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Toyed with by her Best Friend & Made his Reluctant Gift on Valentine's Day

“Darling, you’re my everything! You were right there, all this time, and I was just too foolish to notice!” The music swelled. She pulled him in for a loving kiss…

Hannah turned off the TV with a disgusted sigh.

She slumped back into the plush cushions on the sofa, her fluffy pink socks sliding against the worn leather as she repositioned herself. The TV screen faded to black, reflecting her own dejected expression back at her. Another saccharine rom-com, another unrealistic happily-ever-after.

Hannah took in the image of herself reflected in the black mirror of the now-inert screen. The pyjamas she hadn’t changed out of all day—soft white flannel covered in little cartoon hearts—were a cruel reminder of the day's significance. Valentine's Day. And here she was, she mused, sprawled on the sofa at 8pm, alone save for a half-empty bottle of cheap rosé and a family-size bag of crisps.

Her fingers absently traced the rim of her wineglass as she brooded over her predicament. It really shouldn’t be like this. Not on a day like today. Not for someone like her—a promising student, barely in her twenties, smart, funny, attractive… She was attractive, wasn’t she?

She glanced back up at the darkened TV screen and frowned. Her long brown waves were piled haphazardly atop her head, and smudges of yesterday's mascara still lingered beneath her hazel eyes. Okay, she thought, right here and now, no effort made and her figure obscured by her baggy pjs, she wasn’t exactly exuding sexual magnetism. But she knew how she presented herself to the world. And she wasn’t blind to the manner in which much of the world received that presentation. She’d never been short of compliments. She’d never been short of guys chancing their arm, making fools of themselves as they hit on her.

So why, Hannah wondered, did she always end up alone on Valentine's Day? Why couldn't she make anything stick beyond a mindless fling? Why did actual relationships—real love—seem to evade her at every turn? Why could she never find a man she actually wanted to be with?

The sound of a key in the front door jolted Hannah from her melancholy musings.

Her heart instantly lightened at the familiar jingle of keys. The door swung open, and in bounded Oscar, his curly hair tousled from the February wind. His cheeks were flushed, green eyes sparkling with mischief as they landed on Hannah.

"Well, well, well," he drawled, kicking off his trainers. "If it isn't my favourite Valentine's Day dropout. Enjoying your pity party for one?"

Despite herself, Hannah felt a smile tugging at her lips. Oscar had that effect on her—he could always coax out a grin, even when she was determined to wallow.

"Oi!" she protested, lobbing a crisp at him as he entered from the hallway. It bounced harmlessly off his broad chest. "I'll have you know this is a very exclusive pity party. No riff-raff allowed."

Oscar clutched his heart in mock offence. "Riff-raff? Me? I'm wounded, truly wounded." He flopped down beside her on the sofa, the cushions dipping under his weight. Hannah caught a whiff of his cologne—spicy and warm—as he reached over to snag her wine glass. "Although," he continued, taking a swig, "I see you've at least got the essentials sorted. Booze, snacks, and..." He gestured at her pyjamas with a smirk. "The height of Valentine's Day fashion."

Hannah rolled her eyes, but she was already feeling infinitely better. There was something about Oscar's presence that made everything seem… lighter. Brighter. Less dire.

"Speaking of fashion," she quipped, eyeing his slightly rumpled button-down and jeans, "I see you've really pushed the boat out for your big night on the town. Let me guess—another roaring success with the ladies?"

Oscar's laugh was rich and warm. "Oh, absolutely. I was fighting them off with a stick. But in the end, I knew the only worthy companion for such a momentous evening as this was my dear old flatmate and her family-sized crisp collection."

Hannah snorted, reaching for the wine bottle to top up her glass. "Well, far be it from me to stand between a man and his one true love. But I should warn you, those crisps might seem quite the catch now, but go too far with them and you’ll regret it in the morning…"

As Oscar chuckled, Hannah felt the last of her gloom dissipating. This, she thought, was infinitely better than any schmaltzy rom-com. Just her and Oscar, taking the piss out of each other, laughing at their shared perennial lack of romance. At least they could be alone together.

Hannah was just about to suggest they put on another movie when Oscar suddenly rapped his knuckles sharply against the coffee table.

"Oh!" he exclaimed with exaggerated surprise. "Did you hear that? I think someone's at the door!"

Hannah rolled her eyes, but couldn't suppress a giggle. "Really? At this hour? On Valentine's Day?"

Oscar nodded solemnly, his green eyes twinkling with barely contained mirth. "Oh yes, I'm quite certain. You'd better go check. It could be your soulmate, come to sweep you off your feet at the eleventh hour!"

"You're ridiculous," Hannah informed him, but she found herself rising from the sofa anyway, playing along. She padded towards the front door in her fluffy socks, shaking her head at Oscar's antics.

As she approached, however, she noticed something that made her pause. There, poking through the letterbox, was the corner of a large red envelope. Hannah's heart gave an odd little flutter. Curious now, she opened the door… and couldn’t help but gasp.

Bobbing gently in the night air was a huge, shiny red balloon in the shape of a heart. Its ribbon was tied to an exquisite gift basket, wrapped in cellophane and adorned with an enormous red bow. A large bouquet of flowers stood in a red gift box beside the basket.

Hannah's breath caught in her throat as she took in the sight before her. The balloon bobbed gently in the cool night breeze, its glossy surface catching the warm glow of the porch light. She reached out, her fingers trembling slightly as they closed around the silky ribbon.

As she lifted the gift basket, the cellophane crinkled softly. Through its clear surface, she could already see an array of treats—artisanal chocolates, fancy biscuits, and even a bottle wine. Nestled among the goodies was a plush teddy bear, its fur a soft cream colour, holding a tiny red heart between its paws.

The flowers were a riot of colour and fragrance—deep red roses mingled with delicate pink peonies and sprays of baby's breath. Their sweet scent wafted up, enveloping her in a cloud of perfume that seemed to speak of romance and possibility.

Hannah felt her eyes begin to well up, a lump forming in her throat. What a lovely gesture. What a kind fucker Oscar really was! So thoughtful, always looking to cheer her up. He knew she'd be mopey today, and he really went out of his way to make sure she didn't end up going to bed feeling like a sad sap. What a great friend.

Her arms full of her Valentine's bounty, Hannah carefully manoeuvred back inside, kicking the door shut behind her. She turned to face Oscar, who was still lounging on the sofa, a soft smile playing on his lips.

"You absolute git," Hannah said, her voice thick with emotion. "You didn't have to do all this."

Oscar shrugged, his eyes twinkling. "Course I did. Couldn't let my best girl spend Valentine's Day thinking she wasn't appreciated, now could I? And anyway, you’d have been insufferable all evening if I hadn’t."

Hannah shot him a mock look of distain in response to his faux critique. He’d never admit to how considerate he was, she thought. He was always adding some quip to keep things light. Well, right now, Hannah was genuinely touched. And she was adamant that she made that clear to her friend.

Carefully, she set down the basket and flowers. Then she launched herself at Oscar, enveloping him in a tight hug. She buried her face in his neck, inhaling his familiar scent, feeling the solid warmth of his body against hers.

"Thank you," she mumbled into his shirt, allowing the words the sincerity they deserved. "You really are the best friend a girl could ask for."

As she pulled back, Hannah's eyes met Oscar's. For a moment, something flickered in his gaze—something warm and intense that made her breath catch. With an uncharacteristic straightforwardness, he simply replied, “You’re very welcome, Hannah.” But then he blinked, and it was gone, replaced by his usual playful smirk.

"Right then," he said, clapping his hands together. "Shall we crack it open? You hardly thought it was all for you. I’ve got my eye on that wine!"

Hannah smiled, settling to work on the cellophane, a strange warmth blooming in her chest. It didn’t matter that he was making light of it. For the first time that day, she didn’t feel alone. Maybe, she thought, this Valentine's Day wouldn't be so bad after all.

Hannah had just extricated the basket from the cellophane when she froze, her eyes widening. "Oh! The card!" she exclaimed, suddenly remembering the red envelope she'd spotted earlier. "I completely forgot about it!"

She scrambled to her feet, nearly tripping over herself in her haste. Oscar watched with amusement as she scurried back to the front door, her messy locks bobbing in the clip atop her head.

"Careful there, Cinderella," he called after her. "Wouldn’t want you losing a slipper on your mad dash!"

Hannah shot him a playful glare over her shoulder before yanking open the door. There, hanging out of the letter box, was the red envelope, too large to fit through fully. She retrieved it, her heart fluttering with anticipation as she felt its weight in her hands.

Returning to the sofa, she giddily plopped herself down next to Oscar, their thighs brushing as she settled in. The envelope was smooth and glossy, adorned with tiny embossed hearts that caught the light as she turned it over in her hands. He really had made sure that all the elements were perfect.

"Well, go on then," Oscar urged, nudging her with his elbow. "Let's see what poetic masterpiece your Valentine’s crafted for you."

Hannah rolled her eyes, but she couldn't suppress the smile tugging at her lips. With exaggerated care, she slid her finger under the flap and eased the card out.

The front of the card made her burst out laughing. It featured a cartoon avocado, complete with googly eyes and a cheesy grin. Its pit was replaced by a love heart. Above it, in glittery red script, were the words: "You're the good kind of fat!"

"Dickhead," Hannah giggled, shaking her head. "Cheers for that."

Oscar grinned, clearly pleased with her reaction.

Still chuckling, Hannah opened the card. Her laughter faded, however, as she began to read the handwritten message inside. Her cheeks grew warm, and she felt Oscar's gaze on her, watching intently.

Roses are red,

Avocados are green,

You're the sweetest damn thing

That I've ever seen.

You light up my day,

Like the sun in the sky,

But I'd trade all that light

For a glimpse of your thigh.

Your laugh is my music,

Your smile is my art,

But I dream of your body

Pressed close to my heart.

This Valentine's Day,

I hope you'll be mine,

To kiss and to cuddle,

As our bodies entwine.

XOXO, Oscar

Hannah's cheeks flushed as she finished the poem, her heart racing. Did he mean this to just be silly? If it were just the first half, she’d probably take it that way, but… he went pretty far. Was there more behind it than just a joke? She ran her fingers over the looping handwriting, noting how he'd pressed harder on certain words, as if emphasising them.

She glanced up from the card to Oscar, his eyes sparkling with mischief. But that wasn’t all. There was something else in his eyes too—a hint of nervousness, perhaps? Hannah felt a flutter in her stomach. Maybe this wasn’t just Oscar being his usual jokey self. But she couldn’t quite bring herself to acknowledge it to him.

"So, um, thanks for the card," she said, tucking a strand of wavy brown hair behind her ear. "It's very… creative."

Oscar grinned, running a hand through his curly hair. "Well, I figured why stop at roses are red, you know? Gotta put some effort in." His tone was almost nonchalant, but there was also something laboured about it.

Hannah nodded, still unsure of how to respond to what she’d read. Part of her wanted to simply laugh it off as a joke between friends. But another part of her—a part she usually tried to ignore—wondered what it would be like if Oscar really did want to "entwine." Her body grew warm at the thought.

"It's cute," she finally said, aiming for casual, deciding to treat it in the same light-hearted manner he was. "Though I'm not sure about trading daylight for a glimpse of my thigh. Might want to set your sights a bit higher than that."

Oscar's eyes twinkled. "And by ‘a bit higher’,” he shot back, deadpan, “I assume you mean setting my sights on your crotch instead?”

Hannah laughed in spite of herself, the tension in her body melting away. Of course he was joking. He always joked about things like this. The familiar banter was comforting, grounding her back in the reality of their friendship.

"No," she replied, still giggling. "That's not what I meant, as you're well aware." She playfully swatted his arm with the card. "Now, let's get back to unwrapping these goodies."

With exaggerated ceremony, Hannah reached for the gift basket. First, she extracted the bear she had noticed earlier. It was even softer than it had looked, its plush fur tickling her palms as she lifted it from the basket. The teddy's glass eyes seemed to twinkle in the lamplight as she held it up, admiring its adorable button nose and the tiny red heart nestled between its paws.

"Oh, he's just darling," Hannah cooed, snuggling the bear under her chin. Its fur was impossibly silky against her skin, and she found herself nuzzling into it instinctively. "This guy is almost as cute as you are. He's going to have pride of place on my bed."

"Lucky him," Oscar quipped, his voice low and tinged with something Hannah couldn't quite place. She decided not to dwell on the implication, instead focusing on the warmth spreading through her chest at his thoughtfulness.

Carefully setting the bear aside, Hannah turned her attention back to the basket. She reached in, her fingers closing around a heart-shaped box of chocolates. The gold foil embossing caught the light as she lifted it out, tracing the ornate designs with her fingertip.

"Ooh, fancy," she said, grinning at Oscar. "You've really outdone yourself with these. Thank you."

Oscar shrugged, but she could see the pleased smile tugging at his lips. "Only the best for my Valentine, right?"

      Hannah's heart did a little flip at his words, but she pushed the feeling aside again, reaching back into the basket. She pulled out a small, elegantly wrapped package that turned out to contain a tin of gourmet tea. "Is this the vanilla chai I've been wanting to try?"   

       Oscar nodded, looking pleased with himself. "There's some fancy biscuits in there too, to go with them."

      Sure enough, Hannah's next foray into the basket produced a box of artisanal shortbread, studded with dark chocolate chunks and a hint of sea salt. "These look divine," she murmured.

          As she continued to sort through the goodies, Hannah found herself growing more and more touched by Oscar's thoughtfulness. This clearly wasn’t just some pre-made gift basked ordered online. He’d put real time and effort into it.

There was a luxurious bath bomb that smelled of roses and vanilla, a small bottle of her favourite perfume, and the wine turned out to be her favourite Prosecco—the good stuff she only ever bought herself on special occasions.

"Oscar!" she exclaimed, holding up the bottle. "This is too much! You shouldn't have splashed out like this."

He shrugged, a pleased smile playing on his lips. "What can I say? Only the best for my best girl.”

Hannah's eyes welled up as she surveyed the array of gifts spread before her. Each item was so perfectly chosen, so tailored to her. She turned to Oscar, her heart swelling with affection.




"Oscar," she said softly, her voice thick with emotion. "I can't believe you did all this for me. It's… it's really nice. You've put so much thought into everything. I don't even know what to say."

She reached out, taking his hand in hers and squeezing it gently. "Thank you. Truly. This means more to me than you could possibly know."

Oscar's cheeks flushed slightly, and he ducked his head, suddenly seeming almost shy. "It's nothing, really," he mumbled, rubbing the back of his neck with his free hand. "Just wanted to make sure you didn’t have a sucky Valentine's Day, that's all."

Hannah shook her head, determined to make him understand. "It's not nothing, Oscar. It's everything. You've seriously made me feel so special, so loved." The word fell out of her mouth before she’d had time to think of the consequences. It hung in the air between them as they looked at each other, seeming to echo in the silence.

Oscar cleared his throat, breaking the tension, his eyes darting away from hers. "Well, good. That was the idea." He paused, then added with a hint of his usual mischief, "And anyway, you haven't even seen everything yet. There's still a couple things left in there."

Intrigued, Hannah peered back into the basket. Sure enough, nestled under a layer of decorative straw at the base were two more boxes she'd missed before. Unlike the other items, these were wrapped in elegant white and gold paper, tied with silky golden ribbons.

"How did I miss these?" she wondered aloud, carefully extracting the boxes. One was surprisingly weighty in her hands, and significantly larger than the other.

Oscar watched her intently, a mixture of anticipation and nervousness playing across his features. "Save the best for last, right?" he said, his voice a touch higher than usual. “Open the smaller one first.”

Hannah eyed the smaller package curiously, turning it over in her hands. It was about the size of a paperback book, wrapped in shimmering white paper with delicate gold filigree. The silky ribbon slid smoothly between her fingers as she tugged at the bow.

"Alright, what have you got up your sleeve now?" she asked, glancing at Oscar with a mixture of excitement and trepidation. 

He merely grinned, gesturing for her to continue. "Go on, open it!"

With a deep breath, Hannah carefully peeled back the wrapping paper. Inside was a sleek black box, its surface smooth and matte. She lifted the lid, pushed aside a layer of tissue paper… and gasped.

Nestled within the box was a confection of scarlet lace and satin. Hannah's cheeks flushed as she lifted out the various pieces of fabric. It was an exquisite set of lingerie. The bralette was intricately detailed, overlayed with delicate floral lace. A tiny bow nestled between the cups, a sparkling crystal dangling from its centre. The matching French knickers were equally alluring, equally lacy. A pair of sheer red stockings and garter belt completed the set, giving it a somewhat over-the-top vibe.

Hannah's first instinct was to laugh. It was so absurd—her best friend gifting her sexy underwear on Valentine's Day. She held up the bra, giggling. "Oscar! What on earth?"

Oscar chuckled along with her, though there was a glint in his eye that made Hannah's laughter falter. "Well," he said, his voice light but with an undeniable undercurrent of... something. "I figured every girl deserves some fancy undies, even if no one else is going to see them. Gotta treat yourself, right?"

Hannah nodded, still smiling, but feeling slightly off-kilter. "I guess you’re right!” she said, her voice cracking slightly. “How very thoughtful of you."

Oscar leaned in, his gaze flickering to the lingerie in her hands. "You know," he said, his tone casual but his eyes intense, "I bet they would actually look amazing on you. Red really suits you."

Hannah felt her cheeks grow even warmer. "Oh, uh, thanks," she mumbled, suddenly very aware of how close Oscar was sitting. 

Her fingers idly traced the delicate lace, her mind racing. Was this just another joke between friends? Oscar had always been one for outrageous gifts and silly pranks. But this felt… different. Certainly more intimate. Maybe even more… purposeful? 

She glanced up at him, searching his face for some clue as to his intentions. His eyes met hers, filled with an intensity she wasn't used to seeing. There was something simmering beneath the surface, something that made her pulse quicken and her skin tingle. Something that made her decidedly uncomfortable, but… in a positive, feverish way.

"I… um… thank you," she stammered again, unsure of how to continue. "They’re beautiful. Really. I just… I'm not sure when I'd really have the occasion to wear something like this."

"Just gotta wait for the right person, I guess" he said solemnly. Then, his lips quirking into a small smile, he added, “Anyway, you’d better go try them on! They were fucking expensive, so I kept the receipt in case they don’t fit.”

Hannah laughed, grateful for Oscar's attempt to lighten the mood. "Oh, so that's your game, is it? Making sure you didn't waste your hard-earned cash?" She shook her head, still chuckling. "I appreciate the thought, but I probably don't need to try them on right this second."

Oscar raised an eyebrow, a mischievous glint in his eye. "Ah, come on, Han. It's Valentine's Day! When else are you going to have the excuse to swan about in fancy undies? And, I mean… it could be decades before you actually find a man willing to stick around long enough for you to break them out for him."

Hannah pursed her lips in feigned annoyance. “Thanks mate,” she said sarcastically. “You really do know how to make a girl feel special…”

Oscar breezed past the critique, gesturing dramatically at the room around them. "Look, the ambiance is already set. You’ve got wine, chocolates, mood lighting… So, why not treat yourself to the full Valentine's experience?"

Hannah hesitated, biting her lip. Part of her, she realised, was actually tempted—the lingerie was gorgeous, and she couldn't deny the little thrill that ran through her at the thought of wearing it. But another part of her felt oddly vulnerable at the idea.

"I don't know…" she began, but Oscar cut her off.

"Han," he said, his tone softening. "I'm not asking you to parade around in front of me or anything. Just go upstairs, try them on, and see how they fit. If you hate them or they're uncomfortable, I can return them or get you a voucher instead. No harm, no foul."

He leaned in conspiratorially, his breath warm against her ear. "And anyway, who knows? Maybe putting on some sexy knickers will magically conjure up a hot date for you. It is the most romantic day of the year, after all. Stranger things have happened."

Hannah couldn't help but giggle at that. "Oh yes, I'm sure that's exactly how it works. The lingerie fairy will sense I've put on something lacy and I’ll find a hunk under my pillow in the morning."

Oscar shrugged, still grinning. "Hey, you never know until you try!"

Hannah sighed, rolling her eyes light-heartedly. "Fine, fine. You win. I'll go try them on. But only because I don't want your money going to waste, mind you."

She gathered up the box, cradling it against her chest as she stood. "I'll be back in a few minutes. Try not to miss me too much while I'm gone."

As she headed towards the stairs, Oscar called after her, "Take your time! And remember—pics or it didn't happen!"

Hannah turned and gave him the finger before disappearing up the stairs. She could hear his laughter following her as she made her way to her bedroom, her heart beating a little faster with each step.

Once inside her bedroom, she closed the door behind her, leaning against it for a moment. She took a deep breath, trying to calm the butterflies that had suddenly taken up residence in her stomach. It was just underwear, she told herself. No big deal. Just a bit of lace and satin. Nothing to get worked up about.

Still, her hands trembled slightly as she opened the box again, laying out each item on her bed. The bright scarlet fabric seemed to glow against her grey and white duvet cover, a stark contrast that made Hannah's breath catch in her throat.

She hesitated for a moment, then began to undress, feeling like she had been given permission to shed the layers of self-pity she’d been wallowing in all day. Her fluffy pyjamas fell to the floor, leaving her standing in her plain cotton knickers and a worn sports bra. Removing them felt liberating. Gone now were the garbs of her dejection and apathy. Before her lay an outfit of possibilities—at least of fun and confidence, but… maybe of more too. The cool air of her bedroom raised goosebumps on her skin as she reached for the new lingerie.

The fabric was cool and silky against her skin as she slipped on the French knickers. They hugged her curves perfectly, the lace detailing tickling her hips. Next came the bralette, which she fastened with slightly shaky fingers. The cups cradled her breasts perfectly, making her wonder how Oscar had managed to size her up so accurately.

Hannah bit her lip as she rolled on the stockings, the sheer material clinging to her legs. She attached them to the garter belt, fumbling a bit with the clasps. Once everything was in place, she took a deep breath and turned to face her full-length mirror.

The sight that greeted her made her jaw drop.

The woman staring back at her was… stunning. The vibrant red of the lingerie set off her pale skin beautifully, making it look like cream against strawberries. The bralette enhanced her cleavage without being obscene. The knickers hugged the curves she was most proud of, accentuating the swell of her hips and the roundness of her bum. And the stockings… oh, the stockings. She’d never worn stockings with suspenders before, and only now did she realise what she’d been missing. They made her legs look impossibly long and shapely, the garter belt drawing attention to the flare of her hips, its straps accentuating the tantalising bare skin of her thighs like the ribbon on a present. She couldn’t help but compare herself to the gift box she’d just unwrapped. Was she the gift now? Beautifully wrapped? Waiting to be unwrapped?

Hannah turned slowly, examining herself from every angle. She couldn't believe how different she looked. How… sexy. The word felt foreign in her mind, especially when applied to herself, but there was no denying it. She looked sexy.

A confusing mix of emotions swirled through her. Pride at how good she looked. Excitement at the transformation. Nervousness about what it might mean. And underneath it all, a warm, tingling sensation that she wasn't quite ready to name.

She ran her hands over her body, enjoying the sensation of the lace and satin against her skin. It felt decadent, luxurious. Like she was wearing something forbidden.

Her mind wandered to Oscar, waiting downstairs. What would he think if he saw her like this? The thought sent a jolt of electricity through her body, making her shiver. She imagined his green eyes widening, his lips parting in surprise…

She shook her head, trying to clear away the image. This was Oscar. Her best friend. She shouldn't be thinking about him like that.

Hannah took a deep breath, steadying herself. "Oscar?" she called out, her voice wavering slightly. "They fit perfectly!" 

"Great!" came his muffled reply from downstairs. "So, do you love them or what?"

Hannah bit her lip, considering. Did she love them? The answer, she realised with a mixture of both excitement and trepidation, was yes. She loved how they made her look, how they made her feel. Powerful. Desirable. Sexy.

"They're… amazing," she admitted, her cheeks flushing. "I can't believe how good they look."

There was a pause, then Oscar's voice floated up again, a hint of something new in his tone. "Well, now you've got me curious. Care to give us a look?"

Hannah's heart skipped a beat. She knew he was probably joking, but there was an undercurrent to his words that made her wonder. And if she was honest with herself, part of her wanted to show him. To see his reaction. To bask in his appreciation.

"I don't know…" she hedged, playing with the idea. "It's a bit much, isn't it?"

"Ah, come on, Han," Oscar cajoled. "It's just me. And I did buy them, after all. Don't I at least get to see if my money was well spent?"

Hannah laughed nervously. "I… suppose that's fair," she conceded. Then, before she could talk herself out of it, she added, "Alright, give me a few minutes. If we're doing this, we're doing it properly."

She could practically hear the grin in Oscar's voice as he replied, "Take all the time you need. I'll be waiting with bated breath."

Hannah's hands shook slightly as she reached for her makeup bag. If she was going to do this, she repeated to herself, she was going to do it right. She carefully applied a subtle coat of foundation. She redid yesterday’s mascara, making her lashes look impossibly long. A final touch of shimmering eyeshadow made her hazel eyes pop.

Finally, she reached for her favourite red lipstick, realising how perfect it would be. It was a shade she rarely wore, saving it for those special occasions that never seemed to materialise. But tonight… tonight felt special. She applied it carefully, the bright crimson perfectly matching her lingerie.

Next, she tackled her hair. She let it down from its messy bun, running her fingers through the long brown waves. A few quick twists and she had it artfully tousled, falling in soft curls around her shoulders.

Taking a step back, Hannah surveyed her handiwork in the mirror. The effect was stunning. The red lips and tousled hair completed the look perfectly, transforming her from cute girl-next-door to sultry temptress.

Her heart raced as she contemplated what she was about to do. This was Oscar, she reminded herself. Her best friend. This was just a bit of silly fun between mates. Nothing more.

Hannah steeled herself for what was to come. This was it. No turning back now. She opened her bedroom door, wincing at the slight creak. The hallway seemed impossibly long as she crept towards the stairs, her stockinged feet silent on the carpet.

At the top of the staircase, she hesitated. Her heart thundered in her chest, blood rushing in her ears. She felt utterly exposed now, outside of the comforting embrace and solitude of her bedroom, hyper-aware of every inch of bare skin. The cool air raised goosebumps along her arms and thighs. She crossed her arms over her chest, then dropped them, not wanting to seem too self-conscious.

"You can do this," she whispered to herself aloud. "It's just Oscar. It's just a joke."

But as she took that first step down, she knew it didn't feel like just a joke. Her legs trembled slightly, the garter straps stretching and relaxing with each careful movement. The lace of her bra tickled lightly against her sensitised skin. She felt like her every curve was on display, the red satin a beacon in the dim stairwell.

Halfway down, she heard Oscar shifting on the sofa. Was he looking towards the stairs? Waiting for her? The thought made her cheeks burn. She paused, seriously considering fleeing back to her room. But no—she'd committed to this now. And besides, a tiny part of her was curious to see his reaction.

As she reached the bottom of the stairs, Hannah's embarrassment peaked. She felt utterly ridiculous—a 20-year-old student playing dress-up in her living room. What had possessed her to agree to this?

Reaching the living room, she saw that Oscar hadn’t heard her coming. He was facing away, scrolling through his phone. She hovered in the doorway, one arm wrapped protectively around her waist, the other hand fidgeting with her hair. Time seemed to slow as the final seconds of him not seeing her like this ticked away, as she waited for enough courage to build inside her to finally get his attention.

"Um… ta-da?" she said weakly, forcing a smile.

Oscar's head snapped around at the sound of her voice. His eyes widened comically as he took her in, his lips parting in surprise. For a long moment, he just stared, his gaze traveling slowly up and down her body.

Hannah felt her face flame even hotter under his scrutiny. She resisted the urge to cover herself with her hands. Instead, she channelled every ounce of fake confidence she could muster. Might as well commit to the bit, right?

"See something you like?" she purred, striking an exaggerated pose with one hand on her hip. Her voice came out huskier than intended, betraying her nerves.

Oscar seemed to shake himself out of his daze. A slow grin spread across his face, his eyes gleaming with something Hannah couldn't quite identify.

"Wow," he said softly. Then, louder, he added, "Damn, Han. You look… well… Hubba hubba!"

Hannah giggled nervously. "Why thank you, kind sir. I do try." She was aiming for playful banter, but her voice quavered slightly.

"Well, give us a twirl," Oscar said enthusiastically, making a spinning motion with his finger.

His words caught Hannah off guard, suddenly making her very self-conscious again. The lingerie was provocative, certainly, but it wasn't overly revealing from the front. It covered everything it needed to. But, she realised in that moment, from the back there was a lot of cheek on show, framed in delicate lace. She felt suddenly very uneasy about simply presenting her backside to her friend.

Hannah hesitated, her teeth worrying at her lower lip. The confidence she'd mustered began to evaporate under Oscar's intense gaze. She could feel the heat of his eyes on her skin.

"I… I don't know," she stammered, her earlier bravado deserting her. "Maybe this was a bad idea. I should probably go change."

But Oscar was leaning forward now, his eyes sparkling with interest. "Oh come on, Han," he coaxed, his voice low and warm. "You can't just give me a glimpse and then run off. Where's the fun in that?"

Hannah's heart raced, a mixture of nervousness and something else—something warm and electric—coursing through her veins. It’s just Oscar, she reminded herself. He’s your best friend. This is all just a bit of silly fun.

"Alright," she conceded, her voice barely above a whisper. "But no laughing, okay?"

Oscar held up his hands in mock surrender. "Scout's honour," he promised solemnly.

With one last deep breath, Hannah slowly began to turn. She moved carefully, hyper-aware of how the fabric shifted on her curves with each movement, of how the cool air kissed her exposed skin. As her back came into view, she heard Oscar's sharp intake of breath.

The French knickers, she knew, sat low on her hips, the lace trim barely covering the swell of her buttocks. The garter belt framed her backside perfectly, drawing attention to the curves she usually kept hidden under baggy jumpers and loose jeans. She could feel Oscar's gaze like a physical touch, trailing over every inch of exposed skin.

Hannah completed her turn, coming full circle to face Oscar once more. Her cheeks were burning, her heart pounding so loudly she was sure he must be able to hear it. She dared to meet his eyes and was struck by the intensity she found there. His pupils were dilated, his lips slightly parted. There was no mistaking the look of pure desire on his face.

"Well?" she asked, her voice low. "What do you think?"

Oscar swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing. When he spoke, his voice was deep, almost reverent. "Hannah… you look absolutely stunning. Seriously. I mean, you're always beautiful, but this…” His eyes roamed over her again, drinking in every detail. "You're breathtaking."

The sincerity in his tone made Hannah's breath catch. This wasn't their usual playful banter. There was an intensity, an earnestness that made her pulse quicken.

"And the red really is perfect on you," Oscar continued, his gaze lingering on the curve of her hips. "It makes your skin glow. And the way it hugs your figure…" He trailed off, shaking his head in apparent awe.

Hannah felt herself blushing furiously, but also preening slightly under his attention. It was intoxicating, being looked at like this—like she was the most desirable thing he'd ever seen.

"And your legs," Oscar added, his eyes traveling down to where the stockings encased her thighs. "God, Hannah. I've always thought you had amazing legs, but in those stockings…" He let out a low whistle as if to lighten the mood. "Absolutely knockout."

But the tension in the room was palpable now, crackling between them like electricity. Hannah could feel her heart racing, her skin tingling everywhere Oscar's gaze touched. She caught herself imagining what it would feel like if it was his hands trailing over her body instead of just his eyes.

The thought startled her, breaking through the heady fog of desire that had settled over her. She couldn't be thinking about him like this. She needed to diffuse the situation before things got out of hand.

"Oh!" she exclaimed, perhaps a bit too brightly. "I almost forgot. There's still one more gift to open, isn't there?"

Oscar blinked, seeming to come out of a daze. "What? Oh, right…"

Hannah nodded, moving towards the sofa, acutely aware of how little she was wearing as she settled onto the cushion next to Oscar, the cool leather making her shiver slightly. It felt surreal, sitting here in lingerie and stockings like it was the most normal thing in the world.

"So," she said, reaching for the last wrapped box. "What other surprises have you got for me?"

Oscar suddenly looked nervous, running a hand through his curly hair. "Oh, um, you know what? Maybe we should leave that one. It's… it's nothing, really. Just a silly joke gift."

Hannah raised an eyebrow, her curiosity piqued. "A joke gift? Now I definitely have to open it." She began to unwrap the box, but Oscar's hand on her arm stopped her.

"Seriously, Han," he said, his voice strained. "It's stupid. I don't know what I was thinking when I bought it. You liked the outfit, so let’s not ruin that, eh?”

Hannah paused, her fingers still on the wrapping paper. She was confused. How could another gift ruin things? She was worried that Oscar might be right… but she was too curious now. She had to see.

"Oscar," she said gently, placing her hand over his where it rested on her arm. "I'm sure it's fine. You've already given me such wonderful gifts. Whatever this is, I'm going to love it because it's from you. And, hey, I'm sitting here in my knickers, aren't I? I'm pretty sure whatever's in here can't be worse than the gag you've just pulled."

But even as she reassured him, she could feel the slight tremor in his hand betraying his nervousness. His green eyes met hers, filled with a mixture of apprehension and something heated that made her breath catch. 

"Alright," he conceded with a sigh. "But don't say I didn't warn you."

Hannah nodded, turning her attention back to the gift. The wrapping paper crinkled loudly in the suddenly tense silence of the room as she carefully peeled it away. Beneath was a plain brown box, giving no hint as to its contents.

With trembling fingers, Hannah lifted the lid. Inside, nestled in a bed of tissue paper, was a sleek, curved object made of smooth crimson silicone. It took her a moment to process what she was seeing, but when realisation dawned, her cheeks flushed as crimson as the object itself.

It was a vibrator. An expensive-looking one at that, with a ring of metallic inlay near the base. Hannah's mind reeled as she stared at it, unable to form words. It was clearly a high-end toy, sleek and elegant in design. It didn’t go unnoticed by her that it perfectly matched her lingerie. More… thoughtfulness?

Hannah's cheeks flamed as she lifted it out of the box, feeling its weight in her hand. It was larger than she might have expected, its curved shape clearly designed for maximum pleasure. She couldn't help but notice the array of buttons below the inlay, promising a variety of intensities and patterns.

"Oh," she breathed.

She glanced at Oscar, who was watching her reaction intently, his own face flushed. "I… I'm so sorry," he stammered. "It was a stupid idea. I just thought… well, with you always complaining about your dating life, or… lack thereof… I thought maybe you could use some, um… self-care?"

Hannah couldn't help but giggle at his discomfort, despite her own undeniable embarrassment. "Self-care? Is that what we're calling it now?"

Oscar grinned sheepishly, some of the tension leaving his shoulders. "Well, what would you call it?"

Hannah pretended to consider for a moment. "Hmm… how about 'taking matters into my own hands'? 'DIY stress relief'?"

They both burst out laughing, the awkwardness of the moment dissolving into their usual easy banter. But as their laughter faded, the reality of the situation seeped back into focus and Hannah became increasingly aware of the peculiarity of the circumstances she now found herself in—her provocative state of undress; the sex toy she still nonchalantly inspected; her best friend’s proximity to her in this ludicrous state.

She turned the vibrator over in her hands. "It really is quite… lovely," she murmured, almost to herself.

Oscar cleared his throat awkwardly. "I, uh... I told you it was stupid. I don't know what I was thinking. We can just forget about it, yeah?"

But Hannah couldn't tear her eyes away from the gift. A strange warmth was spreading through her body, pooling low in her belly. She ran her fingers up and down the silky surface of the toy.

"It's… it's not stupid, actually" she said softly, surprising herself. She looked up at Oscar, her eyes wide. "I've never… I mean, I don't have anything like this."

Oscar's eyebrows shot up. "Really? I just assumed… I mean, I thought most girls…"

Hannah shook her head, feeling both embarrassed and oddly excited. "Well, not me. I… I've always been too shy to buy one for myself."

There was a moment of charged silence between them, Oscar seeming to consider her admission. He leaned in slightly, his voice low. "So… do you know how to use it?"

Hannah’s breaths were shallow. She couldn’t escape the intimate nature of their conversation. Here she was, sitting in revealing lingerie, holding a sex toy, and discussing her masturbation habits with her best friend. It was surreal. It was shocking. It was mortifying… and yet she felt a strange compulsion to continue.

"I… well, in theory," she said, her cheeks burning. "But, not really." She wondered why she was acting so innocent. Sure, she didn’t own one, but she wasn’t so cloistered that she wouldn’t actually know what to do with it. But she pushed on, her tone intentionally coy. "I mean, I've only ever used my hands." She paused, biting her crimson lip, before adding, almost in a rush, "And… sometimes a pillow."

The words hung in the air between them, charged with suggestion—implication. Hannah's heart raced, mortification and excitement coursing through her veins in equal measure. She couldn't believe she'd just shared such an intimate detail, even with Oscar. It felt taboo, embarrassing, dangerous… and it felt thrilling. And then she suddenly realised why she’d allowed herself to say it. As embarrassing as it might have been, she was hoping that he was now picturing it.

Oscar's breath caught audibly. His eyes, dark with an emotion Hannah couldn't quite name, roamed over her flushed face and scantily clad body. "A pillow?" he repeated, his voice rough. "How… how does that work?"

Hannah squirmed under his intense gaze, the lace of her lingerie suddenly feeling unbearably sensual against her skin. She knew she should stop this conversation, change the subject, but something compelled her to push further. She knew now that she was controlling exactly what images were playing through his mind. And that knowledge was somehow intoxicating to her.

"Well," she began, her face close to his, her voice barely above a whisper, her words trickling out slowly, teasingly, "I just sort of… straddle it. And then I… rock my hips… back and forth… grinding against it." Her fingers unconsciously stroked the smooth surface of the vibrator as she spoke, mimicking the motion.

Oscar's gaze followed the movement of her hand, his pupils dilating. "Well, that sounds… incredibly hot," he murmured.

Hannah felt a rush of heat flood through her body at his words. This was madness, she thought. She was crossing a line, venturing into territory from which there might be no return. And yet… she couldn't bring herself to stop.

In that instant, she made her decision. She would go as far with this as Oscar did. It was his ‘joke’ after all. She resolved to follow his lead, wherever it might take them.

“It gets the job done,” she said. “But I can’t imagine it’s anything compared to this.”

Oscar swallowed hard, his eyes darting between Hannah's matte red lips and the vibrator in her hands. "Well," he said, his voice cracking slightly, "I suppose… if you wanted… I could show you how it works." He rushed to add, "You know, just so you get your money's worth from the gift. Wouldn't want it going to waste, right?"

Hannah's heart raced as she considered his offer. This was clearly no longer a joke between friends, if it ever truly had been. The air between them crackled with tension, thick with unspoken desires now flowing both ways. She knew they were on the precipice of something that would change their relationship forever. And yet, she found herself nodding.

"That… makes sense," she said, aiming for a casual tone but hearing the breathlessness in her own voice. "If you know how it works, you should definitely give me a demo. You know, just so I properly know the, um, ‘ins and outs’ of my new toy."

Oscar's eyes widened at her choice of words, a flush creeping up his neck. "Right," he said, clearing his throat. "Well, first thing… obviously… you'll want to turn it on."

He reached for the vibrator, his fingers brushing against Hannah's as he took it from her. The brief contact sent sparks shooting up her arm. She watched, transfixed, as Oscar's thumb found the power button at the base.

The toy came to life with a low hum, the vibrations making it quiver slightly in Oscar's hand. Hannah couldn't tear her eyes away from the sight of it, already imagining how it would feel pressed against her.

"So, um, this button here controls the intensity," Oscar explained, his voice husky, his nonchalance unconvincing. He pressed it, and the hum increased in pitch. "And this one changes the patterns."

As he demonstrated, the vibrator pulsed in various rhythms, each one making Hannah's breath catch. She could feel herself growing warm, a telltale dampness beginning to form between her thighs.

"And, uh, the curve here," Oscar continued, running his finger along the sleek shape of the toy, "that's to help you hit your…” his voice caught, “your G-spot. And this other bit is meant to go against your… your clitoris."

Hannah laughed internally at his awkward use of the full word. She was enjoying watching him trying to maintain the pretence that this was just information-sharing between mates. She simply nodded, not trusting herself to speak. But her eyes followed the movement of his hands nonetheless, and she found herself imagining those fingers on her body even more than the vibrator itself. His nervousness was as endearing to her as his usual confidence. His discomfort, she thought, revealed his own true arousal, and that thought only increased her own.

"Of course," Oscar added, his gaze meeting hers, "everyone's different. So you'll need to experiment to find what works best for you."

There was a moment of charged silence, the only sound the persistent buzz of the vibrator. Hannah licked her lips, noticing how Oscar's eyes followed the movement of her tongue. 

"Maybe…" she began, hardly believing her own daring, "maybe you could show me? You know, just to get me started?"

Oscar's breath hitched, his pupils dilating visibly. "You… you want me to…?"

Hannah nodded, aware of her heart pounding hard in her chest. “I mean, I just thought your demo would be a bit more… practical.”

Oscar's eyes widened, his breath catching audibly. He seemed frozen for a moment, as if he couldn't quite believe what was happening, as if he wasn’t expecting his ‘joke’ to ever actually get this far. His gaze darted between Hannah's face and her scantily clad body, taking in the sight of her flushed cheeks and heaving chest.

"I… are you sure?" he asked. "This isn't exactly… normal flatmate behaviour."

Hannah bit her lip, her heart still racing. She was still achingly aware of how exposed she was, sitting there in nothing but lacy lingerie. But rather than making her want to cover up, it made her feel bold, daring.

"Well," she said, her voice low and teasing, "we've never exactly been normal flatmates, have we? And like you said, it would be a shame to waste such a thoughtful gift through misuse."

She shifted closer to Oscar on the sofa, feeling the cool leather against her bare thighs. The vibrator hummed insistently between them, a tangible reminder of what they were considering.

"So," Hannah continued, her voice barely above a whisper, "show me. Please? You know," she added, as if to downplay the seriousness of the suggestion, “one mate to another.”

Oscar swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing visibly. His eyes were dark with desire, the pretence of this being a casual demonstration between friends obviously now paper thin.

"Alright," he said hoarsely. "If… if you're sure."

Hannah nodded, her breath coming faster now. "I'm sure."

Oscar took a deep breath, seeming to steel himself. Then, with a gentleness that made Hannah's heart flutter, he reached out and placed his hand on her knee.

"First," he said, his voice low and intense, "you'll want to get comfortable… Lie back a bit."

Hannah did as he instructed, leaning back against the arm of the sofa. She felt utterly exposed, but also thrillingly alive. Every nerve ending seemed to be on high alert, hyper-aware of Oscar's proximity, of the warmth of his hand on her skin, of what was—inexorably now—coming.

Oscar's gaze roamed over her body, drinking in the sight of her. "God, Hannah…" he breathed, before catching himself and redirecting, though not too much. "That set… really does… look quite good on you."

His hand began to move, sliding slowly up her thigh. The touch was electric, sending shivers through Hannah's body. She couldn't help the small gasp that escaped her lips when his fingers passed her stocking tops.

"Now," Oscar continued, his voice husky, "you'll want to start slow. Tease yourself a bit at first."

He brought the vibrator up, running it lightly along the inside of Hannah's thigh. Even through the stockings, the sensation was intense. Hannah's hips jerked involuntarily, seeking more contact.

Oscar's lips quirked into a small smile. "Patience," he murmured. "The build-up is half the fun."

She remained silent, staring into his green eyes, playing the part of his diligent student. He continued to tease her, running the vibrator along her legs, across her stomach, never quite touching where she was starting to ache for it. The vibrator hummed softly as he traced it along Hannah's curves. His touch was feather-light, barely grazing her skin, yet it left a trail of fire in its wake.

"You see," he murmured, his voice low and husky, "it's important to build anticipation. To let the pleasure… grow."

He brought the toy up to her chest, circling it around her breasts, careful not to touch her directly himself. Through the delicate lace of her bralette, Hannah could feel the vibrations hardening her nipples to stiff peaks, straining against the fabric.

"Oh," she gasped, arching her back slightly.

Oscar's eyes darkened at her reaction. "That's it," he encouraged. "Just let yourself feel everything."

He trailed the vibrator down the centre of her chest, over her sternum, then lower still. Hannah's breath caught as it skimmed across her taut stomach. Her muscles clenched involuntarily, her skin prickling with goosebumps.

"Now," Oscar continued, his tone still maintaining the long-gone pretence of casual instruction, "everyone's body is different. So it's important to… explore. Find out what feels good for you."

The vibrator dipped lower, tracing the waistband of her knickers. Hannah's hips shifted restlessly, seeking more contact. Oscar's free hand came to rest on her thigh, steadying her.

"Patience," he murmured. "We're still just getting started."

He ran the toy along the crease where her thigh met her hip, then down the inside of her thigh. The sensation was maddening—so close to where she wanted it, yet not quite there. Hannah bit her lip, trying to stifle a whimper.

Oscar's eyes flicked to her face, taking in her flushed cheeks and parted lips. "How does that feel?" he asked, his voice suddenly rougher.

"Good," Hannah breathed. "Really good."

He nodded, as if she'd just confirmed an important piece of information. "Right. So now we can start to focus on… more sensitive areas."

Slowly, agonisingly slowly, he brought the vibrator back up the inside of her thigh. It hovered just millimetres from her centre, the buzz of it seeming to fill the air around them. Hannah's body was taut with anticipation, every nerve ending crying out for contact.

"Remember," Oscar said, his eyes locked on hers, "this is all about your pleasure. About finding what works for you."

And with that, he finally, finally pressed the vibrator against her most sensitive spot.

Hannah let her head fall back and gasped openly as the vibrator made contact, the sensation immediately intense even through the fabric of her knickers. Oscar moved it in slow, teasing circles, watching her reactions intently.

"That's it," he murmured encouragingly. "Just relax into it."

Hannah's hips began to move of their own accord, rocking gently against the toy. Pleasure bloomed through her body, warm and intoxicating. Oscar varied the pressure, sometimes pressing firmly, other times barely grazing her with the vibrator. The unpredictability was maddening, keeping her constantly on edge.

Just as she felt herself getting close to the precipice, Oscar pulled the vibrator away. Hannah whimpered at the loss of contact. She locked eyes with him, her flushed face expressing only a need for more.

"Patience," he reminded her, his voice low and husky. "We're exploring, remember? Finding out what feels good."

He trailed the vibrator along her inner thighs again, then up over her hip bones. The teasing touches had Hannah squirming, desperate for more direct stimulation. When he finally brought it back to her centre, she couldn't suppress a moan of relief.

This time, Oscar slipped the vibrator under the edge of her knickers. The direct contact against her sensitive flesh was electrifying. Hannah's back arched as waves of pleasure washed over her.

The hand that had been resting on her thigh, ostensibly just steadying her, trailed its way up to her hip. "That's it," he encouraged. "Just feel everything."

He continued to work the vibrator against her, building her up slowly and steadily. Just when Hannah thought she couldn't take anymore, when she was teetering on the edge of bliss, Oscar would ease off again. The constant ebb and flow of sensation was an exquisite torture.

During one such lull, as Hannah caught her breath, Oscar surprised her by slipping the vibrator lower between her legs. Its smooth head pressed forcefully against the fabric of her knickers, working its way smoothly between her cheeks. The unexpected sensation made Hannah gasp, her eyes flying open to meet Oscar's heated gaze as the vibrator’s head neared what—for the very first time—she now thought of as her ‘rear entrance’.

"Oh!" she breathed, astounded by just how good it felt. She'd never even considered stimulation there before, but the vibrations sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her entire body.

Oscar watched her face intently, gauging her reaction. "Is this okay?" he asked softly.

Hannah nodded, beyond words. She'd never felt anything quite like this—it was intense, a little scary, but… undeniably pleasant. Oscar continued to tease her there for a few moments before slowly dragging the vibrator back up, never losing contact with the thin material—the only thing between the vibrator he wielded and her, slick, eager flesh beneath. When the toy had trailed its way up the length of her quivering lips, finally reaching her twitching clit again, the sensation was even more intense than before.

Oscar's eyes locked with Hannah's, his gaze intense and questioning. "Do you think you've had enough teasing?" he asked, his tone decidedly seductive. "Do you want to know what's next?"

Hannah nodded eagerly, her breath coming in short gasps. "Yes," she managed to whisper. "Please, yes."

A small smile played on Oscar’s lips, but his eyes remained serious. "I'll have to shift your lingerie," he cautioned. "Are you sure that's okay?"

Hannah's heart raced at the implication. This was it—the point of absolutely no return. But she was beyond caring about consequences now. She was consumed by desire, by the need for more.

"Do it," she breathed. "Show me what to do."

Oscar nodded, his eyes dark with want. With agonising slowness, he slid his free hand across from her hip, his fingers trailing their own pleasure across her skin. When he reached the edge of her knickers, he paused for just a moment, giving her one last chance to change her mind.

But Hannah was sure. She lifted her hips ever so slightly, silently urging him on.

With a sharp intake of breath, Oscar hooked his fingers under the delicate lace and gently pulled it aside. The cool air hit Hannah's exposed flesh, making her shiver.

Oscar's eyes widened as he took in the sight before him. Hannah felt a flash of embarrassment, suddenly very aware of how wet she was, how swollen and eager. But the look of pure desire on Oscar's face quickly banished any insecurity.

"God, Hannah," he breathed, his voice filled with awe. "You're beautiful. So fucking beautiful."

Hannah flushed at his words, a warmth spreading through her that had nothing to do with her physical arousal. She opened her mouth to respond, but before she could, Oscar brought the vibrator back to her centre.

The sensation of the toy directly against her sensitive flesh was overwhelming. Hannah's back arched involuntarily, a low moan escaping her lips. Oscar watched her intently, drinking in every reaction.

"That's it," he murmured encouragingly. "Just feel everything. Let yourself go."

He teased the vibrator slowly along her wet folds, barely parting her lips with its head, then proceeded to move it in slow, teasing circles around her clit, never quite giving her the direct stimulation she craved. Hannah's hips rocked against the toy, wanting more contact.

"Please," she whimpered, beyond caring how needy she sounded. "More."

Oscar obliged, pressing the vibrator more firmly against her. The increased pressure sent waves of pleasure coursing through Hannah's body. She gripped the sofa cushions, her knuckles turning white as she fought to maintain any semblance of control.

"Now," Oscar said, his voice rough with desire, "remember what I said about the G-spot?"

Hannah nodded silently, her eyes wide, her breath coming short and shallow.

"Well," he continued, "let's see if we can’t find yours, eh?"

With exquisite slowness, Oscar began to ease the curved tip of the vibrator inside her. Hannah gasped at the sensation, her inner muscles clenching around the intrusion. It felt strange at first—not unpleasant, but unfamiliar. Oscar paused, giving her time to adjust.

"Okay?" he asked softly, his eyes searching her face.

Hannah nodded, panting. Oscar continued to slowly work the vibrator deeper, angling it upwards. When he finally hit what he’d been aiming for, Hannah's hips jerked involuntarily, a strangled moan escaping her lips.

"There we go," Oscar murmured, a note of satisfaction in his voice. “And now you use both parts of it, inside and out.”

He began to move the vibrator in slow, deliberate strokes, hitting her internal spot over and over, whilst grinding its external part against her clit.

The cacophony of stimulation—the vibrations, the pressure against her clit, the ever-accelerating thrust of the toy into her—was overwhelming. Hannah felt herself climbing higher and higher, pleasure building inside her like a coiled spring. Her hips rocked, chasing the sensation.

"Oscar," she gasped, her voice thick with need. "I'm… I'm close…"

"Let go," he urged, his own voice working through laboured breaths now. "Come for me, Hannah. I want to see you come."

His words were her final undoing. With a cry, Hannah felt herself shatter, waves of ecstasy crashing over her. Her body arched off the sofa, trembling with the force of her orgasm. Oscar continued to work the vibrator against her, drawing out her pleasure until she collapsed back onto the cushions, gasping and oversensitive, panting, thoroughly spent.

As she came down from her high, Hannah became aware that Oscar was watching her intently, his pupils blown wide with desire. The air between them still seemed to crackle with tension, in spite of her own extreme release.

"Wow," Hannah breathed, still slightly dazed. "That was…"

"Beautiful," Oscar finished for her. "You're beautiful when you come."

Their eyes met, and in that moment, something shifted. This was never just a ‘demonstration’ between friends. Hannah knew that neither of them had ever really given any credence to that charade. It was always something more. But now it was something neither of them could deny any longer.

With trembling hands, Hannah reached out and pulled Oscar towards her. Their lips met in a heated kiss, months—maybe years—of unacknowledged desire finally finding release.

As they kissed, Hannah's hand trailed down Oscar's chest, lower still until she encountered the obvious—the straining—bulge in his jeans. She palmed him through the fabric, eliciting a groan from deep in his throat.

"Your turn," she murmured against his lips. "Let me take care of you now."

Oscar pulled back slightly, his eyes searching hers. "Are you sure?" he asked. "We don't have to-"

Hannah silenced him with another kiss. "I want to," she assured him. "I want you."

With a wry smile and a gesture to the small satin bow nestled between her breasts, she added, “And anyway, it hasn’t escaped my notice that that vibrator wasn’t the only sex toy you wrapped up nicely then proceeded to turn on today. You’ve given me so much already. So let me be your Valentine’s Day gift.

Oscar's eyes widened at Hannah's words, a combination of lust and something much deeper than that suffusing his face. He swallowed hard as he drank in the sight of her.

Hannah was a vision, her chestnut hair tousled, cheeks flushed pink with lingering pleasure. The scarlet lingerie stood out in stark contrast against her creamy skin, the delicate lace emphasising every curve. Oscar's gaze travelled over her body, from her parted lips to the swell of her breasts, down to where the garter belt framed her hips.

"Happy Valentine's Day to both of us then, I guess," he quipped. But there was a tenderness in his eyes that belied the casualness of his words.

He settled back into the sofa, his body visibly thrumming with anticipation as Hannah moved towards him. Her movements were slow, almost predatory, as she straddled his lap. Oscar's hands came to rest on her hips, his thumbs tracing small circles on her bare skin.

Hannah's fingers found the buttons of his shirt, undoing them one by one with delicate, deliberate slowness. As each inch of skin was revealed, she leaned in to press soft kisses along his collarbone, his chest, his stomach. Oscar's breath hitched, his muscles tightening under her touch.

When the last button was undone, Hannah pushed the shirt off his shoulders, revealing the sculpted planes of his torso. Her hands roamed over his body, tracing the definition of his pecs, the ridges of his abs. Years of rowing had honed Oscar's physique to perfection, and Hannah took her time appreciating every inch.

"God, Oscar," she breathed, her eyes darkening with desire as his had done before. "You're gorgeous."

Oscar's cheeks flushed at the compliment, pride and vulnerability crossing his features. Hannah leaned in, capturing his lips in a deep, passionate kiss. Her tongue teased along the seam of his mouth, seeking entrance. Oscar obliged with a low groan, his hands tightening on her hips.

As they kissed, Hannah rolled her hips against him, eliciting a sharp gasp from Oscar. She could feel his arousal pressing against her through his jeans, hard and insistent. The friction sent sparks of renewed desire coursing through her body.

Breaking the kiss, Hannah began to work her way down Oscar's body. She trailed her lips along his jaw, down the column of his throat, pausing to nip gently at his pulse point. Oscar's head fell back against the sofa, a low moan escaping him.

Hannah continued her journey southward, pressing open-mouthed kisses across his chest. She paused to lavish attention on each of his nipples, circling them with her tongue before grazing them lightly with her teeth. Oscar's hips bucked involuntarily. Hannah took that as her invitation.

Maintaining eye contact the entire time, she knelt down between his legs. Her heart pounded in her chest. Her fingers trembled slightly as she undid the button of Oscar's jeans. The metallic rasp of the zipper seemed impossibly loud in the charged silence of the room. Oscar lifted his hips, allowing Hannah to tug his jeans down and off.

Her breath caught as she took in the sight before her. Oscar's arousal was evident, straining against the fabric of his boxers. A damp spot had formed where the head of his cock pressed against the material.

Hannah's hand hovered for a moment, suddenly unsure, in spite of everything that had gone before. There would be no going back from this. But as she met his eyes, dark with desire and that something deeper, she knew she didn't want to go back.

Slowly, reverently, she placed her palm against him, feeling the heat of his arousal through the thin fabric. Oscar's breath hitched, his hips jerking slightly at the contact. Encouraged, Hannah began to stroke him through his underwear, tracing the impressive length of him.

Her touch was feather-light at first, teasing. She ran her fingers along his shaft, circling the head with her thumb. Oscar's eyes fluttered closed, a low groan escaping his lips. Hannah marvelled at the power she held in this moment—the ability to reduce this strong, confident man to a quivering mess with just her touch… just as he had done to her.

As she continued, she could feel Oscar growing even harder beneath her hand. His boxers were stretched taut now, the outline of his cock clearly visible.

"Hannah," he breathed, his voice rough with need. "Please…"

She looked up at him through her lashes, a coy smile playing on her lips. "Please what?" she asked innocently, increasing the pressure of her strokes.

Oscar's hips bucked into her touch. "More," he gasped. "I need… I need to feel you."

Hannah's own arousal flared at his words. She hooked her fingers under his waistband, ready to grant his request. But first, she couldn't resist leaning in to press a soft kiss to the damp spot at the head of his cock, still covered by the fabric. Oscar's entire body tensed at the contact, a strangled moan escaping him.

With a wicked grin, Hannah finally began to peel away the last barrier between them. She slid his underwear down his muscular thighs, revealing him in all his hard, throbbing glory.

He was every bit as impressive as she'd imagined, if not more so. Hannah's pulse quickened at the thought of the sensations that awaited them both. She couldn't deny that there was a thrill in being the one in control of his pleasure now, of finally giving him a delicious taste of his own medicine.

Taking her time, she started by running her fingernails lightly up and down his inner thighs, watching with delight as his proud cock twitched in response. Oscar gasped and threw his head back against the sofa cushions again, his hands grasping the leather as she teased him mercilessly.

Hannah began slowly, repeating his teasing words from before in a low, sultry voice. "Remember, it's important to build anticipation. To let the pleasure… grow."

Oscar locked eyes with her, beaming from ear to ear at her playfulness.

She planted soft kisses along his inner thighs, her lips barely grazing his skin. Oscar shivered at the feather-light touch, his muscles tensing with each gentle caress. Hannah's tongue darted out, tracing delicate patterns on his sensitive flesh. She worked her way higher, pausing just shy of where he most wanted her attention.

"Patience," she murmured, again echoing his earlier instruction. "We're still just getting started."

Her warm breath ghosted over his straining erection, making it twitch eagerly. But Hannah wasn't ready to give him that satisfaction yet. Instead, she dipped lower, her tongue flicking out to tease his balls. She lapped at them gently, revelling in the way Oscar's breath caught in his throat. Her lips wrapped around one, then the other, suckling softly as her fingers traced gently up and down his shaft.

Oscar's hips bucked again, seeking more contact. But Hannah pulled back, maintaining her torturously slow pace. She trailed her tongue up the underside of his shaft, planting light, teasing kisses along its length. The tip of her tongue swirled around the sensitive ridge of his head, gathering the bead of moisture that had formed there.

"Hannah," Oscar groaned, his voice rough with need. "Please…"

She looked up at him through her lashes, a mischievous glint in her eye. "Please what?" she asked innocently. "I thought you said the build-up was half the fun?"

Oscar groaned, his head falling back against the sofa. "You're killing me, Han" he panted. "I need… I need your mouth on me. Please."

Hannah felt a thrill of power at reducing him to begging. She decided to have mercy on him—for now.

"Well, since you asked so nicely," she purred.

With agonising slowness, she wrapped her lips around the head of his cock. Oscar let out a strangled moan as she took him into the wet heat of her mouth. Hannah swirled her tongue around his sensitive tip before slowly sliding down his shaft, lapping at his length as she went.

Reaching her limit, she held him deep inside her, her tongue just about able to make contact with the soft skin of his sack, enjoying his groans for as long as she could manage. Then she set about at a steady rhythm, bobbing her head up and down his length. Her hand cupped him as her mouth worked his length. Oscar's hands tangled in her hair, not pushing, just holding on as if she was his lifeline.

Hannah hollowed her cheeks, increasing the suction. She looked up to see Oscar watching her intently, his eyes dark with lust. The sight of her ruby red lips wrapped around him seemingly driving him wild.

"Fuck, Hannah," he groaned. "You look so fucking sexy like that." 

She hummed in response, the vibrations making Oscar's hips buck again. Hannah relaxed her throat, taking him deeper, allowing him to thrust into her.

Oscar's breathing grew ragged as Hannah continued her ministrations. She could tell he was getting close. His muscles were taut, his fingers tightening in her hair.

Just as he seemed on the brink, Hannah pulled away, her tongue lapping his entire length one last time, a ring of smeared lipstick left at the base of his shaft. Oscar whined at the loss of contact.

"Not yet," Hannah said in a whisper. "Don’t think you’re getting away that lightly. I’m not done with you."

Hannah rose from her knees, her movements fluid and graceful. The soft lamplight caught the delicate sheen of sweat on her skin, making her seem to glow before Oscar’s eyes. Her chestnut hair tumbled in wild waves around her shoulders, framing her flushed face. The scarlet lingerie outlined her curves, the lace following the swell of her breasts and the dip of her waist.

Slowly, Hannah climbed onto Oscar's lap, straddling him. Her stockinged thighs bracketed his hips, the garter straps stretched taut against her skin. Oscar's hands came to rest on her waist, his fingers tracing reverent patterns on her flesh. 

Hannah reached between them, grasping Oscar's cock. He hissed at the contact, his hips jerking involuntarily. With exquisite care, she guided him to her entrance, her other hand hooking the fabric of her knickers aside. But instead of sinking down onto him, she began to tease herself with him.

She rubbed the head of his cock up and down her slick folds, coating him in her arousal. Oscar groaned at the sensation, his fingers digging into her hips. Hannah circled her clit with his tip, gasping at the jolts of pleasure it sent through her.

"Hannah," Oscar breathed, his voice thick with need. "Please…"

But Hannah wasn't done teasing him yet. She continued to slide his head along her slit, never quite allowing him to enter her, merely kissing him now with her other lips. She was teasing herself as much as she was teasing him.

Finally, when the tension between them felt ready to snap, Hannah positioned Oscar at her entrance. Their eyes locked as she began to sink down onto him, taking him in inch by agonising inch.

Oscar's breath caught in his throat as Hannah enveloped him in her tight, wet heat. He looked almost overwhelmed by the sensation. Hannah paused halfway down, adjusting to his size. Her inner muscles clenched around him, drawing a low moan from deep in his chest.

With a deep breath, Hannah lowered herself the rest of the way, until Oscar was fully sheathed inside her. They both stilled for a moment, savouring the feeling of their bodies joined so intimately.

"Fucking hell, Hannah," Oscar breathed, his voice filled with awe. "You feel amazing."

Hannah smiled, leaning in to capture his lips in another deep, passionate kiss. As their tongues danced, she began to move, rising up slowly before sinking back down. Oscar's hands roamed her body, caressing every inch of skin he could reach, before sliding beneath the lace of her knickers and grasping the cheeks of her ass tightly.

Their bodies moved together in perfect harmony, finding a rhythm that built their pleasure steadily higher. Hannah braced her hands on Oscar's shoulders, using the leverage to ride him with increasing intensity. She rolled her hips, grinding down on him with each downward stroke. Oscar met her movements thrust for thrust.

The room filled with the sounds of their passion—skin against skin, breathy moans, panting encouragements. Hannah's head fell back, exposing the elegant line of her throat. Oscar leaned forward, trailing hot, open-mouthed kisses along her neck and collarbone.

Their pace quickened, bodies moving together with growing urgency. Hannah could feel the familiar tension building low in her belly, coiling tighter with each roll of her hips. Oscar's breathing grew ragged, his fingers digging into her flesh as he neared his own peak.

As the pleasure mounted, Hannah was struck by a sudden boldness, surprising even herself. "Where's the vibrator?" she panted urgently, her voice husky with arousal.

Oscar blinked, momentarily thrown by the question. He fumbled to his right, pawing at the sofa cushions. "Uh, here, I've got it," he said, producing the toy. "Why?"

Hannah's eyes gleamed with wicked intent. "My ass," she gasped, still moving atop him. "Use it on my ass."

Oscar's eyes widened, but he didn't hesitate. With trembling fingers, he switched on the vibrator and slipped it under the lace of her knickers. This time, there was no barrier between the toy and her sensitive flesh. The vibrations sent shockwaves of pleasure through Hannah's body as Oscar pressed its head hard against her rear entrance.

The dual stimulation was overwhelming. Hannah cried out, her inner muscles clenching around Oscar's cock as waves of ecstasy crashed over her. Her orgasm hit her with startling intensity, making her entire body shake.

Oscar watched in awe as Hannah came undone above him. The sight of her pleasure, combined with the rhythmic pulsing of her inner walls, pushing him over the edge as well. His hips jerked erratically as he neared his own release.

"Hannah," he groaned, his voice strained. "Can I…?"

Understanding his unfinished question, Hannah nodded fervently. "Yes," she breathed. "Come inside me, Oscar. Please! Fill me!"

With a final, powerful thrust, Oscar found his release. He buried himself deep, his body tensing as he pulsed within her. Hannah clung to him, riding out the aftershocks of her own orgasm as she felt the warmth of his release filling her.

They stayed like that for several long moments, bodies intertwined, breath mingling as they came down from their shared high. Eventually, Hannah lifted her head from where it had fallen against Oscar's shoulder. Their eyes met, and they both broke into giddy, breathless laughter, even as they continued to twitch inside and around each other.

"Well," Hannah said finally, her voice still slightly shaky, "I'd say that was a very thorough demonstration of how to use my new toy."

Oscar grinned, his arms tightening around her waist. "Money well spent, I’d say! And… always happy to help a friend in need." 

They stayed like that for a while longer, bodies still joined, trading soft kisses and gentle caresses. Eventually, Hannah shifted, wincing slightly as she disentangled herself from Oscar. She felt deliciously sore, pleasantly used in all the right ways.

As she settled beside him on the sofa, reality began to creep back in. Hannah glanced down at them both, taking in her rumpled, wet lingerie, the smeared lipstick still lingering at the base of Oscar’s cock, the evidence of their passion on her thighs. A blush crept up her cheeks as she remembered how wantonly she'd behaved.

"So," she said, suddenly shy. "That was…"

"Amazing," Oscar finished for her, his voice warm and sincere. He reached out, tucking a stray lock of hair behind her ear. "You're amazing, Hannah."

Hannah's heart fluttered at his words, at the tenderness in his touch. But a doubt still niggled at the back of her mind. "What happens now?" she asked softly. "I mean, we just… and we're flatmates… and…"

Oscar silenced her rambling with a gentle kiss. When he pulled back, his eyes were serious, but filled with warmth. "Now," he said, "if you're willing, I'd very much like to take you out on a proper date. Maybe see if we can't make this a regular thing."

Hannah's eyes widened. "You mean…?"

Oscar nodded, a small smile playing on his lips. "I mean, I think I might just be a little bit in love with you, Hannah. Probably have been for a while now, if I'm honest. Tonight just confirmed what I've suspected all along… We're pretty damn perfect together."

Hannah felt tears prick at her eyes, overwhelmed by the rush of emotion. "I think I might be a little bit in love with you too," she admitted softly.

Oscar's face lit up with joy. He pulled her close, capturing her lips in a deep, passionate kiss that spoke of promises and possibilities.

When they finally parted, both slightly breathless, Oscar grinned mischievously. "So," he said tentatively, "do you… fancy being my Valentine?"

Hannah laughed, her heart light with happiness. "I thought you'd never ask," she replied.

She could practically hear the sappy music swelling… so she gave into it, and pulled him in for another loving kiss.
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