beyond belief when the woman’s confection eyes flew open. 
  *** 
  The second Ginger managed to pry her eyes open, her gaze landed on a wrinkled old woman hovering over her, drooling like a rabid dog. Instinctively, she knew she had to flee. And so, before the old woman could react, Ginger leapt off the metal tray searing her back. With the table acting as a barrier between them, she tore off out the door. 
  The woman lunged and missed, her face flushing an angry red. “Come back here, you ungrateful cookie.” She plucked a rolling pin up off the table and waved it in the air. “How dare you flee your maker.” 
  The absurdity of the words and the sight of the woman lumbering after her made Ginger cackle like a lunatic. 
  Not daring to slow her pace, she mocked the woman over her shoulder. “Run, run, as fast as you can. You can’t catch me; I’m the Gingerbread Woman.” 
  Branches grazed her delicate skin as she dodged in and out of trees. Just as she thought freedom was near, a burly old man emerged from behind a tree, blocking her path. 
  “Where do you think you’re going? I want to eat you.” His lascivious gaze roamed over Ginger’s naked form, making her shudder. 
  Determined to outmanoeuvre him, Ginger dodged left, feinted right, and while the old man was off-balance, she darted around him. 
  Exhilarated, she dashed away, singing at the top of her lungs, “Run, run, as fast as you can. You can’t catch me; I’m the Gingerbread Woman.” 
  Small birds flittered from tree to tree as if egging her on. Where she was running to, Ginger had no clue, but she couldn’t stop. The breeze on her face and the heady sense of freedom made her feel invincible. 
  Sadly, her elation crashed and burned like a car slamming into a brick wall the second she broke free of the forest and stepped into a clearing. An expansive river lay before her—no way across and no way around. 
  Heavy footfalls grew nearer. Ginger slumped in defeat. Before long, the old woman and old man would be upon her and her five minutes of freedom would be over. Would the old man lop her head off right there with his axe, or would they drag her back to the cottage and eat her one limb at a time? 
  She should’ve known escape was too good to be true. The memory of her brother being outsmarted by a sly old fox sent a cold shiver down her spine. 
  Just when Ginger thought all hope was lost, a silver object glimmering on the water caught her eye. Hope flared in her chest. She sprinted toward the river, long blades of grass licking at her feet. 
  Once she reached the bank, Ginger jumped up and down, waving her arms in the air. “Help, help, over here.” 
  Her gaze flicked back and forth between the couple fast approaching and the wide-eyed brunette paddling frantically in her direction. 
  The second she was within reach, the woman extended a hand. “Get in.” 
  Ginger took hold and jumped. The boat dipped dangerously to the side, then righted itself once she settled her backside on the hard wooden seat. She flung her arms around the waist of the woman sitting before her, breathed in her scent, and revelled in the flex of her strong back muscles as she paddled them to safety. 
  An indeterminable amount of time passed before a small jetty came into view. Relief washed over Ginger and her rescuer’s ribcage expanded and deflated as she tried to catch her breath, no doubt as relieved as Ginger to have put some distance between themselves and the couple yelling obscenities at them. 
  
 
  Chapter 2 


  Twice a month, Candace looked forward to the solitude of a weekend spent at her one-bedroom cottage in the forest. More than once, she’d found herself lost in the fantasy of stumbling across a sexy stranger who had her wicked way with her. However, never in her wildest of dreams could she have envisioned the events that had just unfolded. 
  For a minute, she was tempted to pinch herself to make sure she wasn’t dreaming, but the burn in her arms from rowing harder than she ever had in all of her thirty years, and the warmth of the woman plastered to her back like a wetsuit, assured her this was no dream. 
  The sight of a stout old woman wearing an apron and waving a rolling pin above her head had been almost comical. The image of an angry old man lumbering toward them, wielding an axe, had been downright terrifying. 
  Candace only hoped she’d saved this woman before any real harm had befallen her. Other than a few barely visible scratches on her forearms, she didn’t appear to have suffered any physical injuries. But who knew what scars lay beneath? Either way, Candace was determined to find out. 
  After tying her boat to the dock, she offered a reassuring smile to the woman, watching her every move from the boat. “Come on. You’ll be safe here.” She held out a hand. 
  A warm smile lit up the woman’s features. She was gorgeous, and not an ounce of fear radiated in her eyes. A fact that struck Candace as odd, but she didn’t want to rock the proverbial boat and upset her. 
  Heat infused Candace’s fingers as the yet-to-be-named woman’s hand connected with hers. The sexy stranger shot her a panty-melting smile. “Thank you. I’m yours now.” 
  What the ever-loving fuck did that mean? 
  *** 
  As soon as they stepped inside, Candace locked the door behind them. Despite the air being thick and humid in the small cottage, she was too unsettled to open any windows. After gulping down a glass of water, she turned and leaned back against the counter, anxious to get to the bottom of what the hell was going on. 
  Candace remembered her manners seconds before grilling the woman who looked like she’d been baked to perfection. “Would you like a cold drink?” 
  “I’m fine.” 
  “Wanna tell me what’s going on?” Candace asked as gently as she could. 
  The sweet aroma of cinnamon floated through the air along with the woman’s reply. “What do you want to know?” 
  “Let’s start with a name. Who are you?” 
  “My name’s Ginger.” An alluring smile spread across her face. “I’m the Gingerbread Woman.” 
  “Right, and I’m the Candy Man,” Candace dead-panned, in no mood for jokes. “Is there someone I can call? A friend?” She nodded toward her mobile phone in the charging dock, hoping like hell she’d be able to get a signal. Some days were better than others. 
  “No, thank you.” Ginger’s unwavering smile confused Candace. Shouldn’t she be trembling, considering mere minutes ago she’d been running for her life? Or had she? 
  Perhaps the couple she’d fled from were her parents and the only thing Ginger, if that was even her real name, was in trouble for was getting up to no good. The realization made Candace question the wisdom of offering help to a stranger without question. 
  “Any family?” Candace asked, hoping to learn something, anything, about the enigmatic woman sitting at her kitchen table. 
  “My brother died.” The corner of Ginger’s mouth kicked up and her eyes sparkled. “Eaten by a fox.” 
  Unable to help herself, Candace burst out laughing. “You really are something else.” She shook her head, trying to make sense of the bizarre situation. “Tell you what. I’m going to take a shower and find something for you to wear, and then you can tell me what’s really going on.” Candace winked as if to say, ‘I’m onto you, so stop messing with my mind.’ 
  Not wanting to leave her guest alone for too long, Candace jumped into the shower, scrubbed the sunscreen off her body, and climbed out again in record time. Glancing at her reflection as she wiped steam off the bathroom mirror, she marvelled at how pale her skin was in comparison to the stunning woman loitering in her kitchen. However, that was far from where their differences ended. 
  Whereas Candace could be regarded as your typical green-eyed, long-haired brunette, Ginger had beautiful brown eyes and… 
  Stunned, Candace’s mind raced. 
  What the fuck? 
  The woman she’d rescued was fucking gorgeous…and completely bald. 
  Before she could draw her next breath, the intoxicating aroma of sugar and spice wrapped around Candace. Her body tingled and her vision blurred as if she was flying high on drugs. 
  Ginger’s warm breath whispered across the back of her neck. “Do you believe in fairy tales?” 
  At a loss for words, Candace shook her head. 
  Ginger spun her in a half-circle. The towel, knotted just above Candace’s breasts, was the only barrier between them. Her heart raced in anticipation as she awaited Ginger’s next move. With a quick tug of Ginger’s hand, the towel dropped to the floor, and there they stood in all their naked glory. 
  Time stood still as they gazed into each other’s eyes. Heat crackled between them. No words were spoken. Ginger leaned in. Their lips met and their bodies aligned. Breast to breast, thigh to thigh. When Ginger stroked her tongue over Candace’s, a bolt of liquid lust shot through her body. 
  Ginger put her hands on Candace’s hips, and they felt like they belonged there. They kissed for a long time, tongues duelling, heat fusing their bodies. Candace wanted to kiss Ginger forever, to melt into her. 
  Eventually, Ginger broke the kiss, leaving both of them breathing hard. 
  Hypnotized by alluring brown eyes, Candace didn’t resist when Ginger guided her backward until her legs connected with the queen-size bed. 
  Oh god, she’s going to ravish me. The thought made Candace quiver with anticipation. Despite being strangers, for some inexplicable reason, she trusted Ginger. 
  With a gentle shove from Ginger, Candace fell and landed in the middle of the soft bed. 
  Smiling down at her, Ginger jutted out a hip. “Assume the position.” 
  “What position?” Candace asked, her ample breasts still jiggling from the impact of hitting the bed. 
  “The gingerbread position.” 
  Enraptured by Ginger’s playful manner, Candace spread her arms and legs until she thought she resembled the cookie born of fairy tales. Ironically, rather than feeling vulnerable, Ginger’s gaze made Candace burn with desire. 
  A tiny whimper escaped her lips as Ginger dropped to her knees. “We’re going to rewrite history. In our fairy tale, the gingerbread woman gets to eat the foxy lady. Because make no mistake about it, Candy, you’re a very foxy woman and I’m about to devour every inch of you.” 
  The words of the promise made Candace throb with need. Her back arched, and she closed her eyes, revelling in the highly erotic sensations zinging from her feet to her clit as Ginger held Candace’s foot and sucked on every single toe. 
  Nerve endings she didn’t know she had fired to life. The fact her feet were an erogenous zone took her pleasantly by surprise. She writhed in pleasure, lapping up the attention. 
  Once every inch of her foot had been kissed, licked, and sucked, Ginger smacked her lips together and planted one final kiss on Candace’s big toe. “You taste divine, like peach candy.” 
  A chuckle bubbled up inside Candace, but she didn’t bother mentioning her shower gel was apricot, not peach. 
  Tiny vibrations tingled up and down her legs as Ginger inched her way up Candace’s body, nibbling and sucking on her inner thighs. Her toes curled, and she fisted the bedsheets. Ginger’s painfully slow ascent was the closest thing she’d experienced to erotic torture. 
  “Oh god, Ginger, I need you.” 
  Ginger lifted her head and batted her beautiful brown eyes. “Where? Here?” She ran an inquisitive finger along Candace’s folds then circled her clit. Her touch was gentle despite the slightly rough texture of her fingertips. The erotic sensations rocketing through Candace were indescribable. Heat bloomed in every cell of her being. She yearned to roll her nipples between her thumb and forefinger. But the desire to please Ginger kept her limbs pinned to the bed. Plus, she didn’t want to make a move that would put an end to her being the centre of this gorgeous woman’s attention. 
  When Ginger flicked her tongue across Candace’s clit, she moaned and bucked her hips. She’d imagined this scenario, being ravished by a sexy stranger many times, but nothing could’ve prepared her for the reality. Ginger’s tongue was soft and warm. Candace arched up. Ginger licked her. Candace shuddered, helpless to do anything but give herself to Ginger. 
  Tension coiled in her belly; her nipples grew hard and tight. Tiny moans escaped her throat as Ginger blew on her wet centre, her hot breath making Candace writhe. 
  “You okay?” Ginger paused, meeting Candace’s gaze over the top of her pubic mound. 
  “Never—” Candace took a deep breath. “—better.” And she was so, so close. It would take only the barest touch to make her go over. 
  And like a fairy godmother sent to grant her wish, Ginger entered her with two fingers and took her clit between her lips, applying the perfect amount of pressure. 
  Candace’s clit spasmed and her inner walls contracted around Ginger’s fingers, launching her into ecstasy. Ginger stilled her movements while Candace’s body shook around her digits. Spent, Candace exhaled a heavy breath. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d come so hard or fast. A year-long dry spell probably had something to do with that. 
  Delirious, Candace chuckled. “Fuck, I needed that.” 
  The words were barely out of her mouth before Ginger was on top of her. She planted a quick kiss on Candy’s mouth before moving higher and offering a rosy-red nipple to her. Candace took the offering between her lips, she tasted like cinnamon and strawberry, adding to the enigma of this mysterious woman rocking her world. 
  Not bothering to linger for long, Ginger gripped the headboard and straddled Candace’s face. “Your turn to dine.” She lowered herself until her centre was millimetres from Candace’s mouth. Ginger’s labia were an alluring pinkish-brown, plump, and completely devoid of hair. Wanting to bury her face between the glistening folds, Candace cupped Ginger’s backside. Before she could get a decent grip of the small firm globes, Ginger chastised her. 
  “Tut-tut.” She swatted Candace’s hands. “Resume the position.” 
  Confused, Candace frowned. “Did I do something wrong?” 
  “Oh no, no, no, Candy. Not at all.” The tantalizing aroma of Ginger’s arousal as she hovered above her made Candace’s mouth water. “But this is my fairy tale, which means I’m in charge.” 
  Frustrated, yet incredibly aroused by Ginger’s declaration, Candace tentatively ran her tongue along the length of Ginger’s slit. The flavour of sugar and spice exploded on her tongue. 
  Unable to get enough of her, Candace feasted on Ginger as if it was her last meal. With every swipe of her tongue, Ginger groaned and rocked her pelvis. A cacophony of soft whimpers and the headboard banging against the wall with each thrust of Ginger’s hips echoed around the room. 
  After a few minutes, Ginger fisted Candace’s hair and rode her face. Candy held her tongue flat, letting Ginger take her pleasure. 
  After a few bucks of her hips, she cried out. “Oh yes, yes, yes.” 
  Ginger’s thighs quivered and clamped down around Candace’s head, muffling her hearing. The only sense she was aware of was taste. Ginger’s release flooded her mouth. Her taste was out of this world. Not musky, not salty, but like vanilla icing. 
  How was that even possible? 
  As she levered herself up, creamy drops landed on Candace’s chin, the hollow of her neck, and upper breasts. 
  “Oops, sorry about that.” Ginger ran a finger through the sticky mess and sucked them clean. “Mm-hmm, no wonder you humans love cookies and cream.” 
  Still feeling as though she’d been drugged, Candace climbed off the bed. “Come on. Let’s clean off in the shower.” 
  Hand in hand, they entered the bathroom. Candace turned on the water and towed Ginger in behind her. She plucked up the facecloth and tried to gather her thoughts while wiping the sticky mess off her neck and chest. What was she supposed to do now? Kick her out? Let her stay at the cottage? Would they date? 
  The best plan of attack was probably to talk, which in hindsight, she should’ve insisted on doing before they got down and dirty. Candace turned to Ginger. Water cascaded over Ginger’s body. 
  A surge of panic tore through Candace. “What’s wrong?” She stared at Ginger in stunned horror. 
  Ginger’s smiling face morphed into a lop-sided grin, then fell away altogether, literally. Her shoulders narrowed, then disappeared. In the blink of an eye, Candace found herself staring at a pile of cookie dough on the shower floor. 
  
 
  Chapter 3 


  The following morning, Candace half expected to find cookie crumbs in her bed. Relieved when she didn’t, she flicked back the duvet cover, climbed out of bed, and padded to the kitchen in search of her morning brew. 
  After putting the coffeemaker on, she slumped into a chair at the kitchen table and opened her tablet to the manuscript she’d abandoned the night before. She couldn’t believe the words jumping off the page. 
  At first, she chuckled, imagining the old woman brandishing a rolling pin. Then her heart soared and she found herself rooting for Ginger. Yes, she had a saviour. A few pages later, she stopped reading long enough to fan herself. 
  Phew, that was hot. 
  When she got to the words “The End,” she didn’t know whether to chuckle or groan, so Candace did both, emitting a weird strangled laugh. For a split second, she considered rewriting the ending, then decided to hell with it, because that’s the way the cookie crumbled. 
  Resigned to her fate, much like Ginger, Candace hit send. At worse, it would be rejected by her publisher, in which case she’d console herself with cookies and cream. 
  At best, readers would get to enjoy a few minutes of escapism. 
  After logging out of her email account, she poured a large mug of coffee, picked up a book, and headed outdoors, certain her day wouldn’t be anywhere near as exciting as her character’s, but a girl could dream. 
  
 


 
 F is for Felony 


  Frisked and Cuffed 


  A loud rap on the door made my heart pound in my chest. It shouldn’t have. I knew it was only a matter of time before the law showed up on my doorstep. 
  If I was going to be arrested, I was going to make damn sure I looked good. I’d seen my share of mugshots, none of them pretty. 
  Ignoring the banging on the door, I took a minute to appraise myself in the floor-to-ceiling mirror in the hallway. I looked nothing like a villain. 
  I’d often been told I looked younger than my twenty-six years. The smattering of freckles across my nose added to my childlike looks, or so I’d been told. 
  I inherited my strawberry blond hair and high cheekbones from my mother. My hazel eyes and lean frame were thanks to my father. 
  The denim skirt I wore scarcely covered my backside, and my tank-top showed off my midriff. For a minute I considered getting changed, but what was the point having a belly-button piercing if I couldn’t show it off? 
  The pounding grew more insistent. 
  My heart rate kicked up along with my pace. I painted on the most charming smile I could muster before opening the door. 
  A lungful of air lodged in my throat. 
  The woman before me was absolutely gorgeous. Full breasts straining against the tight confines of her navy-blue uniform, and long toned legs I wanted to climb. 
  She flashed me her badge along with a dazzling smile that made me weak in the knees. 
  In the blink of an eye, her flirty smile morphed into a scowl. 
  I was tempted to ask if she was playing good cop, bad cop, but the baton swinging from her hip made me think better of it. 
  “Bethany Reid?” 
  “Yes.” I cleared my throat, hating the way my voice squeaked. I was innocent until proven guilty. 
  “You’re under arrest for theft.” 
  “I have no idea what you’re talking about.” I folded my arms across my chest, feeling a tad smug. She had nothing on me. 
  The officer pushed inside, getting in my face. She smelled like chocolate and cinnamon. 
  “So you won’t mind if I search your room?” 
  I almost said ‘our room’ but caught myself in the nick of time. I wanted to stay in the moment, in the fantasy Louise and I had created. 
  I swept my arms in front of me. “Go ahead. I have nothing to hide.” 
  Before I could draw my next breath, my arms were wrenched behind my back and bound. The feeling of helplessness ramped up my excitement. 
  “Your innocent act won’t work on me, little girl.” The officer’s words were low and menacing, her breath warm on my neck. 
  “Move.” I was unceremoniously shoved in the back. 
  Alarm tore through me when I stumbled. Thankfully, I caught my balance before my face became better acquainted with the carpet. 
  I marched down the hallway, past the bathroom, and into our room. Sunlight streamed through the windows, bathing the furniture in a golden glow. 
  Bookcase to the left, dressing table to the right, king-size bed smack bang in the middle. 
  With no idea what to do next, I stared straight ahead, my gaze fixed on the white slats of our headboard. 
  If we’d discussed the scene from A to Z the element of surprise would’ve been lost. 
  The suspense of not knowing how this would end was as nerve-wracking as it was exhilarating. 
  Officer Louise lifted the corner of the mattress, peering beneath. “Where’s your stash?” 
  “I…I don’t know what you’re talking about.” My voice trembled as my mind slipped further into the fantasy we’d created. 
  She whipped the baton off the loop on her belt. With an evil gleam in her eye, she ran her hand along the length of the smooth wood. 
  “We can do this the easy way…or the hard way.” She smacked the baton across her palm. “Choose!” 
  The snap of her voice kicked me into action. I strode the three steps from our bed to my jewellery box. 
  “No funny business.” 
  I rolled my eyes at the ridiculous comment. Seriously, what could I do with my hands tied behind my back? 
  “Freeze.” The command stopped me in my tracks. 
  My eyes locked with Officer Lou’s in the mirror above our dressing table. She slowly approached, hips swaying, face inscrutable, wavy brown locks bouncing around her shoulders. 
  “Spread ‘em.” 
  A foot kicked at mine. As soon as I parted my thighs, cool air hit my wet centre. The anticipation alone was killing me. 
  What was my crime? How would I pay? Would she demand sexual favours, or simply have her way with me? 
  My pulse throbbed between my legs. 
  The rip of Velcro strips tore through the air. When I realized I was free, I wanted to cry from the injustice. 
  “Don’t try anything funny.” 
  This time I didn’t roll my eyes. “I won’t, Officer. I’ll do anything you want.” 
  Without a word, she cuffed my hands in front of me. “Elbows on the dresser, legs spread.” 
  I did as I was told, bent at the waist, backside thrust out. I waited for a blow that didn’t come. 
  Officer Lou’s hands snaked around me, under my tank top. She cupped my breasts, and I suppressed a moan. I should’ve been terrified, but I was soaking wet. 
  Her hands moved, my bra snapped open, and they were back again, pushing the cups up. She teased my nipples until they were painfully erect. 
  “What have we got here?” She squeezed, fingers digging in like pincers. 
  I said the first thing that came to mind. “Diamonds, Officer.” It seemed fitting because my nipples were so fucking hard it felt like they could cut glass. 
  “Not what I’m looking for.” 
  She abruptly removed her hands. I breathed through the burn as blood flow returned to my tortured nipples. 
  Officer Lou made quick work of frisking me. Patting down my sides, arms, and legs, and all the way back up again. 
  I waggled my backside and received a swat in return. She yanked me upright and I came face to face with a stern look, lips pinched, eyes narrowed. 
  She glanced at the dressing table. “What’s in there?” 
  I grabbed the knob with my bound hands and pulled open the top drawer. It was overflowing with socks and underwear. 
  She shook her head. “Next one.” 
  I did as I was told, yanking open the middle drawer. My gaze landed on a pink, midriff tank-top similar to the one I was wearing. 
  “Lower.” 
  Shit! 
  My heart tripped into a gallop. I was busted. “There’s nothing in there.” I batted my baby blues. 
  “Open it,” Officer Lou gritted out the words. 
  I stalled, taking a moment to admire her legs from my crouched position. When I reached the apex of her thighs, the sight that greeted me made my mouth water. She wasn’t wearing any panties under the navy-blue skirt. 
  The loud whack of the baton impacting with the top of our dresser bounced off the walls. 
  “Now!” 
  I pulled open the bottom drawer and grinned when her gaze landed on a pair of old jeans and a hoody. I hadn’t worn either in years. 
  Officer Lou put her foot on my shoulder and shoved. Caught off guard, I toppled sideways, landing on the carpet in a foetal position. I quickly recovered, scrambling to my knees. 
  She tossed aside my jeans and hoodie. Glee lit up her face when she found what she was looking for. 
  Officer Lou spoke into the plastic mic affixed to her police uniform. “Suspect has been apprehended; weapon secured.” 
  Smiling down at me, she dangled the leather harness from her fingers. The large blue dildo mocked me like a gun. 
  “Is this thing loaded?” 
  “I…I don’t know, Officer. It’s not mine. I have no idea how it got there.” 
  I was yanked to my feet by the scruff of my shirt. Bra shoved up, tits hanging out. 
  She retrieved the battery from the base of the phallus. Sunlight glistened off the silver coating. “What’s this?” 
  The closer I studied it, the more it looked like a bullet. “It’s a blank,” I said, clutching at straws. 
  She reinserted the battery, her smile sardonic. “Are you willing to prove it, play a little Russian Roulette?” Her eyes twinkled with mirth. 
  My trust in Louise to come up with a sexy scenario faltered. If she pointed the dildo at my head, I would probably burst out laughing. 
  She grabbed me by the upper arm, wiping the smile that tried to burst forth clean off my face. 
  “Get on all fours.” She shoved me toward the bed. 
  “N…no.” My protest was as feeble as it sounded. 
  “Would you prefer I just arrest you.” She shrugged like it didn’t matter to her either way. “I know a butch who would love to get her hands on a pretty little femme like you.” 
  I jumped, letting out a squeal when she slapped my arse. 
  Resigned, I crawled onto the end of the bed, got onto all fours, elbows braced, bound hands in front of me. 
  The position made me feel extremely vulnerable and incredibly turned on. I was sure she could see every contour of my vulva through my sheer panties. 
  “Fuck.” Her breath caught, and I smiled to myself, pleased she liked what she saw. 
  I’d fantasised about being bound and fucked by an officer of the law since I was sixteen years old. One night, I’d gone out with some mates. We went to a party and things got out of hand, noise control was called, and then the police. A female officer had escorted us girls out of the house and given us a stern lecture about underage drinking. 
  She’d dangled her baton at us, handcuffs; you name it, to try to scare us silly. All I remember was how hot she was. Perhaps it was the booze, but the fantasy had stayed. 
  A slap across the arse pulled me out of my trip down memory lane. Before I could recover, my panties were dragged down my legs. 
  “Lift.” 
  I lifted one knee and then the other until I was completely exposed, skirt bunched around my waist. 
  “Beautiful.” Officer Lou caressed my backside before delivering another blow. 
  “Thank you, Officer.” I wasn’t sure if I was thanking her for the compliment or the blow to my arse. I loved the burn of a good spanking and Louise knew it. 
  “You do know concealing a loaded weapon is a punishable crime, don’t you?” 
  “I told you, it’s firing blanks.” 
  “Brat.” There was a smile in her voice. “How many lashes do you think fit the crime?” 
  “Six?” I asked tentatively. 
  Cool wood caressed my backside. The baton? Anxiety ripped through me. I loved a playful spanking, but anything more than a gentle slap was beyond my pain threshold. 
  Tomato! 
  I exhaled a breath as my safeword came to mind. One word and all play would stop. 
  The baton dipped lower, dragging along the length of my slit. It felt obscene and that turned me on more. 
  “So wet.” Officer Lou’s voice was a seductive purr. “Better than any polish.” 
  I imagined her staring at the baton, rubbing in my arousal like an expensive varnish. I glanced between my legs hoping to catch a peek. 
  I looked just in time to see the baton fall to the floor. 
  I knew what was coming. I braced myself for the first blow. 
  A slight sting bloomed on my left cheek, and the slap of skin on skin echoed around the room. 
  Like my backside, Officer Lou was just warming up. 
  “One, thank you, Officer.” 
  “Don’t thank me yet. You’re not off the hook.” Another blow landed. Harder than the first. 
  “Two, thank you, Officer.” 
  “Thank you for what?” 
  I wracked my brain for an answer. She’d just said not to thank her, damn it. What was I thanking her for? Anything or had I said it out of habit? 
  Another blow landed and the burn I craved spread outward, firing nerve endings to life. This time I kept quiet. 
  “Thank you for what?” Her voice was stern. 
  “For not arresting me.” Was that the right answer? 
  “Good girl.” She delivered two more blows in quick succession. 
  I breathed through the burn, spine arching. I braced myself for the last blow. 
  It didn’t come. 
  If nothing else, Louise was keeping me off-kilter. She seemed familiar but different, which added fuel to my arousal. I replaced the image of my sweet Louise with the officer of my fantasies while awaiting her next move. 
  My eyes flew open when her hot, wet mouth connected with my centre. I glanced between my legs. Her blue uniform—zip partially down, creamy cleavage spilling over the top—flooded my vision. 
  The officer was on her knees, gripping my hips, tonguing me from behind. The position was new to me, to both of us. 
  I never thought I’d like it. I was wrong. It was extraordinarily erotic. She had me teetering on the edge within seconds. 
  The desire to grab her head and mash it into me was overwhelming. My bound wrists prevented me from doing so. 
  I exhaled my pleasure and frustration in one long breath. 
  Officer Lou’s chuckle was low and throaty. She was enjoying this as much as I was. 
  “Tease,” I quipped and immediately regretted it. 
  It felt like I’d had my arm ripped off when she stepped away. Goddamn me and my big mouth. Perhaps she should’ve gagged me as well. 
  My despair was fleeting. I gazed between my legs, riveted by the sight of Officer Lou adjusting the straps on the harness, blue dildo jutting out proudly. 
  “Let’s see if this thing is loaded.” Louise squirted some lube on the phallus and stroked it lovingly. 
  At least in my mind she did, but from my position on the bed, arse in the air, head on my bound hands, I couldn’t see her face. I didn’t need to. I could see her in my mind, wavy brown hair, luscious full lips, big brown eyes, and a killer smile. 
  The cool tip of the phallus nudged my entrance. I quivered in anticipation. 
  “You okay?” Louise rested her hand on my lower back as she slowly inched forward. 
  “No, I’m a terrible villain, fuck me, and fuck me hard.” 
  She stepped away and I groaned in frustration. 
  Yep, I definitely needed a gag. I squealed when the baton impacted with my arse. Not from pain but surprise. 
  “Pardon me?” 
  “Sorry, Officer.” I pushed up on my hands, staring at the headboard. Perhaps too much blood to my head had made me forget my place. 
  The baton thudded to the floor once again. I inched my legs apart, ever so slightly, bracing my knees, waiting, anticipating. 
  And then she was there… 
  “Breathe.” 
  I exhaled, eyes sliding closed as she filled me. The cool leather of the harness brushed up against my backside. 
  “Let’s see if you were lying about it being it blank or not.” 
  The silver bullet fired to life. No one died, although I felt like I’d gone to heaven. The vibrations coupled with the slap of the harness every time Louise bottomed out hurtled me toward euphoria. 
  She bent at the waist, breasts brushing my back, her breath warm on my neck. 
  “I’m going to make you come, and you’re going to do so quietly. Understood?” 
  “Yes, Officer.” 
  An involuntary whimper escaped my lips when she found my clit. She expertly massaged it in slow circles, her thumb gliding easily over my slick arousal. 
  Her movements became shallower, her moans mingling with mine. The sound of the harness slapping against my backside, tiny vibrations pulsing inside me, her fingers on me, were all too much. 
  I wanted to rear up on my knees and scream my release at the ceiling. Instead, I fisted the sheets and did as the officer said. 
  With her buried to the hilt, I swallowed my cries of passion as I rode out an intense climax, walls gripping and releasing the toy buried inside me. 
  Louise wasn’t far behind. She thrust once more and on a grunt, cried out. “Fuck.” She shuddered against me, thighs quivering. “Oh, yes…yes, yes, yes.” 
  My thighs trembled as fatigue settled in. How long I’d been kneeling was beyond me. I slid forward as Louise slid out. 
  The harness hit the floor with a thud, and she freed my bound hands. The bed bounced and I was in her arms. She stared into my eyes, holding me tight. 
  “Fuck, that was hot.” She blew out a breath. “Was it okay for you?” 
  “Are you fucking kidding?” I planted sloppy kisses all over her cheeks. 
  “Stop.” She giggled, wiping my slobber off her face. 
  I kissed her full on the lips, pouring all the love I felt for her into that one kiss. “It was perfect.” 
  “So are you.” She kissed me back. 
  I’d never been called perfect before, but I was too sated to argue. 
  
 


 
 F is for Fantasy 


  Learning Curves 


  A ripple of excitement tingled up Tina’s spine as she drove under the hotel sign, down the ramp and into the underground car park. It wasn’t unusual to see new hotels being erected in Wellington or any other busy city in New Zealand for that matter. What set Hotel Fantasia apart from the others was the discrete wing dedicated to adult themes and fetishes. 
  Rooms had to be booked and paid for in advance. A keycode was given which meant guests using the elite rooms didn’t have to check in with front of the house staff. 
  Tina glanced across at her wife sitting in the passenger seat. Seemingly already slipping into her role of naughty schoolgirl, Janine twirled a lock of red hair around her finger and offered Tina a shy smile. 
  Although they still enjoyed an active sex life, sex had become more perfunctory than explorative since the arrival of twins six-years ago. 
  Once she parked in their allocated spot, Tina turned in the driver’s seat and took her wife’s hands in her own. Like her smile, Janine’s palms were warm and soft. Even so, Tina still needed to know Janine wasn’t having second thoughts now that they were there, and things were about to get real. “You still want to do this?” 
  Excitement flashed in Janine’s sparkling green eyes. “Hell, yes.” As though suddenly remembering why they were at the Hotel, she lowered her gaze and bit her lip. “Sorry. I mean yes, Head Mistress. But if we sit here much longer I’m going to be late for my detention.” 
  A delicious throb of anticipation pulsed between Tina’s legs when Janine bent over the seat to retrieve her backpack. 
  She licked her lips as mouth-watering images of Janine dressed as a schoolgirl skidded through her mind. Not that she’d seen her outfit yet. 
  For obvious reasons, Janine hadn’t been able to change into her outfit before they’d left home, unlike Tina who’d dressed in a figure-hugging skirt and fitted blouse without raising suspicion. As far as their teenage babysitter and the twins were concerned, Janine and Tina were downtown shopping. 
  Glancing around the eerily quiet back entrance added to the heady feeling that they were up to no good. Tina punched in the numerical code to the back door. The lock clicked and she pushed the door open, letting Janine precede her. 
  Thick red carpet lined a short hallway. There were four doors, two either side of them, and a heavy black door directly ahead. Which, Tina suspected, led to the rest of the hotel. Not that she had any intention of venturing past their room. 
  The fresh scent of new dcor enveloped Tina as she entered the second code she’d been given. Heart pounding with anticipation, she entwined her fingers with Janine’s, and together they entered room 101. 
  A wide-eyed expression of awestruck wonder slid onto Janine’s face. “Wow!” 
  In the middle of the room, a single student desk and chair faced the blackboard. A sturdy wooden desk dominated the space directly in front of it. A few items of stationery were scattered across the desktop, along with a lengthy wooden ruler; as per Tina’s request when booking the room. 
  To their left, a shelf lined with books spanned the length of the wall. And to their right, a black sign across the middle of a closed white door announced Bathroom. 
  Tina turned to Janine. Sexual tension crackled between them as they held each other’s heated gaze. Needing to stay grounded, Tina took a deep breath. The invigorating aroma of Janine’s apple shampoo made her nostrils flare. On an exhale, Tina straightened her spine, schooled her features, and got down to business. 
  “I believe you have detention in five minutes. Don’t be late.” She tapped her wristwatch. 
  “Yes, Head Mistress,” Janine replied with a sexy gleam in her eye, then spun on her heels and headed for the bathroom. 
  The seductive sway of her full-hips made Tina’s breath hitch. For a long time after having the twins, Janine had hated that she couldn’t shed the last of the weight she’d gained while carrying their babies. After months of reassurance on Tina’s part, she’d finally managed to convince her wife that she loved her full-figure, and by God she meant it. 
  Based on appearances alone, most people assumed Janine was the more aggressive partner. Her fiery red hair, intense green eyes, and stocky frame projected the illusion of a force to be reckoned with. However, beneath the exterior was a passive woman who avoided confrontation like the plague. 
  In comparison, Tina’s slight frame made her look like a wilting willow. Anyone who dared to cross her, or mess with her wife and kids, soon discovered she was a hellcat who rarely backed down without a fight. 
  Taking a deep breath, Tina cleared her mind and slipped into the persona of Head Mistress. 
  The click of the bathroom door sent a surge of adrenaline zinging through her veins. The sight of Janine stole her breath away. She wore a short red and black plaid skirt, white knee-high socks, and a sheer white blouse tied in a knot under her breasts. Her hair hung down her sides in two flaming red ponytails. 
  Although Janine looked sexy as hell, it was the air of innocence surrounding her that made Tina’s pulse race. Determined to stay in her role and not melt into a puddle at Janine’s feet, Tina gripped the back of the swivel chair, dragged it silently across the carpet, and positioned it next to the sturdy wooden desk. 
  “Sorry I’m late, Head Mistress.” The sinfully sexy smile Janine flashed her implied she was everything but. 
  Having no intention of rewarding her wife’s, or should she say student’s bratty behaviour, Tina spoke in a stern voice. “You seem to be making a habit of being late and that’s unacceptable, young lady.” Tina held her chin high, back ramrod straight. “Your homework is often late as well. Isn’t that the reason your English teacher issued you with detention?” 
  “Yes, Miss.” Janine chewed her bottom lip and twirled a ponytail around her finger. 
  “Ms Clark,” Tina corrected. 
  “Huh?” Janine screwed up her face, drawing Tina’s gaze to the smattering of freckles across the bridge of her nose. 
  Intending to spell out the name, Ms Clark, Tina turned to the blackboard and picked up a piece of chalk. They’d only discussed the basics of their fantasy, so she was acting on instinct. 
  After writing the letter M on the board, she turned back to Janine when a better idea sprung to mind. 
  “Actually, young lady, it’s you who should be writing lines.” She pinned Janine with a no-nonsense glare and folded her arms under her breasts. “Come up here.” 
  With an adorable pout on her lips, Janine stepped up to the blackboard. “Yes, Head Mistress.” 
  After handing over the piece of chalk, Tina sunk into the chair beside the desk. “Perhaps writing lines will help with your English grade.” 
  Looking every bit like an insolent teenager, Janine rolled her eyes. “Whatever.” 
  Surprised by the sassy response, Tina gasped. “I beg your pardon?” She pursed her lips and narrowed her eyes, hoping she looked as foreboding as some of the teachers she never would’ve dared to cross. “Is writing lines too civilized for you, young lady?” 
  Unfazed, or perhaps playing her part to a tee, Janine rocked back and forth on her heels. “Writing lines is for kids.” She lifted a shoulder in a half-hearted shrug. 
  “Well, as long as you insist on acting like a spoiled brat, I’ll treat you like one.” With the element of surprise on her side, in one swift move, Tina grabbed Janine by the arm and hauled her across her lap. 
  Her skirt rode up revealing white cotton briefs as she wiggled her hips. The warmth of Janine’s chest seared into Tina’s thighs, making her yearn to feel flesh on flesh. And she would, all in good time. 
  Tina squinted against the glare of the overhead light as she reached across the desktop and retrieved the wooden ruler. It was warm and smooth in her grip. 
  “Naughty girls need to be taught a lesson.” Using the ruler like a cane, she slashed the implement across Janine’s buttocks. 
  Janine squealed and jerked in her lap, her cotton briefs offering no barrier between the wood and her sensitive flesh. Tina revelled in Janine’s reaction and delighted in the resounding crack echoing in her ears. 
  Exhaling a low moan, Janine offered a futile apology. “Sorry, Ms Clark. I won’t do it again.” 
  “Are you sure?” Tina asked. 
  “No.” Janine giggled, rocking her hips and wiggling her backside. 
  Turned on by Janine’s playful response, Tina tugged on the waistband of Janine’s briefs exposing her beautiful round cheeks. She licked her lips and delivered a second crack. Another pink stripe joined the first and the intoxicating scent of Janine’s arousal tickled Tina’s nostrils. 
  “Beautiful,” Tina murmured, delivering the third blow. 
  The tortured groan that vibrated in Janine’s chest ignited Tina’s blood. Aware they had a time limit on the room, she reluctantly pulled Janine’s briefs back up. “Now, where were we?” 
  Head down, her long red hair grazing the carpet, Janine didn’t say a word. 
  The fact she’d turned over control was breathtakingly empowering and arousing for Tina. 
  “Are you ready to write lines now, young lady?” 
  “Yes, Ms Clark,” Janine replied, all hints of the sassy teenager gone. “If that would please you.” 
  The offer to please her made Tina’s nipples tingle in response. She was hyperaware of her blouse pulling across her chest when she extended an arm and pulled on Janine’s shoulder. “Up you get.” 
  Back on her feet, Janine shot her a scorching look then padded across to the blackboard. Tina’s mouth watered, her gaze fixed on the red and black tartan skirt hugging Janine’s curvaceous thighs. 
  “What would you like me to write, Ms Clark?” 
  Janine’s voice snapped Tina out of her musings, even though her gaze hadn’t strayed from her wife’s gorgeous physique. 
  She replied without thought as a plan took root and blossomed in her mind. “The alphabet.” 
  An ‘are you serious’ look flashed across Janine’s face before she acquiesced and turned to face the board. Once her back was turned, Tina dropped to her knees, crawled up behind her, and nipped Janine’s backside. 
  Three things happened at once: a high-pitched squeal echoed around the room, Janine jumped, and the piece of chalk landed on the floor next to Tina. 
  Elated by Janine’s response, something that couldn’t have gone better if she’d planned it, Tina scuttled backward and pulled herself up into the teacher’s seat; backside on the edge of the padded chair, thighs parted, hands gripping the armrests. 
  Janine’s gaze travelled to where Tina intended to put her pouty lips to good use. The lift of an eyebrow made it clear she’d just discovered Tina hadn’t worn any underwear. Her excited gaze flickered between the stick of chalk on the floor and Tina’s crotch. 
  Tina waggled her finger and shook her head in mock disgust. “Now that the chalk is covered in fluff…” 
  An amused smile tugged at the corners of Janine’s mouth. Tina fought the urge not to return the grin. The room was so clean there wasn’t a speck of dust or piece of fluff to be seen. 
  “This is not a laughing matter, young lady.” Tina pointed her finger of doom at Janine. “Get on your knees.” 
  The smile disappeared from Janine’s face, desire taking its place. A heated flush spread up her neck and added a rosy glow to her cheeks. Janine’s chest rose and fell in time to her heavy breaths. As if they were connected, Tina’s body reacted in kind. She fed off her wife’s arousal, and vice-versa. 
  Hell, the entire scenario never would have worked if they weren’t both turned on by the idea of roleplay. It allowed them to slip into personas they often fantasized about. The fact neither of them could act to save themselves didn’t matter. 
  Tina toed off her high heels and pointed to a spot between her feet. “Over here.” 
  The fiery look in Janine’s eyes as she dropped to all fours made Tina burn with desire. Like a cat stalking its prey, Janine advanced, her movements slow and controlled. As soon as her chin was level with Tina’s knees, she came to an abrupt stop, as though waiting for further instruction. 
  Slowly, Tina shimmied her skirt up to her hips, her gaze fixed on Janine licking her lips with each inch of flesh exposed. 
  “Eyes on mine,” Tina instructed. She waited until Janine raised her gaze before continuing. “Given writing lines, and keeping hold of a piece of chalk seems to be beyond you, you can perform an oral rendition of the alphabet.” 
  A crease formed between Janine’s eyes. “I have detention and you want to pass the time with me reciting ABC’s?” Indignation laced her words. 
  Reminding Janine who was in charge, and that certainly wasn’t the sassy student kneeling before her, Tina grabbed hold of a ponytail and yanked her forward. 
  A surprised gasp escaped Janine. The gust of warm breath on Tina’s bare legs sent a jolt of white-hot need straight to her core. 
  “Who said anything about reciting the alphabet? I said an oral rendition. Use your tongue to…” Tina stuttered when Janine buried her head between her legs and ran the tip of her tongue around her clit and down the side. “Draw the letters,” she finished, even though Janine needed no further instruction. 
  By the time the last word left her mouth, Janine was up to what felt like the letter G. Liquid lust pooled low in Tina’s belly. She flung her feet up and hooked her legs over Janine’s shoulders, resting her feet on the delicate curve of her lower back. 
  Without missing a beat, a letter to be more precise, Janine slid her arms between the sides of the chair and Tina’s thighs and cupped her backside. Her palms were warm, her grip firm yet tender. And oh, God, she was up to the letters m, n, o, p. Up, down, around, and down. 
  Tina tipped her head back, closed her eyes, and basked in the exquisite sensations coursing through her body. After more than a decade together, Janine knew how to work Tina into a passionate frenzy in a matter of seconds. Today was no different. 
  When Janine pulled one arm back and slipped two fingers inside, Tina almost came apart at the seams. She tightened her grip on the armrests and dug the balls of her feet into Janine’s lower back. The chair creaked and tipped back on its legs. 
  The tortured groan Janine emitted sent a slither of worry through Tina. She hoped she hadn’t hurt Janine’s spine. “You okay, hun?” Tina asked, wiggling her toes and forcing herself to relax her muscles. 
  Janine popped her head out from under the hem of Tina’s skirt, mouth glistening, eyelids heavy, pupils dilated with arousal. “Never better.” She smacked her lips together just before diving back between Tina’s legs. 
  The second her tongue made contact, senses and nerve endings fired to life making Tina’s breath catch. The roar of blood pounding in her ears drowned out the low hum of the air conditioning unit. The heat of Janine’s hand gripping her right butt cheek sizzled through Tina, seeming to merge with the wet heat between her legs. Little moans Janine emitted, like someone feasting on their favourite meal, vibrated through Tina, adding to the erotic torment. 
  Without conscious thought, Tina’s hands sought out her own breasts. She rolled her nipples between her thumb and forefinger 
  Exquisite sensations tore through her body, hurtling her toward euphoria. 
  After a moment, Tina forced her eyes open and glanced down. Love surged through her when her gaze landed on Janine kneeling between her legs, her sole focus on Tina as she licked, sucked, and fucked her with no regard for her own comfort. 
  Poised on the edge of release, muscles rigid with sexual tension, Tina cried out when an orgasm overtook her with the intensity of an avalanche, fierce and unstoppable. Blinding white light flickered behind her eyelids. 
  As Tina rode out the powerful contractions, Janine stilled her hand and tenderly kissed Tina’s inner thighs, her lips warm and soft. Delirious, Tina revelled in the intense intimacy of her inner walls gripping and releasing her wife’s fingers as though she could pull her lover inside and never let her go. 
  When the last shudder left her body, Tina put her foot on Janine’s shoulder and nudged her back a few inches then pushed to her feet. Sitting back on her haunches, Janine raised her hand to her mouth and seductively licked her fingers clean. It was the hottest damn thing Tina had witnessed all year. 
  Overcome with passion, she hauled Janine to her feet and kissed her. It was like the kiss of new lovers, hot, wet, and demanding. She snaked her tongue into Janine’s mouth and slid her arms around her neck, pressing their bodies together, unable to get close enough. 
  Finally, she broke the kiss, breathless and gasping for air. “God, you’re sexy.” 
  “Thank you, Head Mistress.” Janine’s voice was thick with desire. “Did I pass the test? Is detention over?” A look of uncertainty flashed in her eyes, and Tina didn’t like it one bit. 
  Once the fog of her orgasm abated, Tina slipped the proverbial teacher’s hat back on and reclaimed control. “Not yet, young lady. You excelled in the oral test but haven’t yet completed the written.” She pointed to the blackboard. “Off you go.” 
  Janine stood and did her bidding, without question. 
  Hot on her heels, out of the corner of her eye, Tina spotted an orange thimble on the corner of the desk. She tore open the seal and pushed the rubber grip onto her index finger. 
  Heart pounding with excitement, she stepped up behind Janine and slid her hand between her thighs. 
  Chalk screeched across the blackboard and Janine’s back trembled against Tina’s chest. “Oh, fuck, oh shit, that feels amazing. What is it?” 
  The scent of Janine’s shampoo tickled Tina’s nostrils as she spoke into her ear. “It’s called a finger cone, more commonly used for leafing through pages of papers. But given I didn’t have any exams to mark, I got inventive.” 
  The entire time she spoke, Tina kept up the torment, gently massaging Janine’s clit in slow torturous circles over the top of her briefs. With her other hand, she palmed her wife’s heavy breasts. Janine quivered in her grip, tiny moans of pleasure echoing around the sparsely furnished room. 
  High on Janine’s arousal, Tina yearned to be inside her, but not before tormenting her for a little longer. 
  “What letter are you up to, young lady?” She pinched Janine’s taut nipple through the fabric of her lacy bra, squeezing and releasing. 
  “Ow, ow, o.” 
  “Would that be O for ouch or O for orgasm?” Tina asked as she flicked the finger cone off and slipped her hand into Janine’s soaked panties. 
  “O for or…or…orgasm.” Her voice was husky, thick with need. 
  When Tina effortlessly slipped two fingers inside, Janine moaned and bucked against her hand. Her body suddenly sagged as if her legs had turned to jelly. Tina pressed her chest into Janine’s back, pinning her firmly between herself and the blackboard. 
  “Fuck, you’re beautiful.” She kissed the elegant slope of Janine’s neck, loving the feel of her rapid pulse. “Now be a good girl and come.” 
  Janine’s hand snaked under Tina’s. Tina dipped her hand lower, allowing Janine room to rub her own clit, while she pumped in and out of her wife. It only took a few strokes and the combined stimulation sent Janine over the edge, panting and moaning, her silky wetness coating Tina’s fingers. 
  Tina tucked her arm under Janine’s breasts and held tight until the last shudder left her luscious body. Overcome with emotion for the woman who rocked her world, in more than one sense of the word, Tina spun her wife in a circle and kissed her; long and slow. She held her close, basking in the heat of her body and their passion-fuelled embrace. 
  “I love you, so very much.” 
  “I love you, too.” A beautiful smile lit up Janine’s features. “Thank you for fulfilling my fantasy. It means the world to me.” She rested her hands on Tina’s hips. 
  Tina couldn’t help but smirk at Janine’s dishevelled appearance; blouse askew, a sheen of sweat coating her forehead, skirt bunched around her waist, and a smudge of chalk, like a battle wound bisecting one of her rosy red cheeks. 
  With the pad of her thumb, Tina wiped away the offending mark then turned Janine to face the board, covered in squiggles of chalk. “What do you call that?” 
  Janine stepped up to the board, a sinful gleam in her eye. She pointed to something unreadable. “It says”—She ran her finger under the jumbled mess—“Ms Clark is smoking hot. I bet she’s a great lay.” 
  Stepping up beside her, Tina took Janine’s hands in her own, much like she’d done when they’d first arrived at the Hotel. “And did the Head Mistress live up to your expectations?” 
  “Good lord, yes. It was perfect. I was just thinking”—Janine tapped her lip and glanced at the ceiling—“if Ms Clark had been half as hot as you, my dear wife, I would’ve spent most of the school year in detention.” 
  A warm feeling of utter contentment settled over Tina. 
  “Hey.” Janine’s eyes lit up. “Did you know the bathroom has a hot tub to die for?” 
  Of course Tina knew. After all, she’d foregone her morning brew for the last few weeks to pay for the additional extravagance. However, she never wanted Janine to feel guilty about that fact. 
  Feigning surprise, Tina clutched her chest. “Seriously? Well, let’s make the most of it.” 
  The childlike squeal Janine let out as she raced for the bathroom made Tina feel like she’d just handed her wife a million bucks, and she’d gladly part with that amount of money, ten times over, to see such joy on her face. 
   
  THE END 
  
 


 
 F is for Forbidden 


  Dark Desires 


  Victoria 
  The time had come… 
  Keeping her deepest, darkest desires to herself was more painful than the risk of being ridiculed. 
  Victoria stood before Lulu, blocking her view of the television. "I want you to take me against my will." 
  Lulu eyed her curiously, head tipped to the side. "But you always submit so beautifully, and you know I don’t reward bratty behaviour." 
  "Not by disobeying you. I mean as if we’re strangers." Victoria chewed her lip, feeling silly. 
  "We haven't been strangers for three years, so how does that work?" 
  Searching for the right words, she looked away. 
  "Eyes on mine," Lulu instructed, and Victoria immediately obeyed. "Open communication, remember?" 
  Yes, Victoria remembered. 
  She took a fortifying breath before ejecting the words making her stomach churn. “I want you to pretend to be a burglar. To break in and take advantage of me." 
  Since the day her first girlfriend had taken her virginity, pinning her to the bed and taking control, Victoria had secretly craved the intoxicating feeling of helplessness. She knew her fantasies weren’t normal—she’d never wanted the real thing—but in the pitch black of the night, her mind took her on a crazy ride of emotions; from fear to euphoria. 
  The snap of Lulu’s fingers brought her out of her trance. Victoria blinked, trying to clear her head. 
  “You spaced out for a minute there.” 
  “Sorry.” 
  Lulu opened her arms, and Victoria crawled into her lap. She burrowed into her chest, comforted by the steady rhythm of her heart. 
  “Would you put up a fight or play dead like a frightened little mouse?” 
  What was the right answer? Was there a right answer? Of course there was. The truth. 
  “In my mind, I would struggle.” 
  “You know I’ve always said consent is everything.” 
  “But that’s the thing.” Victoria pulled on the lapels of Lulu’s shirt and kissed her softly. “I am consenting. I want this. Please,” she pleaded, feeling vulnerable despite being cradled in her lover’s lap. 
  Lulu’s brown eyes bore into her. “Are you begging?” 
  “Yes.” Victoria slid off the sofa and got to her knees. “Please, Mistress Lou, have your way with me. Do as you please and don’t stop, even if I tell you to.” 
  “Come here.” Lulu held out her hand. 
  Victoria took it and climbed back into her lap. 
  “You know we’re on the same playing field outside the bedroom, don’t you?” 
  “Yeah, I do.” But it had taken a lot to put it out there, and waiting to hear how Lulu felt was killing her. 
  Rather than let nerves get the better of her, Victoria focused on their reflection in the tinted glass doors of the television cabinet. 
  Their images were fuzzy, but in her mind’s eye, she could see Lulu clear as day. Shoulder length blue-black hair, light brown eyes, high cheekbones, slightly crooked nose, and full, kissable lips. 
  She turned her attention to her own fuzzy reflection. This week, her hair was ruby-red. She had a button nose she hated, and what had been described as a pixie face. Her curvaceous body was a stark contrast to Lulu’s long, lean frame. She was all arms, legs, and sex appeal. 
  An image of Lulu wielding a whip, black thigh-high boots leading to the apex of her thighs, sent a ripple of heat through Victoria’s body. 
  “What’s your safeword?” Lulu asked. 
  Was that a trick question? 
  The only one she’d ever had was stop, and three years on she’d never used it. Lulu was a pro at reading body language. She’d pushed Victoria’s boundaries but never overstepped them. 
  “Why?” 
  “Because you said if you say stop, not to. So, you need to pick another safeword.” 
  “Does that mean we’re going to do this?” 
  After a heart-stopping pause, Lulu gave her a sharp nod. 
  Elated, Victoria flung her arms around her neck and peppered kisses all over her face. “Thank you, thank you, thank you.” 
  Laughing, Lulu wrinkled her nose. In the blink of an eye, her expression turned serious. “I want you to pick a safeword. If you freak, use it. You also need to remember, I might not be able to go through with this.” 
  Just like that, Victoria’s heart plummeted. 
  “Don’t you dare pout.” Lulu gripped her chin. “That trick has never worked, and it’s not about to now. My job is to protect you. For as long as I’ve been into BDSM, I’ve practised SSC. Safe, sane, and consensual.” 
  Victoria nodded her agreement. “I’m safe with you. I’m sane, even though I might not sound like it right now.” 
  That earned her the smile she was hoping for. 
  “And you have my consent.” She paused before adding, “To make my fantasy a reality.” 
  In one swift move, Lulu flipped her over her knee. “Are you topping from the bottom? Trying to manipulate me into fulfilling your fantasy?” 
  Cool air hit her backside when Lulu tugged on her underwear. She braced herself for a blow that didn’t come. Of course it didn’t. That would be equivalent to rewarding bratty behaviour. 
  A finger pushed inside, invading Victoria’s body. Thoughts of her fantasy had made her wet and it slid in with ease. 
  “If we do this, I will be in charge. You won’t know when, and you won’t know how. That’ll be my call. Understood?” 
  “Yes, Mistress Lou.” A moan escaped Victoria when Lulu circled her clit with the pad of her thumb. 
  “Good girl. Now pick a safeword.” 
  “Blueberries.” The colour of Lulu’s hair. 
  Victoria exhaled a groan when Lulu removed her fingers. 
  “See? Just say the word and all play stops.” 
  She gingerly pushed herself up and was met by smiling eyes. 
  “Not fair.” This time, Victoria didn’t bother hiding the pout that burst forth. 
  
 
  Lulu 


  After Victoria’s revelation the night before, it was almost impossible for Lulu to keep her mind on her job. 
  Sick of staring at the health and safety report due by the end of the day, she picked up some filing and let her mind wander to her fiance. 
  Her gorgeous, submissive, Victoria. Oh, how she loved her. 
  At the age of twenty-nine, Lulu had had her share of lovers, but none who submitted as beautifully as Victoria. Her revelation had taken Lulu by surprise. 
  Not so much the request for consensual non-consent, a kink that was little understood and therefore seen as taboo, but the fact Victoria had voiced her desires. 
  It warmed Lulu’s heart to know she trusted her enough to be completely open. That kind of trust took time, and she’d finally earned it. To be honest, the amount of trust put in her hands was as empowering as it was alarming. 
  If she messed up, Victoria could be scarred forever, too scared to ever hop into bed again with the lights out. On the flip side, if she got it right, which she intended to do, the power exchange would be phenomenal. 
  The trust Victoria afforded her was a gift she’d never abuse. And although her logical mind told her Victoria had consented, the rational side of her brain told her it was wrong. 
  Sick of going around in circles, she made a mental note to call her friend during her lunchbreak. She met Trudie five years ago at a BDSM club in Auckland. Although they’d never played together, neither willing to submit to the other, they’d become firm friends. 
  Trudie was bisexual and well sought after by both men and women. She was also a level above Lulu when it came to her expertise in all aspects of BDSM; Bondage and discipline, dominance and submission, sadism and masochism. 
  Right on noon, Lulu stepped out for lunch, cell phone in hand. As she headed toward an empty bus stop, she dialled Trudie’s number. 
  “Hey, Lulu-belle. To what do I owe the pleasure?” 
  She was the only person who could get away with calling Lulu such a cutesy name. 
  “Hi, are you free to talk?” 
  “Sure, I’m still lazing in bed. I don’t start work for another four hours.” 
  A man sidestepped Lulu on the pavement, tugging his Labrador by the leash when it stopped to sniff her. 
  “Sorry,” Lulu apologised as if it was her fault the dog wanted to sniff her leather boots. 
  “For what?” Trudie asked. 
  “Not you, a dude who just walked by.” 
  “I can hardly hear you.” 
  “Hang on.” She stepped inside the Flexi-plex enclosure of the bus stop. Cigarette butts littered the ground, and the stench of stale smoke and petrol fumes invaded her nostrils. 
  “Better?” 
  “Much. The whistling noise is gone.” 
  “I’m out of the wind now.” 
  “I’m sure you didn’t phone to talk about the weather.” She heard the flick of a lighter and envisioned Trudie lying in bed, blowing smoke at the ceiling. 
  “No, I didn’t phone about the weather.” And as much as she wanted to, she didn’t phone to lecture her about smoking either. “My fiance dropped a bomb on me last night, and I’m at odds how to deal with it.” 
  “I’m not sure I’m the best person to be talking to about relationships.” 
  “It’s not—” 
  “Blackie, get the hell out of there.” Trudie’s shrill voice was followed by a thud. 
  “Did you just throw something at your cat?” Lulu chuckled, imagining her big ginger tom ducking for cover. 
  “Yeah, my shoe. Blackie’s digging through the rubbish. Come here, big guy.” 
  The blast of a car horn dragged Lulu’s attention to the lunchtime traffic. 
  “Where were we?” Trudie asked. 
  “Victoria.” 
  “How is the spunky little minx? Are you keeping her in line or do you need to send her to me for a night of discipline?” 
  The smile in Trudie’s voice made it easier for Lulu to open up. “She wants to explore consensual non-con.” 
  “Okay, you have my attention.” She heard the ruffle of blankets flicking back and envisioned Trudie climbing out of bed. “I need coffee for this.” 
  “I think I’m going to need something stronger than coffee.” 
  “That’s not a good idea, not with a scene like that.” 
  “I know,” Lulu replied, even though she hadn’t meant it literally. She never drank when they were scening. The endorphin high was more intoxicating than any synthetic drug. 
  “So, what’s the issue?” 
  “I don’t know if I can do this for her.” 
  “You’re her domme, it’s up to you to give her what she needs, and she’s giving you the ultimate trust.” 
  “But it goes against everything I believe in.” 
  “Meaning?” 
  “Safe. Sane. Consensual.” 
  “So are you just going to hold her down and fuck her, kicking and screaming?” 
  “No! Fuck, I don’t know what I’m going to do.” 
  “And therein lies the problem,” Trudie said. “Remember how we talked about pushing a subs limits?” 
  “Yes.” Victoria sighed, feeling frustrated. 
  “Ever heard of a sub testing a domme’s limits?” 
  “Only when they’re being a brat.” 
  “I don’t mean testing your patience,” Trudie said. “I mean the boundaries you set for yourself. Question is, are you willing to overstep them to give your girl what she desires…or do you need to send her to me?” 
  “You’d love that, wouldn’t you?” 
  “What’s not to love? She’s friggin’ gorgeous.” 
  “She is. She’s my world.” Lulu’s heart expanded in her chest. 
  “You’re a good top, Lulu-belle. Go with your gut. Follow her cues. And for God’s sake, make sure you both have safewords.” 
  Lulu snorted with derision. “I’ve never had a safeword.” 
  “Even tops can have their limits tested, my friend, as your sexy little minx has just shown you.” 
  Something clicked inside Lulu. Apprehension fled and excitement zinged through her veins. She could do this. She’d tested Victoria’s limits and it was time to push her own, to give her beautiful fiance a night she would never forget. 
  “Thank you,” she said softly. 
  “I didn’t do anything. You figured it out for yourself.” 
  “Yeah, but sometimes talking about it helps.” 
  *** 
  Friday morning, butterflies took flight in Lulu’s stomach as she made her way to the kitchen. She doubted Victoria was going to be happy about the news she had to deliver. 
  Lulu wrapped her arms around Victoria from behind, nuzzling her neck. She smelled good, like honeysuckle shampoo. “Morning.” 
  “Hey.” Victoria turned in her arms, and Lulu got lost in the depth of her hazel eyes. Gold flecks merging with green. 
  “Have a seat; I’ll bring you some toast and coffee.” 
  “You spoil me.” Lulu pecked her on the cheek. 
  “And you me. I’m glad you don’t think I’m a nutcase after…” She glanced down. “You know.” 
  With the tip of her index finger, Lulu pushed her chin up. “I don’t think you’re a nutcase. And even if I did, you’re my nutcase and I love you very much.” 
  “I love you, too.” A sparkle twinkled in Victoria’s eyes. 
  Ignoring the whistle of the jug, Lulu brought her hand to her lips and kissed the diamond on Victoria’s engagement ring. The day she saw it, she knew it was perfect for her. 
  “Here, let me help.” She poured their coffees and followed Victoria as she set two plates on the table. 
  “What time will you be home tonight?” Victoria asked around a mouthful of toast and peanut butter. 
  A spread Lulu couldn’t tolerate. It was one of her idiosyncrasies. She loved peanuts but couldn’t stand peanut butter. 
  “About that.” She braced herself for the worst, praying for the best. “This afternoon I have to go out of town to investigate an accident.” 
  “Where?” Victoria eyed her over the rim of her coffee cup. 
  “Rotorua.” 
  “That’s four hours away! You won’t be home before midnight, and that’s if you’re lucky.” Victoria’s tongue snaked out, catching a crumb on the corner of her mouth. 
  Here comes the cruncher. “If the investigation isn’t straightforward, I’ll have to stay overnight.” 
  “Must be bad if you have to attend personally. Otherwise, why not just send you an incident report?” 
  “Yeah, it sounds bad.” She held Victoria’s gaze. “You’re not mad?” 
  “Why would I be? It’s your job, but I am disappointed we’ll miss our date night.” At least once a week they arranged a playdate. “Looks like I’ll have to find a way to play with myself.” 
  “No!” Lulu’s voice came out sharper than she intended. 
  Orgasm denial wasn’t anything new to Victoria, so she didn’t react. 
  “Fine. I’ll have a glass of wine, relax in a bath, and luxuriate in having the bed to myself instead.” 
  “Are you calling me a bed hog?” 
  “If the shoe fits.” There was that cheeky smile Lulu loved so much. 
  “Brat.” 
  Grinning, Victoria got to her feet and swatted herself on the backside as she sauntered away. 
  
 
  Victoria 


  Although it had been fun teasing Lulu about having the bed to herself, the reality sucked. They hadn’t spent a night apart in months. Their double bed felt like it had tripled in size. She fanned her arms and legs out feeling lost and lonely in what should’ve been the comfort of her own room. 
  The bedside lamp cast shadows over the walls. A faint layer of smoke hovered mid-air, the remnants of a lavender incense stick. She inhaled the aroma, in through her nose, out through her mouth, letting the tension drain from her body. 
  Wondering if she’d missed a message while soaking in the bath, she picked up her phone. Nothing since Lulu’s last text at seven, ‘Full-on here, miss you already. Sleep tight, my little bed-hog, xx.’ 
  The message made her smile. She wasn’t a bed-hog, but everything about Lulu drew Victoria to her like a magnet, even in sleep. 
  “Good night, sweet lover.” She flicked off the bedside lamp. 
  *** 
  Not long after falling asleep, a loud bang woke Victoria. Her eyes flew open. Where had the sound come from? Inside or out? She lay deathly still, straining to hear over the blood roaring in her ears. 
  When the house remained silent, she exhaled a ragged breath. The slightest noise and she jumped out of her skin like a frightened little girl, instead of a rational twenty-eight-year-old woman. 
  Telling herself it had probably been a cat knocking over a rubbish bin outside, Victoria wiggled her fingers and took a calming breath. 
  As her eyes adjusted to the dark, she could make out shapes. Double doors to their walk-in wardrobe, dressing table against the far wall, wall-mounted mirror to her... 
  Oh, Shit. 
  Panic clawed at Victoria’s insides when her eyes fixed on a beam of light in the hallway. Someone was in the house. 
  Adrenaline made her heart race. Fight or flight instinct kicked in. Making a run for it was out of the question. Her only exit was about to be blocked. If she moved fast enough, maybe she would have time to hide under the bed. 
  Before she had a chance to decide the best action to take, the pen-light went out and a slender figure clad in a black bodysuit crept into the room. 
  The intruder’s footfalls were so soft, she reminded Victoria of a sleek black cat stalking its prey. 
  The unidentified woman sifted through her top drawer. Fuck, were they being robbed? 
  Victoria took shallow breaths trying not to make a sound. When the woman spun on her heels, her heart leapt into her throat. 
  Time stood still. Neither of them moved for what felt like an eternity. 
  Then, all of a sudden, the woman launched herself on the bed. A hand clamped across Victoria’s mouth, trapping a scream in her throat. 
  The intruder wore a black mask with holes for eyes, nose, and mouth. “Do exactly as I say and you won’t get hurt.” 
  The voice was familiar. Lulu? But she was away, wasn’t she? 
  “O…Okay.” Victoria’s voice trembled. 
  “Where’s your cash?” 
  “I…I….don’t keep money in the house.” 
  “Don’t lie to me.” The woman gritted out the words. 
  Her hand shot behind her back and before Victoria knew what was happening, the cold edge of a knife pressed into her throat. 
  What the hell? 
  No longer so sure it was Lulu, a whimper escaped Victoria’s lips. She sounded pathetic; vulnerable and weak. And she loved it. 
  “Take…take anything you want. Just don’t hurt me.” 
  The bed dipped when the woman rolled onto her side and kneeled beside Victoria. “You can keep your money, but I want something in exchange.” 
  The neon digits on the bedside clock reflected in the woman’s eyes, making them appear more green than brown. 
  “Arms above your head. Now!” 
  The commanding tone of her voice sent a ripple of fear and excitement through Victoria. 
  The cool air on her arms was a welcome relief. Although all she wore was a silky nightie, her body was on fire. She wanted to kick the blankets off, but at the same time, she welcomed the false sense of security the flimsy layer provided. 
  “Good girl.” The woman praised before revealing a pair of handcuffs. 
  Making fast work, she snapped the leather cuffs on Victoria’s wrists and secured them to the headboard. 
  Victoria tugged against the restraints; even though she knew her attempt to get free was futile. 
  Her captor let out an evil chuckle. “You can’t go anywhere.” She flung the blankets aside, leaving Victoria totally exposed. “But if you’re a good girl, I’ll let you come.” 
  Goosebumps broke out on Victoria’s sweat-damp skin, and moisture pooled between her legs. She lay stock-still, defenceless and aroused. How fucked up was that? The woman was toying with her like a cat playing with a mouse and Victoria was turned on. 
  Her brain told her to kick and scream, yet her body responded to the dominant command of this woman. 
  Cat, as Victoria decided to name her for the time being, moved down the bed and positioned a knee between her thighs. 
  Not willing to give in without a fight, Victoria’s legs remained clamped shut, thigh muscles screaming. 
  When Cat put all of her weight on her left knee and pressed down, pain shot through the fleshy meat of Victoria’s inner thighs. Her legs flew apart, her body’s natural response to move out of harm’s way. 
  With her eyes now more accustomed to the dark, she didn’t miss the curve of a smile under the mask. 
  “I want to see your tits.” The sexy lilt of Cat’s voice made Victoria’s nipples pucker against her negligee. The last barrier between them. 
  Cat dragged the material up Victoria’s body, exposing her pert breasts at the same time as she slid along the length of Victoria. The bodysuit glided over her skin, soft as silk. 
  The woman settled her firm muscular frame atop Victoria’s smaller softer body. Warm lips crashed down on Victoria’s, and she whimpered into Cat’s mouth, an act of resistance, yet also turned on. 
  Cat’s tongue probed at the seam of her lips. Victoria’s attempts at self-preservation receded as the ache between her legs intensified until finally she parted her lips and allowed her entrance. 
  Her tongue was like Victoria’s core, hot and wet. 
  When they were both breathing hard, her captor broke the kiss. “I’m going to claim my consolation prize.” Her lips formed into a grin behind the mask. “And you need to keep very still.” 
  Cuffed to the headboard she couldn’t go far. 
  The cool tip of the knife circling her areola made her suck in a breath. Her nipple grew painfully erect. Before she could make sense of what was happening, warm lips closed around her other nipple. The dual sensations arced through her body, making her want to buck and squirm, but she didn’t dare. 
  Heeding Cat’s words to keep still, she gripped the headboard, hoping like hell the woman didn’t slip and slice her nipple. 
  The knife dropped beside her, and Cat cupped Victoria’s small breasts, lavishing attention on both nipples. The heat of her mouth and the swirl of her tongue elicited a groan from Victoria. 
  Her back arched and she pulled against the restraints. The rasp of their heavy breaths filled the room. 
  The torment stopped and Victoria tried to slow her breathing, the only thing within her control. 
  Cat propped herself up on her elbow and smacked her lips together. “So responsive.” Her tone was smug, self-assured. 
  The feel of something blunt being dragged along Victoria’s torso made her skin prickle. Nerve endings jumped and sparked to life. Her clit throbbed in time to her rapid pulse. 
  Cat ripped her thong and ran a finger down the seam of Victoria’s labia. She gasped. The touch felt so wrong yet so right. 
  “So wet.” The mocking tone of Cat’s voice made her cheeks heat. “Does fear turn you on, little lady? You like the idea of being tied up and fucked?” 
  Unwilling to say the words out loud, Victoria nodded. 
  Cat pushed two fingers inside, and Victoria’s wanton body accepted them with ease. She bore down, trying to take them deeper. 
  When Cat lowered her head and sucked Victoria’s clit between her lips, she almost came apart. Her entire body tingled. Then the woman bit down on the sensitive bundle of nerves. The slight sting made Victoria yelp from the exquisite pleasure-pain racking her body. 
  “You like that.” It sounded like a statement, not a question, so she didn’t reply. 
  Victoria bit her lip to stop a moan of pleasure but failed miserably when the woman withdrew her fingers and strummed a staccato against the side of her clit. 
  She gasped when something firm and cold pressed against her entrance. 
  “Relax. Don’t fight me.” Cat practically purred the words. 
  Before Victoria could draw her next breath, a foreign object slid into her body. It was a solid, unrelenting mass, cold and hard, interspersed with ridges that stimulated her inner walls. 
  “Beautiful,” Cat murmured. 
  Her warm breath on Victoria’s wet pussy made her shiver in anticipation. Her inner muscles pulsed around the object, gripping and releasing as exquisite sensations racked her body. 
  Crouching between Victoria’s thighs, Cat pushed deeper. Victoria bent her knees, opening herself further. Powerless and desperate for relief, she stopped questioning her sanity and surrendered her body to the intrusion. 
  Her clit throbbed as a strange mixture of fear and eroticism surged through her veins. 
  “So needy, you horny girl.” Cat pumped the object in and out with one hand while delivering little whacks to Victoria’s clit with the other. 
  The taps were like electrical currents zinging through her nerve endings. Sweat broke out on Victoria’s forehead, and a bead trickled down her temple. 
  “Please,” she begged, needing to come. 
  When Cat swiped her tongue over her throbbing clit, Victoria bucked her hips, a tortured groan escaping from deep within her chest. 
  “Please what? Please stop?” Cat peered at Victoria over her pubic mound. 
  No, Victoria didn’t want her to stop, and the mocking tone of Cat’s voice told her she knew that. 
  Did she want her to beg? If she did, then Victoria would, because right then her body wanted everything Cat had to give. 
  “No, don’t stop.” 
  The phallus-like object buried in her cunt started pumping in and out again. “Do you want me to fuck you, little girl?” 
  Victoria whimpered. “Yes…please, please fuck me.” The words came out between breathy moans. “Make me come.” Her nipples were so hard Victoria wished her hands were free so she could roll them between her thumb and forefinger. 
  She was taken by surprise when Cat stopped and pulled the hood off her head. Long, blue-black hair cascaded down her shoulders and tickled Victoria’s inner thighs. 
  “I’m going to make you come so hard you’ll see stars.” Cat wrapped her mouth around Victoria’s pulsing clit. She flicked her tongue back and forth, alternating between feather-light touches and firmer strokes. 
  Every nerve ending fired to life as Cat—Lulu—expertly sucked and fucked her. Victoria couldn’t hold back any longer. “Oh, oh, oh. Fuck. Yes.” 
  An intense orgasm burst in her core and spread outwards. Her thighs tightened and her toes curled as ecstasy pulsed through her body. 
  She tipped her head, riding out the ebb and flow of glorious release. 
  Victoria gulped in air trying to catch her breath at the same time as the object was removed. As her endorphins dropped, her sweat-soaked body started to tremble. The empty feeling it left behind sent her crashing back to earth and a sob escaped her. 
  Lulu immediately released the leather wrist cuffs and pulled her close. She tucked Victoria’s head under her chin and stroked her hair. “Shh, shh. It’s okay, I’ve got you.” 
  She pulled the blankets up and tucked them around Victoria. “You’ll cool down fast as your adrenaline levels drop.” She leaned over and plucked up the bottle of water off the bedside table. “Drink.” 
  Without thought, Victoria screwed off the lid and took a large gulp. The cool liquid felt good on her parched throat. 
  A barrage of emotions tumbled through her mind. Mostly gratitude, but a touch of fear lingered. “You pulled a knife on me,” she mumbled into Lulu’s chest. “You could’ve hurt me.” 
  “It was plastic.” Lulu kissed the top of her head. “The only thing you were in danger of was your mind playing tricks on you.” 
  “Oh.” She should’ve known better. 
  Soothed by the feel of Lulu stroking her hair and humming softly, Victoria closed her eyes. Another part of the scene hit her with stark clarity. “What was the hard object?” 
  “A glass dildo. Did you like it?” 
  “Yes,” she answered truthfully. 
  “How are you feeling?” 
  “Sleepy.” She felt like she’d run a marathon, yet she barely moved a muscle. Lulu had done all the work. Lulu who was supposed to be away investigating an accident. 
  “When did you get back?” 
  “Eight o’clock. I parked down the street until I saw the light go out and waited until I figured you were asleep.” 
  Love exploded in Victoria’s chest, she pushed herself up and met Lulu’s gaze. “You did that for me?” 
  She received a loving smile in return. “I did. Was it what you hoped for?” 
  “It was perfect.” 
  Their lips met in a gentle kiss, and Victoria lost herself in the feeling of being so utterly cherished. The day she could call this wonderful woman her wife couldn’t come soon enough. 
  
 
   


 
 F is for Farewell 


  A Sexy Send-off 


  Laura glanced around the room and an immense sense of happiness washed over her. Her farewell party was a small affair, and she wouldn’t have it any other way. 
  Her mother thought she was crazy, leaving it all behind. Her father thought she was brave, venturing into the unknown. 
  Six months ago, she’d applied for a position working as a nanny in Canada. And now here she was, the sum of what she owned packed into two suitcases, ready to go. 
  “We’re off, honey.” Her mother’s voice wrapped around her like a comfort blanket. A comfort blanket she was about to shed. She turned and was met by her mother’s warm smile. 
  Emotion swelled up in Laura making her throat tight. She’d never gone more than a week or two without seeing her parents. The idea of not seeing them for an entire year, possibly longer, didn’t even compute. 
  She wrapped her arms around her mum, breathing her in. “Thanks for coming tonight.” 
  “Wouldn’t have missed it.” Her mother stroked her hair, and Laura clung to her for a little bit longer. 
  “Come on, you two. Cut it out.” Her father’s gruff voice made Laura smile. He was a handsome man with a full head of dark hair that belied his fifty years. 
  Her mum stepped aside, and her dad pulled her into an embrace. She burrowed into his chest, absorbing the comfort of his strong arms, the smell of his cologne, the steady beat of his heart. 
  She’d always been a daddy’s girl, and he’d always been her rock. 
  She’d been terrified when she came out that would all change, but he’d taken it in the same easy-going manner he took most things in life. Her mother had taken a while to come around, but they’d remained close. Being an only child probably had something to do with that. 
  Her dad held her by the shoulders. “We’ll see you in the morning.” 
  Laura nodded, dread settling in her stomach like a block of ice. Saying farewell at the airport was going to be ten times harder than seeing them off tonight. 
  Faye appeared out of nowhere, her bubbly personality immediately lifting Laura’s spirits. 
  “Hey, Pete and Diane.” She flung an arm across Laura’s shoulders. “You guys off?” 
  “Yep.” Laura’s dad nodded. “It’s time for us to leave you kids to it.” 
  Her mother narrowed her eyes making Laura feel like she was five instead of twenty-five. “Don’t overdo it. You don’t want to go throwing up on the plane.” 
  “No way.” Faye shook her head adamantly. “If you accidentally flush the toilet while you’re losing your lunch, you’re likely to lose your eyebrows too.” She made a weird sucking sound, cheeks hollowing out. 
  Her dad folded his arms across his broad chest. “I heard someone got disembowelled by an aeroplane toilet.” 
  “Okay, okay.” Laura held up her hands. “No flushing the toilet while sitting on it or hanging over it. Got it.” 
  Her mother shook her head with mirth. “How on earth did bidding you a good night turn to potty talk?” 
  Faye pointed at her mother. “You started it.” Her smile was so damn cheeky, Faye could get away with anything, especially when it came to Laura’s mum. 
  “I did too.” Her mum smiled at Faye and turned to Laura. “I know I said it before, but try not to overdo it, okay?” 
  “I won’t.” Laura smiled sweetly; glad her mum had no way of knowing she had a more pressing reason for staying sober at her farewell party. 
  “Night.” Her parents waved and were gone. 
  As soon as the door closed, Faye’s face lit up. “Shots!” She dragged Laura towards the kitchen. 
  Laughing, Laura pulled out of her grip. “No, Mum’s right, I don’t want to travel half-way around the world with a hangover.” 
  “One shot, it’ll help you sleep.” 
  “Okay, okay,” Laura conceded. “But just one.” 
  What could it hurt? God knew she needed to relax. The second her parents had left; a million butterflies took flight in her stomach. 
  In the kitchen, Faye’s fiance, Jackie, was handing out shots. She winked at Laura and tipped water into her shot glass while Katrina and Piper weren’t looking. 
  “Bottoms up!” She held her glass in the air. 
  Katrina and Piper banged their glasses on the bench then chugged them back. Both exhaled loudly, blowing out air as if they were breathing fire. 
  Feeling the burn despite managing to avoid having a shot, Laura swallowed hard. 
  “There you are.” Katrina gave her an alcohol-induced goofy smile. “We’re going to miss you soooo much, snookums.” 
  Snookums? That was new. 
  Laura had met Katrina and Piper not long after she moved into Faye and Jackie’s spare room, and although they got along fine, she could hardly say they were close. 
  “I’ll miss you, too,” Laura said, sure that somewhere deep down she would. Until she found her footing in Canada and made a few friends, she was bound to be homesick. 
  Piper glanced at her watch. “Let’s hit the clubs?” 
  “Not for me.” Laura shook her head, her stomach dropping when she realised she could very well end up spending the rest of the night alone. 
  Something she hadn’t factored into when coming up with her stellar plan. 
  “If she’s not going, we’re not going.” Faye stared pointedly at Jackie, and relief swept through Laura. 
  Jackie held up a hand in surrender. “Hey, I’m with you on that one.” 
  After letting out a mighty burp, Katrina flung an arm around Piper’s shoulders. “Looks like it’s just you and me, babe.” 
  Off you go, then. The minute the thought ran through Laura’s mind she felt bad. They weren’t terrible people, just a little overbearing. 
  “Call a cab.” Piper picked up her shot glass and sucked out the last few drops. 
  Laughing, Katrina fumbled with her cell phone and punched out some numbers. 
  Knowing they were moments from being alone sent a frisson of desire dancing up Laura’s spine followed by a bout of nerves. She reached over the kitchen island, filled her glass with water, and chugged it back. 
  “Oh, on the hard stuff,” Piper joked, trying to wrangle her arm into the sleeve of her jacket. 
  Faye grabbed her by the elbow when she stumbled. “Easy, tiger.” Like a caring parent, she helped Piper shrug into it. 
  Lights flashed across the kitchen window, followed by the blast of a horn. 
  “Shit, that was quick.” Katrina guzzled her drink, banged her glass on the bench and dragged Piper across the living room. 
  Then, she ran back and surprised the hell out of Laura. 
  “Come here.” Laura was in Katrina’s arms before she could draw her next breath. “I hope you have a blast in the mighty U.S. of A.” 
  “Canada,” Laura corrected. 
  She shrugged. “Same thing.” 
  Laura didn’t bother informing her referring to Canada and America as the same place was probably about as offensive as referring to New Zealand and Australia as the same place. 
  The taxi driver blasted the horn again. 
  “Bon voyage.” Piper and Katrina blew air kisses as they backed out of the room. 
  *** 
  Finally alone, Laura’s heart jumped into her throat. What she had planned could go one of two ways. Either phenomenally well or spectacularly bad. 
  “Can you hear that?” Jackie cupped a hand around her ear. “Silence.” 
  Faye wrapped her arms around Jackie from behind, resting her chin on Jackie’s shoulder. “Yeah, I love them dearly, but boy are they loud.” 
  Not as loud as Laura’s heartbeat pounding in her ears. 
  “Coffee?” Jackie directed the question at Laura. 
  She took a deep breath. It was now or never. “Actually, I’d like something else.” 
  “Oh, do tell,” Faye said, chin still on Jackie’s shoulder, two sets of eyes on Laura. 
  “You know how I said no leaving presents?” 
  “Yes,” they replied in unison. 
  “I have something…for you guys.” 
  Jackie narrowed her eyes. “Naughty.” 
  Faye smiled sweetly. “But nice.” 
  Laura shot them a playful wink and spun on her heels before her resolve shrivelled up and died. 
  “I’ll be right back,” she called over her shoulder. 
  In the room she’d called home for the past nine months, Laura tossed one of her two suitcases on the end of the bed. 
  Her hands shook with nerves and excitement as she pulled the tag on the zipper on the underside of the lid. The fabric parted, and she retrieved the outfit she’d stashed there in anticipation of this moment. 
  She blew out a breath, trying to calm her racing heart. Making quick work, she grabbed the lingerie set and dashed to the bathroom. 
  After brushing her teeth and a quick freshen up down there, she slipped into the blue negligee and barely-there panties. The soft material caressed her skin, making her nipples pucker and her blood pound. 
  She stepped out of the bathroom and was greeted by a silence so absolute, her ears rang. 
  Had Faye and Jackie figured out what she was up to? Surely not. They’d given up trying to seduce her shortly after she moved in. Although they’d all agreed the attraction was mutual, they’d also agreed a roll in the hay wasn’t worth risking a friendship for. 
  That was until two days ago when it hit Laura she had nothing left to lose by offering to join them, except her pride and dignity if they shot her down. 
  Wouldn’t that suck? She faltered mid-stride. 
  “There you are.” Faye stepped into the hallway; eyes wide as if she was trying to process what she was seeing. 
  Out of respect, Laura always slept in sleep pants, and she most certainly never pranced around the flat scantily clad in lingerie. That would’ve been plain cruel, especially knowing her flatmates wanted a piece of her. 
  After a slightly awkward pause, Faye shook her head in admonishment. “Oh, babe, don’t you tease us like that.” 
  Jackie appeared at Faye’s side. “Holy shit. You going somewhere?” Her lustful gaze raked over Laura making her skin prickle with desire. 
  “Your bed, if you’ll have me.” 
  “Whoa, back up.” Faye held up her hands. “I thought we agreed that wasn’t a good idea.” 
  “Hey, don’t look a gift horse in the mouth.” Jackie stepped forward, and Faye pulled her back into line. 
  “What’s this about?” Faye asked, her eyes unblinking as if she was trying not to let her gaze dip lower. 
  Feeling emboldened, Laura gave them what she hoped was her best ‘come fuck me’ eyes. “This is my gift to you, but if you don’t want it…” She shrugged. 
  Faye and Jackie moved in unison, standing on either side of her. Their body heat wrapped around Laura, consuming her like an inferno. Heat flared through her body, lighting up nerve endings without so much as a touch. 
  “Are you sure?” Faye asked, her fruity breath warm on Laura’s neck. 
  She opened her mouth to reply, but the word turned to a strangled moan when Jackie took her earlobe between her teeth, nipping gently. “I think that was a yes.” 
  Coming back to her senses, Laura gave them a definite reply. “Yes, I’m sure. Beyond sure. I leave for Canada tomorrow. That gives us a year to get over any awkwardness.” 
  “Are you feeling awkward?” Jackie asked Faye, looking beyond Laura. 
  “Nope, not me,” Faye replied, her gaze on Jackie. 
  “I feel like piggy in the middle.” Laura chuckled, dispelling any lingering tension in the air. 
  “Our little piggy.” Jackie nipped her ear again. 
  “Mm, I love bacon.” Faye licked her neck, her collarbone, the curve of Laura’s breast through the sheer lingerie. 
  Goosebumps erupted on her skin, and she shivered in delight. 
  Like a well-oiled machine, they slid their hands into Laura’s. They took small steps, dragging her backward down the hallway, toward their bedroom. 
  Laura stopped when they reached the door to the room that had been hers for the last nine months. For some reason, it didn’t feel right making out in their proverbial marital bed. “In here.” 
  She exhaled a sigh of relief when neither of them argued. 
  “Have you done this before?” Faye asked, her beautiful blue eyes a mixture of intrigue and uncertainty. 
  “Never. You?” 
  Faye shook her head. “No, but we’ve talked about it.” 
  “Well, duh,” Jackie said. “That’s hardly news.” 
  That was true. Laura figured they must’ve talked about it before they propositioned her all those months ago. 
  “We get to pop our threesome cherry together.” 
  Knowing she’d be their first ramped up Laura’s excitement, and she had to admit, made her feel honoured. 
  “I’ll be right back.” Faye fled the room, and Laura frowned looking at Jackie. 
  “Is she okay?” 
  “Yep, probably needs a nervous pee.” 
  “Nice, not the image I was going for.” Laura chuckled as she cleared the bed, dumping her suitcase in the corner. 
  “She likes to freshen up before getting dirty.” Jackie grabbed Laura’s chin, green eyes boring into her, then her lips were on Laura’s. 
  She tasted like lime juice, and boy could she kiss. Her tongue began a slow exploration of Laura’s mouth. Her lips swelled as Jackie scraped them with her teeth, nipping gently. 
  An involuntary whimper escaped Laura. 
  “Something to tide you over.” With that, Jackie was gone, leaving Laura to ponder what came next. The thrill of the unknown was exquisite. 
  She spritzed some perfume, letting it infuse the air. Her last girlfriend used to practically bathe in the stuff, and Laura still didn’t like the smell of it on her skin. 
  When she looked up, Faye appeared in the doorway. She’d ditched her clothes and stood there wearing nothing but a smile and a touch of vulnerability. Her brown hair was full, lush, and long, complementing the contours of her body. 
  “You look beautiful,” Laura said, trying to convey the sincerity of her words with her eyes. 
  “Thanks,” Faye said shyly. 
  Laura gave her a reassuring smile, knowing it was hard for Faye to accept the compliment. 
  She was self-conscious of her full figure, but she needn’t be, she wore her curves well. Her large breasts were in proportion with her buxom hips and wide backside. 
  Dying to get her hands on what she’d only been able to look at until now, Laura closed the gap between them. Their gazes met, and Laura slid her arms around Faye’s hips at the same time as Faye slid her arms around Laura’s waist. 
  Laura cupped her backside and squeezed, drawing a low murmur out of Faye. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to do that.” 
  “I think I do,” Faye said playfully. 
  An ‘ahem’ sounded behind them, and Laura looked beyond Faye. She was met by Jackie’s approving gaze. She was a slender woman with short, black hair, alluring green eyes, and a strong disposition that drew people to her like a magnet. 
  Jackie tipped her head to the side. “Has someone started without me?” 
  Faye spun in Laura’s arms. “No!” 
  “Relax, babe.” Jackie tucked a lock of hair behind Faye’s ear and kissed her temple. 
  The gesture was so tender, a pang of yearning punched Laura in the solar plexus. It’d been a long time since anyone had looked at her with such adoration. 
  For a fleeting moment, she considered leaving these two lovebirds to it, and then decided fuck it. They’d all given their consent. 
  As if sensing her hesitation, Jackie shook her head. “Don’t start something you can’t finish.” 
  “Oh, I intend to finish.” Laura dived onto the bed. “Question is…who comes first.” She patted the duvet. 
  “Is it a race?” Jackie asked, stretching out beside Laura on top of the bed. 
  “I hope not.” Faye slid along the other side of Laura. 
  “It’s whatever we make it,” Laura said, her pulse racing with anticipation. 
  Propped up on their elbows, they worked in tandem, dragging Laura’s negligee up her body. 
  Goosebumps erupted on her skin with each inch of flesh exposed. Jackie put a finger on her cheek, gently pushing her face away from her. 
  Did her breath smell? What a horrifying thought. 
  Jackie nodded toward Faye, and understanding dawned. Laura tipped her head to the side and was met by eyes full of desire just before their lips met. 
  The kiss was deep, delicious, and passionate. Her heart raced and tension built low in her belly. Laura groaned into Faye’s mouth as Jackie drew a nipple between her teeth, tugging gently and releasing. 
  “These would look great with clamps on.” 
  Say what? 
  Laura tried to break the kiss, but Faye wouldn’t let up. It was as if their lips were fused. 
  “Breathe, honey.” 
  At that moment, Laura realised she’d gone stiff as a board. She did as Jackie said, exhaling a long, slow breath. 
  “Better, and I was joking. Faye’s the only one who submits to me.” 
  “Really?” Laura asked, her interest piqued. 
  “Really, but that’s a story for another day.” 
  Faye flashed her a coy smile. “Or not.” 
  “Yeah, or not.” Laura laughed, her brief moment of hesitation dissipating like leaves on a gentle breeze. 
  “Now, where were we?” Jackie cupped Laura’s breast and drew a nipple between her lips. 
  Like a mirror image, Faye did the same on the other side. 
  The feel of having both nipples sucked at the same time, one tugged at firmer than the other, was insanely erotic. Laura’s eyes slid shut, and a low moan escaped her lips. 
  Without thought, Laura’s arms found their way under her lovers’ necks and came to rest atop their heads. 
  She threaded her fingers through Faye’s long, brown hair on her left, and Jackie’s short, black hair on her right. 
  Fingers travelled over her torso, teasing her senses. Who they belonged to, she didn’t know and it didn’t matter. When a finger ghosted across her clit, she almost flew apart. 
  “God, you two are killing me.” The slightest touch and she was ready to combust. 
  “Someone’s been celibate for too long,” Jackie said to Faye. 
  “Maybe we’re just that good.” Faye’s infectious grin made Laura laugh. 
  “Let’s show her how good.” Jackie moved back and Laura immediately missed her warmth. “Up you get.” Jackie gave Faye a sharp nod. 
  Laura held her breath, wondering what that meant. 
  Without having to be told twice, Faye scuttled onto her hands and knees and flung one leg across Laura’s shoulders, straddling her face. 
  Her centre hovered millimetres above Laura, taunting her. Desperate to taste, Laura gripped her buxom hips, but before she could pull Faye lower, Jackie’s utter of disapproval brought her up short. 
  “Uh-uh. Turn around, babe. I want to watch you fly apart.” 
  Good God, could she say anything hotter? 
  The bed jiggled as Faye spun around, back to the headboard before she lowered herself again. Laura pictured Jackie’s approving gaze locked on her fiance as she got her first taste; sweet and musky. 
  A swipe of her tongue was rewarded with a low moan. Faye latched onto Laura’s nipples with her thumb and forefinger, squeezing and releasing. The sensations were exquisite. 
  A slender body settled between her legs. 
  “Lift,” Jackie instructed. 
  Laura obeyed, raising her backside as Jackie tugged on the waistband of her barely-there briefs. A second later, they were down her legs and off. 
  The first swipe of Jackie’s tongue made her moan her appreciation, the muffled sound absorbed by Faye’s soft, wet centre. 
  Trying to concentrate on giving pleasure while receiving it wasn’t always easy, but where there was a will there was a way. 
  Jackie’s tongue swirled around her clit and Laura mirrored her actions, swirling her tongue around Faye’s clit. 
  When Jackie licked the length of Laura, Laura did the same to Faye. Focusing on what was happening to her and repeating the actions was a highly erotic task. 
  “Play with your tits,” Jackie commanded, and Laura faltered, wondering who she was talking to. 
  When Faye’s hands disappeared, as bereft as Laura felt, her disappointment was short-lived. 
  “Beautiful,” Jackie murmured, and Laura pictured Faye atop her face, palming her own breasts. 
  She longed to get her hands on them, but trapped beneath Faye, she could do nothing but imagine that beautiful body straddling her face. 
  Realising she was at the mercy of her two best friends, not the other way around, hit her like an erotic tsunami. She might’ve initiated this scene, but she was far from the one in control. 
  With Jackie calling the shots, Laura let go of every preconceived idea of how she’d envisioned the night would go. 
  “Is she eating you good?” Jackie asked, her breath ghosting across Laura’s inner thighs. 
  “Yes, Ma’am, so good.” 
  Spurred on, Laura gripped Faye’s hips, rocking her pelvis as she devoured her; learned her, tasted her, fucked her with her tongue. 
  “Oh, yes, like that. She’s inside me,” Faye said when Laura entered her. 
  “Like this?” Jackie entered Laura for the first time, and Laura’s hips bucked of their own accord. 
  “Someone’s a little trigger happy.” Jackie chuckled, silky black hair tickling Laura’s thighs. A second finger joined the first, and she drew Laura’s clit between her lips, nipping and sucking; driving her to the edge of no return. 
  Taking one final look at the gorgeous backside filling her vision, Laura screwed her eyes shut, shutting out the orgasmic image before she came like the trigger-happy virgin Jackie had just professed her to be. 
  Unable to completely shut out the pleasure zinging through her veins, thanks to Jackie working her magic, tongue swirling, fingers buried deep, Laura mirrored Jackie’s actions once again, expertly working Faye’s clit just like Jackie would…if the way she was working Laura was any indication. 
  “Oh, yes. So close…” Faye rocked her hips, riding Laura’s face like there was no tomorrow, and Laura fuckin’ loved it. 
  “You want to come for me, babe?” Jackie asked Faye. 
  “Oh, yes, please. Please make me come.” Faye’s voice was thick with arousal. 
  In response to her plea, Jackie plunged her fingers in and out of Laura as if she was fucking Faye. 
  The intimacy, the unbridled passion, was a potent aphrodisiac. Laura was flying high, hurtling toward euphoria with no parachute. 
  She gripped Faye’s thighs, holding tight until she peaked. With a final rock of her pelvis, her wet centre sliding easily over Laura’s mouth and chin, Faye cried out her release. 
  “Oh, yeah, baby, you’re beautiful when you come.” Jackie’s voice was thick with arousal. 
  The second the words were out of her mouth, Jackie’s lips closed around Laura’s clit working her until she followed Faye into the land of sweet release, panting and gasping as wave after wave of euphoria claimed her. 
  By the time her orgasmic haze cleared, and she managed to pry her eyes open, the sight that greeted her robbed her of breath all over again. 
  Faye was beside her on all fours, her lips locked with Jackie’s between Laura’s spread legs. 
  Eventually, Jackie broke the kiss, her gaze on Faye. “She tastes good, doesn’t she?” 
  “Mm-hmm.” Faye nodded. 
  The words made Laura lick her lips, tasting Faye on her, all too aware Jackie was the only one yet to come. 
  Laura flung her leg over Jackie’s shoulder, freeing her from between her thighs. “Your turn. On your back.” She moved to the side of the bed. 
  “Uh-uh.” Jackie shook her head no, and Faye grinned. 
  “Don’t tell Madam Jackie what to do or you might get a spanking.” 
  “Whatever,” Laura laughed, loving the playful atmosphere. She never understood why people took sex so seriously. It was supposed to be fun, wasn’t it? 
  Before she could finish pondering that thought, she found herself face down in the middle of the bed. An open-handed slap landed on her left butt cheek. 
  Amused, she glanced over her shoulder. “What was that for?” 
  “Did you like it?” Jackie grinned. 
  “I don’t know.” She’d never been spanked, not even by her parents. 
  Another slap landed, this time on her right butt cheek. The sting gave way to a tingling sensation that settled between her legs. Huh, who knew an erotic spanking could be just that, erotic? 
  “If you were mine, I’d turn that arse of yours a pretty shade of pink, but since you’re not, we’ll just call it my farewell gift to you.” 
  “Gee, thanks,” Laura said, unwilling to admit how much she’d enjoyed the impromptu spanking. 
  Faye looked on, eyes wide, a huge grin lighting up her beautiful features. 
  “Make room.” Jackie motioned for them to move aside. Laura backed up on one side of the bed, and Faye did the same on the other. 
  They’d barely made room for her when Jackie landed between them, unceremoniously flopping onto her back. The mattress dipped, the bedsprings creaked, and the combined scent of three horny women breezed across the room. 
  “Kiss me,” Jackie said to no one in particular. 
  Propped up on her elbow, Faye eyeballed Laura. “You heard the lady.” 
  The warmth and desire shining in Faye’s eyes was humbling, there wasn’t a hint of jealousy to be seen. 
  Although Laura thought her gift was generous, it was nothing compared to the gift these two were giving her. The gift of each other. 
  With her gaze locked on Laura, Faye lowered her mouth to Jackie’s. 
  Not to be outdone, Laura advanced at the same time. Three sets of lips met in a messy, heated kiss. Teeth clashing, mouths separating and re-joining; Laura’s and Faye’s, Faye’s and Jackie’s, Jackie’s and Laura’s, all three nipping playfully. 
  Coming up for air, Jackie held Laura’s gaze. “It’s about time you showed me exactly what you can do with that tongue.” 
  “It’s magical,” Faye said, her ever-present cheeky smile following Laura as Laura slid down the bed. 
  She yanked off Jackie’s briefs and drunk her in; she was slick and swollen. Discovering she was every bit as turned on as Laura gave her an unexpected thrill. 
  Her mouth watered, the desire to taste driving her forward. As soon as her tongue made contact, Jackie’s hips bucked. Laura took a long sweep of her, dragging her tongue over every inch of exposed flesh, savouring the moment, burning it to memory. 
  When Laura reached Jackie’s clit, she drew it between her lips, swirling her tongue around the sensitive bundle of nerves, sucking gently. 
  A muffled moan like Laura had never heard before made her eyes pop open. Mesmerised, her gaze remained glued to Jackie and Faye, lips locked in a heated kiss. The love, the passion, the raw desire passing between them was palpable. 
  Although a little envious of what they had, Laura felt privileged to be a part of it, even for just one night. 
  When Faye broke the kiss, Laura slammed her eyes shut before she got caught staring. She felt like she was intruding on their moment, which was really fucking weird considering she had her head buried between Jackie’s thighs, her lips wrapped around her clit, fingers buried deep. 
  “She looks good down there,” Faye said, her grin wicked. “But I think she needs some help.” Faye pecked Jackie on the lips and slid down the bed. 
  Before Laura could ask what was going on, Faye sucked a finger into her mouth and entered Jackie, pushing a finger in right alongside Laura’s. 
  How fucking hot was that? 
  Working in tandem, they fucked Jackie for all they were worth. Sweat beaded on Laura’s forehead. Her head spun and her clit throbbed. 
  The eroticism of the moment robbed her of breath. She paused, willing her heart to slow down. 
  When she caught her breath, she went down on Jackie and continued where she left off. 
  Faye, who seemed like an energizer bunny, spun back around and palmed Jackie’s breasts. 
  A low moan escaped Jackie, head pressed into the pillow, eyes closed, a look of rapture colouring her beautiful features. 
  “More.” Jackie murmured and Laura slipped another finger inside as Faye took a nipple into her mouth. 
  Drawing on every ounce of willpower she possessed, Laura closed her eyes against the beauty of her friends making out and focused her attention on giving Jackie an orgasm she wouldn’t forget in a hurry. 
  Jackie inhaled a sharp breath when Laura curled her fingers forward, finding that sweet spot. 
  “Oh, God,” Jackie murmured. 
  “He won’t help you.” Faye chuckled. 
  Smiling on the inside, Laura refused to let up; tongue swirling, fingers pumping in and out. 
  “You going to come for me?” 
  Where the hell did that come from? Laura had never uttered such words, but the atmosphere was so charged she felt like she could say anything. 
  Her answer came in the form of a hand on her head, shoving her back where Jackie wanted her. “Better.” 
  Keeping up a steady rhythm until Jackie was panting and gasping, a heady sense of victory lit up Laura’s insides when Jackie cried out. 
  “Oh, yes. God, yes.” 
  Faye’s mouth crashed over Jackie’s, swallowing her cries of passion. 
  *** 
  A short time later, all three heads hit the pillows, bodies a tangle of sweaty arms and legs. 
  Sated, Laura closed her eyes basking in the moment, savouring it for as long as she could before Jackie and Faye returned to their own bed. 
  When she opened her eyes again, sunlight was streaming through the curtains. Shit, what time was it? She bolted upright…as far as she could with Jackie’s and Faye’s arms flung across her, holding her in a double-sided bear hug. 
  She considered sliding out from between them and leaving a bon voyage note, but would that be fair after what they’d shared? 
  Deciding it wouldn’t, she gently shook her two best friends. 
  A million butterflies stirred in her stomach as they roused, arms releasing her like shackles. 
  Her heart pounded in her chest. What if her best friends regretted their tryst in the cold light of day? 
  “Morning.” Jackie smiled warmly. 
  “Hi,” Laura said, feeling uncharacteristically shy. 
  “What time is it,” Faye asked, stretching her arms above her head. 
  The sheets slipped down revealing Faye’s voluptuous breasts. Laura tugged it back up, tucking it under her chin. 
  “You’re not going to go all shy on us, are you?” Jackie asked, tugging the sheet back down. “I was enjoying the view.” 
  So was Laura, but it didn’t feel right to say. Weird. 
  “Nope, not shy.” Liar. “I have a flight to catch.” 
  “Oh,” Faye sounded sceptical. “Is this the awkward moment you were talking about?” 
  “No.” 
  Yes. 
  “Pfft. Look at you, miss bashful.” Faye nudged her in the side, and Laura laughed. 
  “For fuck’s sake,” Jackie said. “Don’t make me spank you.” She dug her fingers into Laura’s ribs, and Laura shoved her hand away. 
  “Tickle monster.” Faye wiggled her fingers in Laura’s face, taunting her. 
  She hated being tickled, and they both knew it. Hell, there wasn’t much they didn’t know about her. They’d been there for her since she was fifteen, and a decade of friendship later they were still thick as thieves. 
  Relief swept over her when she realised nothing had changed. Dreaming of her new future, and knowing she had two good friends to return to if things didn’t work out in Canada, Laura kissed them both and jumped out of bed. 
  “I get first dibs on the shower.” 
  “Good.” Jackie slid on top of Faye, nuzzling her neck. “Don’t hurry back.” 
  With a huge grin on her face, Laura strolled to the bathroom, certain their passionate night would fuel Jackie and Faye’s fantasies for some time to come. 
  
 
 
 BONUS STORY 


  Although I wrote this story as a standalone, readers are first introduced to Zoe and Claire in Finding Love Down Under. 
  In that story, Zoe had an aversion to being blindfolded, and this is her ultimate gift to Claire. 


  A Special Gift 


  Chapter One 


  The sun glinted off Zoe’s engagement ring as she twirled it around her finger. A smile spread across her face recalling the night Claire had popped the question while they’d dined at the Calgary Tower. 
  The fact that Claire had asked Zoe’s parents for her hand in marriage ahead of time had melted Zoe’s heart as much as the surprise proposal. 
  Inhaling the fresh scent of pine needles, Zoe relaxed back on the sofa and admired her lover as she arranged presents under the tree. 
  This Sunday would be Zoe’s second Christmas spent in New Zealand. Last year, it’d seemed odd spending the day outdoors, sitting in the sun and flipping sausages on the barbecue. This year, she looked forward to it. 
  Claire stood and straightened the star on top of the Christmas tree. With her warm brown eyes locked on Zoe, she strode across the living room, long legs eating up the distance in three strides. 
  “Penny for your thoughts?” 
  Before Zoe could respond, Molly, their black and white cat, ducked under the tree and swatted at a big red Christmas ball. The second it landed on the hardwood floor, she batted it with her paw and took off in hot pursuit. 
  Laughing at the cat, and three kittens following close behind, Claire sank onto the sofa cushion beside Zoe. Her dark hair swished around her shoulders as she wiggled about getting comfy. 
  Zoe took a moment to bask in the warmth of Claire’s arm against her own, luxuriating in the feel of skin on skin. 
  Normally, Claire’s earthy scent kept Zoe grounded, but when Zoe’s mind strayed to the gift she’d hidden beneath the cushion, nerves threatened to get the better of her. 
  Concern flashed across Claire’s face. “Hey, where’d that smile go?” She gripped Zoe’s chin. 
  Unable to escape Claire’s grip, Zoe replied truthfully. “I was thinking about the night you proposed.” 
  She trailed off trying to gather her thoughts. What had seemed like a good idea a minute ago suddenly had her second-guessing herself. 
  Claire released Zoe’s chin and took her hand in her own, her grip firm yet gentle. “What’s going on in that mind of yours, Doll?” She tapped Zoe’s temple. “No secrets, remember?” 
  Tinsel fluttered on the Christmas tree, mirroring the butterflies dancing in Zoe’s belly. Taking a fortifying breath, she reached under the sofa cushion. “I have a gift for you.” She pulled out a small parcel wrapped in red paper and sunk to her knees in front of Claire. 
  The sheepskin rug cushioned her knees like cotton wool as she shuffled forward until her abdomen was flush with Claire’s legs. “Hold out your hand.” 
  With her lusty gaze locked on Zoe’s cleavage, Claire waggled her eyebrows. “Won’t I need two?” 
  Zoe chuckled. “Perv.” 
  She could always rely on Claire to lighten the mood with sexy innuendos. But right then Zoe needed to stay focused. “I’m trying to be serious.” 
  “So am I,” Claire replied, her eyes dancing with humour. 
  Biting back a smile, Zoe glanced away. Her breath hitched when she caught a glimpse of Claire’s lacy black panties between slightly parted thighs. Forcing herself to focus on the task at hand, Zoe sat back on her haunches and locked eyes with Claire. 
  After a brief stare down, Claire placed her hand on her bare knee. “I’m all ears, Doll.” 
  A rush of anxiety made Zoe’s stomach churn. After months of deliberation and inner reflection, she wanted the timing to be perfect. Like the sacred offering it was, Zoe carefully placed the gift-wrapped item in Claire’s outstretched palm. “Go ahead. Open it.” 
  A beaming smile lit up Claire’s features. “But it’s not Christmas yet.” She stated the obvious at the same time as she tore apart the wrapping paper. 
  The words ‘every day feels like Christmas when I’m with you’ died in Zoe’s throat when Claire dangled the strip of black fabric between them, holding it up by the elastic band. 
  Unable to read Claire’s expression, Zoe’s pulse raced. Silence stretched out between them, the only sound in the room the metallic clatter of a Christmas ball bouncing off the walls. 
  Claire finally spoke. “I have one question.” She searched Zoe’s eyes. “Are you doing this because you think it will please me or because you are ready for this?” 
  Zoe rested her hands on her knees. “Both. I’m ready for this, and I hope that pleases you.” 
  When they first became lovers, Zoe told Claire about her aversion to blindfolds, thanks to her ex-girlfriend abusing her trust by inviting a third person in without her consent, and Claire had never insisted she wear one. 
  Claire pulled Zoe to her feet and wrapped her in a tight embrace. “Your gift means more to me than words can say. Thank you.” 
  Their lips met in a hungry kiss, tongues seeking out each other like lifelines. The intoxicating flavour of strawberries, chocolate, and lust made Zoe’s head spin. When Claire broke the heated embrace, Zoe groaned her frustration. 
  “As much as I want to strip you naked, right here, right now”—Claire tucked a strand of hair behind Zoe’s ear, her expression serious—“I need time to process. To plan everything out in my head.” 
  What she said made sense. Zoe had had weeks to consider what her gift meant. If Claire had suddenly said I want to blindfold you, Zoe would’ve needed more than five minutes to get onboard with the idea. 
  “If it reminds you too much of Amy, we don’t need to do this.” 
  It still blew Zoe’s mind that Claire’s ex had hidden behind a mask, all the while secretly filming their trysts and uploading them online. 
  Claire entwined her fingers in Zoe’s hair and gently tugged her head back. “Nothing about you reminds me of Amy. It never will. You taught me to love and trust again. I told you from the get-go I’d never abuse your submission. The gift you’ve given me means a lot, for both of us, and I don’t want to fuck it up.” 
  Claire held up two fingers like someone flipping the bird and tipped them forward, drawing Zoe’s gaze to her intense dark eyes. 
  “Look in here. The windows to my soul, you’ll only ever see love and respect shining back at you. You’re my everything, Doll.” 
  Emotion welled up in Zoe making her throat tight. “And you’re mine.” 
  Claire planted a chaste kiss on Zoe’s lips. “If we keep the lines of communication open, we’ll always be able to work out any kinks in the road.” 
  Zoe chuckled. “Don’t you mean bumps in the road?” 
  With a grin threatening to split her face in two, Claire shrugged. “Kinks, bumps. Deck, dick.” 
  The memory made Zoe snicker. 
  It was rare that she saw Claire blush, but she’d done just that when she told Zoe’s dad he had a gorgeous deck. 
  Zoe’s little brother had cracked up laughing, and Zoe had whispered in Claire’s ear, ‘it sounded like you just told my dad he’s got a gorgeous dick.’ 
  
 
  Chapter Two 


  The following morning, Claire awoke to sunlight streaming through the bedroom window. Living in the country meant they didn’t have to close the drapes if they didn’t want to. 
  It’d taken Zoe a while to adjust but once they’d installed a sensor at the gates so they could hear anyone entering the property, she’d relaxed and appreciated waking up to natural light and a warm bedroom. 
  Happiness filled Claire’s heart and soul as her mind wandered back to the previous afternoon. In the five months since their holiday in Canada, her love for Zoe had grown deeper with each passing day. 
  Their love-making was often intense, always passionate. The fact Zoe’s submission was genuine, made the power exchange more potent than Claire had ever experienced before. 
  Squinting against the glare of the early morning sun, Claire rolled over and cracked an eye open. Her gaze landed on a pair of red and black Velcro wrist cuffs, her early Christmas gift to Zoe, and the blindfold sitting side by side on the dressing table. The items had taunted her all night. 
  They would remain where they sat until after they’d braved the last minute Saturday shoppers and purchased what they needed for Christmas day; king prawns for the barbecue and whipped cream for the Pavlova. 
  The first item made Claire’s stomach rumble, she loved seafood. The second made her think of the sweet taste of her lover and the beautiful sounds she made when she came. 
  “Wakey, wakey,” Claire whispered into Zoe’s ear while drawing circles around her bellybutton with her index finger. 
  Zoe’s abdominal muscles twitched beneath her touch, but her eyes remained firmly shut. Zoe hated mornings as much as Claire loved them. 
  With a feather-light touch, Claire stroked her finger back and forth over Zoe’s nipple through her sheer negligee. “Rise and shine, sleepyhead.” 
  Zoe’s nipple stood to attention and a soft moan escaped her lips. She murmured something as if she was dreaming, but Claire wasn’t fooled. 
  It was a game they’d played before. The sexual dance excited them both. However, unbeknown to Zoe, today Claire had a surprise up her sleeve, or more specifically in her bedside drawer. 
  The bed squeaked as Claire rolled over. A pleased grin tugged at the corner of her mouth when she retrieved her online purchase. With one hand, she held the small object flush to Zoe’s pubic mound, with the other she turned on the cordless remote. 
  A barely audible buzz drifted through the room before being drowned out by a loud gasp. 
  Zoe’s eyes flew open, arousal and apprehension swirling in the green depths. “What the heck?” 
  Claire glanced down at the purple OhMiBod Vibe cradled between her palm and Zoe’s body. She smiled to herself as she removed the device, turned off the remote and leaned against the headboard. “It’s a wearable vibrator. And guess what?” Claire asked, unable to keep the glee out of her voice. 
  Zoe propped herself up on two pillows, head tipped to the side. “Was that a rhetorical question, or do you literally want me to guess?” 
  “Oh, you’re just begging for a spanking, aren’t you?” 
  Not bothering to wait for a reply, Claire tugged her arm, pulled her across her lap, and delivered two short, sharp whacks. 
  A rosy shade of pink spread across Zoe’s buttocks. She bucked and squirmed, then exhaled a soft moan and waggled her bottom. 
  The silent plea for more turned Claire on. Her blood ignited and a delicious throb pulsed between her legs. 
  “Go on then, guess,” Claire’s said. 
  “You bought the vibe for your mother?” Zoe snickered. 
  “Brat.” She delivered another blow, the impact vibrating up her arm. “Try again.” 
  She soothed the burn then dipped her hand between Zoe’s legs, delighted to find her wet. 
  Zoe’s second guess came out breathy. “I should wear underpants to bed?” 
  “Definitely not.” She circled Zoe’s clit, teasing her until she was writhing with pleasure. 
  Then, with all the willpower she could muster, she withdrew her hand from between Zoe’s thighs and pulled her into her lap. “Third strike, you’re out.” 
  “Fine.” A frustrated breath huffed out of Zoe. “You’re going to make me wear that…thing.” 
  Anyone would think Claire had given Zoe an ugly sweater—was that what Canadian’s called a jersey?—by the way she pronounced the word thing. 
  “New toy.” Claire corrected. 
  “You’re going to make me wear that toy and tease me all day.” 
  Goddamn, her accent was sexy, especially when she pouted. 
  “Good girl. That wasn’t so hard, was it?” 
  Zoe poked her tongue out, and Claire let it slide. It was Christmas eve after all. 
   “Come on.” She held out a hand, and Zoe took it. “Breakfast, town, then we play.” 
  
 
  Chapter Three 


  An hour later, they sat in the stifling heat of the car, searching for a park at New World supermarket. 
  “Why don’t I run in and get the few things we need?” Zoe said, fiddling with an air vent which only succeeded in letting in the pungent smell of exhaust fumes. “By the time you find a park I’ll be back.” 
  “What fun would that be?” Claire quirked an eyebrow. 
  With one hand on the steering wheel, she used the other to locate the remote control tucked in her bra and clicked the pulse button. 
  Zoe’s eyes went wide. She sucked in a breath, and clenched her thighs as if the damn thing would fall out of her panties. Her eyes slid closed, and she tipped her head back. 
  With the click of a button, her eyes flew open. She glared at Claire, all pouty lips and false bravado. A response that pleased Claire immensely. 
  Out of the corner of her eye, Claire saw a maroon sedan pulling out of a parking spot in the next row over. She hit the gas and sped around the corner. 
  The driver of another car coming from the other direction also had his sights on the empty car park. She barrelled it and made it to the spot at the same time as an elderly couple. 
  The gentleman gestured with his hand, as if to say ‘after you’. Zoe glanced between Claire and the couple, her eyes imploring. 
  There was no need to guilt-trip Claire, the decision was a no brainer. Her parents were nearing sixty and she’d like to think young’uns would afford them the respect they deserved. 
  And God help anyone who disrespected them in her presence. Claire shoved the stick shift in reverse and backed up. 
  The huge smile and mouthed ‘thank you, dear,’ she received made her feel all warm and fuzzy inside. 
  The act of giving had always filled Claire with joy, in more than one sense of the word. With that thought in mind, she clicked the remote again. 
  An adorable blush spread across Zoe’s cheeks. “Oh my word, there are people around.” 
  “Well, best you learn to control your facial expressions.” Revelling in Zoe’s reactions, Claire left the vibe on the lowest setting and did another lap of the car park. 
  Five minutes later, Claire parked out on the street, stating they had perfectly good legs and it would be quicker to walk one block than continue doing laps of the car park. 
  Every year, she vowed and declared she would be more prepared, so she didn’t have to go to the supermarket on Christmas Eve, yet here she was again. 
  “You okay, Doll? Claire injected a false dose of concern into her voice. “You look a little flushed?” 
  A dreamy-eyed Zoe gazed up at Claire. “Yes, Clea. Just hot…and horny.” 
  A heady mix of love and lust sizzled through Claire hearing Zoe refer to her as Clea, seemingly without conscious thought, a name Zoe used in the privacy of their home when submitting to Claire. 
  The sooner they got home the better. Claire cracked open the car door. “Let’s go.” 
  *** 
  A refreshing blast of cool air hit them the second they stepped into the air-conditioned supermarket. Claire plucked at her shirt sticking to her body. “Phew, what a relief.” 
  Zoe didn’t look relieved. In fact, she looked like a little girl who needed to use the bathroom. Knees bent in. 
  After a quick glance around to make sure no one was watching them, Claire clicked the vibe off. 
  Relief swept across Zoe’s face. “Thank you, Clea. My legs are like jelly.” 
  Even though it would be fun to continue tormenting Zoe, Claire preferred to do so in private. The glazed look of arousal in her eyes, and the way she trembled when teetering on the verge of climax, was for Claire’s eyes only. 
  They breezed through the fruit and vegetable department, cutting a path to the far end of the store. Halfway down an aisle, Claire did a second take when a long narrow box with a purple image caught her eye. She tugged on Zoe’s hand, stopping her in her tracks. 
  “Bloody hell, would you look at that.” Claire pointed. 
  “What?” Zoe asked, confusion written all over her beautiful face. 
  Claire cupped her hand around her mouth and spoke in a conspiratorial whisper. “That dildo must be at least twelve inches long.” 
  A prim looking woman frowned down her nose at them, plucked up the box Claire had been pointing at and handed it to her husband. “This will be perfect for your niece.” 
  The man who appeared to be close to fifty, and not at all looking forward to Christmas, placed the box in the trolley and dutifully trailed behind his wife. 
  As soon as the couple were out of hearing distance, Zoe turned to Claire, her expression a mixture of adoring amusement and exasperation. “It’s a hair straightener, you idiot.” 
  Just as Claire had hoped, Zoe burst out laughing. And there they stood, giggling like school girls in the middle of a busy supermarket aisle. 
  Of course Claire had known it wasn’t a sex toy, but there was more than one way to tease Zoe and she never tired of the sweet sound of Zoe’s laughter. 
  “The supermarket’s a mini sex shop if you think about it. Let me see, what do we need?” Claire tapped her lip as if she couldn’t remember. 
  “Chocolate sauce and whipped cream.” 
  “Bingo.” 
  Unable to resist one final gibe, Claire bumped her hip against Zoe’s side as they continued down the aisle. “Consider yourself lucky I didn’t buy a nice big piece of ginger.” 
  The mere thought of the intense burning sensation made Claire clench her butt-cheeks. Figging was far from something either of them wished to experience. 
  “I would’ve tossed in a kiwi.” Zoe smirked. 
  “Touch,” Claire replied, the mantra of Zoe’s safeword playing in her head. Stop means go, kiwi means no. 
  As much as Claire loved to tease Zoe, the entire time she’d done so, the gift Zoe had given her remained forefront in her mind. The trust placed in her hands was a huge responsibility and she didn’t intend to muck it up. 
  Quite the opposite. 
  Claire was hellbent on replacing any anxiety Zoe associated with a blindfold with far more erotic memories. 
  
 
  Chapter Four 


  The twenty-minute drive back to the cottage was more subdued than the trip into town. Zoe seemed content gazing out the window at the passing countryside; sheep grazing in paddocks, and vineyards with row after row of grape-laden vines. 
  The Hawke’s Bay region wasn’t known as the oldest wine region in New Zealand for nothing. 
  Claire reached across the console and squeezed Zoe’s thigh. “You okay, Doll?” 
  Zoe whipped her head around, long hair fanning out around her shoulders. “Perfect.” She reached across the console and rested her hand on Claire’s thigh. 
  A deep sense of contentment settled over Claire. It was hard to believe not so long ago, she’d sworn off relationships. Now, though, she couldn’t even begin to imagine her life without Zoe by her side. 
  A white car with a big red nose and reindeer antlers attached to the roof, whizzed by heading toward town. The young family toot-tooted and waved. Zoe and Claire waved back. 
  Five minutes later, they arrived home. 
  Once inside, Claire hung up her handbag. She helped Zoe put away the groceries before making her move. 
  The second Zoe turned from putting the whipped cream away, Claire pinned her to the fridge door. Desire flashed in her eyes, her body like putty in Claire’s hands. 
  “Who does your orgasm belong to?” 
  A tremor rippled through Zoe. “You, Clea.” 
  “Safeword?” 
  “Kiwi.” They both smiled. 
  “I’ve had twenty-four hours to think about how I’m going to entice an orgasm or two out of you.” She studied Zoe and saw nothing but horny anticipation in her heavy-lidded gaze. 
  “With your sight gone…” Claire paused giving Zoe a chance to say she’d changed her mind. “Your other senses will be heightened, and I’m going to tease you mercilessly.” 
  Even though the little whimper Zoe exhaled let Claire know she was turned on by the idea, the fact remained Zoe’s mind might play tricks on her. 
  She could panic if Claire unwittingly did something that triggered an unpleasant memory. 
  “As excited as I am by the prospect of blindfolding you, I won’t be upset if you use your safeword.” She searched Zoe’s eyes for any hint of apprehension and found nothing but love and lust. 
  “Thank you. But I won’t need it. I trust you.” 
  The sentiment warmed Claire’s heart, but power exchange went deeper than trust. She trusted Zoe equally, but there was no way in hell she’d let Zoe tie her up or blindfold her. 
  Not because Claire feared what Zoe might or might not do, but because being out of control made Claire break out in a cold sweat. She didn’t know why, just accepted it as being part of her makeup. 
  Turning her attention back to the beautiful woman pinned against the fridge, Claire secured Zoe’s wrists above her head with one hand and plucked the vibe out of her panties with the other.  
  It wouldn’t take long to pull an orgasm out of her, which was why Claire made the snap decision to grant Zoe some quick relief. 
  “So wet.” Claire licked Zoe’s neck. “Wanna come for me, Doll?” The thought of making her come hard and fast sent a surge of arousal zinging through Claire’s veins. 
  “Yes.” Zoe’s eyelids drooped, heavy with desire. 
  Her response was exquisite, but Claire wasn’t willing to relent so easily. 
  “Eyes on mine.” She stilled her hand for the two seconds it took Zoe to comply. 
  The tortured look in her eyes as she fought the impulse to close them and her desire to please Claire was a potent aphrodisiac. 
  With her eyes boring into Zoe, Claire slid her hand into Zoe’s briefs, revelling in the wetness she found there. 
  Zoe sucked in a ragged breath, eyelids fluttering closed before snapping them open again. 
  A whimper escaped Zoe when Claire slid two fingers inside. Clasping Zoe’s wrists above her head with one hand, Claire circled Zoe’s clit with the other. 
  The pleading look in Zoe’s eyes, the little moans of pleasure she emitted, sent a jolt of lust spiralling through Claire’s body. 
  “Come,” Claire commanded, and with another swipe with the pad of her thumb Zoe did just that, panting and gasping, eyes fluttering closed before flicking open again. 
  “Good girl.” Claire sealed her mouth over Zoe’s and swallowed her cries of passion. 
  Once Zoe’s spasms subsided, Claire released her wrists and lowered her arms to her sides. “God, you’re beautiful when you come.” 
  “Thank you, Clea. How may I please you?” 
  The radiant glow of her cheeks scorched Claire’s insides. 
  “Shower first, then present yourself in the bedroom.” They were both hot and sticky from the humid day, and it wouldn’t hurt to freshen up before getting down and dirty. 
  She pinned Zoe with her best no-nonsense stare. “When I enter the room, I want you naked and spread out on the bed.” 
  “Yes, Clea.” Zoe turned, almost tripping over Molly as she exited the kitchen. 
  The fact she didn’t even stop to pet her cat told Claire how far gone she was. 
  
 
  Chapter Five 


  After a quick shower, Zoe wrapped a towel around herself and padded to the bedroom. She didn’t see Claire in the hallway, and the shower fired to life at the same time as she reached their bedroom door. 
  A gentle breeze lifted the net curtains and filled the room with the aromatic scent of summer flowers; jasmine and lavender. 
  The blindfold Zoe had given Claire, and the handcuffs Claire presented her with the night before, remained where they’d been placed on their Rimu dressing table. 
  Zoe plucked up the blindfold and cuffs, then spread out on top of the summer weight duvet. A breeze blowing through the window cooled her slightly damp skin but her body continued to burn with desire. 
  The relief she’d felt when Claire brought her to orgasm less than ten minutes ago had dissipated as fast as she came. 
  After taking one last look around the room, Zoe pulled the blindfold over her eyes and gripped the headboard. A sense of tranquillity settled over her, no fear, just a feeling of everything being right. 
  As Claire had predicted, with her sight gone, Zoe’s other senses heightened. Her hearing intensified. The bleat of sheep in neighbouring paddocks suddenly sounded like they were under the bedroom window. The clunk of the shower faucet turning off made Zoe’s heart pound with excitement. 
  How long before her Mistress, Clea, entered the room? What did she have planned? 
  The pitter-patter of bare feet on the hardwood floor alerted her to Claire’s presence just before she inhaled the familiar scent of strawberry shampoo. 
  Claire’s warm breath breezed across Zoe’s face. “Beautiful.” 
  The metal chain jingled against the headboard and the loud rip of Velcro strips pierced the air moments before a fluffy cuff wrapped around Zoe’s wrist. 
  The cuffs were perfect for Zoe. She took comfort in knowing that if for some inexplicable reason she freaked out, a quick tug on one of the Velcro strips and she’d be free within seconds. She doubted it would come to that, Claire was able to read her too well. 
  If Zoe was a gambling woman, she’d bet her precious cat that Claire had taken the ease of escape into consideration when buying the perfect binds for Zoe. 
  Barely audible footsteps made Zoe’s pulse race. What was Claire doing? A soft thud sounded at the far end of the room. Had she placed something on the windowsill? More footsteps, followed by deafening silence. Had Claire left the room? Or was she leaning against the dressing table watching Zoe, drinking in her naked form? 
  The suspense made Zoe’s heart beat triple time. She inhaled a deep breath and tried to conjure up an image of Claire. Was she naked or clothed? 
  Deciding she was naked, Zoe raked her mind’s eye over Claire’s tall, slender frame. Starting at her pretty pink toenails, which Zoe had lovingly painted the night before, drinking in her toned thighs then continuing her ascent up over a neatly trimmed triangle of pubic hair, over her pert breasts with alluring reddish-brown nipples, and finally settling on her face. 
  She pictured Claire’s captivating eyes, the colour of milk chocolate, her luscious full lips, and gorgeous face framed by dark brown hair. 
  The unexpected clunk of something placed on the bedside table made Zoe jump. 
  Lost in her daydream; she hadn’t heard the soft pad of Claire’s feet as she approached the bed. 
  “You doing okay?” Claire trailed a finger down Zoe’s cheek and across her collarbone. 
  “Yes,” Zoe replied, basking in the feather-light touch. 
  Something cold dripped onto Zoe’s nipple. She sucked in a surprised breath then exhaled, shivering in delight when soft warm lips engulfed the taut peak. 
  Claire swirled her tongue around like someone devouring an ice cream. Zoe’s nipples tingled as Claire drew them into hard peaks. 
  Reflexively tugging against the restraints, Zoe’s gasps became louder when Claire held a nipple between her teeth and pulled until her breast rose up. After a beat, she released Zoe’s nipple, leaving it wet and aching. 
  “You taste delicious.” The smack of Claire’s lips echoed in Zoe’s ears. 
  Before Zoe could draw her next breath, Claire consumed her again, lavishing the same exquisite attention on Zoe’s other breast, until she was panting and gasping for air. 
  Claire removed her mouth and tapped Zoe’s chin. “Open.” 
  A dollop of something cold touched Zoe’s lips and trickled into her mouth. A creamy texture with a hint of vanilla exploded on her tongue, firing her taste buds to life. More Christmas goodness; whipped cream. Relieved it wasn’t anything sinister, Zoe swallowed, savouring the delicious offering. 
  The bed bounced and once again Zoe found herself alone. Blood rushed in her ears as she strained to hear. Footsteps retreated then returned. 
  The anticipation was killing her. 
  A multitude of fabric strips swished across Zoe’s abdomen. The unexpected slash made her gasp in surprise. She’d never felt the swish of the soft suede flogger across the front of her body. 
  She loved it across her backside, but her breasts were so sensitive, Zoe wasn’t sure if she could take a lashing to the front of her body. 
  “Relax. I’m not going to flog you.” Claire chuckled, deep and throaty. “Not today anyway.” 
  Goosebumps erupted over every inch of her body as the long tails dragged across her flesh, down one side and back up the other, before eventually settling at the apex of her thighs. 
  The gentle touch, soft as fingertips, danced around her pubic mound, teasing Zoe like a lover’s caress.  
  The tails of the flogger flicked across Zoe’s aching nipples. Back and forth teasing the sensitive peaks until they were painfully erect. Her breath quickened as each lash set nerve endings on fire. 
  Zoe arched up, seeking more contact, only to be denied. The thud of the implement hitting the floor drowned out Zoe’s frustrated groan. 
  Before she could think about complaining, puckered flesh brushed across her lips. This time Zoe didn’t need to be told to open. Eager to please, Zoe swirled her tongue around the taut bud, drawing a low moan out of Claire. 
  Zoe instinctively reached out to cup Claire’s breasts, the restraints bringing her up short. 
  “Uh-uh.” Claire’s voice held the hint of a smile. “I’ll decide when I want your hands on me. Right now, you can put your pouty lips and that sassy mouth of yours to better use.” 
  Once again, silky wetness brushed against Zoe’s lips. The sweet taste of whipped cream exploded in her mouth as she latched onto Claire’s proffered nipple. 
  A hand reached between her legs, spreading her open. Fingers probed. Soft flesh pressed into her face. Fingers pinched her nipples. Hands, touching, probing, everywhere. Were there only two? 
  When images of the night she’d fled from Samantha crept into her mind, a sense of foreboding made the hair on the back of her neck stand on end. Her heart pounded in her chest, and her breaths came out in short sharp pants. 
  Should she safeword? She needed to be able to see, reassure herself no one else had entered the room. No she didn’t! This was Claire. Claire would never abuse her trust. 
  At the same time as Zoe drew her next ragged breath, the blindfold was pulled off her face. Squinting against the glare, it took a minute for her brain to register all play had stopped. 
  As attuned to her as ever, Claire must’ve sensed Zoe was starting to freak. Angry with herself for letting fear creep in, Zoe turned her head away, unable to look at Claire. 
  “It’s okay, Doll.” Claire stroked her hair. “Look around. Reassure yourself there’s no one here but us.” 
  Overcome with emotion, Zoe swallowed hard. Claire knew when to push and when to pull back. She would never abuse Zoe’s trust, it’s why she gave her the gift of a blindfold. 
  Was she going to honour that gift or take it back? 
  Claire tugged on the blindfold. “Lift.” 
  “No!” The word came out sharper than Zoe intended. She took a deep breath and lowered her voice. “I don’t want you to stop.” 
  “I have no intention of stopping,” Claire said, her naked breasts inches away from Zoe’s face as she hovered over her from the side of the bed. “But we can ditch the blindfold.” 
  When Zoe turned her head to the side, a glimpse of purple lace caught her eye. Claire wasn’t completely naked after all. Zoe drunk in the mouth-watering crotch-less panties Claire wore, but Claire’s attention remained focused on Zoe. 
  “Blindfold on or off?” she asked, fingers gripping the black fabric. 
  “On.” The response came without thought. All sense of panic vanished the minute she’d laid eyes on Claire. 
  The look of adoration that flashed across Claire’s face before Zoe was plunged back into darkness made her feel safe. Cherished. 
  In her mind’s eye, she locked her gaze on the smouldering look in Claire’s eyes that made Zoe feel like she was the centre of her world. 
  The bed creaked and Claire slid along the length of her body, plastering their sweaty torsos together. As much as Zoe yearned to wrap her arms around Claire and hold her close, she could do nothing but lie there completely at Claire’s mercy, and she loved it. 
  Warm soft lips whispered across Zoe’s. She parted her lips and Claire slipped her tongue inside. They moaned into each other’s mouths. 
  “I don’t think I’ll ever get enough of you,” Claire stated after breaking the kiss. “Brace yourself, I’m about to devour every inch of you.” 
  When Claire nipped her neck, a delightful shiver ran through Zoe. The pinch of teeth teetered between painful and ticklish, making Zoe squirm in delight. 
  A chuckle rumbled deep in Claire’s chest. “I love how responsive you are.” 
  Her voice trailed off as she slid a few inches lower. She cupped Zoe’s breasts, teasing one nipple then the other over and over again. Exquisite sensations rolled through Zoe as Claire worked her into a frenzy. 
  Close, so close. 
  Her muscles tightened, poised on the edge of sweet release. “I’m gonna come.” 
  As soon as the words left Zoe’s mouth, all stimulation came to an abrupt stop. 
  “No, you’re not. Not yet.” Claire’s weight shifted on the bed. 
  Frustrated, horny, and loving being kept on the edge, Zoe let her muscles go lapse. She wouldn’t get any relief until Claire was good and ready. 
  A draft of wind blew through the bedroom and ghosted across Zoe’s sweat-slick skin. 
  “I told you…I’m going to devour you.” 
  Claire lavished attention on Zoe, consuming her with her mouth and fingers until Zoe was writhing and moaning with ecstasy. 
  Her muscles tensed, her breathing quickened, as her body went up in flames under Claire’s ruthless mouth. 
  “Come.” 
  The authoritative tone of Claire’s voice crackled through Zoe. Her scalp prickled, her limbs tingled, pinpricks of light danced behind the blindfold, and over she went, wave after wave of toe-curling spasms rocking her entire body. 
  “Fuck! Oh, fuck!” she cried out, unable to censor herself. Her thighs trembled when Claire kissed the soft inner flesh, letting Zoe catch her breath. 
  “Beautiful.” Claire stroked her hand over Zoe’s belly. 
  Overcome by love and lust, Zoe yearned to be able to look into her lover’s eyes. To see the desire on her face. To watch her climax. 
  “Release me, please.” 
  Claire’s weight shifted off the end of the bed. “Are you safe wording, Doll?” 
  Zoe frowned, wishing she could see Claire’s expression. “No” 
  “Oh, so you just thought it’d be a good idea to tell me what to do?” There was a smile in her voice. 
  “I want to please you, and I can’t do that bound.” 
  Claire tut-tutted. “But that’s where you are wrong, Doll. Watching you come is what pleases me.” 
  The unexpected touch of something smooth and solid sliding through Zoe’s folds made her gasp. 
  “What’s that?” 
  “Relax.” Claire didn’t need to add the words trust me for Zoe to hear them loud and clear. 
  The object slid inside, and Zoe spread her legs wider, letting it fill and stretch her. 
  “How does that feel? 
  “Hot.” 
  “I warmed your favourite glass dildo in the sun.” She rotated the toy so the glass ridges massaged Zoe’s inner walls sending exquisite shards of pleasure zinging through her veins. With her other hand, Claire rhythmically tapped Zoe’s clit. 
  “Fuck, that looks hot.” Claire’s voice was thick with arousal. 
  Picturing Claire watching the toy sliding in and out, slick with Zoe’s arousal, ramped up her excitement. 
  Nerve endings fired to life. Her nipples puckered, and heat pooled low in her belly as Claire deftly brought her to the edge of another orgasm. 
  She kept her there, hovering on the precipice until Zoe felt like she was going to explode. 
  “Permission to come.” Claire tapped her clit, working the toy with vigour. 
  Hips bucking like a wild woman, handcuffs clanging against the headboard, Zoe fell headfirst into euphoria, gasping and panting as she rode out an intense orgasm. 
  As she came down, Claire slid up her body and removed the blindfold. Without a word, she straddled Zoe’s thigh, grinding against her until she climaxed, barely making a sound. 
  After a moment, Claire reached up and released the handcuffs. As soon as her hands were free, Zoe curled onto her side and burrowed into Claire. 
  They were both hot and sweaty, and she didn’t care. They could take another shower after savouring the moment. 
  A tear slid down Claire’s cheek and dripped onto the pillow. 
  Taken aback, worry stabbed at Zoe’s insides. “Hey, what’s up? Did I do something wrong?” 
  “No.” She swiped at her eyes. “You were perfect. The gift you gave me was perfect.” 
  Their mouths met and Zoe had never felt more cherished. Actually, that wasn’t entirely true. 
  The day Claire came to her rescue rated high up there. It lead to where she was now. 
  Cuddled up on a humid Christmas Eve in New Zealand, miles away from home, and dreaming of the day she could call Claire her wife. 
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