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Day 1

Tuesday, October 14





Joanna Ryan lay stretched out on the couch. She’d come over as usual to mooch her friend Karen’s cable TV access. It was something she couldn’t afford in her own rented room in the house next door, at least not on her current income. Her web design business hadn’t taken off yet, so she was stuck working part-time at one of the local hybrid bookstore/café/bars near the college. On the bright side, she got to set her own hours and had a lot of free time on her hands, which she spent outside of her converted garage apartment whenever possible.

Ryan looked up as McKenzie Ferguson, Karen’s college sophomore housemate, entered the den and made her way to the couch. McKenzie’s medium-length blonde hair flowed loosely around her shoulders and she unconsciously tucked it back behind one ear. She wore a pair of light blue denim cut-offs and a yellow half-shirt that not only showed off her tight abdomen, but also accentuated her bust. Ryan forced herself to refocus on the movie, though she remained acutely aware of McKenzie’s presence only a few feet away.

McKenzie took note of what was on the TV, decided she didn’t care as long as it wasn’t about Post-Impressionism in the 19th century, and then looked down at the long body sprawled across the couch. God, the woman was delicious.

Long black hair cascaded over the red men’s tank top Ryan was wearing, blending in with the black sports bra she wore underneath to cover the flesh that was exposed by the open sides of her shirt. Her black jeans strained over muscular thighs and loosened slightly as the material came to rest around her ankles. Soft black socks covered her feet, while her discarded hiking boots rested under the coffee table in a tumbled heap.

“Scoot over, Ryan,” McKenzie said as she lifted the woman’s long legs at the ankles and sat down.

McKenzie turned her body and extended her legs out parallel to Ryan’s, so they could both lie out on the couch without bothering each other.

Ryan turned her head as her legs were resituated by slender hands and regarded the short woman. Girl, really. Christ, she was only nineteen. Ryan refocused on the television again. She was only twenty-six herself, but she made it a point not to mess with anyone under twenty. Didn’t stop her from thinking about it, though.

McKenzie tried to get comfortable, but it wasn’t working. She squirmed a little on the cushions and then turned from her side to sit up, her back against the arm of the couch as she faced Ryan. She lifted her legs over Ryan’s and let them come to rest next to the back of the couch, forcing the older woman’s legs to the outside. There, that was much better.

She turned her head to watch the TV and the onscreen action slowly caught her attention. Her hand absently came to rest on one of the sock-covered feet that reached past her hip. She squeezed slightly and felt the tension under her fingertips. She brought her other hand over to join the first and repositioned her hands so that her fingers rested on the top of Ryan’s foot, while her thumbs dug into the arch.

Ryan felt the foot massage begin and looked over at her benefactor. McKenzie stopped for a moment to remove the socks and then resumed her gentle ministrations. Her hands worked alternately, first one squeezing, then the other. Ryan groaned under her breath. She’d just finished an afternoon shift at the bookstore and this had been the first time she’d been off her feet all day.

McKenzie heard the groan and smiled inwardly. Maybe she had a chance after all. So far, Ryan hadn’t responded to any of her subtle advances, but McKenzie was still pretty new to the game. She’d only gone out on her first date a year ago. Her parents had always been a little strict where those things were concerned and it had only been after she’d moved a couple thousand miles away from Redding, California to attend college in Ann Arbor, Michigan that she’d finally been able to start exploring her options.

It hadn’t taken her long to realize she was more interested in the women than the men. As soon as she’d figured that out, she’d been much happier with her dating choices. Nothing had gone beyond basic necking, but it was still fun nonetheless. Then she’d met Ryan three months ago, after Karen had helped her get the room in the house next door, and she’d been unable to stop thinking about Ryan ever since.

McKenzie worked her thumbs down the arch of Ryan’s foot and pressed them into the woman’s heel, then moved back up to the ball of her foot. She spread the toes and worked them individually. As she massaged back down again, she wrapped her hands around Ryan’s ankle and squeezed her way up the muscled calf.

Ryan closed her eyes and let herself sink into the pleasure for a moment, then pulled her leg away and sat up.

“That’s enough. Stop.”

“Why? Doesn’t it feel good?” McKenzie asked innocently as she pulled her own legs back to sit more normally on the couch.

“Yes.”

Ryan leaned over to pick up her socks from the floor and started putting them back on.

“Then what’s the problem?” McKenzie continued.

“You’re a teenager and I’m not.”

“Oh, come on. You said it yourself. Age doesn’t matter. Aren’t you being a little hypocritical?”

“I didn’t mean it like that. You’re just young. I don’t touch teens.”

Ryan pushed her feet into her shoes and began tying up the laces.

“It’s not like I’m underage. I’m legal,” McKenzie protested.

“I don’t care whether it’s legal or not. I grew up around assholes who didn’t think twice about taking advantage of someone’s innocence, namely my parents. I refuse to follow in their footsteps,” Ryan said adamantly.

“I’m not that young.”

Ryan finished with her laces and sat back up so she could face McKenzie.

“I know. It doesn’t change my feelings on the subject,” Ryan said gently.

McKenzie looked down at her hands in her lap. Her eyes settled on her index finger and the thin silver band she’d chosen to wear that morning. The words ‘Carpe Diem’ were engraved across the top and accented in jet black. She’d bought the ring to remind herself to be bold, to take risks.

McKenzie looked up, meeting Ryan’s steady gaze with her own and gathered her courage as she took a deep breath. She had to know.

“Do I even stand a chance with you?”

Ryan looked away.

“I don’t know how to answer that.”

“It’s pretty simple. Either a ‘yes’ or ‘no’ will do.”

“It’s not that. I just don’t want to encourage you, but I won’t lie either.” Ryan smirked at herself. “Guess I kind of answered you anyway.”

McKenzie couldn’t believe the way her heart was hammering in her chest at the admission, but the flood of adrenaline seemed to fuel her daring, so she went with it.

“Can I kiss you?”

Ryan frowned.

“No. I told you. I don’t touch teenagers.”

“I don’t turn twenty for another six months. You’re saying we have to wait that long? Just so my age no longer ends in -teen?”

Ryan shook her head.

“It’s not that simple, but yeah.”

Ryan wished she could rewind the conversation so she could figure out when she’d gone on the defensive in response to McKenzie’s suddenly aggressive pursuit. Ryan had managed to put off McKenzie’s advances for three months now and had expected to be able to do so until McKenzie was beyond Ryan’s self-imposed age restrictions, but the girl’s direct questions had forced Ryan to stop sidestepping the issue.

If it had been anyone else, Ryan would have had no problem brushing her off, but McKenzie was different. Ryan had been attracted to McKenzie from the first day they’d met, but over the past three months, Ryan had come to realize it was more than just physical. She’d gotten to know McKenzie and had found her to be a sweet, intelligent, and innocent girl whose thoughts and feelings were important to Ryan.

“Why can’t I just kiss you? Is it that big a deal?” McKenzie continued.

Then again, McKenzie could also be a bit pushy when she didn’t get her way and sometimes Ryan couldn’t help wanting to push back.

Ryan stood up from the couch and McKenzie stood with her in reflex. They remained on opposite ends between the couch and the coffee table. McKenzie could tell something had changed in her friend, but she held her ground. Ever since she’d first met Ryan, she’d trusted her, somehow knowing Ryan would never intentionally hurt her no matter what.

“When we finally kiss, it’s not going to end there. I promise you,” Ryan stated.

It sounded like a threat.

“You promise?”

“Yes, and you know what a promise means to me.”

McKenzie did. So many people had broken so many promises to Ryan throughout her life that the very word itself had almost become holy to the woman. When she used that word, it was equivalent to swearing a life debt.

“So if I kissed you right now, you wouldn’t stop? You promised.”

Ryan’s face twisted and McKenzie instantly regretted her teasing.

“Don’t try to blackmail me with my word. It’ll turn this into a one-night stand and we won’t be friends afterwards. And I want more than a one-night stand.”

McKenzie digested that statement, along with a flock of butterflies that chose that moment to take flight inside her stomach. It only lasted for a moment though as her thoughts went back to her request.

“But I’m only asking for a kiss. You couldn’t resist if we kissed?”

Ryan looked into the innocent green eyes of the girl asking the question. Maybe it was time to turn the tables a little.

“You’re still a virgin, aren’t you,” Ryan observed more than asked.

McKenzie blushed, but she didn’t lose eye contact at the slight change of subject.

“Yes,” she confirmed.

“Have you ever touched yourself? To orgasm?”

That was a little more personal, but McKenzie didn’t flinch as much as she thought she would at such a question.

“Yeah.”

Ryan nodded in understanding.

“Touching yourself can’t compare with someone else doing the same things to your body. What you’ve felt so far is only a fraction of what it can be like with someone else.”

McKenzie’s eyes widened. She’d heard it could feel really good, but...

“You have no idea what it’s like, do you?” Ryan continued as she slowly moved forward, her voice low and silky. “Touching a woman, slipping your fingers inside her, listening to her beg you to go harder, faster, give her more, anything to bring her release.”

McKenzie felt her stomach curl in reaction to the erotic language and couldn’t help thinking about being in such a situation with Ryan, begging her for all those things and more.

Ryan’s voice went from seductive to commanding and her posture straightened as she decided to give McKenzie a taste of what it would be like if they embarked on a sexual relationship together.

“Clasp your hands behind your back. You’re not allowed to touch me.”

McKenzie was confused for a second, but then she slowly complied. She wasn’t sure what Ryan had in mind, but she was more than willing to obey. Her head lowered, but Ryan corrected her.

“No, keep your head held high and look at me. I want to see you standing proud.”

McKenzie lifted her head and stared directly into Ryan’s blue eyes.

“This is First Position. Remember it.”

McKenzie’s eyes widened again, but that was her only acknowledgment of the possibility of future experiences, which Ryan’s statement implied.

Ryan took the last two steps and stood a hairsbreadth from the girl, but didn’t touch her. Her six-foot-tall height allowed her to lean in, still without physically touching McKenzie, and her breath caressed a soft-looking ear.

“You’ve imagined me touching you, haven’t you? Kissing you... Sucking your tongue, maybe. What would you offer to have me simply lick your earlobe right now? Would you beg?” Ryan whispered.

McKenzie’s breathing was quick and shallow. With every word Ryan spoke, she felt a moist breath wash over her sensitive ear.

“Would you beg me just to suck your earlobe?” Ryan asked again in a harsh whisper.

“Yes.”

“Then beg me.”

“Please, Ryan, suck my earlobe.”

“That’s not begging,” Ryan patiently chastised.

“Please. I don’t know what else to say. I need you to touch me. Please, kiss me. Please.”

“You want to feel my tongue in your mouth?”

“Yes.”

“You’ve imagined it there.”

“Yes.”

“Have you thought about what I taste like? I’ve thought about you. I’ve thought about licking your lips... Sucking your tongue into my mouth... Swirling my tongue around yours again and again, while you whimper into my face. You’re wet right now just thinking about it, aren’t you?”

McKenzie let out a sound that was a cross between a grunt, a groan, and a whimper.

“Tell me,” Ryan ordered.

“Yes.”

“Good. You think about me when you touch yourself, don’t you?”

“Hmmh,” was the extent of McKenzie’s answer as flashes of previous fantasies flitted across her mind’s eye.

“You may touch yourself tonight to orgasm.”

Ryan straightened up from her slightly bent over position and took a step back, intent on leaving.

McKenzie just barely kept herself from unclasping her hands and reaching out to hold the woman in place.

“Wait. I... You can’t—”

“I want you to think about what you’re getting yourself into. I’m going to tease you every day for the next six months. You will not touch me and I will not touch you, until you turn twenty. Think about it.”

Ryan turned and left without looking back.













Day 2

Wednesday, October 15





McKenzie stood in front of Ryan’s door and took a deep breath.

When she’d checked her email that morning, she’d found a message from Ryan. Instead of a joke or a link to an article Ryan thought was interesting, the email had contained instructions.



——————————



McKenzie,



I’ve been thinking about what we talked about all night and would very much like to continue where we left off.



I know your first class doesn’t start until 1:30pm today and your last class doesn’t end until 9pm, but I have a 6pm-to-midnight shift, so if you’re interested in continuing our conversation, be at my place at 11am. Wear your tightest jeans, but leave your bra off.



If for any reason you can’t make it, just let me know, whether that’s because you’ve decided not to pursue this or you have schoolwork. Either way, I’ll understand.



Ryan



——————————



McKenzie had been a little surprised at Ryan’s knowledge of her class schedule, but then she’d remembered it was posted on the fridge in case Karen needed to find her in an emergency.

McKenzie fidgeted with the hem of her light denim jacket, pulling it a little tighter over her chest. It felt a little odd to be outside in broad daylight, fully clothed, but without a bra.

She was also wearing her tightest jeans. She’d accidentally shrunk them a few weeks ago and had planned to donate them, but they’d still been sitting in the back of her closet, so she’d pulled them out.

McKenzie shifted her stance, feeling the material cut into her skin just below her buttcheeks and between her legs. She had no idea what Ryan had planned, but she intended to see this through, no matter what.

McKenzie took another deep breath and raised her fist, knocking three times. A few moments later, she heard the lock being worked.

Ryan couldn’t keep the smile off her face as she opened the door.

She’d watched McKenzie through the slits in her blinds as the girl had left her house to walk over to Ryan’s. McKenzie had just stood there on the concrete drive in front of her door for nearly a full minute and Ryan had held her breath, waiting to see if McKenzie would walk away, but then the girl had nodded to herself and knocked.

Ryan felt her heart quicken its pace as she looked down at the girl standing nervously in front of her.

McKenzie’s breath caught as her gaze traveled up and down Ryan’s tall frame, taking in the form-fitting black tank top, tight black leather pants, and black combat boots. Ryan was also wearing a wide black leather cuff embossed with Celtic knotwork on one wrist and a small silver labrys hung at the base of her throat from a black leather cord.

McKenzie realized it was the same outfit she’d seen Ryan wear numerous times to go riding on her motorcycle. The only thing missing was her black leather racing jacket.

“Hey,” Ryan greeted warmly, and then stepped back, gesturing for McKenzie to enter.

McKenzie tried to calm her pounding heart as she walked inside. She immediately felt the heat of the room compared to the cooler autumn air outside and took off her jacket as she surreptitiously looked around the space.

The large 3-car converted garage apartment looked the same as the last time she’d seen it. That had only been a few days ago when she’d volunteered to ask Ryan if she wanted to come over for dinner at Karen’s invitation. After Ryan had said yes, McKenzie had stayed to hang out and talk while they streamed an old TV show on Ryan’s laptop until it was time to eat.

It seemed like a lifetime ago.

McKenzie hung her jacket on the back of Ryan’s computer chair, which sat in front of the small utilitarian desk along the wall next to the door on the right. Next to that, a little further down the wall, was a large ornately carved armoire, and beyond that, an unremarkable prefab dresser. On the far right side of the room stood a tall piece of freestanding exercise equipment in front of a set of folding glass patio doors that Ryan clearly never used. Across from the armoire was Ryan’s oil-rubbed bronze bedframe with its queen-sized mattress. McKenzie felt her stomach flutter at the possibility of Ryan asking her to lie down on it.

McKenzie took in the rest of the apartment at a glance. Two small nightstands with reading lamps bookended the bed. To the right of the bed was the door leading to the small bathroom. In the corner to the left of the bed stood a bookcase and then along that wall was a small rolling cart that held boxes of protein bars and other snacks next to a mini fridge with a microwave on top. To the left of the fridge was the door to Ryan’s closet, and to the left and set back a little ways from that was the step-up door leading into the main part of the house.

Which brought McKenzie full circle and she turned to finally look up at Ryan, only to find the woman watching her intently. McKenzie swallowed.

“Stand over there. Face me and assume First Position,” Ryan ordered quietly.

McKenzie felt a jolt of electricity run up the back of her neck at Ryan’s seductive low voice. She moved to where Ryan had pointed, standing in the open space between the bed and the armoire, and turned around to face Ryan where the woman still stood near the front door.

Ryan felt her stomach curl as McKenzie got into position. The girl widened her stance, keeping her head held high as she clasped her hands behind her back, which pushed her unrestrained breasts out a little more than usual.

The sight of McKenzie’s hard nipples straining against the thin fabric of her small white T-shirt made Ryan’s mouth water. She could just imagine wrapping her lips around the puckered flesh waiting beneath the soft cotton. The girl’s tight jeans were just as revealing, hugging McKenzie’s curves in all the right places.

Ryan pushed off from the door and stepped forward, though she kept half a dozen feet between them.

It was time to begin.

“Did you touch yourself last night?” Ryan asked without preamble.

McKenzie’s eyes widened slightly, but she did her best to keep her voice steady.

“Yes.”

“What did you think about?”

“You.”

Ryan was surprised at how that single word could have such a profound effect on her when it came from McKenzie’s lips. Her clit was instantly aching and she had to force herself to breathe normally, though her voice betrayed nothing as she continued with her questioning.

“What did I do to you?”

“You kissed me and touched me.”

“Is that all?”

McKenzie ducked her head for a second before remembering to keep her chin up.

“I... I’ve never... I don’t...”

McKenzie was at a loss. She’d never tried to describe her erotic fantasies before. The words kept getting stuck in her throat.

“I know,” Ryan offered gently. “I think it’s time you learned a little about what your body is capable of.”

Ryan straightened to her full height as she issued her first instructions.

“Pull your jeans up as high as possible.”

McKenzie looked at Ryan a little uncertainly, but then unclasped her hands from behind her back and pulled up on the waistband of her jeans. The thick material of the seam forced its way between her labia, cutting into her clit and going up the crack of her ass, but McKenzie didn’t stop until she’d pulled her jeans up as far as she could.

“Clasp your hands behind your back again and then get on your knees.”

McKenzie did as she was told and only fumbled a little with her balance in the awkward stance.

“Spread your knees apart... Wider... As wide as they’ll go.”

McKenzie swayed from side-to-side as she repositioned each knee away from the other a few inches at a time.

“Bend forward until your forehead touches the floor. Don’t release your hands... And angle your ass up. This is Second Position. Remember it.”

McKenzie couldn’t explain the thrill that ran through her at the promise of more implied by Ryan’s words, though a part of her wondered exactly how many positions there were. She pushed the thought to the back of her mind as she followed Ryan’s instructions. She rested her forehead against the dark hardwoods and arched her spine slightly as she pushed her hips back to force her ass up into the air. She felt the seam of her jeans cut across her clit through her panties and had to stifle a gasp at the sudden shock of pleasure.

Ryan was spellbound. McKenzie was the perfect picture of sexual submission, even with most of her body completely covered and unbound. Ryan imagined McKenzie in the same position, without the clothes and bound in the black leather restraints she kept in her armoire, and the vision made her sex swell. She let go of the fantasy and focused on the reality of the girl bowed down in front of her.

“You thought about me touching your pussy, didn’t you? That’s how you got off, wasn’t it?”

McKenzie nodded her head against the floor as her cheeks burned with the memory.

“Answer me.”

“Yes,” McKenzie gasped out at the sharp command.

“You imagined my finger rubbing your clit?”

“Yes,” McKenzie whispered.

“Good. Rock your hips for me.”

McKenzie rocked her hips slightly in the confining jeans and sucked in a breath when she felt the seam at her crotch rub over her clit. Her breathing picked up and she redoubled her hold on her wrists behind her back as they started to loosen.

“You can feel me touching you now, can’t you? Feel my finger as it rubs over your clit. Can you feel it? Feel my finger stroking you?”

“Oh God, yes.”

McKenzie continued to rock her hips, enjoying the friction of the tight seam over her most sensitive spot. Her rhythm was slow, but it was getting faster as the clenching and unclenching in her lower abdomen increased the pulling sensations on her sex.

“That’s it... Make me touch you where you want me to touch you... Circle your hips for me. You can feel my finger rubbing across your clit now, can’t you... Make me touch you harder.”

Ryan unconsciously shifted her stance and suddenly noticed the feeling of slickness between her thighs. She couldn’t believe how wet she was after only a few minutes of commanding the girl. She was practically dripping, judging by how easily her swollen lips were sliding around her distended clit. She was sure the only thing keeping her from leaking right onto the floor was the tightness of her leather jeans. She was riveted to McKenzie’s bobbing ass.

“Loosen your neck muscles. Don’t tighten up or it’ll hurt and you won’t be able to move. Let your body flow.”

McKenzie increased her pace and also the arc of her hips, grinding down further towards the floor to try to force the seam of her jeans tighter against her. It was like she wasn’t even wearing underwear. The thick seam slid through her juices as it slipped over her clitoris and mashed her labia over her pubic mound. She grunted out a small whimper and tried harder, letting her spine roll with her thrusts as Ryan had instructed. She was able to get a little more leverage by relaxing her shoulders and letting her forehead rest more completely against the floor so she wouldn’t strain her neck muscles.

“Have you ever thought about my fingers pinching your nipples?”

McKenzie groaned and shook her head, her forehead rubbing against the hardwood floor as the nipples in question suddenly tightened painfully at the thought of having Ryan’s hands on her. She tried to push her chest against the floor in an effort to find relief, but her breasts were too small to span the distance and she whimpered in frustration.

“Unclasp your hands and sit up. Don’t stop rocking.”

McKenzie wasn’t sure she could’ve stopped even if Ryan had told her to. Her hips had a mind of their own and it took all her willpower just to let go of her wrists and push herself to a semi-upright position. She arched her back, her upper body still leaning slightly forward in order to maintain the downward thrust of her hips to keep the seam tightly rubbing over her clit.

“Reach under your shirt and pinch your nipples for me. Hard. Don’t flick or roll them yet. Just squeeze them every time you thrust forward... That’s my mouth sucking them. Can you feel my tongue circling your nipple? Do you still feel my finger rubbing your clit?”

“Yes,” McKenzie almost cried.

Her eyes were closed and she could see Ryan in her mind with a single index finger rubbing her slick bud, while Ryan’s mouth sucked and flicked at her left nipple, Ryan’s other fingers pinching her right tit the way her own fingers were squeezing it in reality. McKenzie instinctually spread her knees wider and rocked her hips faster and deeper, desperate for just a little more stimulation.

“You want to come, don’t you?”

“Yes,” came the gasped reply.

“Press yourself harder against my finger. Pinch your nipples tighter and pull on them. And when I tell you to come, you will come... but not before.”

McKenzie heard the edge in Ryan’s voice and felt chills skitter up and down her spine as her stomach did several flip-flops. She panted as she pumped her hips faster and faster. She imagined Ryan’s mouth sucking and pulling at her nipples. She could feel Ryan’s finger rubbing her harder. Her need was critical.

“You want release?” Ryan asked calmly.

“Yes!”

“Beg for it,” Ryan demanded.

McKenzie felt the floodgates open and any shyness she’d been holding onto instantly evaporated as she opened her eyes and looked up at Ryan in desperation.

“Oh God, Ryan... Please... Please, let me come... Please... I have to... Oh God, I need... I need to come... Please... Ungh... God... Please...” McKenzie was practically crying, fatigue the only thing keeping any tears from falling.

“You want me inside you, don’t you? Do you know how tempting you are? How easy it would be for me to take your virginity, take your innocence? I could do that right now. Beg me to fuck you, McKenzie.”

It was the first time Ryan had said her name since she couldn’t remember when and she’d never heard it spoken with such need before. It was a powerful weapon against her failing ability to obey Ryan’s order to only climax at Ryan’s command. She would do anything to have Ryan actually touch her.

“Oh God, please, fuck me, Ryan... Please... Please... I want you inside me... I need you inside me... Please, Ryan... Oh God, I can’t stop myself much longer... Please... Please, fuck me... Please...”

“Come for me, McKenzie. Now.”

McKenzie felt herself explode and her hips jerked against the seam of her jeans in short sharp thrusts. She cried out to Ryan, still begging her and thanking her at the same time. She squeezed her nipples and pulled harder in primitive understanding that it would increase her pleasure.

The waves of ecstasy seemed to go on forever and she continued to thrust against the tight pressure on her clit until the last of the tremors faded away. As her hips slowed, she massaged her breasts one last time, and then released her nipples before coming to rest on her hands and knees. Her chest was still heaving, though her breaths were quickly returning to normal.

“Do you understand a little better now? I haven’t even touched you yet.”

Ryan’s voice was rough from her own unspent passion and she kept her legs planted firmly in place. Her thighs flexed, squeezing against her engorged clit, and her hips naturally rolled to increase the stimulation. She put herself in check and stopped the movements.

“Stand up.”

McKenzie got unsteadily to her feet, using the metal bars of the bedframe to pull herself up as she faced Ryan. Her eyes were a little glazed.

“Assume First Position.”

McKenzie spread her legs slightly as she brought her hands up behind her back and lifted her chin.

“Very good. Tonight you will pinch, flick, roll, and pull on your nipples for a quarter hour before going to bed. You will then massage your breasts for another quarter hour. You will not bring yourself to orgasm. I’ll know if you do, so don’t test me. You won’t like the consequences for disobeying me, and it’ll hurt me to have to discipline you, so don’t force me to.”

“How will you know?” McKenzie questioned out of curiosity, since she had no intention of disobeying.

“You brought yourself to release last night. What condition do you think your body would’ve been in this morning if you hadn’t?”

McKenzie thought it over, but before she could answer, Ryan continued.

“Your body will always tell me what I want to know, McKenzie. When you’re sexually frustrated from lack of release, your pupils become dilated, your skin flushes, goose bumps rise more easily from the simple passage of air over your skin, your breathing becomes shallow, your pulse point beats faster, and your eyes dart around more frequently. It’s impossible to fake most of those symptoms, so don’t even try.”

McKenzie nodded her head. She had no idea what kind of discipline Ryan had in mind, but she wasn’t all that curious to find out.

“Besides, I could also just ask you,” Ryan smiled knowingly.

McKenzie felt heat suffuse her cheeks as she remembered her attempt to play Bullshit with Ryan and Karen one night. She’d blushed whenever she had to lay down the wrong cards and they’d called her on it every time.

“You’re free to go now. I’ll see you tomorrow night. Your last class lets out at six-thirty, right?”

McKenzie nodded again.

“I don’t get off work until eight, so I’ll come over around nine, all right?”

McKenzie nodded once more, unable to make her voice work. She stood uncertainly for a moment and then unclasped her hands from behind her back.

She wanted to hug the tall woman. After all, Ryan had basically just given McKenzie her first real orgasm, something she’d thought she’d experienced before with herself, but she’d obviously been wrong.

But Ryan just stood there and nodded towards the door that would lead her outside. McKenzie hesitated for another moment, and then put on her jacket and left.

Ryan waited until the door clicked shut and then collapsed on her bed as she unbuttoned the fly of her leather pants. A few rubs with her fingers and thrusts of her hips and she was crying out McKenzie’s name.

As her breathing calmed, Ryan rested the back of her arm against her forehead. She stared up at the ceiling and sighed.

Tomorrow’s lessons needed to include them both.













Day 3

Thursday, October 16





Ryan entered Karen’s house a couple minutes before nine. She closed the door behind her and was about to turn right to follow the hallway leading to McKenzie’s bedroom when she heard sounds coming from the kitchen. She turned left instead, taking the shortcut through the dining room and butler’s pantry and found Karen putting together a quick sandwich at the center island.

“Hey,” Ryan greeted the older woman.

“Hey, yourself. Come to raid my fridge or just watch my TV?”

“I’m not allowed to do both?” Ryan smirked.

“Oh, of course. I’m sorry I forgot to mention option C,” Karen grinned back.

Karen Tippit was a short woman, a little pudgy around the middle, but still in obvious good shape. Her long wavy hair was pulled back, showing a few streaks of silver at her temples amidst the dark brown, which was the only indication she was nearing fifty.

She worked as an RN at the University of Michigan Medical Center and never took the same schedule twice, preferring to work any and every odd shift that came her way. It made making future plans with her nearly impossible, but it also made spur of the moment get-togethers much more likely.

She’d taken McKenzie in a few weeks after the young woman had moved to town to attend U of M when McKenzie had refused to live on campus. Horror stories about rapes on university grounds had scared the hell out of the poor kid when she’d arrived and she’d spent her first month at a hotel while looking for an affordable apartment. Karen had already been considering placing an ad for a housemate, mostly for the company since she didn’t need the money, and had offered the two downstairs bedrooms to the young freshman on the spot.

Ten months later, she’d met Ryan working at one of the little bookstore/cafés that lined the college town’s main street and overheard a conversation about the woman needing a new place to live. The house next door had just put up a ‘for rent’ sign on their lawn, so she’d mentioned it and given her personal endorsement a few days later to get the young woman the room. They’d been fast friends ever since.

Karen wasn’t quite sure how she’d ended up with two adoptees in her life so quickly, but she was enjoying the companionship.

“You about to head off to work?” Ryan asked.

“Yeah. You going to stay and keep McKenzie company?”

“Yeah.”

“Good. You know, I think she may be a little homesick. She hasn’t been out on a date in several months. I thought that last woman she went out with before helping you move in was nice, but then they never went out again. You’re closer to her age. Maybe you can talk to her?”

Ryan took a few seconds to figure out how to phrase her thoughts. She hated lies, too many secrets in her childhood coming back to haunt her, so she maintained a code of honesty that sometimes went above and beyond the call of duty. She did, however, know when to keep some things quiet, though she still refused to lie outright.

“Actually, we’re sort of seeing each other,” Ryan said.

“Really? When did this happen?”

“Um, day before yesterday. We’ve been talking.”

Well, it wasn’t a lie.

“That’s great. I think you two would be good for each other. So do I get to take credit for this match?” Karen grinned as she wrapped up her sandwich and added it to her tote bag.

“Well, we wouldn’t have met if it weren’t for you, so yeah,” Ryan smiled back.

“Good. I’m really happy for you two.”

“Geez, Karen, you make it sound like we’re getting married or something.”

“Well, that’s allowed now.”

Ryan shook her head and Karen laughed. Karen loaded her dirty dishes into the dishwasher and then slung her bag over her shoulder.

“Well, I’m off. Tell McKenzie I’ll probably see her in the morning before she leaves for class.”

“Okay, see ya later.”

“Have fun,” Karen called over her shoulder as she disappeared through the door leading to the garage at the far end of the kitchen.

Oh, I intend to, Ryan thought with a smirk as she turned to head back the way she’d come.

Karen had effectively split the main floor of the house in two. The dining room and kitchen on the left side, the den at the front of the house, and the great room in the center acted as common areas along with the back deck off McKenzie’s bedroom and the great room. The right side of the house was McKenzie’s domain and consisted of the first floor master and a second smaller bedroom that McKenzie had turned into an art studio. That left all of the second floor for Karen, which was where her own bedroom, office, and meditation/exercise rooms were located, and McKenzie almost never had reason to venture upstairs.

Ryan walked past the stairs, which were just off-center opposite the front door. She passed by the den first and then continued down the side hallway to McKenzie’s bedroom when she found the den empty. She knocked on the closed door.

“Come in,” came the muffled response.

Ryan opened the door and found the space within bathed in candlelight. She stepped further inside to look around the closet built out into the room. The massive four-column king-sized bed dominated the huge master suite, but that wasn’t what drew her eyes there.

McKenzie lay naked in the middle of the bed, the flames from over two-dozen candles sparkling in her eyes. The warm glow burnished her skin, making it appear almost gauzy in its softness. A small diamond glinted at the hollow of her throat suspended on a thin golden chain, and a coordinating gold bracelet and diamond stud earrings added glittering highlights.

Ryan forgot to breathe as her mind took what she was seeing one step further. She could easily imagine the girl wearing another bracelet and corresponding anklets, as well as nipple clamps connected by a matching chain to complete the look of a decadent slave.

“Breathtaking,” Ryan murmured mostly to herself, but she saw McKenzie blush and knew the girl had heard the compliment.

Ryan’s heart felt like it was trying to beat right out of her chest and she had to work to keep her breathing slow and even. She finally got herself under control again, taking a moment to step back and close the door as she depressed the little button next to the doorknob to lock it. She slipped her leather jacket off, hanging it on the back of McKenzie’s computer chair, and then turned to face the girl.

“So, I take it you wish to please me tonight,” Ryan began.

“Yes. Please? I... You seemed to enjoy watching me yesterday and I-I haven’t touched myself since last night, just like you told me to. Please? Can I now?”

Ryan smiled. McKenzie’s body was flushed and her face was a beautiful mix of hope, fear, and anticipation. She’d obviously been thinking about this moment for a while now.

“You didn’t bring yourself to orgasm last night?” Ryan asked for confirmation.

“No. I just touched my breasts the way you said to and then stopped. I-I didn’t really sleep very well after that. I couldn’t stop thinking about you. I almost went over to see you. But I...” McKenzie stopped and looked unsure.

“Go ahead. Finish what you were about to say.”

McKenzie swallowed and nodded, and then continued.

“I didn’t want to disappoint you. I want you to be proud of me.”

Ryan smiled. That request alone made Ryan swell with pride in the girl.

“I am. You’re learning very well. And you haven’t disobeyed me yet.”

Ryan walked further into the room and leaned against one of the thick bedposts at the foot of the bed, absently noting how it didn’t shift even a little with the pressure of her weight. Her pose was casual and her voice, when she spoke, was slow and deep.

“We’re going to continue to work on your obedience and trust now. There is only one rule tonight, in addition to the one that you will not touch me until your twentieth birthday. The rule is that you may not even ask to touch me, though I expect to make you beg for me to touch you.”

Ryan knew she was making a difficult request, but it was intentional. With all the desire McKenzie had shown for kissing and touching Ryan, she wanted to begin teaching McKenzie that everything they did was under Ryan’s control, not hers. Unless McKenzie wanted to stop completely, and then McKenzie had full autonomy to bring the whole thing to an end.

Ryan got an accepting nod from McKenzie and then continued.

“Now place the pillows behind your back and lay back against them.”

McKenzie reached behind herself and rearranged the pillows so that she could sit propped up against them. She waited for Ryan’s next command.

“Bring your legs up and grasp your knees. Spread your legs apart and hold them there. This is Third Position. Remember it.”

“So, um, how many positions are there?” McKenzie asked hesitantly as she was reminded of her question from the day before.

Ryan smiled.

“I only use four. You’ll learn the last one in due time.”

McKenzie nodded as she pulled her legs up and opened them wide the way Ryan had instructed. She felt the lips of her vagina slowly part and had a sudden vision of Ryan’s mouth covering her opening. Her pelvis lifted slightly and she gasped.

“What were you thinking just now?” Ryan asked with a curious expression.

“You. You kissing me there,” McKenzie said as she tilted her chin to indicate her pubic area.

“Have you ever thought of me doing that before?”

“No. Just now.”

“What do you imagine that would feel like? Feeling my lips on your pussy. My tongue licking at you. Can you feel my tongue pressing against your sex?”

McKenzie closed her eyes and nodded.

“Open your eyes. Look at me. Can you feel my mouth sucking on your clit?”

“Yes.”

Ryan watched the muscles in McKenzie’s genital area flex. Her clit lifted and slick fluid oozed slowly out of her exposed vaginal canal.

“Did you know your ass is as sensitive as the rest of your sex?”

McKenzie’s eyes widened as she shook her head. Her pelvis couldn’t really move much in the position she was in, but it didn’t stop her muscles from flexing and clenching as if it could. At the mention of her anus, the puckered sphincter tightened and released unconsciously.

“Actually, your entire body can be used as an erogenous zone, if it’s touched properly.”

McKenzie nodded her head. It wasn’t agreement or understanding, just acceptance. She had a feeling Ryan could make her feel anything she wanted to. And there were still six months left to explore before Ryan would permit them to touch. The fact that Ryan had already brought her to climax and was well on her way to doing so again was somehow both comforting and terrifying at the same time. What would her body do when she was finally granted physical contact with Ryan?

“McKenzie, I want you to touch your anus for me. Spread your wetness over the opening and massage it. Do not enter it. That is for me and me alone, just as your vagina is never to be entered by your own fingers, unless I tell you it’s okay. Use two fingers to graze your ass’s entrance.”

McKenzie let her hand trail down from her knee and felt for the moisture she knew was at her vaginal opening. She dipped her fingers into the pool of slickness and glided them further down to trace around her anus. Her index and middle fingers worked together and she swirled the tips around the tight little sphincter. Her hips bucked slightly in response and she pressed a little harder, refraining from pushing inside, but only just barely.

This was something she’d never even considered. It was supposed to be a dirty and disgusting part of her body, wasn’t it? But instead, it was bringing her some rather intense pleasure.

“You want to go inside, don’t you? I can see you opening for yourself. If those were my fingers, would you let me in?”

“Yes... Please,” McKenzie moaned as another wave of pleasure swept through her, making her clit ache.

“Keep rubbing yourself. But don’t go any faster than you are right now. I want you to begin learning control.”

McKenzie whimpered softly, followed by another throaty moan as her fingers continued to circle her asshole, her thumb moving every now and then to bring more lubrication down.

Ryan pushed off from the bedpost and reached for the hem of her intentionally too-small black T-shirt. She peeled it off over her head and tossed it to the floor. A quick glance told her McKenzie’s eyes were glued to her body. She bent over to unzip her boots and slid them off, along with her socks. She stood back up and unbuttoned the fly of her tight black jeans. She rolled them down her legs and kicked them away, then stood back up in just her black demi-cup bra and black bikini underwear.

McKenzie’s mouth hung open in awe and she would’ve been drooling if not for the unconscious licking of her lips. Ever since the weather had turned colder, she’d been denied the sight of Ryan’s muscular form as the woman switched from shorts and sports bras to jeans and tanks or T-shirts.

Now, in the flickering light of the candles, Ryan’s sculpted abs stood out in high relief, along with her well-defined quads and powerful biceps. Ryan’s toned muscles flexed minutely beneath her skin and McKenzie felt her lower belly flutter in response as her breathing picked up its pace.

“Would you like to watch me touch myself?” Ryan asked seriously.

McKenzie’s eyes widened and then she nodded dazedly. What she really wanted to do was touch Ryan herself, but that wasn’t allowed. And she suspected she wouldn’t be able to handle touching the woman at the moment anyway. It would just be too much. This unexpected gift from Ryan would be the next best thing.

“Tell me, McKenzie. What do you want to see me do to myself? What would you like to do to me?”

McKenzie swallowed convulsively several times as she stared at Ryan’s body and got lost in the play of soft skin over hard muscle. Her fingers stopped momentarily and then started moving faster than before.

“Ah ah. Slow down. Control, remember?” Ryan reminded the girl.

McKenzie willed her fingers to slow their circling movements and then concentrated on Ryan’s earlier questions. What did she want to see? What did she want to do? Oh boy.

“I want to see the rest of your body.”

Ryan nodded and unhooked the catch at the front of her bra and slid the straps down her arms until the scrap of clothing fell away behind her to the floor.

McKenzie licked her lips again, imagining wrapping them around the woman’s dark erect nipples.

Ryan suppressed a grin at McKenzie’s unconscious gesture and bent over to slip her panties off. She kicked them away and stood before McKenzie with nothing but her tan on.

“You’re so beautiful,” McKenzie breathed.

Ryan smiled, taking the compliment in stride.

“What else would you like to see?”

McKenzie thought for only a moment before answering.

“I-I want to see your clit. I’ve never seen... I mean I want to...”

“Take it slow, McKenzie. I’m not going anywhere,” Ryan gentled.

McKenzie inhaled deeply several times to get her stammering awe under control. When she felt able to speak coherently, she started again.

“I want you to sit on the bed and spread yourself for me the way I am for you. I want to see you, even if I can’t touch you.”

Ryan sat on the bed and leaned back against the bedpost she’d been up against before. She spread her thighs and hooked her fingers over her labia and parted her lips.

“Tell me how you’d touch me, if you could.”

“I’d rub my fingers around your clit. I’d keep circling until you moaned.”

Ryan moved her hands so that the fingers of one hand kept her lips spread, while the fingers of her other hand went round and round her engorged nub. The hood slid back and her fingers slipped in her wetness, grazing her clit directly. She jerked and a sharp gasp came from her throat. She did it again and moaned.

“These are your fingers touching me, McKenzie. Command them.”

McKenzie’s own fingers had sped up again and her breathing was starting to get ragged. She’d increased the pressure again without realizing it and her middle finger was trying to inconspicuously slip past the tight ring of muscles that guarded her anal opening.

“Ease off, McKenzie,” Ryan warned.

McKenzie tried to obey, but she was having problems getting the order from her ears to her brain and then on to her fingers. After a few deep breaths, she managed to relax her forearm muscles a bit and decreased the pressure against herself. Then she was able to slow her circular movements down to a more leisurely pace, though she felt like doing anything but slowing down.

“Very good. Now tell me what you want me to do.”

Ryan was still circling her clit and grazing it with every other revolution as she waited to hear McKenzie’s wishes. She hoped McKenzie thought about entering her, but she didn’t want to prompt her just yet. She was giving McKenzie a chance to be in control and that meant letting the girl’s limited experience and innocent imagination have free rein for the time being. Plus, she was interested in what McKenzie would come up with based on what she’d shown the girl so far.

“Flick your clit like it was my tongue licking you.”

Ryan grinned. She could very well imagine having McKenzie’s mouth on her, feeling her tongue lash out at her sensitive bud. She lifted her hand and used her index finger to flick across her clit as she pushed her pelvis out to meet the harsh little caresses. She groaned low in her throat.

“Ohh, McKenzie, that feels good.”

McKenzie couldn’t take it anymore. She was finally getting to see Ryan react to her and all she could think was how much she wanted to cause more of those erotic sounds. She couldn’t take her eyes off Ryan’s exposed pussy. It looked delicious and the scent was making her mouth water so much she had to swallow more than once to clear it of all the saliva.

“I want to lick you, Ryan. Please. I won’t ask to touch you again. Please, just let me taste. Please?”

Well, so much for control. Ryan frowned slightly. She liked the begging tone McKenzie had found, but they’d already established that even asking to touch her was against the rules tonight.

Ryan hated having to do what she was about to do. It was a punishment for them both. But maybe once McKenzie realized the consequences of her actions, she’d be able to keep a tighter rein on herself, fear of future reprisals helping to keep her in check.

Ryan removed her hands from her body. She licked her fingers clean of her own juices and then stood up from the bed.

“Stop touching yourself, McKenzie.” McKenzie lowered her eyes from Ryan’s and pulled her hand away from her body. “You will not touch yourself again until I give you permission. Tonight, I want you to think about learning to control your desires. You will not find release tonight or tomorrow. If you disobey me again, the amount of time will be increased.”

Ryan slowly got dressed and then shrugged on her jacket. When she turned around again, she could see tears running down McKenzie’s cheeks. She knew the tears were at least partly from frustration, though they probably had more to do with the obvious disappointment Ryan had shown in her than anything else. But that wasn’t what Ryan wanted the girl to focus on.

Discipline was necessary in order for them to safely continue in their explorations together. Ryan had seen the submissive in McKenzie from the first time they’d met and the Dominant in her knew there was a lot of pleasure waiting for them both when she was ready to take it.

Had McKenzie been a little older and a little more experienced, the lessons would have been a lot more hands-on, but Ryan was beginning to see that taking things slowly was probably better for both of them. Now, if McKenzie could just learn to control herself, everything would work out fine. Ryan decided a little pep talk was in order.

“Prove you’ve learned your lesson, McKenzie. Show control and deny your body release until I give you permission. You can last for two days. I know you can.” Ryan paused, then continued. “Do you understand why I’m teaching you these things yet?”

McKenzie looked up. She didn’t bother to wipe the tears away, but Ryan’s words had helped her to stop the flow. She gazed into Ryan’s eyes and saw only patience. She shook her head in response to Ryan’s question, not trusting her voice at the moment, so Ryan explained.

“I’m teaching you how to please me. And yourself. You’ll be my body slave, if you can learn your lessons properly. Do you know what that means?” Another shake of the blonde head. “It means you’ll be mine in everything that’s sexual. I’ll own your body, to do with as I please. In every other part of your life, you’ll own yourself. But in the bedroom, you’ll exist for me and me alone.”

McKenzie nodded. She wanted that more than anything. Ryan had shown her things in just a few days that had changed her entire life. She’d never be the same again.

“McKenzie, if you want to stop, just say so. What I’m asking of you is more than most people can handle. Just say the word and this part of our relationship disappears.”

McKenzie looked up in alarm. That was the last thing she wanted to have happen.

“No! Please. I’m sorry. I know we can’t touch. I just... I won’t disobey you again. I don’t want to stop... ever.”

The last word was a whisper, but Ryan heard it and smiled. She’d been thinking along the same lines, but there was a lot more to explore before they started thinking that long-term. The emotional and psychological bonds she was weaving between them would be the deciding factor in any future commitments they made to one another.

However, Ryan couldn’t help thinking if things went the way she wanted them to, they’d be bonded for life. There was something about McKenzie’s immediate and willing submission to her. It pulled her in and she knew she could get lost in it, but she also knew she had to be strong for McKenzie’s sake. If she gave in to her own desires, McKenzie would never learn discipline, would never be able to completely submit to Ryan or her own hidden needs, and that wasn’t fair to the girl. Or to Ryan.

There was also everything outside of this new dimension to their relationship. McKenzie was intelligent, funny, fun-loving, enthusiastic, compassionate, dedicated... Ryan had yet to find one thing about McKenzie she didn’t like. Even the girl’s persistence for wanting to touch her, when she knew she wasn’t allowed to, was endearing for the simple fact that McKenzie was acting completely on instinct. It was that innocent passion that had sparked Ryan to chart this course for them. She wouldn’t back down now unless McKenzie asked her to. And the look in those beautiful eyes told her that wouldn’t be happening anytime soon.

“I’ll see you Saturday night, after your study group. Goodnight, McKenzie.”

“Goodnight, Ryan. I’ll be patient. I’ll learn control... I promise.”

Ryan stared into McKenzie’s eyes for a long moment, then nodded once in acknowledgment before turning and leaving, closing the door behind her.

McKenzie knew she was taking a rather large risk using that word, but she couldn’t help it, and it spoke volumes for the determination she had to live up to Ryan’s expectations.

She would be patient. She would learn control.

If only the ache in her groin let her. She squeezed her thighs tight together to try to ease her pain and then gave up. She’d just have to suffer the consequences of her infraction. It was only forty-eight hours. She’d just take it one hour at a time.

Or maybe a few minutes.













Day 4

Friday, October 17





McKenzie reached out with a groan as her alarm clock went off. She fumbled for the button, finally finding it, and then rolled onto her back and stared up at the ceiling.

All night, her dreams had been nothing but a stream of erotic encounters, and without release, she was still just as aroused as she’d been with Ryan the night before.

McKenzie grimaced as she remembered her loss of restraint. Ryan had been completely right in punishing her, but it didn’t take away the fact that she hated it. She wanted to please Ryan more than anything and disobeying her wasn’t the way to do it.

If only there wasn’t that stupid no touching rule. McKenzie was sure she’d be able to obey Ryan if she was just allowed to touch the woman. But she was pretty sure it didn’t work that way. Of course, she wasn’t quite sure how it did work, so she would just have to follow Ryan’s lead.

McKenzie got up and went to the en suite bathroom. She wasn’t surprised in the slightest at how slick she was. After several swipes with the toilet paper, she gave up, deciding she’d clean up during her shower.

She went back out to her bedroom and threw on a pair of shorts and a tank top. She headed across the hall to her art studio and jumped on her treadmill to begin her day. A little over an hour and five miles later, she returned to her room and tossed her sweat-soaked clothes into the hamper in her closet. She made a few mental notes about what she planned to wear for the day and then headed into her bathroom for a quick shower.

The soapy washcloth brushed over her clit and McKenzie clamped her mouth shut on a whimper as waves of pleasure made her knees go weak. She steadied herself with a hand against the tiled wall and gritted her teeth as she carefully wiped away the wetness that had nothing to do with the water from the shower.

McKenzie finished getting ready, deciding she’d grab breakfast on her way to class. She picked up her backpack, double-checking that she had everything she needed before leaving. She wasn’t sure how she was going to be able to concentrate, but she’d do her best. That was all anyone could ask of her.





* * *

 





Ryan woke up later that afternoon and immediately started one of her more demanding exercise routines. After an hour, sweat was pouring off her and she was breathing heavily, but the workout had done little to calm her raging libido. She rolled her eyes at herself as she headed to the bathroom to take a shower.

When she was done, she dressed in shorts and a T-shirt, and prepared her usual after-workout protein shake. She sipped on the thick chocolate treat and looked around her apartment. She didn’t have any work to do, so she decided to lounge in bed and stream her favorite TV shows. It helped take her mind off McKenzie and how much Ryan wanted her.

The most annoying part of McKenzie’s punishment was that she didn’t feel right taking satisfaction in herself. Though there were definitely times when demonstrations of that kind were necessary to drive home the point of what the sub was missing, this time she knew it was more about a battle of wills.

Ryan needed to prove to both of them that she could take whatever she dished out to McKenzie. They were in this together, which meant that at least this time around, she couldn’t indulge herself since she’d forbidden McKenzie that privilege. McKenzie needed to know that Ryan wasn’t asking her to do anything she herself couldn’t do. In fact, she needed to be able to take it better than McKenzie in order to show she was completely in control.

Which, of course, gave Ryan all the incentive she needed to hold out against her ever-present libido. There was no way she was going to let a sub get the better of her.

No way.













Day 5

Saturday, October 18





Ryan sat on McKenzie’s bed.

The girl had called earlier to let Ryan know she was running late due to her usual study session being delayed a couple hours, but Ryan hadn’t minded. She’d worked on a client’s website until it was almost time. Then she’d let herself into the house and gone directly to McKenzie’s room to wait for her.

Over the past two days, Ryan had managed to curb her normally intense libido and hoped McKenzie had done the same. She really didn’t want to have to postpone her pleasure any longer than necessary. But if she had to, she’d do it. If she couldn’t hold out for the amount of time she expected of McKenzie, then she had no business being the Dom in this relationship. It did put extra strain on her. McKenzie was allowed to beg, but she wasn’t. And she had to be able to hold out against McKenzie’s entreaties, even though she wanted nothing more than to give in.

Of course, that really was what made it all worth it. The constant testing of wills. Dominance and submission. She might have learned her skills in a less than wonderful environment, but she’d always tried to look at the bright side of things, putting bad experiences to good use.

Ryan appreciated the psychology behind Dom/sub relationships and enjoyed the dynamics involved. Her only worry concerning McKenzie was that it would be too much for the girl. What if McKenzie couldn’t take what Ryan had to give?

Ryan shook her head. If that happened, then it happened. There wouldn’t be anything she could really do about it. Dom/sub relationships only worked when they were based on mutual need and trust. She wouldn’t force McKenzie to remain with her. Psychological blackmail was not a part of the program. But hadn’t she told herself only two days ago that it was too soon to start worrying about the future? That had been in response to McKenzie’s remark about not wanting to stop. Ever. So what was she worrying about?

Ryan stood up from the bed to distract herself and walked around the four-poster monstrosity. The thing was huge. King-sized, there was more than enough room to play on its surface without fear of falling off an edge. The dark brown leather headboard accented the rich cherry wood perfectly and was crowned with a decoratively carved focal point. She grasped each thick Grecian-style column and shook it, or tried to anyway. Between the black wrought iron canopy and the solid joins at the base of each column, they were all quite sturdy, refusing to move under her influence. She filed that information away for future reference.

Ryan looked around the rest of the room. It was almost as large as her entire apartment and came with two huge walk-in closets. Ryan knew the one built out into the room near the entrance was used to store excess art supplies that didn’t fit in the smaller closet of the art studio across the hall. The other closet was twice as large and could’ve been a bedroom in its own right. Its door was located at the far end of the wall across from the bed.

Before that though, was the door to the massive en suite bathroom, and between the doors to the larger closet and the bathroom sat a dresser in the same style as the bed along with a small desk and a tall bookshelf stuffed to capacity. On the opposite side of the room in the corner to the left of the bed and its matching nightstands was a padded armchair. Along the far wall from the entrance, a set of French doors led out onto a huge deck. To the left of the doors sat a wooden blanket chest and to the right stood an antique white vanity. Ryan had carried in the vanity only last month when one of McKenzie’s grandmothers had sent it to her as a ‘starting your second year of college’ gift.

Ryan smiled as she remembered how excited McKenzie had been to receive the family heirloom, the girl going on and on about the hours she’d spent playing dress up and make believe with her Nana when she was little. Then McKenzie had wound down, unable to keep the sadness out of her eyes at how long it had been since she’d seen any of her grandparents. They were apparently all quite active and traveled a lot, and McKenzie moving away for college hadn’t made visits any easier.

Ryan heard footsteps coming down the hallway and turned to face the doorway just as McKenzie pushed the door open to enter her room.

“Hi,” McKenzie said as soon as she saw the tall woman standing by her bed. Her smile lit up her face and she completely forgot about the names and dates running through her brain from the study group she’d just left.

“Hey.” Ryan sat down on the bed and wrapped an arm around the thick bedpost, resting her head against its cool wooden surface. “How did your studying go?”

“Ugh. I hate art history. We got a little work done, but I think everyone just likes to get together to bitch about how much they hate the subject,” she grinned.

“Well, I guess as long as you pass, it doesn’t really matter.”

“Oh, I better pass. I’m not doing all this again. That’s why I subject myself to two of these stupid study groups every weekend.”

Ryan watched as McKenzie set her backpack on her desk and hung her jacket on the back of the chair. McKenzie kicked off her shoes and then climbed onto the bed. She scooted to the head of the bed and then sat back and relaxed against the headboard.

“So... How have you been?” McKenzie asked, trying not to cringe at her lame attempt to keep the conversation going.

Ryan smiled, recognizing the question for what it was as the girl fiddled with her hands in her lap.

“Well, I got a new client this afternoon. It looks like she’s got everything she needs to build her site. She just needs someone to design it and convert everything into HTML. Should be a pretty straightforward job.”

“Cool. You know, once you get your name out there, you’re going to have a waiting list of people wanting you to design their homepages.”

“Nah. I’m still just a beginner.”

“But you said yourself that you learn new stuff all the time. While all those other hotshots become obsolete, you’re going to keep updating your skills. That’s really going to count with your clients.”

“Hopefully.”

They lapsed into silence. They had always talked about these kinds of things and it was nice to know this part of their friendship still existed, that it hadn’t been pushed aside as they added this new facet to their relationship. But they both had other things on their minds. Their eyes met after a couple of minutes and they each held the other’s gaze for several long moments. Then Ryan spoke.

“Unzip your jeans, McKenzie.”

McKenzie felt her breath catch at the softly spoken command. She continued to stare into Ryan’s eyes as her hands obeyed without her conscious effort. She unbuttoned the top button of her jeans and then pulled down the zipper. She folded back the edges and waited for Ryan’s next demand.

Ryan was pleased with McKenzie’s obedience, doing only as she was told.

“Have you touched yourself since I told you not to?”

“No.”

McKenzie’s voice was hoarse and she cleared her throat.

“Did you attempt to get around my order by squeezing your legs together?” Ryan asked knowingly.

McKenzie looked down. She had tried that, but then realized what she was doing and stopped.

“Answer me,” Ryan said a little more forcefully.

“Yes. I started to, but then I stopped.”

“Why?”

McKenzie looked back up and met Ryan’s eyes.

“Because you told me I couldn’t have release until you said so.”

“Good. Do you still want release?”

“Yes. Please, Ryan.”

McKenzie’s hands were laid flat on either side of her opened jeans and Ryan watched as the tendons twitched minutely. McKenzie was just waiting for Ryan’s command to touch herself.

“Have you truly earned it?” Ryan baited her.

McKenzie opened her mouth to respond, and then shut it again as she thought about it. Her evaluation done, she spoke.

“Yes. I didn’t touch myself and I didn’t come. Please, Ryan?”

McKenzie’s hips bucked slightly against her jeans, her body remembering the pleasure she’d gained several days ago from such movements. She grimaced at the momentary loss of control. She spread her thighs slightly to keep from rubbing against her jeans again. She wasn’t sure she would be able to obey if Ryan decided she needed a lengthier lesson in control.

“Undress yourself, McKenzie.”

McKenzie released the breath she’d been holding and clambered off the bed. She shed her T-shirt, jeans, socks, underwear, and bra in only a few moments and waited to be allowed back on the bed. Ryan nodded and McKenzie resumed her previous position.

“How do you usually touch yourself, McKenzie?”

McKenzie thought for a moment.

“Do you want me to tell you or show you?”

Ryan smiled. Oh, she was a fast learner.

“A little of both. Touch yourself and tell me what you’re thinking about. I want to know what makes you feel good. And then I’m going to help you make it feel even better.”

McKenzie slid her hand down to her labia and slipped her fingers into a very familiar position around her clit. She began rubbing and then looked over to see Ryan rising off the bed to remove her own clothing. When Ryan was done, she lay stretched out across the foot of the bed, her head only a short distance away from McKenzie’s feet so that she could see exactly what the girl was doing. Ryan started pinching her nipples while she watched McKenzie’s hand stroke herself.

“Do you always start touching your clit immediately?” Ryan asked.

“Yes.”

McKenzie’s breathing was a little fast.

“So you’ve only experienced foreplay with others?”

“You mean kissing?” McKenzie clarified.

“That’s part of it, especially when you’re with someone else. But there are many things you can do with yourself. What I’m doing right now is a good beginning.”

Ryan stopped pinching and rolling her nipples and palmed her breasts, squeezing a few times, then ran her hands up her neck and into her hair. She clawed her fingers through her hair, fanning it out across the bed, and her eyes closed at the sensations. She opened them again and turned her head to focus on McKenzie’s face. Her hands ran back down her body and she stroked her stomach and then the outsides of her thighs.

“Do you remember what I said? About your body? Every square inch of your skin can be stimulated to bring pleasure if you know how. I want you to learn how to experiment.”

“Learn how?”

“Yes. I want you to learn how to let yourself go. You were surprised by what I had you do the other day, weren’t you?”

McKenzie was still rubbing herself, watching Ryan caress her own body adding to her pleasure. She wasn’t sure how she was carrying on a conversation at the moment, but she did her best to follow along. She thought back to when Ryan had told her to touch her own anus.

“Yes.”

“Because you were taught that it served only one purpose.”

“Yes.”

“Just as you seem to be under the impression that the only place to gain sexual pleasure is from your clit. I want you to drop those misconceptions. I want you to be completely open to me and to yourself.”

Ryan used one hand to stroke her inner thigh and brought her other hand up to her mouth. She let her index and middle fingers slip inside her mouth and sucked on them, her eyes closing as she thought about sucking on McKenzie’s tongue, her essence, her fingers... The images blended together.

Ryan removed her fingers and trailed them down her body, pinching one of her nipples on the way, and then grazed over her hidden nub. She tangled her fingers in the curly dark hair of her sex and opened her eyes to see how McKenzie was doing.

McKenzie’s eyelids were halfway closed and she didn’t blink as she watched Ryan, her view bracketed by her own raised knees. Ryan used one hand to push her thighs wider apart and then dipped the index finger of her other hand deeply inside herself. McKenzie whimpered and rubbed herself harder. Ryan’s groan was so low, it almost didn’t register as sound.

“McKenzie.”

Ryan slid her finger back out of herself and brought it up to her lips. She snaked her tongue out and touched the base of her finger with the tip. She dragged her tongue all the way up and then groaned as she tasted what had been gathered. McKenzie whimpered even more loudly and Ryan opened her eyes to look at McKenzie again.

“You’re close, aren’t you?” Ryan stated the obvious.

McKenzie bit her bottom lip and nodded several times with quick jerks of her head.

“Please,” McKenzie managed to get out and then her voice turned into a whimper again.

“If I told you to stop, would you?”

McKenzie looked like she was about to cry, but she bit her lip a little harder and nodded again, even going so far as to slow her hand’s movements down a little.

“Come for me, McKenzie.”

The command went straight to McKenzie’s groin and she threw her head back as her hips jerked up and her body finally found release after having been denied for so long. She cried out for Ryan, saying things she knew she would probably regret later, but unable to stop herself in the moment.

Ryan watched the girl’s body convulse as it was racked with spasms and smiled. When McKenzie finally learned a little stamina, she’d be incredible. Hell, she was incredible now, but with a little more training, McKenzie would be able to sustain prolonged arousal, which would eventually lead to prolonged orgasms.

McKenzie had already demonstrated her responsiveness to vocal stimulation and internal visualization. Ryan was positive that with enough reinforcement, McKenzie would be capable of not only holding herself back, but also letting go completely when Ryan issued a simple verbal command. Pavlov had nothing on Ryan.

Ryan was suddenly pulled from her thoughts as several of McKenzie’s exclamations caught her by surprise. It had been a little garbled, but she’d definitely heard a declaration of love in there between McKenzie praising several deities and Ryan herself. A lot of people did that during the throes of passion, but she hadn’t expected it from McKenzie. Judging by her own reaction, Ryan was sure she’d been subconsciously hoping McKenzie felt that deeply for her, but having it come out in such a way invalidated it, at least in Ryan’s mind.

McKenzie came back to herself and looked at Ryan a little shyly. Maybe she hadn’t heard her, but one look at Ryan’s face told her Ryan had definitely heard her accidental disclosure of her real feelings. Was it too much too soon?

Ryan decided to let it go. Her body was telling her it was way overdue for its own release. She slid her still wet finger down her body, until it was poised just outside her vagina. She looked at McKenzie and slowly entered herself. Her legs moved farther apart in reflex and with the second thrust, she added her middle finger. Ryan pumped in and out of herself in a steady rhythm, using the base of her thumb to rub her clit.

McKenzie watched in complete fascination as Ryan pushed her fingers inside herself over and over, her breathy grunts and moans punctuating each thrust of her hand. McKenzie’s own arousal was returning, but she wasn’t sure she was allowed to touch herself again.

Ryan continued to watch McKenzie’s reactions, while she worked her own body to a much needed release. It was obvious McKenzie was excited again. But that was good. Ryan wanted McKenzie to get used to being in a constant state of arousal. There were many different ways she intended to reach that goal, but for right now, unfulfilled desire would do just fine.

McKenzie watched as Ryan’s free hand caressed her breast. Ryan massaged the fleshy mound, pinched the tip, and then pushed the underside up slightly with the palm of her hand before starting the routine all over again.

As a particularly intense wave of pleasure passed through her, Ryan’s head pushed back into the bed and her back arched, pushing her breast up into her own hand. She kneaded the area harder and her pelvis began jerking up with more forceful movements against her fingers.

Ryan turned her head to look at McKenzie again. McKenzie’s eyes were glassy and her skin was flushed. Her mouth was hanging open slightly. When their eyes met, McKenzie unconsciously licked her lips and Ryan felt her first orgasm slide through her body, making way for the next. She gasped out a low yell and saw McKenzie’s fists clench in the sheets on either side of her small body.

It was taking all the willpower McKenzie had not to reach out and touch Ryan. She wanted to suck at Ryan’s unattended breast and an image of straddling Ryan’s thigh as Ryan thrust her hips into the air came unbidden into McKenzie’s mind.

“McKenzie... Spread your legs for me,” Ryan grunted out.

McKenzie’s thighs were moving farther apart before she was even consciously aware of the order. Her position gave Ryan a direct view of her pussy and Ryan was staring right at it. Her muscles tightened and released in time with Ryan’s movements. Oh how McKenzie wanted to touch herself. Or better yet, have Ryan touch her.

Ryan couldn’t take her eyes off McKenzie’s pulsating labia. The entrance to the blonde’s vagina was soaked and glistened in the light of the room. Ryan closed her eyes when her second orgasm took her, but she refused to stop and it was closely followed by a third that caused her to cry out McKenzie’s name.

As the waves of pleasure eased off in intensity, Ryan slowed her thrusting and lowered her body back down to the bed. After a minute, she stopped massaging the entrance to her vagina and pulled her fingers away. She sucked on her fingers and allowed herself to bask in the afterglow. Finally, she pushed herself up to a sitting position and faced McKenzie, who didn’t appear to have blinked since the last time Ryan had looked at her.

Ryan spoke softly.

“The key is to love yourself, McKenzie. Do to yourself what you would like to do to me or would like me to do to you. There’s only one rule. You will not enter yourself during your explorations.”

McKenzie nodded.

Ryan got up from the bed. She put her clothes back on and then stared down at McKenzie for a long moment. McKenzie didn’t look away.

“You’re so beautiful, McKenzie. Do you know how much you tempt me?”

McKenzie shook her head, her eyes still locked with Ryan’s.

“There is so much more I want to show you. And I will.”

McKenzie nodded.

“Goodnight, McKenzie.”

McKenzie nodded again. She couldn’t make her mouth work. Ryan smiled in understanding and then left.

As soon as Ryan closed the door behind her, McKenzie fell back against her pillows. She blew out a breath, trying to calm her pounding heart.

She thought over what Ryan had said. Only one rule. So if she wanted to, she could satisfy herself again.

McKenzie placed her fingers over her clit and immediately began to rub. Her hips rolled slightly with her movements and she was quickly panting from the pleasure she was giving herself. Then she heard Ryan’s voice in her mind again.

“Do to yourself what you would like to do to me or would like me to do to you.”

Ryan wanted her to explore herself, explore her options, use her imagination, and here she was falling back into the habit of just rubbing her clit. McKenzie slowed her movements and then removed her fingers. What did she want to do to Ryan? What did she want Ryan to do to her?

McKenzie scooted down a little and lowered her legs to rest against the bed and spread them slightly apart. She closed her eyes and tried to picture Ryan with her. This Ryan was under her complete control. She could make her fantasy do whatever she wanted. And she could do anything to her fantasy in return.

McKenzie saw Ryan sit on the edge of the bed and reach out a hand to rest on McKenzie’s stomach. McKenzie let her own hand rest where the fantasy Ryan had placed her hand. She rubbed over the exposed flesh, just barely letting her palm graze her skin, and felt the invisible downy hairs on her lower abdomen brush lightly against her fingertips. McKenzie felt tingles spread across her skin wherever her hand touched and she smiled.

McKenzie caressed her skin and imagined Ryan’s hand moving to trace a line over her torso, around her breasts, and up to her neck. McKenzie clawed her fingers through her hair the way she’d seen Ryan do, and then stopped as the next images came unbidden into her mind.

Ryan gently brought McKenzie’s arms up above her head and then held them down together at the wrists with one of her own strong hands. That left her other hand free to roam McKenzie’s body and McKenzie could do nothing to stop her.

McKenzie was amazed at the intense pleasure she felt curling in her lower belly just from the idea of being at Ryan’s mercy. There was no doubt in her mind that she wanted to be owned by Ryan. She knew she’d fallen for the woman the first second she’d laid eyes on her and getting to know Ryan over the past few months had only made the feelings grow stronger. Now that she had Ryan’s attention, she made a promise to herself right then and there that she would do anything to gain Ryan’s love.

McKenzie went along with the fantasy and imagined Ryan using her free hand to cup one of McKenzie’s breasts while she continued to hold McKenzie’s arms down. In reality though, McKenzie used her own unrestrained hand to squeeze the mound and felt her back arch slightly into the touch. Her breathing had picked up again and a part of McKenzie’s mind was surprised at the effect her hand and thoughts were having on her body. She’d never taken the time to really touch herself before, keeping it all in her mind while she rubbed her clit. It was a new experience.

The assignment Ryan had given her before was different because she’d had a task to perform and a goal to reach. Plus, she’d been trying not to fantasize because she’d known she wouldn’t be able to find satisfaction afterwards. But this was free form. She could touch herself however she wanted for as long as she wanted. She was in control of everything with no restrictions. Well, one restriction, but she’d never done that to herself anyway, so she didn’t really think too much about it.

In McKenzie’s mind, Ryan’s hand moved to McKenzie’s other breast and Ryan began to methodically squeeze the fleshy mounds in turn.

McKenzie brought up her other hand from where it had been resting at her side and squeezed her unattended breast to match her reality to the fantasy. Her nipples were hard and she felt them press into her palms. She imagined how that would feel to Ryan, what Ryan’s reaction would be, and thought it would probably please the woman. She rubbed her palms over her nipples, pressing them harder, then eased off until her palms just barely grazed the taut flesh. She found she liked that better, since it created more friction on the tips of her nipples.

McKenzie moved her hands so the undersides of her fingers could rub over the tight little buds and her hips arched. She kept her fingers stiff, creating hard ridges to chafe over her tits. It caused her nipples to become even more stimulated and McKenzie gasped slightly. She moved her fingers across her tits even faster to increase the sensations.

Her legs had risen automatically at some point and her hips were now circling without her conscious knowledge. McKenzie felt her vaginal muscles flexing and tensing in a natural rhythm that was in sync with her gyrations. Whatever her body was doing, it was adding to her pleasure and she didn’t try to stop it.

McKenzie ceased rubbing her nipples and began pinching them, lightly at first, then increasing the pressure. She moaned low under her breath and imagined Ryan sucking on her nipples. The low moan increased in volume and she felt an indescribable sensation run through her stomach and into her groin.

“Ryan... Yes,” McKenzie whispered under her breath.

She imagined Ryan sucking harder and pinched her nipples in conjunction with her fantasy’s erotic images.

“Oh God, Ryan,” McKenzie said a little louder.

Her hips were bucking up in a slightly faster rhythm than before and McKenzie decided her first night’s explorations were done. She needed release.

McKenzie allowed one of her hands to continue working her tit, picturing Ryan’s mouth wrapped around her nipple, while her other hand slid along her skin, imagining it was Ryan’s hand gliding down the center of her body towards her sex. McKenzie’s knees parted a little in reflex as her hand made its descent, but as soon as she imagined Ryan’s fingers stroking her clit while her own fingers did the same in reality, McKenzie’s thighs spread wide apart and her pelvis tilted up.

McKenzie let out a gasp and her fingers moved a little lower to gather her wetness and bring it up to lubricate her clit. There was no stopping after that. McKenzie’s fingers moved fast in tight little circles around her clit and she imagined Ryan’s tongue licking her, the image from several days ago still vivid in her mind. She pinched her nipple hard and bucked her pelvis up, seeing her hips thrust into Ryan’s face in her mind. She panted out several moans that turned into short sharp cries, and the sounds, thinking of Ryan listening to her cry out, brought her to climax.

“Ryan, God, Ryan...” came out in harsh breathy gasps as McKenzie felt her whole body become rigid.

McKenzie rode out her orgasm and slowly let her body come back down to the bed. She gave her clit a few more gentle rubs and then let out a long slow breath as her body calmed. She rubbed her nipple a few more times, too, before letting both of her hands fall away from her body.

McKenzie opened her eyes and looked around her room. She saw the open door to her bathroom and realized she should probably get up and clean herself before going to sleep. She’d have to get up anyway to turn off the overhead lights.

She sat up and moved to crawl off the bed and felt something distinctly wet on the backs of her thighs and butt. She stood up and turned around to look at her sheets. There was a small puddle in the middle of them and she grinned in embarrassment at herself.

“Shit, I thought that was only supposed to happen to guys?” she said under her breath and reached for the edge of the blanket and sheets. She would have to change the bedding.

McKenzie finished with the tedious chore and then washed up in her bathroom. She flicked off the lights and finally crawled between the new clean sheets, pulling the covers over herself. Even after finding release twice in the same hour, sleep still didn’t come to McKenzie until much later.





* * *

 





Ryan was still awake. She’d gone home and set to work updating one of her client’s websites. She’d converted the latest materials she’d received into internet compatible formats and then uploaded the new pages to the site.

Now, however, she was lying in bed and trying not to let her mind wander to a certain young blonde in the house next door. A way too easily accessible blonde when it came right down to it. Ryan knew if she went over there now and woke the girl up, she’d get no protests.

Ryan groaned. Those kinds of thoughts really weren’t helping. Then again...

Ryan let herself get comfortable. It was warm in her room, so she didn’t even have a sheet covering her naked body. She let her fingers absently trail over her skin, starting at the tops of her thighs and lazily dragging her fingertips over her flat stomach and up along her sides. She used her palms to almost cup her breasts as she continued her tactile trek over the soft globes.

As her palms moved past her nipples, she kept them from contacting her body again and just let the tips of her fingers graze the skin of her upper chest to her neck. Then she let her fingernails and the backs of her fingers trail over her cheeks to her temples and finally into her hair. She loved the feeling of her fingers running through her hair and scratched gently at the base of her neck. That always had a relaxing, yet arousing, effect on her.

Ryan thought about McKenzie as her hands continued to comb through her long hair, fanning it out behind her. She saw McKenzie standing in front of her. Ryan walked up to her and stared at her for a minute, studying her open face and naked body.

“McKenzie, do you understand submission and domination? Do you understand what it means? What it means to me and what it will mean to you?” Ryan asked the question in her mind.

She saw McKenzie shake her head. Ryan knew the girl was innocent and probably wouldn’t be able to put it into words for herself. McKenzie seemed to understand it at an instinctual level, but Ryan realized she needed to say the words for her own peace of mind. Sometimes her fantasies were a way for her to work things out and this was one of those times. But Ryan also knew hearing herself explain these things to McKenzie, and imagining McKenzie’s acceptance, would help draw her into her fantasy world and make the ultimate outcome that much more pleasurable.

“I want to own you. I want you to need me so much that even pain feels like pleasure because I’m the one giving it to you. I want to hear you beg for me. Your moans, the way you breathe, your need for me is the most beautiful thing in the world to me, and I will do everything I can to please you. As long as you give me control, sacrifice your will to me, submit to me, I will give you everything you need, everything you want. But the second you challenge me...”

Ryan shook her head in her mind. She didn’t want to think about a disobedient sub right now. She wanted to pleasure McKenzie.

“I want to make you come again and again, McKenzie. And I will.”

Ryan could see the submission in McKenzie’s eyes, the need and desire and acceptance, the same look she’d seen on McKenzie’s face just before Ryan had let her come a few hours earlier. Ryan felt her body’s arousal jump up several notches and moved her fantasy body to McKenzie’s. She brought her hand up to hold McKenzie’s face, then leaned down to kiss her.

Their lips touched and Ryan imagined how soft they would be, the feel of McKenzie’s hot breath coming from her nostrils as her breathing increased, the brushing of their lips together as Ryan moved over the girl’s mouth. But then it wasn’t enough and Ryan imagined her tongue pushing between McKenzie’s easily parted lips.

Ryan could almost feel her tongue inside McKenzie’s mouth and her jaw dropped open slightly in reality as she thought about accepting McKenzie’s tongue into her own mouth in return. In her mind, Ryan’s other hand went to McKenzie’s hip and then around to her butt to pull her in closer and McKenzie’s arms came up to rest on Ryan’s shoulders around her neck.

Ryan lowered her hand from the girl’s face, trailing it down her ribs and side to grab a hold of McKenzie’s other buttcheek. As she kissed the enthusiastic girl, Ryan parted McKenzie’s cheeks again and again, massaging the fleshy globes with her fingers. She ground McKenzie against her body and forced her thigh between the girl’s legs. She started moving McKenzie up and down on her thigh and felt McKenzie pick up the cadence as the girl rocked her hips.

She imagined McKenzie trying to give a little back to her benefactor, mirroring Ryan’s own movements, trying to press her own thigh between Ryan’s legs, but Ryan knew she didn’t want that. At least, not yet. She pulled her lips away from McKenzie’s and looked into her eyes.

“No, baby, I don’t need that right now. I just want to feel you working yourself on me. I want you to get off on me.”

Ryan bent her leg up slightly to help McKenzie ride her thigh a little harder. She heard McKenzie moan in her mind and her own breathing increased.

“Yeah, let me hear you. Work yourself for me.”

Ryan felt McKenzie push herself down harder against the solid thigh between her legs, trying to rub her clit more specifically to increase her pleasure for Ryan’s benefit. Ryan enjoyed imagining McKenzie’s juices coating the skin covering her quadriceps, the muscles sliding along McKenzie’s clit, intensifying the sensations the girl would feel while riding her.

Ryan remembered how wet McKenzie had looked after just a few minutes of stimulation and knew the girl would be drenched by now. Ryan ran her hand down McKenzie’s ass until she could feel the dripping entrance to her vagina. She heard McKenzie gasp and whimper in her mind and watched her try to tilt her opening back towards Ryan’s fingers, but Ryan just gathered her wetness and spread it over McKenzie’s anus.

Ryan massaged the area, letting her slick fingers slide all around the puckered opening. She looked into McKenzie’s eyes, which were pleading with her to enter her ass, and Ryan moved her hands in reality so that they massaged her breasts and lower abdomen. Her hips were rocking slightly in time with McKenzie’s rhythm in her mind and her clit was begging for some attention, but Ryan held off on touching herself just yet.

In the fantasy, Ryan eased the tip of her index finger just slightly inside McKenzie’s anal opening. She heard McKenzie gasp again, but Ryan held onto her hip with her other hand to prevent McKenzie from trying to impale herself on the lone finger. If the first time hurt, it would be even more difficult to get McKenzie to relax enough to attempt a second try.

Ryan could feel the resistance of McKenzie’s tight ass as she tried to push her finger in a little more. The sounds she imagined McKenzie making brought Ryan’s hand to her clitoris in real life and she immediately started working on herself, bringing the warm fluid up from her vaginal opening to coat her sensitive nub. She used slow circles around her clit while she imagined pushing her finger deeper into McKenzie.

Ryan knew the slick wetness she’d used on McKenzie’s ass realistically wouldn’t go very far, so she removed her finger again and used her other fingers to pull more wetness up to the tight sphincter. She pushed in again and was able to immediately reach where she’d left off before.

“Yes,” she heard McKenzie breathe out for her.

“It feels good, doesn’t it?” Ryan asked rhetorically.

She heard McKenzie grunt her assent and saw her nod her head. Ryan pulled her finger out almost to the tip and pushed in again very slowly until she was past her first knuckle. McKenzie moaned and whimpered as she pushed her clit harder against Ryan’s thigh. Ryan knew that the first time could be an incredibly intense experience if it was handled right. As far as Ryan was concerned, she was just practicing for the real thing.

Ryan slid her finger out to the tip again and then inexorably made her way back in, just to her second knuckle. The moan she drew from McKenzie in her mind made her fingers work a little faster on her clit in reality.

Then she saw McKenzie leaning forward, licking out with her tongue just before taking Ryan’s nipple into her mouth to suck. The image sent flutters of pleasure through Ryan’s abdomen and she quickly brought the fingers of her other hand up to her mouth to wet them before lowering them to her breast again. She pinched and rolled her nipple, groaning at the sensation of the hard flesh slipping between her wet fingers as she imagined McKenzie’s tongue flicking her nipple in quick succession. She groaned again as her legs spread a little further apart and Ryan knew she would have to enter herself soon. The need was simply becoming too great to ignore.

Ryan removed her finger from McKenzie’s ass and again used her other fingers to drag more of McKenzie’s juices up to lubricate her anus. That feeling of sliding in and out of a slippery ass was an incredible turn-on for Ryan and she wanted to imagine that sensation as realistically as she possibly could.

She pushed her finger back inside McKenzie’s anal opening and didn’t stop her slow entry until she reached the base of her finger. She held her finger inside McKenzie, imagining how the girl’s ass would pulse around the intrusion while McKenzie groaned around the nipple in her mouth and continued to grind herself against Ryan’s thigh.

“God, you’re so tight McKenzie. Do you know how good you feel to me? How much I wanna fuck you? Make you come?”

Ryan moaned at the truth of her words. She rocked her hips in the fantasy to bring McKenzie a little closer to her, so the girl could ride her thigh a little higher and thereby increase the pressure against McKenzie’s clit.

Ryan slowly withdrew her finger from McKenzie’s ass and then moved it right back in, a little faster than she had before. Ryan was getting close to her own climax and decided realism be damned, she wanted to fuck McKenzie and get herself off at the same time.

Ryan sped up her movements in and out of McKenzie and could very easily imagine the smooth interior skin of McKenzie’s anal walls sliding over and around her finger as she worked McKenzie’s ass. Her other hand moved from McKenzie’s hip to rub the backs of her index and middle fingers against McKenzie’s clit, while in reality Ryan’s fingers pushed inside her own very slick entrance. She started off slow, arching her pelvis up to drive her fingers deeper inside herself, reveling in the sensations in the very pit of her stomach that came with each penetration.

Ryan imagined McKenzie finally pulling her mouth away from Ryan’s breast, no longer able to concentrate as the pleasure overwhelmed her. She heard McKenzie constantly whimpering and crying out at the overload of sensations her body was feeling and moved her finger in and out of McKenzie’s anus faster and faster until she was working the girl as fast as McKenzie was rubbing herself against Ryan’s thigh. Ryan sped up her movements inside herself to match the rhythm she had created in her mind and tilted her pelvis and angled her fingers to pound against her G-spot.

“Do you want to come for me, McKenzie?” Ryan asked in her mind.

She got an incoherent whimper and begging eyes that were desperately trying not to roll back into the girl’s head.

“Tell me, McKenzie. I need to hear you say it.”

Ryan worked herself harder and went back and forth between the images she was creating in her mind and the sensations she was causing in her body.

“Please...” Ryan watched McKenzie struggle to form words, just as she had during their first session. “Please, let me come, Ryan. God, please... I can’t... I can’t stop... I’m going to...”

Ryan listened to McKenzie’s whimpers for several more moments. Ryan felt McKenzie move her clit against Ryan’s fingers and McKenzie’s ass could offer no more resistance to Ryan’s penetrations. The feelings of power and control over McKenzie’s body and mind sent waves of pleasure through Ryan.

“Do it. Come for me,” Ryan told McKenzie.

She felt McKenzie’s muscles clench around her, and then McKenzie screamed just as loud as Ryan remembered it as she jerked her body against Ryan’s. Ryan felt her own body react to the pleasure she saw in McKenzie and she bucked up to meet her fingers as she cried out McKenzie’s name. She prolonged the orgasm, controlling her breathing and muscle spasms and never ceasing her strokes over her clit or her thrusts inside her vagina. Finally, her back quit arching and she was able to begin gasping for air again.

Ryan let her fingers rest inside herself and gently massaged her clitoris and labia for several minutes afterwards. It was calming and she knew it gave her subconscious the message that she really did love herself, something she had almost never received from anyone else in a sexual situation. It felt good to be nice to herself.

Ryan finally released her fingers from within and slid her other fingers away from her clit. She absently wiped her hands off on the edge of her sheets and turned over on her side, grabbing one of her pillows to curl up around it. Her mind was still somewhat in the fantasy and she could easily imagine holding McKenzie in her arms as they calmed down from their lovemaking. The lack in reality made her heart ache. She wanted McKenzie with her.

Ryan grimaced as she pushed the pillow away and sat up, bringing her legs over the edge of the bed and resting her head in her hands.

She’d never been drawn to anyone the way she was to McKenzie. It was like they fit together. That was one of the reasons why Ryan had felt content to wait until McKenzie was older before she started anything with her. They enjoyed the same things, had the same sense of humor, and even when they were quiet together, there didn’t seem to be that awkwardness. She just enjoyed being around the girl.

But now that they’d started this, Ryan found it impossible to stop. McKenzie seemed to fill an empty place in Ryan’s soul and she didn’t think she’d be able to just walk away, even if it was the right thing to do.

“God, I think I’m in love with you, McKenzie,” Ryan whispered to the empty room.

Ryan stilled. She hadn’t known what she was going to say until the words were already out, but now that she’d said them, she realized it was true and that it wasn’t exactly a revelation. She’d been subconsciously aware of her feelings all along.

That was why she’d refused to even consider having a one-night stand with McKenzie, though she’d shied away from defining exactly how much more she really wanted. With sudden clarity, she understood how hard she’d been fighting that realization. Ever since she’d first met the girl, she’d been trying to pretend it was just a physical attraction, but everything she did around McKenzie told her how much of a lie that was.

She was constantly looking for excuses to be around McKenzie. She deliberately hung out in Karen’s den at times she knew McKenzie would be coming home from class. She’d even rearranged her schedule more than once to be there when the girl got home after McKenzie had mentioned an upcoming test she was worried about.

“Oh fuck, I’m in deep,” Ryan whispered as she scrubbed a hand through her tousled hair.

Ryan felt tendrils of fear and panic immediately creep up on her, encouraging her to shut down, to get away from the potential pain that loving McKenzie could bring. If she opened up to McKenzie, actually let her in, the girl could really hurt her.

Ryan’s heart skipped a beat, only to begin thudding painfully in her chest as she acknowledged it was already too late for that. The girl was inside her defenses whether she wanted her there or not. She couldn’t decide which was more terrifying. The fact that she couldn’t stop what was happening between them... Or that she didn’t want to.

“Goddamn it... Why does this have to be so fucking hard for me?” Ryan questioned angrily, but she knew the answer.

Her trust in the world had been obliterated even before she’d had the cognitive ability to understand the concept. But as she’d continued in the process of healing those old wounds, she’d vowed not to let them stop her from finding happiness.

“But what if I fuck this up? What if I hurt her?” Ryan asked herself.

Even the thought gave Ryan a sick feeling in the pit of her stomach and she shook her head again.

“Please, whoever’s out there, if you have any strength to give me, I’ll take it,” Ryan offered up her version of a prayer.

Ryan let a sense of love and acceptance wash over her. She always got that feeling when she attempted to give up that part of herself that needed to control everything. It was how she’d been able to let go of some of the guilt she felt for all the things she’d done wrong in her short life. Forgiveness was never an easy thing, but it seemed even more difficult to offer to herself.

Ryan took a deep breath and let it out slowly. She wouldn’t run from this.

“Whatever will be, will be,” Ryan made her decision.

If she got hurt, then she got hurt, but she would do everything she could to protect McKenzie from getting hurt.

Ryan got up and washed her hands in the little bathroom that came with the room, then returned to bed. She rolled over onto her side and took a few deep breaths. She pulled the pillow to her again and imagined holding McKenzie, letting the images soothe her battered soul.

Maybe now she could finally get some sleep.













Day 6

Sunday, October 19





Ryan opened her eyes and hiccupped on a sob. She’d been screaming in her dream, but luckily the sounds hadn’t made their way into the waking world. She knew the converted garage was soundproofed, so the noise wouldn’t penetrate the house, but she still hated it when her nightmares followed her out of sleep.

Ryan wiped the tears off on her already wet pillow and sat up. She’d only been asleep for a couple hours at most. Judging by the way she was shaking and how fast her heart was beating, she didn’t think she’d be getting back to sleep anytime soon.

Ryan walked around her apartment. She could exercise, but even as emotionally hyped up as she was, she was still physically exhausted. Her small bookcase, lined mostly with library books, didn’t interest her in the slightest. She flipped through several trays of DVD copies she’d made of her favorite shows, but nothing seemed to appeal to her.

Ryan sat down at her desk and opened her laptop. She scanned through her queue on her streaming account, but couldn’t find anything she wanted to watch. She checked the recently added section, then skimmed through half a dozen other categories, but after twenty minutes of mindless browsing, she still hadn’t found anything.

Ryan was about to close her laptop when she decided to check the local cable listings. One of the stations was in the middle of playing a 24-hour comedy classics movie marathon, and there were several coming on soon that she liked, but didn’t have.

That settled it. She got up and took a quick shower and got dressed. She grabbed a short stack of blank recordable DVDs and her recorder and went over to Karen’s house. The door was locked and Ryan used her key to quietly let herself in.

Originally, Karen had given Ryan a spare key after Ryan had volunteered to be there to meet a cable technician one morning when Karen and McKenzie were going to be unavailable. When Ryan had tried to give the key back afterwards, Karen had told her to keep it “just in case.” That had come in handy several times when McKenzie had locked herself out and Karen had been away at work. But Karen had also insisted Ryan could use it to come over and watch TV whenever she wanted after finding out Ryan was an insomniac like Karen.

Ryan grabbed a soda from the kitchen and then returned to the den to set up the DVD recorder with Karen’s DVR. She kicked off her shoes while the last few minutes of the current movie played, and then sat through the intervening commercials. As soon as the next movie started, she pressed the record button and settled back to watch. It was one of her favorites, but she’d never been able to catch it from the beginning so she could record it. At least her nightmare had been good for something.

Ryan laughed as the characters got themselves into more and more trouble. The plot was simple, but that was what she liked about older movies. Their uncomplicated morality was relaxing in a way that newer movies, even kids’ movies, usually weren’t. The sexism and racism could be a bit much sometimes, but Ryan could usually ignore those things, chalking them up to the time period and letting them go in favor of pretending the world was as innocuous and safe as it was portrayed on the screen.

Halfway through the movie, Ryan heard a creaking sound from overhead. A few minutes later, Karen joined her on the couch in her bathrobe and Ryan made room for her.

“Hey,” Karen said quietly.

“Hey,” Ryan replied.

“You okay?”

“Yeah. Just had a bad dream.”

“Want to talk about it?”

Ryan considered the offer. Then she nodded.

“I, um... It was about when I was a kid. My mom... She was chasing me with that paddle she always kept in her purse. I thought I’d gotten away and then she was just there in front of me. She grabbed me and... I kept screaming for help, but nobody came. It just hurt... It still hurts,” Ryan whispered.

Ryan wiped at the tears that had started falling when she’d begun talking. Karen reached over and squeezed the back of Ryan’s neck in comfort.

“Well, you’re here now. And nobody’s going to hurt you here. So what do you think it meant, oh Interpreter of Dreams?” Karen asked, trying to lighten the mood.

Ryan smiled. From their many midnight chats, she’d gotten a reputation for being able to figure out what people’s dreams meant. She shrugged.

“I don’t know. I haven’t really thought about it. I figured it was just bad memories.”

“You know better than that. You’re the one who’s always saying everything happens for a reason. Why did you dream that dream tonight?”

Ryan thought about it. Her mother had hurt her deeply and she was terrified of being in that kind of situation again. There had been no one but herself to save her and she’d barely made it out of her childhood alive, though she’d been far from intact. For a long time, she’d kept herself closed off, never reaching out for fear of being hurt again.

“I think it might have something to do with McKenzie,” Ryan said slowly.

“Oh?”

“Yeah. I think I’m afraid of letting her in. But I think maybe I already have and now I’m scared about what’s going to happen.”

Karen smiled and nodded.

“I was wondering when you’d figure that out.”

“Figure what out?”

“That you love her.”

Ryan swallowed.

“Oh.”

“Yeah, ‘oh.’ She’s a wonderful girl,” Karen commented.

“That’s the problem,” Ryan groused.

“Okay, you lost me.”

Ryan sighed.

“She’s just a girl. Barely nineteen. I feel like I’m going to corrupt her or something.”

Karen snorted.

“Ryan, I’ve known that girl for over a year now. She’s young and she’s naïve, but she’s her own woman. And I know you would never do anything to intentionally hurt her.”

“Maybe not intentionally, but—”

“Ryan, just stop. You know as well as I do that shit happens. If you’re thinking you can protect her from your past, you’re wrong. It’s a part of you and it’s not fair of you to try to keep it from her. But you need to remember that none of that stuff was your fault. If she cares about you as much as I think she does, she’ll understand.”

Ryan nodded. She hoped Karen was right. Then she grinned as she looked over at the older woman.

“Where do you come up with this stuff? I only told you we were talking,” Ryan said.

“Yeah, well, she used to go out on dates almost every other night. She had them lined up around the block. Then you move in next door and all that stops. It doesn’t take a genius to put two and two together.”

Ryan blushed a little.

“I didn’t know that,” Ryan mumbled.

“Well, now you do.”

They both watched the TV for a few minutes and then Karen yawned.

“Well, I think I’m going to head back up to bed. Try to get some sleep, sweetie.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Ryan grinned and hugged the woman goodnight.

Ryan stretched out on the couch again. As soon as the credits were done, she stopped the DVD and waited to see what the next movie was.

“Cool, I love Doris Day. She’s hilarious,” Ryan talked to herself.

Ryan started recording and then set the remote on the coffee table. She snuggled back down into the couch and got comfortable, though it wasn’t until Ryan saw the first hints of dawn showing through the curtains and heard Karen in the kitchen getting ready for work that she finally relaxed enough to give in to her drooping eyelids. She was asleep soon after.





* * *

 





A couple hours later, McKenzie woke up and went through her normal morning routine. She exercised, showered, got dressed, ate breakfast while she checked her email, and then returned to her room to brush her teeth in preparation for her day. She had a study group for her English Lit class at eleven o’clock and then she would be free until her second art history study group got together at two-thirty. She hoped she’d get to see Ryan if she was at the bookstore, otherwise she’d spend the time studying.

McKenzie knew she should probably be doing more of that, but it was still the beginning of the semester. Crunch time wouldn’t come until December and finals, so she felt like she had time to slack off for a bit.

McKenzie left her bedroom and made her way down the hall to the den. She hoped Karen wouldn’t mind relinquishing control of the TV, since she’d heard it playing when she’d passed the den on her way to and from the kitchen earlier, though she hadn’t looked in. She just wanted to catch up on one of the morning talk shows she’d become mildly addicted to. She always missed a few episodes, due to having morning classes three days a week, but she’d DVRed them, so she knew they were waiting for her to have a mini binge session.

McKenzie entered the den, prepared to greet her housemate, and then paused as she came around the back of the couch, the words dying on her lips.

Ryan was stretched out and peacefully asleep on the soft cushions. The blanket that was usually neatly folded and placed on the back of the sofa was in a crumpled heap on the floor. Ryan’s red sweatshirt and black sweatpants were a little wrinkled, and McKenzie smiled at the serene look on the older woman’s sleeping face.

McKenzie’s first thought was to go get her tablet so she could sketch the scene, but instead she knelt down next to the couch and simply watched Ryan. Ryan’s breathing was deep and even, and McKenzie could feel herself shaking a little with fear and joy at being so close to the woman.

“Ryan, are you awake?” McKenzie whispered.

There was no response, so McKenzie spoke a little louder.

“Ryan? You awake?”

There was still no response, so McKenzie decided it was safe to speak.

“Um, I just wanted to tell you I’m sorry about yesterday. I didn’t mean to say what I did. I mean I did, but not like that.”

McKenzie stopped. She’d never bared her soul like this to anyone before and she wasn’t quite sure why she felt safe to do so with Ryan, but she did. Of course, it helped that the woman was asleep and couldn’t hear her ramblings. McKenzie took a deep breath.

“I love you, Ryan. I know you probably think I’m just some kid who doesn’t know the meaning of love, but I do. It’s you. You’re just... You’re perfect. I mean I know you have your problems and maybe someday you’ll trust me enough to really tell me about them, but you’re so strong and smart and beautiful, and I just wanted you to know that I meant what I said last night. I love you. I really do. I just hope you fall in love with me, too. I don’t want my heart broken and I know you could totally trash me with just a few words.”

McKenzie paused, but then decided to continue.

“I think I fell in love with you the first second I saw you. You were so beautiful and mysterious, and then I got to know you a little and you didn’t treat me like a kid the way so many other people do. I mean you do and you don’t. You make me feel like I’m an adult, like you trust me, and that I’m responsible for myself, but then you have these rules, but you treat everyone that way, so I know it’s not just me.” McKenzie sighed and tried to stop her incoherent speech. “Anyway, I just hope you’re not mad at me or anything.”

“I’m not,” came the gravelly response.

McKenzie startled, bumping against the coffee table behind her as she lost her balance for a moment. Her eyes went wide as she watched Ryan stretch and open her eyes to stare calmly at McKenzie.

“I’m not mad at you, baby. Come here.”

Ryan opened her arms and McKenzie sat there in shock for a moment before quickly taking advantage of her good fortune and scrambling onto the couch.

Ryan helped the girl find a comfortable position facing her, and then closed her eyes as she nestled into the soft hair near her face.

“I think I love you, too. That’s why I don’t want to fuck this up. And the only reason I’m able to say that right now is because I’m tired and my defenses aren’t up. I had a nightmare last night after I went to bed, so I didn’t get much sleep. Think you could just stay here and keep me company?”

Some of the words were slurred and McKenzie could feel Ryan’s body relaxing back into sleep even as she asked the question. McKenzie thought over her schedule for the rest of the day and decided she could skip the first study group, but not the second.

“Yeah. I just have to be ready to leave by two.”

Ryan nodded.

“’Kay.”

McKenzie smiled and kissed the top of Ryan’s head. She stopped, her eyes wide as she suddenly realized what she’d done, but there were no reprisals, so she guessed it was okay. She resettled her body to fit more comfortably next to Ryan’s and then closed her eyes. She wasn’t going to sleep, she was way too wired for that, but she wanted to revel in the feeling of being so close to Ryan without the distraction of sight.

The time went by far too quickly and soon she was attempting to disentangle herself from Ryan’s arms and legs without waking her. It didn’t work.

Ryan opened her eyes and tried to get her bearings straight. She watched McKenzie sit up and then turn around to look at her.

“How’re you feeling?” McKenzie asked.

Ryan took stock and realized she felt pretty good.

“I’m okay. What’s going on?”

“I have to go. I didn’t mean to wake you.”

“Oh. Okay.”

Ryan still wasn’t awake yet. Her brain was taking in information, but it wasn’t really processing it.

“I’ll be right back. I just need to put some shoes on.”

“Okay.”

As McKenzie left to go to her room, Ryan sat up on the couch. She thought back over the previous night and that morning. She’d apparently dozed off during one of the movies and then woken up to hear McKenzie talking to her while the girl thought she was asleep. The walls that had been cracked by her nightmare and subsequent self-examination had been weakened even further by McKenzie’s heartfelt confession and she’d easily given in to her desire to have the girl in her arms.

Ryan shook her head. She’d held McKenzie and admitted she loved her. Then she’d let McKenzie kiss her without a single protest. Though none of it had been sexual, Ryan knew if McKenzie had made a move on her, she wouldn’t have refused.

“Damn it,” Ryan whispered.

The nightmare must have had more of an effect on her than she’d thought. Not that her feelings for McKenzie had anything to do with it.

“Maybe I shouldn’t come over here so much.”

“Why not?” McKenzie asked as she walked back into the room.

Ryan looked up a little bleary-eyed as she was distracted from her private thoughts, but then answered truthfully.

“Because it’s hard for me to obey my own rules when it comes to you.”

McKenzie felt her first glimmer of hope that she might have a chance to wear down Ryan’s resolve and went with it.

“Um, I’ve been thinking about that and I was wondering if we could talk. About your rules I mean.”

Ryan nodded her head. Open discussion, especially within Dom/sub relationships, was a necessity.

“All right. When?”

“Tonight? We could order a pizza or something.”

“Okay. I’ll come back over around seven. I think I need to sleep a little more today.”

“Okay, I’ll see you at seven.”

McKenzie offered Ryan a parting smile and then left.

Ryan gathered up her stuff and returned to her apartment. Though the couch was comfortable, she preferred sleeping in the nude and she couldn’t do that over at Karen’s.

Ryan removed her clothing and set her alarm for six o’clock. She’d only be able to get a few more hours of sleep, but her body told her she needed it. Nightmares tended to take a lot out of her and she’d made a major emotional breakthrough where her feelings for McKenzie were concerned. A nap would probably do her good.





* * *

 





As soon as her alarm clock went off, Ryan got up. She was ready to go when she saw the pizza delivery guy drive up at five minutes to seven. She beat him to the front door and paid for the meal before going next door. She found McKenzie in the kitchen pulling out plates and cups for both of them.

“Hey. I brought food,” Ryan said, holding the box up as proof.

“Hi,” McKenzie said as she turned around and smiled.

Ryan could tell McKenzie was nervous and she wondered what exactly McKenzie wanted to talk about. She hoped McKenzie wasn’t going to try to change her mind about the ‘no touching’ rule. Even though they’d kind of already broken it, Ryan knew that if they touched sexually, there would be no turning back. She didn’t have that kind of willpower and she was positive McKenzie didn’t either.

Ryan set the box on the counter and they each helped themselves to several slices of pizza. Then Ryan poured them both a glass of soda and they went to the dining room to eat. Neither of them spoke for several minutes, but Ryan decided it was time to get the ball rolling.

“So what did you want to talk about?”

McKenzie looked up from her plate and swallowed. Now that she had Ryan’s undivided attention, she wasn’t sure what to say. She’d been thinking about Ryan’s rule of no kissing or touching until she turned twenty ever since Ryan had first mentioned it. But she’d been particularly aware of the limitation while lying next to Ryan that afternoon and later during the rest of the day.

It just didn’t seem fair. She’d been an adult in the eyes of the law since she’d celebrated her eighteenth birthday. She didn’t understand why Ryan couldn’t look at her the same way. Ryan seemed to treat her as an adult in everything else. Why was this so different?

But McKenzie knew she couldn’t just ask Ryan to let go of this ridiculous idea that she was untouchable simply because her age ended in -teen. However, she at least wanted to know why Ryan had decided on that particular age as the rule. Maybe the information would help her to persuade Ryan to see reason.

“Um, I was just wondering why you came up with that no teenagers rule. I mean I know you’ve talked about your parents abusing you and everything, and you don’t want to be like them, but... I don’t know. It just seemed kind of arbitrary, you know?”

McKenzie cringed at herself and took another bite of pizza while she waited for Ryan to respond.

Ryan watched McKenzie eat as she thought about how to answer the girl’s question.

What had made her decide on no teens? She remembered what she’d been like as a teenager and she had to admit she hadn’t been like most adolescents. She’d been taking care of herself since she was a child and by the time she’d hit fifteen, she’d been more mature in some respects than most adults she’d met. Which meant the same could be said of other people.

Unfortunately, sometimes it was hard to tell whether someone really had a clue about life or was just pretending they did, and Ryan didn’t want to be responsible for corrupting some kid because of a faulty judgment on her part. Ryan figured by the time a person hit twenty, whether they had a clue or not, they were fully responsible for themselves and the situations they put themselves in, so she didn’t have to feel obligated to look out for them or double-check that they knew what they’d gotten themselves into. Any younger than that and Ryan felt like she was taking advantage of a child.

As Ryan gazed at McKenzie across the table, she couldn’t help thinking how young and innocent the girl looked. Part of her wanted to protect that innocence and for a long moment she seriously considered just standing up and walking away.

Then the image from the night before of McKenzie lying on her bed, hand between her legs, her body racked with pleasure as she cried out for Ryan made Ryan dismiss the idea as ludicrous. She couldn’t walk away from this even if she wanted to. Her need for McKenzie was simply too strong, which was another good reason to take things slow. Ryan knew it would be far too easy to overwhelm the girl with some of the things she wanted to do to her. In fact, the only thing keeping McKenzie safe was the physical distance Ryan was trying to maintain between them.

Even though Ryan had for all intents and purposes had sex with McKenzie, she hadn’t touched her sexually yet and McKenzie could have stopped it all by simply walking away. If Ryan crossed that line, if she felt no restraints when it came to touching McKenzie, McKenzie would lose that kind of freedom. She would still be able to stop things if she needed to, but Ryan couldn’t be sure McKenzie was mature enough to know when things were becoming too much for her.

Ryan settled her thoughts and spoke.

“I guess it’s the difference between talking about something and acting it out. If you tell me your fantasies or even masturbate in front of me, that’s all you and the same is true in reverse. If I tell you what I want and touch myself in front of you, it’s my choice and it starts and stops when I decide. But the second one of us touches the other, it becomes a joint act and it’s only truly equal if both parties have the ability to choose. Not just the right, but the ability.

“At least with me not touching you, there’s very little chance of something happening that shouldn’t. But once we touch, it’ll be almost impossible for either of us to stop.”

Ryan took a deep breath, trying to calm her rising desire as her mind supplied her with vivid images of what it would feel like to take McKenzie for the first time. She clenched her fist and shook her head as she willed the images to the back of her mind so she could focus on what she needed to say, what she needed the girl to hear.

“I could really hurt you, McKenzie. And I’m not talking about doing anything you don’t want. Sometimes what people want isn’t what they should get. I feel like it’s my responsibility to make sure that the person I’m with is capable of making that kind of decision and I can’t trust that a teenager can do that. I know being twenty doesn’t magically make you more responsible and so I am kind of being arbitrary in choosing that number. There are some fifty-year-olds I wouldn’t trust to be responsible for themselves. But—”

“Can we just talk about me?” McKenzie interrupted.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean just talk about me, not people in general. You’re with me, not some unknown person, so the only stuff that matters is what’s specific to me.”

McKenzie didn’t want Ryan to focus on her past experiences. She wanted Ryan to see her the way she was now and base her decisions on McKenzie herself, not some idiot who didn’t know a good thing when she found it.

Ryan looked down at her plate.

“All right. I’m sorry. I get disconnected sometimes, especially when I’m trying to intellectualize this kind of stuff.”

McKenzie didn’t stop to think as she stood up and walked around the corner of the table to sit in the chair next to Ryan’s. All she knew was that she wanted Ryan connected to her in the here and now, and somehow she knew her close proximity would do it. But the closeness sparked her ever-present feelings of arousal and she reached for Ryan’s hand and held it between both of hers. She just needed to touch Ryan to try to sate that need and no other rational thoughts were able to penetrate her brain after that.

It took a lot of willpower on Ryan’s part not to stand up and back away. It took even more willpower not to pull McKenzie to her knees and make her beg for a taste of Ryan’s very wet pussy. Unfortunately, that left her with not being able to move at all.

McKenzie watched Ryan’s breathing come faster and her own heart rate picked up as she imagined leaning forward and kissing Ryan’s lips for the first time.

“McKenzie... I... I can’t touch you and then stop. Not like this.”

“Then don’t stop,” McKenzie breathed out.

McKenzie was going on instinct as she drew Ryan’s hand up to her cheek and rubbed her face into the soft palm. It seemed the most natural thing in the world for her to then slowly slide to the floor and come to rest on her knees as she looked up into Ryan’s startled gaze.

“Ryan, I’ve been wet for you all day. Whatever you want, I’ll give it to you. I want to be yours.”

Ryan shot up and almost tripped over her chair trying to put some distance between them.

“God, McKenzie. What are you trying to do to me?”

“Give you what you want. Give me what I want.”

“What do you want?” Ryan had to ask the question.

“I want to please you. I want to be everything you want me to be. I’ll do whatever you want. Anything.”

Ryan took another step back so she could lean against the wall and felt the wetness between her legs as her thighs brushed together. The images of what she wanted to do to McKenzie were coming at her in rapid succession and she couldn’t actually decide what she wanted to do first. Then she remembered she wasn’t supposed to touch McKenzie at all, but she knew her resolve was crumbling.

As McKenzie watched Ryan struggle with herself, she decided to press her advantage, though something in the back of her mind told her she shouldn’t.

“Ryan, I’m not a kid. I know what I want. I want you. Please don’t deny us what we both want.”

McKenzie stood up from her kneeling position and walked over to the rigidly tense woman. McKenzie knew she was walking a fine line, but it didn’t stop her. All she could think about was Ryan kissing and touching her. The thoughts gave her just enough nerve to stand in front of Ryan and offer herself in an attempt to obliterate the last shred of Ryan’s resistance.

“Please, Ryan. Anything you want.”

As soon as the words left her mouth, McKenzie realized she’d made a mistake somewhere. Just the look on Ryan’s face told her that much.

Ryan stood up straighter and took a step forward. She smiled ferally when McKenzie automatically took a step back and lost the bravado she’d had only a moment before.

It was the repeated invitations to let loose her darkest desires that had brought her back to her naturally dominant personality. Ryan had been focused on trying to control her desire for McKenzie, her newly acknowledged feelings wreaking havoc on her ability to easily restrain herself. But McKenzie’s constant goading had enabled Ryan to push aside her personal feelings for the moment and recognize McKenzie’s actions for what they were: an attempt by a novice sub to manipulate her Dom.

McKenzie had done everything she could to get Ryan to cross the line and be the one responsible for taking their relationship beyond the boundaries Ryan had set without actually crossing that line herself. Ryan tried to get her anger under control before she spoke, but there was no hiding the fact that she was pissed.

“Do you have any idea what I want to do to you? What I could do to your body? Do you think you could stop me? McKenzie, the day I take you will be the day you feel the most intense pain and the most intense pleasure of your entire life and by the time I’m done with you, you won’t be able to tell the difference between the two and you will beg me for more.”

Ryan took a step back and then turned around and left.













Day 7

Monday, October 20





McKenzie brought up her web browser and typed in the only search term she could think of: body slave. The first few links had to do with tattooing, body piercing, and some articles about slaves in history, but the last one looked promising. The title of the link was ‘The Contract’ and the little blurb seemed to describe how two people had entered into a consensual slavery agreement.

McKenzie clicked on the link.

She’d locked her door, even though Karen wasn’t home and she was pretty sure Ryan wouldn’t be visiting her so soon after last night.

She’d messed up, she was sure of that. She just wasn’t sure how or why. So she’d decided to research the kind of relationship Ryan had described and which McKenzie was coming to realize fulfilled a need in her she hadn’t even known existed until she’d met Ryan.

As she read through the contract, she realized it was a little more severe than what Ryan had proposed, going so far as to include terms regarding sleeping schedules, clothing choices, and even bathroom privileges, but the foundation was the same. The Master would own the slave’s body, taking pleasure whenever and however the Master desired it and the slave’s only choice would be to submit, though there were several caveats listed. The Master promised never to force the slave to do anything illegal or anything that would cause the slave to lose their job or put them in physical danger.

At the bottom of the page was a link to the main index of the site, so she clicked on it. She was given a list of options and clicked on the glossary of BDSM terms section.

The more she read, the more she learned. And the wetter she became. She didn’t notice it at first, but when she moved to bring her legs underneath her, she felt the squish as her soppy sex rubbed against her panties. She grinned a little in embarrassment.

“Well, I guess if I had any doubts about what I want, they’re gone now,” she mumbled to herself.

She went to the resources section next and clicked on one of the suggested links, regretting it almost instantly. As the new site loaded, she saw ads fill the screen for all manner of kinky sex, from live webcams to polls asking her what sixties TV stars were her fantasies.

“Carol Brady? Ewww. Oh God, it gets worse. Mike Brady!”

McKenzie started giggling, but she was trying to be an adult about this, so she composed herself and clicked on the back button. A new window popped up with an ad. She closed it and another one immediately popped up. She frowned and closed that one and another one came up, this time with a sign-up form of some kind.

“Not on your life! Now go away!” McKenzie said in frustration.

Finally, after going through the whole process twice because the site wouldn’t let her click the back button to leave, she went into the browser history and returned to the previous site’s resources page. But now she didn’t want to click on any of the other links. It was too risky.

With the new information she’d gleaned from the site, McKenzie returned to her original search page and entered a new term: BDSM.

McKenzie sighed in relief as the results showed several items from informational sites she recognized and trusted. She started clicking on the links and reading.

The essays she found gave her new insight into herself and Ryan, and a series of articles on submission, slavery, and consensuality made her stop several times just to think about the theories behind the ideas.

For the first time, McKenzie realized how much of a risk Ryan had taken simply by engaging in this type of relationship with her. It also explained why Ryan was so adamant that she be sure of McKenzie’s ability to choose for herself. Anything less could quickly become abusive and unhealthy for both of them.

McKenzie bookmarked each site as she went along and then returned to the main search results page.

On one site, she found a list of resources again and decided to take the chance of clicking on one of the links. It took her to a shared blog for a group of submissive women. Submissive or ‘sub’ seemed to be the term most people used as the counterpoint to Dominant or ‘Dom,’ which always seemed to be capitalized.

As soon as McKenzie started reading, she felt like she’d found her people. The women writing the posts for the site seemed to know exactly what was in her heart. Though the content was slanted towards the heterosexual viewpoint, McKenzie found it easy to translate everything to Ryan. The ideas and experiences presented by the women seemed like something out of her dreams.

Just the thought of being allowed to serve Ryan gave McKenzie a thrill and a deep sense of satisfaction. She couldn’t explain it. She wanted to please Ryan in every way and yet she knew most people would see that as a weakness, where she saw it as a strength. By giving Ryan everything she wanted, McKenzie knew she would fulfill her deepest desires. And judging by the way Ryan had reacted to her little attempt at control, she knew Ryan wanted her obedience. Maybe even craved it the way McKenzie craved Ryan’s control.

Of course, McKenzie was also very aware of her own strong will and she wondered if she would ever make a good enough sub for Ryan. How could she turn her will, her choice, over to Ryan without losing herself?

Then McKenzie realized the question was pointless. Whenever she was with Ryan, she was herself. And in the past few days in which she’d given herself completely over to Ryan, she’d felt more alive, more herself, than she ever had before.

The trust and security she seemed to feel with Ryan was another major factor in her decision to be with the woman. Even Ryan’s obvious disappointment in her when she’d disobeyed hadn’t managed to change McKenzie’s feelings on the matter. In fact, it seemed to galvanize her into doing better, hence her current quest for more information.

Now that McKenzie had a better understanding of what Ryan was trying to accomplish with her, she knew where she’d gone wrong. What she’d done was generally frowned upon in the BDSM community. Though there were some Doms who enjoyed being challenged, Ryan clearly wasn’t one of them and she was probably more upset than McKenzie knew.

Well, she’d just have to do better and prove to Ryan that she could be the sub Ryan wanted her to be. McKenzie would become the sub she herself wanted to be.













Day 8

Tuesday, October 21





Ryan sat at her laptop. She typed a few code phrases to format the paragraph according to her client’s style guide and then clicked save. There were only a few files left to convert and then she’d be done. Unfortunately, she’d been at the computer all night because her mind kept drifting to the blonde next door.

Ryan couldn’t stop thinking about her, but she’d decided she had to give McKenzie some space. She needed to know if McKenzie’s resolve to be her body slave was as strong as McKenzie said it was. That was why she refused to go over to Karen’s to check up on the girl. If and when McKenzie was ready to continue, she knew where to find Ryan.

Once McKenzie was Ryan’s sub, Ryan knew she would have no compunction about ordering McKenzie to do anything she wanted. As McKenzie’s Dom, it would be completely within Ryan’s rights to take anything she wanted from the girl. But until that happened, McKenzie was her own person and would have to make the decision for herself.

So Ryan waited.

It was hard, though. In her mind, she already felt as though McKenzie was hers. It just felt right. Even before they’d started this, Ryan hadn’t even considered the possibility that McKenzie wouldn’t be available when Ryan felt the time was right to begin training her. She’d known McKenzie was interested in her and whether it was simple confidence or ego, Ryan had known no one would stand a chance against her in competition for McKenzie.

However, she was still pissed at the girl’s most recent actions. What seemed to be causing Ryan the most problems, though, was the deep need she felt to punish McKenzie for her inappropriate behavior. It was Ryan’s responsibility to make sure McKenzie obeyed and she felt like she’d failed.

Ryan shook her head as she finished up her work and updated the website with the new files. She closed down her laptop and lay down on her bed. She stared up at the ceiling and sighed.

She’d never gone through this much trouble with any of her previous submissives. Ryan knew part of that was due to the transitory nature of the encounters. She hadn’t been invested in correcting unwanted behaviors beyond what was relevant to the current scene because it was easier to simply not play with the sub again if something really bothered her. She hadn’t been thinking long-term. But McKenzie was different. She called to Ryan in a way that Ryan had never experienced before.

Which was why Ryan was willing to go through just about anything if it meant McKenzie would be hers. She just hoped McKenzie had as much faith in herself as Ryan did. Ryan was sure McKenzie would be a great sub once she understood what it meant. Ryan just had to wait for McKenzie to come to her own conclusions on the matter.

So Ryan waited.













Day 9

Wednesday, October 22





Okay, Kenzie, you can do this.

McKenzie knocked on the door and nervously waited for it to open. It was almost 10pm, but she’d seen Ryan’s light on when she’d gotten home from class and decided it was time to bite the bullet.

It had been three days since she’d last seen Ryan and she’d realized she was going to have to be the one to make the first move because Ryan had obviously been avoiding her. She couldn’t blame Ryan. She’d behaved like a spoiled brat.

After the past few days of looking up BDSM on the internet, she’d gotten quite an education. Everything Ryan had been trying to tell her had seemed to make more sense the more she’d read. She’d also learned a lot about the mechanics and ethics of bondage and Dom/sub relationships, and she’d decided an apology was in order for trying to seduce her Dom against her will.

It wasn’t appropriate for a sub to try to force herself on her Dom. A sub could ask and beg, but if she was denied, she had to accept it. Or else find another Dom if it was truly an irreconcilable difference, but McKenzie knew that wasn’t the case. She’d just been a little out of her mind with sexual frustration.

Not that any of that had changed. McKenzie had refrained from touching herself while away from Ryan in respect for the woman’s undisputed ownership of her body and to prove that she could exercise some control over her desires. It had been hard and she’d barely slept the whole time, between being aroused and scared that she’d pushed Ryan too far, but not being confronted with Ryan’s presence had made it somewhat easier.

Ryan opened the door. She was wearing a gray hooded sweatshirt with the sleeves cut off and a pair of dark blue shorts. Her hair was a little mussed, like she’d brushed it, but hadn’t taken a shower yet. Her gaze had to travel down more than half a foot to rest on McKenzie.

“Hi,” McKenzie tried.

Ryan cleared her throat.

“Hey.”

They watched each other for a few moments and then Ryan stepped back to let McKenzie enter her apartment. There were clothes on the floor and the bed hadn’t been made, but then Ryan hadn’t really been expecting company so soon.

“Um, how have you been?” McKenzie asked.

Ryan didn’t answer as she walked back over to her laptop to close down the programs she’d been working in.

Ryan’s anger had calmed, but she was still annoyed, more with herself than with McKenzie. It had taken her far too long to recognize what McKenzie had been doing because she’d been so preoccupied with not giving in to her own desires. After her impromptu disclosure regarding her love for McKenzie, her feelings had become stronger and more difficult to control, and she’d been unprepared for their intense effect on her libido.

But she should have known the second McKenzie started coming on to her that the girl never had any intention of just “talking.” McKenzie’s attempt to manipulate her into being the one to break the rules while McKenzie remained free of any responsibility for her actions didn’t sit too well with Ryan.

McKenzie removed her jacket in the warm apartment, draping it over the foot of Ryan’s bedframe, and then waited as Ryan took her time shutting down her laptop. After what seemed like forever, but was really only a couple minutes, the woman finally stood up straight and turned around to face McKenzie. The look on Ryan’s face was unmistakable and McKenzie knew she was going to have to work to make amends for her actions.

“Assume First Position.”

It took a moment for it to sink in, but then McKenzie was in the open space between the bed and the armoire, her feet spread shoulder width apart, her hands clasped behind her back, and her head held high.

Ryan spent several seconds composing herself and then began slowly walking around McKenzie.

“You really pushed me, McKenzie. Topping from the bottom isn’t something I tolerate. If I thought you were ready, I’d whip you for what you did, or tried to do, and in the future, I will. But for now...”

Ryan purposely let the threat trail off.

As she walked around McKenzie, she studied her form. The girl held her body well, not too tight and not too loose, but it appeared that McKenzie had been denying her body its usual dose of pleasure. Ryan shook her head. There was a little spark of pride that flared in her at that show of devotion, but it didn’t change what she had in mind. McKenzie needed to learn there were consequences for her actions.

Ryan came to a stop in front of McKenzie and simply stared at her for several minutes. She could tell McKenzie was getting more and more nervous under her scrutiny, but that was the point. Then Ryan moved behind her again and began undressing. She made sure McKenzie could hear the sounds of the clothing being removed and then tossed her sweatshirt and shorts within McKenzie’s peripheral vision.

Ryan took the few steps to her bed and lay down on it, still behind McKenzie. McKenzie didn’t move, which pleased Ryan again.

McKenzie listened to Ryan get comfortable on the bed and waited for her first command.

“Turn around, McKenzie.”

McKenzie did as she was told and took up her position again, facing the bed this time.

“Look at me,” Ryan instructed.

McKenzie let her eyes fall on Ryan’s naked body. The woman’s back was propped up by a couple pillows and her legs were spread wide to expose her glistening pussy. McKenzie felt her heart rate instantly start to double-time as she suppressed a gasp against her sudden need for air. She wanted nothing more than to dive in and taste what was on display, but she held her ground and waited.

“This is what you can’t have. This is what you will wait for. Every time you attempt to get me to break my word, you will be punished. This is to remind you that I am your Lord and Master and you will obey me or your desires will not be fulfilled. Have I made myself clear?”

McKenzie nodded her head. Several tears fell from the chastisement, but Ryan didn’t soften her tone. In fact, she loved that McKenzie seemed to have no qualms about crying in front of her. It was a turn-on to know how deeply she could affect McKenzie and she wanted more.

Ryan cupped her breasts and held them up as though she were offering them to McKenzie.

“What would you do for me if I let you touch yourself the way I’m touching myself? What would you do for me if I let you come?”

Ryan pinched and flicked her nipples as she waited for a response.

McKenzie’s grip tightened on her forearms behind her back as she stared at Ryan’s swollen nipples and licked her dry lips.

“Anything you want,” McKenzie whispered, knowing she meant it from the very depth of her soul.

Ryan’s stomach clenched at the need she heard in McKenzie’s voice, a need that seemed to match her own, and she almost sat up to take the girl up on her offer, but then she shook her head and forced herself to focus on the lesson she was attempting to teach McKenzie.

“That’s a very broad range of options. I want specifics,” Ryan said as she continued to massage her breasts and pinch her nipples.

McKenzie drew on her recent internet samplings and Ryan’s latest spoken desire.

“I-I’d let you whip me.”

Just the thought of Ryan’s whip stinging her skin sent a shiver of anticipation down McKenzie’s spine and her sex tightened inside her jeans.

“Hmm. That’s very tempting, but I can do that to you anytime I want. There is no letting me.”

McKenzie realized her mistake and corrected it.

“I’d beg you to whip me so I could come for you.”

Ryan felt her stomach clench again and she couldn’t help but smile. McKenzie was learning quickly.

“So beg me.”

“I... Um, c-can I ask you a question first? Please?”

“Yes.”

“What should I call you?”

It took a second, but then Ryan realized what McKenzie was asking. The girl must have done a little reading recently. Ryan didn’t stop her massage of her chest as she slowly stroked the fingers of one hand up and down her abdomen and spoke.

“It’s up to you. Ryan is fine, but if you want, I prefer my Lord or Master, but not Mistress or Ma’am. I know religious stuff might make Lord a problem, so Master is an acceptable alternative if you want to call me something other than my name.”

McKenzie nodded and asked her next question.

“Am I allowed to move, my Lord?”

Ryan couldn’t believe the thrill that went through her at hearing the girl use her preferred title of respect for the first time and her hips bucked up in unconscious response. Ryan squeezed her breasts as she decided to preempt any further questions.

“These are the rules for today. You may not touch yourself unless I tell you to and you may not touch me. You may not leave my line of sight or stop looking at me. Other than that, I’ll let you know if you shouldn’t be doing something.”

“Thank you, my Lord.”

McKenzie moved around to the side of the bed and got down on her knees. She put her hands behind her back again and Ryan was tempted to point out that she’d just assumed Fourth Position, but she decided she’d make McKenzie aware of that fact later.

“My Lord, please whip me. I just want to come for you.”

“You’re not begging, McKenzie. You’re never going to get release at that rate.”

“Please, my Lord, just let me rub my clit a little. Please.”

McKenzie couldn’t believe how quickly her somewhat dormant arousal had come back full force. Her underwear was soaked and she could feel her newfound control becoming non-existent in the space of a few minutes.

McKenzie’s head was only inches away from Ryan’s arm and she desperately wanted to lay her cheek against it. She would do anything just to be able to touch Ryan. She needed to touch Ryan, however small the contact might be. Ryan hadn’t said she couldn’t ask this time, so she spoke her desires without censoring herself.

“Please, let me touch you, Ryan. Please? Just a little. I need to touch you. I need to feel you. I need to feel you... fucking me. I want you to fuck me. I want you to make me come. I want to come for you.”

Ryan groaned as the sudden stream of verbal requests had an immediate impact on her state of arousal. She hadn’t specified no asking to touch as one of the rules for that session and she was very glad. The effect McKenzie’s words had on her body was intense. She was so keyed up she was on the verge of taking the girl right then and there, and she had no idea how she was going to survive the next six months, but at the moment, she just reined herself in by sheer willpower.

“Stand up, McKenzie.”

McKenzie got back to her feet and stood in First Position.

“Remove your clothes.”

“Yes, my Lord,” McKenzie said excitedly, unable to keep the grin off her face.

“Slowly,” Ryan qualified. “And I want you to touch yourself while you undress.”

McKenzie had been about to pout, but then she nodded. She’d come to realize over the past few days that what she really wanted to do was please Ryan. Whatever Ryan asked of her, she would do her best to comply.

McKenzie bent over and untied her shoes and pulled off her socks. She was a little nervous about performing for Ryan and her hands were a little shaky, but she continued anyway.

As McKenzie slowly stood back up, she ran her hands over her jeans-covered thighs and slid them up under the hem of her T-shirt in preparation for taking it off. She pulled her shirt up over her head and dropped it to the floor, and then dragged her hands over her stomach and cupped her breasts through her bra. She drew her hands up over her tits and around to the back of her neck, pulling her hair up a little as she ran her fingers through it the way she’d seen Ryan do the other night. The look in Ryan’s eyes as she watched her made McKenzie feel sexy and sent tingles throughout her body.

McKenzie brought her fingers to the top button of her jeans and unfastened it. She unzipped the fly and then slid her hand down the front of her panties. She turned so that Ryan could see what she was doing. McKenzie rubbed her labia a few times and then pushed down on her clitoris with the tips of her fingers underneath the silk underwear.

Ryan found it hard to even blink as she watched the show McKenzie was putting on for her while she continued to caress her own body. For an amateur, McKenzie seemed to know exactly what to do to turn Ryan on.

After a few final circles around her clit, McKenzie added her other hand, and then used the backs of both hands to push her jeans and panties down to her ankles, sliding her palms over her smooth legs the whole way. She turned to the side, her ass towards Ryan as she stepped out of the jeans and pushed them out of the way before standing back up.

McKenzie brushed her fingers through her blonde curls and fluffed them out a little. Then she brought her hands up behind her back and undid the clasp of her bra. She let the straps slide over her shoulders and down her arms to fall at her feet. Her hands went to her breasts and she squeezed. She looked into Ryan’s eyes and it dawned on her what Ryan would do if she could. McKenzie squeezed her tits hard until it hurt and then she squeezed a little harder. Her face flinched without her permission and she whimpered, but then she heard Ryan groan.

“Oh God, McKenzie.”

Ryan’s hand instantly went to her clit to attend to the sudden and immediate ache that had taken hold of her. She could see the white imprints that were quickly turning red from the harshness with which McKenzie was touching herself. The only thing stopping her from getting up and throwing McKenzie onto her bed was the fact that she couldn’t stop rubbing herself.

“What do you want me to do, my Lord?” McKenzie asked a little breathlessly as she continued to play with her tits.

“Oh God, I want you on your knees and I wanna fuck you hard,” Ryan said without hesitation.

“Please, yes!” McKenzie begged, though she didn’t move to comply.

“McKenzie!”

Ryan was so close. The intensity of her desire had progressed faster than she’d expected and she knew it wouldn’t take much more to throw her over the edge. She was right as McKenzie cried out from her own arousal at watching Ryan work herself and Ryan released from hearing those sounds from McKenzie.

She heard McKenzie cry out again at not being allowed to come with her and it just seemed to intensify Ryan’s orgasm. Her body arched and stiffened, and then jerked over and over again as she continued to rub her clit to prolong the sensations.

Eventually, Ryan’s body seemed to be somewhat sated and she came back to rest on the bed. She watched McKenzie continue to touch herself for a few more moments.

“McKenzie, stop.”

McKenzie stopped pinching her nipples and squeezing her breasts and let her hands fall to her sides. The urge to bring both hands right back up to where they’d left off was strong and her breasts ached to be touched roughly once more.

Ryan sat up and threw her legs over the edge of the bed, and then stood up. She walked around McKenzie, careful not to let their naked bodies touch, and then stood behind her. She leaned over McKenzie’s shoulder and breathed into the girl’s ear.

“You want to come, don’t you?” Ryan whispered.

“Yes,” McKenzie almost cried, knowing she’d been denied for far too long. She felt like she was at the end of her rope.

“You’d do anything if I’d just let you come, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, please... Anything,” McKenzie gasped.

“No.”

McKenzie felt her stomach drop upon hearing that simple word. Ryan continued.

“This is your punishment. You will be here at eight o’clock tomorrow night. You will have eaten and showered. And if I suspect for even one second that you’ve satisfied yourself... Well, don’t even bother coming over, if you have. Do you understand?”

“Yes, my Lord,” McKenzie whispered around the tightness in her throat.

“Good. Get dressed.”

Ryan walked back around to face McKenzie and sat down on the edge of the bed.

“My Lord? May I ask a question?”

Ryan frowned.

“Yes, but be careful. I’m not really in the mood to be questioned. You may end up with a response you don’t like.”

McKenzie swallowed. She’d been about to ask how long her punishment was going to be, but now she wasn’t so sure it was a good idea. She just didn’t think she could live with an unspecified term of punishment. She needed some kind of end point to look forward to.

“Um, I... I was just wondering...” McKenzie tried to gauge the look on Ryan’s face and wasn’t encouraged. “H-How long...”

“How long will your punishment last?”

McKenzie nodded.

“You get an extra day just for asking.”

McKenzie winced.

“And I was originally thinking three days, but now it’s four. We’ll see how you behave yourself during that time. Now get dressed.”

Ryan watched as McKenzie put her clothes back on and then resumed First Position. That pleased Ryan to no end. The fact that McKenzie had been calling her ‘my Lord’ more often than not had also caught her attention and she decided a little positive reinforcement was in order. She got to her feet and stood in front of the girl.

“McKenzie, you’re the best sub I’ve ever trained. Punishment is simply part of that training. Don’t take it as a commentary on your worthiness. None of this would be important if I didn’t want you. And I want you so much. Do you understand?”

Ryan spoke gently, but it was difficult to keep the need out of her voice. She could easily imagine unzipping McKenzie’s jeans and sliding her fingers inside the girl’s slippery cunt, making her come right there. She knew her body wouldn’t be satisfied until she’d been inside McKenzie and heard her scream over and over again from release. And Ryan wanted nothing more than to give McKenzie release.

McKenzie felt tears form in her eyes as hopelessness set in. She hadn’t really heard Ryan’s words, just her tone, but none of it mattered. McKenzie was on the edge and she knew it. Her clitoris ached and her breasts were two throbbing globes. Her entire body was radiating unspent raw sexual energy and she felt total desperation at the idea that she wouldn’t be allowed to release it. She looked straight into Ryan’s eyes as she spoke.

“I would give my life to be kissed by you right now. Please, Ryan...” McKenzie felt her knees collapse beneath her as any will she had deserted her and she surrendered completely to Ryan. “Please... God, Ryan, please, I need you... Please... Please...”

Ryan was unprepared for such total submission so quickly. At least McKenzie had finally found her begging voice. But Ryan knew she couldn’t give in. She’d never stop with just a kiss. In fact, she’d promised McKenzie she wouldn’t.

“McKenzie, you know I can’t do that.”

“Please, Ryan... Please... Please...”

McKenzie let the tears fall unchecked. Her need was acute and the thought of another four days before she would be allowed even the chance for release, never mind another six months before she would actually be allowed to touch or be touched by Ryan, was unbearable. She started to rock as she continued to plead with Ryan.

Ryan stood there for a few moments and listened to McKenzie beg. It hit every nerve in her body. One of the hidden pitfalls of being a natural dominatrix was a deep need to please and to conquer. She received pleasure by giving it, and the complete control and domination gained through a battle of wills was thrilling and thoroughly arousing. Seeing the pleasure and utter submission she could bring to another person was what really grabbed her attention and McKenzie had all of her attention now.

Before she knew what she was doing, Ryan was kneeling down on the floor and pulling McKenzie into a tight hug. She just needed to let McKenzie know everything would be all right.

Then Ryan felt the material of McKenzie’s T-shirt scrape against her still exposed nipples and her stomach clenched in pure need. McKenzie easily pushed herself into Ryan’s body as she nuzzled her face into Ryan’s neck. Ryan moaned and gripped McKenzie’s arms to try to hold her still, but then McKenzie licked Ryan’s neck and kissed it, grazing her teeth over the taut flesh.

“Oh God, McKenzie,” Ryan groaned.

Ryan tried to get herself under control, but she was losing. Her mouth felt incomplete and her head naturally turned to find something to fill the emptiness. Her arms seemed to get the message though, and she managed to push McKenzie away from her, which let her scoot back and stand up. She stumbled in her haste to put some distance between them. Then her back hit the nearest wall and she leaned against it as her breathing continued its rapid pace.

“Ryan,” McKenzie panted.

Ryan held up her hand to try to halt any further advances.

“Get out... Please, go,” Ryan gasped out.

“Ryan, I’m sorry. I just need you.”

“McKenzie, go!”

McKenzie got to her feet and almost went to Ryan, but then thought better of it and snagged her jacket from the bedframe as she ran out the door.

Ryan went to her knees. She’d never felt anything like that. She’d never had this kind of restriction when it came to playing with a sub and the effect was intense. Ryan knew if McKenzie had made contact with her again, the girl wouldn’t have left her apartment until she’d been fucked raw and that scared Ryan. The images she had in her mind of McKenzie were anything but gentle and she needed to calm down.

Ryan moved to the side and let her legs stretch out in front of her. Her head rested back against the wall and she closed her eyes as she tried in vain to breathe deeply and slowly. The smooth hardwood floor under her legs and the textured drywall at her back felt good against her naked skin and had a grounding effect on her.

Ryan knew her lack of control had a lot to do with her feelings for McKenzie. She’d never been in love with any of her previous subs and it seemed to be making a big difference in how she reacted to the girl.

The first time she’d met McKenzie, Ryan had been unpacking the back of a rented truck to move her stuff into the new place. Karen had come out to help, followed by a short blonde girl. Karen had introduced them to each other and Ryan had barely stopped long enough to say hi before continuing with the moving process. But she’d spent the whole day watching McKenzie every time the girl hadn’t been looking.

The sun had made McKenzie’s skin glow and as she’d worked up a sweat, her entire body had glistened and showed off beautifully toned muscles. Ryan had known the wetness between her own legs had nothing to do with the physical exertion of carrying boxes, but as soon as she’d learned how old McKenzie was, she’d made up her mind not to pursue the girl until later.

And she would’ve been able to wait if McKenzie hadn’t pushed the matter. Ryan had been able to hold off on her desires for the girl as long as there wasn’t the possibility of acting on them. However, now that everything was out in the open, Ryan found it impossible to tamp down the craving she felt for McKenzie.

She hadn’t wanted to jump headlong into a physical Dom/sub relationship either. She’d wanted it to build up and knew that McKenzie had to have that physical distance or she’d be overwhelmed.

Ryan herself was finding the distance absolutely necessary in order to maintain her composure. At this point, she wasn’t even sure she’d be able to listen if the girl told her to stop. And that was very dangerous. She needed that control to keep from going too far and seriously injuring McKenzie.

Ryan slowly got to her feet and walked over to her bed. She’d only been up for an hour when McKenzie had showed up and she decided she needed a little extra sleep. She was exhausted.





* * *

 





McKenzie barely made it past her front door before she collapsed into a heap on the floor.

Karen came out to investigate the commotion and found McKenzie in an incoherent mess. She quickly led McKenzie to the girl’s bedroom and then sat with her on her bed as she cried.

“Oh God, I fucked up. I really fucked up. Oh God,” McKenzie said as she rocked and accepted tissues every other minute to keep up with her running nose and eyes.

“What happened?” Karen asked calmly.

McKenzie looked startled and then shook her head.

“No, I can’t. It’s personal. You wouldn’t understand.”

“Does it have anything to do with Ryan?” Karen asked knowingly.

McKenzie didn’t answer, but she didn’t shake her head either.

“So what happened? Maybe I can help.”

“I can’t talk about it.”

“Sure you can. You just open your mouth and speak your heart. It can’t be that bad. Did you two have a fight?”

McKenzie looked at her and then shrugged her shoulders a little.

“Kind of.”

“What about?”

“I can’t—”

“Talk about it, I know. Come on. Is it really that horrible? You know, Ryan talks to me. I can be a very good listener or haven’t you figured that out already?” Karen smiled.

McKenzie nodded her head.

“I know. It’s just this is... kind of... um...”

“I know there’s an adjective in there somewhere,” Karen prodded.

“Personal.”

“You’ve said that already. Is it personal for you or for Ryan? Or both of you? Did you have sex?” Karen suddenly guessed.

“No. I mean... I don’t know. We did and we didn’t. We haven’t really touched yet. We haven’t even kissed.”

Karen’s brow wrinkled as she tried to put the clues together, but nothing was adding up. Then she had a thought.

“Did she tie you up?”

McKenzie’s head jerked up and she looked at her older friend in wide-eyed astonishment.

“Where did you get that idea?”

“Well, Ryan’s very open about her sexuality and she’s told me a bit about her past. Ryan has led a very... varied life. Her parents weren’t exactly the Cleavers and they put her in situations that forced her to learn things that a child simply shouldn’t know.”

Karen sighed, obviously pained on Ryan’s behalf, but then she continued.

“Luckily, she seems to have been born an optimist and from what she’s told me she’s learned to put that knowledge to use for herself, despite how she came by it. I believe among the community she’s known as a dominatrix. Whips, chains, shackles, blindfolds, the whole nine yards. When she told me you two were seeing each other, I’d wondered if she was going to introduce you to any of that, but I figured you were old enough to make up your own mind on the subject. Is that what happened? Did she scare you? I’m sure she didn’t mean to.”

McKenzie just stared at the woman seated across from her and then she leaned over for a quick hug.

“Thank you for not being my mother. She would flip out if I told her about any of this.”

Karen grinned.

“Well, you haven’t really told me anything yet,” Karen said, unable to keep the little voyeur inside of her from doing a happy dance at the prospect of getting some juicy details.

McKenzie smiled back.

“Well, it’s nothing like that. She didn’t scare me. In fact, she’s the one who wants to take it slow. She told me we can’t have sex or even kiss until I turn twenty, but then she’s tr-training me to... um... to be...”

“To be what?” Karen prompted.

“Um, to, uh, be her body slave.”

McKenzie couldn’t meet Karen’s eyes.

“You lucky little girl you.”

That brought McKenzie’s eyes up.

“What?”

“McKenzie, you are still a virgin, right?”

“Yes, but why is that so important to everyone?” McKenzie asked in exasperation.

“And you seem to really care about her.”

“I love her,” McKenzie said without hesitation.

“Then you have a chance to do something very few people ever do. You have the chance to be with someone you love for your first time and who I think loves you very much in return. Love makes all the difference in the world, sweetie. Don’t rush it.” Then she leaned in a little and whispered conspiratorially. “And a little kink doesn’t hurt either. Well, not much, anyway, from what I hear.”

McKenzie grinned, but then her thoughts returned to her current problem.

“But she’s driving me crazy. I can’t be around her and not touch her.”

“Of course you can. There are other ways to express how you feel about someone. Don’t put that kind of pressure on yourself.”

“But we sort of... I mean we’re... Like I said, she’s training me,” McKenzie said at last.

“Child, is that all you’ve been doing together? What happened to all the other things you used to do? You used to talk all the time.”

McKenzie thought back over the last time she’d told Ryan she wanted to talk to her. She’d tried to seduce her and had really had no intention of talking about anything, except as a means to get Ryan to take her.

“I kind of fucked that up. And then Ryan was trying to discipline me and I fucked that up, too. God, she probably thinks I’m such an idiot now.”

Tears quickly made themselves known and Karen handed over a new tissue.

“Oh, I doubt that very much. And it takes two to tango, or whatever it is you’re doing. And I will get you to tell me more about that sometime. I’m very curious.”

Karen caught a small smile on McKenzie’s face and continued.

“Well, I suggest you let things calm down tonight and talk to her tomorrow.”

“I’m supposed to go over there tomorrow night,” McKenzie confirmed.

“Well then, that’s perfect. You can talk then.”

“But what if she doesn’t want me to come over after what I did?”

“Then she can be an adult and call and cancel.”

McKenzie nodded.

“I, um, I think I’m going to try to work on some of my assignments and study for a little bit. Maybe it’ll help take my mind off all this.”

“That sounds like a good idea. Would you like me to bring you some study food?”

“Nah, I’ll be okay. Thanks anyway. And thanks for talking to me. I don’t know how I would’ve survived this year without you, let alone tonight.”

“You’re very welcome.”

They hugged again and Karen decided it was time for her to leave the kid to her own devices.

“Don’t study too hard, just enough to pass.” Karen grinned.

“Okay. Goodnight.”

“Night,” Karen said and closed the bedroom door behind her.
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Ryan glanced at the clock on her nightstand as she waited impatiently for McKenzie to arrive. Her eyes snapped to her front door when she thought she heard a noise there. She tensed, preparing to stand up, but when there was no subsequent knock, she settled back down, though her gaze continued to drift between her clock and the front door.

The door had originally been a side door for the garage, but now it was her personal entrance into the room she was renting.

Ryan had been lucky to get the remodeled garage for such a low price, especially in a college town and with all the amenities that had come with it. She thought a lot of that had to do with Karen’s recommendation and the fact that she was the Coopers’ first tenant.

All of the walls had been reinforced and insulated against the cold months of Michigan winters, so even with the fall weather turning colder, she’d been toasty warm. She had her own private bathroom, including a clawfoot tub that had been squeezed into the small space. Even though she had to go into the actual house to use the stove or do her laundry, it was still pretty convenient. The connecting door between her room and the house led directly into the utility room and then the kitchen. She didn’t even have to worry about being too loud because the Coopers had installed soundproofing years ago back when their now-grown son had used the garage to host his band.

Not that Ryan was noisy. She usually wore headphones if she wanted to listen to her music louder than the usual background level she kept it at. She’d also learned many ways of being silent, both from her violent childhood and simply as a night person in a day person’s world.

Ryan glanced down and took one last inventory. All of the items she needed were laid out on her desk where she sat and she intended to use each and every one of them if necessary.

There was a light knock at the door and Ryan jumped up to answer it. McKenzie was standing there and Ryan knew the girl had been crying from the puffiness that was still around her eyes. Ryan really wanted to hug her, but after last night, she decided it was best to keep her distance.

Ryan stepped back and pointed at her computer chair, which she’d positioned across from the folding chair she normally kept stored behind the armoire. She’d bought the chair especially for McKenzie so the girl would have somewhere to sit besides Ryan’s bed when she came over, since that was just too much of a temptation. However, the folding chair didn’t have arms like her computer chair did and for what she had planned, she needed them.

“Sit down.”

“Um, Ryan? I think we need to—”

“Sit down and don’t make me tell you again.”

McKenzie clamped her mouth shut and did as she was told, removing her jacket in the warm room and hanging it on the back of the chair before taking the indicated seat.

Ryan sat in the folding chair opposite the girl and reached for the sturdy black leather cuffs she’d placed so neatly on the desk.

McKenzie’s eyes widened.

“Uh, Ryan...”

“Shut up.”

The warning tone in Ryan’s voice stopped McKenzie cold and she sat very still as Ryan secured the cuffs around her wrists.

Ryan grabbed one of the long black leather connecting strips that had stainless steel clips on both ends. She clipped one end to McKenzie’s left cuff and then wrapped it around the arm of the chair before securing the other end so that McKenzie couldn’t release herself. Then she did the same with McKenzie’s other wrist.

Ryan picked up the ball gag, which was the only thing left on the desk.

“If I have to use this, I will, but I’ll leave that up to you.” Ryan narrowed her gaze. “I don’t want you to speak until I’ve given you permission. Do you understand?”

McKenzie nodded her head and prudently kept her mouth shut as Ryan set the gag back on the desk.

“All right,” Ryan began, clasping her hands in front of her and leaning her elbows on her knees, her legs spread apart in typical butch fashion as she faced McKenzie squarely.

“Now, we’re going to talk or rather I am. The reason you’re tied up is because I can’t trust you not to touch me and I can’t trust myself not to fuck your brains out if you do.”

Ryan’s head dropped as she sighed and then rose again as she took a deep breath and gentled her voice.

“McKenzie, I’m in love with you. I know that might sound crazy, since we’ve only known each other for a few months, but that’s how I feel. Only I’ve never been in love before and it’s making it very difficult for me to retain control over myself when it comes to you. Do you understand that me not having control is very dangerous to you? There are things I want to do to you that I know you’re not ready for. But you keep pushing me...”

Ryan stopped as she saw a tear roll down McKenzie’s cheek.

“Oh sweetheart, I’m not talking about yesterday. You were perfect yesterday. I’ve never had a sub surrender to me so quickly before and so completely, too. And that’s what I want from you. So don’t change that. What I was referring to was when you asked to talk to me about the rules and you knew damn well you had no intention of obeying them or even really talking about them.”

McKenzie lowered her gaze and nodded her head in admission.

“You were trying to manipulate me and that won’t work if you really want to be with me.”

McKenzie quickly looked up and nodded her head vigorously. She wanted to be with Ryan more than anything.

“Okay. Then we need to come to an understanding on a few things. First, we cannot kiss. Not only have I promised not to stop with just a kiss, I know I can’t. Or at least it feels like I can’t. I don’t trust myself to be able to pull back, especially if you’re encouraging me.”

Ryan smiled ruefully and McKenzie returned it with a shy one of her own.

“And baby, when I said we couldn’t touch, my intention wasn’t to make you love-starved and I realize that’s what I’ve done. To both of us. I’m truly sorry for that and I apologize for the problems it’s created.”

Ryan reached out to hold both of McKenzie’s hands and pulled the rolling chair closer. She wanted to reaffirm for McKenzie that non-sexual touching was acceptable. She’d never meant to be completely hands-off with the girl. It had just worked out that way as the pressure built.

“I know you need to touch me. You need to feel that connection to me. It makes me solid to you. It makes all of this real.”

McKenzie looked up at Ryan in surprise. She’d assumed Ryan didn’t have a clue how important touch was to her. She craved it and being denied was too much to bear. She was terrified Ryan was going to change her mind about being with her and then she’d be left with nothing. Maybe if she could touch Ryan, things wouldn’t feel like such a dream. She’d have something real to hold on to, something tangible.

She squeezed Ryan’s hands in gratitude and Ryan continued.

“And this is real, McKenzie. What I feel for you is real and it’s not going to go away. No matter what does or doesn’t happen between us, please don’t ever doubt that I love you. Just like I don’t doubt that you love me because I can feel it. I can feel how much you love me. It’s like... It’s like you love all of me. You accept it all. I mean you came back even after yesterday and somehow I knew you would.”

Ryan glanced down and rubbed her fingers across the backs of McKenzie’s knuckles. She noticed the silver stackable word rings McKenzie was wearing. The girl didn’t wear them all the time, but when she did, Ryan usually made a game out of trying to see what they said without McKenzie knowing. Ryan had gotten pretty good at deciphering the upside-down text and she felt her heart pick up its pace as she read the words McKenzie had chosen. On her right index and middle fingers were the words ‘believe,’ ‘hope,’ and ‘strength,’ while on her left she wore ‘respect,’ ‘trust,’ and ‘love.’

Ryan continued to stare at McKenzie’s hands as she brushed her thumbs over the rings. She swallowed.

“You know, that day... when we were on the couch... Having you in my arms like that... I’ve never felt so loved and protected. I... I want you to know...” Ryan finally looked up and stared into McKenzie’s eyes. “I’ve never thought of you as just some kid.”

McKenzie blushed as she was reminded of her rambling confession when she thought Ryan was asleep. She wanted to look away, but couldn’t as Ryan went on.

“You’re a beautiful, intelligent, and creative woman, McKenzie. And the kindest person I’ve ever met. I think that’s what I love most about you. You still have your innocence. You’ve experienced pain just like everyone else, but it’s not so deep that you’re scarred like I am and I just love that about you.

“You bring me hope. The idea that someone like you could actually love someone like me is amazing to me. I never want you to know what I’m talking about when I say I’ve been hurt really bad. I never want you to understand any of it. But I do want you to understand me, so maybe you will have to learn about some of that stuff.”

Ryan trailed off and looked away again. She didn’t usually plan too much for the future. She just waited for it to happen and dealt with things as they came to her. But she’d suddenly been thinking a lot about the future, about her future with McKenzie.

Ryan shook her head and came back to the present.

“The thing is, McKenzie, you have to respect my wishes when it comes to no sexual touching because it’s not just you we’re talking about.”

Ryan tried to think of how to say what she wanted to say.

“Yesterday... I almost...” Ryan shook her head. “Okay. Maybe I should start at the beginning a little. I know I’ve told you about how all the adults in my life were abusive to me when I was a kid. But see, one of the ways I learned to cope was to find pleasure in some of those things. My fantasies can be very violent sometimes, but I don’t want to act on them. But with what you put me through last week, and then how beautifully submissive you were for me yesterday, I was... I was really close to losing control.”

Ryan gripped McKenzie’s hands a little tighter to reaffirm their connection. She also wanted to soften her next words without censoring them.

“McKenzie, if you had touched me... I would’ve raped you. And I’m not talking about some kind of consensual rape scene that happens all the time in the S and M community. I wanted to make you scream and bleed and then make you come against your will. I wanted to put all the blame on you and guilt you into believing you’d brought it all on yourself, and then fuck you again.”

Ryan heard McKenzie’s breathing increase its pace and she squeezed the girl’s hands in reassurance.

“But there’s absolutely no excuse for hurting someone like that and you have to believe me when I say I never want to hurt you. I do want to cause you pain in the name of heightened pleasure, but I never want to hurt you,” Ryan clarified as she gave a half smile to try to lighten the mood, but then she became serious again.

“I want to pretend I’m not capable of doing those kinds of things, but I have to be honest with myself. There’s a darkness inside of me and I have to be constantly vigilant to make sure it doesn’t get out. But when you attempt to challenge me the way you did, you bring that darkness closer to the surface. I’m not saying any of this is your fault. I have to be responsible for my own actions. But that doesn’t give you the right to disregard the boundaries I’ve set up. They’re for both of us and they’re not meant as a punishment. And by the way, your punishment still stands. You have another three days before I’ll consider allowing you release. Unless you’ve changed your mind about all this and then I’ll untie you and you can leave and none of this will ever happen again.”

McKenzie shook her head in alarm and almost opened her mouth to protest, but then she remembered the ball gag and bit her lip.

Ryan nodded in acceptance.

“Okay. Now, about the touching. We can hold hands,” Ryan said as she grazed her thumbs over the backs of McKenzie’s knuckles again and squeezed her fingers to emphasize the statement. “And sit next to each other, and even hold each other, but the second either one of us feels like it’s too much, we need to stop and there can’t be any protests.”

McKenzie nodded her acquiescence.

Ryan took a breath. Maybe tying McKenzie up hadn’t been such a good idea after all. It gave her mind way too many images to play with. Even the extra reps she’d added to her workout earlier in the hopes of bleeding off some of her excess energy didn’t seem to be curbing her desire in the slightest. She shook her head and looked away.

“God, I just know we need to find some kind of middle ground or we’re both going to go insane.” Ryan looked back up at McKenzie. “You may speak now.”

McKenzie swallowed. She wasn’t sure where to begin. She squeezed Ryan’s fingers.

“Um, is it all right to ask if you can untie me?”

“Oh God, yeah, sure,” Ryan said as she hurried to undo the restraints. “I’m sorry. I just didn’t want a repeat of the past few days. I don’t think I could stand up to that kind of pressure again,” Ryan mumbled as she released the cuffs.

McKenzie rubbed her wrists, though they didn’t hurt. They were just a little sweaty from the leather. Then she leaned back in the chair to get a little more comfortable as Ryan sat back in her own seat.

“I wanted to apologize for that, Ryan. I know I shouldn’t have pushed you like that. I just want you so much that I... Sometimes, I can’t stop thinking about you, about touching you and feeling you touch me. But a lot of times, it doesn’t have anything to do with sex. I mean it’ll turn into that if I keep thinking about it, but most of the time, I just think about holding you or you holding me. But then you said we couldn’t touch and I’d just get so frustrated, you know?”

“Yeah, I know. I’m sorry. I think I was trying to protect myself from you more than anything else.”

“Heh, guess that kind of backfired on you, huh?”

Ryan laughed.

“Yeah, I guess it did.”

McKenzie looked around the room.

“So, um, what do we do now?”

“Well, could we maybe keep talking or something? I don’t want you to go yet,” Ryan admitted.

“What did you want to talk about?”

Ryan tried to think quickly, but the things that were coming to mind sounded silly to her.

“I don’t know. Anything.”

“You can’t think of anything?” McKenzie asked.

The look on Ryan’s face showed she’d been thinking of something, but for some reason she seemed embarrassed.

“I... Um, well, all I can think of is stupid stuff.”

“Like what?”

“Well, I got a new expansion pack for one of my computer games I could show you. And then I was wondering if you were ready to take me up on my offer to design a website for your art portfolio yet. Or I was thinking maybe we could stream something or I’ve got a ton of old episodes of Voyager and SG-1 and Xena that we could watch. But I don’t know if you’d be up for—”

“That sounds great. I’m totally in the mood to just chill out. What episodes of Voyager do you have?” McKenzie asked with a smile.

The relief was clear on Ryan’s face and McKenzie thought it was absolutely adorable how the older woman seemed to have completely lost her cool. She tried not to be too smug about it, though.

Ryan ran through her list of favorite episodes from memory and McKenzie picked the one she wanted to watch. Ryan brought over her laptop and put in a DVD. After skipping to the beginning of the episode, they both looked at the queen-sized bed. It was the only place from which they could both comfortably watch the laptop perched on the nightstand.

“I just want to be in your arms right now. I need to feel you. Is that okay?” McKenzie asked shyly.

Ryan thought about it. Could she touch McKenzie right now? Her instinct was to say no, but the memory of holding McKenzie in her arms a few days ago sent warmth straight to Ryan’s heart and she nodded.

“We can try it.”

Ryan grabbed the mouse and climbed onto the bed. She propped her pillows up behind her and then settled back onto them, spreading her arm in invitation to spoon while holding the mouse in her other hand at her hip.

“The second either of us can’t handle it, we need to say so, okay?”

McKenzie nodded and then kicked off her shoes before she crawled onto the bed and cuddled back into the curve of Ryan’s body. It was soft and warm and sent a feeling of excitement and then peace through her whole body. She rested her head on Ryan’s bicep and watched the screen for a moment, but then turned her head back to look at Ryan.

“Thank you,” McKenzie said as she caught Ryan’s eye.

McKenzie didn’t wait for a reply and replaced her head in its earlier position on Ryan’s arm. Then she relaxed for the first time in days.

Ryan kissed the top of McKenzie’s head in response and leaned her cheek against the soft hair.

“Thank you,” Ryan whispered.

Ryan thoroughly enjoyed the feeling of wholeness she felt with McKenzie snuggled up against her. They fit together perfectly.

They watched the episode McKenzie had chosen and as the show progressed, they ended up talking through most of the scenes as they analyzed the characters’ behaviors. There were many scenes between Janeway and Seven that they had to rewind and watch several times in order to illustrate a point. By the time the credits rolled, they were sitting up, legs crossed, and just enjoying hanging out together for the first time in almost two weeks. The tension had faded and the emphasis on the sexual side of their relationship had been pushed down for a little while, giving both women a much-needed break.

Ryan got up from the bed and ejected the DVD from the laptop. She put the disc away and then looked at the time. She turned back to McKenzie.

“Um, it’s kinda late. I guess you probably need to go home and get some sleep.”

McKenzie moved to the edge of the bed and started putting her shoes back on.

“Yeah. I’ve got an early class tomorrow.”

Ryan remained silent as McKenzie finished tying her shoelaces and then the girl stood up. They both watched each other for a moment, trying to decide what to do next, but then Ryan opened her arms and McKenzie was pressed against her in an instant, her own arms wrapped tightly around Ryan’s waist.

Ryan’s arms naturally came to rest around McKenzie’s shoulders and squeezed. The warmth and belonging she felt was overwhelming and she realized she’d stopped breathing for a moment. She sucked in a breath, but the need to keep McKenzie in her arms continued to fuel her racing heart and she couldn’t help tightening her hold just a little more. It was as though no time had passed since she’d held the girl on her bed and she never wanted the closeness to end.

“God, I love you, McKenzie,” Ryan whispered. “I’ve never felt anything like this before. I didn’t even think I could. I’ve been hurt by so many people. But you... you make me feel safe,” Ryan confessed.

Ryan felt several tears fall from her eyes and she closed them as the intensity of her emotions rushed through her.

McKenzie squeezed Ryan in understanding and continued to rest her head against the tall woman’s sternum as she listened to Ryan’s pounding heart. There didn’t seem to be a need for a verbal reply and McKenzie was content to simply be where she was. Ryan’s scent was exhilarating and calming all at the same time and she took deep breaths to inhale as much of it as she could.

Ryan was doing something similar with McKenzie’s hair. She couldn’t get enough of the girl’s scent and her lips were itching to trail kisses down McKenzie’s temple to her cheek, but she suppressed the impulse, knowing the move would bring her too close to the girl’s lips. With that outlet of expression cut off, her hands started slowly and sensuously running up and down McKenzie’s back through her T-shirt. It wasn’t long before Ryan realized what she was doing and she removed her hands. McKenzie let go of her and Ryan took a step back.

“Sorry. That’s about all I can take.”

“It’s okay,” McKenzie said softly in understanding. She’d been about to start rubbing herself on Ryan’s leg. “Um, should I go now?” McKenzie asked uncertainly.

It was the last thing Ryan wanted McKenzie to do, but it was probably a good idea. She nodded her head.

“Yeah.”

McKenzie nodded in return and grabbed her jacket. She slipped it on and slowly headed for the door.

“Um, McKenzie? Would you like to go out with me?” Ryan asked impulsively.

McKenzie stopped at the door and turned around. The smile that lit up her face was beaming. She nodded and Ryan smiled in return.

“Great. I’ll, uh, come by the house around six? We can go get something to eat and maybe catch a movie or something?”

McKenzie just nodded again, the smile never leaving her face.

“Okay. Cool. I’ll see you tomorrow then,” Ryan said.

McKenzie nodded again and then left.

Ryan lay down on her bed, folding her arms behind her head as she stared up at the ceiling and just grinned.

She had a date.
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McKenzie gathered up her notebooks from where they’d been scattered over the floor and bed of her best friend Claire’s dorm room.

McKenzie had met Claire shortly after arriving at college and the two had become fast friends, even though Claire was a year ahead of McKenzie. Most people mistook them for sisters, since they were both blonde, though Claire was a little taller and skinnier than McKenzie and had brown eyes instead of McKenzie’s green.

This year, they only had one class together, art history on Mondays and Wednesdays, so they didn’t normally hang out on Fridays, but they’d run into each other after McKenzie’s English Lit class had let out and decided to get lunch together. When McKenzie had mentioned feeling like she was falling behind in the class, Claire had offered to let McKenzie borrow her notes, since she’d taken the class the year before and passed with flying colors.

“So we still on for tonight?” Claire asked.

McKenzie looked up at her friend in confusion.

“Huh?”

“Remember? Last week, I told you about that party to plan the Halloween party at Sigma Tau Delta?”

“Shit. I totally forgot. I’m sorry,” McKenzie offered.

“What, you got a hot date or something?”

“Well, actually...”

“You do? Wait, what about Miss Oblivious?”

McKenzie couldn’t stop herself from smiling.

“Um...”

Claire dropped her books and plopped back on her bed where McKenzie was still sitting.

“You are shitting me. You finally got up the nerve to ask her out and she said yes?”

“Actually, she asked me out.”

“Yeah? When?”

“Last night.”

“So, what happened?”

“I don’t know. I was about to leave and she just asked me if I wanted to go out with her.”

“Leave? Where were you?”

“At her place.”

“Okay, I know she lives next door to you and all, but shouldn’t the date come before you go home with her?”

“I’ve been over there before.”

“Since when?”

McKenzie looked away.

“Oh, you should’ve just lied. Now that I know you’re hiding something, there’ll be no stopping me.”

“Shit.”

“So? What’s going on? You’ve been hanging out with her and never even told me?”

Even through the teasing tone, McKenzie could tell her friend’s feelings were a little hurt. She reached out and took her hand.

“I’m sorry. It just happened kind of all of a sudden, and then...”

“And then... What?”

McKenzie let go of Claire’s hand and stood up, finding a pen on the other student’s desk to fiddle with.

“And then... Well... We’re sort of...”

“Sort of what?”

McKenzie put the pen down and walked to the other side of the room.

“It’s kind of hard to explain.”

Claire turned around on the bed to follow McKenzie’s movements.

“What’s kind of hard to explain?”

“What we’re doing.”

“What are you doing?”

“Well, it’s... Well, we’re sort of dating, only—”

“What’s so hard to explain about that?”

McKenzie turned around, though she looked everywhere but at Claire.

“Well, we’re not... It’s not... We’re not really dating... I mean tonight’s gonna be our first date, but...”

“McKenzie, just spit it out already!”

“I touch myself while she watches,” McKenzie said in a rush, squeezing her eyes shut in anticipation of an explosion. When nothing happened, she opened one eye, then the other.

Claire’s eyes widened in surprise for a moment, and then she grinned.

“Kinky. I like it. So—”

“Except I’m being punished now, so I’m not allowed to touch myself anymore, at least not all the way to... you know... Not for another three days, and that’s only if I don’t fuck up again,” McKenzie continued, blushing bright pink as she studied the floor.

Claire frowned as she tried to process everything McKenzie had said.

“Wait, she’s punishing you? How can she punish you? She’s not your mother. McKenzie, what have you gotten yourself into with this woman?”

“It’s not like that.”

“Then what’s it like? Has she hit you?”

“God, no! I mean we haven’t even gotten to anything like that yet... I mean—”

“Yet? McKenzie...”

“Shit, I’m just not explaining this right.” McKenzie sighed and took a deep breath. “It’s not abusive. What we’re doing is just... Have you ever heard of BDSM?”

“S an’ M? Who hasn’t heard of that? Are you telling me you’re letting her tie you up and beat you and you both get off on that?”

“Whoa, what the hell books have you been reading? That’s not even close to what we’re doing. She hasn’t tied me up... Okay, she’s done that one time, but that was just because she wanted me to—”

Claire stood up and went over to where McKenzie was standing, grasping her upper arms as she ducked her head to make eye contact.

“McKenzie... Are you even listening to yourself? She’s tied you up just ‘that one time’? Come on. This woman could be a lunatic for all you know. What if she just left you like that? Or she could really hurt you and you wouldn’t be able to stop her. You couldn’t even say it was rape because you let her tie you up in the first place.”

McKenzie rolled her eyes.

“Of course I could say it was rape if she did something to me I didn’t want her to. If someone says no, it doesn’t matter if the other person’s on the verge of coming, they have to stop.”

Claire released her hold and dropped her arms in a half shrug.

“Fine. But you know you’re just asking for trouble doing that kind of stuff.”

“What happened to ‘kinky, I like it’?”

Claire frowned.

“I thought it was just, you know, normal kink. This... This is just... I don’t know.”

“God, this is as bad as coming out,” McKenzie whispered, hugging herself as she felt tears forming in her eyes.

“What are you talking about?”

“You’re acting like what I’m doing... what I’m enjoying doing with Ryan is wrong just because it’s not what you like doing. It’s not normal. Therefore, I’m not normal. Does any of this sound familiar?”

“That’s not the same thing. What you’re doing could get you hurt—”

“Just like being gay can, according to some people. Let’s see, there’s AIDS and—”

“Hey, lesbians are in the lowest risk group there is! We’re like the safest ones on the planet!”

“And I’m safest when I’m with Ryan.” McKenzie met her friend’s eyes and held them. “Claire, it’s me. Remember? Me? McKenzie? The same person you met at my first ever gay and lesbian social? I can’t remember how many times you told me that night that I was very normal no matter what the ‘right-wing hets’ wanted me to believe. Are you telling me that they’re right now just because I like something you don’t understand? I mean I’m still figuring it out myself, but... This feels right to me, Claire. It feels right.”

Claire studied her for several moments.

“Are you calling me a hypocrite?”

McKenzie couldn’t help smiling as she noticed the sparkle in Claire’s eyes.

“Only if you keep acting like one.”

“All right, fine.” Claire held out her hand and led McKenzie back to her single bed to sit down. “Why don’t we start at the beginning and maybe you can help me understand just what the fuck is so great about being punished by your girlfriend?”

McKenzie grinned.

“Have you ever had foreplay that lasted for days?”





* * *

 





Ryan checked herself in the mirror again.

She’d switched out her usual silver hoop earrings for a pair of antiqued silver Celtic knots in the first holes and a series of plain graduated silver discs in the next three, though she’d decided to leave the two hoops at the top of her left ear alone. A black onyx crystal point hung from a short silver chain at the base of her throat.

Ryan undid the next button on her crisp white dress shirt, revealing a little more of the low-cut black tank top she wore underneath. Then she frowned and did it up again, only to shake her head a moment later and undo it one more time. She groaned in frustration.

What the hell was I thinking?

She’d never actually been out on a date before. As a teenager, her life had been too chaotic to include something as normal as dating. And once she’d gotten into ‘the scene,’ as a lot of people liked to call it, she’d met women through the local nightspot, Club Carnal, and usually ended up going back to their place—never hers—or sometimes met up with them at the Club again. There was no going out, since the entire point of the ‘date’ was sex, not getting to know the mundane details of someone’s life or enjoying their company.

Ryan left the button undone and combed her fingers through her long dark hair, avoiding the braid on the left side, which along with her olive skin and high cheek bones gave her an exotic, almost Mediterranean look. The thin braid was tied off with a scrap of red suede, which stood out against her black leather racing jacket.

She’d bought the jacket years ago with her first check from her web design business. It had been a reward as well as a promise to herself to save all the future checks, so she could buy the motorcycle that went with the jacket.

Of course, she’d also had to save quite a bit from her regular job at the bookstore, but she’d finally bought the all-black Harley of her dreams a few years ago. It was trimmed out with two black leather saddlebags that usually held an assortment of toys when she was headed to the Club, but she’d left those items at home for this particular outing. No sense in tempting herself.

She went for drives just about every weekend, though she didn’t normally ride the motorcycle to run errands. She preferred to save everyday wear and tear on the bike by taking the bus, but she always drove it to the Club, since the bike was built to impress.

Tonight though, she was only hoping to impress a certain blonde. McKenzie had mentioned several times that she’d never been on a motorcycle and was curious about what it was like. Ryan had taken that as a none-too-subtle hint for her to take the girl for a ride, but she’d known it would put them in very close proximity, so she’d never offered. However, she still had several days left to torture and tease McKenzie, and Ryan was looking forward to making McKenzie squirm for her attempt at manipulation.

Which was why she’d intentionally left off the padded sissy bar she usually attached when she went to the Club to make it easier to give rides to subs. Without it, McKenzie would be forced to lean into her rather than against the backrest.

Ryan zipped up her jacket, doing a quick check of her pockets before heading out. She rolled the motorcycle down the driveway and parked it in front of Karen’s house. Then she walked up to the front door. She started to reach for the knob, but then stopped. This was a date, so she probably shouldn’t just walk in as usual.

Ryan took a deep breath, settled herself, and pressed the button for the doorbell.





* * *

 





McKenzie sat at her vanity as she finished applying the last few touches of light make-up to her face. She bent over to put on her boots, then sat back up, resettling her hair in the mirror as she checked herself for the hundredth time.

She’d decided on a cream-colored half-turtleneck sweater and tight blue jeans, since she knew Ryan liked them on her. The jeans were low-slung, accentuating her hips and trim torso, which in turn accentuated what she felt was a little less than adequate bustage.

She wore her usual gold diamond studs, which she’d received from her parents at her high school graduation, along with a pair of small gold ball studs in the second holes, but instead of the matching diamond solitaire pendant, a gold Aries sign dangled from a thin chain just above her breastbone.

McKenzie took a deep breath and tried to calm the butterflies in her stomach.

She hadn’t been out on a date since the day before she’d met Ryan. The girl had been cute and they’d gotten along well enough, but after meeting Ryan, there’d been no contest.

McKenzie paused as she considered the last three months versus the past two weeks. She’d wanted Ryan from the first moment she’d laid eyes on the woman and now she had her. Well, almost. She had Ryan’s heart, just as Ryan owned hers. But McKenzie knew she wouldn’t be complete until she’d also had Ryan’s body.

McKenzie tried to tamp down her desire, but it was useless. Though she’d slept soundly after returning home from Ryan’s place the night before, as soon as she’d woken up that morning, she’d known it was going to be a rough few days.

She’d been wet from dreams of Ryan all night, and even after her shower, it hadn’t taken long for her body to produce more as she’d remembered how good it had felt to be held in Ryan’s strong arms. Of course, her mind didn’t stop there. She imagined how easy it would’ve been for her to simply lift her head as Ryan lowered hers, their lips meeting for the first time...

“God, at this rate, I’m going to have to change my underwear. Again.”

McKenzie rubbed her thighs together to make sure she wasn’t too squishy and then checked her coat for her phone, wallet, and keys.

Telling Claire about Ryan earlier hadn’t helped either. She’d gotten a little more detailed than she’d planned. Not that she’d really planned on telling Claire anything specific about what she was doing with Ryan, but once she’d started talking, she’d found she couldn’t stop. And after Claire had calmed down and realized McKenzie hadn’t been brainwashed into some weird cult, she’d been more than eager to hear all the juicy details, egging McKenzie on to tell her more.

Claire still wasn’t clear on the whole punishment thing, but McKenzie didn’t think that was important. As long as McKenzie understood why she was being punished, she was pretty sure that was all that mattered.

McKenzie heard the doorbell ring and her heart suddenly started double-timing. She tried to take several deep breaths, but it didn’t seem to help much. Karen was on a shift at the hospital, so at least McKenzie didn’t have to worry that she would get the door before McKenzie would.

“Okay. It’s just Ryan. It’s not like we’ve never hung out together before,” McKenzie muttered to herself as she stuffed a pair of gloves into a pocket of her coat and headed out of her bedroom. “Then again, when we were hanging out, we weren’t calling it a date. Shit.”

McKenzie felt the butterflies rushing to catch up with her stomach as she walked quickly to the door and opened it. Her mouth dropped open at the sight of Ryan’s six-foot-tall frame clad in black boots, leather jeans, and a leather jacket, and she suddenly felt tingles, all of which were running south.

“Hi,” Ryan offered as she took in McKenzie’s form-fitting outfit, remembering very clearly what McKenzie’s form looked like without all the clothing.

If I make it through tonight without fucking her on the back of my Harley... Fuck, I’m in trouble.

“You ready to go?” Ryan asked as she realized McKenzie appeared to be just as distracted as she was.

McKenzie snapped her jaw shut and cleared her throat as she looked away and prayed the heat she felt in her cheeks wasn’t as noticeable as she thought it was. She sidetracked herself with putting on her coat.

“Um, yeah. Just let me lock up.”

Ryan waited for McKenzie, and then walked her to the motorcycle.

“We get to ride on your bike?” McKenzie asked, her smile beaming.

“Yep,” Ryan answered as she went to the nearest saddlebag and undid the quick release buckles hidden behind the more stylish stainless steel buckles. She lifted the flap and reached in. “Here,” she said as she handed over what looked like a thin black windbreaker. “It goes on under your jacket. It’s heated, so it should keep you warm no matter what. I hope it fits. I had to guess on the size.”

Which wasn’t entirely true. Once she’d decided she was going to take McKenzie on her bike, she’d realized the girl would need something to keep out the wind chill, so she’d gone over to Karen’s house and checked out McKenzie’s closet while the girl was at school. With a list of sizes in hand, she’d basically emptied half her savings to get the heated jacket, along with a second full helmet, since she’d decided she didn’t want McKenzie to wear the half-helmet she normally had people use when she gave them a ride.

McKenzie took off her jacket and traded it for the one Ryan was holding. She pulled it on, then slipped her jacket over the liner.

Ryan showed McKenzie how to use the remote control to set the temperature, though it wouldn’t work until McKenzie was plugged into the motorcycle.

“There’s also pants and gloves that’ll connect to the rig, but I figured we could get those later if you really needed them.” Ryan glanced back at the saddlebag and frowned. “Damn, I knew I was forgetting something. I did get you some riding gloves, but I left them on my desk. I’ll be right back.”

“No, wait, it’s okay. I have gloves,” McKenzie stopped Ryan with a hand on her arm and smiled as she pulled out a pair of dark gloves from her jacket pocket and dangled them in the low streetlight. “They’re insulated, so I should be fine. I just wanna get going.”

Ryan nodded, grinning at McKenzie’s enthusiasm.

“All right. I just wanted to make sure you didn’t freeze tonight. Now, let’s try on the helmet,” Ryan said as she unclipped it from her handlebars and handed it over. “I got us a couple headsets so we can talk to each other while we’re riding.”

“This is so cool,” McKenzie said, her smile beaming again as she ran her fingers over the embossed black flames, which matched the helmet she’d always seen Ryan wear.

“Go ahead, try it on.”

McKenzie slid the helmet over her head. It was snug, but not overly so. She fumbled with the chinstrap, but after slapping Ryan’s hands away a couple times and getting a laugh out of the other woman, she finally managed to get it secured. She held out her arms and twirled around, then flipped up the face shield.

“What do you think?”

Ryan smirked.

“You look great. But actually, I meant to tell you that before.”

“Me, too. I mean I meant to tell you, you look great, too.”

“Thanks.”

Ryan spent a few minutes showing McKenzie how to activate the headset on her helmet through voice commands and tapping. She’d just learned the system herself having never used one until she’d set it up earlier that day and played around with it. The system was a bit higher end than Ryan had intended to get, but the guy at the store had been persuasive, and the ease of use and clear sound quality made Ryan glad she’d splurged.

“So, are you hungry or do you want to see a movie first and then eat?” Ryan asked as she secured her helmet in place and flipped her face shield down, relying on the active intercom to continue their conversation.

McKenzie suppressed a shiver at hearing Ryan’s low voice directly in her ear, glad her expression was hidden behind her own face shield.

“I’m not that hungry at the moment.” For food, anyway, McKenzie thought to herself as she watched Ryan standing less than three feet away from her turn into one of her favorite fantasy assailants. She could easily imagine Ryan grabbing her and pushing her face-down over the seat of her bike, yanking her jeans down and taking her roughly from behind... Oh God, get a grip on yourself, Kenzie. “Um, so, uh, what are we gonna see?”

“Well, there’s a bunch of horror movies with it being so close to Halloween and all, but I’m not really into slasher flicks, unless there’s something you really wanna see.”

“No thanks. I don’t mind aliens and monsters, but real people going psycho and killing other people is a little too close to reality for my tastes. I was kind of wanting to see that movie with the guy and the woman and they’re best friends and they keep setting each other up with other people, but it’s so clear from the trailer that they’re the ones meant to be together. I just haven’t gotten around to going yet.”

“Oh yeah, I know the one you’re talking about. It looked pretty funny. Well, shall we?”

Ryan gestured for McKenzie to hop on. McKenzie threw her leg over the bike and sat down. She took a moment to reach out to the handlebars.

“Vroom vroom,” McKenzie said and Ryan chuckled.

“All right, scoot back.”

McKenzie pushed herself back onto the passenger seat and then rested her feet on the foot pegs, since she couldn’t quite reach the ground from her slightly elevated passenger position. Ryan plugged McKenzie’s jacket into the connecting cables she’d installed earlier that day and then swung her leg over the seat to get on. She settled herself and started the bike.

“You can turn the liner on now,” Ryan said.

McKenzie pressed the button on the remote she’d stuffed into her outer jacket pocket. Within seconds, she felt heat spreading all across her torso and down her arms. She lowered the setting until it was comfortable.

“Wow. I’m quite toasty,” McKenzie said and Ryan could hear the smile in her voice.

“Good.”

Ryan pulled her gloves out of the inside pocket of her jacket and pulled them on, then zipped up her jacket and snapped closed the top flap of the mandarin collar.

McKenzie slipped her own gloves on and then tried to figure out what to do with her hands. She’d slid forward a little as Ryan maneuvered into position and McKenzie’s inner thighs had naturally come to rest around Ryan’s hips and thighs. With McKenzie’s seat being a little higher than Ryan’s, there was no way to keep her crotch from making contact with Ryan’s lower back.

Ryan closed her eyes at the feel of McKenzie’s pubic mound pressed against her, but when the rest of McKenzie’s body didn’t follow, she opened her eyes again and turned her head to the side even though the headset carried her voice just fine.

“You need to hold on to me or you’re gonna fall off once we start moving.”

Ryan reached behind herself and found McKenzie’s arms, which she pulled forward and wrapped around her waist.

McKenzie’s front pressed full length against Ryan’s back and she knew her soft groan was audible through the intercom, but she didn’t care. Ryan felt so good against her. McKenzie tried to rest her chin on Ryan’s shoulder, but their helmets clinked together, so McKenzie repositioned her head so she was a little farther off to Ryan’s right.

Ryan took a few breaths, trying to tamp down her arousal at having McKenzie pressed so tightly against her. Hearing McKenzie groan in her ear didn’t help, but Ryan reminded herself this was the girl’s first time on a motorcycle and she couldn’t let herself get distracted. Ryan cleared her throat and took another couple breaths to steady herself.

“Okay, a few things. When we’re moving, don’t try to fight where your body wants to go. Move with the bike, or if you can’t quite figure it out, just move with me. And if you need me to pull over for any reason, just say so. Or if the headset cuts out, just pat my stomach or tap my thigh or something and I’ll stop as soon as I can. All right?”

“Got it. Now, let’s go. I want a ride.”

Ryan grinned at the excitement in McKenzie’s voice.

“Hold on tight.”

Ryan felt McKenzie’s grip tense around her stomach and then put the motorcycle in gear. She couldn’t help herself and gunned it, earning a surprised yelp in her ear as she headed them off down the street a little faster than she usually went.

The quickest route to the movie theater was surface streets, but Ryan wanted McKenzie to feel the exhilaration of a little speed, so she took her onto the freeway. She had to work to hold back the powerful machine, but she managed to keep it to just below the posted speed limit.

That is, until McKenzie whispered in her ear.

“Faster.”

Ryan looked around. Visibility was excellent, they were on a straightaway, traffic was light, and the road was dry. More importantly, a cop had just passed them a few minutes ago, so it was unlikely another one would be coming up behind them anytime soon.

Ryan opened it up and heard McKenzie laugh in delight even as she felt her whole body relax into the acceleration. She had the same response to roller coasters. Something about the speed seemed to soothe her. She’d even gone riding in the middle of the night to calm a particularly bad bout of insomnia. She wondered if McKenzie would be up for a midnight ride sometime.

They rode down the highway for several more minutes before Ryan pulled off at an exit, only to hop right back on in the opposite direction. She stuck to the speed limit this time, which was still plenty fast enough.

Ryan smiled when she felt McKenzie burrowing her hands under the bottom edge of Ryan’s leather jacket.

“You okay back there?”

“Perfect,” McKenzie said. “We could do this all night.”

Ryan laughed.

“Maybe another time. I don’t want to miss the start of the movie.”

“Okay,” McKenzie said, sounding only a little disappointed.

A short time later, they arrived at the theater and Ryan found a parking spot as close to the entrance as she could. She climbed off the bike and then waited for McKenzie to follow suit after unplugging her jacket from the motorcycle. McKenzie pulled off her helmet at the same time Ryan did and grinned.

“That was amazing! Oh my God, that was so cool. You have to take me with you again, except next time, I’m wearing different gloves. These are supposed to be insulated, but damn, my hands got cold!”

Ryan laughed at McKenzie’s enthusiasm as she set her helmet on the seat and pulled off her own gloves. She finally got a good look at McKenzie’s thin leather gloves and shook her head.

“Yeah, I knew I should’ve gone back for the ones I got you. Here.”

Ryan reached for McKenzie’s hands, pulling off the girl’s gloves and sliding her warm leather riding gloves back on in their place, and then held both of McKenzie’s hands between her own.

“Better?”

McKenzie got lost in Ryan’s warm gaze. It took her a moment to remember Ryan had asked her a question and then another moment to remember what the question had been about. Her hands had been cold, but at the moment, they were perfectly warm. She nodded.

“Much.”

“Good. I’ll make sure not to forget your gloves next time. Wind chill factor can be a bitch.”

They stood together a few more moments, and then by mutual agreement got moving again. They secured the helmets to the handlebars with a couple of oversized combination lock carabiners and stored McKenzie’s heated liner jacket in one of the saddlebags. They got in line outside the theater, but when Ryan brought out her wallet to pay for the tickets, McKenzie put her hand over Ryan’s.

“I don’t know how expensive all that stuff was, but I’m guessing it wasn’t cheap, so why don’t you let me take care of everything else tonight, okay?”

Ryan didn’t even pretend to think about it.

“Yeah, that’s probably a good idea.”

McKenzie grinned as she flashed her student ID for a discount, and then slid her money through the slot to the teller, receiving their tickets in return.

“Do I even wanna know how much that stuff cost?”

Ryan pushed open the door and held it for McKenzie to enter the theater lobby ahead of her. They got in line for snacks and McKenzie stood in front of Ryan, meeting Ryan’s gaze with a determined look on her face. Finally, Ryan smiled sheepishly.

“All right. Well, it’s not like it would be hard for you to find out on your own, but... The, um, the helmet was two-fifty, the jacket was two hundred, and the headsets were five.”

McKenzie’s jaw dropped.

“Are you serious? Jesus Christ, Ryan! I could’ve—”

“No. I wanted to surprise you. And it really wasn’t that big a deal.”

“Not that big a deal... Ryan, you just spent almost a thousand dollars on me. You’re not...” McKenzie narrowed her eyes. “You’re not trying to impress me or buy my love or something, are you? I mean I know you know my parents are pretty well-off and you... well... aren’t... but I know that and I don’t care. You don’t have to—”

Ryan smiled and shook her head.

“No, it’s not that. That stuff was actually just a practical thing. And if you really wanna know the truth, it was a pretty selfish gift. I wanted to take you on my bike, but I couldn’t do that if you didn’t have the right gear, and the right gear just happens to be incredibly expensive, that’s all.”

“But Ryan—”

“McKenzie, stop.” Ryan sighed. “Okay, I really didn’t think this was going to be a problem, but I was obviously wrong. Now listen to me.

“I save my money so I can spend it on the things I want. I want to be able to take you on my bike anytime I want and I want you to be safe and comfortable when I do. And I really enjoyed being able to talk to you while we were riding. I’ve never done that before. Now, sure, it’s going to take me a little while to save up that amount of money again, but I honestly can’t think of anything else I’d rather have done with it, so the choice is to either have a thousand bucks in the bank just so I have a thousand bucks in the bank or to put it towards something that will make me happy.” Ryan cupped McKenzie’s cheek and looked her in the eyes. “I’m choosing happiness.”

McKenzie looked down and nodded as she fiddled with the zipper pull on the bottom of Ryan’s jacket. It was a little silver eagle’s head, smooth under her thumb and tied with a short strip of black leather. She took a moment to wipe at the corner of her eye and then looked back up.

“Thank you for the gifts, Ryan.”

Ryan smiled and placed her hands on McKenzie’s hips, nudging her backwards as the line shortened.

“You’re welcome.” As McKenzie moved to stand next to her so she could check out the items behind the counter, Ryan looked at McKenzie out of the corner of her eye. “You’re also paying for the next fifty dates.”

McKenzie looked up at Ryan in shock for a moment, but then caught the teasing glint in the woman’s eyes and started laughing as she swatted Ryan in the stomach.

“Just for that, I’ll be taking you to the cafeteria at school.”

They finally made it to the head of the line and ordered their snacks, deciding to share a large soda and popcorn along with a couple boxes of candy. They made it to their seats just as the lights went down and the trailers began.

Ryan watched the screen without actually seeing it as she became acutely aware of McKenzie’s proximity. She sat in the seat in her usual style with legs wide apart, which caused her left thigh to touch McKenzie’s knee. Ryan focused on not tensing up and not pulling her leg away either and tried to relax, but every time she stopped thinking about it for even a split second, her muscles went rigid with the strain of not reaching over and simply pulling McKenzie onto her lap.

Ryan could easily imagine how well McKenzie would fit laid out across her thighs, one arm cradling her, while the other undid her jeans. Ryan would claim her mouth, doing her best to muffle any of the girl’s cries as she slid her hand inside McKenzie’s panties. Judging by the tense look Ryan could see in her peripheral vision, McKenzie was probably soaking wet, so Ryan’s fingers would slip right inside.

As she entered the girl, she’d push McKenzie’s head into the crook of her neck and whisper to her that she had to remain silent or she’d stop. She knew McKenzie would whimper at the command, but would nod her head and comply, only making soft whines when she couldn’t help it, until Ryan finally brought her to climax, causing her to gasp into Ryan’s shoulder and shudder in her arms.

Ryan silently groaned as she realized what she was doing to herself and resolutely pushed the images out of her mind, her clit aching from the lack of release.

She decided she needed to sidetrack herself and reached into the tub of popcorn sitting on McKenzie’s thigh. Just as she was bringing her hand away, her fingers brushed against McKenzie’s as the younger woman reached for her own handful of popcorn. Ryan felt McKenzie still for a moment, obviously thrown by the simple contact, though Ryan did her best to pretend she hadn’t noticed. But she couldn’t ignore the jolt of electricity that shot straight to her groin and took her breath away, making her feel giddy and lightheaded. She almost laughed out loud.

How cliché can you get? I’m acting like some horny teenager out on her first date.

Then it occurred to Ryan it was exactly like that because it really was her first date. She’d been introduced to sex at a very young age, so she’d never gotten to experience what it was like to go on a first date and explore her sexuality and discover the joys and pleasure of being with another person. Most of the time, she didn’t really think about it, but when she did, she knew she was very different from most people in that respect.

There had never been a moment of discovery for her when she hit puberty the way it seemed most of the kids at school had suddenly awakened to their sexuality. All the blushing, the wondering, the learning. It had seemed juvenile to her that they didn’t know what a French kiss was, or the best way to stimulate a clitoris, or how to give a good handjob or blowjob, or what come looked like. Ryan couldn’t remember a time before she knew what sex was, knew what those parts of the body could do, how to pleasure them, what it sounded like when someone had an orgasm, how to tell if someone was turned on.

She’d never been innocent.

But now, here with McKenzie, she was getting the chance to catch up on some of what she’d missed. Like the simple pleasure of going out on a date and spending time with the one she loved.

For the first time in her life, Ryan realized she was experiencing normalcy. The thought stunned her. This was what it was supposed to feel like. This was how it should have been when she was a teenager, instead of all the drama and instability of abusive adults at every turn that left her unable to trust anyone or feel anything other than fear and anger for the longest time. She’d spent years working to change all that, vowing not to let the abuse in her past rule her future. She’d seen other people take that route, becoming bitter and closed off, and she didn’t want that. Maybe all her hard work was finally paying off.

Maybe, just maybe, she had a chance at truly being happy.

Ryan smiled and finally relaxed back in her seat, content in a way she’d never been before.





* * *

 





I don’t stand a chance in hell of being able to concentrate on this movie, McKenzie thought.

Even though she hadn’t been on a date in three months, before that, she’d gone out all the time, and one of her favorite things to do was go to the movies and make out, so her body was all primed to do just that, but she wasn’t allowed.

Just my luck.

She watched Ryan out of the corner of her eye. She loved Ryan’s profile, especially her lips, which McKenzie could almost feel touching her own as she imagined kissing the woman.

She’d climb onto Ryan’s lap, straddling her thighs, and drag her fingers through Ryan’s silky black hair. Then she’d lower her mouth to Ryan’s and gently brush her lips with her own. Maybe she’d suck on Ryan’s plump lower lip, pretending it was her clit and flicking it with her tongue. She’d done that before on other dates and had always gotten a good reaction.

But what she really wished she could do as she imagined straddling Ryan, and which she’d never really considered with anyone else, was slide off Ryan’s lap and lick her pussy right there in the darkened movie theater.

She could imagine Ryan’s surprise and then that devilish grin as Ryan went along, tangling her fingers in McKenzie’s hair to control her and hold her in place. Ryan would show her what to do. McKenzie wasn’t sure about some of the practicalities, like getting Ryan’s leather pants pulled down far enough while spreading her legs wide enough in the confined space of the theater seat, but she knew she wanted to please Ryan like nobody else ever had. She wanted to be bold and fearless and seductive. That was how Ryan made her feel, like she could do anything, be anyone.

McKenzie took a deep breath, trying to keep up with the oxygen needs of her rapidly thumping heart, and caught a whiff of Ryan’s scent, a mix of the light musk of her body wash, leather, and the exotic incense she sometimes burned after cleaning her apartment. McKenzie’s arousal ratcheted up another notch with each breath she took, until she was afraid she was going to hyperventilate.

McKenzie leaned over towards Ryan and spoke quietly so she wouldn’t disturb the other patrons.

“Can we get out of here?”

Ryan looked a little lost in her own deep thoughts, but she recovered quickly enough.

“What’s wrong?”

McKenzie debated what to say, but Ryan had told her she wanted her to say if things were getting too intense for her, so...

“I’m going a little insane,” McKenzie admitted as she lowered her eyes and unconsciously stared into the shadows concealing Ryan’s chest where she’d unzipped her jacket. “We’re in a dark movie theater with a romantic comedy playing and normally one plus one would equal two, but it’s not, and I don’t have anything to do to distract myself.”

Ryan caught on and smiled.

“I could say it’s part of your punishment...” She leaned forward and whispered into McKenzie’s ear. “But I have other plans for torturing you tonight.”

Ryan pulled back and jerked her head to tell her to come on. McKenzie felt the hairs on the back of her neck stand up as a rush of arousal flooded through her body, the breath in her ear still sending tingles to the pit of her stomach, but she just got up and followed Ryan out.

They left the theater, ditching the popcorn and soda, though Ryan kept her candy, since she hadn’t even opened the box.

The cool air did nothing to dampen McKenzie’s desire, but it did seem to wake her up, pulling her out of the almost drunk-like haze she’d been in inside the theater.

“So are you ready for some real food yet?” Ryan asked as they came to a stop next to her motorcycle.

McKenzie shook her head.

“I’m too keyed up. I just need to do something.”

“Like what?”

Like beg you to throw me over the back of your bike and fuck me ’til I scream, McKenzie’s first thought came unbidden into her mind. She mentally rolled her eyes at herself as she offered a more tame response.

“Something physical, like ice skating or roller skating maybe. Or there’s bowling or miniature golf, though it’s a little cold for miniature golf, but they have an indoor arcade,” McKenzie said hopefully.

Ryan nodded.

“The arcade it is then.”

They got back on the bike and headed off.





* * *

 





They arrived at the arcade and McKenzie exchanged a few bills for some tokens at one of the change machines. She came back and found Ryan eying one of the multi-player games, so she slipped several tokens into the machine and stepped up to one of the consoles. She looked over her shoulder and found Ryan smiling at her.

“Thanks,” Ryan said, and then stepped up next to McKenzie, placing her hands on an adjacent set of controls on the waist-high console.

They played for a while, but when the game was over, they moved to another machine. They played several video arcade games, and then Ryan saw an air hockey table.

“Come on, I haven’t played air hockey since I was a kid,” Ryan said excitedly.

McKenzie smiled, happy to indulge her. She was getting to see a completely different side of Ryan. Usually, Ryan was a rather serious person. Not that she didn’t have a sense of humor, but McKenzie had never thought of her as playful. Right now though, Ryan was practically bounding over to the air hockey table, picking up the goalie paddle on one side of the table and waiting impatiently for McKenzie to put some money into the game.

McKenzie inserted the tokens and picked up the paddle on her side of the table.

The puck popped out and Ryan gestured for McKenzie to take the first shot. The game moved quickly after that. Ryan had reach on McKenzie, but McKenzie had a very good defense. They played several games in a row, but McKenzie finally bowed out.

“I don’t think my arm can take another game,” she admitted as she rubbed her bicep to try to calm the slight ache burning her muscles.

“Yeah, me, too,” Ryan agreed as she put the paddle back on the table and walked over to McKenzie.

She put her arm around McKenzie’s shoulders and they walked around until they found several pool tables towards the back.

“Do you know how to play?” McKenzie asked.

“Yeah, but it’s been a while.”

“That’s okay. I’ll go easy on you,” the blonde replied with a smirk.

McKenzie draped her jacket over the back of one of the bar stools that sat in the corner next to a bar height counter and pulled a handful of coins from her pocket. She set several stacks on the wooden counter and then used what was left in her hand to feed the pool table. A load of balls dropped down and she racked them up, carefully lifting the triangular wooden frame without jostling the balls out of position. She took the cue stick that Ryan had gotten for her off the rack on the wall.

“Want me to break?”

“Be my guest,” Ryan said as she gestured for McKenzie to take her place behind the cue ball.

McKenzie chalked the tip of her stick and used a chalk bag on her hand. Then she carefully lined up her shot. The cue stick slid without resistance across the fleshy part of her hand between her thumb and forefinger as McKenzie jabbed the tip of the stick at the cue ball, sending it into the grouping of balls at the other end of the table. The balls scattered, a solid landing in a side pocket and two striped balls falling into two different corner pockets.

Ryan frowned.

“Why do I get the feeling I’m about to get my ass kicked?”

“’Cause your psychic?” McKenzie grinned. “I’ll take solids, just to be nice,” she said, and then leaned over to take her next shot.

“How generous.”

McKenzie sunk the next three balls, finally missing on a long shot.

Ryan looked over the table and carefully chose her first shot. She missed.

McKenzie sank the rest of her balls and used her cue to point to a pocket.

“Corner pocket.”

Ryan moved out of the way, just in case, as McKenzie lined up the 8 ball. She sent it unerringly into the pocket she’d indicated. She looked around to find Ryan standing behind her, watching her.

“Want a rematch?”

Ryan nodded, but didn’t move. Her eyes were hooded and McKenzie realized she’d probably been staring at her ass. She felt the heat rise in her cheeks, but didn’t look away. Ryan stepped forward until their bodies were almost touching. She looked down into McKenzie’s upturned face and leaned down. McKenzie felt her breath catch as her heart skipped a beat at the thought that Ryan was about to kiss her, but Ryan bypassed her lips and whispered in her ear.

“Do you have any idea what I could do to you on this table? What I want to do?”

McKenzie whimpered and Ryan smiled against her ear.

“I love the sounds you make. I wonder what sounds you’d make if I had you bent over this table and was sliding in and out of you from behind.”

McKenzie felt like her knees were going to buckle any second and then Ryan stepped back, a look of pure lust glittering in her eyes.

“My break?” Ryan asked brightly.

McKenzie suddenly caught on and groaned.

“Hey, that’s not playing fair.”

“Yeah, well, I think I’m gonna need every advantage I can get against you,” Ryan replied as she walked around the table, grabbing a stack of coins on her way to feed the machine. She pulled the balls from where they dropped down and rolled them across the green felt.

McKenzie grabbed the ball rack and placed the balls Ryan sent towards her inside it. She removed the frame and Ryan set the cue ball a little off center from the racked balls.

“You know, I should take you to some bars I know,” Ryan said as she lined up her cue. “We could hustle some good money, since no one’d ever believe you’re a pool shark.”

Ryan sent the cue ball into the others, but didn’t sink any balls. McKenzie looked at the table from various angles before deciding on the striped 9 ball.

“I wouldn’t say I’m a pool shark. I’ve just been playing since I was about ten.”

She sunk the ball and moved to another striped ball.

“Ten?” Ryan asked, a little surprised.

“Yeah. I used to hang out at my father’s country club during summer vacations. I didn’t really like playing with the other kids. They were just so spoiled. They cheated at everything. So whenever they got to be too annoying, I’d go to the billiards room and shoot pool. The older men thought it was cute, but they’d also give me tips when they saw me struggling, so I learned quite a bit.”

McKenzie glanced up from where she was aiming her next shot. Ryan had taken off her leather jacket and the topmost buttons on her shirt had been left undone, revealing a tantalizing bit of tan skin with just a hint of cleavage. McKenzie’s hand slipped on the pool stick, sending the white cue ball careening around the table and into a pocket. She rolled her eyes at herself.

Ryan smiled and retrieved the cue ball from the special dropdown slot and looked for a likely shot. There wasn’t one, so she finally settled for aiming at a cluster of solids packed too tightly together to offer a clean shot. The cue ball smacked into the group, accidentally sending one of the solids into a pocket.

“That was charity,” McKenzie teased.

“I’ll take it,” Ryan said with a grin.

Ryan lined up her next shot. The ball she hit bounced out of the pocket she’d been aiming for, but kept going until it dropped into a pocket on the other side of the table.

“No way!” McKenzie exclaimed, her eyes wide in astonishment. “Is this table rigged?” She pretended to check the underside for tampering.

Ryan laughed.

“I could’ve said that a few minutes ago.”

Ryan took aim again, but missed the solid completely, instead sending the cue ball into one of McKenzie’s striped balls and sinking it in a side pocket. McKenzie reached for the pool cue, but Ryan pulled it away with a grin.

“Hey, I sunk one. Doesn’t that count?”

McKenzie laughed and stepped closer, using one hand to brace against Ryan’s hip as she used the other to grab for the stick, but Ryan pulled it farther away, using her greater height to keep it out of McKenzie’s reach. The move caused McKenzie to press up against Ryan, who stared down at her, hunger dilating her eyes.

McKenzie completely forgot about the goal of getting the pool stick as she felt her thighs, stomach, and chest make contact with Ryan’s. Her reaching hand dropped, coming to rest on Ryan’s other hip, and it took every ounce of McKenzie’s control not to reach up for Ryan’s neck to try to pull her down into a heated kiss. As it was, she couldn’t help gripping Ryan’s belt loops tighter to keep her hands where they were, but the move acted to pull Ryan in closer. It would be so easy to push up onto her tiptoes and cross those last few inches to those plump waiting lips...

Ryan lowered the arm holding the pool cue and then used both hands to gently pry McKenzie’s fingers from her belt loops before taking a step back. She held the stick between them, wrapping McKenzie’s fingers around the shaft. Ryan then very deliberately grasped the girl’s shoulders and turned her in an about-face.

“Your turn,” Ryan said, her voice rough with arousal in McKenzie’s ear.

McKenzie tried to focus on the table, but she was having trouble making her brain work. All she could think about was the woman standing behind her and how much she wanted Ryan to touch her again. She wanted to turn around, drop to her knees, and beg Ryan to take her, but as much as she knew Ryan would probably enjoy the display, McKenzie also knew it would only make it that much worse when Ryan inevitably told her no.

God, how am I going to stand two more days of this, let alone six months? Honesty. We’re supposed to be honest with each other.

McKenzie took a deep breath and turned around. She kept her eyes on the floor, hoping if she couldn’t really see Ryan, she wouldn’t simply jump the woman.

“Um, Ryan? I’m... I’m feeling completely overwhelmed. You said if it got to be too much, I should say so, so... I’m saying so. Is that okay?”

McKenzie felt Ryan take the pool cue from her and set it on the table. Then she was wrapped in strong arms and it was like a weight had been lifted from her chest and she could breathe again. She brought her own arms up to wrap around Ryan’s back and rested her cheek against Ryan’s sternum. The thump of Ryan’s heart against her ear was soothing and McKenzie smiled contentedly.

“It’s okay, McKenzie. It’s always okay. As long as you know this isn’t a ‘get out of jail free’ card you can use to try to control me.” Ryan felt McKenzie tense against her and held her tighter. “And yes, I know that’s not what you’re doing. I’m just trying to be clear. You can always ask for a breather. But it will always be up to me whether I give it to you or not. Especially when you’re enduring punishment.”

McKenzie nodded her head against Ryan’s chest. She didn’t really want it any other way. She just needed Ryan to know how out of control she felt.

McKenzie lifted her head and looked up into Ryan’s eyes.

“I don’t know how to calm down and not... not do something stupid. It’s like my brain shorts out and I just... I want you, Ryan. I keep thinking of all the things I could do to try to get you to touch me or let me touch you. But I know that’s not what you want, at least not right now. It’s just hard to have patience. But this...” McKenzie squeezed Ryan a little tighter. “This helps. Thank you.”

Ryan smiled and McKenzie smiled back before resting her head against Ryan’s chest again. Ryan lowered her head as she pulled McKenzie a little closer to whisper into her ear.

“Don’t think for one second I don’t want you, McKenzie. I do. But I also want you to remember why you’re being punished. You attempted to manipulate me. I will never tolerate that kind of behavior. One of the ways for you to gain the control you need is to be aware of how you’re feeling before it completely overwhelms you.” Ryan pulled back, causing McKenzie to look up at her. “That’s why I’m proud of you for telling me you felt like you’d reached your limit. It’s important for you to be able to recognize those kinds of things.”

McKenzie nodded and took another step back.

“I think I’m okay now.”

McKenzie picked up the pool cue and looked for her next shot. This time, the balls on the table made sense and McKenzie was able to find a clear path for each of her balls, until finally sinking the 8 ball.

“Wanna play something else?” McKenzie asked.

“Yeah,” Ryan replied, grabbing their jackets and dropping the last couple stacks of coins into McKenzie’s coat pocket. “But not here.”

McKenzie felt her stomach clench at Ryan’s tone and wasn’t surprised when they ended up outside and heading for Ryan’s motorcycle.

Instead of taking the long way this time, Ryan took the shortest route home, pulling into Karen’s driveway in only a few minutes. Ryan stowed their riding gear and then followed McKenzie inside.

Moments later, they were walking into McKenzie’s bedroom.

McKenzie hung her coat up in her closet, while Ryan shrugged off her leather jacket and draped it over the chair at McKenzie’s desk. When McKenzie turned back to face Ryan, she found the woman half sitting on the edge of her desk, arms folded across her chest, watching her.

“Undress for me.”

McKenzie felt a blush warm her cheeks at the command, but it didn’t stop her from immediately turning around to bend over, so she could offer a view of her ass to Ryan as she removed her boots. She knew part of her was still adjusting to this new facet of their relationship, the part of her that thought she should be shy and inhibited about her body. But another and much more powerful part of her was more than ready to show Ryan everything she had to offer should Ryan choose to accept.

Ryan stayed where she was, tensing her thigh muscles as she felt new wetness push its way up between her lips to coat her clit. They’d only done this a few times and McKenzie already seemed to know exactly how best to tease her. Ryan gripped her biceps tighter as a strong urge to move forward and take over the task of removing McKenzie’s clothes had her flexing her muscles in preparation to do just that.

McKenzie finished removing her socks and shoes and stood back up. She didn’t turn around as she tucked her necklace under her shirt and then pulled her mock turtleneck off over her head, tossing the garment aside. Then she did turn, giving Ryan a profile view as she undid her jeans. She carefully left her panties in place as she rolled the jeans down her legs. She bent over again to push them past her heels and stepped out of them.

Ryan dragged her gaze away and looked up to the ceiling, forcing herself to take deep breaths. At the rate she was going, she was going to be forcing three fingers inside the girl in the next few seconds, never mind McKenzie’s punishment or the no touching rule.

When Ryan brought her eyes back to McKenzie, the girl was facing her, her hands behind her back. For a moment, Ryan thought she was waiting for another command. Then she saw McKenzie’s bra loosen and McKenzie shrugged, causing the flimsy material to slide down her arms. Ryan grinned. The girl had been waiting for Ryan to look at her before revealing herself.

McKenzie smiled, enjoying the reaction she could see so clearly reflected in Ryan’s gaze. Then she remembered she had one more piece of clothing to remove. There was something she wanted to do, but she wasn’t sure how Ryan would take it. McKenzie didn’t want to overstep one of their limits, but she had to let Ryan know how much their evening together had affected her.

McKenzie slid her panties off, but instead of leaving them on the floor, she picked them up and walked over to Ryan, holding them out to the woman.

“All of this is because of you. It’s all for you.”

McKenzie hated the fresh burning in her cheeks, but she held Ryan’s gaze as Ryan took her soaked underwear. McKenzie stepped back and automatically assumed First Position.

Ryan didn’t look down at the silk in her hand. She could feel its sodden weight and her thumb rubbed over the crotch, confirming the slippery evidence of McKenzie’s arousal.

Ryan let the underwear drop to the floor as she pushed off from the desk and took the few steps to stand in front of McKenzie. They were mere inches apart and the fact that McKenzie was completely nude while she was still fully clothed only intensified Ryan’s arousal.

“I want to make you come.”

McKenzie couldn’t tear her eyes away from the raw need she saw in Ryan’s gaze and the sincerity in her voice sent chills down McKenzie’s spine. She knew it hadn’t been said as a prelude to Ryan actually doing it. It was just a statement of need. McKenzie was beginning to realize her punishment forced restrictions on Ryan, too.

“I was originally planning to masturbate in front of you again, show you what your punishment is causing you to miss out on, but...” Ryan looked upwards again and blew out a harsh breath before meeting McKenzie’s eyes again. “The truth is, I don’t trust myself with you right now. So...” Ryan took a step back. “We’re going to work on something a little less... dangerous.”

McKenzie swallowed and nodded jerkily.

Ryan took another step back and crossed her arms again as the urge to wrap one hand around McKenzie’s throat while she buried the other between the girl’s legs had her rocking on the balls of her feet for a moment.

“Lie down on the bed.”

McKenzie hesitated for only a moment. She could see how tense Ryan was and the thought crossed her mind that if she tried, she might actually be able to get Ryan to take her, but the more rational part of her told her although that might get her what she wanted in the moment, it would probably irreparably harm their budding relationship, and she really didn’t want that.

McKenzie backed up onto the edge of her bed and then pushed herself towards her pillows. She leaned back, but kept her legs straight, her arms at her sides, and waited for Ryan’s next command.

“You know, with everything that’s happened the past few days, we never got around to discussing your explorations from the other night. Tell me how that went. What did you do?”

McKenzie frowned as she tried to think back. That had been almost a week ago. Then she remembered and felt a blush crawl up her neck. She swallowed.

“I, um... At first, I sort of forgot what you said and just started rubbing myself, but then I stopped and tried to do what you said and imagined you touching me.”

“And how did I touch you?”

McKenzie felt her cheeks warm.

“Y-You played with my breasts... My nipples.”

Ryan smiled as the nipples in question began to tighten.

“And how did you react?”

McKenzie glanced down at her chest and barely suppressed a whimper.

“They got hard, just like now. It was like... like you were touching my... my clit.”

McKenzie’s hips lifted off the bed a fraction before she willed them to relax again.

“Is that all I did? Just played with your nipples with my hands?”

McKenzie shook her head.

“No. You sucked on them, too. And...”

“And what?”

“You...” McKenzie couldn’t keep her lower belly from clenching, which forced a soft grunt from her. “You held my hands above my head.”

“Show me,” Ryan ordered, her voice rough with need.

McKenzie brought her arms up, crossing them at her wrists and pressing them into the pillow just above her head. Somehow, they seemed to be connected to her legs because her knees raised as well, separating her thighs as her hips lifted off the bed.

“You held me down with one hand and used the other to rub my clit while you were sucking on my nipples. Then I couldn’t help thinking about you licking me, licking my pussy, and I... I came so hard for you, Ryan.”

“God, McKenzie,” Ryan whispered.

I’m not gonna make it, Ryan suddenly thought as adrenaline shot through her at the flood of images streaming past her mind’s eye, all of them involving holding down a struggling McKenzie as she took the girl by force. No! Just get your ass under control. She’s not ready for what you want to do to her, what you will do to her if you don’t put some damn brakes on.

“McKenzie,” Ryan spoke with more control than she actually felt. “Put your hands back at your sides and lower your legs.”

“Please, Ryan...”

“Do as I say, McKenzie. Don’t disobey me,” Ryan said, hoping her voice didn’t sound as brittle as she thought.

McKenzie slowly lowered her pelvis back to the surface of the bed and brought her hands down. She closed her thighs and stretched her legs out straight again. Her fists clenched in the blanket, but then she managed to relax them and simply let her palms rest flat against the bed.

Ryan breathed deeply, relief causing her shoulders to relax when McKenzie finally did as she was told.

Ryan saw tears glittering in the corners of McKenzie’s eyes.

“McKenzie, look at me,” Ryan said gently.

McKenzie turned her head, causing the tears to fall diagonally across her face.

“Thank you,” Ryan told her sincerely. “I know you want me to take you, and I really want to do that, more than you know, but... I need you to learn patience and I... I need to be able to control myself, so I don’t do something we’ll both regret. Please understand that this is for both of us.”

McKenzie’s eyes widened as she finally really looked at Ryan. She wasn’t breathing fast, but McKenzie could see the pulse at her throat was throbbing in double-time. McKenzie nodded and swallowed.

“I’m sorry. I just... I want you so much, Ryan. But I’ll try to do better.”

Ryan nodded.

“So will I.” Ryan cleared her throat and smiled. “All right. Before I got lost in... all that,” and she grinned, receiving an answering smile from McKenzie. “I wanted to ask you... How did you simulate my mouth on your nipples?”

McKenzie frowned.

“I don’t understand. I just used my fingers.”

“Did you wet them?”

McKenzie shook her head.

“No, I... I didn’t think of that.”

“It’s all right. Why don’t you try that now. Suck on your fingers and thumb. Get them really wet,” Ryan instructed.

Ryan felt her sex tighten even more as McKenzie pushed her index and middle fingers into her mouth, sliding them in and out a couple times before replacing them with her thumb.

“Now rub them around your nipple. Try to pinch a little and see what happens.”

McKenzie reached down to play with the stiffened tip of her right breast and cried out at the sharp pleasure that came when it slipped out of her fingers. She did it again, unconsciously raising her hips in response.

“How does that feel?” Ryan asked knowingly.

McKenzie panted a few times, trying to get her thoughts organized.

“It feels like you’re licking and sucking my tit. God, it feels amazing. Is this what it’ll really feel like? When it’s you?”

Ryan grinned.

“Not quite. It’ll feel a lot better when I do it because you won’t know what’s coming next the way you do with your own fingers.”

Ryan watched as McKenzie moistened her drying fingers and did the same with her other hand so that she was rubbing and pinching both nipples in concert. McKenzie’s gasps and low moans made Ryan press her thighs together in a futile attempt to find relief.

“I’ll also be able to add suction and scrape my teeth over them,” Ryan said, her voice low. “And I have a feeling you’re the kind of person who’ll really enjoy teeth.”

“Is that... something you like?” McKenzie got out between breaths.

“Yes, both ways.”

“Both ways?”

“I like biting and being bitten, at least in certain areas.”

“Which areas?” McKenzie gasped out, determined to learn what she could for later use.

“My shoulders and my biceps. Anywhere else I tend to be a little too sensitive.”

“Where... God, Ryan... Where would you... Where do you want to bite me?”

McKenzie held Ryan’s hooded gaze and for a moment, she thought Ryan might actually move to show her, but then Ryan visibly relaxed her tense muscles.

“Your breasts. I can already feel them in my mouth.”

Ryan’s voice sent tingles over McKenzie’s skin and she arched into her own fingers with a grunt as Ryan continued.

“I would love to slide my teeth along your neck to your shoulders. I know how good that feels and I really want to share that with you.”

McKenzie tilted her head to the side as if to give Ryan room to do just that and Ryan grinned.

“I love the curve of your hips, too. And the insides of your thighs.” Especially if I had you tied spread-eagled, so you couldn’t stop me, Ryan continued silently.

McKenzie couldn’t help drawing her legs up again and spreading them wide to expose her inner thighs, though that wasn’t all the move revealed as she instinctually pumped her hips up to meet an unseen thrust.

“Oh God, Ryan, please,” McKenzie whispered.

Ryan groaned at the sight of the slippery pink folds of McKenzie’s swollen sex bobbing up and down, the light-colored pubic hairs significantly darkened by all the wetness the girl had released. Then the unmistakable scent of sex hit her and Ryan’s nostrils flared as her lungs pulled in the aphrodisiac as deeply as they could. Ryan swallowed several times in an effort to keep up with the flood of saliva her mouth was producing in expectation of getting a taste.

“McKenzie,” Ryan rasped out and cleared her throat. “McKenzie, I need you to stop. Now.”

McKenzie froze, though Ryan could see her pussy still rhythmically flexing as it tried to clamp down on something, anything.

“Relax your body.”

McKenzie slowly let her legs slide back down to the mattress as she pulled her hands away from her breasts. Her breathing was still fast, so she focused on slowing it down, mostly to distract herself from the acute pain in her nipples from the sudden loss of stimulation, which was making her clit ache as well.

“Good girl,” Ryan said proudly. McKenzie had stopped much faster than Ryan had expected and without any protests this time.

McKenzie just nodded as tears slid silently down her temples and into her hair, her body throbbing with need she knew wouldn’t be sated for several more days.

Ryan knew she was playing with fire, but it didn’t stop her from moving forward until she was kneeling on one knee next to the bed inches away from McKenzie’s naked form. She just needed to comfort the girl. She reached over and cradled McKenzie’s face with one hand, using her thumb to rub the tears at the girl’s temple. McKenzie turned into the touch and closed her eyes.

“I love you,” Ryan said simply, though the emotion behind the words caused her voice to catch and she swallowed.

It was like a balm to McKenzie’s soul, knowing that despite the reason for her punishment, Ryan still loved her, still wanted to be with her. It gave her hope that somehow she’d get through this. She’d find the strength... somewhere.

McKenzie opened her eyes and stared into Ryan’s.

“I love you, too. So much,” she whispered.

Ryan smiled, wanting nothing more than to lean in and capture the girl’s lips. Instead, she gave McKenzie’s cheek a final squeeze, and then slowly stood and turned away. She collected her jacket and threw it over her shoulder. Ryan turned back to McKenzie, finding the girl watching her.

“I have an evening shift at the bookstore,” Ryan said quietly, not wanting to break the mood. “If you want, you can stop by,” she offered.

“I want,” McKenzie said, her voice scratchy from crying.

Ryan smiled.

“I’ll see you tomorrow then. My shift starts at five and I’ll be there until eleven.”

McKenzie nodded.

“Try to get some sleep,” Ryan said, though she knew McKenzie was going to have a tough time of it.

“I’ll try,” McKenzie said as she moved around to pull the blanket over her body, then rolled onto her side, still watching Ryan.

Ryan took a deep breath and blew it out. She just wanted to march back over to the girl and climb under the covers with her, but she knew it wouldn’t stop there. She’d have her fingers inside McKenzie before the girl even knew what was happening. Not that McKenzie would stop her...

Ryan groaned and turned away.

“Goodnight, Ryan,” McKenzie called after her.

Ryan turned back, catching a hint of a knowing smile curving McKenzie’s lips. Ryan grinned in rueful acknowledgment as she shook her head.

“Night, Kenzie,” she said and was pleased when she saw her impromptu nickname bring the girl’s soft smile to full bloom.

Ryan winked and then left, closing the door behind her.

McKenzie sighed and closed her eyes, willing her body to calm down so she could fall asleep, but it was another hour before she finally drifted off into restless dreams.





* * *

 





Ryan entered her apartment, practically stripping as soon as she was in the door. She landed on her bed, her hands immediately going to her throbbing mound.

Unlike last time, Ryan had no qualms about satisfying her body’s need while McKenzie went without. It was simply part of the girl’s punishment.

She still didn’t know how she’d made it out of McKenzie’s bedroom without fucking her senseless. The girl was naked, willing, and so incredibly wet.

What the hell is wrong with me? She’s right. She’s over eighteen. There’s no reason I can’t just...

No. You know why.

And she did. She hadn’t said it outright to McKenzie, but it went beyond the fact the girl was inexperienced. The truth was Ryan had never been with a completely untouched sub before.

Sure, she’d been the first fully-realized BDSM experience for quite a few women, but all of them had had sex before and most of them had played with bondage at least once with other partners in one way or another.

It might have started out with a desire to have their hair pulled, or a modest purchase of nipple clamps, maybe even a bold request to be tied up. But for whatever reason, it hadn’t worked out, usually because their partners had realized they weren’t interested in going down that path, which was when the women had found her.

But McKenzie... McKenzie had never had sex, probably never even considered the rougher forms of it until meeting Ryan, and now had basically chosen to jump headfirst into the deep end of the pool. Off the high-dive. Without checking to make sure there was any water in the pool first.

So it was up to Ryan to drag her ass back to the kiddie pool, kicking and screaming if need be, until she knew enough to make that choice with her eyes wide open.

Except Ryan really just wanted to dive in after her and find out exactly how long the girl could hold her breath.

Ryan slid her fingers through her sopping sex, not surprised in the slightest at the copious amount of fluid she found. She’d been wet long before she’d ever left her apartment. Then she’d indulged in over three hours of foreplay.

Ryan remembered how McKenzie’s body had felt pressed into hers at the arcade while they were playing pool. Only sheer willpower—and the fear of going to jail for public indecency—had stopped her from attacking McKenzie right then and there.

In her mind, she saw McKenzie staring up at her with that same look of pleading in her eyes she’d had when Ryan had been holding the pool cue just out of her reach.

Ryan tossed the stick aside and cupped McKenzie’s cheeks with both hands, claiming McKenzie’s lips as she forcefully backed her up against the edge of the table until the girl had nowhere to go. McKenzie’s whimpers echoed in her mind, pulled from memories of all the times she’d heard McKenzie make that beautiful sound. Her hand slid to grip the back of McKenzie’s neck as she crushed their mouths together. Then she pulled back, spinning McKenzie around and pressing up against her again as she brought her hands around McKenzie’s front to undo her jeans.

As soon as Ryan had the top button undone and the zipper unzipped, she stepped back and yanked the jeans, along with the girl’s underwear, down to McKenzie’s knees. She pushed the girl forward over the table. All the balls had been cleared away in her mind, but the cue was still close at hand.

Ryan slipped her hand between McKenzie’s legs from behind, knowing the girl’s pussy would be just as wet as she’d seen it a few minutes ago. Ryan slid her fingers inside, eliciting a sharp cry at the sudden intrusion.

In reality, Ryan entered herself with two fingers, pushing all the way in on one thrust. Her hips bucked and she knew it wouldn’t take much more to throw her over the edge as she circled her clit with the fingers of her other hand.

In the fantasy, she reached for the pool cue. She unscrewed it, so she only had to deal with the bottom half, and then flipped it so the thicker rounded end was pointed towards McKenzie.

“Let’s see just how deep I can get.”

Ryan brought the pole up, using the tip of her finger to guide the shaft of smooth wood to McKenzie’s entrance. Ryan knew she would never take McKenzie this way for her first time in real life. McKenzie was going to come on Ryan’s fingers before ever coming on one of Ryan’s surrogate cocks. But for the fantasy, it was perfect.

When she was positioned right, Ryan pushed the shaft forward. She could just imagine the deep groan McKenzie would let out as she was entered by the thick pole. Ryan pulled out and pushed in again, getting it that much deeper.

“God, Ryan... Please,” McKenzie gasped and then grunted as Ryan slid in harder than before, finally bottoming out.

Ryan slipped the base of the pool cue in and out of McKenzie’s tight cunt faster and faster, knowing McKenzie wouldn’t be able to stop moaning and crying out with each thrust.

As her own pleasure built, Ryan couldn’t hold the fantasy anymore and the image shifted to a scene of McKenzie naked and bound spread-eagled on top of the pool table. Ryan thrust inside her with one of her larger cocks as the girl struggled to gasp in enough air to scream despite the weight of Ryan’s body pressing down on top of her.

Ryan pumped her hips, both in the fantasy and in reality, thrusting inside herself as hard and as fast as she wanted to take McKenzie. In her mind, she saw McKenzie stiffen and then her hips bucked up, slamming against Ryan’s as she screamed her orgasm, calling Ryan’s name over and over again.

The vigorous rubbing over her clit and harsh pounding at her G-spot blended with the image of McKenzie coming beneath her, and Ryan cried out, unable to keep quiet as every muscle in her body tensed and jerked in ecstasy.

“McKenzie! Oh God, McKenzie!”

Her hips had a mind of their own as they continued to lift up, impaling her on her own fingers.

Finally, the waves of pleasure subsided and her muscles slowly relaxed, leaving her sated for the moment. Though judging by the continued clenching in her lower abdomen, she had a feeling she would probably need to go at least one more round if she hoped to get any kind of decent sleep.

Ryan stared up at the ceiling as she tried to calm her breathing. She sighed.

“How the hell am I going to last another six months?”

One day at a time, was her mind’s only response.













Day 12

Saturday, October 25





McKenzie pushed through the door on the bookstore side of Barron’s Bookstore, Café & Pub and looked around. Over the past few months, she’d learned that Ryan could be working on either side, but McKenzie hadn’t seen her behind the counter in the café area as she walked past the windows, so she’d decided to check the bookstore first.

She hadn’t been to Barron’s in over two weeks. Between seeing Ryan regularly for her training sessions or intentionally avoiding the woman while undergoing punishment, she hadn’t even considered going to the bookstore unannounced. Having Ryan invite her specifically to stop by and see her while she was at work had warmed McKenzie to the core.

McKenzie slung her backpack higher on her shoulder and headed deeper inside, slipping between the many aisles of books. She finally found Ryan in the back, shelving new books from an open box on the floor.

McKenzie just watched her for a moment.

Ryan’s jet black hair was pulled back into a ponytail, though the thin braid she’d worn the night before was loose and fell across the side of her face as she bent over to pull a book from the box and then turned back to the shelf.

Ryan was wearing a form-fitting black T-shirt with the store’s logo emblazoned on the front and back. It must have been at least two sizes too small and the bottom hem had crept up a little more each time she’d reached up to a higher shelf, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of rock hard abs. Her low-slung tight black jeans showed off the tops of Ryan’s hip bones and McKenzie couldn’t help thinking about what perfect handholds they’d make if she were kneeling in front of Ryan, licking her pussy, with those jeans down around her ankles.

McKenzie squeezed her eyes shut, trying to get the image out of her head. After a few moments, she decided it was a lost cause and headed over to the woman.

“Hey,” McKenzie said as she came to a stop in front of Ryan.

Ryan looked up and smiled.

“Hey, you made it.”

“Yeah, sorry. The study session ran a little long. I finally just had to leave, since they weren’t really working anymore. I swear, they gossip like a bunch of old biddies at bingo. I know more about people I’ve never even met than I do about most of them.”

Ryan laughed and shook her head.

“Well, maybe you can make up for it while you’re here. I can get you set up with a table if you want,” Ryan said as she placed the last book on the shelf and picked up the empty box.

“That sounds great.”

Ryan took a moment to ditch the box in the storage area and then led McKenzie back through the stacks until they were on the café side. She showed McKenzie to a table and then left her to make McKenzie’s favorite coffee milkshake while McKenzie pulled out her laptop and notebooks.

By the time McKenzie was settled in, Ryan returned with her drink and the check.

“Thanks,” McKenzie said as she intercepted the tall cup before Ryan could set it down and took a grateful pull on the straw. “Oh yeah. That hits the spot.”

“We aim to please,” Ryan grinned and then glanced around. “Um, my break’s not for another couple hours, so—”

“Oh no, that’s okay. I’ve got stuff I need to work on, too. I just...” ...wanted to be near you. God, that sounds pathetic.

Ryan smiled, appearing shy for a moment.

“I’m really glad you’re here,” Ryan said quietly.

“Me, too.”

Ryan nodded and then left to get back to work before anyone could question why she was spending more time than necessary with one of the customers.

McKenzie watched her go and then turned back to face her laptop.

“Work. Right. Let’s get to it then.”

It wasn’t as hard to concentrate as McKenzie had expected, especially once she decided to ditch the art history material in favor of working on several sketches for her digital art class. She loved the new tablet her parents had gotten her for the class, though she was still learning all the new brushes, paper settings, and tools that had come with it. For now, she stuck with what she knew and was soon lost in the act of creation. Over an hour passed before she looked up again.

Ryan was still gone. So was McKenzie’s milkshake. She considered ordering another one, but decided against it. Her exercise routine could only handle so much and then she’d be in danger of becoming the chubby kid she’d only recently grown out of. Not that she was vain, not really, but she wanted to look her best for Ryan.

Given Ryan’s exercise regimen, which McKenzie had only gotten to see once a couple months ago, McKenzie had already increased her own workout intensity to try to keep up with the older woman.

She’d gone over to Ryan’s with the excuse that Karen needed help with a new program on her computer. Ryan had said she’d be glad to help out just as soon as she was finished with her workout, and then had offered for McKenzie to hang out while she waited if she wanted. McKenzie had sat at Ryan’s desk and simply watched while Ryan went through one of the most intense workouts McKenzie had ever seen.

In the corner of Ryan’s apartment stood a vertical knee raise/dip station McKenzie had only ever seen bulky body builders use at her father’s gym. McKenzie had never tried it herself for that reason, which had only been reinforced when her friends in high school had warned her that weightlifting would add unsightly muscles to her feminine form. Even the dietician her parents had hired for McKenzie’s slight weight problem had been unable to convince her to try it after explaining that building muscle would help her burn more fat. She’d always stuck with the cardio machines instead.

But Ryan didn’t shy away from using her muscles at all and she wasn’t bulky, just incredibly well-defined. Sweat had poured off her as she’d lifted her legs straight up, almost touching her toes to the ceiling where she hung against the padded backrest. When she’d performed the tricep dips, McKenzie had been mesmerized by Ryan’s arms as they pumped her body upwards again and again.

Ryan had even done one-armed chin-ups, though now that McKenzie thought about it, she wondered if Ryan had just been showing off at that point. She’d certainly grunted with a lot of effort to pull those off. Same with the one-armed push-ups.

McKenzie had enjoyed the upside-down crunches the most, though. Ryan’s cut-off half shirt had flipped up, revealing her flexing abs and tight sports bra. Along with the skintight bike shorts, it had almost been like getting to see the woman naked.

McKenzie blushed. Now that she knew what Ryan looked like naked, there was no comparison.

The woman’s a fucking goddess. She smiled as another thought came to her. And I get to worship her.

McKenzie went back to her tablet and opened up her personal projects folder. None of the files in the directory were for class, but that hadn’t stopped her from spending an inordinate amount of time on them.

Most of them had been sparked by a single assignment she’d received early on from Professor Diaz, her digital art teacher, to ‘capture emotions.’ She’d turned in other less personal sketches to satisfy the assignment, which the woman had critiqued rather harshly.

“How much time did you spend on these? I know you’re better than this. You know you’re better than this. Your heart clearly wasn’t in a single one of these.”

McKenzie had stutteringly admitted she’d spent more time on a different set of drawings, but that she didn’t have permission from the subject to use them.

Professor Diaz had said she wanted to see them anyway, even if they didn’t count, so McKenzie had reluctantly pulled the files up on the tablet. Each black and white pencil-style sketch, done in photo-realistic quality, had shown a different expression McKenzie had seen on Ryan’s face at one time or another.

One held a knowing smirk, the matching glint in Ryan’s eyes making the viewer wonder about the private joke she must have been thinking about to cause that look. Another showed Ryan smiling full out, just on the verge of throwing her head back in joyous laughter. There were others, but the last one was McKenzie’s favorite. Ryan was looking straight at the viewer, her expression almost unreadable, leaving the viewer to come to their own conclusions. That was the one McKenzie had put on her cell phone as Ryan’s caller ID.

Professor Diaz had stared at each one for a long time. Finally, she’d turned to McKenzie.

“There’s your heart.”

And McKenzie had only been able to nod in agreement.

McKenzie had been shocked when she’d received a grade that had clearly taken into account the sketches of Ryan rather than the ones she’d turned in. She’d made sure to put more effort into the work she handed in after that, though she still refused to use Ryan’s likeness for any of her assignments.

She didn’t really think Ryan would have minded, but she would’ve had to ask, and then she would’ve had to show Ryan the drawings in question, and McKenzie hadn’t been ready to do that just yet.

Even now, she felt nervous just thinking about letting Ryan see them, especially considering the turn her most recent work had taken. At the time, she’d mostly been worried about revealing the true severity of her little crush, since she’d been pretty sure Ryan wasn’t interested. Now, though...

McKenzie’s stylus hovered over the filename of her latest personal project, but she didn’t open it. The file contained a nude drawing of Ryan reclining against the head of her bed, one hand on her breast, the other between her legs, an expression of pleasurable agony contorting her features.

While those first images had been innocent enough, she had no idea how Ryan would feel if she found out what McKenzie had been doing with her very private knowledge of Ryan’s very private moments.

McKenzie looked around at the very public café. She’d password-protected the file and given it an innocuous title, but once she opened it, the image would be visible to anyone who happened to look over her shoulder.

Unless she got one of those screen covers. She’d been meaning to get some for both her tablet and laptop.

McKenzie packed up her stuff and paid her bill, shoving a tip into the covered jar on the counter, and then headed over to the bookstore. She found the protective screens in the right sizes, along with a refill insert for her leather-bound sketch book.

She went back to the café and bought a bottle of water. Her table had been taken, so she claimed a new one, this time in the corner. She shook her head as she realized with her back to the wall, there was no chance of anyone getting a look at what she was doing. She applied the protective screens to her devices anyway and then opened the special file.

The drawing was almost done. It mostly just needed shading and a few final details.

McKenzie was in the middle of tracing her stylus along the outer edge of Ryan’s left nipple when she felt a shadow tower over her.

“Hey, you moved,” Ryan said as she dropped into the chair opposite McKenzie and set down her food. “That looks intense. Whatcha workin’ on?”

McKenzie blushed so hard she felt a bead of sweat form on her upper lip.

“Uh...”

Ryan frowned and focused on unwrapping her sandwich.

“Sorry. You don’t have to tell me. I know your art’s personal.”

McKenzie winced.

“I... I’m sorry. You just kinda caught me by surprise.”

Ryan nodded in understanding while she chewed, still not looking at McKenzie.

McKenzie swallowed and bit her lip.

“I’ve been wanting to show you... these. I just... I’m not sure...”

“Not sure about what? You don’t think I’m going to laugh at you or something, do you? I wouldn’t do that.”

“No, I know. It’s just...” McKenzie stopped, but Ryan just waited. “They’re drawings of you.”

Ryan paused, then swallowed very deliberately. She took a sip of her water.

“Drawings of me.”

“Yeah.”

Ryan felt an uncharacteristic blush creep up her neck, making her ears hot.

“Can I see?”

McKenzie opened up the older files, placing them in a slideshow so that her most recent piece was last. It was the only nude, thankfully. At least it wouldn’t look like McKenzie was only obsessed with Ryan’s body.

No, I’m just obsessed with all of her. Shit.

McKenzie handed over the tablet.

Ryan wiped her hands on a napkin and took the device. The screen didn’t appear until it was facing directly towards her and she realized it had a privacy screen on it. Her eyebrows raised at that, but then she was staring at the drawing. It was a simple sketch of her conked out in the recliner in Karen’s den.

Ryan swiped the screen and the image shifted to the left, replaced by the next one in the list. Ryan’s gaze flicked to the side, automatically comparing her right hand to the carefully detailed sketch of the appendage on the screen.

Several more swipes and she saw herself in various emotional moments.

Another swipe, this one in color. A close-up of her eyes, the distinct, and quite accurate, shades of blue blended perfectly.

When was she close enough to see my eyes that clearly?

Ryan suddenly remembered a moment, just a few weeks ago, when McKenzie had accidentally dropped a plate while they were all in the kitchen cleaning up after a friendly dinner with Karen. They’d both bent down to pick it up, McKenzie saying something about being glad it was plastic, and then their eyes had met and McKenzie had trailed off, staring for several long moments before turning to put the plate in the dishwasher.

Ryan swiped again and almost dropped the tablet. She didn’t dare look up at McKenzie, though from her peripheral vision she knew the girl was biting her lip in nervousness.

Ryan reverse-pinched the screen to zoom in on her face.

So that’s what that looks like.

She’d never seen herself at the height of orgasm. She wondered if it was narcissistic to find the image arousing or simply a testament to McKenzie’s skill at conveying such a perfect moment of bliss.

“I wish I could draw,” Ryan said quietly, finally looking up at McKenzie over the screen. “We’d have a matching set.”

McKenzie looked at her, a mix of surprise and disbelief fighting for dominance on her features as Ryan gave the tablet back to her.

“You’re not mad? Or upset? Or...”

Ryan smiled.

“No. They’re... God, this is going to sound so fucking conceited, but... They’re beautiful, McKenzie. You’re an amazing artist.”

McKenzie gave a tentative smile.

“Really?”

Ryan smirked.

“Are you fishing for compliments? Because you have to know those are incredible. Have your teachers seen them? They must’ve told you the same thing.”

McKenzie ducked her head.

“Professor Diaz is the only one that’s seen them, but I haven’t shown her that... The last one. That one’s just for me,” McKenzie whispered the last part.

So am I, Ryan thought, but didn’t say aloud.

As the silence stretched on, Ryan looked down at her sandwich, casting about for something to say.

“Have you eaten? I could get you something.”

McKenzie shook her head.

“Nah, I’m fine. I’ll get something in a little bit.” McKenzie nodded at Ryan’s sandwich. “But you should probably hurry up and finish that.”

Ryan frowned and then looked at her watch. She’d spent longer looking at McKenzie’s drawings than she’d thought and she was only supposed to take half an hour for dinner.

“Shit.”

Ryan doubled the size of her bites, barely chewing before washing it all down with her water. She gulped the last few dregs from the bottle and then stood up.

“You hangin’ around or...” Ryan glanced at the exit.

“Is it okay if I stay? I don’t want to get you in trouble or anything.”

Ryan smiled.

“It’s fine. No one’s gonna care that my girlfriend’s waiting for me to get off work as long as I actually keep working until then.”

McKenzie felt the sweetest warmth suffuse her cheeks.

“Okay,” McKenzie said softly.

Ryan looked at her curiously and McKenzie smiled at the woman’s confusion.

“You just called me your girlfriend,” McKenzie explained.

Ryan looked away as she mentally repeated what she’d just said. She realized it was true and looked uncertainly at McKenzie.

“I... I’ve never had a girlfriend before.”

McKenzie’s eyebrows raised in surprise.

“Seriously? But... I thought...”

Ryan leaned over the table and lowered her voice.

“Last night was my first date. Ever. I... I have a lot of... sexual experience, but... I’ve never had... this,” she said, gesturing vaguely between them. “This is... I don’t really know the rules. So if that was too fast—”

“No! I mean...” McKenzie sighed. “Please don’t take that back. I want to be your girlfriend... and more.” So much more.

Ryan’s gaze softened and she almost leaned forward, but then she remembered herself and stood back up.

“Okay. Good. Glad we got that settled.” She cleared her throat and glanced at her watch again. “Damn, I really gotta get back to—”

“Work, yeah. Me, too.” Ryan continued to stand there and McKenzie finally made shooing motions with her hands. “Go. I’ll be here when you’re done.”

Ryan laughed and gathered up her trash, depositing it in the nearest receptacle as she headed into the back.

McKenzie closed her eyes, allowing herself to revel in the little happy dance her heart was doing in her chest.

I have a girlfriend. Ryan is my girlfriend. Holy shit. Ryan is my girlfriend. I guess it’s true. Good things really do come to those who wait.

McKenzie opened her laptop and pulled up her notes for art history. As much as she hated the subject, it failed to completely eradicate the small smile that tugged at McKenzie’s lips every so often.

Unfortunately, though her eyes moved steadily over the text, she hardly took in a single word. She needed to at least pass the course to keep up her grade point average, but it was quite some time before she was finally able to buckle down and get any studying done.





* * *

 





Ryan helped the bartender restock the bar in preparation for the Saturday evening crowd. Then she went into the kitchen and did some minor cleanup. Then she checked the small stage and made sure the band had everything they needed: drinks, water, extra cable for one of the amps, a few appetizers for snacks.

Her duties took her past McKenzie’s table several times, but the girl never looked up as she seemed completely engrossed in whatever she was staring at on her laptop.

Ryan glanced at her watch. Only five more minutes and then she could take off. Images of some of the things she wanted to do to McKenzie as part of her punishment kept running through her head. Normally, she was dead tired at the end of her shifts from being on her feet the whole time, but she could feel herself keying up in anticipation of getting McKenzie alone.

“So this is where you’ve been hiding.”

Ryan turned at the voice and then grinned.

“Does it look like I need to hide?” Ryan clasped hands with the woman and nodded to her partner. “Hey.”

“Actually, it looks like your dryer shrunk your clothes. Or have you actually gotten taller?”

“It’s the boots.”

Ryan felt another pair of eyes on her and glanced over to see McKenzie watching her. Ryan jerked her head and McKenzie came over.

“This is McKenzie. McKenzie, this is Petra and... Alicia,” Ryan said, keeping her face neutral as Alicia continued to stare at her.

“Hi,” McKenzie said as she shook each of their hands, trying not to be obvious as she looked them over.

Petra was a compact young woman with short brown hair and a square face. She wore dark jeans and a thin brown tie hung loosely over a bright blue button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled up to reveal several tattoos on her forearms. Alicia was a few inches taller and looked like she could’ve been a model with her perfectly applied make-up, flawless caramel skin, and long curly black hair. The woman was dressed to the nines in stiletto heels and a short red cowl neck dress open almost to her navel. Petra’s dark dress jacket was thrown over Alicia’s shoulders, probably to protect her from the cool evening air.

“So, when do you get off?” Petra asked and Ryan grinned at the old joke.

“Whenever I want,” Ryan drawled. “But my shift’s over...” She glanced at her watch. “Well, now, actually, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Perfect. You going to the Club? We were just on our way over there when we saw you in the window.”

Ryan darted a glance at McKenzie.

“I hadn’t planned on it, no.”

“You should. Suni’s putting on a new show tonight, you know, to try to drum up students.” Petra turned to McKenzie. “I haven’t seen you around. You new?”

McKenzie looked to Ryan, unsure how to respond.

“Yeah, she’s new and very unavailable,” Ryan said, all trace of humor gone.

Petra grinned.

“Don’t get your panties in a twist... Not that you wear any. I was just asking. In case you hadn’t noticed, I’m a little taken myself,” she said, wrapping an arm around Alicia’s waist. Petra turned back to McKenzie. “Why don’t you come along? Ryan can introduce you to everyone and stake her claim officially.”

McKenzie’s eyebrows raised and she looked pointedly at Ryan. Petra watched the exchange and her eyes widened.

“Oh shit, don’t tell me you’ve gone vanilla. She doesn’t know?”

Ryan clenched her jaw.

“No, I haven’t ‘gone vanilla.’ And no, I haven’t told her about the Club yet either. Like I said, she’s new. I was... taking it slow.”

“Oh,” Petra said, obviously relieved. “Well, how about it?” she asked, completely oblivious to any problem as she looked back and forth between them. “Gotta break her in eventually.”

Ryan rolled her eyes. She’d forgotten how crass Petra could be sometimes.

“What’s the Club?” McKenzie asked.

“It’s where Ryan goes every week to find new subs and teach them how to properly serve their Mistresses,” Alicia finally spoke.

Ryan felt the blood drain from her face, but before she could say a thing, McKenzie spoke.

“Guess that means I couldn’t be in better hands,” McKenzie said as she reached down to clasp one of the hands in question and squeezed. McKenzie didn’t miss the narrowing of Alicia’s eyes and turned to look up at Ryan. “Can we go? It sounds interesting and...” McKenzie forced herself to ignore the other two women standing there and held Ryan’s gaze. “I get the feeling this might... enhance... my current punishment.”

Ryan’s smirk couldn’t be denied as she considered exactly what McKenzie would see at the Club and how it would affect her.

“Now look who’s psychic.” She turned to find Petra and Alicia watching them interestedly. “We’ll see you there.”

Petra grinned, but Alicia’s smile was less than believable.

“Excellent.” Petra turned to McKenzie. “Nice meeting you. See ya soon.”

And then the two women were gone, though not without a last look back from Alicia.

Ryan turned to McKenzie, but the girl was already walking back to her table so she could gather her things. Ryan stopped behind her uncertainly.

“You okay?”

McKenzie continued to stuff her backpack until she had everything in place. She looked up, then glanced around the café, which was steadily filling up with the midnight crowd. She slung her backpack over her shoulder.

“Yeah. I just want to get out of here. And then maybe you can tell me about this club.”

Ryan nodded. She took a minute to let her boss know she was leaving, grabbed her jacket, and then met up with McKenzie outside.

“Want to walk?” McKenzie asked.

It was only a couple miles or so from where they lived and Ryan thought she could use the fresh air, so she nodded.

“Here, let me take that,” Ryan said as she slipped McKenzie’s heavy backpack from her shoulder and threw it over her own.

“You don’t have to do that,” McKenzie protested.

“What if I want to?”

McKenzie didn’t have an answer for that, so she stared at the sidewalk as they walked along.

“So, um, about this club...” McKenzie started.

“Right. It’s official name is Club Carnal, but everyone just calls it the Club.”

“And I’m guessing it’s some sort of... sex club? For BDSM?”

Ryan smiled.

“Sort of. I mean it’s not just for BDSM, though that’s the main theme. But the Club caters to all sorts of kinks with theme nights and stuff.”

“Is there a theme for tonight? Your friend mentioned a show,” McKenzie said.

“Oh yeah, Suni. She’s a belly dancer. She gives demonstrations every month or so and offers discounts on her classes for members. But that won’t be the theme, if there is one. I haven’t, um, checked the site in a while, so I don’t know.”

“They have a website?”

“Yeah, but it’s private. Actually, the Club is by invitation only, so I’ll be acting as your sponsor and you’ll need to fill out an application before you can go in.”

McKenzie just nodded. She was quiet for a while and Ryan didn’t try to break the silence as they crossed the main road and turned down a small side street, leaving the storefronts behind. As they continued on for several more blocks, the quiet neighborhood presented an eclectic mix of smaller newer houses interspersed with much larger older homes. Trees lined the sidewalk and newly fallen leaves crunched under their shoes.

“So, have you... You’ve had sex with both of them?” McKenzie finally asked the question, amazed at how steady her voice was.

Ryan glanced at her, but McKenzie continued to stare straight ahead.

“I spent a few hours with Alicia at the Club one night. It was an exhibition scene performed in front of everyone. Alicia’s an exhibitionist. Petra’s a voyeur. I think that might actually be when they hooked up. It was a few months ago.”

“So you were with Alicia, but not Petra? Then why did she...” McKenzie trailed off.

“Why did she what?”

“Petra said you don’t wear underwear, but every time I’ve seen you undress—”

Ryan laughed.

“Okay, yeah, I normally go commando, and I’ve gotten naked at the Club before, so she probably saw me then. But I also know the anticipation that comes from that final reveal, so—”

“Are you wearing underwear now?”

Ryan paused half a step, but then caught up with one longer stride.

“No.”

McKenzie stopped and Ryan turned back to see McKenzie breathing heavily as if they’d been running rather than just walking leisurely. The girl was staring at her in the dim light of a far off street lamp.

“That is so much more of a turn-on than some sexy underwear. At least it is for me.”

Ryan stepped closer.

“Yeah? Why?”

“Because... It means you’re that much more accessible. It means all I’d have to do is unzip...” McKenzie’s fingers floated up to Ryan’s waistband and fingered the top button of her jeans. “And you would just be there. You’re right there,” McKenzie whispered as she stared down between them.

Oh, I’m there, all right, Ryan thought as she carefully plucked McKenzie’s fingers from her jeans and stepped back.

McKenzie looked up, completely forgetting about the no touching rule as she stepped forward to maintain their close proximity.

“I want to please you, Ryan... Serve you. I think about it all the time. Will you teach me? Teach me how to do that? How to please you?”

Ryan felt every muscle in her body tense. It was only the fact they were standing on the street that kept her from pushing McKenzie to her knees to give her an immediate hands-on lesson.

Ryan caught McKenzie’s fingers in both of her hands as the girl reached for her waistband again.

“Yes, I’m going to teach you, but not now and definitely not here.”

McKenzie suddenly looked around as if seeing the street for the first time. Thankfully, it was empty at such a late hour.

“Oh... crap.” McKenzie darted a look at Ryan, then focused on the ground. “I’m sorry. I didn’t... Wow. I think I know what tunnel vision is now.”

She hadn’t been able to see anything but Ryan.

Ryan smiled.

“It’s okay. Come on.”

Ryan gestured with her head to get them walking again, though she kept hold of McKenzie’s hand and felt McKenzie lean into her arm.

“So. No underwear, huh? That’ll make things easier. There were a couple times I almost forgot and had to take my jeans off to put them on before seeing you.”

“You shouldn’t have bothered. Though I can’t say I really thought about it until she said that. And then I was mostly just thinking about how she would know that.” McKenzie caught Ryan’s gaze. “You know her friend still wants you.”

Ryan grimaced.

“Yeah, I figured that out. I don’t know why. It’s not like I ever—”

“You don’t know why? Is that a joke? Have you met you?”

Ryan rolled her eyes.

“I just meant...”

“What?”

Ryan sighed.

“I didn’t usually play with anyone more than a few times. Everyone knew that. I was never exclusive.”

“Until now?” McKenzie blurted out, feeling stupid as soon as she said it.

Ryan stopped walking, pulling McKenzie to a halt next to her.

“Until you.” Ryan cupped McKenzie’s cheek. “I haven’t been to the Club in almost two months and I haven’t had a play date since I met you. I was going to wait to start all this until after your birthday. I knew that would also give me time to find out if you were even... interested...”

“In you?” McKenzie asked in disbelief.

“In this. Submitting to me.”

“So you couldn’t tell?”

Ryan smiled.

“I was pretty sure you had the desire, both for me and for what I want, but... Just like some people can’t deal with being gay, a lot of people don’t want to explore this part of themselves. It’s scary as hell to find out you fall so far outside society’s norms. Some people can’t deal with it, so they deny it’s even there. The way you’ve talked about your parents and not dating until you came here...” Ryan half shrugged. “I wasn’t sure how you’d react.”

“You certainly acted sure,” McKenzie said.

“A lot of that was hope... and need,” Ryan admitted, her voice dropping to the register that made McKenzie’s stomach flip-flop.

“Yeah, I’m feeling kind of needy myself,” McKenzie said, her own voice turning husky as she stared up into Ryan’s eyes.

Ryan groaned as she pulled away, letting her hand drop from McKenzie’s cheek, though it immediately twined with the girl’s hand again.

“Come on. We need to get home and change. That is, if you still want to go to the Club.”

McKenzie jogged a couple steps to catch up with the pulling on her arm.

“Yeah, but you’re going to have to tell me what to wear, ’cause I don’t have a clue.”













Day 13

Sunday, October 26





Ryan sat at her computer and logged into the Club’s private website. She checked the calendar and saw the code ‘CAYA.’ Ryan smiled.

“Cool. No theme this weekend, probably because there’s gonna be a massive blowout for Halloween next week.” She turned to McKenzie, who was standing next to her, one hand resting on the back of Ryan’s chair as she bent over to look at the screen. “So you can wear whatever you want and you shouldn’t feel out of place. Though honestly, that’s pretty much always the case. They’re pretty lax about that kind of stuff. They just want people to have a safe place where they can feel comfortable regardless of their kink.”

McKenzie squinted at the calendar covered in acronyms.

“How am I supposed to figure out what all of those mean? And how did you get ‘no theme’ from C-A-Y-A. The closest I got was ‘cover your ass.’”

Ryan laughed.

“That would be C-Y-A. This means ‘come as you are.’ So whatever kink you’re into, you can showcase that, or just show up in street clothes, it doesn’t matter.” Ryan scrolled down to the legend at the bottom. “And you can find out what any of the codes mean right here.”

McKenzie nodded. A quick scan over the long list at the bottom showed there were Girls Nights, Boys Nights, Threesomes or More Nights, Cosplay Nights subdivided into Steampunk, Anime, TV Shows, Movies, Lord of the Rings, and on and on. Based on the list alone, McKenzie could tell a theme wouldn’t have to repeat more than once every couple months.

“This is a little overwhelming,” McKenzie muttered.

Ryan looked up at McKenzie in concern.

“Hey, we don’t have to go. It’s no big deal. I already said I was planning to wait to introduce you to all this stuff.”

McKenzie shook her head.

“No, I want to go. It’s more just... I think it’s like when I first came here. I’d never been on my own, never really had my own time. And everything was different. I had to learn new street names and where everything was, and I didn’t have my parents telling me what time I had to be home by or when to go to bed... It was scary because I’d never done it before, but that doesn’t mean I didn’t want to do it.”

Ryan grinned.

“All right then. Let’s get you dressed.”

McKenzie suddenly looked unsure again.

“I thought you said I could just wear whatever.”

“I said you could. Not that you would. Now let me just get my stuff and then we can go raid your closet.”

Ryan went to her closet and pulled out a pair of black leather jeans and a small black T-shirt with strategically placed rips. She added a black leather bra and a couple other items McKenzie couldn’t see, and then rolled everything up into a ball in her leather jacket. She turned to McKenzie and gestured to the door.

They walked across the short space between their two houses and then went to McKenzie’s bedroom.

Ryan set her bundle on the bed and then headed for McKenzie’s main walk-in closet. She wasted no time opening the door, revealing a large open space with a low ottoman sitting in the center. The walls were lined with a high-end closet organizing system in a neutral cream that included shelves, cabinets, and drawers spaced between several sections of upper and lower closet rods, which were full of clothes.

Ryan went straight for a pair of ripped acid-wash jeans she loved on McKenzie, glad they weren’t in the hamper, and then retrieved a pair of calf-high black leather boots hidden in the back corner. They looked brand new and Ryan didn’t remember ever seeing them on McKenzie, so she hoped they fit.

Ryan laid the jeans out on the bed and set the boots on the floor. She caught McKenzie’s wide eyes and suppressed a smirk on her way to McKenzie’s dresser.

“Um, you look like you’ve been in there before.”

“How do you think I knew what size to get your jacket in?”

McKenzie smiled and shook her head.

“And here I thought you just knew how to judge a woman’s curves by sight.”

Ryan snorted as she riffled through McKenzie’s underwear drawer.

“Not hardly.” She paused a moment and then looked at McKenzie. “Actually, I’ve never bought clothes for anyone else before.”

McKenzie swallowed at the sincerity in Ryan’s eyes. Then a smirk slowly curved her lips.

“Are you trying to tell me I’m your first?”

Ryan laughed and went back to sifting through the panties.

“You’re my first for a lot of things,” Ryan said seriously as she chose a pair and moved on to the bra drawer.

McKenzie placed a hand on Ryan’s upper arm and Ryan turned to look at her in question.

“Thank you,” McKenzie said, wanting so much to push up onto her toes and kiss the woman that she surprised even herself when she didn’t try.

“For what?”

“For choosing me. For letting me be your first for some of this stuff... Just like you’re going to be my first.”

Ryan got lost in McKenzie’s eyes for several heartbeats. She wanted to reach out and wrap an arm around the girl’s waist, pull her in tight, trap her against the dresser, and devour her mouth.

Ryan blinked and cleared her throat, trying to purge her mind of the vision of fucking McKenzie against the dresser, her pounding thrusts rattling the items resting on top with every forceful shove forward. She finally dragged her eyes away and glanced at the clock on the nightstand.

“We should... um...” Ryan shook her head and looked down into the drawer, finally finding the matching bra she’d been searching for. “Get dressed. We need to get dressed.”

Of course, that actually required getting undressed first.

McKenzie watched as Ryan unceremoniously stripped off before sliding on the leather jeans. She saw a band of cloth behind the button-up front closure with a half-dollar sized opening in the center. From her recent internet searches, she realized it was probably for securing a strap-on or soft-pack.

Ryan caught the look, but didn’t say anything as she moved on to clasping the leather bra. She adjusted herself in the cups and then bent over to pull on her socks and combat boots, zipping them up before lowering her pants cuffs over the tall boots.

The torn T-shirt hugged her muscular arms and torso as she slid it on, the rips at her shoulders and above her breasts spreading to accommodate her large form, revealing hints of the flesh and leather hidden underneath.

Ryan picked up the thick black leather belt laid out on top of the comforter and glanced up at McKenzie. She knew the girl wouldn’t recognize it, wouldn’t know it had been specially designed to double as restraints, but Ryan could tell by the look in her eyes that McKenzie understood it held possibilities. Ryan slipped it around her waistband and buckled it tight.

Ryan scanned the bed for the short silver chain and double female pendant she’d grabbed from her small jewelry box. She found it and put it on. Finally, she buckled her wide black leather Celtic cuff onto her wrist, adjusting it until it rested comfortably against her skin.

“Your turn,” Ryan said as she crossed her arms and leaned back against the wall of the built out closet to take in the show.

McKenzie finally blinked, coming out of her daze where she stood at the foot of the bed and bent over to remove her shoes and socks. She stood back up and reached for her blouse. She slowly undid the buttons, staring at Ryan the whole time. Ryan’s gaze shifted down as McKenzie’s chest was exposed, and then McKenzie shrugged, letting the material slip from her shoulders. It bunched up around her upper arms as she pulled the hem out of her jeans to get to the last couple buttons.

Ryan couldn’t help thinking about McKenzie in the same pose, leather straps criss-crossing her upper arms to bind them to her sides, a pair of leather cuffs locking her wrists together in front of her pussy.

Then the blouse was gone, as was McKenzie’s bra, and the girl was sliding off her jeans and underwear, bending over to push them past her feet. The maneuver gave Ryan a clear view of McKenzie’s round ass and wet pussy.

McKenzie heard the creak of leather behind her and peeked around her knee through her cascading hair to see Ryan take a step forward and then stop, forcing herself to lean back against the wall once again.

McKenzie stood up and turned around to face Ryan. The way the woman was staring at her... McKenzie reached out to steady herself against the thick bedpost and just tried to breathe.

“I... God, I want you, Ryan. You have no idea how hard it is for me not to just...”

“Yes, I do,” Ryan said, her voice deadly serious. “But I want you to think about the consequences. And if you really want to please me... Don’t do something that will cause me to extend your punishment. Because I cannot and will not reward you for disobeying me, even if it means denying myself the pleasure I so very much want to take from you.”

McKenzie swallowed. Hard. She felt tears stinging her eyes and tried to blink them away.

“I’m sorry,” McKenzie whispered as she studied the carpet. “If I could go back, I... I would tell myself to just shut up and—”

“No. We needed to talk. It was how you went about it that was unacceptable,” Ryan offered as gently as she could.

“But I...” McKenzie looked up and forced herself to meet Ryan’s gaze. “You were right. I didn’t really intend to talk or listen or... I just wanted you and I... I was sure if I could just get you to realize your rule was stupid...” McKenzie shook her head and stared at the floor again. “I never considered your feelings or what you wanted or why.” She looked up again, willing Ryan to believe her. “I’m so sorry.”

Ryan nodded in acceptance, a sense of relief washing over her she hadn’t even known she was waiting for as she realized McKenzie really understood.

“I made mistakes, too. I should’ve realized what was going on a lot sooner.” Ryan frowned. “And I’m sorry I stormed out on you like I did. That was seriously immature. I could’ve handled that whole thing a lot better. Maybe if I had, it wouldn’t have gotten to the level of an abstinence punishment, which you should know is the worst punishment I ever hand out.”

McKenzie frowned as she thought of the leather floggers she’d seen at one of the sex stores she’d found online and remembered some of Ryan’s previous comments on the subject.

“What about... You’ve talked about... whipping me...”

Ryan smirked.

“After a whipping, I would still make you come. You’d be sore, but sated.”

McKenzie nodded, feeling goose bumps tingle over her skin at the thought of what it would feel like to be whipped by Ryan. She really had no point of reference. She’d never even been spanked by her parents, let alone... Her eyes drifted to Ryan’s belt and she couldn’t deny her curiosity as her nipples tightened.

“Get dressed, McKenzie,” Ryan ordered quietly.

McKenzie looked up, catching Ryan watching her with a knowing grin and smiled sheepishly in return.

“Yes, my Lord,” McKenzie whispered, enjoying the instant spark she saw ignite in the woman’s eyes.

McKenzie slipped into the bright pink lace bra Ryan had chosen, and then picked up the matching lace boyshorts. She turned to Ryan.

“Um...”

“Something wrong?”

“No. I guess I was just wondering if... if you wanted me to...”

Ryan smiled.

“If I didn’t want you to wear them, I wouldn’t have picked them out for you.” Ryan saw McKenzie’s hesitation. “Unless... Would you rather go without?”

McKenzie shook her head.

“No, I just thought, since you don’t like to wear them...”

“That’s just a personal preference. But I know you obviously like them. You must have over fifty pairs in that drawer,” Ryan joked, trying to get the frown off McKenzie’s face, but it only seemed to deepen. “What is it?” Ryan asked gently.

“I-I don’t want you to think I’m chicken. I... I can go without if you want me to. If you like that better.”

Ryan’s own frown relaxed as she finally understood.

“What I want to see on you and what I like to wear, or not wear as the case may be, are two very different things,” Ryan explained.

McKenzie nodded, but she still seemed unsure as she continued to toy with the lacy material in her hands. Ryan pushed off from the wall and stood in front of the girl, waiting until McKenzie looked up at her. Ryan pitched her voice to its lowest register.

“Put them on, McKenzie,” Ryan ordered.

McKenzie flushed. It was unreal what just the sound of Ryan’s voice could do to her. McKenzie backed up half a pace and stepped into the bright pink panties, slipping them up her thighs until they were settled low around her hips.

“Nice,” Ryan commented, her voice rough with desire.

There was no mistaking the look in Ryan’s eyes and McKenzie smiled shyly, finally convinced Ryan wasn’t just trying to make her feel better.

Ryan offered up the jeans and McKenzie pulled them on.

Claire had helped her make them one night, carefully placing the tears at various points along her thighs and knees with a few more at her shins. Her friend had tried to get her to place another one on the underside of her right buttcheek, but McKenzie had refused. Now, she wished she’d gone along with it.

When Ryan handed over the shirt she’d grabbed from her own closet, McKenzie took it and held it out. It was a well-worn white tank top, open at the sides, and cut off short in the front, but the cut veered to hang longer in the back. On the reverse side it bore the words ‘Club Carnal’ in a sharp block print, while on the front it showed the Club’s logo. Two ‘C’s mirrored each other to form stylized breasts with a series of rainbow-colored squares beneath, and then ‘Club Carnal’ was repeated in smaller letters below that.

McKenzie slipped the loose tank top over her head. The front hung just above her belly button.

“Very nice,” Ryan said again and grinned. “Now the boots.”

Ryan stepped back to give McKenzie room. McKenzie grabbed a pair of socks from her dresser and pulled them on, then laced up the calf-high boots over the slim-leg jeans. As she stood back up, she realized the heels gave her another inch, putting her that much closer to Ryan’s lips.

Ryan watched McKenzie focus on her mouth for several long moments, and then McKenzie seemed to shake herself out of it and look away. Ryan smiled.

“Well done,” Ryan said softly.

McKenzie looked up, a little startled, but then she smiled and nodded.

“I’m learning.”

“Yes, you are.” Then Ryan looked her over and frowned. “I don’t think you have a jacket to go with this.”

“Actually, I was kind of hoping I could borrow one of yours. Maybe the one with the blue piping? You know, to go with the pink,” McKenzie said as she flashed her open side at Ryan.

Ryan grinned.

“It’ll be a little big on you, but yeah, I think that’ll work.”

They started to leave, but then McKenzie stopped them so she could switch out her usual gold and diamond earrings for a couple pairs of silver ball and pink crystal studs. She added a small silver open heart pendant and then followed Ryan over to her apartment to get the jacket.

It was almost twelve-thirty by the time they got on the road.

They took Ryan’s bike, which McKenzie realized was fast becoming her favorite place in the whole wide world. McKenzie hugged Ryan’s body, understanding this was the one place where she could totally cop a feel and there were no repercussions. Well, other than the torture she was causing herself.

They stopped at an ATM. McKenzie had seen the cover price listed on the Club’s website. It was steep, but not unmanageable. But she knew she didn’t have enough cash on hand and there was no way she was going to put that on the credit card her parents paid off each month. She’d already received several calls for various charges and had been forced to listen to a lecture each time, even though the items had turned out to be completely innocuous.

McKenzie stuffed the bills in her wallet and climbed back on the motorcycle. Then they took off again.

They arrived sooner than McKenzie was expecting and she suddenly had butterflies in her stomach. She climbed off the bike and stowed her new riding gloves and the heated liner in the saddlebags. She immediately felt the cold air against her recently warmed midriff and zipped up her borrowed jacket again. She looked around while Ryan locked their helmets to the handlebars.

Club Carnal was located in the middle of nowhere just outside of town in a complex of huge brick warehouses. The parking lot was full and McKenzie could hear thumping dance music every time the main door opened. There was no signage to indicate what the place was, but there was a line of patrons waiting outside to get in where a man and what looked like two bouncers dressed in black jeans, black leather jackets, and black T-shirts with the Club’s logo on them checked IDs.

Ryan finished stowing their gear and unzipped her jacket. Then she stepped in front of McKenzie and unzipped the girl’s jacket.

The black leather hung loosely on McKenzie’s small frame, accentuating her trim waist and flat stomach. It was also at least two sizes too big, telling everyone who looked at her that it must belong to Ryan. As did the girl inside it.

“You look so fucking sexy in my jacket,” Ryan told her with a wide grin.

McKenzie felt the butterflies vanish, replaced by instant warmth that pooled between her legs, and suddenly the cool air felt good against her overheated skin.

Ryan put an arm around McKenzie’s shoulders and guided her over to the building, leading her to the back of the line.

McKenzie slid her arm around Ryan’s waist, under Ryan’s leather jacket, leaning into her side, and Ryan squeezed her shoulders in return.

Ryan had been letting her get away with this sort of thing more and more the past couple days, and McKenzie thought she finally understood. As long as she wasn’t pushing for more or trying to goad Ryan into taking her, McKenzie was free to indulge in being the touchy-feely person she normally was. As they took a couple steps forward, McKenzie inhaled Ryan’s scent and rested her cheek against the soft cotton of her shirt. She sighed. She still wanted a lot more, but she could live with this. For now.

After a few more minutes, they finally reached the front of the line.

“Ryan. Long time, no see,” the doorman greeted her.

“I’ve been busy,” Ryan drawled as she reached into her jacket pocket for her wallet.

The man glanced at McKenzie, who blushed, and he smiled.

“I can see that.” He glanced down and smiled wider. “Nice shirt.”

McKenzie thought her ears had to be practically glowing in the dark, they were so hot. Then the doorman turned back to Ryan as she handed over what looked like a black credit card. He swiped the card along the side of the tablet resting on the podium next to him and then handed it back. Ryan’s details appeared on the screen facing them, including her picture, name, and age, which McKenzie assumed was being mirrored by the tablet.

“She your plus one?”

Ryan nodded and the man reached under the podium for another tablet. He tapped a few things on it and then handed it to Ryan.

“She needs to fill that out and then pay at the window.”

“Right.” Ryan nodded again and they headed inside.

Another man stood just inside the door at another podium with a large screen. As he opened his mouth to speak, Ryan held up the tablet and raised an eyebrow as she pointed at the wide archway to their right. The man nodded his acknowledgment and tapped at the screen, his attention already focused on the people behind them.

Ryan placed her hand on the small of McKenzie’s back and guided her into the small sitting area. Several other groups were already huddled over their own tablets and Ryan gestured for McKenzie to sit next to her. She gave McKenzie the tablet.

McKenzie looked it over. At the top, it listed Ryan as her sponsor. The rest of the page contained the usual requests for name, birthdate, address, phone number, email, etc., as well as a release to run a background check on her. There was a note that a criminal record wasn’t automatic grounds for denying her membership application, but it would be included as relevant if any complaints were made against her.

At the bottom of the screen, there was a place to select whether she wanted to pay only for that night or set up a recurring monthly or yearly payment plan as well as what type of payment she was submitting.

McKenzie had asked Ryan if she should go ahead and pay for one of the monthly or yearly plans, since they were so heavily discounted and came with several perks, but Ryan had told her to wait. What if McKenzie didn’t even like the Club? McKenzie thought that was unlikely, since Ryan seemed to like it so much, but she’d agreed to hold off until she knew for sure.

She filled out the form and tapped Next.

A new screen appeared with a list of Yes / No / N/A items down the left side and several columns of radio buttons for each item. McKenzie started reading through the items and then frowned.

“I don’t understand this part.”

Ryan looked over her shoulder, having previously been staring around the room to give McKenzie some privacy. She read through the first few and smiled.

“Those are just different kinks. Up here, you select your gender and sexuality, and check off whether you’re submissive or dominant, or a switch, meaning you can play either way. Then in this column you check off whether you’ve done it or not, and then over here you select the radio buttons to set your preferences. ‘No’ means it’s a hard limit and there’s nothing that could make you do it, while ‘1’ means you hate it, but you could do it if you really had to. And ‘10’ means you love it and would do anything to get to do it or have it done to you.” Ryan leaned back again. “If there’s anything you don’t know what it is, just ask and I’ll try to explain.”

McKenzie started scanning the list, invariably checking the ‘never done it’ box. Then she stopped at the ‘B’s.

“What’s this? ‘Brown showers/scat.’ Is that...”

Ryan kept her face neutral.

“It’s where people play with feces. It’s not something I’m into, but I try not to judge. Everyone has their hard limits.” Ryan shrugged. “That just happens to be one of mine.”

McKenzie nodded. She scrolled down the screen, seeing how long it was, and grimaced.

“Do I really have to fill all this out? Some of this is really personal.”

Ryan shook her head and pointed at the title bar.

“That’s their matchmaking app. They set it up so people can hook up with others who have the same kinks. That way they can meet here first, where it’s relatively safe. The application is free, but if you want to meet your matches, you have to pay.”

“I’ve already met my match,” McKenzie said as she cleared her responses, selected the opt-out checkbox, and tapped Next.

A message said she was finished and to bring the tablet to the payment window.

Ryan led her back out into the hallway and they waited behind several groups of people. All of them were dressed similar to Ryan, except for the two women at the window. The first one was wearing a Catholic schoolgirl outfit while the woman next to her was dressed in what McKenzie guessed was a headmistress’s skirt suit.

McKenzie leaned closer to Ryan and whispered.

“So that’s a thing? A kink?”

Ryan smiled.

“Yeah. The broad term is age play.”

McKenzie nodded.

“I’m guessing you’re not into that either?”

Ryan frowned.

“What gave you that idea?”

McKenzie looked up at her in confusion.

“You... Because you... With me and the no touching.”

Ryan winced.

“Yeah, I can see how that... Um, actually, it’s because I’m kind of into that, that I like to make doubly sure I’m not with someone who really is too young. That’s why it’s called age play. It isn’t real, which is what makes it okay to indulge.”

McKenzie’s face cleared.

“Oh my God. Is that... That’s why you’re having such a hard time with me?”

Ryan stared at McKenzie, clearly debating exactly what she should say. Finally, she sighed.

“You could pass for sixteen easy. So yeah, that’s probably part of it, but it isn’t all of it, and you know that.”

McKenzie lost some of her ire as they moved ahead one place in line and she chewed on her bottom lip in thought. She leaned up again and Ryan automatically leaned down to listen.

“So, after I turn twenty, can we pretend I’m... not?”

Ryan darted a glance down to see McKenzie’s smirk and couldn’t help laughing even as her body voted heavily in favor of McKenzie’s suggestion.

“Yeah, I have a feeling we will definitely be going there at some point.” In fact, I think I may have created a monster, Ryan thought happily.

They reached the window a few minutes later and McKenzie slid the tablet and her cash through the slot. The man looked the application over, checked the info against her driver’s license, and then told her to stand in the nearby alcove with her back against the opposite white section of wall for her picture. She offered a genuine smile to the webcam and then received her very own black membership card a few minutes later, along with a pamphlet titled “Club Carnal’s Codes of Conduct.” She slid the card into her wallet and stuffed the pamphlet into her jacket pocket for later perusal.

After all that, McKenzie realized she was still nervous as they entered the club proper.

The place was packed.

Along the right wall was the typical bar with glinting glasses and liquor bottles lined up on mirror-backed glass shelves. Several spigots were labeled with the current beers on tap. Logos posted everywhere advertised the bottled beers available. A chalkboard off to the side listed several appetizers and sandwiches offered by the modest grill.

In the middle section of the cavernous room, several dozen tables were spread out to let the patrons eat and drink with their friends, while booths along a dividing wall towards the back offered a little more privacy.

Off to her left was a medium-sized stage with a dance floor in front of it. A dark-skinned woman dressed in wine-colored Middle Eastern garb accented in gold was belly dancing in between the tables near the dance floor to the techno beat thumping out of the speakers placed around the room. McKenzie thought it should have looked strange, the incongruity of the ancient dance set to such modern music, but instead she found it mesmerizing. It was several minutes before she was able to force herself to look away.

McKenzie glanced up and realized Ryan had been watching her while her eyes were glued to the woman’s gyrating form. Ryan smiled, clearly not offended as she leaned down to be heard over the music.

“That’s Suni. She’s been studying belly dance since she was about five. She’s amazing, huh? And this is just the warm-up.”

McKenzie simply nodded.

“Come on,” Ryan said, grabbing her hand and leading her away. “I need something to drink.”

McKenzie followed Ryan over to the bar, not sure what Ryan intended. She was confused when Ryan ordered one each of their favorite sodas.

“You don’t have to abstain just because I’m underage,” McKenzie offered.

Ryan shook her head.

“I don’t drink. First, I drove here, and second... I don’t think someone with my proclivities should even be able to see the line where out of control begins, let alone walk up to it. Besides...” Ryan pointed at several people blowing into keychain breathalyzers before being given their drinks. “They have rules here about how much you’re allowed to have. Personally, I think it’s more trouble than it’s worth, but a lot of people seem to need that two-drink minimum before they can relax enough to enjoy themselves. Luckily, I’ve never been a stick-in-the-mud,” Ryan said with a grin.

She turned away to accept their glasses from the bartender, who took her membership card, swiped it, and then handed it back. McKenzie realized it must also double as a tab or credit card for her membership account.

“Grab on,” Ryan told her as she jutted out her hip.

McKenzie curled two fingers through Ryan’s belt loop and let the woman pull her through the jostling masses and down a long hallway on the right. There were several areas that branched off to the left and right blocked off by 12-foot high partitions that still didn’t come close to hitting the piping and ductwork in the ceiling, but Ryan kept them moving down the main hall. The crowds eventually thinned out and it became much quieter as they went deeper into the warehouse, the music dampened by the many sectional walls.

As they came to the end of the corridor, the space opened out again to the left. With less people around, McKenzie let go of Ryan’s belt loop, though she stayed close as she looked around.

The large space held a series of viewing areas. Along the left wall were three levels of wide elevated couches covered in white vinyl. Each level was raised enough above the one in front of it to allow anyone sitting on the couches a clear view to the opposite side. Several aisles separated the couches into four distinct sections, which corresponded to the four huge glass enclosures, each about fifteen feet wide, lining the right side of the area.

The bottom row of couches had long white painted metal coffee tables in front of them with several tablets scattered on their surfaces, and there was at least a dozen feet between the tables and the glass walls, leaving a wide aisle for people to walk along. At the far end, McKenzie could see an opening onto another hallway that seemed to lead even further back into the building, or possibly back to the dining area.

Ryan claimed the top row of the nearest set of couches, which were empty, probably because the glass wall section they faced was opaque, but the next three were clear, allowing full view of the activities going on inside. There were quite a few people on the couches directly in front of those.

McKenzie blushed and took a long swallow from her soda as soon as Ryan handed it over. She set it in the nearest drink holder on the arm of the couch when she realized her hands were shaking.

“The walls are made with smart glass,” Ryan spoke next to her in between sips of her soda. “People can sign up to put on a show. It’s free, unless you decide to go dark. Then it’s the same rate per hour as the special equipment rooms, which are farther in the back. There’s an actual sort of hotel on the upper floors for people who want to stay overnight, but then they also have theme rooms, like steampunk or geisha, in the next couple buildings over that you can rent by the hour or even for a whole night. That’s pricey, though.”

McKenzie just nodded as she continued to stare at the smorgasbord of sex taking place in front of her.

Quite literally, she thought as she watched a group of three men and two women pluck bits of fruit off a sixth naked woman’s supine form using only their mouths. The woman was a virtual fruit salad, covered from chest to ankles in whipped cream, which was being gradually licked off her skin to reveal the woman’s writhing body.

In the next room, a man was gagged, his body bound to a special cross-shaped chair with numerous leather straps and ropes, including his genitals. A woman clad from head to toe in leather was flogging whatever bare skin she could find, especially his hard bouncing cock. His face was contorted in pain, but he kept thrusting his pelvis forward as far as he could against his restraints in obvious supplication for more.

The last room was at a steep enough angle from her position that most of the space was hidden from view, but the occupants were close enough to the glass wall that McKenzie could still see them. She recognized them as the two women she’d seen earlier. The woman in the schoolgirl outfit was bent over a table, her skirt flipped up and her panties down around her ankles, while the headmistress slapped her reddened ass with a leather paddle.

Ryan pointed to the tablets that were on the coffee table below them.

“You can listen in to any of the rooms if you want. Except the one that’s dark. There are other areas with more rooms, too.”

McKenzie shook her head slowly, a little afraid it might explode.

“Jesus Christ,” McKenzie whispered, her breathing picking up speed as her eyes drank in each slap of the paddle and flick of the whip.

She couldn’t stop looking back and forth between the bound man and the girl getting her ass spanked. Even without sound, her mind supplied a soundtrack of her own moans and screams as she imagined Ryan taking her so forcefully.

Oh my God, I think my brain just shorted out. She tried to shift a few inches, but her clit was painfully swollen, and she felt herself squish against her own lips, sending pulses of impending orgasm through her lower belly. That part is definitely working, however.

“What are you thinking?” Ryan whispered near her ear and McKenzie felt her whole body clench.

“I’m thinking... I might actually... be about... to come,” McKenzie barely got out through her panting breaths. She turned fearful eyes on Ryan. “I can’t... I know I’m not... not supposed to... Oh God...”

McKenzie closed her eyes and gripped the edge of the couch as a dangerous wave of pleasure rippled through her.

“You can control this, McKenzie,” Ryan’s steady voice spoke beside her. “I know you’ve gone without for several days and these are potent images... and you have no idea how much I want this... but you are not allowed to come. Do you understand? Look at me,” Ryan ordered and McKenzie’s eyes shot open, immediately focusing on Ryan’s narrowed gaze. “You will not come. Not until I say so. Now I want you to breathe, slowly and deeply.”

Ryan inhaled slowly through her nose and exhaled even slower through her mouth. McKenzie did her best to mimic Ryan’s pace, but her ragged gasps took several minutes to calm down. Even then, she had to keep her gaze focused on Ryan. If she let her eyes drift to the side for even a moment, she felt her body tense right back up.

“That’s it, just breathe,” Ryan spoke low, aware of several onlookers.

“She okay?” One man asked sympathetically, though he didn’t approach.

Ryan glanced over her shoulder, having recognized the voice, and smiled.

“Yeah, she’s fine, Sam. First time. Just a little overwhelmed.”

McKenzie looked up to see a sandy-haired man dressed casually in dark faded skinny jeans and a tight white scoop neck T-shirt that showed off a muscled physique. He was holding hands with a lanky dark-haired man wearing light gray chinos and a natural linen blazer over a pink polo shirt.

Sam grinned and took a seat on the edge of their couch, his partner following him over to stand next to him on the steps of the aisle.

“Oh, you should’ve seen my first time, girl. I think I creamed myself at least half a dozen times. This bastard was laughing his ass off the whole time, too,” Sam said, nudging his partner’s thigh with his shoulder.

McKenzie laughed, glad of the interruption as she felt the tension finally leaving her body.

“Well, you were the one who was all, ‘S n’ M? What’s so great about being tied up and beaten?’”

“Yeah, well, now I know. And so do you,” Sam nudged him again and then turned back to McKenzie. “I’m sorry, we haven’t been properly introduced,” he said, cutting his eyes at Ryan, who rolled hers and snorted. “I’m Sam and this is Nick.”

“McKenzie.”

They took turns shaking hands.

“So, your first time, huh?” Nick asked with a smirk. “I take it you’ve found the motherland?”

McKenzie ducked her head, but she still grinned.

“Yeah. Pretty much.”

“Oh brother, would you look at that blush,” Sam said, causing said blush to turn darker. He glanced at Ryan. “Does she do that a lot?”

“All the time. I can’t get enough of it,” Ryan confessed, giving McKenzie a wink when the girl looked at her in surprise.

“Really? You like that?”

“Oh sweetie,” Sam laughed. “You have no idea the power your charms hold over this woman, do you? You’re a Dom’s wet dream.”

“Hey, don’t go getting any ideas, now,” Ryan joked. “She’s mine,” Ryan said, her tone becoming a little more serious.

“Oh please. Unless she grows a dick and loses the tits, she’s perfectly safe from me.” Sam looked Ryan up and down. “You, however, I’d be okay with the titties. I’ve seen your work.”

Ryan saw McKenzie frowning out of the corner of her eye and looked up at Nick for assistance.

“Can you just fuck him already, or let him fuck you, whichever it is tonight? He’s getting a bit sluttish for my tastes.”

“Did you just make a funny? I seem to remember—”

Nick slapped a hand over Sam’s mouth and leaned down to whisper in his ear. Sam darted a glance at McKenzie, then back to Ryan, then stared at the floor. Nick pulled his hand away as he stood back up.

Sam squared himself off towards McKenzie, much more sedate than he’d been moments before.

“I apologize. Sometimes my mouth gets ahead of my brain. I didn’t mean to embarrass you,” he flicked his gaze to Ryan. “Either of you.”

“No problem,” Ryan said with a nod.

“Yeah. We were all just joking around, right?” McKenzie offered.

“Right,” Nick said. “And now I think it’s time I took this wise woman’s advice and fucked that fast mouth of yours, hmm?”

Sam looked up, adoration mixing with lust as he took his partner’s proffered hand.

“Ladies,” Sam offered, and then trailed after Nick down the steps of the aisle, to the far hallway, and out of sight.

McKenzie shook her head and laughed.

“They’re kind of cute together.”

“Yeah,” Ryan agreed.

“But I’m a little confused. I thought Sam was the... top? But then Nick...”

“They’re switches. They go back and forth between being top or bottom. Looks like it’s Sam’s turn on the bottom tonight.”

McKenzie tried to imagine switching places with Ryan.

“I don’t think... I mean is that something you’re into?”

Ryan shook her head.

“No. Between my childhood and my natural tendencies, I have no desire to be topped. I’ve had a few Doms try, but once they realized I wasn’t challenging them as a bratty sub, I was just being me, they backed off.”

“I don’t understand. Bratty sub?”

Ryan smiled.

“Basically, what you tried to pull with me a few days ago, only more so. What Sam said, that you have power in this, is true. Some of that comes from your consent, but most of it comes from your submission. For some Doms, when a sub withholds their obedience, it’s seen as a challenge for them to overcome. I mean in some ways it is. But that can become a game of manipulation, of topping from the bottom, where the sub does things to get their Dom to respond in a certain way, if the people involved aren’t communicating.”

“You mean like if I really enjoyed this kind of punishment and I kept doing things to upset you, so you’d keep doing it.”

“Yeah. To a certain degree, that always ends up happening. Once you learn which buttons to push, you’re going to push them to get what you want. That’s human nature. But that’s where communication and consent have to come in. Both parties have to agree that those buttons are allowed to be pushed. Otherwise, it can become abusive pretty fast.”

McKenzie sipped her soda and then set it aside again. She turned to face Ryan, only flinching a little at the painful pleasure the move caused between her legs. She took Ryan’s hand.

“That’s not what I want. I don’t want you feeling like I’m... using you to get what I want.”

Ryan tried to hide her smile, but couldn’t quite bring it off. At McKenzie’s questioning look, she just shook her head.

“I think that was supposed to be my line. Most people would look at what we’re doing and assume I’m just some alpha bitch who wants to control you and use you for my own pleasure.”

McKenzie’s eyebrow lifted as she smirked.

“Are you saying you don’t? ’Cause I kind of like that about you.”

Ryan smiled wryly in acknowledgment.

“Okay, you have a point. But I guess what I meant was that I don’t do those things without taking your feelings into account, too. I hope you know that.”

McKenzie nodded.

“And that’s what you want from me, too, isn’t it? Not to just... be so focused on what I want that I don’t think about what you want.”

Ryan felt her heart swell with pride and she reached up to cup McKenzie’s cheek before she could really think about it.

“God, I want to kiss you so bad right now,” Ryan admitted. “You’ve figured out what some subs never realize... That they’re in a relationship. It goes both ways.”

McKenzie leaned into the touch.

“I have a good teacher.”

Ryan smiled. She rubbed her thumb over McKenzie’s cheek, every muscle in her body urging her to close the last few inches between them and taste those plump lips. She took a deep breath and forced herself to relax. She saw McKenzie do the same and combed her fingers through the blonde’s hair before releasing her. She looked at her watch, and then stood up and held out her hand.

“Wanna go check out Suni’s show? I think the main attraction is about to start.”

They grabbed their drinks and made their way back to where they’d come in, managing to find a couple seats at a table in a far corner with another couple who didn’t mind sharing in the packed dining area. Ryan didn’t know them and they introduced themselves all around. At the mention of Ryan’s name, both women’s eyebrows raised.

“Are you... that Ryan?”

Ryan suppressed an eye roll and nodded.

“Probably. But I haven’t been around in a couple months. If you heard something recent, it wasn’t me,” Ryan smirked.

Then the lights dimmed further and they all turned as the few remaining lights focused on the stage. A woman in dark jeans and a sleeveless logoed T-shirt stood at the edge of the platform holding a microphone and grinning.

“Good evening. I hope everyone is having a Carnalicious time tonight.”

She paused as a roar went up, along with a few whistles.

“Glad to hear it. Oh, and for those newbies, and I’ve been told we have quite a few tonight, welcome and know you’re safe. We have the best playground around, so make sure you check everything out.

“And now, to introduce a woman we all know and love... and lust after...” Several hollers of agreement went up and the woman grinned. “I give you Carnal’s very own erotic belly dancing Mistress... the luscious... the seductive... and not just a little bit raunchy... Suni!”

The woman jumped down off the platform and into the darkness as smoke billowed across the stage and spotlights lit on Suni’s scantily clad body standing center stage. A slow heartbeat thumped hypnotically through the bass range of the speakers, punctuated by the deliberate swish of the woman’s jingling hips.

A quiet piano built on the heartbeat and then a deep haunting voice suddenly joined in as another softer spotlight picked out a tall woman standing off to the left. She wore a black silk button-up dress shirt and black silk pants, and her black hair was slicked into a long ponytail that went all the way to her waist.

“That’s Suni’s wife, Amarra,” Ryan whispered and McKenzie nodded, unable to take her eyes off the stage.

Suni stepped forward with each heartbeat, her arms wide, her hips leading each thrust forward as her shoulders swayed in time with her wife’s vocalizations. There were no words, but McKenzie felt the longing, the need, the powerful love Amarra put into her ethereal voice.

As the performance went on, Suni ranged all over the stage. She spent several moments in front of her wife, using her supple arms and graceful fingers to pull an invisible rope, dragging Amarra forward, who then dropped to her knees, clearly begging with every heartfelt note she sang.

The tempo changed as an electric synth, followed by guitars, violins, and drums all eventually came in, adding to the symphony of sound, until Suni’s hips were practically vibrating at the crescendo, she was gyrating so fast.

The music stopped and so did Suni, and the crowd erupted in applause and cheers. Then almost immediately, a new song began, and Suni was joined by half a dozen female and three male dancers running onto the stage. The women were dressed similarly to Suni’s rich burgundy and gold encrusted outfit, but in complimentary jewel tones, while the men wore matching silk briefs beneath traditional hip scarves layered with jingling coins and bells.

The troupe performed their choreography with practiced ease, smiling at their audience as they undulated for their viewing pleasure.

McKenzie was surprised by the male belly dancers, having never seen or heard of that before. Her attention was pulled away for a moment by the sound of a sharp laugh coming from a few tables away.

“Those guys could fuck me silly,” someone exclaimed, and McKenzie couldn’t help giggling at the shocked tone.

The show continued for several more dances. Then on the final song, the dancers ranged out to mingle among the tables, giving quite a few groups an up-close-and-personal demonstration of their skills. McKenzie was grateful none of the dancers made it to her table so far in the back as the song ended and they all jogged back onto the stage.

“Thank you for watching,” Suni spoke breathlessly into the microphone, grinning from ear to ear at all the applause. “Thank you. Classes are available for anyone who’s interested. We have a lot of fun as you can see, so come join us.”

Suni backed up to take her place in the line of dancers next to her wife in the middle. They all clasped hands and bowed. Then they broke up and the lights brightened in the rest of the dining area as they dimmed over the stage.

“Wow. They were amazing,” McKenzie said as the cheering died down and club music began pumping through the speakers again.

“Yeah, they have some DVDs, and Amarra’s put out a couple CDs online,” Ryan said.

McKenzie frowned as she noticed the two women whose table they’d joined were gone.

“When did they leave?”

“A couple songs ago. I think they were more into each other than the show.”

Before McKenzie could say anything, she saw Ryan’s gaze track behind her.

“So you guys made it after all,” Petra said as she, Alicia, and several others walked up. “We never saw you come in.”

“We were in the back,” Ryan said.

“Fuck, don’t tell me I missed the real show,” one of the women said as the others stepped aside to let her move to the front of the group.

The woman’s flaming red hair was pulled back into a ponytail, revealing the sides of her shaved head and the spiked studs lining her ears. She was as tall as Ryan, though her frame was thin and wiry compared to Ryan’s muscular form. The woman was dressed a lot like Ryan, too, though her ripped white sleeveless T-shirt and tight black leather pants gave off a more punk rock vibe due to the added buckles going down the sides of her legs and the Celtic tattoos on her biceps.

The redhead grabbed a chair from a nearby table and dragged it over. The others did the same and McKenzie scooted her chair closer to Ryan’s, suddenly feeling crowded. It didn’t escape her notice that Alicia sat down on Ryan’s other side.

“No, no shows. I was just giving McKenzie here the nickel tour,” Ryan explained with an easy smile, though McKenzie saw the tightness around her eyes as her gaze flicked to Alicia for a brief moment.

“Yeah, she’s the new girl I was telling you about, Britt,” Petra said to the redhead.

“Oh, I doubt she’s new anymore,” Britt said. “Not if she’s with you,” she told Ryan with a smirk.

Ryan’s gaze narrowed.

“Watch your mouth,” Ryan said.

“Or what? I’m not your bitch.”

“Neither is McKenzie. So show some respect.”

Britt frowned.

“What’s got you in such a fucked up mood? I was just fuckin’ around. And it was a compliment, by the way.”

Ryan rolled her eyes.

“In case Petra didn’t mention it, this is her first time here. I was kinda hoping to make it a good first impression, and you talking trash isn’t helping.”

Britt sighed.

“If she’s with you, she’s already gotten the only impression she really needs.” She turned her gaze to McKenzie. “Am I right?” she asked with a knowing smirk.

McKenzie couldn’t help grinning right back at the woman’s easygoing manner.

“Yeah.” McKenzie glanced at Ryan, then back to Britt. “Though I’d really like to know what shows everyone keeps talking about.”

Laughter sounded around the table and Ryan groaned.

“You haven’t shown her the peepshow rooms? For shame, Ryan,” Britt said as she turned to McKenzie. “They’re Ryan’s second home... Or at least they were until a few months ago. Say, when did you two meet?” she asked with a twinkle in her eyes.

Everyone laughed again and McKenzie turned to watch Ryan. The woman was smiling softly, taking the ribbing with a lazy roll of her eyes. Then Ryan looked at McKenzie and McKenzie felt her heart skip a beat, only to begin thudding in her chest at the love she saw in Ryan’s gaze.

“Damn, I think the real show is right here,” Britt said as she watched the two get lost in each other. “You know, they don’t close for a couple more hours. You think you might—”

“No,” Ryan said with finality as she broke away from McKenzie’s intense stare. “We haven’t talked about it and that’s more than a last-minute conversation.”

“I could stand in for her,” Alicia piped up, cutting a glance at McKenzie. “Maybe give her a few pointers.” Then she smiled sidelong at Petra. “Wanna watch?”

Petra grinned, but Ryan was already shaking her head.

“I’m with McKenzie,” Ryan said and McKenzie saw several mouths open in surprise.

Alicia frowned.

“So? If she doesn’t wanna play, that doesn’t mean—”

“I don’t want to play without her,” Ryan said pointedly.

Britt let out a loud laugh, bringing all eyes to her as she grinned at Ryan. Ryan frowned.

“What?” Ryan asked in annoyance.

“Oh, you know what. I told you... I so fucking told you...”

Ryan’s face cleared and she grinned.

“Yeah, I guess you did.”

Petra looked back and forth between them, her face scrunched in confusion.

“Told her what?”

“Nothin’,” Britt said, though she held Ryan’s gaze, and McKenzie saw Ryan nod almost imperceptibly.

“Just a private joke,” Ryan dismissed. She checked her watch. “Damn, it’s late. We should probably be heading out,” she said as she glanced at McKenzie, who nodded in agreement.

They all stood and Britt came around the table to clasp Ryan’s shoulder.

“It’s good to have you back. Maybe we’ll see you both around more often now?”

Ryan glanced at McKenzie, getting a shy smile before turning back to the redhead with her own grin.

“Count on it.”

Britt leaned in.

“And if you do decide to put on a show, you better fucking call me.”

Ryan laughed.

“You’ll be the first to know.”

Britt nodded as if it was a done deal.

“All right. See ya later,” she said, smiling at McKenzie to include her, and the girl smiled in return.

“Later,” Ryan said, nodding to the others who followed in Britt’s wake.

McKenzie watched them leave, not surprised when Alicia appeared reluctant to go, but then she finally did, disappearing with Petra towards the back.

“You ready?” Ryan asked.

“Actually, I think I need to use the restroom first. Where—”

“Oh yeah, there’s several, but the closest ones are right over there. I’ll show you,” Ryan said.

She led McKenzie through a set of double doors at one end of the bar. They opened onto a long hallway with a series of doors on both sides.

“Just look for the green tag above the handle. That means it’s unoccupied.”

Ryan stood watch in the hallway as McKenzie found a free bathroom a few doors down and stepped inside.

A few minutes later, Ryan heard one of the double doors open behind her. She turned to see Alicia and frowned in consternation. Alicia didn’t stop walking until she was pressing herself against Ryan’s body, sliding her arms up around Ryan’s neck.

“What the fuck, Alicia,” Ryan said as she grabbed the woman’s arms and pushed them away from her, backing up to put several feet of space between them. “I already told you I’m not interested. Now back the fuck off.”

Alicia pouted.

“Wait, that was for real? I thought you were just... you know... because she was there. But you’re really...”

Ryan stared at her.

“Yes.”

Alicia laughed in disbelief.

“Oh, come on. You can’t be serious. I’ve seen you fuck three people in a single night. You’re gonna tell me that little girl can satisfy all that? I don’t think so.”

She smiled seductively and took a step forward.

“But I can. You know I can, and I’ll do it just the way you like, in front of everybody, over and over again. And I’ll never ask you to stop fucking her. You know I’m not looking for a marriage proposal. It’s just sex,” Alicia said as she reached out again.

“Goddamn! Have you ever even heard of the word boundaries?”

Ryan moved fast, catching Alicia’s upper arm and hauling her back through the double doors as the woman laughed in delight. Ryan headed towards the back and found Petra, Britt, and the rest of the group discussing the finer points of one of the shows taking place. They turned as she walked up to them, yanking Alicia behind her.

“You changed your mind?” Petra asked hopefully.

Ryan shook her head.

“No. And you should probably just tell everyone I’m off the market. But that also means I can’t deal with this,” she pulled Alicia forward, “the way I normally would.”

Britt stepped up and took Ryan’s place restraining the woman.

“And what would you do?” Britt asked in all seriousness.

“Whip her until she’s apologizing for stealing crayons in kindergarten. Then...”

Ryan stared down at Alicia. The haze of lust was easily visible and even through Ryan’s anger, she recognized the other woman’s real intent.

“I think she’s feeling a little starved for attention.” Ryan glanced over at Petra. “I told you, you have to keep feeding this one.”

Petra ducked her head at the reprimand and Ryan barely refrained from rolling her eyes. They were both subs and what they really needed was a strong Dom to take them in hand... Ryan felt the challenge call to her, but shook it off. She looked back to Britt.

“You know the drill. She needs to be the center of attention and it needs to be intense. There can’t be any breaks, so definite gangbang, but she doesn’t get to come until they’re flashing the lights for last call.”

Britt grinned.

“That’s just evil. And a little tricky to pull off.” She glanced back to the other two Doms who’d been listening in with interest. “But I think we can handle it. And...” she said, lifting Petra’s chin with her fingers. “For not taking proper care of your pet, you will be tied to a chair while you watch.”

Ryan chuckled at the surprised, but relieved, look that came over Petra’s face. She turned away, knowing she was leaving the two women in good hands.

As Ryan came around the corner, she stopped dead. McKenzie was leaning against the wall, waiting for her. Ryan couldn’t quite read the look in the girl’s eyes.

“You were listening?” Ryan asked.

McKenzie nodded.

“Bathroom, too,” McKenzie admitted.

McKenzie had just unlocked the door and started to open it when she’d heard Ryan tell the woman to back off. She hadn’t known what to do, so she’d kept the door pulled to, only leaving to follow Ryan when she’d dragged Alicia away.

“Am I?” McKenzie asked and Ryan frowned in confusion. “Am I enough,” McKenzie clarified, her voice barely above a whisper, tight with unspent tears.

Ryan’s chest hurt suddenly and she pulled McKenzie to her, trapping McKenzie’s arms and crushing her smaller body against the wall as the girl’s cheek pressed to her heart.

“You are more than enough,” Ryan whispered fiercely into McKenzie’s ear. “That was Alicia’s crap, not mine. She doesn’t have a proper Dom, so she seeks out that control from anyone she can get it from. I just happened to be an easy target because... well... I’m good at what I do.”

“You do make an impression,” McKenzie said breathlessly as her body reacted to the pressure of Ryan’s tight hug.

Ryan heard the near whimper in McKenzie’s voice and almost moved her thigh to force it between the girl’s legs, but at the last second, she caught herself and eased off.

Get a grip. And not on her, Ryan chastised herself as she forced herself to release the girl.

She took a half step back, pressing her palms to the wall on either side of McKenzie’s head, her breathing more than a little accelerated as she looked down into the girl’s eyes.

“Sorry,” Ryan said roughly. “I think I’m more keyed up than I realized.”

“Because of her?” McKenzie wrinkled her nose.

Ryan barked out a laugh.

“No. Because for a month after I met you I came here almost every night looking for what was sleeping in the house next door and never found it. I finally stopped coming here... But now, you’re here... And I want... God, I want,” Ryan groaned. She shook her head and took a step back, dropping her arms. “But you aren’t ready and... and neither am I. I’m not in control and I need to be, or you’re gonna be the one who pays for it.”

McKenzie stayed where she was, unable to move despite the lack of restraints.

“You seem like you’re in control,” McKenzie whispered.

Ryan shook her head again.

“I’m really not,” she said, her eyes glittering dangerously.

McKenzie felt adrenaline race through her veins at the realization that if she pushed even a little bit, Ryan would be fucking her against the wall faster than she could blink. She wanted that more than she wanted to breathe.

But then an image of Ryan’s disappointed scowl cut across her mind’s eye. No matter what signals Ryan was putting out at the moment, she’d clearly stated her desire to take things slow. And McKenzie had to admit Ryan was right. The things she’d seen that night had shown McKenzie a mere glimpse of what she suspected Ryan wanted to do to her, and as much as she wanted all of that—and more—she knew she wasn’t ready. Not yet.

Not yet.

“Breathe, my Lord. Just breathe,” McKenzie said softly.

Ryan drew in a deep breath in reflex and slowly released it. McKenzie watched as the fire in Ryan’s eyes slowly damped down with each steady lungful of air she inhaled, until the woman was smiling, the tension finally gone from her shoulders.

Ryan reached up, cupping McKenzie’s cheek for a moment.

“Thank you. I really needed that.” Ryan let her hand fall and it naturally sought McKenzie’s. “Come on, let’s get out of here.”

The ride home was difficult. Between the vibration from the motorcycle, the intermittent bumps in the road, and the way her crotch was pressed firmly against Ryan’s lower back, McKenzie spent most of the time half standing on the foot pegs to keep her clit at a safe distance.

Ryan suppressed a laugh, knowing it would be heard over the open intercom, and concentrated on controlling the motorcycle. The girl’s rigid posture behind her was throwing her balance off a little, but not enough to make her call McKenzie on it. Besides, Ryan was getting wet just thinking about the torture the girl was going through.

It was nearing four in the morning when they finally coasted into Ryan’s driveway, Ryan having cut the engine a short ways down the road to maintain a quieter entrance.

McKenzie grunted as she climbed off the bike. Her thighs hadn’t ached this bad since she’d taken her first few horseback riding lessons as a kid.

“You all right?” Ryan asked quietly as McKenzie handed over her helmet for Ryan to secure to the handlebars while she stuffed the gloves in her pockets. McKenzie had turned down the electric liner earlier, since she’d been a little overheated from the Club.

“I’ll live. Here,” McKenzie said as she started to take Ryan’s jacket off, too, but Ryan stopped her.

“Keep it. At least until we can get you one of your own.”

McKenzie smiled, her teeth flashing in the darkness.

“Thank you.”

Ryan followed McKenzie across the grass separating her place from McKenzie’s to walk her to her front door. They stopped on the unlit porch and McKenzie turned to face her.

“And thank you for tonight,” McKenzie said.

“You’re very welcome. Sorry some of it was less than fun.”

McKenzie half shrugged.

“It’s all right. It was definitely... educational.”

“I’ll bet.”

McKenzie yawned and reached for Ryan’s wrist, turning it so she could hit the button for the light and see the time. She winced.

“Crap. Speaking of education... I guess there goes my English Lit group.” Again, McKenzie thought guiltily. “There’s just no way I’m going to be functional by eleven.”

“Oh yes, you will,” Ryan said sternly. “That’s not for... seven more hours. That gives you six hours to sleep and an hour to get ready and get there on time. Don’t think I’ve forgotten how you missed that study session for me last week. You will not miss it again.”

McKenzie looked up into Ryan’s narrowed gaze and swallowed.

“Yes, my Lord.”

“That’s my good girl,” Ryan praised, thrilling at the continued use of her preferred title of respect. “I’ll come over later tonight, say around nine? That way you’ll have plenty of time to take a nap if you need to and still get some more studying done.” McKenzie nodded sleepily. “I expect you to be showered, fed, and dressed casually for me by then. You only have to get through the rest of today and then your punishment is over,” Ryan reminded her. “Now go get some sleep.”

McKenzie nodded again and then moved in for a gentle hug, wrapping her arms around Ryan’s leather-clad torso and inhaling the seductive scent. Ryan squeezed her in return and McKenzie smiled.

“I love you,” McKenzie breathed out, and then drew back before the physical contact could affect her too much.

“I love you, too. Sweet dreams,” Ryan offered.

“You, too,” McKenzie said, and then entered the house, closing the door quietly behind her after giving Ryan a small wave goodnight.

With everything that had happened, they were both asleep almost as soon as their heads hit their pillows.





* * *

 





Ryan entered Karen’s house and started to head for McKenzie’s bedroom, but then she heard noises in the kitchen and detoured, pausing in the archway that separated the kitchen from the great room.

“Hey,” Ryan said as she moved to help Karen unload the dishwasher.

“Oh good, I was hoping you were going to stop by,” Karen said as she took a pair of coffee mugs and slid them into the cabinet above the coffee machine.

“Yeah? Whatcha need?” Ryan asked, working on putting the plates away.

“Oh, it’s nothing like that. I was just wondering how things were going with you guys. You got in pretty late last night... Or should I say this morning.”

Ryan stopped.

“I’m very sorry if we woke you up. I tried to be quiet, but I know the bike can be—”

Karen waved away the apology.

“Oh no, I barely got home before you guys did. Of course, then I felt silly tiptoeing around the house when McKenzie wasn’t even here.”

Karen laughed and Ryan smiled as she went back to putting the silverware away.

“Um, things are good. We...” Karen looked up at Ryan’s hesitation and raised an eyebrow for her to continue. “I took McKenzie to the Club after I got off work last night.”

Karen grinned.

“Ah. That explains it.”

“Explains what?”

“The daze she’s been in all day. It’s like she’s in her own little world. She didn’t say three words to me this morning, and at first I thought she was mad at me about something, but then I’m pretty sure she didn’t even know I was here when she came home this afternoon, even though she walked right by me. And I haven’t heard a peep out of her all evening.” Karen frowned. “I was starting to get a little worried.”

“I’ll make sure she’s okay,” Ryan promised and Karen patted her hand.

“I know you will, sweetie.” Karen looked over the kitchen, double-checking everything was in its proper place, and then smiled up at Ryan. “Well, I think I’ll leave you to it. I’m off for the next week, so I think I’m going to enjoy a good old-fashioned movie marathon.”

Ryan followed Karen out of the kitchen and down the main hallway.

“Have fun,” Ryan called after her as she watched the older woman climb the stairs to her part of the house.

Ryan smiled as she realized Karen had been subtly letting her know they wouldn’t be bothered, even though the woman was home. Ryan’s grin broadened.

The day after she’d thrown the gauntlet down to McKenzie, she’d come over to check out how well sound carried in the house, which to her relief was not at all.

Given how far apart McKenzie’s room in the front of the house was from Karen’s bedroom at the back of the house on the second floor, even with McKenzie’s stereo pumping out high-pitched opera music, Ryan hadn’t been able to hear it when she’d run upstairs while the two women were out that afternoon.

Ryan stopped just outside McKenzie’s closed door.

Her heart was already starting to pick up its pace as she imagined the sounds she planned to draw from McKenzie very soon, and for a moment, she wondered if she’d made a mistake in choosing not to indulge earlier.

She’d been exhausted that morning, despite her intense arousal from their time at the Club, and had just gone to bed rather than taking care of it. Then she’d been woken by the phone, her manager at the bookstore asking if she could come in since the person who was supposed to be there had called in sick. She could always use the money, so she’d said yes, arriving at the bookstore just before noon for a six-hour shift.

When she’d gotten home, she’d taken her own advice and laid down for a nap. She’d only woken up an hour ago, deciding food and a shower were more important than a quickie.

Besides, Ryan was used to living with constant low-grade arousal. She enjoyed it. The energy thrumming through her body left her more attuned to her surroundings and eerily aware of what those around her were feeling.

Mostly, she’d just wanted to see McKenzie. She wanted McKenzie there when she came, wanted the girl to see how much she affected Ryan.

Ryan grinned.

This is gonna be fun.

She straightened her shoulders and knocked on the bedroom door. There was no response and she frowned as she carefully opened the door and stepped inside.

Or maybe not.

Her face cleared as she saw McKenzie asleep on top of the covers of her bed, her tablet resting on her chest, the stylus still held between her limp fingers.

Ryan smiled softly as she walked over to stand next to the bed. She crouched down, getting level with McKenzie’s face and just looked.

McKenzie was so beautiful. The shape of her eyebrows, her soft cheekbones, the curve of her jaw. And those plump lips, which always seemed to be begging Ryan to suck on them. Ryan wanted to know what they would look like after she’d kissed her senseless, how they would swell and darken with arousal.

McKenzie’s eyelids fluttered and she made a soft mewling sound as she frowned, opening her eyes in confusion. She looked around and then her eyes landed on Ryan. She smiled instantly, then frowned again.

“Sorry. I must’ve dozed off. How long have you...” McKenzie glanced at the clock, seeing it was just after nine.

“Not long,” Ryan said.

McKenzie pushed herself back up into a sitting position, catching the tablet when it slid down her chest. She tapped at the screen, saving the drawing she’d been working on, and then turned it off. She set it on her nightstand.

Ryan stood and removed her jacket, walking away to hang it on the back of McKenzie’s chair, and then kicked off her boots. She turned around and grinned as she caught the pillow McKenzie tossed at her. She propped it up against one of the heavy columns at the foot of the bed and then leaned back against it as she crossed her ankles.

“So, did you get to your study groups on time?” Ryan asked.

McKenzie smiled and nodded.

“Yeah. Can’t say I really got any actual studying done, but I was there. Maybe I picked up something through osmosis.”

Ryan frowned.

“Sorry about that. Guess I shouldn’t have kept you out so late. I think I just got caught up in showing you... my world.”

“Oh, no, it wasn’t that. I... I just kept thinking about... the Club.” McKenzie flushed with memories. “And then I couldn’t concentrate.” She glanced up at Ryan. “I’ve actually had that problem all week. You know, I haven’t... Not since you gave me that assignment last week.”

Ryan nodded. When she’d decided to punish McKenzie with three days of abstinence, she’d been taking into account the four days before, so that it would be a full week. Then McKenzie had questioned her and she’d added another day, bringing the total to eight days.

“I want you to know I’m very proud of you,” Ryan said quietly. “A lot of subs wouldn’t have been able to hold out. The fact that you have says a lot about the level of control you’re learning to exert over yourself.”

McKenzie ducked her head.

“I... I think it’s more the control you exert over me.” She looked up and was caught in Ryan’s gaze. “And how much I want that,” McKenzie whispered.

“You have no idea what that means to me,” Ryan said.

McKenzie smiled.

“I think I do.” Then she lost her smile and swallowed as she studied the comforter. “That woman, Alicia... She wanted to use you. She didn’t really respect you, and I... The similarities weren’t lost on me. That’s what I tried to do to you.”

Ryan shook her head.

“No. I mean yeah, you both tried to provoke me to get what you wanted, but you... McKenzie, you’ve had no training, no previous experience with any of this, and I’ve told you flat out that I want you. You trying to get me to show that to you, to prove it... I don’t blame you for not knowing any better. But Alicia...” Ryan shook her head again. “There’s a reason why I only played with her once and you saw it.”

“Yeah, that was...”

McKenzie played with a loose string on the comforter, twining it around the tip of her finger and letting it go again.

“What?” Ryan prodded gently.

McKenzie looked up, then focused on the string again.

“You’ve really been with three people in one night?”

Ryan frowned.

“I’ve been with more than that before, but it... That wasn’t consensual, so I don’t really count it, and I’d rather not think about that right now, so... But yes, the time Alicia was referring to, I was with three women one night at the Club.”

McKenzie nodded, not really wanting to talk about Ryan’s abusive past at the moment either, though she did hope to be trusted with those details someday. Right now, she was more interested in recent history.

“How did... I mean how did that happen? Was it like... an orgy? Or a gangbang you called it for Alicia... I-I just don’t—”

“It’s okay. I already told you, you can ask me about any of this stuff. I don’t mind talking about it,” Ryan said as she pulled her knees up to sit cross-legged.

“And it wasn’t an orgy or anything like that. It was... Last year, this woman had finally come out to her friends about being into BDSM and a sub, and they’d apparently convinced her to bring them to the Club to show them. I ended up overhearing them... Her friends were kinda being assholes, making snide comments about how they didn’t understand how she could be into some of the stuff they were seeing.”

Ryan snorted derisively.

“But I could tell they were just as turned on as she was. They were just uncomfortable with the fact that they were turned on. So I walked over, introduced myself, and offered to give... Elizabeth was her name... a session so she could show her friends what all the fuss was about.”

Ryan smirked.

“And of course, after watching their friend come... twice... they each wanted a turn, but they tried to make out like they thought it was some kind of trick. Like Elizabeth had set it up as a joke or something and they were going to prove it by not reacting, but that was just their way of dealing with their own desires. They were believers by the time I was done with them. I’ve seen them around the Club a few times since then, but that’s it.”

McKenzie glanced up and tried to keep her voice neutral as she spoke.

“So... I’m probably going to end up meeting other people you’ve...”

She gestured vaguely with her hands and Ryan nodded.

“Yeah.”

Ryan actually thought it was a miracle they hadn’t run into more of her past subs last night. Thankfully, those she had seen had just acknowledged her from afar when they’d noticed she was with McKenzie.

“Does that include guys?” McKenzie suddenly asked and Ryan looked at her in surprise. “It just... It sort of sounded like that was something you had done before, you know, when that guy Sam was talking about being okay with you being a woman.”

Ryan hadn’t thought McKenzie had picked up on that part. She’d assumed McKenzie was just getting jealous over Sam talking about wanting Ryan to dominate him.

“Yes, I’ve had a few sessions with male subs before, but always as part of a couple with their wives or girlfriends present. I always took their asses, never the other way around.”

McKenzie swallowed.

“So, you’re... bi?”

Ryan smiled.

“I guess technically, yeah, since I can certainly appreciate the male form. But I identify as lesbian because it’s never been a guy I was thinking about when I was thinking about sex or love.”

Ryan frowned as she tried to think of how to explain.

“When I’m in a scene, it’s... At a certain point, gender becomes irrelevant to me and it simply becomes about taking and giving pleasure.” Ryan shrugged. “Personally, I think sexuality, and even gender, are a lot more fluid than a lot of people seem to want to believe.”

McKenzie wrinkled her nose.

“I don’t know. I just think they’re too hairy.”

Ryan laughed.

“So you’d sleep with a guy if he just shaved off all his fur?”

“No!” McKenzie said indignantly. “No, I... No.” She shook her head. “I just really don’t... Um...”

“It’s okay, McKenzie. I was just teasing. And I’m really not into guys, if that’s what you’re worried about. It’s just never been a hard limit for me when a couple has wanted me to join them.”

McKenzie nodded, playing with the string again.

“Something else on your mind?” Ryan hazarded a guess.

McKenzie looked up and slowly nodded.

“I was just wondering... how many other women you’ve...”

“Had sex with?” Ryan asked, already trying to do the math and cringing when she thought about it.

“No. How many women you’ve brought to the Club.”

Ryan almost sighed in relief. That was easy.

“None.”

“None?”

“I’ve never brought anyone to the Club before you. I told you, you’re part of a lot of firsts for me.”

McKenzie nodded, but remained silent, so Ryan decided to tell her the rest.

“You’re also the first woman I’ve ever played with at my place. And that includes next door as well as everywhere else I’ve ever lived on my own.”

“Really?”

Ryan nodded.

“My home is... It’s my refuge from the rest of the world. I don’t normally like people in my personal space. I mean have you ever heard me invite Karen over? Or ever seen anyone at my place?”

McKenzie shook her head.

“No, but... I just thought, since you had me over there that first time...”

“Because I wanted you there. I want you in my personal space.”

Ryan only hesitated for a moment before rolling up onto her knees to scoot forward and claim the empty spot next to McKenzie at the head of the bed.

When Ryan lifted her arm, McKenzie didn’t think twice as she snuggled into the larger woman’s side, resting her head on her chest, one arm curled up between them while the other draped across Ryan’s stomach.

Ryan wrapped her arm securely around McKenzie’s shoulders, her other hand resting on top of McKenzie’s arm at her waist.

“I always want you in my personal space,” Ryan whispered, brushing her cheek against the top of McKenzie’s head. She tightened her arm, enjoying the solid feel of the girl tucked against her body, and then sighed as a small frown creased her forehead. “I don’t know how long I’ll be able to take this, but I needed to feel you. And I kind of had a feeling you did, too.”

McKenzie nodded against Ryan’s chest, gripping the woman’s hip a little closer at the thought of Ryan pulling away.

“Can we keep talking?”

“Sure. What did you want to talk about?”

“Well... I ran into Professor Diaz when I was coming back from my art history group this afternoon. I told her that I’d finally talked to you about using your likeness and you said it was okay.” McKenzie lifted her head to look up. “It’s okay, right? I mean you didn’t say it explicitly, but—”

Ryan smiled.

“Yes, it’s okay.”

McKenzie relaxed her head against Ryan’s pectoral muscle again, trying to ignore the breast that was just below her chin.

“Well, she said I should take one of the drawings I did of you and enter it in the International Arts Guild Competition, since I submitted some drawings for it last year. I only got a couple honorable mentions, but I did win a hundred bucks for that, which was pretty cool.

“I just haven’t done anything for it this year yet. They have three quarterly contests starting in April, but first I started that sucky summer job at that design firm, which I still can’t believe I gave up my weekends for them... And then you moved in next door...” Ryan’s chest jumped as she chuckled under her breath at that. “And then classes started up, so...

“The deadline for this quarter is December 31st, so I have plenty of time, but I guess I just wanted to make sure you were okay with it. If I actually placed, my piece would be featured in their magazine and then it’s displayed as part of the exhibition at the awards banquet in March.

“But then there’s also the final quarter, where all the quarterly winners get an assignment and they have to submit a new piece of work, which the grand prize winner is announced at the banquet. There’s five categories and all the grand prize winners’ artwork gets a hundred limited edition prints made up that they can sell at the banquet.”

“So what you’re saying is that if you win, my face could end up on someone’s wall somewhere?” Ryan asked.

“Yeah.”

Ryan shrugged.

“I’m okay with that... as long as I get one. And a copy of the magazine.”

“Okay. I mean I probably won’t win. They get entries from all over the world and some of the artists are simply amazing.”

“So are you,” Ryan said as she squeezed McKenzie’s shoulder.

“Thanks. At least they don’t allow professionals to enter. And you can’t have been studying for more than four years, so that keeps it to the amateur level.”

“So can I see the ones you got the honorable mentions for? You never told me about that.”

McKenzie sat up and climbed off the bed to grab one of her oversized binders from a lower shelf of the bookcase next to her desk.

“Well, it’s not like I placed or anything.”

McKenzie flipped through the large binder and found the section she was looking for. The left page contained high-resolution prints of the artwork, while the right page displayed a newspaper clipping and two certificates of award. The certificates were standard fare, printed on heavy card stock complete with a gold embossed seal, and declared McKenzie Ferguson as the awards’ recipient for the Landscape and Wildlife categories of the International Arts Guild Art and Design Competition.

McKenzie handed over the binder and Ryan took it onto her lap to study the prints.

The landscape was a watercolor of mountains and forest reflected in a calm lake, while the other was a colored pencil drawing of a cougar resting on a tree branch, one paw hanging down. They were solidly done, no major flaws, but Ryan could see why they hadn’t won more than an honorable mention. They were rather generic and didn’t evoke any strong emotions.

“These are good, but your new stuff is better.”

McKenzie smiled shyly as Ryan flipped through the pages of the thick book. As Ryan kept going, the subjects shifted from nature to architecture, and then started including people. A few pages later, the images were almost exclusively portraits and it was clear to Ryan that McKenzie had a natural aptitude for depicting facial expressions. Ryan stopped at a loose sketch of a little girl grinning in delight while she played with a kitten in the grass.

“See? This one just instantly makes me want to smile.”

“Yeah, that was one of the ones I turned in for Professor Diaz’s class. But she didn’t really like it. She liked the ones I did of you much better.”

Ryan frowned.

“But this is really good. It may not be as finished as those other ones, but—”

“Yeah, that was kind of her point.” McKenzie ducked her head. “I didn’t spend as much time on it as I should have. I’ve been doing better, though,” McKenzie said at Ryan’s disapproving look. “I’ve only been working on your drawings after I’ve worked on stuff for class.”

Ryan’s gaze only marginally softened.

“Your education is important, McKenzie. Don’t ever make me an excuse for slacking off.”

McKenzie nodded solemnly.

Ryan looked through the last images and then the rest of the pages were empty. She closed the binder and slid it back over to McKenzie, who put it back on the shelf.

“So what are you working on now?”

McKenzie smiled and grabbed the tablet off the nightstand to show her. She cuddled up in Ryan’s arms again so they could both see, and then opened her most recent sketches.

They talked for what felt like hours, until there was a natural lull in the conversation and Ryan glanced at her watch.

It was time.

Ryan scooted off the bed and gathered up the paper sketches McKenzie had brought out at one point, setting them neatly on the desk.

“Do you really have to leave?” McKenzie asked forlornly as she looked at the clock. It wasn’t even midnight yet. “My first class isn’t until one-thirty tomorrow... Unless you have a shift or—”

Ryan turned around and pulled her shirt off over her head, revealing a form-fitting black sports bra with a hidden zipper in the front.

McKenzie’s fists clenched in the comforter. She’d been ignoring her simmering arousal all night in order to prolong the physical contact between them, but it instantly flared to life as she stared at Ryan.

“Your punishment isn’t over, McKenzie. I believe I still owe you one more night of torture... and I always pay my debts,” Ryan said, her voice low.

Ryan reached up and slowly unzipped her bra. The tension on the stretchy material caused the two halves to pop open from the pressure of her breasts when the zipper reached the bottom, though friction kept the two sides just covering her nipples. Ryan left the bra in place.

She reached down to the top button of her jeans and watched McKenzie. The girl couldn’t take her eyes off Ryan’s hands as they steadily undid the first button... Then the next... And the next...

Ryan’s clit ached as she saw McKenzie flush, the girl’s breathing heading towards panting as the top of Ryan’s pubic hair came into view with no underwear to get in the way.

McKenzie felt light-headed and tried to focus on her breathing, but it was a losing battle as Ryan reached her long fingers into her jeans and groaned.

“Oh God,” McKenzie whispered as she noticeably clenched her thighs together, then just as abruptly pulled them apart. “Sorry,” she panted out. “I’m sorry... I didn’t mean to try to...”

Ryan shook her head.

“Get out of those clothes. Now. I want to see how wet you are.”

McKenzie was already moving, yanking her shirt off a split second before she laid back to undo her jeans and push them and her panties down her legs. She kicked them off, sending them over the side of the bed, and then fumbled with the catch on her bra for a few seconds before finally releasing it. She tossed it aside as well and then waited, her chest heaving.

“Assume Second Position, facing away from me,” Ryan ordered.

McKenzie paused, trying to remember... Her first session with Ryan... On her knees...

McKenzie rolled over onto her knees, sitting back on her haunches as she spread her legs as far apart as she could. She lowered her forehead to the bed, but the comforter was too thick. She turned her face to the side to press her cheek against it instead, so she had room to breathe. Then she reached behind her back to grasp her hands, curving her lower back to push her ass up into the air towards Ryan. She felt a blush heat every inch of her bare skin as she realized how the position exposed her pussy to Ryan’s gaze.

“God, you’re beautiful,” Ryan breathed out as she stared at McKenzie, the girl’s dark pink lips glistening just below her puckered asshole. “Do you have any idea how much I want to slide my fingers inside you and just start fucking you?”

“God, yes! Please, Ryan, do it, please? I wanna feel you, please...”

Ryan groaned. That begging tone was going to be her undoing.

“Spread your ass for me. I want you on display.”

McKenzie released her hands and reached for her asscheeks, tentatively pulling them apart. A soft whimper escaped her throat.

Ryan grunted as a wave of pleasure rolled through her at the sound and she circled her clit a little faster.

“Squeeze them now. Push them together and then pull them apart again. Keep doing that.”

McKenzie did as she was told, feeling every movement of her flesh as it pulled on her nether lips and asshole.

“Oh God,” McKenzie moaned as the sensations went straight to her clit and she started rocking in earnest. “Oh God, Ryan, please... I’m gonna come... Please...”

“Don’t you fucking dare,” Ryan commanded and saw McKenzie stop all movement. “Third Position. Now. Up against the headboard.”

McKenzie dropped her hands and dragged her body up to the head of the bed. She rolled herself over and leaned back against the pillows. As she drew her legs up, she wrapped her hands around her knees to pull her thighs apart and hold them open. Then she looked up at Ryan, saw the woman was still rubbing herself beneath her open jeans, and moaned. She’s trying to kill me.

Ryan held McKenzie’s gaze, her own breathing beginning to match the girl’s as she neared climax.

“Look at me, McKenzie. This is what you do to me.”

Ryan forced her hand deeper into the tight space her jeans allowed, not quite penetrating herself, and then drew her wetness back up to her clit. Not that she needed any more. Her fingers slipped over her clit and she had to press a little harder to maintain contact. She felt her knees wanting to buckle as the waves of pleasure built and she leaned against the sturdy column for support.

“Oh God... Shit... McKenzie!”

McKenzie’s stomach clenched so tight she stopped breathing as she watched Ryan’s body jerk with ecstasy. Then her lungs took over and she gasped in time with Ryan’s heaving breaths.

Ryan’s grunting moans continued for long moments, her hips bucking with each pass of her fingers as she milked herself for every last drop of pleasure, until finally she relaxed, slumped against the bedpost. She hadn’t taken her eyes off McKenzie the whole time and wasn’t surprised to see tears of anguish streaking down the girl’s face.

Damn, that didn’t even take the edge off, Ryan thought as she wiped her fingers off on the inside of her jeans. She finished removing her clothing and slid naked across the foot of the bed.

Ryan propped her head up on her hand and positioned herself so she had a clear view of McKenzie’s dripping pussy. The scent had her groaning under her breath, and her sex clenched painfully as her stomach muscles tensed to launch her forward. She forced them to relax, breathing through the strain of keeping herself in check.

“We’re not done yet, McKenzie. Not by a long shot,” Ryan said quietly and her clit twitched as McKenzie’s eyes widened in fear. “Touch your breasts,” Ryan instructed.

McKenzie carefully pried her white-knuckled grip off her knees and reached up to cup her breasts. Her hips tried to lift off the bed, but McKenzie pushed them back down. The move had the unintended effect of causing her sex to clamp down, forcing a soft grunt from her chest.

“Lift them up. Offer them to me.”

McKenzie pushed her hands up, pulling the soft globes slightly away from her body in a silent plea. She would do anything to have Ryan’s hands and mouth on her this very instant and she whimpered at the thought.

“Now wet your fingers and pinch your nipples.”

McKenzie hesitated as she watched Ryan’s free hand begin a slow caress over her own body, trailing up her stomach, across both nipples, then back down to graze over her dark curls.

“Do I need to repeat myself?” Ryan asked dangerously.

McKenzie brought her startled eyes back up to Ryan’s and quickly shook her head. She slipped her fingers into her mouth, spending a little longer on the task than was necessary after she noticed Ryan’s breathing catch when she pushed them all the way in to the webbing.

Ryan grunted as she imagined McKenzie’s lips being stretched by one of her larger cocks rather than the girl’s small fingers.

The image was a little too potent and Ryan pushed herself up against the pillow still resting against the bedpost from earlier to mirror McKenzie’s partial sitting position. She needed both hands free for what she wanted to do. Ryan was way past the point of foreplay and didn’t waste any time as she used the fingers of one hand to rub her clit while she used the other to enter herself.

McKenzie almost cried at the sight as she removed her fingers from her mouth. She brought her hands back down to her breasts and began pinching the tips between her slick fingers. Every panting moan she heard from Ryan only intensified the jolts of pleasure she drew from her own nipples, and the sensations combined to head straight to her clit. McKenzie couldn’t stop herself from rocking her hips in need as she moaned.

“Please...” McKenzie whispered.

“Put your fingers on your clit... but don’t move them,” Ryan told her.

McKenzie whimpered. She was afraid she’d come at the first touch. She slowly lowered her fingers to her pussy, willing her pelvis to stop gyrating, but the best she could manage was to hold her fingers at her clit and move them with her hips so that they were mostly motionless against her.

“Oh God,” McKenzie whimpered again as the slight pressure on her clit sent goose bumps skittering across her skin and her nipples tightened.

“Rub yourself... slowly,” Ryan groaned out as she pushed her fingers inside herself as deep as they could go.

Ryan watched as McKenzie’s fingers began circling her clit, her other hand going motionless at her breast as she concentrated. The girl’s face showed every emotion she was feeling. Pain from prolonged unspent arousal. Utter bliss every time her fingers slipped over her clit. Fear that she was about to disobey Ryan no matter how hard she was trying not to.

“Faster, McKenzie,” Ryan panted out, her eyes darting to the clock on the nightstand.

McKenzie sped up the motion of her fingers, her efforts eliciting a sharp cry, and then fresh tears cascaded over her cheeks.

“Oh God, Ryan... Please... I can’t...” McKenzie gasped and panted. “I can’t take... much more... Oh God, please...” McKenzie closed her eyes and bit her bottom lip as she whimpered.

“McKenzie... Look at me, McKenzie...” Ryan ordered, her own voice strained as she slid her fingers in and out of her sopping cunt.

McKenzie struggled to open her eyes and looked at Ryan through a haze of tears.

“Come for me,” Ryan said simply.

McKenzie’s hips jerked hard once and then began bucking furiously.

“Unngh!” McKenzie cried out her release as eight days of tortured denial exploded out of her. “Ryan, Ryan! Oh God, yes! Ryan!”

McKenzie couldn’t stop calling out the woman’s name as wave after wave of pleasure flooded her body. Her hips pumped as if they had a mind of their own, thrusting her clit desperately against her own fingers, increasing her pleasure exponentially.

Ryan came hard as she watched McKenzie convulse in ecstasy. She drove her fingers inside her pussy in time with McKenzie’s jerking movements, easily imagining fucking the girl with those same fingers as she pushed herself up to meet each thrust. She was still riding a strong wave of pleasure when she noticed McKenzie slowing down.

“Stay with me, McKenzie... Don’t stop,” Ryan got out as the wave finally crested, but she was already building to another.

McKenzie’s eyes widened, but she did as she was told, rubbing her fingers over her clit with renewed determination.

“Squeeze your breast... Do it hard,” Ryan said on a moan as she added another finger to her deep stroking.

McKenzie’s other hand was already tightening, even before she consciously remembered she had another hand and it was still at her breast. Then she started squeezing in earnest, flexing strong fingers around the fleshy globe in concert with the digits abrading her clit.

“Oh Ryan... Yes... God, yes!”

Ryan pounded herself that much harder as she watched McKenzie pinch her nipple, practically milking herself as the rest of her hand mashed her breast. McKenzie’s gaze focused on Ryan’s pumping fingers, and then the girl’s hips jerked frantically, completely raising off the bed. She threw her head back, her whole body arching as she screamed.

“Ryan! Ungh God!”

Ryan wasn’t sure if she’d set off McKenzie, or McKenzie had set her off, but then she was coming, her vaginal walls clamping down so hard, she could barely move her fingers inside herself anymore.

“Oh God, McKenzie!”

McKenzie’s high-pitched breathless cries only added to the bliss surging through Ryan’s body, and Ryan cried out with the girl, unable to form words anymore. As another more intense wave hit, Ryan yelled and her thighs slammed together, trapping her hands as her hips continued to thrust mindlessly.

McKenzie lost herself in the pleasure, not even sure she was breathing anymore, and she didn’t care. She’d never come twice in a row before. She’d only started masturbating a couple years ago, mostly as a stress reliever. It had become a daily occurrence, especially after she’d started dating, but she’d never considered going past the first orgasm.

Now her body rocked with the ebb and flow of it, her lungs eventually forcing her to suck in a necessary gasp of air as her convulsing muscles finally relaxed. She collapsed, her chest still heaving as she looked over at Ryan.

Ryan slowly came down from her sexual high, her pelvis twitching involuntarily every few moments. She had to consciously relax her thighs in order to release her hands. Then she gently extricated her fingers, wiping them off on her pubic hair and inner thighs before resting them on her flat stomach. She turned her head and gazed at McKenzie’s spent form.

“Worth the wait?” Ryan asked with a grin.

McKenzie laughed wearily.

“God... Yeah... That was... Wow...” McKenzie shook her head. “I’ve never actually done that before. I always just stopped at one and then went to sleep. But you... you came, what, three? Four times? I lost track.”

“You were a little busy,” Ryan smirked. “And it depends on how you count, but yeah, something like that.” Ryan looked her over. “If you’d like to come again, I’ll allow it. I wouldn’t want you to feel cheated.”

McKenzie smiled lazily.

“I don’t think I can.” McKenzie winced as she shifted onto her side to get more comfortable. “I’m a little sore.”

Ryan nodded in understanding.

“Yeah, you were mashing on it pretty good there. So... You like it hard, huh?”

“Yeah...” McKenzie ducked her head in embarrassment, though she was still smiling. “Not at the beginning, but... Yeah.”

Ryan just nodded, willing the spark of desire the admission had rekindled to tamp back down.

McKenzie glanced at the clock. It was thirteen minutes after twelve.

“You came after midnight. I was watching,” Ryan assured her.

“I didn’t know you were going to do that,” McKenzie said. “At one point, I’d sort of started to wonder if it was possible to die from orgasm denial.”

Ryan laughed.

“No, but it can certainly drive you a little insane.” Ryan yawned big, and then smiled when she saw McKenzie mimic her. “God, I’m so fucking tired.”

“‘Fucking’ being the operative word?” McKenzie guessed with a grin.

Ryan laughed again and nodded. The previous long night and even longer day was catching up with her, and she felt herself wanting to stay right where she was.

Not good.

Ryan sighed and pushed herself up, sliding off the edge of the bed into a standing position. She started putting her clothes back on even as her body wanted nothing more than to wrap itself around McKenzie and go to sleep.

“I don’t suppose... you could stay?” McKenzie asked from the bed behind her, barely above a whisper.

Ryan finished pulling her shirt on over her head, her jeans already in place, though she’d left the bra off. Her shoulders slumped.

“It’s okay,” McKenzie said hurriedly. “I know you can’t... I just...”

Ryan turned around to face McKenzie.

“I just came I’m not sure how many times, and I still want to crawl so deep inside you, you won’t know where I end and you begin.”

McKenzie gasped as Ryan continued.

“I want your body next to mine more than I can possibly say. And even though I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t do anything, that I’d just go to sleep... When I wake up...” I won’t be able to let you go, Ryan realized with sudden clarity as she imagined waking up with the girl in her arms.

“I’ll stop you.”

Ryan looked up in surprise at the quiet declaration.

“What?”

“I promise. I’ll stop you. I won’t push you or beg or do anything in the morning to make you regret giving in tonight. I just... I need to fall asleep in your arms, Ryan. Please. I can be strong enough for both of us. I did it last night, remember? And I can do it again.”

McKenzie climbed off the opposite side of the bed and went to the chest along the far wall. She pulled out another blanket and laid it out on top of the comforter on Ryan’s side as Ryan watched her in silence. Then McKenzie climbed under the comforter and patted the space next to her.

“You can lie on top and keep your clothes on. That’ll put two layers between us. But you should still be able to hold me. All right?”

Ryan stood rooted in place as her heart and her mind warred against each other. She wanted McKenzie in her arms so bad they ached with the girl’s absence. But could she really trust McKenzie to keep her promise? Could she trust herself, even if McKenzie did tell her no?

Ryan slowly climbed onto the bed, her body making the decision for her as she slipped between the blanket and the comforter. McKenzie flicked off the light on her nightstand and rolled away from her, though she kept her head turned back towards Ryan as Ryan spooned her from behind. Ryan slid her arm beneath McKenzie’s head while her other arm draped over McKenzie’s waist on top of the comforter. McKenzie snuggled back against her and they both sighed at the same time in contentment.

“I love you,” Ryan whispered in the ear near her mouth, giving the girl a brief squeeze.

“I love you,” McKenzie whispered back. She yawned, and then settled deeper against Ryan’s bicep. “Sweet dreams, honey,” she sighed, already drifting off.

Ryan smiled at the drowsily delivered pet name.

“You know they will be,” Ryan said, her eyes closing as she nestled into McKenzie’s hair.

She was asleep in seconds.













Day 14
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McKenzie opened her eyes. It took her a moment to focus on where she was. She was in her bed, curled up on her side, her face only a few inches from Ryan’s, who was also sleeping on her side, facing McKenzie.

McKenzie couldn’t stop the grin that curved her lips.

She stayed!

The sunlight leaking around the edge of the curtains painted Ryan in soft tones, highlighting her olive skin. McKenzie thought Ryan actually looked younger in this light. Or maybe it was because she looked so peaceful in slumber.

McKenzie studied the curves and planes of Ryan’s face, the placement of each eyelash, the gentle arch of her eyebrows, the slope of her nose, the twists and turns of the ridges of her ear.

I want to wake up this way for the rest of my life.

McKenzie didn’t care that she’d only known Ryan for three and a half months. She’d never met anyone like her and the more she learned about Ryan, the more she wanted to know.

A twinge in her abdomen cut into her happy thoughts and McKenzie tensed.

Shit.

McKenzie slowly rolled over, finally noticing the dull ache in her back. She raised her head to glance at the calendar on the wall above her desk and sighed as she counted the days.

Yep.

Her period came like clockwork, but she’d been so preoccupied with her punishment, she hadn’t even realized what day it was.

At least it wasn’t yesterday.

They hadn’t talked about that yet. Not that McKenzie had experience with sex in the first place, but she knew while some women seemed fine with sex during a period, others had issues with it, whether it was theirs or the other woman’s. She wasn’t sure which camp she was in and wondered how Ryan felt about it.

McKenzie tried to slip out of the bed without disturbing Ryan, but as soon as her feet touched the floor, she heard Ryan move behind her.

“Morning,” Ryan rasped out.

McKenzie turned around, her hand still cradling her lower abdomen from when she’d stood, the move putting pressure on her tender stomach.

“Good morning,” McKenzie said, a little uncertainly, but Ryan just smiled.

“It is.” It most definitely is, Ryan thought as she gazed in appreciation over McKenzie’s naked body.

The girl was backlit by the curtained French doors behind her, which showed off McKenzie’s curves beautifully. Ryan smiled wider, happy to realize her control seemed to have returned as she was able to just look in admiration without the overwhelming need to pounce on the girl. Then she noticed the slightly pained expression on McKenzie’s face.

“You okay? What’s wrong?”

McKenzie grimaced and shook her head.

“It’s... I started. I’m just gonna go...” She pointed to the en suite bathroom.

Ryan nodded and McKenzie disappeared behind the door. A few minutes later, she returned to find Ryan sitting up in the bed waiting for her, the extra blanket folded and placed at the foot of the bed.

McKenzie picked her clothes up off the floor from the night before and set them on the bed, preparing to put them on. Then she stopped, removing her hands from the items, and looked up at Ryan.

“May I dress, my Lord?”

Ryan felt warmth spread through her chest at the soft request.

“Yes, you may,” Ryan told her, inordinately pleased with McKenzie’s spontaneous submission.

McKenzie dressed, but when she tried to do up her jeans, she winced. She took them off and went to her dresser to grab a pair of sweats instead.

“Cramps?” Ryan asked.

“Yeah, though they’re usually a lot worse than this.”

“It was probably the orgasms,” Ryan said.

“Really?”

“Yeah. I’m not sure what it is, but I know for me orgasm definitely helps with that, both before and during.”

McKenzie climbed onto the bed and laid down flat on her back, then drew her knees up when the position pulled too much on her lower belly.

“I’ve never... I mean I’m usually in so much pain I’m not really interested in... that.”

Ryan nodded. They were silent for several minutes and Ryan watched as McKenzie closed her eyes and slowly massaged her abdomen, the girl’s muscles tensing every few moments.

“Would you like to try it?” Ryan asked, her voice gentle as she tried to convey that it was an offer, not an order.

McKenzie opened her eyes and looked up at Ryan as she felt tendrils of arousal peeking out at the idea.

“You’re not... um, grossed out or anything?”

Ryan smiled and shook her head.

“No. The scent can be a little strong at times, but a quick wash usually takes care of that. And it actually adds a bit of extra lubrication, though you wouldn’t be doing anything that requires that right now,” Ryan added.

McKenzie looked away as she thought about it. It couldn’t hurt. She nodded to herself and then looked up at Ryan.

“Should I go take a shower?”

“It would probably make you feel better, but you don’t have to. I’m perfectly fine with you simply reaching into your pants and touching yourself,” Ryan said, a small smile tugging at the corner of her mouth as she saw McKenzie digest that piece of information.

McKenzie noticed Ryan’s pulse thumping hard against her throat. She swallowed at the intensity in Ryan’s gaze.

“You don’t want me to undress?” McKenzie asked in confusion.

Ryan smiled.

“McKenzie, your body is beautiful, but there’s also a... a thrill that comes from having it hidden.” Ryan glanced away. “That’s what I was trying to give you with wearing underwear when I normally don’t.” She caught McKenzie’s gaze again and grinned. “I just hadn’t considered that the lack would provoke an even greater response.”

McKenzie smiled shyly, a blush heating her cheeks, even as her eyes dipped down to look at the area in question. Ryan continued.

“And in case you hadn’t figured it out, I’m a bit of a voyeur and watching you climax has become my all-time favorite thing to do. I’ll enjoy it even more when I’m physically causing it, since unlike hardcore voyeurs, I prefer to participate, but for now...”

McKenzie stared into Ryan’s heated gaze, her hand almost moving of its own volition as she slowly lowered it to slip beneath the waistband of her sweatpants. Ryan’s eyes followed her movements beneath the cotton as McKenzie slid her fingers between her lips. Her clit was sensitive from the previous night’s activities and felt swollen under her fingers. As she pressed down to begin rubbing, sharp pleasure shot through her, and she sucked in a breath and stiffened, her eyes automatically closing in response.

“Take your time, McKenzie,” Ryan said in a low voice next to her. “Listen to your body... Slower... Harder... Faster... Softer... Let your body guide you. It will tell you what you need... what you want...”

“It wants you,” McKenzie said breathlessly, her hips rocking up to emphasize her words. “I think about you... touching me... taking me... owning me... controlling me... God, Ryan...”

Ryan flexed against her tight jeans, images of pulling the girl into her lap and taking over causing her muscles to tense with need. She continued to stare at the gently undulating fabric over McKenzie’s pubic mound as she imagined what those delicate fingers were doing under there.

McKenzie wanted her control? Well, all right then...

“I want you to slide your middle and index fingers on either side of your clit and pinch them together. Then push down, forcing it between your fingers. It’ll slip out, but that’s okay. Just keep doing it until I tell you otherwise,” Ryan gently commanded.

Ryan watched the soft cotton as McKenzie’s fingers changed positions.

McKenzie jumped as her clit did indeed slip out from between her fingers, causing a sharp jolt of pleasure. She repositioned them and did it again.

McKenzie whimpered, but didn’t stop. After a few minutes, she was able to complete the maneuver much faster and the jolts started stringing together, causing her breathing to accelerate until she was panting.

“Now I want you to use your entire hand and massage yourself, including your lips.”

McKenzie slowed down, not really wanting to, but unable to disobey the softly spoken command. She gave her clit one last pinch, then spread her fingers out to cup her sex. She made a wide circle with her hand, pressing and squeezing the fleshy lips. Her breathing calmed, deepening with each slow massage of her hand.

“Now slide your other hand under your shirt. Squeeze your breasts with just as much loving attention. I’m sure they’re feeling a bit left out by now.”

McKenzie slipped her free hand up her stomach, finding the edge of her shirt, which had inched its way up with all her rocking. She slid her fingers beneath the fabric and reached for one of her breasts, wrapping her hand around the soft globe, grateful she hadn’t put her bra back on. As she squeezed her nether lips, she did the same to her breast. She arched her back at the sudden increase in stimulation, only to thrust her hips up the next moment to push herself into her other hand.

“Oh God, Ryan... Yesss...”

Ryan couldn’t even blink as she watched McKenzie writhe next to her. The girl was the very image of lust. Ryan continued to stare as McKenzie slid her hand to her other breast to give it the same treatment, the move causing the hem of her shirt to pull up a little further, revealing her clenching stomach and the underside of her breasts. A hard nipple poked against McKenzie’s T-shirt and Ryan’s jaw clenched as she imagined sucking it into her mouth and biting it.

“Pinch your nipples for me, McKenzie,” Ryan instructed.

McKenzie’s eyes opened to stare up at Ryan as the desire she heard in the woman’s voice sent tingles throughout her body. She held Ryan’s gaze as she moved her fingers to roll her nipple between them. She saw Ryan’s eyes flash when she winced at the painful pleasure she was causing herself.

“Harder,” Ryan ordered.

McKenzie increased the pressure and her hips thrust up, her other hand gripping her sex tighter.

“God... Yes... Please... More...” McKenzie moaned at the end of each panting breath.

Ryan’s pussy ached, though she didn’t move to touch herself. Instead, she poured her need into McKenzie.

“Rub your clit for me, baby. Do it hard, as hard as you know I would.”

McKenzie’s fingers slipped between her pussy lips, finding their favorite position without any thought on her part. She mashed down on her clit, rubbing in tight circles over the throbbing nub. Her eyes squeezed shut as her hips bucked up in a desperate attempt to increase her pleasure and she whimpered.

“Oh God, yes! Please... Ryan... Oh God... I wanna come... Please? Let me? Oh God, please, Ryan...” McKenzie gasped out, never ceasing her frantic movements.

“Come for me, McKenzie... Only for me,” Ryan whispered the last part as McKenzie cried out her release.

McKenzie jerked against her own fingers, her other hand pinching her abused nipple even harder as utter bliss rocked through her at receiving Ryan’s permission. Spasms racked her body, pleasure arcing between her clit and her nipple, each intensifying the other, until she was crying out with every panting breath.

The waves eventually subsided and McKenzie lay still. She opened her eyes to find Ryan watching her. McKenzie’s breath caught at the undeniable look of love in the woman’s eyes.

“Better?” Ryan asked softly.

“Every time,” McKenzie said, completely satisfied.

Ryan chuckled and shook her head.

“I meant the cramps.”

It took a moment for McKenzie to figure out what Ryan was talking about. Then she smiled.

“I can barely feel them. It’s more like just a tightness.”

“Good.” Ryan almost leaned over to kiss the girl’s forehead, but then she sat up and scooted off the bed. “Why don’t you take a hot shower. That should help relax your muscles.”

“You don’t need to... um...”

Ryan smiled.

“I like feeling like this. Go on. I’m not going anywhere, just to the kitchen.”

McKenzie smiled. She pulled her hand from her pants, deciding not to look at it just in case, and slid off the edge of the bed.

As the girl headed for the bathroom, Ryan left, pulling the door closed behind her. She breathed in the scent of fresh coffee as she walked down the hall towards the main part of the house. As she entered the dining room on the way to the kitchen, she found Karen sitting at the table with a cup and a tablet.

Karen looked up in surprise, having expected the much shorter blonde rather than the tall brunette.

“Morning,” Ryan offered on her way to the kitchen.

Ryan suppressed a smile at the once-over Karen gave her as she went past her, the woman glancing first at her rumpled shirt, then her jeans, then back up, obviously recognizing them as the clothes Ryan had worn the night before.

Karen followed her as Ryan poured herself a cup of coffee. She didn’t drink the stuff that often, having absolutely no need for the caffeine in her normally aroused state, but it made a nice change from her usual water.

“So... You stayed over?” Karen asked, clearly trying to keep any judgment out of her tone.

Ryan finally let her smile show.

“Yeah, but I slept on top of the covers,” Ryan clarified.

Karen visibly relaxed and nodded.

Ryan chuckled as she finished fixing her coffee to her liking and took a sip.

Karen frowned and shook her head.

“Sorry. I know it’s none of my business. I guess I just...”

Ryan held up a hand as she swallowed.

“It’s okay. We’re... walking a fine line where that’s concerned, but... I want to take things slow and I think we’ve finally come to an understanding.”

Karen nodded.

“Yeah, she was pretty upset last week after that fight you had. I’m glad you guys worked things out.”

Ryan started pulling items from the fridge and the cabinets to cook breakfast. She wasn’t the greatest cook in the world, but she could do eggs and toast well enough. She pointed at the pan and raised an eyebrow in offering and Karen nodded, so Ryan added two more eggs.

Ryan glanced at Karen as she worked.

“Well, things can get out of hand when you’re not communicating. I made mistakes, she made mistakes, but we’ve talked... several times... so I think we’re good.”

Karen nodded again and smiled as she leaned her elbows on the countertop.

“So what are your plans for today?”

“Well, I don’t have a shift until this afternoon and McKenzie doesn’t have class for a few more hours, so I think we’re just going to hang out for a bit. Plus, she started this morning, so I just want her to take it easy.”

Karen winced.

“Oh, poor thing. She always has such a rough time of it. Thankfully, it only lasts a couple days for her.”

“Yeah, I’ve got her taking a hot shower right now. That reminds me, I was going to run over to my place and get one of my hot packs for her.”

Ryan frowned as she looked down at the food cooking in the pan.

“I’ve got it. Go,” Karen said, neatly taking the spatula from Ryan’s hand and gently bumping her out of the way with her hip.

“Thanks,” Ryan smiled.

She jogged back to McKenzie’s room to get her keys from her jacket and slipped on her boots. She was over to her place and back again in barely a couple minutes. She dropped her keys back in her jacket and removed her boots again, not wanting McKenzie to think she’d taken off. Then Ryan heard the shower turn off, so she knocked on the door.

“Yeah? Ryan? You can come in,” McKenzie called from behind the door.

Ryan pushed the door open and popped her head in. McKenzie was in the middle of stepping out of the shower as she reached for a towel. Ryan forced herself to focus on what she wanted to say rather than the gorgeously wet naked woman in front of her whose nipples were tightening from the sudden gust of cool air Ryan’s entrance had let in. Ryan cleared her throat.

“When you’re done, I want you to get dressed and come join us in the dining room.”

McKenzie nodded.

“I’ll be right there.”

Ryan closed the door again and leaned against the nearby wall as she tried to settle herself. She really just wanted to walk back in there and push McKenzie up against the counter and fuck her until the girl’s legs buckled. Ryan closed her eyes and took several deep breaths. After a few moments, her heart rate calmed and she opened her eyes. She pushed off from the wall and headed back to the kitchen.

Karen was serving the eggs onto three plates.

“She’ll be right out,” Ryan said.

They finished getting everything ready and brought it out to the dining table, including a couple ibuprofen, which Karen set beside McKenzie’s plate. Ryan went back to the kitchen and popped the hot pack into the microwave. When it was done, she returned to the dining room just as McKenzie was sitting down. The girl looked up at her and smiled.

“This looks awesome.”

Ryan shrugged.

“Actually, Karen ended up doing most of it,” Ryan admitted.

McKenzie looked at both of them and grinned.

“Well then, thank you, both of you.”

Ryan walked around the table and motioned for McKenzie to scoot back. She pulled at the waistband on McKenzie’s fresh sweat pants and pushed her T-shirt down to protect her skin as she gently placed the herbal hot pack against her tummy.

“Ohh,” McKenzie sighed, her whole body seeming to melt at the sudden soothing warmth. “Wow, that feels amazing.”

Ryan grinned, affectionately running her fingers through McKenzie’s blow-dried hair before returning to the other side of the table to take her seat.

“It’s got a bunch of different herbs that are supposed to be good for cramps and muscle pain. I don’t get my period very often, but that’s about the only thing that helps, besides copious amounts of drugs, which I hate taking,” Ryan said as she buttered a piece of toast.

“Have you had that checked out?” Karen asked in concern as she ate.

“Yeah, I’ve always been irregular. My gynecologist said it comes with being athletic. I don’t have enough body fat, so it thinks there’s no chance of me getting pregnant... which there isn’t,” Ryan joked.

“You’re so lucky,” McKenzie said as she finished chewing a bite of her food. “I remember in junior high... I haven’t missed a month since I first got it, but then I heard my friends complaining about how it’d been six months since their last one, and I was just like, ‘Oh, fuck you.’”

Ryan laughed, not taking offense in the slightest.

“Yeah, but at least you can plan ahead. Me, I can be out anywhere, and it’s not like I carry a purse with me, so then it’s a mad scramble to try to clean up. Sometimes I wonder if that’s why I like black so much, ’cause it hides that kind of stuff.”

“Okay, I think a subject change is in order, ladies. I’m trying to eat here,” Karen said and they both laughed.

“All right... Well, how was your movie marathon? Watch anything good?” Ryan asked.

Karen listed off the movies, describing the scenes she’d liked and critiquing parts she thought could’ve been better. As she finished her food, she sat back.

“It’s been nice to just relax for a change. I haven’t taken time off like this in ages. I probably should do this more often.”

“Yeah, you deserve a break every now and then,” Ryan said, not wanting to call her out on her workaholic tendencies.

Shortly after they’d met, Karen had told Ryan about how she’d lost her husband and three children in a car accident years ago. Karen had been the only survivor, though she’d required a year of physical therapy afterwards. She’d decided to finish her nursing degree after that, her education having taken a back seat after her first pregnancy. She’d paid off the house with the insurance money she’d received and had invested the rest, so she didn’t technically have to work, but Ryan understood the need to keep moving so she wasn’t constantly dwelling on the loss.

Ryan smiled as she got an idea.

“You wanna hang out with us for a little bit? I was going to challenge McKenzie here to an archery match, since I figure in her weakened condition, I might actually stand a chance.”

“Oh, you wish,” McKenzie said, and then turned to Karen. “Will you play with us? Please?”

Karen looked between the two and shook her head in amusement, not negation.

“With those puppy dog eyes, how can I resist? Let’s get this cleaned up first, though.”

They all helped to clear the table, and after reheating the herbal pack for McKenzie, they headed to the den. They played on the gaming console for over an hour, taking turns challenging the previous winner, until one of McKenzie’s favorite morning talk shows was about to come on. Karen took over the loveseat, while McKenzie and Ryan claimed the couch.

“Come here,” Ryan said as she patted the space next to her.

McKenzie slid over into Ryan’s open arms. Ryan helped her maneuver into position, half lying on Ryan’s lap, and then Ryan reached around her, splaying her hand over McKenzie’s stomach and gently massaging. McKenzie hummed in contentment, closing her eyes as she listened to the women on TV.

A little while later, Ryan grinned as she noticed McKenzie had fallen asleep. Ryan looked up and found Karen watching them. Karen absently wiped at the corner of her eye and Ryan looked at her in question.

“My youngest would’ve been about her age now,” Karen said, keeping her voice low so she wouldn’t wake McKenzie. “I sometimes wonder what her life would’ve been like if...” She shook her head and gave a soft smile. “I’m just happy you’ve found each other.”

Ryan nodded, trying to keep the sadness out of her own smile at the profound loss she could hear in Karen’s voice. Then she suddenly realized what time of year it was and remembered the other part Karen had told her.

“It was Halloween when...”

Karen just nodded.

“I’m sorry,” Ryan offered.

Karen shook her head and wiped her eyes again.

“I’m fine.” At Ryan’s disbelieving look, Karen gave her a lopsided smile. “Really. I mostly just miss them now. It’s just hard... around the anniversary...” She trailed off, the pained expression on her face saying everything.

“Is there anything I can do?”

Karen smiled at the offer.

“Exactly what you are, sweetie. Love her. Let her love you. Be happy. I found my William when I was just twenty and I’m so grateful for the eight wonderful years we had together. Despite all the pain, I wouldn’t trade it for anything.”

Ryan looked down at McKenzie’s sleeping face, feeling her throat tighten at just the mere thought of losing her like that. Ryan brought her gaze back to Karen.

“I don’t know how you survived that,” Ryan said quietly.

“The same way you survived your childhood, I’m sure. You just didn’t give up. Somewhere deep down you knew there was a good life to be had, if you could just find it. Of the two of us, I was the luckier one.” At Ryan’s look of confusion, Karen explained. “I already knew it existed. You had to go on faith.”

Ryan could only nod at that and she swallowed, trying to make her voice work again. She played with McKenzie’s hair as she thought of how different her life would’ve been if Karen had been her mother.

“I wish I could’ve been your kid,” Ryan whispered as a few tears finally forced their way past her defenses.

Karen stood up and took the few steps to lean over the arm of the couch. She gave Ryan a gentle squeeze around the shoulders as she placed a soft kiss to the top of her head.

“You already are, sweetie,” Karen whispered into her hair and felt Ryan lean into the half hug.

Karen stood back up and they both wiped at their eyes. Then Karen laughed as she looked down at McKenzie’s still face.

“I think that little shit just whammied us with her hormones.”

Ryan laughed just as McKenzie blinked and looked up at them both.

“Don’t blame me, I was just layin’ here,” McKenzie said sleepily. She rubbed her eyes and sat up. “What time is it?”

“It’s almost eleven,” Ryan said, glancing at the clock on the wall.

McKenzie frowned and looked unhappily at Ryan.

“I should probably get ready for class. I know it’s not for another couple hours, but I still have some prep work I need to do. I, uh, I kinda slacked off the past few days,” McKenzie mumbled the last bit.

Ryan nodded.

“Yeah, I’ve got several updates I’m supposed to get coded and uploaded before my shift at the bookstore this afternoon.”

“Well, I’m on vacation, so I’m going out for a little shopping,” Karen said, getting laughing groans of envy from the younger women. “I’ll see you two later,” she said, giving Ryan’s shoulder a final squeeze as she left.

Ryan walked McKenzie back to her bedroom. As McKenzie brought out her supplies from the smaller closet, Ryan pulled on her boots and grabbed her jacket.

“So... My shift ends at ten. I know that’s a little late, but—”

“I’ll still be up. My last class doesn’t let out until nine,” McKenzie said. “And I really...”

McKenzie paused in her gathering and walked over to Ryan. Ryan opened her arms and McKenzie slid into place, wrapping her arms around Ryan’s waist and resting her cheek against the woman’s chest as Ryan’s arms engulfed her.

They held each other for long moments, simply feeling the solid warmth of their bodies against each other. Ryan grazed her cheek against McKenzie’s hair, her lips automatically seeking out the top of McKenzie’s head to press a chaste kiss there. Ryan squeezed the girl tighter for a moment, and then pulled back.

“I need to go,” Ryan said reluctantly.

“I know,” McKenzie said just as unhappily. “But I’ll see you tonight, right?”

Ryan nodded.

“I’ll come straight here after work.”

McKenzie snuck in one last hug and then backed away.

Ryan cupped McKenzie’s cheek, wanting nothing more than to kiss the girl. She could see the recognition in McKenzie’s eyes, the mutual longing, but then Ryan just nodded, gently withdrawing her hand.

“I’ll see you tonight,” Ryan echoed, and then she was gone.





* * *

 





“There you are,” Claire said as she took a seat next to McKenzie in the cafeteria.

McKenzie was eating a quick dinner between classes while she went over her notes for her next class. She looked up and smiled.

“Hey, what’s up? I missed you at the study group on Saturday. Everybody just sat around and chatted the whole time.”

“Never mind that. I’ve been looking for you. I wanted to talk to you about... Ryan,” Claire said, leaning in to whisper the woman’s name.

McKenzie frowned.

“What about her?”

“I mentioned her name to some people I know from my psych class and they said they heard she’s into some really freaky stuff. Like she whipped some woman until they had to carry the poor thing away at some underground sex club.”

“It’s called Club Carnal. We went there Saturday night.”

Claire’s eyes widened.

“That was your first date?”

McKenzie laughed.

“No, more like the second. It was a lot of fun.”

“Are you serious? You let her do that to you?”

McKenzie lost her mirth at Claire’s obvious disdain.

“I probably would have if she’d tried, but she didn’t.”

“But she really fucked that other girl up. What if—”

“Okay, that’s enough.” McKenzie sighed. “You’re acting like I don’t know what I want or what I’m getting myself into. I know exactly where all this is leading with Ryan and I want to go there. And whoever that other woman was...” McKenzie shook her head. “How did your friends even hear about it? Were they there?”

Claire frowned.

“No, I don’t think so, but—”

“So you basically got this story, what... thirdhand from some people who obviously want to put Ryan down? And I’m supposed to take that over what I’ve seen of her with my own two eyes?”

“You think they were lying?” Claire asked, unsure.

McKenzie shook her head.

“I don’t know. Not necessarily, but... Whoever they heard it from might not have understood what they were seeing. From what I saw there and the way Ryan talks sometimes... It sounds like the woman might’ve just gotten a little... overstimulated. I know I did and Ryan wasn’t even touching me.”

McKenzie felt her ever-present arousal making itself known as she remembered her near miss at the Club. It would’ve taken nothing for Ryan to send her over the edge. And if Ryan had been whipping her? McKenzie suppressed a shiver of excitement at the thought.

“What was it like?” Claire asked quietly.

McKenzie smiled.

“It was... I think it was like what you would imagine if you were inside a porno. I mean I’ve never even watched one of those and it was happening live, right in front of me.”

“Did you guys have sex?”

“No. We’re not, um... No. She just showed me around the place and I met some of her friends. They were really nice... Well, most of them,” McKenzie amended. “One of her friends, Britt, seemed really happy for her that we’re together, and Ryan... God, she was just so there for me all night. I felt like I had a million questions, but she never got impatient or annoyed, like I was bugging her or I should already know this stuff. She just answered everything like I was asking about her motorcycle or something. She’s just so easy to talk to... about everything.”

Claire watched McKenzie’s face. Everything the girl felt was reflected there. Joy at being included and accepted in this strange new world, relief at Ryan’s willingness to be open about so much, and finally, pure unadulterated love for this woman who had captured McKenzie’s heart without even trying.

“You think you guys might stop by the party on Friday?”

McKenzie frowned.

“We haven’t talked about what we’re doing for Halloween. I’m not even sure she’ll be interested.”

“Well, there’s only one way to find out. And I’d really like to meet her,” Claire said. “It might even help me to stop worrying so much about you. I just hear things and then the hamsters go into overdrive up there,” she said, smiling as she pointed to her head and made the sign for ‘crazy,’ while rolling her eyes around and around.

McKenzie laughed.

“Yeah, all right. I’ll ask her.”

“Good. Well, we better get going. We don’t want to be late for class.”





* * *

 





McKenzie sat at her desk, working on a written assignment for one of her classes. She heard a knock on her bedroom door and looked up.

“Come in.”

Ryan walked in and McKenzie didn’t hesitate as she stood to claim her spot in the woman’s arms. Ryan smiled at the greeting and gently massaged the tense muscles she found in McKenzie’s lower back.

“Oh God, yesss,” McKenzie groaned, but Ryan just laughed.

“Been that kinda day, huh?”

“Yeah. Classes always seem longer when I feel so... crappy.”

“Come on,” Ryan said, nudging McKenzie to the bed. “Lie down.”

McKenzie took a moment to kick off her shoes, and then climbed onto the bed. Ryan unzipped her boots and removed her jacket.

“Just a sec,” Ryan said as she grabbed a pillow and placed it so it was under McKenzie’s hips when she directed her to lie on her stomach. “There. How does that feel?”

“Different,” McKenzie said. “It’s kind of putting pressure on my ribs, though.”

Ryan adjusted the pillow so it was more under McKenzie’s stomach and rib cage.

“How ’bout that?”

“Better,” McKenzie confirmed.

“Good. Now just try to relax,” Ryan said.

Ryan climbed onto the bed, maneuvering to kneel above the backs of McKenzie’s thighs, facing her back. She left the clothing in place as she massaged the tight muscles of McKenzie’s lower back and ass through the girl’s yoga pants and T-shirt.

“Holy... Oh God, Ryan... I thought I was in love with you before, but...” McKenzie moaned as Ryan’s fingers gently dug into her glutes. “You’re gonna have to beat me back with a stick now, woman.”

Ryan grinned as McKenzie went completely limp under her ministrations. She continued to push and pull at the flesh beneath her fingers, though she kept the pressure mostly light. McKenzie’s muscles weren’t actually in knots. She’d probably just been sitting too long and her cramps were making it worse.

After a few more minutes, Ryan eased off, carefully moving off of McKenzie’s body to sit next to her.

“Did you take a class or something?” McKenzie mumbled as she turned her head to face Ryan.

Ryan smiled.

“No. I’ve just read a few books, and really, it’s not that hard. Just press on a muscle, rub it this way and that, and listen to the person you’re doing it to. You’d get a way better massage from a professional, but it sounded like it was good enough,” Ryan said with a smirk.

McKenzie rolled over onto her back and pushed the pillow under her knees.

“That was way better than good enough. That was exactly what I needed. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.” Ryan slid down the bed to lie on her side, her head propped up on her elbow. “So have you gotten a chance to check out the codes of conduct yet?”

McKenzie looked at her in confusion.

“What?”

“The pamphlet they gave you at the Club. I’d sort of been expecting some questions about it, but you haven’t asked, so I just wondered if you’d read it yet.”

“Oh right. No, I totally forgot about it. I’m sorry.”

McKenzie slid off the bed to pull the folded booklet from her borrowed jacket hanging in the closet and came back to the bed. She was moving much better now.

McKenzie reversed the crease, flattening it out, and opened the pamphlet to the first page. Ryan spoke.

“Mostly, it’s just common sense stuff that basically amounts to ‘don’t be an asshole,’ but there’s also specifics about cleaning up equipment before and after you use it, that sort of thing.”

“Oh, like at the gym.”

“Right.”

McKenzie skimmed it, promising herself she’d read it later, and then flipped to the back. There was a handwritten username and password with the URL to the Club’s private website.

“That’s for your account login. You want to get that set up?”

McKenzie brought her laptop over and Ryan sat up again so McKenzie could lean back against her, allowing them both to see the screen.

McKenzie carefully typed in the site address. A popup requested her username and password before allowing her any further, which she dutifully entered. Then the site took her to a welcome page with a list of links for new users. Some of them looked really interesting and McKenzie thought she could probably get lost in exploring all night.

“Um, is it all right if I look at this stuff later?” McKenzie asked as she turned back to Ryan. “I don’t really want to be reading while you’re just sitting there.”

“Sure. Just remember if you have any questions, I’m here.”

“Oh! Actually, I do have a question. What are you doing for Halloween?”

Ryan quirked an eyebrow at the non sequitur.

“I didn’t really have any firm plans. The Club is usually a lot of fun, but I wasn’t sure if you’d be up for that again so soon.”

“I would definitely be up for that again, but could we also go to my friend’s party? She’s a sister at Sigma Tau Delta. They’ve been planning some mega costume party for pretty much the whole month and she really wants to meet you.”

Ryan nodded. She’d introduced McKenzie to some of her friends. It was only fair she meet some of McKenzie’s.

“Yeah, sure. But I guess it’s my turn not to know what to wear.”

“That’s what they invented the internet for. Tons more shopping options without any of the walking.”

Ryan smiled as McKenzie opened a new browser window to search for Halloween costumes.

“I really want us to go as a couple,” McKenzie said as she typed out her keywords, narrowing it to local stores. “Oo, what about pirate and wench?”

Ryan looked at the costumes over McKenzie’s shoulder.

“Um...”

“What?”

“They’re kinda... They just don’t look very good. And look, it doesn’t even come with everything it’s showing in the picture. You have to buy the hat, the boots, and the sword separately. Oh, and the eye patch... and the jewelry.”

McKenzie scrolled down the page and started mentally adding up everything. The accessories would triple the price of the base costume.

“Okay, moving on,” McKenzie said as she hit the back button.

They went through several dozen more options, ranging from the generic to the iconic, with no agreement. McKenzie scrolled back up the list, checking through it again, while Ryan let her head rest back and closed her eyes. McKenzie stopped on one she’d gone right past before.

“Hey, Ryan? Do you happen to have... handcuffs?” McKenzie asked.

Ryan opened her eyes and glanced down at the screen. She grinned.

“Yeah. You looking to get arrested?”

McKenzie matched Ryan’s grin with one of her own.

“Absolutely, though I’m probably going to resist.”

“Somehow I doubt that,” Ryan said and McKenzie laughed.

“You’re probably right... So what do you think? Sexy cop and her prisoner?”

“Well, I won’t wear that,” Ryan said, gesturing with her chin at the image of a woman wearing thigh-high faux patent leather boots as part of her officer’s uniform. “But I’m sure I could get some stuff at the army surplus store. It’ll be a lot more authentic and probably cheaper, too.”

“What about me?”

“Well, we already know you’ll be wearing my handcuffs,” Ryan smirked. “Let’s just see what else we can find.”

They surfed the net, coming up with several ideas, but not really settling on anything. They decided to wait until after they’d seen what was available at the surplus and costume stores. They made plans to go out shopping the next night, which had finally brought them to McKenzie’s bedroom door again.

“I think this has become my favorite place,” McKenzie said from where she was standing, held securely in Ryan’s embrace.

“God, you make it so hard to leave, baby,” Ryan groaned as she squeezed McKenzie tighter for a moment. “But I really do need to go.”

“You can’t... stay again?”

Ryan sighed as she glanced up to the ceiling in a silent prayer for strength.

“I really don’t think I can. I got away with it last night, but I don’t want to push my luck.”

Ryan felt McKenzie nod and then gently step out of her arms, keeping her head ducked until she was turned away, hiding her face.

“I-I understand. I’ll s-see you tomorrow night.”

Ryan winced. McKenzie’s voice was thick with tears. And she’s on her fucking period. Fuck.

Ryan reached out, turning McKenzie’s shoulders and pulling her back into her arms. McKenzie immediately let out a sob.

“I’m sorry! I know I’m being stupid. And I promised I wouldn’t make you regret last night and now I am...” McKenzie cried.

“Shh, it’s okay. I’m not mad, sweetheart. Everything’s fine. You’re fine.” Ryan sighed again. “All right... I can’t... Fuck, I can’t leave you like this, but...”

Ryan looked around the room as if it might give her the answer to her dilemma, but then McKenzie sniffled and pulled back enough to look up at Ryan.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to... I... I’ll be okay. I’m really not trying to pressure you or anything. I think I’m just... It’s been a long day, I started my period, and I’m not dealing well with... the thought of being separated from you...” McKenzie let her head rest against Ryan’s chest again. “I heard some of what you and Karen were talking about this morning and I think it’s just been sitting there in the back of my mind all day long. I mean she’s told me about her family before, but... To know all this could be taken away, just like that...”

Ryan felt her chest begin to ache and she hugged McKenzie tighter.

“I know. The thought of losing you... I don’t know what I’d do if something happened to you,” Ryan whispered.

“I don’t even want to think about it,” McKenzie said as she shook her head. “But then it’s like I can’t help thinking about it and how we haven’t even... And I get more scared that I’ll never... That we’ll never...”

McKenzie sighed, tightening her arms just a little more around Ryan’s waist. Ryan brought her hands up to cup McKenzie’s face as the girl looked up at her with tear-stained cheeks.

“It’s okay,” Ryan said gently. “I get it, I do. But... I don’t want to make decisions about us based on the possibility that we might not be here in six months. If you’re gonna go by that reasoning, why are you even going to college? Why plan for the future at all?”

McKenzie nodded, her eyes casting downward in resignation as Ryan went on.

“And I... I really want a future with you, McKenzie.”

McKenzie’s eyes widened as she looked up at Ryan in surprise. Ryan brushed her thumbs over McKenzie’s wet cheeks as she continued.

“I want to build a real relationship with you and that means taking it one step at a time and not... not fast-forwarding through any of it. And as much as I enjoyed last night... I know I can’t keep doing that and not do... other things.”

McKenzie nodded again. It was so hard not to push, not to tell Ryan it was perfectly fine for her to do those ‘other things,’ even though McKenzie was coming to realize Ryan was right and she wasn’t nearly as ready as she’d thought she was. As she wanted to be.

And she’d promised. She’d promised Ryan she wouldn’t push or beg, though she’d come very close to breaking that promise already.

“I’m sorry,” McKenzie whispered. “I know I keep wanting to skip ahead, but I don’t want to lose this either. Ever since you said we could hold each other, I’ve felt better, I really have. Today was just... harder than usual.” McKenzie leaned in for one last hug and then stepped back. “But I think I’m okay now.”

Ryan smiled.

“Good, then I want you to get ready for bed. And give me that, so I can reheat it,” Ryan said, holding out her hand for the hot pack snugged against McKenzie’s belly inside her pants.

Ryan had retrieved it earlier when McKenzie’s cramps had kicked up again.

McKenzie handed it over and Ryan left, while McKenzie changed into an oversized T-shirt for a nightgown. It felt a little strange. She’d gotten used to sleeping naked recently.

McKenzie was just finishing up brushing her teeth when Ryan returned.

“Into bed,” Ryan said and McKenzie obediently crawled under the covers.

Ryan pulled them back so she could lay the hot pack on McKenzie’s stomach, then tucked the comforter around the girl’s shoulders. She sat on the edge of the bed as she brushed McKenzie’s bangs off her forehead.

“If you need me to stay, I can sit in that chair and keep you company until you fall asleep,” Ryan offered quietly, nodding to the padded armchair in the corner.

“It’s okay... I’m okay,” McKenzie said, closing her eyes with a smile at the gentle touch. “I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

Ryan watched McKenzie’s face slowly lose its tension as her breathing evened out. Ryan kept up the light tracing over McKenzie’s brows for a little while longer. She wanted so much to simply lean over and kiss the girl’s forehead, but Ryan knew she wouldn’t be able to stop herself from seeking a taste of McKenzie’s lips as well.

Ryan carefully stood up, doing her best not to jostle the sleeping girl. McKenzie continued to breathe slowly and deeply as Ryan made her way to the door. Ryan looked back, staring for several long minutes, until finally her own tiredness became impossible to ignore.

“Goodnight, McKenzie,” Ryan whispered, and then silently closed the door behind her.













To Be Continued...

 





Thanks for joining Ryan and McKenzie on their journey so far. I hope you enjoyed it. :)



If you’d like to continue reading their story, please visit https://www.kodiwolf.com/fiction/ABondagePrimer/ to get Book 2: Days 15-20 for free, just like this one (no email address required).
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