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Fixer-Upper

What’s She Doing Here?

The porch was barely holding together. The soft boards squeaked under my feet like they’d rot through if I so much as breathed wrong. It looked worse than I remembered. But then, I hadn't been here in almost a decade. I remember my aunt's house looking a little weathered, sure—the paint was always chipped, the gutters sagging in places, the front steps never quite level. It was always a little rough around the edges.

Now, though, it was different. The peeling paint had given way to bare wood which was gray and splintered from years of exposure. The gutters hung loose, the screen door was gone, and the roof - I didn't want to think about the roof.

It's odd. I'd never particularly liked living here when I was a teen. My sister, Izzy, and I moved here after our parents died and my aunt, our only family left, took us in. Aunt Georgia wasn't a cruel woman, but she wasn't thrilled about being thrust into a parental role either, and it showed. All that is to say, my teen years in this secluded cabin, a little too far from school and friends and normal life, weren't the happiest. Still, I'd always been somewhat excited to inherit this weird little place one day. Beautiful views, hearing the birds every morning, walking for miles without seeing another person? They were all things I craved. But now that I was looking at it I wanted to turn around and pretend it wasn’t mine. Or, half mine.

My phone buzzed and Izzy's face lit up my screen.

"Hey, are you on your way?" I knew she was traveling up after work but I wasn't sure when she finished.

“Look, I hate to do this to you, but I don’t have a choice.”

I sighed. “That’s a hell of an opener.”

“They just handed me a huge project, Camille. Biggest client we’ve ever had. If I don’t take it, someone else will. This could mean I get my promotion.”

I kicked at a loose board, watching it warp. “So what, you just expect me to handle this alone? It's a huge fucking mess and I'm not even sure it's worth saving” I was feeling overwhelmed.

“No,” she said. “I sent Fern.”

My stomach dropped. “You what?”

“She’s on her way. You need help, and she actually knows what she’s doing.”

“Izzy.”

“What?”

“You didn’t ask me.”

Silence, then, unapologetic as ever: “You would’ve said no.”

She wasn’t wrong. I pressed my fingers against my temple. Fern is my sister’s best friend. She’s also the woman I had spent most of my adult life avoiding eye contact with because she made my stomach do things it wasn’t supposed to.

“Izzy, I don’t think—”

“She’s already driving up. Just be nice, okay?”

"I'm always nice. Do you think I'm not nice?" I was getting annoyed.

The line went dead.

I lowered my phone and turned back to the cabin. Now it looked even worse. Like an exposed nerve, raw and weathered, all its flaws on display.

A car door slammed behind me. I already knew who it was. Evidently Izzy had filled Fern in on the plan hours ago but decided not to tell me until the last minute. Great.

She stood by her truck, arms crossed, wearing the same easy smile she always had. Her hair was shorter than the last time I’d seen her and her dark strands were messy from the wind. Tanned arms, strong shoulders. She looked good. She always did. I suddenly felt very embarrassed that I hadn’t dressed appropriately for this trip. I was in a short summer dress that didn’t exactly scream I was ready to start DIY any minute. Truthfully I thought today would be more about Izzy and I catching up and then maybe we could start the work later on, another day.

Her gaze moved past me to the cabin. “Damn. This place is a mess.”

I swallowed hard. “Yeah. I know.”


The First Crack

The first real job was the walls. Fern picked a section where the paneling had started to bow and tested the wood with her palm. I stood beside her, hands on my hips, trying to look like I at least knew what she was about to do.

“You know how to do this?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said. “You just… fix it.” I rolled my eyes.

Her lips quirked. “Right. Very technical.”

I crossed my arms. “Look, I’m trying, okay?”

"Are you?" She raised her eyebrows. That was fair, I suppose. So far Fern had walked through the house and made a list of everything that needed to be done, and I had mostly just...stood around. Still, I wasn't sure what could be done. It all felt so futile, like throwing deck chairs off the Titanic to stop it from sinking. Plus, I wasn't happy at having my lack of DIY knowledge so on display to someone who - someone I wanted to respect me.

Fern didn’t press me further. Instead, she just reached for the pry bar and worked it under the first panel, bracing her foot against the baseboard. With one sharp movement, she wrenched it free. The nails screeched as they tore loose, and dust spilled into the air.

I coughed and stepped back.

She glanced at me. “You wanna try?”

I hesitated. “I don’t know if I—”

“Come here and have a go.” Her voice was steady and patient, but firm. I wanted to say no so I didn't embarrass myself, but I moved anyway. I sighed and reached for the pry bar. It was heavier than I expected. Fern watched as I positioned it against the next panel. Did she have to watch?

I pressed down. Nothing happened.

I dropped the pry bar. "See? I don't think I'm cut out for this honestly. I appreciate you helping and all but I think maybe we should go home and think about it for a bit and then come back when Izzy is free."

"I didn't come all the way out here to go home and think, Camille." She picked up the pry bar and handed it to me.

“You just need more leverage,” she said, stepping behind me. “Here.”

She placed her hand over mine, guiding my grip lower. Her other hand settled lightly at my waist as she adjusted my stance. My stomach tensed. Why was she so close? She smelled like cedar and something citrusy. Clementine?

“Better,” she murmured. “Now push.”

My brain short-circuited. All I could think about was her body an inch behind me and how it would feel good to press back into her. Goosebumps sprang up on my arms.

"Camille?"

That brought me back into the room and I pushed. The wood gave with a groan, nails popping from the frame. I did it!

“There you go.” Fern gave my waist the slightest squeeze before stepping back. “I’ll leave you to it.”

She handed me a work glove and moved to the other side of the room. Just like that. Like nothing had happened. But then, maybe nothing happened. She was helping me with DIY or whatever, and I just couldn't keep it together. I'd always been like this with Fern, though. I'd always been the awkward, shy, bratty little sister of her best friend. And now I was that plus the useless femme.

I pushed my hate-crush out of my mind and I focused on the work. The motions were rough at first, awkward, but I got the rhythm eventually. Pry, pull, brace. Sweat dampened my collar. By the time I stepped back and surveyed my progress, a small spark of satisfaction cut through the frustration. I had done something. It wasn’t much, but it was real.

Fern glanced over. “Not bad, huh?”

I rolled out my shoulders, trying to sound casual. “Yeah. Not bad.” I turned my head so she wouldn't see me smile. It felt good to get a compliment from her.

“Good. Take a break. I’ll make dinner.”

She disappeared into the kitchen and I heard various clangs and then the noise of someone trying to spark the cooker. After the third time, I was worried it wasn't going to work, but I heard a happy sigh after the fourth try. I took out my book and sat awkwardly on the floor while I waited.

Dinner smelled incredible. I put away my book and hovered near the table as Fern moved around the kitchen, pulling plates from the mismatched stack my aunt had left behind. She set down a steaming bowl of pasta on my side of the table, then took a seat across from me. I sat down and began to eat.

“So,” she said, biting into a piece of garlic bread. “While it's just us. You wanna tell me what your deal is with me?”

I almost choked on my pasta. “What?”

She tilted her head, like I was being purposefully dense. “You’ve just always been a little... standoffish”

“I'm not. I haven't been.” I said quickly.

She arched an eyebrow. I focused hard on my plate, pushing pasta around with my fork. My stomach was in knots. What exactly was I supposed to say to that? Why couldn't she just be normal and we get on with this and leave?

Fern leaned forward. “Look, I won't push you after this conversation if you want to leave it. But I figured it was time we talked about it. I'm Izzy's best friend. I'm going to be in your life forever, you know? If there's something I've done or - ”

"Well. Not necessarily. Sometimes people stop being friends." It was rude and I saw the hurt flash on her face. I took a breath.

"Sorry. But like...I wasn't expecting the question." I said. Then, a little lighter, "You figured now was the time? Now you have me trapped here and I have no choice to answer?" I laughed.

She smiled. "Exactly. You're all mine for the next few days so I figured it was now or never." All hers. I blushed.

"I have two theories", she continued. "One. You just don't like me. You think I'm fundamentally annoying or something." She waved her hand.

"Okay. It's....it's not that."

"So that leaves the second theory. That you - "

"NOPE. I don't want to hear the second theory. I think we should just carry on with the house. There's a lot to do and..."

Fern smirked, resting her chin in her palm. “There it is again.”

“There what is?” I asked, incredulous.

“That thing you do when you get uncomfortable. Deflect, redirect, pretend you suddenly care about home renovations.”

I scoffed. “I do care about home renovations. We need to get this sorted.”

“You haven’t brought any tools and you suggested leaving an hour ago.”

Damn it. I stabbed a piece of pasta. “I just think we should focus on what we came here to do.”

“Sure,” Fern said, her voice amused. “We’ll focus. But first—” She sat back, stretching her arms behind her head. “You don’t not like me. So, you like me in the other way. Right?”

I nearly dropped my fork. “That is not what that means.”

Fern didn’t look convinced. “Then why won’t you look at me?”

I forced myself to meet her gaze. That was a mistake. She was always her most attractive when she was confident. When she knew she was right and was just waiting for you to admit it. Her expression was steady, patient, and just a little bit smug.

My pulse jumped. I could lie, and come up with some satisfying third theory she hadn't even thought of. I could roll my eyes and tell her she was imagining things. But the truth was already sitting between us, and Fern had just pushed it out into the open.

I cleared my throat. “Fern.”

She held up a hand. “I told you, I won’t push. Just had to ask. Because, you know, I like knowing when a beautiful woman is into me.”

I made a strangled noise in my throat. “Can we just—eat?”

“Of course.” She grinned and took another bite of garlic bread. “I’ve got my answer anyway.”

I groaned and dropped my head into my hands.


Obvious

I avoided eye contact with her for the next few hours. I felt too exposed, and a little angry she put me in that position. Who did she think she was? It wasn’t fair. She could sit there, all casual confidence, knowing exactly how to pull me apart with a few well-placed words. Meanwhile, I was left pacing between frustration and humiliation, replaying the conversation in my head. You don’t not like me. I wanted to throw something.

Instead, I ripped another section of paneling off the wall with more force than necessary. Fern, of course, acted as if nothing had happened. She worked steadily with just the occasional hum or soft whistle breaking the silence. If she noticed my sulking, she didn’t say anything. Fine. Good. We’d pretend it didn’t happen.

I tried to lose myself in the work, but my brain refused to cooperate. Every time she moved past me, I felt her presence like it was a weighted blanket. A few times, our arms almost brushed, and I tensed so hard my shoulders ached.

Eventually, Fern stretched, arching her back with a satisfied sigh. “Alright. I think that’s enough for today.”

I didn’t answer.

She shot me a glance. “Still mad at me?”

“I’m not mad.”

She smirked. “You just won’t look at me or speak to me. Got it.”

I sighed, finally turning to face her. “You put me on the spot.”

Fern crossed her arms, considering. “I guess I did.”

I blinked. “That’s it? No excuse? No justification?”

She shrugged. “What do you want me to say? I wanted to know.”

I exhaled sharply, shaking my head. “Unbelievable.”

“Hey,” she said, softer now. “You didn’t have to answer.”

“You didn’t exactly give me an out.”

She studied me for a moment, then nodded. “Okay. That’s fair.”

Her expression shifted. Like she saw me and knew she’d pushed me too far.

"I'm sorry for making you admit it." She said, and I believed her. It seemed sincere. There was really no need to stay mad at her. She may have been a little abrasive about the whole thing, but she’s right, it couldn’t have gone on like this forever. My anger dissipated just like that.

I took a few seconds to work up the courage. "You think I'm beautiful?" My face heated and I looked away. This might be the bravest thing I've ever done.

With complete certainty, she said, “Yeah. I do.”

My stomach flipped. She wasn’t teasing. She wasn’t joking. She said it like it was obvious she didn’t see the point in pretending otherwise.

I swallowed. “Oh.”

Fern smirked, but it was different now—less cocky. “That’s all you’ve got?”

I cleared my throat. “I wasn’t expecting you to just... say it.”

She tilted her head. “Why not?”

I hesitated. “I don’t know. You just—” I gestured vaguely, trying to find the words. “You don’t act like you think that, I guess.”

Her eyebrows lifted. “And how exactly should I be acting? Most of the time I see you I'm with Izzy and you're running away somewhere. Should I be running after you shouting you're beautiful?”

I didn’t have an answer for that. She stepped closer, not enough to invade my space, but enough that I felt it.

“You’ve had it in your head for so long that I see you a certain way, huh?”

I hesitated. “Don’t you?”

Her smirk deepened. “Let me guess. You think I see you as Izzy’s little sister. All annoying and stubborn and—what was it? Bratty?”

Heat crept up my neck. “I never said that.” I thought it.

Fern’s gaze flicked over my face. She looked amused. “You didn’t have to.”

She took another step, just close enough that I could feel the warmth of her. “You really think I’ve never looked at you?”

My breath caught. “I—”

Her voice dropped lower. “Never noticed how fucking cute you get when you’re flustered?”

I was going to die. Right here, in my aunt’s horrible falling-apart house, under the weight of Fern's attention.

"How long have you known I liked you?" I whispered.

She smirked. “You really want to know?”

I hesitated, then nodded.

“Alright. Remember that time Izzy and I took you out, and you spent the whole night glaring at that girl grinding on me?”

My stomach dropped.

Fern grinned. “You were so obvious. You had your arms crossed. You had maybe one sip of your drink. You practically burned a hole through her back.”

I scoffed. “I was not—”

“Oh, you were.” She leaned back against the wall, smug. “Izzy thought you were in a mood, but I knew.”

I stared at her, heat crawling up my neck. “You knew?”

She shrugged. “Had a pretty good guess. And then you spent the next few weeks avoiding me like I had the plague, so—yeah. That kind of sealed it.”

I groaned, pressing my hands to my face. “God.”

Fern laughed softly. “See? You asked.”

I exhaled sharply, shaking my head. “And what? You just—sat on that knowledge and waited for me to embarrass myself?”

She smiled. “You’re the one who asked the question.”

I glared at her, but it had no effect.

Fern stretched, rolling out her shoulders. “You know, there’s a bar down the road.”

I blinked. “A bar?”

She nodded. “Yeah. Nothing fancy, but it’s got cold beer and a pool table. Figured we could use a break.”

I glanced around at the half-stripped walls, the dust clinging to my clothes. A break sounded good.

I hesitated. “It’s not… sketchy, is it?”

Fern laughed. “No, Camille, it’s not sketchy. Just a regular bar.”

I considered that. The house was stifling, and my head still buzzed from everything she’d said. Maybe getting out of here for a while wasn’t the worst idea.

I exhaled. “Fine. One drink.”

“Atta girl.”

I ignored the way that settled under my skin and grabbed my jacket.


My Girl

Fern walked into the bar like she’d been there before. Maybe she had. She fit here—casual, at ease, comfortable in any room she stepped into. It was something I’d always admired about her. Something that made me feel out of place in contrast.

She led the way to the bar, sliding onto a stool, and I followed, my pulse annoyingly high for something as simple as sitting next to her. The bartender, a woman with sharp cheekbones and an easy smile, greeted Fern first. “Haven’t seen you around before.”

Fern gave her that effortlessly charming grin. “I wasn't of legal drinking age when I was last up this way.”

The woman smiled and nodded. “What are you drinking?”

Fern glanced at me. “Beer okay?”

I nodded, suddenly incapable of speech.

Two bottles appeared on the bar, condensation beading along the glass. Fern took hers and twisted the cap off with one hand. I barely registered my own, too busy watching her take the first sip. Her lips wrapped around the rim, and I thought—What would they taste like after that? Cold, probably. A little bitter. I wanted to know. My mouth went dry. I grabbed my own beer and took a sip, if only to distract myself.

“You alright over there?” Fern asked, amused.

I cleared my throat. “Fine.”

She smirked, setting her bottle down with a quiet clink. “You sure? You’re looking at me funny.”

I was always looking at her funny, apparently.

I set my beer down, careful not to fidget. “Just thinking.”

“Dangerous.”

I rolled my eyes. “I hate you.”

Fern grinned. “No, you don’t.”

She wasn’t wrong.

I picked at the label on my bottle, trying to focus on anything other than the shape of her mouth, or the way the muscles in her forearm shifted when she leaned against the bar.

“You play?” she asked, nodding toward the pool table.

“Badly.”

“Perfect.” She slid off the stool, bottle in hand. “Come on.”

Fern picked up a cue stick, rolling it between her palms before giving me a once-over. “Alright, let’s see what we’re working with.”

I snorted. “If you’re expecting any actual skill, you’re going to be disappointed.”

She smirked and moved around the table, setting up the balls. I tried not to focus on the way her t-shirt clung to her back when she leaned over or the easy confidence in her movements. But it was impossible not to notice how good she looked.

Fern handed me a cue. “You break.”

I rolled my eyes and squared my shoulders. I lined up my shot, and promptly sent the cue ball skidding to the side.

Fern let out a low laugh and stepped up beside me. “Oh, sweetheart. That was bad.”

Heat prickled at the back of my neck. “Don’t patronize me.”

“I’m not.” She grinned. “I’m just deeply entertained.”

I groaned. “Are you actually going to help or just stand there looking smug?”

Her smirk didn’t fade as she stepped behind me. “Alright. I got you.”

Before I could process what was happening, she pressed up against me, warm and solid. Her hand covered mine on the cue and her breath was near my ear.

“Relax,” she murmured. “You’re all stiff.”

Yeah, no kidding.

I swallowed hard as she adjusted my grip, her fingers grazing my skin gently.

“Keep your stance loose,” she said, voice lower now. “You’re too tense.”

I exhaled, trying to ignore the way my body was hyperaware of every inch of her against me.

“Better,” she murmured. “Now take your shot.”

I did. It wasn’t a perfect break, but it was respectable. More importantly, Fern was still close, still pressed against me. I turned my head slightly, barely inches from her face.

“That’s what happens when you listen to me,” she whispered, just inches from my lips. I licked my lips. Her gaze flicked down, just for a second. Was she going to kiss me? I wanted her to fucking kiss me. She just straightened and took a step back, like she was giving me space on purpose.

Fuck. My head was spinning. I grabbed my beer and took a long sip.

Fern just grinned, spinning her cue stick between her fingers. “Careful, Camille.”

I swallowed. “Careful of what?”

She leaned in, locking eyes with me. “You’re looking at me funny again.”

I was going to lose my mind. I took a steading breath and got back to the game. Fern helped me out a few times, each time touching me a little more than the last, and pretty soon I could barely think. Eventually, Fern sank the eight ball with a confident thunk and straightened, looking entirely too pleased with herself.

“Game,” she said, spinning the cue between her fingers. “And you were worried about embarrassing yourself.”

I scowled. “You’ve definitely spent too much time in bars.”

She smirked, stepping closer, her eyes lingering on me. “What can I say? I’m good with my hands.”

My stomach flipped. I rolled my eyes, hoping she couldn’t see the way my fingers tightened around my beer bottle. “I need the bathroom.”

I swore I felt her hand ghost over the small of my back as I slipped past. The bathroom was a small single room. What kind of bar doesn’t have stalls? That wasn’t important right now - I needed to ground myself if I was going to survive the rest of the night. I focused on what I could hear, the muffled music, just a steady bass beat coming in through the walls. I leaned against the sink, pressing my palms to the cool porcelain. Deep breath. I just needed a minute. A break from Fern and the way she looked at me, like she already knew every thought running through my head.

I turned on the faucet, letting the water run over my hands, hoping it would cool me off. Then the door opened. I glanced up in the mirror just as Fern stepped inside. She turned and twisted the lock, the click echoing into the room. She walked behind me. My breath caught and my stomach tightened as I met her gaze in the mirror.

“What are you doing?” I asked, turning off the water, my voice sounding shakier than I wanted it to.

She leaned back against the wall, watching me. “Just checking on you.”

I swallowed, gripping the edge of the sink again. “I’m fine.”

She arched a brow, taking a slow step closer. “Yeah?”

I nodded, but the lie sat thick on my tongue.

Fern smirked. “You’re looking at me like you want something.”

Heat crawled up my neck. “Maybe I do.” I glanced away, but that only made her chuckle.

“Maybe? That’s not good enough. But we’ll address that later.”

I licked my lips. My pulse is pounding in my throat.

“You want to play a game?” She said,

I blinked. “What kind of game?”

Fern’s smirk deepened. “I bet I can guess what color your underwear is.”

I sucked in a slow breath. Fucking hell.

I scoffed. “Oh really?” I meant to sound challenging but my arousal was obvious. I sounded desperate to play her game.

Mhm.” She leaned a hip against the sink crossing her arms over her chest. “You don’t think I can?”

“No.”

Fern mock pouted. “Alright, let’s see…You’re wearing a cute little summer dress. It could be something equally cute. Cotton with little hearts on, maybe? Something sweet and innocent.”

She shook her head. “But no,” she murmured. “I don’t think it is.” Her voice dipped lower, almost reverent, almost mocking. “See,” she said, her gaze cutting into me, “I think you like to play the innocent girl—all study and books and video games. Shy little Camille, always running off when things get too intense. Like you don’t know what to do with attention.”

I clenched my fingers around the edge of the sink. My breath was shallow now.

Fern’s smirk widened as she saw the effect this was having on me - how her stripping me bare with her words excited me. “But you have a harder side. A darker edge. You just like to keep it hidden.”

She took a slow step closer.

“So I’m thinking… black.”

I exhaled.

“Lace.”

My thighs pressed together.

Her smirk turned into something darker, something satisfied.

“I’m right, aren’t I?”

I swallowed, my face burning, my breath coming short and unsteady.

“Come on,” she murmured, voice dipping lower, rougher. “Show me.”

My heart pounded, my skin burning as I reached for the edge of my dress. Slowly, I lifted it, pulling it up over my waist.

Fern’s breath hitched. She exhaled a low “fuck”. Her gaze dragged over me, hungry, taking her time, tracing the lace, the delicate straps over my hips, the way the fabric clung to my body. She looked like she was restraining herself. And fuck, that was almost better than anything she could have said.

But then she spoke, and I felt it everywhere.

“Jesus, Camille,” she murmured, voice thick. “You have no idea how fucking hot you are, do you?”

My breath caught.

“God,” she muttered, almost to herself. “I’ve been trying to be good.”. Then, smirking, she looked up at me. “You wanna hear what I’d do if you were my girl and I caught you wearing those?”

I bit my lip, already melting at the way she was looking at me.

“Tell me.”

“If you were my girl,” she murmured, trailing a single finger along my thigh, just above the lace, not quite touching me where I wanted her to. “And I saw you in these?”

I swallowed hard.

“I wouldn’t be able to think about anything else,” she continued, voice dipping lower. “All fucking night.”

My knees weakened.

Fern’s smirk deepened. “I’d be watching you. Watching you walk around in this tiny little dress, knowing what you had on underneath it.”

She slid her finger higher, barely grazing the lace.

“And then I’d take you somewhere private,” she murmured. “Maybe I’d pull you into my lap. Would you like that? Feeling all small squirming about in my lap?”

I whimpered.

Fern chuckled. “Yeah? You like that?”

I nodded, already falling apart under her words alone.

“Good.” She said with force. Then she grabbed my thighs and lifted me onto the counter.

I gasped, hands gripping her shoulders as she slotted herself between my legs.

Her fingers traced the lace, appreciating, like she wasn’t in any rush.

“You’re so fucking pretty,” she murmured. “You know that?”

I had no words. Just heat, tension, the overwhelming need for her to do something, anything.

She dragged her fingers over the lace again, and smirked.

“Oh, baby,” she muttered. “You’re already wet for me, aren’t you? Is that why you were clenching your thighs? You didn’t want me to see this little wet spot on your black lacy panties?”

I made a noise—humiliated, desperate.

Fern just smiled, looking pleased with herself.

“Guess I should do something about that, huh?”

Before I could answer, before I could even breathe, she hooked a finger around the delicate fabric and pulled it to the side. The air hit me first—cool, shocking—and then her fingers, sliding through my folds. It was slow and deliberate. Like she knew exactly what she wanted to touch and where she would avoid to make me squirm even more.

I moaned, my head tipping back against the mirror.

“Fuck,” Fern muttered, her voice raspy. “You’re fucking dripping.”

“Fern—”

“Mmm,” she hummed, finally pushing in, her finger sliding deep, and too easily.

I whimpered and my thighs trembled against her sides. She curled her finger, making me shudder. Her hot breath was against my neck. “You’re my fucking girl tonight.”

I clenched around her, hard, and she felt it.

She chuckled, mocking. “Ohhh, you like that?”

I bit my lip, trying to breathe through the pressure building low in my stomach.

Fern’s grin widened. “You like being mine?”

I exhaled shakily. “I—”

She thrust her finger deeper, making me gasp. “Say it, baby.”

I whimpered, then whispered, “I’m your girl.”

Fern let out a low, pleased sound, pressing a kiss to my jaw, her tongue flicking out just barely.

“That’s right,” she murmured, her free hand sliding up my thigh, gripping me possessively.

“You’re my girl tonight.”

I clenched again, harder, and she laughed harder this time. I whined, my hips twitching, and Fern chuckled again.

“Does my girl want more?” she murmured.

I nodded. I’d never wanted anything more. I needed her to fill me.

Fern tilted her head. “Is my girl a greedy slut?”

I clenched again.

She laughed. “Ohhh, she is.”

She added two more fingers, stretching me open and making me moan into her shoulder. Her fingers fucked me slow, deep and purposeful, so fucking confident in how she worked me open.

I could barely think, barely breathe, my body rocking against her hand, needing more, more, more.

“I’m close” I whispered.

And then, suddenly, she pulled out.

I whined, my body jerking forward, desperate for the contact she had just stolen from me.

Fern grinned, smug. “Do you want my mouth, baby?”

I nodded quickly. Suddenly her stopping didn’t seem so bad.

Fern tisked, shaking her head. “No, no, no. Use your words.”

I swallowed hard, my entire body trembling. “Please. Please give me your mouth”

Her smirk faltered—just for a second Something in her eyes changed. A flash of dark heat.

The way I begged for her did something to her, something I hadn’t expected. She growled, low in her throat, and then dropped to her knees between my legs. I barely had time to gasp before her mouth was on me.

Fern’s mouth was on me, her tongue flicking against me in slow, deliberate strokes, like she had all night. Like we weren’t occupying the sole bathroom in this random bar a few miles from my aunt’s house. Her tongue glided up the side of my pussy, then again on the other side. I couldn’t handle this teasing - it was so unnecessary. But I did what I could - grabbed her hair and pulled her up to my clit.

“So needy,” she murmured, voice thick with satisfaction. “I’ll lick your clit when I’m ready, and not a second sooner.”

I whined into the air.

She licked me again, this time up my center, just stopping short of my clit. I whimpered, my legs trying to squeeze together, but she held me open.

“No. You don’t hide my toy from me,” she murmured, kissing against my pussy. “Let me have you.”

I moaned, my back arching, opening myself wide without thinking.

“Good girl.” Her tongue was finally on my clit, her tongue swirling, her teeth grazing, her lips wrapping around my clit and sucking just hard enough. I cried out, my head thudding against the mirror.

“Oh, fuck—Fern—”

I was close, so fucking close, the pressure building, building, building—

Then—

A loud knock on the door. I jolted, my body going rigid, my mind snapping back into the present, into the fact that we were in a bar, in a public fucking bathroom. But Fern didn’t stop. Didn’t even acknowledge it. She just sucked harder, her fingers digging into my skin, demanding that I stay with her. Another knock. More insistent. I twitched, panic creeping into my chest.

Fern’s grip tightened, her head snapping up just enough for me to meet her eyes.

“No.” Her voice was firm and absolute. “Baby. Look at me.”

I looked at her.

“You focus on coming,” she murmured, pressing a kiss to my thigh, soft but possessive. “Ignore them, do you hear me?”

I swallowed, still teetering on the edge. “Fern—”

She reached up, sliding two fingers inside me in one smooth thrust. I gasped, my walls clenching tight around her.

“I want my girl to come,” she murmured. She curled her fingers, brushing exactly where I needed, her mouth returning to my clit, tongue swiping in slow, punishing circles.

“So you’ll come for me, won’t you?”

My breath hitched. “I—”

Another thrust, deep, perfect.

“Come for me, baby,” she whispered. “Be good for me.”

I came hard, my entire body tensing, trembling, my nails digging into her scalp, gritting my teeth through the most powerful orgasm of my life. Fern moaned against me, lapping up everything I gave her, her tongue stroking me through the aftershocks, until I whimpered from overstimulation. She eased up, her fingers slowing, her tongue gentler, her lips pressing one last kiss to my thigh.

Whoever was outside was getting impatient and knocked again, but louder this time. Fern chuckled. “They can wait.”

I was boneless, still floating, barely able to breathe. She kissed higher, up my stomach, over my ribs, until her mouth was just under my jaw.I shivered.

She smirked. “My girl’s a good girl, isn’t she?”

I nodded weakly, still trying to remember how to function. Fern kissed me, slower and deeper than she had before. It feels strange to say after what we just did, but it was the most intimate moment we’d shared. Her fingers were still lazily trailing over my thighs, like she wanted to keep me open for a second longer.

Then she pulled back, “Let’s get you dressed, baby,” she murmured. “And then…”she smiled.

“…Let’s go home.”


Tell Me What You Thought About

The car ride back was quiet. I could still feel her between my thighs, still taste myself on my lips from where she kissed me. I felt like a whore, but a cherished one. She parked in front of the cabin, shutting off the engine before turning to me. “So, you gonna take me up to your bedroom like you always wanted when we were younger?”

Heat crawled up my neck. “Shut up....But yes.”

She laughed. We exited the car and walked into the creaking house. It still felt cold and in need of some loving, but it was much less lifeless than when I stood on the porch earlier today. Maybe it could work here. I shook the thought out of my head for now and led the way upstairs. When we got to my room, Fern walked past me and sat on the bed. The room hadn't changed since I lived here, everything was perfectly preserved as though I left yesterday. I scanned the room and felt surprised to see it wasn't covered in dust - Aunt Georgia must have been cleaning the upstairs rooms, or getting someone in to do it. That made me sad - was she expecting us to return home? Live here again? I should have returned.

Fern snapped me back to the moment.

“Tell me,” she murmured.

I swallowed. “Tell you what?”

She leaned back on the bed. “What you’ve thought about. About me. About us. You must have thought lots of things over the years”

I flushed, my body going rigid. “I—”

She patted the bed beside her and I walked over and perched. She brought her lips to my cheek.

“Don’t get shy on me now, baby.”

I whimpered. She kissed my neck, just once, then bit down, sharp enough to make me gasp.

She smirked against my skin. “Now, tell me.”

I exhaled shakily. “I thought about…”

Her teeth scraped lower, her tongue flicking out. “Mmm?”

I squeezed my eyes shut. “I thought about you spanking me.”

Fern growled and squeezed my thigh. She pulled back slightly, “Yeah?” She tilted her head. “For what?”

I blinked. “What do you mean?”

She smirked. “Why do you deserve to be spanked?”

I swallowed. “I—I don’t know.”

Fern tsked, shaking her head. “Oh, baby. You do know.”

Her fingers trailed up my thighs, then higher, gripping my ass. “You spent all these years being a brat,” she murmured, “pretending you didn’t want me. Acting like I was annoying when really?” She squeezed again, harder. “You just didn’t know how to ask for what you wanted.”

My stomach clenched.

She added lightly. “So, I think it’s only fair I teach you a lesson.”

Without another word she tugged me over her lap, my stomach landing against her thighs, my face heating as my ass was propped up, completely exposed for her. Her fingers skimmed over me, just taking me in for a second before she gripped the hem of my dress and shoved it up, baring my panties—still soaked through.

Fern groaned. “Fuck, baby.”

I squirmed, but she pressed a hand firmly against my lower back, keeping me in place.

“Stay still.”

I stilled. I couldn't believe this was happening. It was so long since I'd been spanked properly and every nerve in my body was begging for it.

“Now,” she murmured, her palm gliding over my ass possessively. “Tell me, baby—what have you learned?”

I bit my lip. “I—” I started but fell silent.

She smacked me, sharp, firm. I gasped, jerking forward.

She rubbed the sting away and mockingly said, “Try again.”

I exhaled. “To ask for what I want.”

Fern smirked. “Good girl.”

Another smack, this one harder. I whimpered and clenched my thighs together.

“Ohh,” she murmured, dragging her nails down my thighs, teasing. “Do you like this, baby?”

I nodded. I was blushing hard now. It all felt so vulnerable.

She tsked, another smack landing across my ass, making me gasp.

“Words.”

“Yes,” I exhaled. “I like it.”

“Of course, you do.” She chuckled. “Now, let’s make sure you really learn your lesson.”

Smack.

Smack.

Smack.

Smack.

Pop.

I whimpered, hands gripping the sheets. Her hands were sharp and sure and it made my head spin. The sting spread through me. I loved the sting, the pain, but even more, I loved how she made me feel small under her hands.

She smoothed her palm over me, tracing the heat she left behind. “And from now on, what will you do?”

I swallowed, whispering. “Ask for what I want.”

Fern exhaled, amused. “Ask for what I want, Sir.”

The title sent something sharp and thrilling through me. My breath stuttered.

She grinned. “I like Sir. I know I’m a woman, but it just fits better than Mistress or Ma’am, don’t you think?”

I whimpered, "Yes, Sir"

“Good girl.” Her voice was low and satisfied. She delivered another smack, then another, dragging her nails down my thighs between each one, making me squirm. Making me even more sensitive. I felt dizzy, burning from the inside out, my skin tingling.

She slowed her touches and moved her hands over my ass in slow rhythmic circles. She was grounding me and I was grateful. Her hand came down in one final light tap as she said "up". I used what little strength I had left in my shaking muscles to peel myself from her lap. Before I could think about where to position myself, she pulled me into her lap, my sore ass pressing against her thighs. For a moment, we just breathed together, her lips brushing my temple, the afterglow of it sinking into my bones.

Then—I asked for what I wanted.

“Will you sit on my face?”

Fern’s breath caught, her fingers stilling against my skin. “Oh, baby,” she murmured, tilting my chin up, her thumb brushing my lower lip. “Since you asked so nicely.”

She pushed me onto my back. I barely had time to settle before she straddled my chest, knees framing me, warmth radiating from her skin. She dragged her fingers through my hair, tilting my face up.

“Hold still, baby,” she said, and then she moved up, her thighs pressing against my cheeks as she settled over my mouth. I groaned at the weight of her, at the way she lowered herself slowly, letting me feel everything. She was soaked. I gripped her thighs and pulled her closer so I could lick her deeply. She gasped and tightened her fingers in my hair.

“Oh, fuck,” she murmured, rolling her hips, grinding against my tongue.

I moaned into her, letting her take what she wanted, my hands digging into her hips. She rocked faster.

I flicked my tongue over her clit, then sucked. I wanted to tease her like she teased me, but I couldn’t. I was so hungry for her I just couldn’t hold back.

She shuddered. “Jesus—”

She growled, yanking my hair, forcing me deeper.

“Just like that,” she panted, voice breaking. “Fucking stay there.”

Her breathing turned ragged, her muscles tightening. She was close. I sucked harder, flattening my tongue, giving her everything.

“Fuck, baby—”

Her body tensed, then she broke. Her thighs clamped around my head as she let out a low moan.

She stayed there for a moment, breathing heavy, her fingers soft in my hair. Then, slowly, she slid down, cupping my face, and smiling.

“Fuck. You’re perfect”. She said, and I looked back at her with my most unrestrained smile.


It's Exactly What it Looks Like

I woke to Fern’s arm heavy around my waist. My body ached in places I hadn’t felt in years, and I loved it. It was a deep, satisfied soreness. I shifted to reach for my phone and saw a missed call from Izzy two hours ago. Ugh, that could wait. Fern pulled me back in.

Then the door flew open.

“What the fuck?”

I shot up, scrambling to cover myself with the sheets. Izzy stood in the doorway, staring.

“Oh my God,” she said. “Oh my God.”

Fern rolled over and cracked one eye open. “Morning, Iz.”

“Morning, Iz?” Izzy’s voice pitched. “Are you kidding me?”

I pushed my hair back, suddenly feeling violently awake. I need to explain this. “It’s not—”

“Not what it looks like?” she snapped. “Because it looks like my best friend is in bed with my sister.”

Fern sat up, pulling the sheet further up and holding out her hand. “Iz. Relax.”

Izzy gaped at her. “Relax?.” Her eyes were wide. She paced the room a few steps each way and then turning to Fern, she said “You like her.”

Fern smiled and said “Yes.”

Izzy’s eyes narrowed. She pointed at me. “And you?”

I nodded.

She exhaled sharply, rubbing her temples. “Jesus Christ.”

Fern propped herself up on one elbow. “Look. It's weird. I get that. But you’ll get used to it.”

Izzy groaned. “I need coffee.” She turned and stomped down the hall.

I glanced at Fern, and for a moment, we just looked at each other—then we both smiled, wide and stupid. We started laughing. 


One Little Peek

Standing in the hallway of Elise’s house, I paused in front of the one door I had been explicitly told not to open. Elise was away on a work trip, and I was here to house sit—feed the plants, collect the mail, and steer clear of this room. She had mentioned it casually when walking me through the house telling me about the various plants and what days they would be thirsty. "Just keep out of here. No plants in here," she had said with a nonchalant wave of her hand. Yet here I was, holding a key I found oddly placed at the back of a kitchen cupboard.

I had no idea if this key was for this lock, but after carrying it around for most of the day, my curiosity got the better of me. Elise was due back today and I figured it was now or never. I’d probably go in and find out it was just a storage room or something. No big deal. Finally, I gave in, my fingers slightly trembling as I slid the key into the lock. It fits snugly. I turned it, and the lock clicked open quietly, the sound barely audible in the still hallway. I let out a breath and stood back, hesitating. Should I go in? She did say not to. But she also implied it was nothing important, so surely she wouldn't be too mad if she found out I went in and it was just a pile of junk.

The first time I met Elise, she was ranting about how all dams are dirty, her hands waving about animatedly. I remember thinking two things. One, I bet the poor guy she zeroed in on regretted ever bringing up the topic. And two, it was cool she cared so much about something that she didn’t care to tone it down. I wondered right then whether she was a lesbian. Not because she's into the climate or wasn't trying to soften her language around men—although I suppose those were clues. But because if you're a lesbian, you often spend so much of your life trying to be palatable—trying to be "oh, I just happen to be gay, but I'm like you, honest"—and eventually, something cracks and you stop caring. You start to be unapologetically yourself. I hadn’t quite reached that stage yet, but I recognized it.

We were at a cozy, crowded gathering hosted by our mutual friend Mia. I remember watching her from across the room, intrigued by her passion and authenticity. And, if I’m being really honest with myself, her beauty. She held herself with a kind of effortless grace that I’d only really seen in clips of old Hollywood actresses. And yet here she was, in 2025 in the middle of a city, wearing mom jeans and a T-shirt and holding that same pull.

Mia, ever the social butterfly, eventually steered me through the crowd for introductions. "Elise, meet Alex. Alex is the coworker I was telling you about, the one who keeps me sane," Mia said with a wink. Elise, holding a drink in one hand, turned and offered a quick smile. "Nice to meet you, Alex. Mia's told me you're tackling environmental cases?"

"That's right," I replied, impressed by her directness and that she already knew about me. "It's a bit of a minefield, but definitely rewarding."

"We need more fighters on that front," Elise acknowledged in a sincere tone. "Always good to meet another ally."

We clicked immediately. After that party, I was invited to lots of group activities with Mia's friends, and eventually, Elise and I started hanging out just the two of us. We would go watch the latest horror movies or try out different cafes in the local area and debrief any drama that happened at the group outings. I’d never connected with someone so quickly; within a year, Elise had become my best friend. Although she never explicitly said it, I could tell she felt the same way about me.

We knew pretty much everything about each other. I knew every detail about her work and her favorite foods and her quirks, like how she’d have to spend two days researching every item she buys, even if it’s worth $5. There was only one area of Elise's life I didn't know much about. She rarely talked about dating or past relationships. If I asked if she was seeing anyone, she’d brush it off with a “I don’t have time.” or “Who’d put up with me.” playful quip. But occasionally, hints of her past would slip through when we were with the group. Holly, Mia's oldest friend once pointed out that the bartender looked just like Elise's ex. The bartender was undeniably cute, a short woman with curves and huge doe eyes. She also looked a lot like me. At the time I was embarrassed at how this revelation affected me. I'd been in denial about harboring a crush on Elise and part of what allowed that denial to thrive was not knowing whether she was even a romantic option.

In the hallway, I pushed the door open. The first thing I saw was a wardrobe on the opposite wall and, in front of it, some kind of padded table with various D-rings around the edges. I walked over to the table. Was Elise some kind of secret massage therapist? No, that didn't make sense. There was no hole for a head. I stepped back from the table to get a better look when something caught my eye to the side—a wall full of various implements. There was a flogger, a crop, various paddles, a whip curled around itself and hung dramatically in the center. There were also some things I didn't recognize. A wheel with spikes?

My head started to spin and I felt butterflies in my stomach. Elise was kinky, really kinky by the looks of it. So kinky she needed a dedicated room in her house to play her games.

I walked closer and touched the flogger. I owned one myself—an impulse buy from a sex shop one time when I wanted to surprise my ex-girlfriend and suggest we "spice things up." This one felt different from mine. Mine was made of a kind of rough, cheap leather, but Elise’s was soft and supple. I could smell the leather. I picked up the wheel with spikes next and ran it over my arm carefully. It pricked my skin but wasn't too painful. I pressed a little harder and winced.

I wanted to spend longer browsing the various implements. I was just so fascinated by all of it. I’d thought about BDSM - what it would feel like to have someone else totally in control. How embarrassing but sexy it would feel to kneel for another woman. But I’d never had the opportunity to explore it in any real way.

I shook the thoughts out of my head. I didn't have much time. Elise would be back at 4 p.m., and it had just gone 2. I needed to make sure I was well out of there and curled up with a book when she returned home. I placed the wheel back and walked over to the wardrobe. Just a little peek in here and then I’ll be done.

The wardrobe doors opened smoothly, revealing rows of neatly hung outfits. On one side were glossy blacks and deep reds—tight-fitting latex dresses, sharp jackets, high boots. On the other side hung softer fabrics in lighter colors, lace and silk items arranged carefully on padded hangers. My eyes landed on a silky pink teddy. I reached out and traced my finger down its front. The material felt cool and soft beneath my fingertips.

I glanced at the clock again and hesitated. I had enough time to try it on—just quickly. It had been so long since I’d seen myself in anything this intentionally sexy, and I was too curious to resist. I pulled the teddy off its hanger and undressed quickly, slipping the garment over my head. The silky fabric slid easily over my skin, settling smoothly against my curves. I turned toward the full-length mirror attached to the inside of the wardrobe door, taking a slow breath as I met my reflection’s gaze. I looked sexy. Innocent and slutty at the same time.

I heard a loud creak at the end of the hallway.

"I managed to sneak out of the conference early, it was some—"
Her words died off as she came into view in the doorway. Elise stared at me for a moment, raking her eyes up and down, then folded her arms over her chest. My face burned red.
Fuck.

"I'm sorry," I stammered. "I just... I found this key in the kitchen. And I know you said not to come in here. I know you said that." I was scrambling. "But I was so curious. I don't know. I just wanted to know what you were hiding, I guess, and it's stupid but—"

"This is an invasion of my privacy." Her voice was icy.

"You're right. I'm sorry." I suddenly felt extremely embarrassed standing there in this pink silky teddy. I wanted the floor to open and swallow me up.

"Get dressed and meet me downstairs," she said, and turned down the hallway, leaving me alone again. The sound of her heels clicking down the hardwood hallway shocked me back into action. I yanked the silk garment over my head, suddenly angry at it. I scrambled to get my clothes back on and looked at myself in the mirror again. I felt so different than I had a few minutes ago. Then, I felt sexy and small and precious. Now I feel cold.

I took the garment and hung it carefully back on its hanger, then placed it into the wardrobe. I stopped at the door on the way out and took one long look at the room, thinking this might be the last time I saw it.



I found Elise downstairs in the kitchen, leaning against the counter with her arms folded. My stomach twisted, but I forced myself to hold her gaze as I approached.

"I'm really sorry," I started quietly. "It was stupid. I just—" I sighed, unsure how honest I wanted to be. "I got curious. And the more I looked, the more curious I got." I kicked the floor softly, the words pouring out. "I've thought about that stuff before. A lot, actually. So seeing it all—I don't know."

She raised an eyebrow, interest flashing across her features. "Thought about it, how?"

My face flushed hot. "I don't know. Fantasies, I guess. Someone else deciding everything. Being tied up. You know..."

Elise's expression was unreadable. I suddenly felt exposed and vulnerable. I couldn't stop talking. "I just can't believe how experienced you obviously are. You've never mentioned any of this."

She gave a small nod, relaxing a little more against the counter and uncrossing her arms. "I'm a dominant, Alex. It's something I need from a relationship and why I'm so choosy when it comes to my partners. But I keep that part of my life private. It's important to me, but not exactly something I broadcast."

"That's fair," I said, nodding. I felt my face flush and hoped she couldn’t see. Hearing her admit she was a dominant did something to me. I mean, I suspected she’d fall on that side of the slash—she’s always so in control, so composed, like nothing rattles her. But hearing her say it out loud? It hit different. It made everything real. God this crush was only getting stronger.

I interrupted the silence with the only thing I could think to say, "So you must hate me right now?". It was a joke but there was some genuine nervousness hidden beneath. She was my best friend and I couldn’t handle if she actually hated me.

She laughed softly, finally letting her arms drop. "You were definitely a bad girl," she said, a teasing edge creeping into her voice. "But no, I don't hate you. When I walked in and saw you standing there in that little pink teddy, my first thought wasn't anger." She paused. "My first thought was that you looked fucking hot."

My heart jumped into my throat. Elise held my gaze steadily, letting her words sink in. We stood there in silence, just looking at each other. Elise thought I was hot? My head was spinning.

I cleared my throat. "You looked hot too—mean and composed. I felt like I was in trouble."

She laughed. "Hmm. Do you want to be in trouble?"

My face flushed, any redness that had dissipated coming back in full force. "Yes. I want to know what it feels like to do it properly."

She seemed to consider me with serious eyes for a second, like she was searching for whether I meant it. Whatever she was looking for, I think she found it.

"Well then, let's begin," she said with finality.

I couldn’t believe this was happening. She said it like it was the simplest thing, and maybe it was. I was so excited to get started that I had to fight the urge to run up to the forbidden room, but Elise sat me down to talk first. She took the chair opposite me, her expression gentle but serious.

"We need to cover a few things before we start," she began. "Negotiation is important—it’s part of how we keep things safe."

I nodded, listening intently.

"We'll use safe words. Red means stop immediately, no questions asked. Yellow means slow down, check in, take a breath. Green means you're fine, keep going. Clear?"

"Got it," I said.

Elise walked me through the negotiation process. We talked briefly about my limits; I wasn't sure exactly where mine lay yet, but I knew I didn't want anything extreme—no choking, nothing too intense. The things I did want were easier to name: some light pain, being teased, being put in various positions and experiencing the vulnerability I'd imagined so many times.

She assured me that tonight would just be a taster. We would start slow, carefully, and even if I got carried away and begged for more, she wouldn't indulge it. She had a responsibility to keep me safe. I had to admit that part both reassured and disappointed me. I wanted to experience this fully and was already worried I would want more. My core was already aching just from talking about this stuff and seeing how composed, controlled, and confident Elise was about the whole situation. It was dizzying.

Back in the forbidden room, which I'd found out Elise called the playroom, Elise shut the door firmly behind us. The sound sent a shiver racing down my spine. Elise moved confidently, selecting a simple wooden paddle from the wall. She turned to face me. "Come here, Alex."

I stepped toward her, my heart thundering in my chest. She sounded more dominant than I'd heard her before, and it made my pussy ache even more. She gently guided me to the padded table I'd first mistaken for a massage bench and bent me over it. The fabric felt cool against my hot skin. Elise's palm rested warmly against my lower back, grounding me.

"Do you know why I'm about to paddle you?" Her voice was firm but still gentle.

"Because I went in here without permission," I murmured, embarrassment flooding through me again.

"Exactly," Elise replied calmly, rubbing soft circles against my lower back.

"You broke my trust. This is about accountability."

I heard the paddle shift in her grip just before the first smack landed, sharp and crisp against my skin. The sting bloomed quickly, and I barely had time to process it before the second strike hit. It stung, but I could also feel a warmth building across my ass. I wanted more.

"I'm sorry," I whispered sincerely, surrendering to the moment. My voice came out breathier than I'd expected.

"Good girl," Elise murmured, and I nearly melted. She smoothed her hand across my heated skin, then delivered a third and fourth smack, just hard enough to edge pleasure toward pain without pushing too far. The sensation was intoxicating.

"What's your color?"

"Green. You can go harder."

"Oh, can I? That's good of you to tell me what I can do," Elise said playfully.

My face flushed. "I just—" but before I could finish my apology, another series of smacks landed firmly against my skin. SMACK. SMACK. I inhaled the air. Fuck. That was a lot harder. She must have been holding back before.

"Color?"

"Green," I said confidently.

SMACK SMACK. SMACK. SMACK. I yelped at the flurry, my knees weak as waves of pleasure and pain surged through my body. My legs started to shake, and the ache between my thighs became almost unbearable.

"Aww. Is my little sub getting excited?" Elise said, dragging the paddle up my panty-clad pussy. "You're soaking through your panties."

I groaned into the table, hiding my burning face. It was so humiliating, but it only made the ache stronger. I clamped my thighs together without thinking, hoping to get some relief.

"Please," I whispered desperately. I was overwhelmed with need. "Elise..."

"Not tonight," she said gently, setting the paddle aside and tracing soothing fingertips across my heated skin. "Remember what I said? Just a taste."

My frustration nearly tipped me over the edge. I wanted to beg harder, but her firm stance reminded me she wouldn't budge. Elise carefully guided me up, steadied me on shaking legs, and smoothed my hair back from my flushed face.

We moved quietly downstairs afterward. I was slightly annoyed we weren't doing more tonight. I mean, I'd spent months crushing on her only to find out she's some sort of secret-super domme and now I have to wait for more. It wasn't fair, and I was feeling pouty about it. Still, I knew she was right. Going slow was the sensible thing to do. Plus, we couldn't have done much more tonight anyway. I have work tomorrow and still have things to get sorted. Back in the kitchen, Elise reassured me that I did well and asked me how I felt about what happened. I answered honestly—that it felt amazing. That I was surprised by how good sharp pain could feel. That I wasn't expecting just the way she spoke and moved through the space to be so hot. She looked so perfectly dominant every minute in that room and it made me weak.

Elise walked me to the front door, watching as I put on my jacket. Just as I turned to leave, she spoke up casually,. "Oh, and by the way," she said softly, her eyes locked onto mine. "Don't touch yourself."

My heart stopped and my eyes widened as heat rushed between my legs. Elise's mouth curved into a knowing smirk. I felt exposed all over again—helplessly aroused and completely under her control.

"I—" My voice cracked slightly. "Okay."

"Good girl," Elise said softly, closing the door behind me. Her words echoed in my head the whole drive home, the ache she'd created throbbing insistently. As I climbed into bed that night, all I could think of was Elise's command, the painful sweetness of knowing I had to obey, and the desperate ache between my legs that just wouldn't quit.



The next day I woke up cranky and sexually frustrated. I barely slept—every time I moved during the night, I was reminded of how wet I was. Lying on my front only increased the pressure in my core. Sleeping on my side with the duvet between my legs had been a huge mistake—my pussy was aching for any kind of contact. And if I lay on my back, I was reminded of the soft sting still pulsing across my ass where she struck me.

I thought about touching myself. Of course I did. But I hadn’t. Every time I got close, I heard Elise’s voice in my head: Don’t touch yourself.

Other thoughts consumed me too. What if I just ruined the most important friendship I have?
Elise said she didn’t hate me. Said I looked hot. Said she wanted this. But what if that was just heat-of-the-moment stuff? What if, by now, she regretted everything? What if she’d woken up this morning and realized that spanking her best friend in her playroom was a mistake? What if she never invited me over again? What if we could never go back?

I sat up suddenly and reached for my phone. My fingers hovered over her name. I wanted to say something. Thanks for trusting me. Or maybe Was last night okay? Something chill, not too over the top, but that still got answers. Instead, I just stared at the blinking cursor in the message box, then locked my screen.

I wonder what Elise is thinking right now.

It’s a strange feeling. When someone’s your best friend, they always feel accessible—like you can say anything and the foundation will hold. But our time in the playroom changed that. Now I’m sitting here wondering whether I’m allowed to text her. Wondering what would even be appropriate to say. Wondering what we are now.

I needed to push all this stuff away and get ready for work.

My phone buzzed just after noon. I was in a meeting, and while I wouldn’t normally look at my phone, I couldn’t ignore it. I opened it carefully, hiding it under the table and glancing down.

Elise:
Have you seen there’s a horror double feature playing at the Dome this weekend? That cheesy vampire one you love is part of it.

I stared at the message. She was texting me like everything was normal. Like last night hadn’t happened. Was this her way of saying we were fine? That nothing had changed? Or was it her way of saying it didn’t mean anything? That we should just pretend it didn’t happen and continue as normal. I was starting to spiral quickly.

Then I felt another buzz in my palm.

Elise:
Oh, and I hope you're being a good girl for me. No touching.

I stopped breathing.

Heat rushed between my legs so fast I nearly whimpered out loud in front of my colleagues. My hand clenched around the phone. My whole body was already primed from hours of tension and denial, and now just those words—good girl,—sent a wave straight to my clit. My legs pressed together automatically. The ache was back, worse than ever. Fuck.



When Elise told me not to touch myself, I kind of assumed she’d invite me over in the next couple of days. Like, sure, I’d been denied—which was hot and all—but I didn’t think I’d have to suffer for long. Well. How wrong was I?

She didn’t invite me over until Saturday. That meant an entire week of being wound up and dying for release. And Elise didn’t make it easy. She sent me teasing little texts throughout the week:

how’s that ache?
what if I let you come tonight? … actually I’ve changed my mind.

She was clearly loving it. We hadn’t talked explicitly about what this was or where it was going, but the teasing made it clear she wanted this too. And weirdly, our friendship felt intact. Still casual. Still fun. Just with… a whole layer of filthy, addictive tension on top.

On Saturday I arrive at hers and walk quickly up the garden steps. I knock on the door and Elise lets me in. I feel nervous. I know I want this, and I know she does too—but it’s still new ground for us. There’s a part of me that’s deeply embarrassed. Not because I don’t want it, but because letting her see me this way feels terrifying. Like the version of me she’s always known—smart, silly, opinionated—is about to dissolve into something softer, needier, and far less polished.

It’s like I’m shifting into someone else in front of her, and the gap between those two selves feels raw. I don’t know how to be that girl in front of Elise without feeling exposed.

But then I don’t have to figure it out.

When the door shuts behind me, Elise pulls me in and kisses me hard. Her hands wrap around my waist as she pulls me tighter to her, shifting me off balance but holding me firm while she slowly claims my mouth. It’s like she knows exactly what I need.

When she pulls back, her voice is authoritative again.

“Go upstairs and take your clothes off,” she says. “I left an outfit for you on the bed. I want you waiting for me.”



I walk up to the playroom on shaky legs. On the bed, there’s a cupless bra and crotchless panties, laid out neatly. My face flushes. God, this will be so humiliating. Why bother if they don’t cover anything? I know the answer as soon as it enters my head—to make me feel submissive and exposed.

It’s made of thin black straps, a hollow bandage bralette that barely exists. The panties match—crisscrossed elastic and nothing else. They’re more display than fabric. I don’t know how much time I have before Elise comes upstairs, and the thought of her finding me half-dressed makes me rush. I can't risk being disobedient when I'm this desperate for an orgasm.

I strip quickly and pull the panties up my legs. They settle into place, hugging my hips and leaving my pussy on full view. The air feels cool against my bare pussy. I pick up the bra and fumble to get it on, getting caught in the straps. When I'm done I look down at my body obscenely on display. My nipples peek through the open gaps, already stiff and pink.

I hear footsteps behind me as Elise enters the room.

“That’s much better. Don’t you feel better now you’re all on show for me?” She says.

“Yes... I... Well. I feel exposed.”

“Good. That’s exactly how you’re supposed to feel.” Her words send a shiver through me.

My face heats more at her words. Elise walks over to the full-length mirror and curls her finger. “Come here.”

I step forward and stand where she wants me, facing the mirror. Now I can see what she sees. My skin is flushed all over, but especially on my chest and face. My nipples and pussy are standing to attention, framed by the black straps encasing them. It’s humiliating. It’s perfect.

Her hands move up my thighs. She presses into the muscle, thumbs dragging along the inner seams before sliding higher. At my hips, she hooks a finger under one strap and pulls it out, then lets it snap back against my skin. I jump but settle back into place and meet her eyes in the mirror. She looks smug and hungry.

Next, she cups my breasts and lifts them slightly before circling my nipples with her fingers. She grips them and holds the pressure for a second, then twists gently. And then again, harder, holding the pinch and pulling my nipples away from my body until I wince.

She releases me.

“You’re so fucking sexy. Say it.”

I hesitate. My face burns. I don’t want to.

She gives me a sharp warning spank on my ass. “Or would you prefer to go over the bench again?”

“No.” I say, shaking my head.

“Then say it.”

“I’m so fucking sexy,” I say quietly.

She kisses my temple. “Good girl.”

I have to admit, it feels good to say. I do look good.

There’s a pause before she says, “It’s time for some training. Would you like that?”

“Yes.” My voice betrays exactly how excited I am, and she laughs.

“I thought you’d say that. We’re going to start with kneeling. All good girls need to know how to kneel for their dominant. Don’t you agree?”

Her tone, the way she checks in without dropping control, makes my pussy ache. I look up at her as she continues. “Hands on thighs. Back straight,” she says, taking a seat on the other side of the room and pointing to the floor in front of her.

I walk over, still embarrassed by the way she watches me. I’m nearly naked in this obscene outfit, and she’s fully dressed. When I reach her, I stop and slowly lower myself to my knees. I take a second to think. Hands on thighs. Back straight. I adjust myself and look up at her for approval.

“Good girl.”

Something shifts in her face, and I realize what it is—she looks feral. I’m affecting her too.

She rises from the chair and begins to circle me slowly, her heels tapping against the hard floor.

“Crawl around for me.”

God, that sounds so embarrassing. I think about refusing again, but the ache between my legs keeps me focused. I get onto my hands and knees and head out into the room, crawling aimlessly. I try to inject some sway into my crawl, making sure my ass rocks with every stride. I don’t know where I’m going, but I know what I want—to make her stare. To make her want to grab me and ruin me for trying so hard.

Behind me, Elise makes a small sound. It could almost pass for a breath, but there’s something on the edge of it. It's too tight and sharp. I smile and don't look back.

“Stop,” she says.

I freeze mid-crawl, waiting.

“Come here.”

I crawl back to her and kneel. She opens the drawer beside the bed and takes out a black silk blindfold. She steps behind me and fits it snugly over my eyes, tying it tight at the back of my head. The fabric shuts out the room completely.

"I'm going to put my hand on your back and slowly guide you down to the floor so you're lying down. Can you release your legs for me?"

"Yes, Elise," I whisper. I like how careful she's being with me.

She helps me lie down on the cool, hard floor and it seems like forever that I'm waiting for her next move. Everything's so heightened with the blindfold on that I don't know what to pay attention to. The sound of her moving around the room and drawers opening? The ache between my legs? It's all too much.

I hear her walk across the floor and I can feel she's close again. The next thing I feel is a sharp prickle just below my ribs. I inhale sharply. It has to be the wheel. “This is a pinwheel” she says and drags the pinwheel slowly across my stomach, tracing a line from one side to the other. The tiny spikes bite just enough to make my skin feel incredibly sensitive. She moves higher, circling one nipple, then the other. I try not to react, but my back arches on instinct. She moves it across my skin over and over until I’m writhing helplessly on the floor. Then it retreats and I hear a soft clang as she places it down on the floor.

Next I hear the soft pop of a cap, then feel her hand between my legs, spreading a cool liquid over my pussy. I inhale sharply as she spreads it all over.

“I know you don’t need this,” she says in a mocking tone. “But I like making you sigh and squirm.”

I don't reply because I'm starting to feel drunk on arousal. All I can think about is how much I ache and how good it feels for her to touch my pussy. I need more. Elise goes quiet again and I wait with my body slick and open. Then I feel it—something firm, broad, pressing against my inner thigh. It moves up until it’s ghosting my pussy. The tip slides up through my folds slowly, dragging slickness with it. I can hear how wet I am and it shocks me.

I gasp. She does it again, this time with more pressure, nudging against my entrance before lifting away. My hips lift without thinking, chasing it.

Then I feel her hands grip my hips, one on each side, holding me still.

My breath stutters. “You’re… oh my god.”

She laughs softly, inches from my ear. “Oh, you want my strap?”

I nod, helpless. “Please. Please, I want it.”

“Are you sure you can handle it?” she teases, rocking her hips just enough to make the tip slide between my lips again.

“Yes,” I whisper. “Please, Elise.”

"If I fuck you, I make you mine. Are you sure you want that, baby?"

"Yes. Fuck. Please. Please fuck me."

I hear her growl. "From now on you call me Mistress, are we clear?"

"Yes, Mistress," I say quickly.

She pauses for one breath and then she pushes forward. The head sinks in, and my whole body lights up. I gasp, my back arching, my mouth falling open. She keeps pressing in until I’m full, stretched around her. My fingers grip the floor, searching for anything to hold on to. I can feel my thighs start to shake helplessly.

Elise doesn’t move yet. She just holds me like that, hips flush to mine, cock buried deep. I move my hips, aware of how humiliating it is to fuck myself on her strap but being too turned on to care.

"Greedy girl," she mocks. "Stay still."

I whine as I still my hips. Then I feel something else. A low buzz touches my clit, making my hips jolt. She’s holding a vibe against me while I’m still full of her.

“Oh fuck—Elise—” I can’t finish the sentence. My whole body is caught in it, overwhelmed and wanting more.

She fucks me deep, the strap sliding in and out with slick, wet sounds. One hand grips my hip, the other keeps the vibrator pressed to my clit. Every thrust pushes the toy harder against me. My thighs shake.

I moan without meaning to. I can’t hold still. I clench around her, trying to stay in place, trying to take it.

She fucks me faster.

Then the vibrator disappears. I cry out at the loss and my hips twitch.

“Please,” I whisper. “Please, Mistress, I’m so close.”

She doesn’t answer. She keeps fucking me, hard and steady. Her grip tightens.

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

She drives into me harder.

“I’ll be good,” I whine. “I’ll do anything. Please let me come. Please, Mistress.”

“You beg so prettily for me,” she growls. “How could I resist taking it away?”

She thrusts deep and stays there, grinding against me.

“When I press the vibrator to your clit again, you can come.”

I barely have time to brace before the buzz return. It's hard and direct right where I need it and I scream. My body jerks, clenching around her as the orgasm rips through me. Everything tightens. I sob her name as I come, shaking, dripping, completely undone.

Elise pulls out slowly and I gasp at the loss. I suddenly feel so empty. But before I can even catch my breath, she’s wrapping herself around me, pulling me into her arms on the floor. She cups my cheek and leans in close. Her voice is quiet now.

“I want you to know this isn’t just a game to me, Alex. I don’t play like that.”

I don’t answer right away. My chest is still rising and falling too fast. I feel her breath against my skin. I feel her hands on me. I know what she’s saying. I feel it too.

Finally, I nod. “I know. It’s not a game for me either.”

She kisses me. It's exactly what I need.



We stay on the floor for a while. Elise strokes my back in slow, steady lines, murmuring praise into my hair—you did so well and you are such a good girl, I’m so proud of you. I let the sound of her voice and the rhythm of her hands pull me back into my body. I didn’t know how badly I needed this part until it was happening.

She helps me sit up, wraps a blanket around my shoulders, and brings me water. I drink it slowly while she brushes my hair from my face and kisses my temple again.

“I’m falling for you,” I say, almost too quietly to hear. “Not just the scenes. All of it.” I pause, taking another sip of water, then say "I've had a crush on you for a while. I'm sorry if that's like...weird for you. But I figured I should be honest."

Elise looks at me for a long second, then leans in and kisses me again. This one lingers.

“I know. To be honest, I’ve wanted this forever,” she says. “I was just waiting for the right time.”

I smiled like a dork and pulled her in for a tight hug. "Well, how long would you have waited? I guess it's a good thing I snuck into your playroom and tried on that teddy then, huh?"

She spanks my ass playfully and grabs my chin between her fingers. "Fine. Yes. You were a bad girl who invaded my privacy. But you also gave us the push we needed. Happy?"

"Ecstatic."

We end up in bed, limbs tangled under the soft sheets, her fingers still tracing lazy lines along my skin. When I wake up, she’s already in the kitchen making coffee, wearing nothing but her underwear and a hoodie I left behind when I stayed here a few weeks ago. She sets a plate of toast in front of me and hands me a mug. I don’t know what we’re doing today. I just know we’re doing it together.


How to Flirt (For Good Girls)

“You seem sweet, but I’m not feeling a spark.”

That made three polite rejections in two months. Either I was the world’s least dateable lesbian, or I had no idea how to flirt. Possibly both.

Okay, let’s break this down. I can’t be the world’s least datable lesbian. I just can’t be. Sure, I haven’t had a second date in months, but it’s not like the competition is crushing it either. One woman showed up forty minutes late and spent the entire dinner talking about her ex-wife’s dog. Another pulled out her phone over dinner and made me watch slow-mo video of her last boxing match while she broke down every jab and foot pivot. I think I got about two sentences in that night. She ghosted me the next day. And honestly? I wasn't too upset about that one.

But then, I was still getting rejected by women who weren't talking about their ex's dogs or their boxing matches. That was the part I needed to figure out. I mean, I had stuff to offer. A decent job as a Museum education coordinator, enough pop culture knowledge to fake my way through any conversation about trending shows or tour announcements, and I was a responsible cat mom to Féline Dion, who definitely thought I was interesting. I was cool. Or at least cool-adjacent.

So maybe it really was the flirting. I had a habit of becoming so insanely awkward around attractive women that I forgot how to act like a human being. One time, there was a thirty-second silence on a date, and I said, “Oh wow. It’s cool when the first day of the month is also a Monday.” I cringed before I even finished saying it. I mean, it is cool. But why did I say that? What was I thinking?

I needed to get my flirting game together. Or I was never going to get laid again—let alone find a girlfriend.

I pulled out my phone and texted my best friend, Max.

Max and I had been friends for two years, ever since we met at a Pokémon card trading show. I was frozen up, clearly struggling to work up the nerve to trade, and she stepped in like it was nothing. Asked what I was trying to do, told me exactly what to say, then showed me how to do it herself. I followed her lead and it worked.

If anyone could help me learn how to flirt, it was Max.

She was socially capable, friendly, warm—and, if I’m being honest, hot. Like unfairly hot.

In the time we’ve been friends, she’s never had a long-term relationship, but she’s had a steady stream of flings. I’ve been out with her at bars and watched her walk up to a woman, put a hand on her arm, whisper something, and make her melt.

So I sent the text:

I need help!!! This is embarrassing but I got another rejection text after my date last night. I need you to teach me how to flirt!

The three dots appeared almost immediately.

OH sweetie... Hmmm. Why me?

(eye roll emoji) I knew you were going to make me say it. Because you never struggle to flirt with women. I'm being serious, Max. I need your help.

Are you busy? I'm having a coffee at Whisk.

Okay. Coming!

Fifteen minutes later, I walked into Whisk. Max was already seated near the window, waving me over with one hand and holding up a to-go cup with the other.

“I got you the usual,” she said smugly. “Figured you’d need comfort caffeine.”

I flopped into the Chesterfield chair across from her with a groan. “You are a saint. A smug, annoying saint.”

She grinned. “Okay, tell me why you’re so freaked out. A few bad dates doesn’t mean you’re doomed. You’re being dramatic.”

“I know, I know. But I’m being serious. I genuinely can’t flirt. I freeze up the second an attractive woman looks at me. Or I say something weird and kill the vibe.”

Max tilted her head. “Okay. So how are you flirting right now?”

“I’m not.”

She leaned forward, elbows on the table. “So what... you’re just being friendly?”

“I guess? Yeah.” I shrugged.

“Cool, cool. So you’re opening with small talk and hoping they’ll make a move?”

“I mean… kind of? It’s not like I expect them to do all the work, but I get so in my head after saying something awkward it’s like I want an explicit signal from them or something.”

Max raised an eyebrow. “So you’re waiting for a woman to throw up a traffic light? Flash a sign that says yes, I’m into you, keep going?”

I groaned. “When you say it like that…”

She grinned. “I’m just saying, babe—if you’re looking for certainty, flirting’s gonna eat you alive.”

Then she sipped her coffee and added, “...Still wouldn’t hurt to stop talking about interest rates.”

I wish I’d never told her about that date. In my defense, there was a weirdly long silence and I panicked. It’s not like I led with interest rates. It just sort of… slipped out.

I narrowed my eyes. “You’re enjoying this.”

She sipped her coffee. “A little. But I do take your education seriously.”

There was a pause—the kind that made me feel like she was watching me too closely.

“You really want help?” She said and it sounded more weighty than anything she'd said before.

“Yes.”

She leaned in just slightly. “Then you’re going to do exactly what I say. Got it?”

I blinked. “What does that mean?”

“It means I’m taking this seriously. I’m not giving you vague tips or pep talks. I’m going to teach you how to flirt. Which means you follow instructions.”

My throat went a little dry. I nodded before I could think better of it.

“Good.” Her gaze flicked down and she tapped my forearm twice. “Posture.”

I straightened my back automatically.

Max smiled. “Good girl.”

Before I even knew what was happening, I felt a pang in my lower stomach. Those two words did something to me.

I looked away and tried to pull it together, but she kept watching me. Did she see my reaction? Surely she couldn't tell. I wasn't that transparent, was I?

I looked back at her with my best attempt at a composed smile. Her lips quirked for a split second and then, casually, she said, “Alright, Lena. Here’s what we’re going to do.”

“There’s a plan now?”

“There’s a curriculum,” she said, with fake authority. “We’re going to go on a practice date.”

I stared at her. “A what?”

“A practice date,” she repeated. “Like a dry run. I’m going to treat you exactly how I would if I were trying to pick you up—and you’re going to practice responding. But I’m in charge. I’ll tell you what to wear, how to sit, when to make eye contact. You’ll do what I say, and I’ll correct you when you get it wrong.”

I swallowed. “That sounds... intense.”

“Good,” she said. “Because that’s how you learn.”

There was a pause. She gave me just enough time to say no. I didn’t.

Instead, I asked, “So… like, when?”

Max grinned. “Tomorrow night. I’ll pick you up at seven.”

“Should I—do anything to prepare?”

“Yes,” she said. “Be ready. And wear that black dress. The one with the square neckline that fits snug up top and sways when you walk. I’ll handle the rest.”

I knew exactly which one she meant. It made me feel kind of elegant, but kind of exposed. I’d only worn it once—to a wedding after-party—and I spent most of the night trying not to tug at the straps, paranoid that my tits were spilling out.

Max leaned in and locked her eyes on mine. “No bra. Hair up. Lipstick if you want, but I want your neck bare.”

My stomach fluttered. “Got it.”



I spent most of the next day trying to ignore the upcoming date with Max.

I got up early, went running, made a delicious carbonara for lunch, and watched TV. Every time I thought about the date, I pushed it away.

But it was getting late. Max said she was picking me up at seven, and it was already four. I needed to either commit to getting ready or bail on the whole thing. I did want Max to teach me how to flirt, but something else was bothering me.

The way she spoke to me yesterday—casually correcting my posture, calling me a good girl—gave me butterflies. And, if I’m being really honest, it turned me on. I’d gone home and taken a shower. At one point, I ran my hand down my stomach and cupped my pussy before snapping out of it and realizing what I was doing. Was I really about to masturbate to the idea of my best friend flirting with me? I just wasn’t sure I’d survive this.

I’d always found Max attractive. But we became best friends so quickly, and she was always dating someone else, so I never considered it could be more than that.But if she was touching my leg or saying things like good girl again, I didn’t know what I’d do. Melt into the floor, maybe. Could we really just go back to being normal friends after that?

And then there was the other problem. What if Max thought I was a total loser and lost all respect for me? What if, when she saw me in action, she agreed that I was hopeless? No. I didn’t think that would happen.

I wouldn’t be as awkward with Max as I usually was on dates—she knew me inside and out. I didn’t have to worry about what to say.

At five-thirty, I gave up pretending to be chill and went to get ready. I pulled the dress out of the back of my closet and laid it on the bed. I stepped into it and pulled it up, smoothing it over my hips and chest, adjusting the square neckline until it sat just right. No bra, like she said. The bodice fit snug, hugging my ribs and waist, and the neckline pushed my tits up and together just enough to make me feel… a little exposed. They weren’t completely spilling out, but they weren’t far off either.

I twisted my hair up and pinned it in place, leaving my neck bare, just like she said. For my lipstick, I picked a gloss stain called Bubblegum Burst. Max had complimented me on it once. As I caught my reflection in the mirror, my stomach flipped. I looked undeniably like someone getting dolled up for a date. This outfit was way dressier than I’d usually wear—it was showy, feminine, sexy. And as I looked at myself, I wondered what it would feel like if Max’s hand slid up my thigh. I shook the thought away, but my legs pressed together instinctively, and I had to close my eyes for a second just to breathe.

At 6:58, there was a knock at the door. I froze, then nearly tripped over myself getting to it.

Max stood there in dark jeans and a black button-down, sleeves rolled up and collar open. She’d done something with her hair—it looked extra shiny and slightly tousled in that effortless-but-intentional way.

Her eyes scanned me slowly, top to bottom, then landed back on my face.

“Very good,” she said. “You wore what I asked.”

“Of course I did,” I said, trying to sound casual.

She smiled. “You look beautiful.”

That hit harder than I expected. My face went warm.

“Ready?” she asked, offering her hand like this was the most natural thing in the world.

I nodded and let her lead me out.

I’d been in her car many times before, of course. She always had the best car snacks, and as I got in I instinctively reached for the center console—then snapped my hand back. Come on, Lena. You’re on a date. Even if it’s a fake date, you need to act like it’s real.

She got in and buckled up, then glanced over at me.

“You’re blushing,” she said.

“Well, I’m wearing blush,” I muttered.

“I’m sure,” she replied, smirking.

I shook my head. Ugh, why did she have to be right and be hot about it? It was so annoying how she always saw straight through me. And worse, how much I kind of liked it.

At the restaurant, we were seated at a small round table with a white tablecloth draped over it. I'd never been here before, but it looked nice in a kind of old-restaurant-in-Paris kind of way. All deep woods and plush fabrics. Old money.

Max ordered our drinks, addressing the waiter politely, and then turned back to me. I was feeling nervous about what was expected of me, so I blurted out, “So like... do we pretend we don’t know each other, or...?”

Max smiled reassuringly. "No. You know me. Plus, I didn’t think you needed help with the small talk bit. So we don't need to go through you telling me about your job or Féline Dion. You need help responding and raising the stakes, so that’s what I’m teaching you."

I nodded. I wished she wouldn’t say teaching. It made me feel fuzzy.

We browsed the menu for a few minutes and then placed our orders once the waiter returned with our drinks. I picked the roasted chicken breast with herb butter and potato gratin, and Max ordered the pan-seared salmon with lemon-dill sauce and seasonal vegetables. When he left, Max turned to me.

“So. You’re on a date with someone you already have chemistry with. You like her. You’re into her. Now show her that.”

"How do I just... show her that?" I said, waving my arms.

I shifted in my seat and tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear. See? Hopeless. I stroked my thumb over my fingers and watched as they glided over. I was fidgeting and I knew it, but I couldn't help it. Max reached out and stilled my hand with hers.

“Flirting starts with how you sit,” she said firmly. "You want your body to be open and confident. Shoulders back. Chin up."

I did as she asked and felt a little better immediately. It felt a little uncomfortable taking up more physical space than I was used to, but something about opening myself up made me feel a little more relaxed about the whole thing. Plus, I was just doing what I was told, right? I couldn’t really get it wrong.

“Good. Next is eye contact. Don’t drop your gaze unless your attention gets drawn elsewhere for a good reason. Looking at your fingers or your phone is not a good reason, got it?”

I rolled my eyes at her, then shook my head and looked into her big dark eyes. Let's do this. I was great at staring contests if that’s what this was. I would definitely win this.

Except... this wasn’t really a staring contest. The longer I looked at her, and she looked back, the more aware I became of everything else—my heartbeat, my breath, the way her lips parted slightly like she might say something or smile or—

I looked away.

Shit.

My stomach dropped the second I did it. It hadn’t been on purpose. It just got too intense.

Max didn’t say anything right away, but I felt her still watching me.

Then, finally, she said, “Interesting.” She twirled her finger around the rim of her glass. “You broke the moment,” she said, sipping her wine. “But that’s okay. It’s good to know where your limits are. We’ll work on it.”

I nodded, but I was already blushing again.

Max set her wine glass down. “Let’s try something verbal.”

I blinked. “Okay. Like what?”

“Say something that lets her know you’re interested. Not a compliment. Something bolder.”

I stared at her. “Like... ‘I think you’re hot’?”

She smiled, amused. “That’s one way. But try something slower. Let it land.”

"Okay." I shifted in my seat. My brain immediately offered something inappropriate, and I had to shove it back down. Think, Lena. Say something bold. Not too bold. Just—

“I’ve been thinking about what it would feel like to touch your hand.”

Max tilted her head. “That’s sweet.”

“That’s bad, isn’t it?” I said, frustrated.

“It’s soft,” she said. “Not bad. But it’s vague. Try it again, but don’t hide behind politeness.”

I hesitated. “I don’t know how.”

Max leaned in a little and dropped her voice. "Let me show you."

Then she sat back like she was getting into character. She ran her hand through her hair, smoothing it back and pinning her shoulders back. She looked so fucking confident and sexy.

Then, in a slow, low voice she said, “You look stunning in that dress. I can barely keep my eyes off you. But I have to wonder… What panties did you wear for me? Something matching? Also black?” She leaned in again. "Or are you bare?"

My breath caught. She didn’t smile. She just sipped her wine again, like she hadn’t just taken the air out of my lungs.

My head was spinning. She was right, that did land a lot better than You look hot. I was in trouble. Deep trouble. I could feel my panties getting wet and had to fight the urge to press my thighs together to relieve the ache, even if it would only make it worse in the long run.

Okay, okay. Something bold, Lena. I didn’t need to come up with something totally new—I could just respond to what she said. Yeah, that made sense, didn’t it?

I corrected my posture again, doing exactly as she told me to before. Then I said it.

My voice cracked as the first part came out. “I’m wearing…” I blushed as I stuttered.

Max leaned across the table and held my chin between her thumb and index finger, gently.
“Hey. Sweetie. Look at me, you’re doing great. Take a deep breath and start again.” She let go of my chin and sat back in her chair.

I inhaled the cool air of the restaurant into my lungs and closed my eyes for a brief second, getting it together. Then I opened them, stared directly into Max’s, and said,

“I’m wearing the black lace pair you picked out for me when we were on vacation last year. I figured since you picked out my dress and my hair, my panties should be for you too.”

Max’s fingers paused on the stem of her wine glass. She blinked, just once, but it was enough to see I’d caught her off guard. Then she exhaled slowly, like she was biting something back. Her gaze dropped to my mouth, then lower, and then she looked back up at me with a cool predatory look. Fuck. I squirmed in my seat.

Her lips quirked again, but then she seemed to abandon the look and broke into a full-on smile.

“Good girl. You’re finally starting to flirt.”

Dinner came, and we actually managed to eat most of it—though I could barely taste anything. I was too keyed up, too aware of every glance, and every minute detail about Max I'd never noticed before. Why did her hands look so elegant and strong using cutlery? There's this... grace to it, even just holding a fork. It's like everything she does is deliberate.

The plates were cleared, and Max was quiet for a moment, swirling the last of her wine in her glass like she was thinking. Then she reached under the table and rested her hand lightly on my thigh. I inhaled sharply, so audibly that I know she heard it.

I could feel it through the fabric of my dress, the heat of her palm, and the certainty in the way she placed it. I tried not to shift or squirm. Tried not to squeeze my thighs together. Tried not to look like it was turning me on the way it absolutely, humiliatingly was.

“Last test.” She looked at me then, her eyes dark and calm and steady.

“It’s the end of the date. You want her to kiss you, but you’re not sure she will. So you have to ask.”

I blinked. “Now?”

Max nodded once. “Ask me.”

I opened my mouth and immediately closed it again. My heart was thudding. This was harder than anything else we’d done tonight because it felt real. Everything else felt intense, but it also felt like we had plausible deniability. Like we could just say "Oh it's just a game". But not for this one. This felt like crossing a line. Fuck it. I might as well see where this goes. I swallowed and forced myself to sit up straight again.

“Will you…” My voice cracked. I cleared my throat. “Would you maybe want to—”

Max raised an eyebrow.

Nope. Not like that. I inhaled and tried again. Slower. Hungrier. Like I meant it.

I met her eyes again, trying to project the desire that was raging inside me. "Max," I said, my voice a little steadier this time. "I really want you to kiss me."

Max gave me a slow approving smile that sent a shiver down my spine. She leaned in so she was just a few inches from my lips. I glanced down at them.

“That’s more like it.”

Then, infuriatingly, she leaned back, taking another slow sip of her wine. Her hand remained on my thigh, burning through my dress. I wished my dress wasn't in the way so I could feel her on my skin. She didn't kiss me. She just held my gaze with a knowing glint in her eyes, leaving me suspended in a delicious, agonizing anticipation. The power in that small, deliberate act was almost unbearable.

Max’s hand shifted a little higher on my thigh, fingers just barely making contact with the edge of my panties. God, my panties must be soaked by now. I glanced around the restaurant, suddenly aware that we were still in public. Was anyone watching us? No one was paying attention. No one had any idea what was happening under the table.

“The fake date is over,” Max said quietly. “You did well.”

My head spun for a second. That’s it? It’s over? I wasn’t ready for it to be over. My whole body was buzzing.

I turned to look at her. “So what now?”

Max ran her thumb slowly along the edge of my panties, and I let out a soft moan before I could stop myself. That predatory smile came back, and I looked at her with what I was sure was a doe-eyed, glazed expression.

“Would you like to come back to mine?” she said, removing her hand.

“Yes, Max. Take me to your place.” It was the most confident I’d sounded all night. Maybe ever.

Max unlocked her door and stepped aside to let me in. I walked in slowly, suddenly hyper-aware of every sound and movement. The way she was behind me. Was she looking at my ass? And then the click of the door. Then, the soft pad of Max's footsteps as she moved around me and walked into the kitchen.

It was like something had shifted the second we left the restaurant. We hadn't said much to each other but we were no longer pretending this was just a game either. I was buzzing with need and my whole body was wound so tight that I knew I would snap if she didn't touch me soon. Still, I needed to play it cool. Or at least, somewhat cool. Get it together Lena.

I didn’t know where to put my hands. So I just followed her into the kitchen and stood there, burning, waiting. Max set her keys down on the counter and took her time removing her jacket. Like she wasn’t in a hurry at all.

I wasn’t sure what to do—if I should sit down, say something, pretend this was still casual. But then Max stepped closer.

“You’ve been good,” she said softly. “So good.”

That was all it took to break me. “Please,” I whispered.

She stepped in and I felt my back press gently into the counter.

“Please what?” she asked in a low voice.

“Kiss me,” I said, desperate.

She smiled and tangled her fingers in my hair, tugging just enough to make me gasp.

“You’ll have to ask nicer than that.”

I was shaking. I didn’t know how to be cooler or smoother—I could only be raw and aching. I'd never been this turned on in my life.

“Please, Max. I need you to kiss me.” I begged. “Please, Max, I’ve wanted you all night. I—”

Her lips were on mine. She kissed me like she owned my mouth—like she’d been waiting for me to crack open and now she was claiming me. Her tongue teased past my lips, then retreated, leaving me chasing her, moaning, needing more.

Her hands were in my hair, her body pressed to mine. Then she shifted her weight, pinning me lightly to the counter with her knee wedged between my thighs. I gasped into her mouth and rolled my hips against her leg without meaning to.

Max smiled against my lips but didn't break the kiss. "Such a needy girl, aren't you? I had no idea."

I broke the kiss and answered breathlessly. "Honestly I'm not usually like this."

Something flashed in her eyes and I wasn't sure what it was. Did I say something wrong? Her thigh stilled between my legs.

“What do you mean?” she asked softly, and kissed my cheek.

“I’m so fucking turned on it hurts,” I said. “It actually aches.”

Max smiled. “Good. That’s how I want you. Preferably all the time.” She laughed, then went serious. “What’s got you so worked up? What’s different about this?”

Even though I’d had basically no time to process this, I knew the answer instantly. I just knew it in my bones.

“Because... of you. And how you take control. It makes me weak in the best way. I’ve never had that before, but god, I need more of it.”

Max kissed me lightly, then her dominance came back with full force.

“Good. Because I love telling you what to do. I love watching you blush and squirm and beg. I love getting you so flustered you struggle to think.”

I made a noise I’d never made before and pressed down against her thigh. I was trembling. I wanted more of this. More of her control and her words and whatever else she did to girls she went on dates with.

“I want…” I swallowed, then met her eyes. “I want you to take control.”

Max didn’t respond right away. She just looked at me hard.

“You sure?” she asked.

I nodded, fast. “Please. Tell me what to do. I want you to teach me.”

The look was back again. I'd affected her. She wanted this as much as I did.
“Kneel,” she said.

I dropped instantly. My knees hit the hard kitchen tiles and I winced. Max laced her fingers into my hair and stroked softly. “Are you okay?”

“Yes. Just went down a little too hard.”

She stroked my hair again and then pulled away. I appreciated her checking in on me—showing the softness I knew her for when she wasn’t in this crazy-hot, datable domme mode. She walked a slow circle around me, then stopped in front and brushed my hair back behind my ears.

“You’re mine tonight,” she said. “And you’ll do exactly as I say.”

“Yes, Max.”

“If it gets too much for you, just say ‘interest rate,’ and we’ll stop and check in, okay? Submission can be intense, but the most important thing is that you feel safe and you’re enjoying yourself. Do you think you can say your safeword if things get too much?”

“Trust you to pick a silly one,” I laughed. “But yes. I’m a big girl, and I trust you. I’ll let you know if it’s too much.”

“Good girl,” she said simply.

She helped me stand again and then led me to her bedroom. It occurred to me then that kneeling was more of a test. She was seeing if I could put my money where my mouth was. She was seeing whether I was truly ready. And I'd obeyed immediately. I took her bedroom in. The last time I was here was a month ago. We'd gone for bottomless brunch with some other friends and I'd crashed at hers afterwards. I remember waking up and being embarrassed that my arm was draped over her. Thinking about it now, it’s a wonder I never thought we could end up like this.

Once we reached where she wanted me, she stopped. Her breath hit my neck. Her fingers moved slowly to the zipper of my dress.

“I’m going to take you apart,” she whispered, “one instruction at a time.”

She eased the dress down my body, kissing between my shoulder blades as it fell to the floor. Her hands brushed my hips, my ass, the lace of my panties.

“Hands behind your back,” she said softly. “Good. Hold still.”

I obeyed immediately. My chest rose and fell in fast, shallow breaths. She walked to my front and looked me up and down with hungry eyes. I felt so exposed and on display for her, standing there naked in just my black lace panties while she was still fully clothed.

“Oh, what’s this?” she said in a gentle, mocking tone.

I looked down to see what she was staring at.

Oh my fucking god.There was a visible dark spot on my panties. It was huge. I released my hands from their hold behind my back and covered myself.

Max’s hand snapped out instantly and batted mine away. “No. You never hide what’s mine. Hands behind your back again.” Her voice took on a steely tone I’d never heard from her before, and it shocked me into action. I brought my hands behind my back and laced my fingers together securely like I was scared I’d slip again if I wasn’t careful.

“This might be a good time to tell you the rules,” she said, stroking her hand up my stomach to my breasts. I arched my back instinctively, giving her more access, and she smiled.

“You don’t come until I say.” She circled my nipple before taking it between her fingers. “You don’t hold back. If you feel it, I want to hear it.”

“Yes, Max.” With that, she pinched my nipple hard and I cried out. She seemed pleased with my reaction.

Max dropped to her knees, pulling my panties down with a slow, deliberate tug. She ran two fingers through the wetness there, then held them up and licked them clean with her eyes on mine the whole time.

“You taste incredible.”

I squirmed at her words.

She stood again and pressed me gently back until my shoulder blades hit the bedroom wall. Her hand slid up, fingers wrapping around my wrists, lifting them over my head. She pinned me there with one hand. With the other, she ran her fingers through my folds and then circled my clit with a maddeningly light touch. I moaned.

Her fingers left my clit and teased my entrance. I chased her hand with my hips, desperate for her to touch me properly. She rewarded my openly slutty display with one finger deep in my pussy.

“You know, you’re so wet that I bet I could just slide two more straight in.”

I gasped and moaned again.

“Oh, she likes that, huh?” she said mockingly. “You’re clenching around my finger thinking about being filled?” She withdrew her finger and pushed three back into me slowly. I tensed around her. She fucked me slowly and before long I was trembling.

I cried out. “Please—please. Please touch my clit and let me come.”

She didn’t answer at first. Just kissed me hard, claiming my mouth again.

“You’re learning so fast,” she said against my lips. “My obedient little student.”

I whimpered as she kissed down my neck, stopping to bite and suck before moving lower. I don't know how I was going to explain those marks tomorrow but I didn't care. She was claiming me and I loved it. She let go of my hands and then lowered herself to her knees, keeping her fingers inside me and barely pausing the slow, steady rhythm that was driving me closer to the edge.

Her mouth hovered over my pussy. Hot breath, maddeningly close. Nothing else. I trembled. She looked up at me with a wicked smile. Then, after letting me squirm for a few more seconds, she finally moved. She stuck out her tongue and gave one slow, flat lick over my clit. I couldn't believe how good that felt.

Her tongue came back. She circled my clit with soft, steady pressure, then flattened her tongue and dragged it upward again. Over and over. Not fast enough to push me over, but enough to make my legs start to shake. I whimpered, my hips twitching forward.

Max didn’t speed up no matter how much I moaned and chased her tongue with my hips. If anything, she got more deliberate and precise. Arghh. All this teasing was so ridiculously unnecessary, but I think that was the point. She ignored my physical attempts to rush her and slid her hands up my thighs, holding me open, holding me still, as her tongue moved in tight, perfect circles. I was already close. Embarrassingly close. And then she pulled back.

“Not yet,” she said. “Good girls wait until they’re told.” She must have known how close I was. The thought that she knew my body so well already made me blush.

“Max—please—please—”

She looked up at me, her mouth still barely brushing my skin.

“Beg better.”

Max didn’t wait for more protests. She leaned back in and licked me again. Then again. And again. Her tongue circled my clit with maddening precision, never giving me quite enough pressure, never letting me fall over the edge. My legs shook. I gripped the wall behind me, hopelessly trying to stay upright.

“Please,” I gasped. “Please, Max, I’m so close—please let me come—”

She kept going and I sobbed out something that wasn’t even a word. I could feel myself dripping, feel my body begging in every way it knew how.

“I’ll be good,” I cried. “I’ll do whatever you want, just—please, please, I need it—”

Max pulled back just enough to speak, her lips brushing against me.

“One more time, baby. Make it count if you want me to be generous.”

I was panting. My whole body burned. And then, barely able to think, I gave her what I hoped she wanted.

“Please, Max. Please let your good girl come.”

The second the words left my mouth, she rewarded me. Max’s mouth closed over my clit, and this time she didn’t tease. She sucked and flicked her tongue over my clit in tight, devastating strokes. I broke.

My knees buckled almost instantly. I let out a strangled cry and would’ve dropped to the floor if Max’s hands hadn’t caught me, gripping my thighs and keeping me upright. My whole body spasmed against the wall, back arching as I came hard against her mouth. I was gasping, legs trembling so violently I could barely stand. Max didn’t stop until I was spent and sagging against the wall, breathless and shaking. Then she pulled back and pressed her lips to the inside of my thigh in a slow, possessive kiss.

She looked up at me.

“Good girl,” she said. “You did so well for me.”

My head fell back against the wall. I couldn’t speak. I just nodded and slid down to the floor where she wrapped me in her arms.

Her hands were warm and steady. She stroked my hair in a slow, rhythmic pattern, and I sank into her like I’d never felt so safe in my life. Neither of us spoke at first. I was still trying to catch my breath.

Eventually, I managed, “So, uh… solid B-plus performance, right?”

Max gave a soft laugh against my hair. “Don’t do that.”

“Do what?” I asked, even though I already knew.

“Try to shrink it. Pretend this wasn’t huge. For you. For us.”

I swallowed. My throat was tight. “It’s just how I cope.”

Max tilted my chin up and kissed me softly.

“I’ve wanted you for so long, Lena.”

My breath caught. I blinked fast. “Really?”

She nodded. “Honestly, pretty much right away. I just didn’t want to risk screwing it up. We became close friends fast, and I didn't want to lose that.”

A laugh escaped me. It was half joy and half something dangerously close to a sob. I pressed my face to her shoulder. As if I spent all this time on useless dates when I could have been doing this.

“I don’t want to practice for anyone else,” I whispered. “I don’t want anyone else to touch me like that. I don’t think I could.”

Max pulled back just enough to look me in the eye. “Then you’ll be mine. If you want to be.” She looked vulnerable for the first time.

“Yes,” I said. “I want that.”

She kissed me again, but this time it carried a certainty that the others didn’t. I let out a long, shaky breath, still wrapped up in her. My body was sore and aching and full—but it felt like the right thing to give her.

I exhaled, and let myself be hers.
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