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FROM BESTIES TO BDSM


What Are Best Friends For?

“Come around tonight. I'll get all your favorite snacks. And no off-brand stuff this time, I promise. You can tell me everything that moron said.”

I paused for a moment. My instinct was to say no - Jess had broken up with me 20 minutes ago, via a long essay of a text message, and part of me wanted nothing more than to retreat into a pit of my own despair. I wanted to hide under the comforter and run through every word she said, cry until I fell asleep. Olivia was getting in the way of that plan.

Olivia was one of my closest friends. We met 4 years ago when we were both part of the same graduate program at a shady company. The company, called Mabel, exclusively hired fresh grads and secured them tech placements in bigger, more reputable companies. You could end up in the IT department of a bank, a fashion company, or, like us, a water company. The owners called it Mabel because they thought having a young person-focused startup with an old lady's name was wonderfully ironic.

Mabel collected decent contractor payments for our placements and pocketed most of that money, paying us a salary below industry standards. Of course, it helped us get a foot in the door and some experience on our resumes, which was why we were there. But it didn’t stop us from resenting Mabel—the arrogant emails reminding us and the other employees how lucky we were and how grateful we should be, the random firings that had everyone on edge.

It was a stressful start to working life, but we were in it together. I turned up to Hydroline Utilities and found Olivia waiting for me with a cup of hot chocolate. She said she wasn’t sure if I preferred tea or coffee, but she’d never met anyone who didn’t like hot chocolate. That was the start of a friendship that’s still going strong 4 years later and had survived us both finishing our grad programs and moving to different companies.

“Hellooooo? Have I lost you?”

“No, I’m here,” I said, blinking back into the moment. My phone was getting clammy in my hand. “I’ll come over.”

“Good.” Olivia’s voice softened. “You don’t have to talk about her if you don’t want to. We can just eat chips and watch terrible movies.”

I made a noncommittal noise, but Olivia knew me too well to believe it. I would talk. I always talked.

"Are you still up for brunch with Melissa tomorrow, or do you want me to cancel?" Olivia asked.

Shit. I’d completely forgotten about brunch. Melissa was another work friend or ex-work friend, I suppose. She worked in HR at Hydroline Utilities, back when Olivia and I were still new, still figuring out how to be adults in an office. Melissa was older than us by a few years — and she’d taken us under her wing almost immediately.

She called us the kids even though Olivia’s only three years younger than her, and she took a kind of chaotic big sister approach to our friendship. She gave us bad advice about romance (which we ignored) and excellent advice about salaries (which we followed religiously). She also got drunk at every Christmas party and told the same story about her failed engagement to an accountant named Pete — though the details changed slightly every year.

Melissa had been there for every major moment since. First real jobs, first shitty apartments, first breakups, and first serious hangovers. Now, brunch with Melissa was a tradition — at least once a month, bottomless mimosas, a little too much gossip, and Melissa’s loud, slightly inappropriate laugh that somehow made every bad story feel hilarious instead of tragic.

Canceling wouldn’t just be canceling. Melissa would know something was up.

“No, we should still go,” I said. “If we bail, she’ll show up at your door or my door demanding answers.”

Olivia laughed. “True. And I love her, but I’m not letting her interrogate me in my own home.”

“Exactly.” I sighed into the phone. “Besides, I want a mimosa the size of my face.”

“That’s the spirit.”

I hung up. Time to push this all aside and get back to work. I had a meeting with the mainframe team that would require all of my attention since I barely understood what those guys were saying at the best of times. Why today, Jess? Not that any day would have been a good day to be broken up with. At least it was a Friday. And I’d get to see Olivia later.

When I got to her apartment, my eyes were puffy from the random outbursts of tears throughout the day. Olivia opened the door in a tank top and shorts, her hair loose and wild around her shoulders. She smelled like sunscreen and something faintly sweet, like coconut lotion or maybe the candle burning somewhere behind her. She was obsessed with candles, and while I made fun of her for it, I had to admit it was always comforting to walk into her place. Subtle, pleasant smells would just flood me.

She pulled me into a hug, and I stood there longer than I meant to, my face pressed into her shoulder, breathing her in. It was her. The smell was her this time.

“You okay?” she asked softly.

“No.”

“Okay,” she said, tugging me inside. “Come wallow.”

The coffee table was covered with snacks — actual brand-name stuff, just like she promised. I dropped onto her couch and grabbed a handful of M&Ms without thinking. Olivia sat beside me, tucking one leg under her, facing me.

“So,” she said, “what did Jess say?”

I should’ve been prepared for that question, but my chest still tightened at the sound of her name. I took a breath, then another. My fingers kept moving, sorting the M&Ms by color on my knee, like I could somehow organize my thoughts the same way.

“It wasn’t a fight,” I said finally. “She sent me this long text. I started reading it and knew right away what it was. You know when you just know? So I rang her. She was… calm. Weirdly calm. Like she’d already decided weeks ago.”

Olivia didn’t interrupt, just gave me a tiny nod to keep going.

“She said I was too much.” The words felt heavy like they’d gotten waterlogged from all the times I’d replayed them in my head today. “That I exhaust her. That I want too much.”

Olivia’s forehead creased. “That's....cruel. What does she mean too much?”

I shrugged, still not looking at her. “I don’t know. I guess I’m needy. I overthink everything. I want attention, and reassurance, and… more.”

“So, normal things to want from a partner." Olivia shook her head. "More what?”

“Just… more.” I popped a green M&M into my mouth, chewing too fast. “It doesn’t matter.”

“It matters if it’s hurt you.”

Her voice was still soft, but there was an edge to it now. Not sharp, exactly — more like something sturdy, something that wouldn’t let me squirm away.

I felt my face heat. “It’s stupid.”

“I’m your friend. Tell me the stupid thing.”

I could feel her watching me, patient and steady, and I hated how well she knew me — how she could always tell when I was holding something significant back. Someone else would have missed the “more” comment, or just let it slide and focused on the other reasons I listed for why Jess broke things off. But not Olivia.

“It’s just…” I sighed and dropped my head against the back of the couch. “She said I’m insatiable. Like I always want it, and I never stop talking about it, and I keep wanting to do more.”

There was a beat of silence. My stomach clenched, waiting for Olivia to say something — anything — to fill it.

“Okay. What are we talking about here? Do you mean sex? She thinks you’re too horny?”

I bristled at her words. It sounded crass, and it didn’t feel like the truth. Not the whole truth anyway.

“Yes. Sex and….yeah.” I said, slightly annoyed at having to bare my soul like this.

“And you keep wanting to do more.” It was a statement. Then, "Like what?” she asked, curious but not judgy.

“Jesus, Liv.” I laughed, but it was shaky. “I’m not giving you a list.”

“Why not?” she nudged me with her knee. “You’re acting like you asked her to sacrifice a goat in the bedroom.”

I snorted. She’s right. I’m being cryptic to a ridiculous degree. It’s just, that this was new ground for us. Olivia and I had never talked about sex, and I wasn’t sure how much to say or not to say. The last thing I needed today was to overshare and feel ashamed for it. But as that thought entered my head I rejected it. That could happen with someone else, but Olivia had never given me reason to believe she’d judge me, or think anything I said was too much. 

“It’s just… kink stuff, okay? And not even anything that wild. But every time I brought it up, she’d get make a joke, or say we could try it, but we never did. And if I brought it up again she’d be annoyed about it. She said we had to let these things happen organically, that I was pressuring her, that I needed to chill. Eventually, I just stopped asking.”

Olivia’s face softened. “I’m sorry.”

I shrugged. “It’s not her fault I’m like this.”

“Like what?” Olivia’s voice sharpened, just for a second. “You’re not broken because you want things.”

I swallowed hard. “It feels like I am.”

Olivia didn’t argue, but I saw the way her jaw clenched. She was holding back — for my sake, probably — and I was too tired to figure out if that made me feel better or worse.

“Anyway,” I said, forcing a smile, “I didn’t come here to ruin your night with my sex life postmortem. Let’s watch people embarrass themselves on reality TV.”

Olivia let me change the subject, but only for now. I knew that look on her face. We ended up watching The Simple Life, my go-to comfort show. I knew every stupid line by heart, and it still made me laugh. Three episodes in, during the commercial break, Olivia hit mute and turned to me.

“So,” she said, all casual, “what kink stuff are we talking?”

I groaned, sliding down the couch like I could disappear into the cushions. “Liv! Come on. We moved on from that.”

“Did we?” She grinned, one eyebrow raised. “You did. I didn’t. I’m very curious.”

I tossed an M&M at her. She caught it in her mouth like a smug golden retriever.

“You really want to know?” I asked, only half serious. “You’re not gonna kick me out and think I’m a freak?”

“Oh my god,” Olivia gasped, eyes wide with fake horror. “It is the goat sacrifice thing, isn’t it?”

I gave her my meanest glare, but it cracked into a smile almost immediately.

Then I took a breath. A deep one. The kind you take before doing something you can’t undo.

“I just…” My throat felt tight. “I want to be dominated. Not in a sure, let’s try that sometime way, but by someone who needs it the way I do. Someone who feels it in their bones. Who doesn’t just go along with it because they love me, but loves me because of it. Who sees all the parts of me — the messy, needy, filthy parts — and doesn’t just tolerate them. They want them. They want me.”

I swallowed hard. “Jess always made it feel like a favor. Like she was doing something for me. And I don’t want to be indulged. I want someone who thrives on it. Who gets off on it as much as I do.”

Olivia didn’t say anything, so I kept going. I couldn’t stop now.

“I have all these fantasies — and they’re not even that extreme — but every time I brought them up with Jess, she acted like I was asking for something insane. She thought, like, strapping me was enough to scratch the itch. But it wasn't . It’s about everything. The whole dynamic. I want to feel small. Owned. I don't just want to be fucked, you know? I want to be fucked while being called a slut or told I'm not allowed to cum without permission or being spit on. Like what I want doesn’t even matter — because all that matters is her and what she wants to do to me. And I want it all the time. That's what's too much.”

I stopped, breathless, shocked at my own honesty. Why the hell didn’t I just say I want to be tied up and leave it at that?Why did I open a vein instead?

I risked a glance at Olivia, expecting — I don’t even know. Discomfort? Confusion? Amusement? None of that was there. There was no judgment, but there wasn't anything else either.

“I get that,” she said quietly.

“Really?” My voice was half-laugh, half-disbelief. “You?”

Olivia shrugged. “Yeah. I mean — I get wanting to go more intense. Wanting it to feel bigger than just… sex.”

I felt a flicker of relief, followed immediately by a pang of embarrassment. Of course. Olivia — smart, capable, confident Olivia — probably had her own stash of submissive fantasies. Maybe she even had better luck finding partners who could meet her there. “Huh,” I said, managing a smile. “Did not have ‘Liv also wants to be someone’s good girl’ on my bingo card.”

Her mouth curled at the corner. “That’s not what I meant.”

I frowned. “Wait. Then—”

“I get it because…” She paused, like she was weighing whether or not to say it. “Because I’ve always been the one in charge. It’s what I like.”

I stared at her, thrown so far off course I couldn’t even fake a response at first. “No way,” I said eventually. “I cannot picture that. Not for a second.”

Olivia’s expression sharpened — still playful, but now there was heat behind it. “Really?” She shifted, one arm draping lazily along the back of the couch, her knee nudging against mine.

“Don’t try me.”

The words hit somewhere low in my stomach. I felt my skin prickle and shifted a little in my little corner of the sofa. Feeling a rush of arousal for my best friend wasn't what I was expecting from tonight and I have no idea what to do with it.

I grabbed the remote a little too fast. “Next episode?”

“Next episode,” she agreed, her voice soft.

We hit play, but the room felt different now. And after exactly ninety seconds of Paris Hilton fumbling through some farm chore, I blurted out:

“I still don’t believe you.” I was playing a risky game but I figured why not. I've made such a habit of not getting my needs met that it would be the most natural thing to do here. But then, that hadn't worked for me so far, had it?

Olivia didn’t even pretend not to know what I meant. “That so?”

“You’re bossy, yeah.” I stretched my legs out, my foot brushing hers. “But that’s different.”

“Is it?” She raised an eyebrow, leaning back like she had all the time in the world.

“Yeah.” I turned fully toward her now, pulse quickening. “Being a control freak about how we pack the cooler for a beach trip is not the same as… that.”

Olivia’s smile widened, slow and dangerous. “You think you know me so well.”

“I do.” I grinned back. “And you couldn’t pull it off.”

Her brows lifted. “Couldn’t?”

“Wouldn’t,” I corrected. “You’d laugh halfway through trying to tell someone what to do.”

Olivia shook her head, and for a second, I thought she might let it go — laugh it off and put the whole thing back in its box. Instead, she leaned in, close enough for me to smell the coconut again, and said, “You sure about that?”

The shiver that ran through me was embarrassingly obvious. Olivia saw it — I know she saw it — but instead of saying anything, she just sat back, stretched, and said, “Pass me the M&Ms.”

I tossed them into her lap, my face burning. I knew I should continue the game, and push her a little further by hitting back with "I'm sure" or whatever. But my body had betrayed me, and she saw it. She laughed, and it was a different laugh from any I'd heard her don before. Mocking, but playful. We both turned back to the screen, but it didn’t matter. There was no going back now.


Put a Finger Down

The next episode started, but I couldn’t focus. I kept replaying that Don’t try me in my head, like poking at a bruise. I forced myself to focus on the TV and after a while it became easier.

Maybe I was wrong. Maybe we could go back to pretend we don’t flirty, pretending we didn’t just confide something massive to each other. It had been over an hour now and she hadn’t brought it up again. No flirty looks or remarks. Just two friends watching reality TV like always.

And it was pissing me off.

“Guess I was right,” I said, popping a Dorito into my mouth, deliberately casual. “All talk.”

Olivia glanced over, brows lifting. “What?”

“You. All that don’t try me bullshit.” I waved a hand vaguely in her direction. “Haven’t seen much to back it up.”

Olivia didn’t take the bait. She just shrugged and grabbed another M&M. “I don’t need you to believe me.”

“Uh-huh.” I leaned my head back against the couch. “Convenient.”

There was a pause. Then she said, “Let’s play Put a Finger Down.”

I snorted. “Are we thirteen?”

“Scared?” Her grin was sharp. “Thought you wanted to push me.”

“Fine,” I said, sitting up straighter. “Rules?”

“Simple.” She held up both hands, fingers spread. “We take turns saying ‘put a finger down if…’ and you put one down if you’ve done it. First to zero fingers loses.”

“Loses what?”

“We’ll figure that out later.” Her smile widened. “I’ll start. Put a finger down if you’ve had sex in a car.”

I rolled my eyes, but put a finger down. “Too easy.”

My turn. “Put a finger down if you’ve ever had a crush on a teacher.”

She gave me a look, but dropped a finger.

The game rolled along like that for a few minutes — mostly harmless, a little flirty, until we were both down to one hand. Then Olivia’s tone shifted.

“Put a finger down if you’ve knelt in front of another woman with your head bowed.”

My stomach flipped, but I kept my face neutral as I put down a finger. I would kneel in front of Jess sometimes, hoping the image of me all submissive on my knees would make her weak. I think she found it hot? She never said anything.

My turn again. "Put a finger down if you've grabbed a fist of someone's hair during sex" Her finger went down and her face displayed nothing, like it was obvious, like I'd asked if she'd ever kissed a woman.

“Put a finger down if you’ve begged someone to let you come.”

I swallowed hard. Another finger down. It was a one-night stand I'd had years ago. That woman probably came the closest to the kind of raw dominance I dream about in a partner.

Olivia’s gaze flicked down to my fingers — only three left — then back to my face. I could feel the heat rising in my skin, spreading down my neck, across my chest. My breathing had gone shallow, and I hated that she could probably hear it.

She knew exactly what she was doing.

“Put a finger down if you’ve had to ask permission to speak.” Her voice was softer this time, but no less deliberate.

I hadn't, but that sounded hot as fuck. My thighs pressed together, the ache between them was starting to get too much. Olivia leaned back, watching me like a cat watching a bird. Waiting. I hit back with a question, barely thinking before I said it, and she put a finger down. 

When it was her turn again, she said “Put a finger down.”

I blinked. “If…what?”

“Just—” Her voice dropped lower. “Put a finger down.”

She was cheating, evening the score. Would I let her? My body obeyed before my brain caught up, one trembling finger curling into my palm.

“Good girl.”

I felt the words in my spine. A flush raced over my skin, hot and humiliating and perfect. I made some pathetic sound in the back of my throat, and Olivia’s smile sharpened.

“Your turn.” Her tone was light again, almost innocent.

“Right,” I said. I should play her at her own game, and use this to get some information about what kind of dominant she is. “Okay. Put a finger down if you’ve ever made someone call you a title, like Mistress or Ma'am.”

Olivia smirked like she thought the question was cute. Is she really so much more experienced than me in this? What have we been doing this whole time? She held my gaze as she put a finger down.

I was down to two. She was down to one.

Olivia tapped her chin, pretending to think. “Alright. Put a finger down if you’ve ever fantasized about being told to sit on your hands so you couldn’t touch yourself without permission.”

I froze.

Heat bloomed instantly in my face, the kind of flush that creeps down your neck and onto your chest. I felt it everywhere — across my skin, between my legs, in the pulse that kicked up so fast I was surprised Olivia couldn’t hear it.

“That’s… oddly specific,” I said, aiming for casual and landing somewhere near breathless.

“Is it?” Olivia’s smile was easy, teasing. “Or do you just feel called out?”

I put a finger down, trying not to squirm. One left.

“Your turn,” Olivia said, her voice softer now, like she knew exactly how far she’d pushed — and was waiting to see what I’d do with it. I opened my mouth. Then closed it.

I couldn’t ask her something real. If I did, she would lose the game, and I didn’t want that. So I blurted out the first ridiculous thing that popped into my head.

“Put a finger down if you’ve ever bungee jumped off… that cliff near Lake Durant.”

Olivia’s head snapped toward me, eyes narrowing. “What?”

“You know the one. The scary one with the rocks at the bottom.”

Her brow creased. “I’m terrified of heights.”

“Exactly.” I grinned, heart hammering.

She went still for a second — like she was turning it over. And then the corner of her mouth curled into a slow, knowing smirk. I blushed so hard it felt like my skin might catch fire.

Olivia held up her last finger. “Put a finger down if you want to be my good little slut this evening.”

The breath caught in my throat. My hand trembled as I curled my final finger into my palm. We shared a look. Nothing innocent left in it.

“Come with me.” She said.

My stomach flipped. I scrambled to follow, trailing her into the hallway.

“Where are we going?”

She stopped so suddenly that I almost crashed into her back. Before I could ask again, she spun around and pushed me against the wall, her palm landing firm and deliberate against my throat. Not choking. Just holding. Holding me there like I belonged under her hand.

“You can’t wait to find out?” Her voice was soft, teasing, like I was something fragile and filthy all at once. “Got so worked up playing our little game you can't wait a few minutes to get to the bedroom?”

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

She leaned in, her lips brushing the shell of my ear. “Bet you leaked all over my sofa. Did you? My good little slut making a mess for me already?”

My hips moved before I could stop them, seeking friction against nothing but air. Olivia caught it immediately, her smile sharp against my skin.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “So desperate you can’t even stand still. Do you need me to touch you that bad?”

“Please,” I breathed, my fingers curling into her tank top. “Please touch me. I’m aching so bad.”

Her free hand slid up my thigh, fingertips barely brushing the damp cotton of my panties. It wasn’t enough. Not even close. I whimpered, hips chasing her touch, and Olivia laughed.

“Pathetic,” she said, all fondness. “You need something firmer, don’t you? My hand’s too soft.” She shifted, her thigh pressing between my legs.

“What about this? Wouldn’t that be embarrassing? Grinding on my thigh in the hallway like you’re in heat. Making yourself come before we even make it to the bedroom.”

The idea sent a fresh wave of arousal flooding between my legs, and my thighs trembled. “You want to. I can see it.”

I did. God, I did. It was so hot I could barely think — but I wanted more than that. I wanted to impress her. To prove I could be good. Obedient.

“Can we go upstairs?” My voice came out shaky and small. “Please?”

Olivia’s eyes glittered. “Very well. Walk in front.”

I turned, legs unsteady, hyper-aware of her gaze trailing over my ass as I led her upstairs.

When we reached her room, Olivia stepped ahead, opened the door, and turned back to me. “Clothes off. Now.”

I was just outside the room and the effect of this command hit me hard. It was like she was saying I could only enter her space when I was stripped bare.

My hands fumbled at the hem of my shirt, clumsy with nerves, but I stripped as fast as I could, dropping everything onto the floor until I stood there naked, flushed and trembling under her gaze.

“On the bed,” she said, stepping to the side so I could enter the room fully. “Lie back. Legs open.”

I obeyed, skin burning, heart racing. Olivia stood at the foot of the bed, fully dressed, looking at me like I was something she’d ordered off a menu and couldn’t wait to devour.

“Good girl,” she said again, and my whole body shivered.

Olivia’s eyes raked over me. She took her time, letting the silence stretch until my skin prickled, until I started to squirm.

“Impatient already,” she said, stepping to the side of the bed. “That’s cute.”

She crawled onto the mattress, fully clothed, her hands sliding up the insides of my thighs until she reached my knees. She pushed them wider, spreading me open until I felt obscene, laid out, and exposed for her.

She bent down, mouth grazing the soft skin just above my knee. A gentle kiss. Then a sharper one, teeth scraping, tongue soothing after. She worked her way up, her breath hot against my skin, her hands sliding under my thighs to grip and lift me toward her mouth.

She didn’t go straight for my clit. Of course she didn’t. Instead, she kissed the crease of my thigh, dragged her tongue along the sensitive skin there until my hips jerked involuntarily.

“Easy,” she murmured, voice soft and amused. “We’re not in a rush.”

Her fingers found me first, sliding through slick heat, parting me open like she had all the time in the world. She pressed two fingers inside, just enough to make me gasp, then pulled them out and spread my wetness over my clit with slow, lazy circles.

I whined, hips lifting, desperate for more friction. “Please.”

“What do you want?” Her mouth hovered just above me, her breath teasing, and her fingers barely moving.

“Your mouth. Please, Liv.”

She smiled against my skin, and then her tongue was there, soft and warm and perfect. She licked me slowly, savoring, and I couldn’t help it — my hands shot down, fingers grabbing at her hair to pull her harder against me. That was a mistake.

Olivia sat up instantly, eyes flashing. “Hands. Up.”

I froze. “What?”

“Hands up,” she repeated, voice sharper now. “Grab the headboard. If I see you move them again, I stop. No second chances.”

I scrambled to obey, heart hammering, fingers curling around the wood slats above my head. Olivia’s smile returned, pleased. “Good girl.”

She slid back down, her mouth finding me again, and I forced myself to stay still, even as my hips arched up to meet her. She worked me open with her tongue, her fingers pressing inside again, slow and steady, stretching me until I could feel the edge building way too fast.

“You’re not allowed to come without permission,” Olivia said between kisses, her voice warm and firm. “You understand?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Yes, I—oh god.”

She took her time, bringing me up, up, up, until I was right there, toes curling, thighs trembling, my grip on the headboard so tight my knuckles ached.

“Please,” I begged, my voice cracking. “Please let me come.”

She pulled away.

I made a sound that wasn’t even human, somewhere between a sob and a curse.

“Too soon,” Olivia said, mock sympathy dripping from every word. “You’re supposed to control yourself. Not just beg the second you feel good.”

She kissed the inside of my thigh again, soothing and sweet, before her fingers started up again — slower this time, gentler, like she was retraining me.

“Be good for me,” she whispered. “I want you to show me how much you can take.”

It happened again. Up, up, up — until I was on the brink — and then she stopped. My body trembled, pleasure turning sharp with frustration.

“Please,” I begged, voice wrecked. “Please, Olivia. I’ll be good, I swear.”

She laughed softly, brushing her fingers over my clit, just barely enough to keep me shaking. “You keep saying that.”

The next time, it took less than a minute to get me there — nerves raw, body trained to respond to her touch — and this time, I panicked. My orgasm was approaching fast. If it was a scale of 1-10, I was at a 9.5 and I didn't know what the consequences would be if I came without permission.

“If you don’t stop, I’m going to come,” I blurted out, hands trembling on the headboard. “I can’t hold it.”

“Oh?” Olivia’s head lifted, eyes sparkling. “You want me to stop? Is that what you’re telling me?”

“No!” I cried, frantic. “Please, no, I—just—please—”

She stopped everything, a cruel look on her face, and climbed back up my body, one hand sliding around my throat again, holding me still. “I’m going to take your orgasm from you now,” she said softly. “It belongs to me. When I start again, you can come.”

Her mouth was back on me before I could even process the words — a long, slow lick that made my whole body shudder — and then she didn’t stop. Tongue and fingers working together, relentless, dragging me up so fast I was dizzy from it.

I clung to the headboard like it was the only thing keeping me grounded, hips shaking, breath coming in gasps that turned into helpless, broken moans. The orgasm hit like a wave breaking inside me, sharp and sudden and impossible to hold back. I sobbed her name, legs trembling, body clenching so hard it almost hurt.

Olivia didn’t stop. She licked me through the aftershocks until my thighs twitched and I whimpered from oversensitivity.

“Good girl,” she whispered, pressing a kiss to my inner thigh. “That’s my girl.” She smiled “You taste fucking perfect.”

I collapsed back against the pillows, breathless and wrecked. Olivia stretched out beside me, still fully dressed, her hair a little wild, her lips slick and shiny. She tucked herself into my side, fingers tracing lazy circles over my ribs, and I turned my face into her neck, breathing her in — coconut lotion, sweat, and me.

“That was…” My voice was croaky, and I didn’t even care. “Fucking amazing.”

“Yeah?” Olivia’s fingers danced down my side, her nails just sharp enough to make me shiver. “You make it very easy to enjoy myself.”

I laughed softly, turning to kiss her. It started sweet and gentle but I could taste myself on her mouth, and that shot a fresh pulse of heat through me. I opened up, deepening the kiss, my tongue sliding against hers, and Olivia caught my bottom lip between her teeth, biting just hard enough to make me gasp.

“Already greedy again?” she teased, nudging her knee between my thighs. “Insatiable little thing. You're perfect”

I was glad she added you're perfect. It was the first time someone had called me insatiable and meant it as a compliment.

And apparently, she was insatiable too. Her hand slid down, over my stomach, cupping me between my legs, fingers gathering up the slick mess she’d made of me. She held them up, glistening, then slid them into her mouth with a satisfied hum. “So sweet,” she murmured. “My good girl tastes so fucking sweet.”

I whimpered, hips rolling helplessly toward her, and Olivia just laughed.

“Want to taste me now?” Her voice dropped. “Since you’ve been so good for me?”

“Yes,” I breathed. “Please.”

“Then lie back,” she said, already stripping off her shorts and underwear in one smooth motion.

She climbed over me, knees bracketing my head, her wet cunt so close I could feel the heat of her — but not close enough. I lifted my head instinctively, chasing her, but Olivia shifted back just out of reach.

“No,” she said, a wicked smile tugging at her mouth. “Ask for it.”

My face burned, but the ache between my legs was too sharp to ignore. “Please.”

She shook her head, still hovering just above me. “Not like that.”

I swallowed hard. “Please, Olivia. Please let me taste you.”

She lowered herself a fraction, close enough that my breath ghosted over her skin. “More.”

I was already squirming beneath her, embarrassment mixing with need until my voice shook. “Please, let me lick you. Let me make you come. I need you.”

That earned me a soft, approving hum. “Good girl.”

She finally sank down onto my mouth, and I groaned into her, hands gripping her thighs tight, holding her as close as I could. She was hot and slick and perfect, and I lost myself in the taste of her, licking and sucking, dragging my tongue through every fold.

Olivia rolled her hips slowly, grinding against me, using me the way she wanted. “That’s it,” she murmured. “You’re gonna make come all over your pretty little face, aren't you?”

I moaned into her, the sound lost in the mess of her. She was everywhere — her weight, her smell, her taste, the soft sighs spilling from her mouth as she used me. I struggled to keep up, tongue flicking and curling, my nose pressed into her, barely able to breathe — and loving every second of it.

“Fuck,” Olivia gasped, her fingers threading into my hair, holding me there. “That’s it. Such a good mouth. My good girl.”

The praise tightened my core, and I knew if she touched me again, I’d probably come instantly. But this wasn’t about me now. Her breath broke into sharp, uneven gasps, her hips grinding hard, and then she shattered — a low, raw moan spilling from her lips as she came against my mouth, her body tensing so hard I thought she might crush me. I kept licking, soft and slow, tasting her through it, until her thighs twitched and she flinched away, too sensitive to take anymore. She collapsed forward, her forehead resting against the headboard. We were both panting, skin damp and flushed.

“Jesus Christ,” she muttered. “Come here.”

She slid down beside me and pulled me into her arms. Our legs tangled under the covers and her fingertips traced soft, absent-minded shapes along my hip. I pressed my face into her neck and breathed her in. Her breath stirred against my hair.

“That was…” I started, but words felt too small.

“Yeah,” Olivia said, kissing my temple. “I know.”

We fell asleep like that — a warm, tangled heap — Olivia’s fingers still tracing gentle shapes over my spine, like she couldn’t quite stop touching me.


To Best Friends Who Finally Figured It Out

I woke up alone.

For a second, I thought maybe I’d dreamed it — the teasing, the orders, Olivia’s body grinding against my mouth like she owned me. But my legs were sore, my lips swollen, my skin still faintly sticky with sweat and her scent. It was real.

The spot beside me was cold, sheets rumpled but empty. I smiled, sinking back into the pillow, warmth blooming in my chest. Then, just as quickly, the smile faded. What if Olivia regretted it?

What if it was just a one-time thing — a pity fuck, except way kinkier — her way of giving me a wild night after everything with Jess? What if I’d been lying here grinning like a lovesick idiot while Olivia was downstairs planning how to say we should just forget it happened?

I sat up, skin prickling with embarrassment. I was still naked, and somehow that made everything worse. I gathered my clothes from the floor, pulling them on fast, suddenly self-conscious. I needed to find her.

I padded down the hall, through the quiet house, heading for the living room. Olivia was curled up on the sofa, reading, her legs tucked under her, one of her endless scented candles burning on the coffee table.

She looked up as I stepped into the room, her face lighting up with a smile. “Aww,” she said, setting her book aside. “You got dressed. Not fair.” She pouted. “I liked you better naked.”

The knot in my chest unraveled instantly. I laughed, relief hitting so hard I nearly sagged against the wall.

“Come here,” Olivia said, patting her lap. “We should probably talk, right?”

I nodded, still a little apprehensive, but I crossed the room and let her pull me down, settling sideways across her lap like it was the most natural thing in the world. Her hands landed on my thighs, holding them firmly.

.

“I loved last night,” she said softly. “And I need to be honest with you about something.”

My stomach clenched. “Okay.”

Olivia took a breath, fingers squeezing gently. “I’ve had a little crush on you for… a while.”

My eyes widened. “What?”

She looked nervous. “I didn’t say anything because we’re us. You’re my person. And I was happy with that — genuinely happy. I could’ve gone my whole life being your friend, watching you fall in love with someone else, and I would’ve been okay. I would’ve been happy for you.”

Her grip tightened. “But there was always… something. I pushed it down because why the hell would I risk this for something I wasn’t even sure you wanted? And for the record, I wasn’t sitting around waiting like some tragic incel.”

“Too late,” I said immediately, eyes sparkling. “You’re basically the poster girl for Best Friend Incel now. Should I get you a fedora?”

Olivia groaned. “Jesus Christ.”

“You could start a podcast.” I lowered my voice into a bad bro impression. “Women never want the nice dommes.”

She pinched my thigh, making me squeal. “Keep going, see what happens.”

“See?” I grinned, breathless and giddy. “Total incel.”

Olivia rolled her eyes, but she was smiling too — that soft, fond smile I’d always secretly loved. “You’re lucky I like you.”

“Yeah,” I said quietly. “I’m really lucky.”

That softened everything. “Okay, so when did you know? Like know know?”

She hesitated just long enough for me to notice, then said, “Honestly? The very first day. When I gave you that hot chocolate.”

I blinked. “What?”

“You walked in, all wide-eyed and nervous, and I thought you were the prettiest girl I’d ever seen.” She gave a wry little shrug. “Then you smiled at me like I’d just saved your life, and I was done.”

My heart did something stupid and soft in my chest. “Olivia…”

She glanced away, like she wasn’t sure what to do with my face just then. “It just grew from there.”

I grinned, because I couldn’t help it. “So you’ve basically been obsessed with me this whole time?”

Olivia groaned again, shifting like she was going to shove me off her lap. “Alright, you can go now.”

“No!” I laughed, clinging to her shoulders. “I’m kidding. Relax.”

She settled back, her grip on me easy again, and I traced a slow circle on her shoulder with my fingertip. “For the record? I had a crush on you back then too.”

That got her attention. “Seriously?”

“Uh-huh.” I whispered.’ “I just assumed you weren’t interested. You were always dating these stupidly hot girls, and you never made a move, so I figured if you wanted me, something would’ve happened.”

Olivia shook her head, half-laughing. “We’re idiots.”

“Certified.” I grinned, but my chest felt warm and soft.

Olivia’s hands smoothed up my thighs again. “So… where do we go from here?”

I swallowed, but there wasn’t a moment of doubt. “Forward. We can’t go back now. We have to see what this actually is.”

“Good answer.” Olivia’s smile sharpened. She started to stroke my thighs more firmly and I moaned under her touch. Her fingers slipped between my legs, finding me slick. “Because I’d hate to have to give up my new toy so soon.”

Fuck, why does she always know what to say?

I sucked in a breath as she stroked me, soft at first, almost absent-minded, like she was just reacquainting herself with my body. My legs fell open without thinking. I was already sensitive.

“You’re soaked,” she said. “You’ve been like this all morning, haven’t you?”

“No,” I whispered. “Just from when you pulled me into your lap.”

Her fingers circled my clit, slow and deliberate, making me gasp. “Poor thing,” she cooed. “So needy all the time.”

“Olivia—” My hips lifted into her hand, shameless.

“What happened to my strong, independent best friend?” she teased, dipping one finger inside me just to pull it back out and spread the slickness over my clit again.

“She got ruined,” I gasped, “by her evil best friend.”

Olivia grinned. “Evil, huh?”

“Cruel,” I said, panting. “Sadistic.”

“And you love it.” She pressed down harder, rubbing slow, devastating circles until I was trembling under her hand. “That’s my good girl.”

I was already close, shamefully fast, and she knew it. My breath came in sharp little gasps and my hips chased every movement of her fingers.

“Please,” I whispered. “Please let me come.”

Her fingers stilled. “Oh, sweet girl.” She leaned in, her breath warm against my ear. “We don’t have time for that.”

“What?” My eyes flew open, panic and frustration filling in my chest.

She withdrew her hand completely and sat up straighter, wiping her fingers off on my thigh like I was nothing but a messy little toy. “We’ve got brunch with Melissa in an hour. Better get ready.”

Before I could argue, she swatted my ass — hard enough to sting — and started maneuvering me off her lap until I was standing.

“Olivia, please.” My voice was needy in a way that would’ve embarrassed me if I thought she didn’t like it.

“No.” She gave me a sweet, almost innocent smile. “Go shower. Unless you want Melissa to know exactly what we were doing all night.”

I groaned, still throbbing between my legs as she walked out, her hips swaying like she knew I was watching. I was completely, hopelessly fucked — and brunch was going to be hell.

I took the fastest shower of my life, standing under the spray until my skin cooled enough for me to think straight. My thighs still felt shaky. Olivia had barely touched me, and I was already aching.

I dug through my bag for the outfit I’d packed the day before, feeling relieved I’d actually put thought into it. The white floral dress was perfect — soft and feminine, light enough for brunch but with just enough cling to show off what I wanted to show off. Innocent, but not quite.

When I came back down to the living room, Olivia was standing by the window, keys in hand, scrolling her phone. My breath caught.

She was wearing an olive green suit — relaxed and slightly oversized, the blazer draped over her shoulders like she hadn’t even thought about it. Underneath, just a plain white t-shirt. No bra. The thin fabric clung to her and I could see the outline of her nipples. My mouth went dry.

Olivia glanced up, her gaze dragging over me slowly. She smiled — greedy and lazy all at once — and I felt that look between my legs.

“Cute dress,” she said.

“Nice suit.” My voice came out tighter than I meant it to.

We were barely keeping it together.



The drive was supposed to be 15 minutes. It took 3 for Olivia to put her hand on my thigh, fingers sliding under my dress.

“Liv,” I whispered, glancing toward the windshield like someone might somehow see through the glass.

“Relax,” she said, voice syrup-smooth. Her fingers found my panties, pressing against the damp cotton. “You’re soaked. Again.”

“You did edge me,” I muttered, squirming. “What did you expect?”

She just hummed, teasing her fingertips up and down over the fabric, barely touching me. I bit my lip, trying to keep my breathing steady, heat flooding my face — and lower — with every slow stroke.

By the time we pulled into the parking lot, I was squirming so hard I had to press my knees together and push Olivia’s hand away. Olivia parked, and I grabbed for the door handle, desperate for fresh air.

The locks clicked — the door didn’t budge — and I turned to see Olivia watching me, one hand still on the wheel, the other tapping lazily against her thigh.

“Take them off,” she said.

“What?”

“Your panties.” She gave me that lazy, devastating smile. “They’re soaked anyway. What do you need them for?”

My face flamed. “Olivia—”

She didn’t move, didn’t push — just waited, gaze steady, confident I’d obey.

My heart hammered. There were people walking past the car, oblivious. My best friend — my person — was ordering me to strip in a public parking lot, and every nerve in my body lit up at the humiliation of it.

My hands slid under my dress, fingers hooking into the sides of my panties. I peeled them down slowly, the damp fabric clinging to my skin. Olivia held out her hand, and I passed them over, mortified and trembling and so fucking turned on.

She stuffed them into the pocket of her blazer like it was the most natural thing in the world. “Good girl.”

I nearly whimpered.

Then she unlocked the door like nothing had happened. “Ready for brunch?”



Melissa was already at the table, sunglasses perched on her head, scrolling her phone with a mimosa half-empty in front of her. She looked up as we approached, eyes immediately flicking over me.

“Cute dress,” she said, then her gaze slid to Olivia. “Power lesbian chic. Love it.”

Olivia grinned, draping her blazer over the back of her chair as we sat. I wondered if she knew I could still see my panties peeking out of the pocket, a dirty little secret in plain sight.

We ordered drinks, and conversation fell into its usual easy rhythm — work gossip, reality TV opinions, Melissa’s chaotic dating life. I told her about Jess, summarizing the breakup in as few words as possible.

Melissa snorted. “Jess was an idiot. I knew she wasn’t right for you the second I saw her eat fries with a fork.”

Olivia nearly choked on her drink, and I burst out laughing. “That’s not a crime.”

“It should be,” Melissa said, completely serious.

The conversation drifted from there — who got laid most recently (Melissa), who had the weirdest coworker (Olivia, hands down), who was brave enough to order the mystery omelette (me). It was comfortable. Normal. Exactly what I needed.

Melissa was deep in the dessert menu now, brow furrowed like this was the single most important decision of her life. Olivia took that as her opening. Her hand slid under the table, fingers curling around my thigh like we had all the privacy in the world.

It wasn’t sexual, not really — just a squeeze, her thumb brushing softly back and forth. It felt… possessive. Like a reminder that I was hers now, or at least something close to it.

I glanced at her, and she didn’t even look my way. I smiled, heart skipping, leaning just a little into her hand.

That’s when Melissa looked up, her eyes cutting between us — sharp and assessing. Olivia’s hand disappeared from my thigh, but her body stayed perfectly still, like she thought staying calm would cover the crime.

My pulse jumped. Did she see? No — she was reading the menu. She couldn’t have—

Melissa’s gaze narrowed, laser-focused. She didn’t say anything right away. Just sat back in her chair, arms folding across her chest. She let the silence stretch for a few seconds.

“Have you two finally figured it out?” she asked.

Both Olivia and I froze.

“What do you mean?” I asked, way too fast.

Melissa gave me a look. “Don’t play dumb,” she said, leaning her elbows on the table, eyes sparkling. “I’ve known you two were inevitable since before you knew.”

Olivia let out a breathy laugh, not quite meeting Melissa’s eye. “That’s dramatic.”

“Dramatic?” Melissa snorted. “You two were basically a romcom montage from the second you met. The ‘work wives’ thing. The way you orbit each other at every party like you’ve got a gravitational pull. The lame jokes. I’m honestly shocked it took this long.”

I flushed, my brain replaying every sleepover, every touch that lingered a second too long, every time Olivia’s smile made my stomach flip.

“I didn’t…” I started, then stopped. Because what could I say? I didn’t know felt like a lie. It wasn’t a lie exactly, I didn’t know for sure. Was happy to ignore that I thought Olivia was hot. I’d just pushed it away for years.

Melissa just shook her head, laughing softly. “You two are adorable. Stupid, but adorable.”

Olivia’s hand found mine under the table, fingers lacing between mine. That little squeeze again — grounding and sure. “We’re figuring it out,” she said. “It’s… new.”

Melissa’s smile softened, and for once, there wasn’t even a hint of teasing. “Good.”

Then her eyes narrowed slightly. “But if either of you fucks this up, I’m taking custody of both of you and forcing you to co-parent me.”

I burst out laughing. “Deal.”

Olivia raised her mimosa. “To new things.”

Melissa raised hers too. “To idiots in love.”

I raised mine last, glancing sideways at Olivia. “To best friends who finally figured it out.”


BATTERIES NOT INCLUDED


A Buzz

I stood outside the sex shop pretending to scroll my phone. I’d been here 15 minutes already and was quickly losing courage. Why was I here anyway? This was so stupid.

I knew why I was here. Three weeks ago at a New Year’s Eve party, I promised my friend I’d take more risks this year. We had sat on her leather sofa at the end of the night, as various guests trickled in and said their goodbyes. Gemma would jump up for each one, her long skirt swaying dramatically with how much energy she put behind her movements. She would hug them and kiss them on the cheek and tell them how much fun she’d had, her perfume getting into every inch of air around them.

And then it was just us. I remember being too hot because I was wearing too many layers - Gemma’s house is usually freezing, but that night she’d had the heat blasting. What little skin I was showing was sticking to the sofa, pulling me further into a depressive funk.

“Okay, let’s have it. What’s up?” She said, topping up my glass.

“What do you…? I’m fine. Tonight was fun.” I said. I’d even tried to sound sincere, but it came out flat. Gemma raised her eyebrows.

“Yeah? You wanna tell that to your face? Come on, you’ve been sulking for the last few hours. Tell Aunty Gemma.” She wasn’t my aunty of course, but she had the kind of bossy warmth that made it impossible to say no to her—or keep your guard up for long.

I sighed.

“I just….I don’t know. I’m bored.” Hurt flashed on my friend’s face. “NO. No. I didn’t mean the party.¨ I recovered quickly. You throw a great party. You know I wouldn’t be anywhere else but here tonight. I mean I’m bored with my life. Everyone’s coupled up and has, you know…plans” I waved my hands. “Freya and Jason are abandoning everything to go traveling in Thailand. You’re…” I dropped my voice to a whisper “Going to propose to Elise.” She smiled at that - even after 10 years she’d smile every time someone said her girlfriend’s name. “And I’m just…Stuck I guess.”

“You’re lonely?”

“No. Not really. Maybe. But no I don’t think that’s what I’m trying to get at. I just mean my life is lacking anything exciting. Well, not even exciting, just unexpected. Everything about my day is on autopilot. I wake up at the same time, eat at the same time, and go to the same places. It’s like I already know exactly what’s going to happen before it does. Nothing surprises me anymore. Nothing excites me.” I paused, suddenly embarrassed. “It’s like when you were telling me about that new mains-powered wand you have, right? I’ve never even had a vibrator of any kind. I’m just… predictable.”

Gemma tilted her head, her expression softening. “Predictable’s not the worst thing, you know. It means you’re dependable. But… maybe it’s time to shake things up. Do one thing you wouldn’t normally do.”

“Yeah?” I laughed, shaking my head. “Like what?”

“I don’t know. Go to a sex shop and get a vibrator. Start there.”

So here I was outside the shop. I'd already texted Gemma this morning telling her I would do it today. I figured putting it out there would hold me accountable and stop me from putting it off for another day. But now I was here and I was stalling. Maybe I could just go home. Tell Gemma I bottled it.

My frustration was rising and I decided I needed to either get out of there or go in. There was a bus station across the street and I could feel eyes on me. I probably looked suspicious pacing around and going nowhere. No, I couldn’t hang around outside all day. I took a deep breath and pushed open the door.

There's a chime when I go in. A chime. Not a subtle one, either, but one of those overly cheery ding-ding noises you'd expect at a cupcake shop or maybe a cozy little bookstore—not here. For a moment, I just stand there, thrown off by how obnoxiously loud it is, like it’s announcing to the room: “Look, everyone! Here she is, all nervous and awkward!”

Who decided this was a good idea? Of all the places in the world, this is not where you want to make a grand entrance.

I glance at the woman behind the desk, half expecting her to be as annoyed by the sound as I am, but no—she just smiles like this is all perfectly normal. Great. What am I saying? She works here. She's probably used to it.

The woman doesn’t move from behind the desk, but her presence still fills the room. She’s watching me, her expression open, her smile warm enough to put me slightly at ease—but not enough to forget I’m standing frozen just inside the door like an idiot. And shés gay. I mean I cańt know that for sure, but when you’re in the community, you just know. Patchwork tattoos covering her arms, a small septum piercing, the way she’s holding herself - like she is comfortable taking up space in a way straight women rarely are.

“Hi there,” she says. Her voice is smooth and welcoming. “I’m Celine. Have you been here before?”

It’s a simple question, but there’s something in the way she asks it—kind, sure, but with an undercurrent of control, like she already knows the answer. Her attention feels heavier than it should, and I realize I’ve been standing too long without responding. My throat’s dry, and all I manage is a quick shake of my head, feeling pinned in place.

Celine tilts her head slightly. “It’s not as intimidating as it seems, I promise,” she says like she’s seen this all before and knows exactly how to handle it.

“I’m not going to ask you to spill your deepest secrets or share your darkest kinks, although you can if you feel comfortable” she continues. The flash of alarm on my face must have told her I was, in fact, not comfortable. “But if you let me know whether you’re here for toys, clothing, restraints—whatever you’re after—I can point you in the right direction. Or, if it helps, I can pretend you’re invisible and leave you to it. Your call.”

Her words are playful, but there’s genuine kindness underneath. It’s disarming. It's almost enough to make me forget how awkward I feel—or at least enough to keep me from bolting back out the door.

It's strange, isn't it? As soon as she looked at me, I was sure I wanted to be invisible. But now that I had the option to be, I wasn't so sure I wanted it. Maybe because before it was about survival, and now it's about curiosity. And curiosity was dangerous in a place like this. Or was it? That's why I'm here, isn't it? To live more dangerously?

I was staring blankly again. She's going to think there's something wrong. I decided to brave it and speak honestly.

I relaxed my arms and forced some lightness into my voice. "You don't need to ignore me. Truthfully, I'm just here to get a vibrator. I've never had one and I figured now was a good time."

Celine’s smile widened. “Come with me,” she said, gesturing for me to follow. She stepped out from behind the counter and I saw her fully for the first time. Slightly scuffed Doc Martens and a carabiner on her belt loop. Yep, definitely gay.

As she led me deeper into the store, she glanced back over her shoulder.

“What’s your name?”

“Evie,” I said, trying not to sound as nervous as I felt.

“Well, Evie,” she said smoothly, “you’ve come to the right place.”

We stopped in front of a wall lined with vibrators, an overwhelming array of colors, shapes, and sizes. Celine rested a hand lightly on the edge of a shelf. She was close, not inappropriately so, but close enough that her scent invaded the space around us. She smelled warm and dark like honey drizzled over smoke, and it made my head spin. I took a deeper breath, inhaling her. God, what is wrong with me?

Realizing what I’d just done I took a small step back and looked up at her, keeping my expression casual. She was a good 7 inches taller than me and I felt tiny in her presence. That didn’t help. One perfect eyebrow raised and I knew I’d been caught.

“Okay,” she began, her tone all business, “let me walk you through a few options. Over here, we’ve got the classics—simple, straightforward, and great for beginners. Then you’ve got these,” she gestured to a sleeker section, “more versatile, with multiple settings and attachments if you’re feeling adventurous.”

She looked at me then, her eyes sharp. “Do you know what you’re looking for in terms of power? Something soft and gentle, or do you want something stronger?”

I felt my face heat. “Uh… I’m not sure.”

“That’s okay,” she said, her voice softening. “Let’s go back a few steps. Are you looking for something just for yourself, or maybe… something that could work with a partner?”

The question hung in the air, casual on the surface but it made my stomach flip. I swallowed and tried to focus on her words instead of the growing warmth in my chest.

“To use one myself. Oh well, you know. Maybe a girlfriend in the future. But right now I’m single.” Ugh, could I sound more awkward?

I was expecting her to laugh at my awkwardness but she didn’t.

“Hmmm. I think you should start with a bullet vibrator. It small, discreet, and has a ton of settings. It’ll do the job.”

“Discreet? Like in case I need to take it out with me?”I joked.

She smiled. “Exactly. You can carry it around in that little bag of yours and use it whenever you want. You know, for times when you just can’t wait until you get home.”

I felt my core tighten. She’s flirting with me. Or maybe she’s just being playful and it’s part of the job. Still, It’s been a long time since I’ve had attention like this and I don’t want it to end. I decide to flirt back a little. What’s the worst that can happen? Even if it all goes horribly wrong, at least I’ll have a funny story to tell Gemma later, and a new vibrator.

“I don’t think I’ve ever been so desperate that I can’t wait until I get home. But maybe I just haven’t had the right incentive.” I let my eyes linger on hers, watching for a reaction.

Her smile deepened. “Oh, I don’t know,” she said, tilting her head slightly. “I’ve seen plenty of people change their minds once they realize what they’ve been missing.”

I swallowed, heat curling low in my stomach. “Is that so?”

She leaned in just a fraction, like she was sharing a secret. “Mmmhmm. Sometimes it just takes the right… motivation.”

I bit my lip, half tempted to look away, half wanting to push the moment further. “And do you provide that kind of motivation? Or do I have to figure it out on my own?”

Her fingers trailed over the display case absentmindedly, like she had all the time in the world. “Let’s just say I enjoy seeing people discover new things.”

I exhaled a small laugh, shaking my head. “That’s a dangerous thing to say in a store like this.”

She grinned. “Only if you’re afraid of a little adventure.”

“I was nervous when I walked in. But now I’m not. I’m not afraid.”

“That’s what I wanted to hear.” She looked me up and down, undressing me with her eyes. Taking me in. “Go collect three toys you want to play with and meet me over there.” She gestured to a lounge space toward the back of the long room. It had a plush Chesterfield sofa that almost looked out of place. “I’m going to lock the door. As much as it would be exciting to get caught, I don’t want to share you”. Fuck. Where did all the air go?

My pulse thundered in my ears.

Did she just—?

I swallowed, trying to process the way Celine had looked at me, the way she’d said I don’t want to share you. It was one thing to flirt, another entirely to have the floor ripped out from under me with a statement like that.

She moved toward the front of the store, her long strides smooth and unhurried, like she wasn’t just inviting me to wreck myself over her. Like she knew I would. Like this was inevitable.

I should move. I should be choosing something. But instead, I stood there, rooted to the spot, hands gripping the hem of my sweater like it might ground me.

Three toys.

My mind scrambled. Did I go for the obvious? Something tame, something I could justify if this all turned out to be an elaborate joke? Or did I push it—lean into the unknown, into the possibilities buzzing between us? That’s why I’m here is’t it? To push myself? I shouldn’t play it safe. I should pick the things I’m curious about.

Celine reached the front door. I heard the lock click into place.

Shit.

A shiver ran down my spine, heat pooling low in my stomach.

Pick something, Evie.

I forced my legs to move, scanning the shelves, trying to focus on anything other than the thrill curling through my chest. A bullet, for sure—I had to follow through with some kind of logic. Then something with a bit more weight—a paddle. My face heated just thinking about it. And last…

My fingers hovered over a pair of restraints.

The idea of Celine fastening them around my wrists, pressing her body close as she did it, sent a fresh wave of warmth through me. I snatched them off the hook before I could second-guess myself and turned toward the lounge area.

Celine was already there, arms draped over the back of the sofa, watching me with quiet amusement.

I swallowed again, gripping the toys in my hands as I approached.

She raised an eyebrow. “That was fast.”

“You gave me a mission,” I said, a little breathless, “I completed it.”

Her lips curved into a slow smile. “Good. Girl. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

I held out my choices. She took them, running her fingers over each one like she was assessing me as much as the selection. When she got to the restraints, her eyes flicked up to mine, something dark and pleased flickering in them.

“Oh, Evie,” she murmured. “I think you and I are going to have a lot of fun.”


A Desperate Ache

Celine pulled me forward by the wrist, guiding me down into her lap like it was the most natural thing in the world. Like I already belonged there.

“Comfortable?” she asked, her voice warm.

Was I? Hell no. My heart was hammering, my breath uneven, and the warmth of her thighs beneath me made it impossible to focus. But I nodded anyway.

Her hands found my waist, steadying me. “Good,” she murmured. “Now, tell me why you picked each one.”

She placed the bullet in my palm first, her other hand resting lightly on my thigh. I shivered at the touch, but she didn’t move, waiting.

I swallowed hard, shifting in her lap. “It seemed rude not to” I flashed a smile before answering seriously. “Because… it’s small,” I said, my voice already a little breathless. “Easy to use - like you said. Seemed like… a safe choice.”

“Safe,” she repeated, dragging the word out, her thumb drawing a slow, idle circle over my thigh. The pressure was feather-light but purposeful, just enough to make me aware of it. To make me want more.

I bit my lip.

“Safe is good,” she murmured. “But tell me, Evie—when’s the last time playing it safe got you exactly what you wanted?”

Her fingers traced higher, dragging up the sensitive skin of my inner thigh, barely grazing the fabric between my legs. My breath hitched, anticipation tightening inside me—

And then she pulled away.

I let out a small, frustrated noise before I could stop myself.

She smirked.

Fuck.

I forced myself to focus, gripping the next item—the paddle—as she placed it in my hands.

Celine raised an eyebrow. “Now, this one… this isn’t a safe choice.” Her voice dipped lower, teasing. “Tell me, Evie, why did you pick this?”

I exhaled shakily, my fingers tightening around the handle. “I just thought—” My words faltered as her hand started moving again, this time slower, her touch gliding up the inside of my thigh with deliberate patience. I sucked in a breath, my thighs twitching in response.

“You thought…?” she prompted.

I clenched my jaw, trying to force the words out. “I thought it might be… fun.”

Her fingers traced up, higher this time, stopping just shy of where I wanted her most. Her fingertips grazed the edge of my panties. Why won’t she go just a little further?

“Fun,” she repeated her voice like smoke, like honey. “Tell me exactly what kind of fun you were imagining.”

I whimpered. Actually whimpered. The teasing was unbearable, every slow stroke of her fingers winding me tighter. “Celine, please—”

“Please what?”

I squirmed, my breath shuddering. I couldn’t answer. Couldn’t think.

And then, she ran her finger tip lightly up my center. It was light and my panties were a frustrating barrier, but I felt it with every nerve. But just as she was close—so close to my clit—she pulled away again, her hand retreating entirely.

I let out a strangled noise, frustration coiling through me.

Celine chuckled, satisfied. “I told you to tell me exactly what your slutty little brain was thinking when it picked up the paddle. Use your words.”

I took a deep breath. “I’ve always wondered what it would feel like to be spanked. Properly spanked. You know… Not just like a few slaps, but the real thing.” My honesty surprised me and I knew I was blushing.

Celine’s eyes darkened, her smirk deepening. She took the paddle out of my grasp and dragged it slowly over my thigh, letting the smooth surface graze my skin. The cold leather made me shiver.

“Oh,” she purred, tilting her head. “A proper spanking. You want the kind that stings—the kind that forces you into the present so nothing else exists?” She let the words sink in before continuing, her voice dropping lower. “A spanking you’re still going to feel when you’re sat having lunch with your boss?”

I swallowed hard, my entire body tightening.

She tapped the paddle lightly against my thigh, testing, teasing. “Something that’ll make you shift in your seat, biting your lip, remembering exactly how you got those marks?”

I whimpered before I could stop myself, my fingers clutching at the fabric of my skirt.

Celine chuckled, satisfied. “I’d be happy to help you with that,” she murmured. “But first…” She trailed the paddle up, up, up—until she was resting the flat edge just beneath my chin, tilting my face toward hers.

“If you can’t sit still,” she said, eyes gleaming, “it’s time for those restraints.”

Fuck. I’d never been this turned on in my whole life. But before I had a chance to react, her expression turned serious. “Before we go any further,” she said, “let’s talk about limits.”

My pulse was still racing, but I focused on her words.

“Red means stop—no hesitation, no questions. Yellow means check-in, adjust. Green means keep going. Understood?”

I nodded. “Understood.”

“Good,” she said, running her fingers over the restraints. “And these? You’ll never be stuck in them.” She turned one over, showing me a small release mechanism. “If you apply pressure here—” she guided my hand to it “—they’ll open immediately. No struggling. You’re always in control.”

A slow exhale left my lips.

She tilted her head, watching me. “Still with me?”

“Yes.” My voice was steadier now.

Celine smiled. “Good girl.”

My breath caught. It made me melt when she used those words.

And then, carefully, she slipped the first cuff around my wrist, and then the second. I tested, pulling lightly against them. They felt secure. I knew I could get out—I could call red or hit the release—but it was so hot feeling trapped.

Celine watched me closely, her gaze flicking down to where my wrists rested in the restraints. “You like that feeling, don’t you?”

I swallowed hard, my breath unsteady. “Yes.”

Her lips curved, satisfied. “I thought so.” She dragged a single finger down the inside of my wrist, tracing the delicate skin where my pulse pounded beneath her touch. “I can feel how much you like it.”

A slow, pleased hum left her throat as she leaned in, her nose brushing the shell of my ear. “And I haven’t even started yet.”

Her hands skimmed down my sides, then over the small swell of my tummy, slow and deliberate, teasing their way lower. When she reached my thighs, her touch turned feather-light—tracing lazy circles along the sensitive skin, skimming higher, but just shy of my panties again.

I exhaled shakily, my thighs clenching involuntarily.

She leaned back, watching me with amused patience. “You’re squirming again, Evie.”

I whimpered, trying to hold still, but she just smirked, dragging her knuckles up my thigh again, slower this time.

“You know what I love about restraints?” she murmured, her fingers grazing higher, so close to the edge of my underwear I could feel the heat of her skin. “It’s not just about being trapped.” She gave the cuffs a slow, deliberate tug. “It’s about surrender.”

I exhaled sharply, my chest rising and falling too fast.

Celine smiled, pleased. She dragged her nails back down my inner thigh, her movements excruciatingly slow, making my skin tingle. When she reached my knee, she started over, stroking up, up, up—until she was just barely brushing where I needed her.

I let out a strangled noise, frustration coiling hot and tight inside me.

Celine chuckled.

“Oh, sweetheart,” she cooed, dragging her fingers back down my thigh instead. “We’re going to take our time.”

I whimpered, shifting in her lap.

“So impatient,” she teased, tapping her fingers idly against my thigh. “But I did promise you something you’d still be feeling at lunch tomorrow.”

She reached for the paddle.

I exhaled sharply, anticipation zipping through me like lightning.

But instead of using it, she sat back, considering me. “Stand up.”

I blinked, still breathless. “What?”

Celine tilted her head, lips curving. “Up. Now.”

Heat flushed through me, my legs trembling slightly as I obeyed.

She ran her hands up the outside of my thighs, smoothing my skirt up as she did. “Good girl,” she murmured, then reached for my waist, turning me gently.

“Over my lap,” she instructed.

I swallowed hard, my pulse roaring in my ears as I lowered myself over her thighs, my restrained wrists pressing into the cushions, my breath coming faster now.

Celine adjusted me, shifting my hips until I was exactly where she wanted me. She smoothed her palm over the curve of my ass.

“Much better,” she said softly.

Then she picked up the paddle, and pressed it against my skin, letting me feel it first. Cold, but not harsh.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

She tutted, tapping the paddle lightly against me. “Try again.”

I sucked in a slow breath, steadying myself. “Yes.”

Her smile deepened. “Good girl.”

The first strike landed clean and sharp, the paddle cracking against my skin. My body jolted, breath catching, the sting blooming fast. The second followed before I could settle, landing on the opposite cheek, just as precise.

Celine didn’t slow. She set a steady rhythm. The paddle smacked against me again—harder now—sharp, unrelenting. My thighs tensed, my breath turning ragged.

Another. Then another. Heat built fast, the sting layering over itself, spreading, deepening. My fingers curled against the cushions.

She paused. Smoothed a palm over my ass, pressing into the warmth. “Already pink.”

The paddle tapped, teasing. Then came the next strike, faster, relentless, driving me into it. I clenched my thighs, useless against the throb between them.

I must be soaking through my panties.

The next blow made me jolt forward, a broken sound slipping from my lips.

Celine hummed, dragging the paddle over my skin, slow, deliberate.

“Tell me what you’re feeling,” Celine murmured, voice thick with amusement.

I whimpered, my breath shaky. “It hurts,” I gasped. “I can’t think about anything but the sting.” My voice broke, thighs clenching as another wave of heat pulsed between them. “And the ache between my legs.”

Celine exhaled slowly, dragging the paddle down, tracing the curve of my ass. “Good.”

Then, in a darker, commanding tone: “Brace yourself.”

I barely had time to suck in a breath before the first strike landed—then another, then another. Fast, sharp, relentless. I had no time to think as the slaps reigned down on me. SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK, SMACK.

My body jerked with each one, the sting compounding.

“Color?” Her voice cut through the frenzy.

My breath shuddered, my pulse hammering in my ears. The heat, the ache, the unbearable need—I wanted more.

“Green,” I gasped.

Celine’s hand smoothed over my burning skin, fingers squeezing, grounding me. Then came the words, rich with pride.

“Good girl.”

I decided to take this little break to make my case. “Fuck,” I choked out. “Please. Please. It’s too much. Please make me cum.”

Celine laughed. A low, wicked sound as she discarded the paddle.

She kneaded my ass roughly, pressing into the heat, making me whimper. “So,” she mused, voice dripping amusement. “You’re saying if I sent you home now, you wouldn’t make it?”

Her fingers trailed down, teasing the edge of my underwear. “You’d have to use your little bullet in public because it’s just too much?”

I moaned, my thighs squeezing together, the ache unbearable.

Celine hummed, pleased. “Messy, needy girl.”

I let out a shuddering breath, my body still trembling, skin flushed and burning. “Yes,” I whimpered, my voice wrecked, humiliated, desperate. The shame of it only made the ache between my legs worse. I squirmed against Celine’s lap, seeking friction, anything, but all I found was air.

Celine dragged her fingers down my spine before giving one final, possessive squeeze to my ass. Then, her voice turned firm.

“Stand up.”

I wobbled as I obeyed, my legs weaker this time, shaking so badly I nearly stumbled. Celine caught my waist, steadying me with infuriating ease.

Then, in that same commanding tone: “Get into my lap. Now.”

I practically collapsed onto her, my body still trembling. The moment my thighs pressed against Celine’s, I winced—the raw heat of my spanked skin flaring at the contact. I sucked in a breath, but the sting sent another jolt of arousal through me, and before I could stop myself, my legs fell open. A shameless, slutty display of how wrecked I was.

Celine laughed.

“Poor girl,” she crooned, pure amusement lacing her voice. “Do you want this?” She held the bullet vibrator in her hand, quirking an eyebrow, and taunting me with it.

I swallowed, my stomach twisting, my wrists still uselessly bound. I needed it. Needed something before I lost my mind.

“Yes,” I whispered, then stronger, my voice breaking on the edges. “Yes, Celine. Please. I need it. I can’t—I can’t take it anymore, I need to cum, I need you, I’ll do anything, please—”

Celine’s expression darkened, something cruel and delighted flickering in her eyes.

“Okay,” she murmured, tapping the vibrator against my inner thigh. “Here are the rules.”

My breath caught, every muscle in my body tensing, hanging onto her every word.

“I’m going to press this vibe against your clit,” Celine said smoothly, dragging it up, almost close enough. “Maybe move it in circles for you. Would you like that?”

I nodded furiously, my whole body strung tight.

Celine smirked. “And I’m going to work through the different settings. Try before you buy, right?”

I barely had time to process before Celine leaned in, her breath brushing against my ear as she whispered the final rule.

“And here’s the best part.” She let the words hang, then dragged the toy up just a little higher. “You’re going to tell me every time you feel like you’re getting close to cumming.”

My heart stuttered. “What?”

Celine’s smirk deepened. “And I’ll stop.”

I gasped, eyes going wide. “You—you can’t—”

“We need to get through all the settings,” Celine said simply, her tone all faux innocence.

Then, without another word, she turned the vibrator on.


A Release

The first vibration buzzed against my clit, sudden and devastating. I jerked, a sharp gasp spilling from my lips, my body arching as the sensation flooded through me.

Celine tilted her head, watching me closely. “That’s setting one,” she murmured, keeping the toy perfectly still. “Nice and gentle. Think you can handle it?”

I whimpered, thighs twitching. “Yes,” I managed, but my voice wavered.

“We’ll see.”

She didn’t move it, just let it sit there, the steady pulse drilling deep, relentless. The hum worked its way through me, coaxing heat from inside, winding me up too fast.

I panted, fingers curling into the cushions. “C-Celine—”

“Hmm?” She sounded patient, but I knew better.

I swallowed hard, forcing myself to speak. “Stop.”

Instantly, she lifted the vibrator away.

My entire body clenched, aching from the loss, desperate for more.

She exhaled in mock disappointment. “That was quick.”

I whined, shifting in her lap, trying to ease the ache, but she just sat there, waiting, amused.

Then she clicked the vibrator up to the second setting.

A deeper buzz now, a slow rolling pulse that sent shivers through my core.

“Oh,” I gasped, my thighs trembling as she pressed it against me again. “Oh, f-fuck—”

Her lips quirked. “Better?”

I moaned, head tilting back. The teasing pattern sent sharp heat curling through me, pushing me toward the edge fast.

“I—”

“Words, Evie.”

I swallowed a sob. “It’s—fuck—it’s too much, please stop—”

The vibrator lifted away.

I let out a ragged breath, frustration tightening every muscle.

Celine sighed, shaking her head like I was being difficult. “Again? You were so close to lasting longer that time.” She mocked.

I whimpered, a pleading sound I wasn’t even ashamed of.

“Don’t pout,” she teased. “We still have a few settings to go.”

She pressed the button again.

The third setting was brutal. A steady, high-powered buzz that ripped through me instantly, slamming me closer, closer—

I thrashed, legs tensing, a broken sound leaving my throat. “Fuck! Celine—”

“You can take it,” she said, her voice smooth, steady. “Be a good girl and take it.”

I bit down on a sob, thighs clenching, my body trembling, nerves burning, the pressure unbearable—

“Celine, please, I can’t—stop!”

She pulled away.

I sobbed, shaking, every muscle tight, my body screaming for release.

She tapped the vibrator against my thigh, casual, patient. “You keep saying please like I don’t enjoy watching you suffer.”

I whimpered, thighs pressing together, slick and aching.

Then another click. The fourth setting.

Rhythmic pulses, teasing and unpredictable, hit me in sharp bursts of pleasure. More, then less. Pulling me back just to shove me forward again. It was much harder to get to 10 this time. I’d be on 9 and then back on 7. God, does anyone use this random setting? I took a deep breath and tried to settle into it, to surrender. That’s what Celine wanted, for me to surrender, wasn’t it?

Surrendering did it. Before long I was gasping and close, too raw.

“Celine, please—”

She laughed, low and cruel. “Oh, now you’re begging properly. There you go. I knew you could do it”

I sobbed, shaking my head, my body completely alive. “I need it—I need it so bad, please let me cum, please—”

Her fingers dug into my thigh, holding me down. “One more setting. For me.”

I let out a desperate cry, my body fighting, but there was no escaping her.

She leaned in, lips brushing the shell of my ear. “This pussy belongs to me. I decide when you get to cum. Am I clear?”

I nodded frantically, words failing me.

“Say it.”

I swallowed, barely able to think. “It—It belongs to you.”

She tsked. “Try again.”

“My pussy belongs to you,” I choked out, face burning, the humiliation turning me on even more.

She pressed the vibrator harder against my clit, circling now, precise, cruel. “Good girl.”

I whimpered, body trembling, eyes squeezing shut.

“You’re going to tell me exactly when you’re about to cum,” she continued, dragging out every word. “You’re going to hold it until I allow you to let go.”

I couldn’t breathe. “I—I can’t—”

“You will.”

The vibrations climbed, the intensity destroying me, forcing me higher and higher until I had nothing left to hold onto.

I sobbed, my entire body seizing, pleasure coiling tight, ready to snap—

“Celine—I can’t—I’m going to—please stop—”

Her grip tightened. “Cum.”

I shattered instantly.

The orgasm tore through me, violent and all-consuming, my body bucking against her, white-hot pleasure ripping me apart.

Celine held me down through it, keeping the vibrator in place as the waves crashed over me, wringing every last second from me until I couldn’t take it anymore and began squirming away.

She clicked the toy off.

Silence.

My breathing came in broken gasps, my limbs boneless, my mind blank.

I forced my eyes open—and found her staring at me. Her expression was unreadable.

For a long moment, neither of us spoke.

Then, breathless, awed, she murmured, “Fuck.”


A Date

Celine’s hands were on me immediately, smoothing over my arms, down my back, grounding me. She didn’t speak at first. She just held me, her touch firm, steady.

“Breathe,” she murmured. “I’ve got you.”

I exhaled shakily, pressing into her warmth, my body still thrumming from the aftermath.

Her fingers trailed up my spine, threading through my hair, pushing damp strands away from my face. “You okay?”

I nodded, my voice rough. “Yeah.” A shaky breath. “That was…”

Celine let out a short laugh, resting her chin on top of my head. “Yeah.”

She held me for a while, just stroking lazily over my skin, letting the silence settle. Then, after a moment, she shifted, easing me off her lap.

“Stay here,” she said, tucking a blanket over me before standing. “I’ll be right back.”

I grumbled, already missing her.

She smirked. “Patience, sweetheart.”

I let my eyes drift closed, my limbs heavy, and loose. A moment later, she returned, nudging me lightly.

“Here.”

I opened my eyes to see a glass of cold water and—a cookie.

I blinked up at her. “Seriously?”

She raised a brow. “Sugar helps. And you were such a good girl, I figured you deserved something sweet.”

Heat curled through me at the words, but I took the cookie anyway, nibbling at the edge as she sat beside me.

She pulled me into her chest, and I sighed as I melted into her, my head resting against warm skin. The slow rise and fall of her breathing, the weight of her arms wrapped around me—it settled something deep inside me.

Her fingers combed lazily through my hair. Then, quietly, she said, “I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

I tipped my head back, catching something unreadable in her expression. A flicker of uncertainty. Vulnerability?

I swallowed, tucking my face against her collarbone. “Me neither.”

Celine’s hand dragged lower, tracing light, absentminded circles on my back. “Would you want to do it again?”

A slow smile pulled at my lips. “Yeah.”

Her grip tightened slightly. “Good.”

I let my eyes close, my body sinking against hers. “I want to explore more with you.”

She exhaled, long and slow, fingers tightening in my hair.

I turned my face against her chest, breathing her in. Warm skin, faint traces of her perfume mixed with sweat. My lips barely brushed her collarbone, my fingers curling against her ribs, pressing closer. Celine went still.

I exhaled softly, my mouth dragging lower, nuzzling the curve of her breast, feeling the heat of her against my lips. The warmth between my legs was back. Celine let out a slow breath, then caught my chin, tilting my face up.

“Insatiable,” she murmured, her voice thick with amusement.

I smirked, shameless. “Can you blame me?”

She laughed, shaking her head. “As much as I’d love to ruin you again, I can’t keep the shop closed all day.” She glanced at her watch. “I have a meeting with a decorator soon.”

I pouted. “Rude.”

She grinned, tapping her fingers against my hip. “But… I have an idea.”

Her eyes gleamed as she reached for a small box, setting it in my lap. I looked down, my pulse spiking as I read the label.

“Remote-controlled vibrator?”

She nodded. “And there's more. Latex panties with an inflatable dildo inside.”

A sharp jolt of heat shot through me. “You’re serious.”

Celine tilted her head. “Do I seem like someone who isn’t serious?”

My thighs pressed together, the ache returning. I swallowed hard, staring at her. “Let's do it.”

She smiled wickedly. “Good girl.”

She helped me into them, her fingers dragging too slowly over my skin as she adjusted the latex. The material clung snug, the small dildo pressing inside me. It wasn't deep, but it was a delicious tease. I bit down on a sharp breath, already feeling too aware of it. Then Celine reached for the pump.

I froze, eyes going wide. “Wait—”

She grinned. “Relax.”

She squeezed once. A slow, steady pressure filled me, the dildo inside expanding slightly—not enough to stretch, just enough to make me feel it. My breath hitched, thighs twitching.

Celine watched me carefully, her eyes dark, taking in every reaction. “How’s that?”

I swallowed hard, already gripping the couch. “It’s—” I exhaled sharply. “It’s fine.”

She gave the pump another squeeze.

A gasp broke from my lips. The fullness increased, pressing against my walls in a way that made my toes curl.

Celine smirked. “Better?”

I whimpered, my hips shifting. “Fuck.”

She leaned in, her mouth right next to my ear. “One more?”

I stared at her, lips parted, body tense. I should say no. I should be reasonable. Instead, I nodded. Celine gave the pump one final squeeze. I moaned, my body jolting forward, my breath shuddering as the stretch filled me completely.

She let out a pleased sound, stroking a hand down my thigh. “Look at you,” she murmured, almost to herself. “So easy to break.”

My face burned. I clenched my fists, thighs twitching.

She stood back, admiring her work. “Beautiful.”

Then she pulled out her phone. A second later, vibrations assaulted my clit. I gasped, my knees wobbling, fingers gripping the arm of the couch.

Celine’s smirk deepened. “Perfect.”

I exhaled shakily, staring at her. She just tilted her phone, letting me see the screen. “You’re going to wear this home.”

My breath caught. “What?”

She raised a brow. “And you’re going to keep it on all night. I’ll check in… when I feel like it.”

A shiver ran down my spine.

“Then,” she continued, “on Saturday, you’ll wear it again.”

Heat flared through me, my thighs clenching involuntarily.

“For our date,” she added, watching my reaction.

My pulse pounded. “Saturday.”

Celine grinned, pleased. “Saturday.”

-----------------------

The door clicked shut behind me, and I stood there for a second, dazed. The cool air hit my flushed skin, grounding me, but it did nothing to stop the ache between my legs. I reached into my bag, pulling out my phone with unsteady fingers.

Me: I did it.

A few seconds later, Gemma responded.

Gemma: YES. Queen shit. Which one did you get??

I hesitated, then smirked, my pulse skipping.

Me: More than a vibrator.

Three dots appeared immediately. Then—

Gemma: What the fuck does that mean???

I barely had time to smirk before I felt another buzz—except it wasn’t a message. The vibrations flared between my legs. I gasped, legs locking up as the intensity hit me mid-step. A second later, another text from Gemma popped up.

Gemma: Evie. Answer me. What the fuck does that mean??

I sucked in a breath, pressing my lips together, thighs clenched as I forced myself to keep walking.

Me: Remember how I said nothing ever surprises me? Yeah. About that.


THE CHRISTMAS STITCH


First Stitch

Charis opened up her laptop. These last few weeks had been tough with the weather changing and everything being so dreary. Plenty of cold nights alone in her apartment wishing for something a bit more exciting. Or really anything different than staring at the same four walls every hour she wasn’t at work. If it were summer she could busy herself meeting friends at a bar or a restaurant or even just getting out and walking around the park. But not at this time of year. It was blisteringly cold outside, which meant she didn’t want to spend a second longer than necessary outdoors. Simply stepping into the open air would cause her eyes to sting. And indoor activities outside her place were mostly off the table too. All of her friends were couples, and all except one had children. That meant that this time of year was full of family activities, shopping trips, and building snowmen.

But there was one thing making these Winter nights a little more pleasant - StitchWitch. Well, that wasn't her real name but Charis wasn't sure what her real name was just yet. She'd met StitchWitch in an online chat room for people who enjoyed knitting. She didn't even realize chatrooms were still a thing in 2024 but apparently, they are - at least for the knitting community.

Charis found herself in the chat room out of frustration more than anything else. Her recent loneliness had led to an impressive amount of hours playing Sims 4, and several days into the current save she decided to pick up knitting. If her virtual self could knit, there was no reason she couldn’t either. Plus, she couldn’t waste all winter away playing games in solitude. Okay, maybe most of it, but not all. No, she would knit. And as an ambitious first project she decided to knit what she knows - A cute pullover from the Cottage Living Sims pack. White, with embroidered flowers in yellow and green.

The only problem was she had hardly any experience with knitting so she very quickly ran into problems. Not wanting to quit this new hobby straight away (like she did with so many others) she picked up her laptop and found TheYarniverse.com.

She considered posting in the forum, but that involved waiting for a reply, and she was feeling impatient. She clicked on the chat room button instead. Her first impression of the knitting community was that they weren’t a very welcoming bunch. One person told her the project was too ambitious for someone with no knitting experience—that she should be starting with scarves. Charis was about to abandon the whole idea and admit defeat when StitchWitch chimed in. She defended Charis, arguing that as long as she was committed and learned how to do each section, she could manage it without a problem. Plus, isn’t that what this community is about? Helping each other, offering advice?

A few minutes later, a private chat message popped up on her screen. It was StitchWitch.

StitchWitch: Hey, welcome to the site. Sorry about him. He’s a grumpy old man with a lot to complain about. If it wasn’t you, it would’ve been something else (yesterday, he was complaining that no one knits socks the “proper” way anymore). Anyway, we’re not all bad.

KnotsInTraining: Oh, don’t worry, I’m used to grumpy old men.

StitchWitch: Because you are one?

KnotsInTraining: Omg, no. I’m 28 and a woman. I just mean I work in a care home, so I see plenty of them. I love them, but they’re not afraid to tell you when you’ve annoyed them. Out of interest, what is the improper way to knit socks? I might go back in the room and announce it as my next project.

StitchWitch: That makes more sense! Well, it’s nice to meet you. Oh he would freak! He’s an admin you know, you could end up permanently banned if you start breaking sock rules too.

KnotsInTraining: That sounds like a fun challenge actually! Imagine being banned from a knitting site for bad behaviour?

StitchWitch: You wouldn’t be the first. Although I’m an admin too, so you’d have to find a way to rile me up. I need to log off now and go make some dinner, but I’m usually on in the evenings until around 9pm if you have any more questions. And behave yourself!

KnotsInTraining: Okay thanks! Nice to meet you too.

Charis felt a flutter in her stomach. It had been so long since she’d flirted with anyone. Wait—was this flirting? Probably not. But all she knew was that someone telling her to behave made her feel flustered and weak. That was actually a big part of why she was single. She was always searching for a type of relationship that was rare—or maybe didn’t even exist. She’d experienced glimpses of it in the past, but nothing quite like what she was after.

What was she after? She wanted a girlfriend who was dominant. Not abusive or controlling, but someone who could take the lead. Someone who would train her to be the best version of herself. Someone who could take control in the bedroom, ordering her to get on her knees. And someone who wasn’t afraid to punish her if she misbehaved.

It was something she’d struggled to communicate to past partners—this desire to belong to someone. She’d had plenty of hot encounters involving power play—having her hair pulled, being called a slut while she was eating out her partner. That kind of thing. But nothing that felt deeper, more meaningful. And when she’d tried to have that conversation with partners—about how having more structure in her life and someone to set rules for her would help—she was met with strange looks and confusion. She’d mostly resigned herself to abandoning this type of relationship and instead, being single. Okay, that wasn’t exactly her long-term plan, but she was feeling a little discouraged about life in general.

This time of year tended to do that to Charis. She wasn’t close to her family, and Christmas became a reminder of how alone she was in the world.

Being single for so long also had the effect of making her awfully sensitive. A lingering smile from a beautiful woman could leave her flustered, and a little message from a stranger in a knitting chat room could do the same.

Charis closed her laptop and sighed. This was ridiculous. She had no idea if StitchWitch was even a woman. For all she knew, they could be an 80-year-old dude. Wait, no, that probably wasn’t true. They would have said if they were an old man, right? I mean, it came up, didn’t it? It would be weird not to mention it.

But what if StitchWitch was a hot woman? That would be fun. That would definitely make this whole knitting thing more exciting.

Charis resolved to find out tomorrow. She’d log on and ask. Maybe she could just open with, “Are you a hot woman?” That’s how people flirt, right?

God, she had no idea what she was doing.


Intertwining Threads

The coffee stain on Charis's white blouse perfectly summed up her morning. She'd barely made it two steps from the café before a cyclist had swerved past her, causing her to stumble and splash her perfectly good oat latte down her front. Now she stood at the carer’s station, trying to ignore both the faint brown splotch and the fact that her backup shirt was still crumpled in her gym bag from last week's failed attempt to establish a workout routine. At least she had something to look forward to tonight, even if that something was just a chat room conversation with a stranger who might not even show up. StitchWitch had mentioned logging on in the evening, and Charis found herself checking the time between resident checks far more often than she'd care to admit.

6pm finally rolled around and she was off home. She got home by 6:30 and decided to make herself a quick dinner before logging on - instant mac and cheese. Not the most exciting meal in the world but it would do. In fact, she couldn't remember the last time she'd actually cooked something proper. It had just been things you can add boiling water to or microwaved meals for the last few months.

She opened up her laptop and went straight to the site. Logging on, she was disappointed to see that StitchWitch wasn't online. Okay, this was getting silly. Why was she disappointed? She didn't know the person!

She hung around for a minute or two before getting bored and opening Sims and starting work on her forever home. Then she heard a ding. The chat room! Her heart raced a little.

She minimized her Sims window to look at the site. A new message from StitchWitch.

StitchWitch: Good to see we didn't scare you off.

KnotsInTraining: It takes more than that to scare me, don't worry.

StitchWitch: Good. And what have you been up to today?

Charis recapped the details of her day, complaining about the coffee fiasco and how the day dragged, and then her mac and cheese dinner.

StitchWitch: You should be eating proper food when you're on your feet all day.

KnotsInTraining: Well, I would if I had someone to make me proper food. Plus life's too short. I'm a busy woman. I was just playing Sims before you popped up actually.

StitchWitch: And you're 28?! I haven't played that since I was a teenager.

KnotsInTraining: Well, we don't all have to be dry and boring when we grow up, you know. How old are you anyway?

Okay, here it is, the first clue into StitchWitch's true identity.

StitchWitch: Ouch. Aren't you quite the little brat? I thought I told you to behave. And I’m 33.

Charis smiled. Okay, this was going well. At least whoever they were, they were a similar age. Slightly older, which she had to admit was usually her preference anyway. Okay, now how do I find out if they're a woman and hot? She never was much of an investigator.

Okay, this shouldn't be too hard, she thought.

KnotsInTraining: You did, but I guess I didn't? Oops. Are you a woman?

Okay, to the point, but hey, she wanted to know.

StitchWitch: I am. A woman utterly appalled by your brattiness.

That's a good sign. Although she could be lying. People did that, right? Hide their identities online? Live as someone else, someone they want to be? Make up a fantasy where they are the exact person they want to be? I'm getting ahead of myself, Charis thought, already accusing her of being a catfish with no evidence whatsoever.

KnotsInTraining: Okay okay, I can be good, promise!

KnotsInTraining: Soooooo... what's your life like? Do you live alone? With a partner?

Subtle, Charis.

StitchWitch: Somehow I doubt you know how to be good ;). I live alone. I'm single if that's what you're asking. What about you?

KnotsInTraining: Yeah it usually takes a bit of encouragement for me to be good. Sorry if I was prying. Just curious haha. Yeah I'm single. Been a few years since I've had a girlfriend actually.

KnotsInTraining: Wait I don't know why I told you that. I'm still very social I'll have you know, just not found anything that sticks.

Okay, now she was coming across too intense, she was sure of it.

StitchWitch: Encouragement? I’ll remember that. And relax, sweetie, we’re just getting to know each other! It's similar for me actually. My last breakup was around 6 months ago. We just wanted different things. Well actually, we wanted the exact same thing - funny how that can be an issue sometimes.

KnotsInTraining: What was it you both wanted?

StitchWitch: It’s complicated, and I’m not sure it’s appropriate for a knitting forum but maybe I'll tell you sometime.

KnotsInTraining: I hope so, I’m very curious now.

It was the start of something. From that point on, every night at around 6pm, both women would log on and talk for hours. They exchanged stories about their lives: where they grew up, where they went to school, their friends, family, everything - even those shameful memories that keep you up at night. Charis found out that StitchWitch's name was Helena, and she lived in Norway. That was a bummer. She had been hoping she lived locally, maybe even around the corner. But no, she had to live in an entirely different country. Although, it could be worse. Norway was only an hour's plane ride away.

Charis was getting restless. These long conversations had become a great comfort to her - she laughed, flirted, cried, experienced the whole span of human emotions. But it couldn’t be real until they met. She had to meet Helena.

By this point, she knew what Helena looked like. After a week of chatting, they'd finally moved from the chat room to WhatsApp. Charis's hands had actually trembled as she typed in Helena's number, and she'd spent a good five minutes staring at the WhatsApp profile picture, even though it was tiny. Charis could tell Helena was beautiful but she needed to see more.

And when they finally exchanged Instagram handles, Charis nearly dropped her phone. Helena was stunning - the kind of beautiful that made Charis's throat go dry. Long brown hair fell in soft waves past her shoulders, and her eyes... God, those eyes. They were a striking green that seemed to pierce right through the screen. And that smile - just the slightest upturn at one corner of her mouth, like she knew exactly what effect she was having on Charis.

The flirting between them had become more overt. They developed a back and forth, sometimes on text, sometimes over the phone. Charis would play up the brattiness and Helena would admonish her, playfully threatening her with things like "I'm not sure you'd like the kind of encouragement I would give you if I were there."

Charis would stare at the words and blush, squirming in her seat and unsure how to respond. Eventually she'd brave it and ask what Helena meant. Helena's words came back instantly: "A spanking, my dear. What else?"

Charis was really squirming now. Helena was perfect. Could this be a real thing? The start of something she'd always wanted? Or was she getting ahead of herself again? Probably the latter.

They needed to meet. Charis didn't want to spend months getting to know Helena and getting invested in this online relationship only to find they were wildly incompatible in person. What if she smells like old dish cloths? No, why waste more time.

It was the middle of the day, and Charis was busy at work. She started to draft a message in her head, something about wanting to visit Norway this time of year, go to the Christmas market stalls and such, and would Helena be up for meeting? She wanted it to sound casual. But how casual could you make offering to fly to another country 3 weeks after starting to talk to someone?

But about 5 minutes into her little fantasy, she felt her phone vibrate in her pocket. She felt butterflies at seeing Helena's name. This was happening an embarrassing amount. How can seeing someone's name pop up on your phone elicit such a powerful reaction?

Helena: Hey, I was thinking, it doesn't have to be right now, but maybe we should get something in the diary. You know, meeting in person.

Charis couldn't believe it. Helena wanted to meet too? She didn't even have to craft an awkward message and wait hours to be rejected. She replied instantly.

Charis: I would like that. I was thinking I could come to Norway actually? I've never been and I expect it's pretty there this time of year.

Helena: I would like that. When is good for you sweetie?

Charis: Next week? Is that too soon?

Helena: No. Next week it is.

Charis couldn’t Stop smiling for the rest of the day. She was finally going to meet her online crush. She felt good about this one. Sure they hadn't met in person, but everything else seemed so right. They could be open and vulnerable with each other. And Charis had entire relationships where she wasn't able to do that.

However, there was one glaring thing still hidden. While they'd flirted about punishments and brattiness, she didn't really have any confirmation that Helena saw herself as a dominant or actually wanted that kind of relationship. Charis tried to put it out of her mind. They would have the chat at some point. Plus, she could use a holiday. She decided not to ruin her chances at a welcome break with intense relationship speak.

The flight to Oslo felt simultaneously endless and far too quick. Charis kept checking her reflection in her phone, reapplying lip gloss she didn't need, smoothing down hair that wasn't out of place. Her stomach was doing somersaults. What if the chemistry wasn't the same in person? What if Helena took one look at her and decided this was a mistake?

The arrival gate loomed ahead. Charis gripped her bag handle tighter, her palms sweaty. And then she saw her. Helena was standing near the barrier, taller than Charis had imagined, and in a long wool coat. Their eyes met, and Helena's face broke into that same smile Charis had been dreaming about for weeks. Before she knew what was happening, she was wrapped in a warm embrace, breathing in the scent of vanilla. As they pulled apart, Helena's arm settled protectively around her shoulders, guiding her toward the exit. "Let me take your bag, sweetie," she said, her voice exactly as it had been on their calls, but somehow better in person.

The Christmas market was like something out of a fairy tale. Wooden stalls lined the cobblestone streets, twinkling lights strung overhead. They shared a plate of krumkaker, the waffle cookies melting on their tongues, and sipped hot chocolate topped with whipped cream and cinnamon. Helena kept her hand on the small of Charis's back as they walked, steering her gently through the crowds.

Charis felt safe, grounded even, despite the chaos around them. Helena seemed utterly at ease, laughing easily and asking thoughtful questions about Charis’s life back home. But Charis was finding it hard to concentrate. Every casual brush of Helena’s hand sent a shiver down her spine, and every time Helena leaned closer to point something out, Charis’s breath caught.

They ended the night at a cozy café tucked away from the bustling market. Charis couldn’t stop staring at Helena, marveling at how surreal it was to be sitting across from her, in the flesh. When Helena reached across the table to tuck a stray lock of hair behind Charis’s ear, she felt her cheeks flush. “You’re even more beautiful in person,” Helena said softly, her eyes locked on Charis’s.

Charis’s heart threatened to burst. “I—I could say the same about you,” she stammered, then immediately regretted how flustered she sounded.

Helena smiled, that slight smirk that Charis was quickly realizing drove her crazy. “You’re adorable when you’re nervous, you know that?”

Charis’s blush deepened. “I’m not nervous,” she lied, fidgeting with the edge of her scarf.

“Hmm,” Helena hummed, clearly unconvinced. She leaned back in her chair, her gaze steady. “You don’t have to be nervous with me, Charis. I promise.”

Charis felt her breath hitch again. There it was—Helena’s ability to make her feel both utterly seen and completely undone in a single moment. She wanted to believe her. Wanted to let herself relax into this connection that was forming between them. But the nagging question she’d been avoiding since the start of their flirtation resurfaced in her mind: Did Helena really want the same things she did?

Before Charis could overthink it, Helena reached out again, this time placing her hand over Charis’s. “You’ve been quiet,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “Is something on your mind?”

Charis hesitated, then decided she couldn’t dance around it any longer. “I… I guess I’ve been wondering,” she began, her voice barely above a whisper, “about us. About… what you’re looking for.”

Helena’s thumb traced slow circles on the back of Charis’s hand, her expression unreadable. “I was hoping we’d talk about that,” she said after a moment. “But only if you’re ready.”

Charis nodded, her nerves threatening to strangle her voice. “I just… I’ve had relationships before where I couldn’t be myself. I need something… different. Someone who can lead, who can—” She stopped, unsure how to phrase it without sounding ridiculous.

“Who can take care of you,” Helena finished for her, her voice low and steady. “Who can guide you. Someone who isn’t afraid to be in control.”

Charis stared at her, stunned. “Yes,” she breathed. “Exactly that.”

Helena’s hand tightened over hers, a quiet reassurance. “Then we’re on the same page, sweetie. I didn’t want to assume, but… I’ve seen little glimpses of what you need. And I think I could give you that. If you’ll let me.”

Relief flooded through Charis, mixed with a thrill she hadn’t felt in years. “I’d like that,” she said, her voice trembling slightly. “More than anything.”

Helena smiled again, softer this time, and Charis felt a weight lift from her chest. “Good,” Helena said, her tone leaving no room for doubt. “Then let’s take this one step at a time. No pressure. Just us figuring this out together.”

Charis nodded, unable to wipe the grin off her face. For the first time in what felt like forever, she let herself hope. Maybe, just maybe, this was the start of something she’d been searching for all along.

The pair spent the next hour talking about their preferences and expectations from their budding dynamic. Each trying to express themselves fully while speaking in hushed voices as to not scandalise the other patrons.


Back at The Room

Charis felt a heaviness coming over her as the hotel room door clicked shut. She’d been invited back to Helena’s room and agreed with a mix of excitement and nervousness.

Charis leaned against the door for a moment, steadying herself. Her heart raced, her skin prickling with anticipation. She wanted this—wanted Helena—but the weight of what it might mean pressed on her chest.

She glanced around the room, taking in its muted tones and soft lighting. Helena’s scent lingered in the air, and Charis could hear the faint rustle of movement from the other side of the suite. She stepped further inside, her mind spinning with possibilities.

Helena turned, her eyes dark and searching. “You can still leave, you know,” she said softly, though her tone suggested she wanted otherwise. “I won’t stop you.”

Charis swallowed hard, her fingers curling into fists at her sides. “No,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’m staying.”

“Good. Then strip.” Helena said.

“I…ugh….what?”

“You heard me. Strip.” Helena said, louder this time. She closed the space between her and Charis, getting close enough that Charis could feel her breath on her cheek. Helena pulled away, and began to walk in slow circles around her prey.

Charis was shaking now, the nervousness replaced with a throb in her core. Helena’s authoritative tone was seeping into her bones, putting her under a spell she never wanted to escape.

Slowly, Charis began to disrobe, her movements careful and deliberate, but when she reached her underwear, she hesitated. A flush rose to her cheeks as self-consciousness crept in—how long had it been since anyone had seen her like this?

Helena’s gaze didn’t waver, steady and warm. “You’re beautiful, Charis,” she said, her voice low and sure. “Don’t hide from me.”

The words washed over her, melting some of the tension in her shoulders. Charis drew a breath and straightened, meeting Helena’s eyes. For the first time in ages, she didn’t feel judged—she felt seen.

Helena smiled, just long enough to instill her reassurance and approval before dropping her smile into a predatory look.

“You’ve spent months disobeying me. Did you really think you would get away with that?

“Well, I seemed to be getting away with it, so yes” Came Charis’s bratty reply.

Helena laughed wickedly. “Such a dumb girl. Pretty, but dumb. That comment is going to cost you. Now, get those panties off and bend over the arm of the chair”

Charis hesitated only a moment, Helena’s commanding tone sending a thrilling rush through her body. Slowly, she slid her panties down her legs, stepped out of them, and then bent over the arm of the chair as instructed, her heart pounding.

Helena approached, the solid weight of the wooden hairbrush in her hand. She ran the smooth surface lightly over Charis’s exposed skin, teasing her, and making her squirm in anticipation.

“You’re going to count every single one,” Helena said firmly. “And if you lose track, we’ll start over. Understood?”

“Yes,” Charis mumbled, her voice muffled against the fabric of the chair.

Helena delivered the first sharp smack, the sound cracking through the room. Charis gasped, her body jerking.

“One,” she said, her voice trembling.

Another swift strike landed on the opposite cheek, harder this time.

“Two,” Charis counted, her fingers gripping the chair tightly.

Helena didn’t pause, the rhythm steady and deliberate. “Three,” Charis whimpered.

By the fifth, her resolve began to crack. “Five,” she said, her voice thick with emotion. Helena leaned in close, her breath warm against Charis’s ear.

“Good girl,” she murmured, the praise sending a shiver down Charis’s spine. “But we’re far from done. That was just a warm-up. Give me a number, one you think is a fair price for all your bratty infractions.”

Charis’s mind was reeling. She wanted to pick a number that would impress Helena, to show her she was tough and could handle it. It had to be something just on the edge of what she could tolerate. Um, 20, Ma’am”

“That’s a good start. 20 it is.”

The next swat came immediately, giving Charis no time to think. She yelped, losing her position before quickly assuming it again. “Six”

“Nice try sweetie, but we’re starting from one.”

Charis braced herself as the swats came in hard and fast. Her ass was one fire, an intense heat spreading all over and settling itself in her core. By the time Helena reached 20, Charis was a hot, shaking mess. And then she felt something else - a trickle down her thigh. Embarrassment lit up her face. She knew she was turned on, but enough that her wetness was flowing down her thighs? Charis buried her head in the chair and squeezed her legs together. Oh no, that was a mistake. It only made the ache in her core more intense and she let out a soft mewl.

“Oh, is my girl struggling to control herself? This is supposed to be a punishment, and here you are getting yourself so worked up you can’t help but make those slutty little noises.”

“Yes, Ma’am. I…I can’t help it.” Charis said, an entirely different feeling swelling inside her at being called Helena’s girl.

“Don’t worry, Princess, I can help you learn a little more self-control. Just two more hits and we can move on to your next lesson. Are you ready? I intend to make these ones count”

“Yes, Ma’am. Please punish me.”

“Good.” SWAT “Girl.” Helena punctuated her words with a sharp hit. “Now take a deep breath”

Charis braced herself, her fingers digging into the arm of the chair as she steadied her breath.

Helena leaned in, her voice low and commanding. “This is your last one, Princess. Scream as much as you need to.”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” Charis said, her voice trembling but resolute.

“Good.” Helena drew back, the air whistling as the hairbrush descended. SWAT

Charis let out a strangled cry, the force of the final hit making her whole body jolt. Tears slipped from the corners of her eyes as the sting burned deep, but she stayed in place, breathing hard, her heart pounding.

Helena rested her hand over Charis’s reddened skin, the contrast between the sharp punishment and her gentle touch making Charis shiver. “There we go,” Helena murmured, a note of approval in her voice. “That’s what a good girl does—takes her punishment and learns from it.”

Charis let out a shaky breath. “Thank you, Ma’am,” she whispered again, her voice soft.

Helena gave a satisfied hum, her fingers trailing soothingly over Charis’s skin. “You did well, Princess. I’m proud of you.” Then, with a sly smile, she straightened. “Now, let’s see if you can behave during your next lesson.”


A Lesson in Self-Control

Charis tucked her head against Helena’s chest, her weight settled in her lap. Her ass throbbed, the heat spreading as it pressed against Helena’s thighs, a constant reminder of the punishment she’d just earned

“I’m so proud of you, Charis,” Helena said, peppering Charis’s face with kisses.

“You know? Me too. I knew I wanted it but I wasn’t sure how much I could handle. It turns out I’m tougher than I thought.”

“You are. Here, drink some water.” Helena brought the glass to Charis’s lips. Charis rolled her eyes but accepted - she was thirsty. That punishment had taken a lot from her, but not everything, and she was determined to get herself together for whatever Helena had planned next.

“You let me know when you’re ready for your next lesson, Sweetie.”

“I’M READY,” Charis said, embarrassed at how much passion was behind her words. Helena laughed softly.

“Very well.”

Helena dropped her hand to Charis’s thigh, giving it a light swat. “Spread these for me.”

Charis blushed before opening her legs, baring herself to her new dominant.

“Mmm. Such a pretty pussy. And so wet. What are we going to do about that?”

“Please touch me” Charis’s voice came out as a needy whisper.

“Louder. Tell me exactly what you want. Beg.”

Charis’s face was even redder now. She dropped her eyes as the words flowed out “Please touch my clit, Ma’am. I really need some release. I’m throbbing and aching and can’t think of anything else. It almost hurts. I feel empty.”

Helena’s eyes lit up, betraying the effect Charis’s words were having on her. She brought two fingertips to Charis’s clit and stroked gently, so gently it pulled a cry from Charis’s mouth.

“Oh poor girl, what’s wrong? This is what you asked for, isn’t it? I’m touching your clit.”

“It’s not enough. I can’t come from that. Please, I need more.” Charis blushed as she pleaded.

“Shhh. Close your eyes. Focus on what you can feel.

Helena’s voice softened into a teasing purr. “You’d be surprised at what can make you come if you just concentrate. Sometimes it’s not about needing more, sweetheart—it’s about paying attention to exactly what you’re given.”

She kept her touch feather-light, circling Charis’s clit with maddening precision. Charis squirmed in her lap, her breaths coming in short, frustrated bursts.

“Feel how sensitive you are right now,” Helena murmured, leaning in close enough that her breath warmed Charis’s ear. “Every stroke, every little spark. It’s all there, waiting for you. I know you can do it.”

Charis whimpered, her head falling back against Helena’s shoulder. “It’s not enough. I—I don’t know how.”

Helena chuckled low in her throat, her fingers slowing just enough to keep Charis teetering on the edge. “Oh, you’ll learn, darling. I’ll make sure of that. But if it’s not good enough, I can’t always stop?” Helena said, pulling her fingers away.

A desperate gasp escaped Charis’s mouth. It was so infuriating getting exactly what she wanted - someone who teased her within an inch of her life. Someone who didn’t give in to her every whim. Someone who gave her the opportunity to debase herself in the most delicious way possible, by begging for more.”

“No. No. Please. I can do it.”

Helena smiled wickedly. “That’s what I thought. But let’s make this a little more difficult now that you’re feeling brave.” She reached into her pocket and pulled out a tube of tingle lube, pausing to read the description “Designed to heighten sensitivity and increase arousal.”

Charis was breathing heavier now. “I. I don’t think I need help with that, I’m plenty aroused.” It was a weak protest designed to confirm how needy she was, and Charis spread her legs wider before she’d even finished the sentence.

“Good, needy girl,” Helena said, applying the cool liquid generously over Charis’s swollen nub. “Now, we should let it work its magic while you focus on my pleasure. Get on your knees.” Helena said, pointing at a spot on the floor between her legs.

Charis jumped from Helena’s lap eagerly and settled herself on her knees, legs together and eyes looking up at Helena. Helena looked so powerful, almost regal sat above her with a predatory smirk on her face.

Helena spread her legs slowly, giving Charis the access she so desperately wanted. Charis took in the sight for a moment, her mouth watering. Glancing up once to confirm she was allowed, and catching Helena’s small nod, Charis began.

She started with slow, tentative kisses on the inside of Helena’s thighs. She wanted to make this last. Partly to tease Helena right back, and partly because she didn’t know when she would get to do this again. Her trip would be coming to an end soon and she’d be back in England with only the memory. Charis pushed the thought out of her head. No time for that now. Now was about making Helena feel alive and adored.

When she finally reached the top of Helena’s thighs, she extended her tongue for a long, slow lick up Helena’s center. Her tongue was flat and covering as much of Helena’s beautiful pussy as she could manage. Helena growled above her. “Enough teasing. Make. Me. Come.”

Charis didn’t need to be told twice. She stiffened her tongue and closed in on Helena’s clit, lashing firm frenzied circles around the bundle of nerves. Helena tightened her grip on Charis’s hair, pulling her in close as she began to grind herself back against her mouth. “That’s it, sweetie. Such a talented mouth. You’re going to make me come all over your pretty little face. Is that what you want?”

Charis said yes quickly, but it came out as a muffled mess. She concentrated on the task in front of her, giving her all. Finally, she felt Helena stiffen and her legs began to shake. Helena growled again, but this time it was a release, a low growl that filled the room. She clamped her legs around Charis’s face and Charis fought against the powerful thighs to ensure she didn’t miss a beat - Helena would ride out this orgasm on her face.

Helena released her tight grip on Charis’s hair and slumped back in the chair. “Wow. That was the best orgasm I’ve ever had. A perfect Christmas gift.” She laughed, her voice full of warmth. Charis couldn’t help the grin spreading on her face.

“Now,” Helena said, her tone dipping back into its sharp, authoritative tone that made Charis’s stomach flip. “Are you ready to give me your orgasm?”

“YES. Please. It’s yours, please take it.”

“And you’ll come exactly how I command you to?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good. Back in my lap then.” Charis crawled into Helena’s lap, spreading her legs without needing to be told. Her clit was on fire - throbbing, tingling, and desperate to be touched.

Helena brought her fingers to Charis’s clit and Charis felt grateful that the pressure was a little stronger this time. She moaned loudly into the room.

“You’ll have to be quiet, sweetie. We don’t want any noise complaints.” And with that Helena brought her hand to Charis’s mouth, covering it firmly. Her other hand continued its cruel toying on Charis’s clit. Her movements are slow, methodical, and firm, but not quite enough.

“Concentrate. You can do it. Soon you’ll be able to come no matter how slow or light I go. I’ll train you, Sweetie. This is just the beginning.”

Charis’s heart swelled at the mention of being trained. It was hot, but it also meant Helena intended to keep her, and she wanted that more than anything.

Charis stilled her mind, taking a deep breath and surrendering to the feeling. She blocked everything else out and felt every stroke, every twitch. Within a minute she could feel it building; she was getting close. Her legs began to shake at their own will, and her core became tighter and tighter. This was it.

“Please may I come, Ma’am,” she said through Helena’s hand.

“Come for me.”

Charis allowed the release to take over, screaming into Helena’s hand as it exited her body. Her body shook violently as the orgasm wracked her body, taking everything from her.


A Promise

The morning light filtered through the hotel window as Charis sipped her coffee, the events of the night still fresh in her mind. She looked up to find Helena pouring her another cup, a quiet smile on her lips.

“Good morning,” Helena said, setting the pot down.

“Morning,” Charis replied, her voice soft but content.

Helena slid a small wrapped package across the table. “I have something for you.”

Charis unwrapped it, her eyes landing on a collar. A knitted collar. It was simple but beautiful.

Helena’s voice was steady. “This is just a placeholder, a promise until I can give you the real thing.” She smiled at Charis, knowing that knitting a collar was a little silly, but hoping the sentiment still came across.

Charis ran her fingers over the collar, feeling the weight of the gesture. “Thank you,” she murmured.

Helena watched her, then added, “I’ve booked a flight to England to spend Christmas with you, if you’ll have me. I want to see you. I want to continue this. Even with the distance.”

Charis’s heart skipped. “You’re coming to England?”

Helena nodded. “Yes. It’s time to make this real.”

Charis smiled, a sense of warmth flooding her chest. She leaned in, and without another word, Helena met her halfway, their lips pressing together in a kiss.
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