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Day 15

Tuesday, October 28





They pulled into the parking lot in front of the army surplus store and Ryan found a space near the entrance. Ryan stowed their gear and then led McKenzie inside.

“They should have just about everything I need in here,” Ryan said as she headed off down the aisle to her right.

Ryan found the clothing area she was looking for and stopped when she saw the rack of black T-shirts bearing the word ‘POLICE’ in big white block letters on the front and back. She flipped through the hangers until she found the right size. She slipped her jacket off, then simply pulled the shirt on over her head to try it on over her clothes rather than using the fitting rooms in the back. It was tight, but that was the look she was going for.

Ryan turned around to find McKenzie watching her. Her gaze was certainly appreciative and Ryan grinned. She took it off and replaced her jacket, draping the T-shirt over her shoulder as she continued shopping.

One section over from the shirts was a wall filled with various types of black holsters and cases, along with some of the items that went in them. There was also a good selection of airsoft guns. As Ryan looked over the items, McKenzie went straight for the nightsticks.

“This is so cool,” McKenzie said as she twirled the baton in her hand.

Then McKenzie saw the locked glass case a little farther down the aisle and practically skipped over to it.

Ryan picked out a standard handcuff case, then selected the cheapest, but still realistic looking metal replica handgun and found an appropriately sized thigh holster to go with it. She made her way over to McKenzie.

“Cool, you found the badges,” Ryan said as she scanned the options.

McKenzie glanced up at her.

“And the handcuffs,” McKenzie said. There were all kinds of different sets, which came in the standard silver color, but also in just about every other color in the rainbow. “Can I?” McKenzie asked as she pointed to a bright pink pair.

Ryan shook her head.

“No. You’re not running around in pink handcuffs. Besides, I already have a pair. I just need the holder,” Ryan said as she held up the case. “But I do need one of those badges.”

Ryan looked around the store and made eye contact with one of the employees. The man came over and Ryan indicated a generic silver security guard badge and a matching holder, so it could be worn on her belt. The employee unlocked the case and gave Ryan the requested items.

“You ready to check out?”

“Yeah, I think so,” Ryan told him, but then McKenzie stopped her.

“What about this?” McKenzie asked, holding up the nightstick. “And cops usually wear a flashlight and pepper spray and—”

Ryan laughed.

“I’m not wearing a full duty belt, McKenzie. I think the gun, the cuffs, and the badge will be enough to sell it.”

McKenzie pouted as she slowly walked back to where she’d found the nightstick and put it back.

“Fine. Just spoil all my fun,” McKenzie mumbled, but Ryan could see a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth.

As they headed up to the register, McKenzie caught sight of black leather and made a beeline for the racks of motorcycle jackets. She found a small black tapered women’s racing jacket and pulled it off its hanger, removing her own borrowed jacket to try it on. It fit perfectly.

The jacket had the same type of mandarin collar as Ryan’s with a silver snap closure at the neck. A diagonally angled zipper on the upper left chest was the main feature, in addition to the vertical stitching on the front and curved black piping at the shoulders. Zippered side pockets and another snap closure at the waist rounded out the look.

McKenzie zipped the jacket up halfway, leaving her upper chest open, but then snapped the collar closed.

“Ooo, you’re coming home with me,” McKenzie muttered as she looked at herself in a nearby mirror.

“Yes, you are,” Ryan said off to her side in a low rumble.

The way the jacket had been left partially unzipped made the collar look like an actual separate leather collar on McKenzie, and Ryan could feel herself getting wet just looking at the girl.

McKenzie turned at Ryan’s voice and felt her stomach drop at the woman’s heated gaze. She glanced back to the mirror and though she knew the jacket looked good on her, she couldn’t quite figure out what Ryan was reacting to. She mentally shrugged her shoulders. If it could make Ryan look at her like that, she was never taking it off.

“Come on,” Ryan said, gathering up the discarded leather jacket McKenzie had draped over a nearby rack as she turned to make her way back to the register.

McKenzie followed her and waited as the guy rang up the items. She only removed the jacket long enough for the guy to scan the tag and remove the security device. Ryan borrowed the guy’s pocket knife to cut off the tag for McKenzie, and then the jacket went right back on.

Before Ryan could bring out her wallet, McKenzie slid her card into the reader. If her parents questioned her about the charge, she could honestly say it was for a Halloween costume.

Ryan nodded in thanks. She had enough money to pay for everything, including the jacket, but her recent mega purchases for McKenzie had seriously drained her account, and Ryan knew she couldn’t keep spending like that. As much as she wanted to spoil McKenzie, and herself, by getting the girl whatever she wanted, Ryan just didn’t have that kind of money.

The cashier bagged everything up and they returned to Ryan’s motorcycle. There was just enough room for the purchases in the saddlebags along with McKenzie’s heated liner, though McKenzie decided to simply wear the larger jacket she’d borrowed from Ryan over her new jacket rather than trying to cram it in with the rest of the stuff.

They got on the road again and half an hour later, they were back on their side of town at the biggest party supply store in the area.

They headed for the costumes, eventually finding several versions of prisoner’s outfits. Ryan automatically vetoed all of the vintage black and white striped costumes, not liking the old-fashioned look.

“Even this one?” McKenzie asked, pointing to the image of a woman wearing a variation on the theme in the form of a cropped top, mini skirt, and black fishnet stockings.

“Especially not that one. You’re not going as a hooker,” Ryan declared. Then she stopped. “Though that might be something we play with later...” Ryan mused, then shook her head. “But it still wouldn’t be in that.”

McKenzie’s eyes widened as she imagined dressing up in some sexy lingerie, while Ryan wore her police outfit and arrested her for unlicensed soliciting. Ryan would roughly cuff her wrists behind her back, maybe push her face-down on the bed as Ryan told her she had the right to remain silent. If they got that nightstick, Ryan could slide it up the inside of her thigh and—

“Hey, you in there?” Ryan asked.

Ryan was standing right in front of McKenzie, looking down at her in concern.

McKenzie nodded.

“Sorry. I was just, um... What were you saying?”

Ryan stared at her for a few more moments, then shook her head.

“I just asked what you thought of this one,” Ryan said as she pointed at one of the pictures of a woman in an orange prison jumpsuit. “I can’t say I’m a fan of the look, but they really don’t have anything else.”

McKenzie looked it over. Except for the black prisoner number on the chest pocket, it really just looked like orange hospital scrubs.

“I guess it would do,” McKenzie said, though her tone sounded like she meant the exact opposite. She turned to Ryan. “What about what we talked about last night? I was really thinking it should be more like you had just arrested me, not like a prisoner transport thing.”

“So you just want to wear your normal clothes and my handcuffs? That doesn’t sound like much of a costume.”

“Okay, but what if... What if we made me up to look like I’d resisted arrest or... Or I was a drunk and disorderly, so I was all beaten up and my clothes were torn... And we could get some kind of empty liquor bottle and I could put apple juice in it or something. That’s a prop, right?”

Ryan’s smile grew the more she thought about it. A rough and tumble McKenzie. It had possibilities.

“Let’s go find the make-up kits,” Ryan said.

The selection was extensive, but they finally settled on a zombie kit that included colors for simulating cuts and bruises. It was only a few bucks, so Ryan paid for it.

A short while later, they were back home. Ryan dropped her stuff off at her apartment, much to McKenzie’s dismay. She’d been hoping to get a sneak preview of Ryan in her full outfit, but Ryan wanted it to be a surprise, so McKenzie had agreed to wait.

“We need to figure out what you’re going to wear anyway,” Ryan said as they headed for McKenzie’s room after having raided the kitchen for a quick dinner. “Do you have any old clothes we can mess up, so it looks like you’ve been in a fight?”

McKenzie opened the bottom drawer of her dresser and started rummaging through the folded items.

“I’ve got some stuff I only wear when I’m going to be painting or working with ink. They’re already pretty messed up, but I can make them worse,” McKenzie said as she chose a dingy white T-shirt and a pair of bleach-stained blue jeans from the drawer.

McKenzie pulled a drop cloth out from her supply closet and laid it on top of the comforter to protect it. Then she brought out her box of charcoal and got to work rubbing the thick sticks in shades of brown and gray over the knees and cuffs of the jeans. She smudged the streaks with her thumb and the heel of her hand.

She did the same with the T-shirt, working with the ink stains already present to make it look like she’d spilled something down the front of the shirt. Then she started going over the seams with a piece of sandpaper from her art supplies. She chose a few spots around the neck of the shirt and at the knees of the jeans and scrubbed hard enough to put frayed holes in the fabric.

Ryan sat quietly at McKenzie’s desk, fascinated by the whole process. She also enjoyed the serious look of concentration on McKenzie’s face as the girl went about destroying the clothes. McKenzie glanced up and smiled as she noticed Ryan watching her.

“I did this for a play in high school a few years ago. They were putting on some zombie thing for Halloween. I didn’t actually become a member of the drama club until my junior year, but one of my friends was and she was the costume designer, but she came down with mono right in the middle of the production. We spent hours chatting on video to figure out how to do this for about two dozen costumes in less than two weeks.”

McKenzie held up the T-shirt.

“Can you rip that right there?”

Ryan took the shirt and pulled, the cloth rending from the sanded place on the sleeve to the shoulder seam. Ryan handed it back.

McKenzie sanded the rips, then added more tinges of brown and black. Ryan ripped the knees out on the jeans as well and McKenzie added a few final touches.

They both looked down at the clothes laid out on the drop cloth. Ryan grinned.

“This is fucking perfect.”

McKenzie beamed.

They took the clothes out to the backyard, exiting through the master suite’s French doors that opened onto the large deck.

There was another set of French doors leading into the great room off to the left. Further down where the deck butted up against the wall of the garage stood a well-appointed barbecue station that had seen quite a bit of use that summer. At the far right corner of the deck sat a six-chair patio set complete with a large umbrella, though it was currently folded down and tied off to protect it from the wind.

Ryan followed McKenzie down the steps of the deck to the grass and they kept going almost to the tree line. Ryan helped McKenzie hang the shirt and jeans up on the clothesline, and then McKenzie sprayed a fixative on the front and back sides of the clothes.

“This stuff won’t really make the stains permanent, but it should keep me from rubbing off on everything I touch, at least for one night.” McKenzie looked up at the clear night sky. “I just hope it doesn’t rain tonight,” McKenzie muttered, thinking about the brief thunderstorm they’d had that morning.

“It should be okay. I don’t think they’re calling for rain again until Thursday, though I think we’re supposed to get a few snow flurries, too, but nothing that’ll stick,” Ryan said as they headed back inside.

McKenzie put her supplies away and washed up in her bathroom. When she was done, she came back out to find Ryan reclining on her bed, Ryan’s boots resting at the foot, her jacket draped over the desk chair.

“Well, that was fun,” McKenzie said as she picked up the make-up kit. “Wanna see what we can do with this?”

Ryan grinned.

“I think that’s going to be all you. I have no idea how to do make-up.”

McKenzie smiled, tearing open the package and setting everything out on top of her vanity.

“Well, I bet we can find a tutorial somewhere online.”

McKenzie retrieved her laptop from her desk and set it on the corner of the vanity, then sat down as Ryan dragged the desk chair over to sit next to her.

As the screen came to life, Ryan saw the list of kinks from the Club’s matchmaking app on one half, with the second half taken up by a blog post. She did her best to suppress her smirk as she read the title.

McKenzie glanced at the screen and then blushed at the words ‘Everything You Ever Wanted to Know About Anal Plugs, But Were Afraid to Ask’ listed boldly at the top of the article.

“Sorry. I forgot I left that up. I was, um, just doing a little research at lunch,” McKenzie explained as she opened a new window to cover the other two.

“That’s perfectly fine, McKenzie. I already told you, if you have any questions, I’ll be happy to answer them.”

McKenzie typed in a search for how to do bruises with make-up and started clicking on links.

“I know. But I guess...”

“What?” Ryan asked gently.

“Sometimes I don’t know what to ask. Or... I was wondering if you wanted me to fill out that form for you, so you’d sort of know what I want, except then I was like, I don’t even know about most of this stuff or if I’d even like any of it, so...”

Ryan reached out for McKenzie’s hand on the mouse and took it in her own. McKenzie finally turned to look at her.

“I know you don’t have a lot of experience or even... Well, any, really, but... I’d much rather learn about what you like or don’t like as you learn those things for yourself. And the same goes for you learning what I like.” Ryan glanced at the screen as though she could see the hidden blog post. “Did you read the article?”

McKenzie nodded.

“Yeah. It, um... I got wet.”

Ryan smiled.

“Well, I’m not surprised. You looked like you really enjoyed touching yourself there the other night. However, that doesn’t mean you’ll automatically enjoy a plug.” At McKenzie’s questioning look, Ryan continued. “I don’t actually like them at all, though I love being fingered there. For me, I think it’s that I’m more stimulated by continuous movement than by static fullness. And I think that’s one of those things you won’t really know until you’ve tried it yourself.”

McKenzie nodded.

“And I’m guessing that’s going to be true for just about everything, huh?” McKenzie asked, sounding defeated. “Should I even be reading about this stuff right now? It’s not like I’m allowed to put any of it into practice or even...”

Ryan squeezed McKenzie’s hand.

“Even what?”

McKenzie shook her head. At Ryan’s continued patient stare, McKenzie stood up, her hand slipping out of Ryan’s as she walked aimlessly around the bedroom, her arms crossed.

“I’ve never... been inside myself,” McKenzie muttered, not even looking at Ryan. “I... I didn’t even start masturbating until I was seventeen. And all the girls I knew who talked about having sex said it really hurt their first time, so I...” McKenzie shrugged. “I know I said my parents didn’t let me date, but... I really wasn’t asking them to either. And then when I came here and I realized I was gay, I mean that made sense, but it was also like it sort of let me off the hook, but...”

McKenzie finally glanced over at Ryan, but the woman’s face was unreadable, so McKenzie looked away again.

“A lot of the lesbians I’ve met seem kind of against, um, penetration. Like you’re not a real lesbian if you like it, but then I know my friend Claire says it’s fine, she likes it, and it feels great. And since meeting you, I’ve sort of been thinking about it, about what it will be like, but...”

McKenzie finally forced herself to face Ryan, though her gaze didn’t get up much past Ryan’s ankles.

“What if it hurts too much and I don’t like it? I’ve been looking up all the stuff on that list and I know you expect me to want at least some of it, but what if... I just... I don’t want to disappoint you. I...”

Ryan stood and walked the few steps to pull McKenzie into her arms. McKenzie uncrossed her arms and wrapped them around the taller woman, burying her head against Ryan’s chest.

“I love you, McKenzie. Regardless of what you like or don’t like. I love you.”

Ryan ran her fingers through the girl’s soft hair, trying to soothe her distress as she continued.

“And yes, I do expect certain things from you, but that has more to do with my past experience and knowing the majority of women like those things, than expecting you to... put up with something you really don’t want to do or have done to you. That’s not to say I won’t tell you to do things you don’t want to do sometimes, but for the most part, this is meant to be enjoyable for both of us.”

McKenzie lifted her head to look up at Ryan.

“Like what kinds of things?” McKenzie asked warily.

Ryan smiled.

“I’d rather leave that for another time.” At McKenzie’s frown, Ryan explained. “I don’t want you stressing over something for the next five and a half months that we won’t be able to test right away. However, we can certainly find out whether you enjoy penetration right now.”

McKenzie’s eyes went wide.

“But I thought... You said I couldn’t enter myself, that it was only for you.”

“I also said unless I told you otherwise. So I’m telling you otherwise.”

McKenzie swallowed.

“O-Okay... But... Won’t that sort of make me less of a virgin?”

Ryan frowned.

“Is that important? To you, I mean. For me, what makes you a virgin is that no one else has been with you. Though honestly, even that doesn’t really matter to me. Even if you’d been with a bunch of other people before me, I’d still want you.”

McKenzie lowered her eyes to stare unseeing at Ryan’s chest.

“It’s always seemed important to you.”

Ryan sighed.

“Not in that way, McKenzie. It’s... Your age and lack of experience is why I’m taking things so slow with you, but it’s not why I’m attracted to you.” Ryan drew her fingers along McKenzie’s jawline until she was able to tilt the girl’s chin up and look into her eyes. “You don’t really think that’s why I want to be with you, do you? That it’s some sort of conquest?”

McKenzie half shrugged. Ryan sighed again.

“That has nothing to do with it. I mean yes, there’s certainly a bit of conquest involved in all that. I’m getting to train you just for me and see all those first moments when your body does things you didn’t know it was capable of, but...”

Ryan held McKenzie’s gaze with her own.

“You’re an amazing person, McKenzie. You’re intelligent, funny, caring... not to mention sexy as hell... And the way you submit to me... God...” Ryan felt her hand itching to slide to the back of McKenzie’s neck to grip her hair, but she forced herself to relax. “The fact that you’re a virgin is just a bonus,” she grinned, intentionally trying to lighten the mood.

McKenzie rolled her eyes and smiled as she swatted Ryan’s butt.

“You’re so bad.”

“You know you love it.”

“I love you,” McKenzie said, completely serious again. “You just have this way of taking my fears and... You just take them away.”

“I also make you face them, so...” Ryan gently disengaged from their embrace and reached over to close McKenzie’s laptop. “Why don’t you go remove your tampon and wash up, and I’ll lay out some towels for you.”

“Actually, I never put one back in this afternoon, since there was almost nothing there.”

Ryan laughed and shook her head.

“That is so not fair. I always bleed like a stuck pig for three days straight...” Then she noticed McKenzie’s look of sympathy and reined in her borderline whining. “On the bright side, that should make this a lot less messy.”

“I think I still want to do a quick cleanup. You know, just in case,” McKenzie said and Ryan nodded as the girl headed into the bathroom.

A few minutes later, McKenzie came back out, her nether regions clean and her blonde bush nicely fluffed. She’d decided to leave her clothes in the bathroom and judging by Ryan’s appreciative look, it was the right choice. She’d also taken off her rings, though she’d kept the small gold Aries ram’s head dangling at her throat.

Ryan had turned down the covers and moved the padded armchair from the corner to a spot next to the bed. She was sitting casually, her arms folded behind her head while she waited.

McKenzie climbed onto the bed from the other side, mostly so she didn’t walk past Ryan. She wasn’t sure she’d be able to keep herself from giving in to the temptation to sit on Ryan’s lap.

Ryan had laid out a towel and McKenzie looked at her in question.

“Just in case,” Ryan said.

McKenzie nodded and positioned herself over it so she was half sitting up against the pillows at the head of the bed. Then she clasped her hands on her stomach and waited.

“Freaking out?” Ryan asked gently.

McKenzie grimaced.

“Is it that noticeable? I’m sorry. I don’t mean to be so nervous. It’s not like we’ve never done this before.”

“Well, we haven’t, not this exactly. It’s okay to be nervous, McKenzie. Just remember, you’re in control of this. I’m just going to guide you... and seriously get off on watching you,” Ryan added, already having to work at controlling her breathing.

McKenzie felt her anxiety fade into the background as her arousal sparked at Ryan’s obvious excitement.

“May I touch myself, my Lord?”

Ryan wanted to say no. She wanted to stand up and pin McKenzie’s hands above her head and take over. Instead, she gripped the arms of the chair and nodded.

“Yes, you may.”

McKenzie kept her eyes on Ryan as she unclasped her hands and drew her fingers lightly over her stomach and up her chest. Her nipples tightened at the grazing touches and she rubbed the stiffened tips of her fingers over them. Her mouth opened as she gasped at the sensations. Then she saw Ryan lick her lips, her eyes focused steadily on McKenzie’s nipples, and McKenzie felt them harden even more.

“Use your knuckles,” Ryan instructed.

McKenzie curled her fingers and used her first knuckles to bump over the hard nubs.

“Oh yesss,” McKenzie hissed as she sped up.

It only took a few passes for her to discover that separating her fingers slightly to add more space between the ridges increased her pleasure. Her hips started rocking as her sex clenched.

“Squeeze your breasts for me. And don’t touch your nipples.”

McKenzie made a few last passes with her knuckles and then repositioned her hands. Her nipples ached and she couldn’t help squeezing her breasts a little harder in an attempt to ease some of the pressure. It didn’t help.

As McKenzie continued to work her breasts, she watched Ryan. The woman’s breathing was steady, though her pulse point told a different story. And the grip she had on the arms of the chair... The tendons on Ryan’s fingers stood out as she rhythmically flexed them around the padding.

Minutes passed with no further instructions and McKenzie was getting desperate. She had to keep reminding her hands not to stray, not to wrap around her nipples.

“Please...” McKenzie finally said.

“Please, what?” Ryan asked.

McKenzie whimpered.

“Please, my Lord... May I... May I pinch my nipples? Please?”

“You may roll them between your thumb and index fingers only,” Ryan allowed.

McKenzie’s fingers immediately shifted forward, meeting around her engorged tits and twisting them between the pads of her thumbs and forefingers.

“Oh God,” McKenzie moaned out, her hips trying to rise off the bed as her head fell back and her eyes closed. “God, I wish your mouth was on me, Ryan. I want to feel you sucking my tits... God... Please...” McKenzie lifted her head again and opened her eyes to look at Ryan. “May I wet my fingers? Please?”

Ryan nodded and McKenzie’s fingers practically flew to her mouth. Then they were back on her nipples, the tips slipping and sliding between her fingers.

“Oh God! Ryan... It-It’s never felt this good... Oh my God...”

“It’s the time of the month. Mine always get more sensitive around my period,” Ryan said quietly, her entire being focused on McKenzie’s writhing body. “Now... Pinch them harder.”

McKenzie cried out, her back arching as she complied.

“Oh God... Oh God, Ryan...”

McKenzie’s hips pumped against the air as she pinched and pulled at her nipples.

“I need... Oh God, I need to touch my clit. Please... Please, Ryan...”

“You may touch your clit, but don’t rub it yet.”

McKenzie’s hand shot down her stomach, slipping between her wet folds to press against her hardened little nub with an agonized cry of relief. Her fingers started to circle and she just barely stopped herself, grunting with the effort to resist.

“Now I want you to move your other hand down and coat your fingers with your wetness.”

McKenzie did as she was told, part of her wishing for another set of hands so she could keep pinching her nipples. She moaned as she removed her fingers from her clit to give her other hand room to slide around her sopping entrance.

“Get the backs, too,” Ryan said.

McKenzie twisted her hand, thoroughly slicking her fingers. As soon as she was done, she replaced her other hand on her clit. Her fingers immediately began circling her engorged nub, but she managed to stop before Ryan could call her on it.

Ryan smiled at McKenzie’s determination to obey the commands she’d been given. McKenzie probably thought Ryan was just trying to torture her, but Ryan knew if McKenzie started focusing on her clit, she’d come, and there was a lot more Ryan wanted the girl to experience before that happened.

McKenzie also needed to learn a little coordination. She already knew how to rub her clit. Now she would learn how to move in and out, and it would be much easier if she was only working with one hand at a time. Though the constant pressure on her clit would keep her aroused if she felt any pain during penetration.

“McKenzie,” Ryan said as she leaned forward, barely keeping her ass in the chair. “I want you to use one finger and slide just inside your vagina. Take it slow... Listen to your body... If it hurts, stop. If it feels good... keep going.”

McKenzie was panting from her earlier exertions, but now she felt her heart hammering in her chest as her anxiety returned.

“You... You think... it’ll hurt?”

Ryan shook her head.

“Not at all. I think it’s going to feel really good in a way you’ve never experienced before.”

“What about... my hymen... I don’t... I don’t want it to hurt...”

“You told me you grew up riding horses. And you’ve been using tampons for years. It probably tore a long time ago. But that’s why you’re going to go slow... So you can feel what feels right and what doesn’t,” Ryan spoke low, using her most soothing tones.

McKenzie nodded.

“Okay... Okay...”

McKenzie steeled herself for possible pain as she pressed the tip of her index finger to her entrance, and then went a little further.

“Ohh...” McKenzie breathed out as she closed her eyes.

For some reason, she’d expected it to be smooth, like a cylinder or tube. Instead, it was like a continuation of the folds around her clit, with layers of spongy flesh, all slippery with her wetness. She slid her finger in past her first knuckle, then her second.

“Pull out a little, then push back in,” Ryan said, her voice raspy.

McKenzie glanced over at the woman. Ryan was sitting on the edge of the chair, her fists white-knuckling the ends of the armrests.

McKenzie stared into Ryan’s eyes as she slowly withdrew her finger a short ways, then slipped inside again. She didn’t stop until she was as deep as she could go.

“Oh God, Ryan, I wish this was you,” McKenzie groaned.

Ryan’s hands tightened their hold on the chair. Then she abruptly got to her feet and sidestepped around the chair, backing away until she was pressed up against the wall.

God, if it was me, you’d be screaming right now and not in a good way, Ryan thought as every cell in her body demanded she take what was being offered so freely. She couldn’t stop staring at McKenzie as the girl continued to slowly fuck herself. Oh God... Just... Calm down... Breathe... God, please don’t let me hurt her. She doesn’t want it to hurt.

“Please... Don’t go... Please... I’m sorry... I won’t say that again... I just want you so much and... God, this feels so good,” McKenzie said, completely unable to stop despite seeing Ryan’s distress. “Please, stay...”

“I’m...” Ryan cleared her throat. “I’m not going anywhere. I just... needed a little distance.”

Ryan forced herself to step away from the wall. She returned to the chair, standing behind it this time so it was between her and the girl. She gripped the back of it, willing herself to focus on what McKenzie needed, what she wanted McKenzie to learn and feel.

“Can you... Do you want to try adding a second finger? You don’t have to, but I’d like you to try to find your G-spot and it’s a lot easier with two fingers. If it hurts too much, you can stop and go back to just one.”

McKenzie nodded, pulling her lone finger out. Her other fingers had dried a little, so she wiped them through her folds again. Once they were thoroughly coated, she speared her index and middle fingers together and pushed inside herself.

There was no pain, just a feeling of stretching and a deep need to do it again, so she pulled out and pushed back in, her hips lifting to meet her own thrust.

“Oh my God, yes,” McKenzie grunted out as she did it again.

“Try rubbing your clit now. It’ll take a little practice to get the coordination going, but once you do, you won’t have to think about it anymore. Your body knows what it wants.”

McKenzie’s fingers were already moving on her clit. For the first couple minutes, the fingers moving in and out of her pussy tried to circle with the ones on her clit, but she’d played the game of rubbing her stomach while patting her head and had always been able to do it. This was no different and soon she was rubbing her clit in time with her thrusting fingers.

“Ryan... Oh God, Ryan... Oh God...”

“Slow down, McKenzie, just a little.” McKenzie whimpered, and she looked at Ryan in desperation, but her movements slowed. “Good girl. Now I want you to try angling your fingers up towards your pubic bone. There’s an area just inside, towards the top of your vagina... That’s your G-spot. It’ll feel sort of harder than everything else around it,” Ryan instructed.

From McKenzie’s half sitting position, she was able to bend her wrist just enough to scrape her curled fingers along the upper wall of her channel. Her stomach clenched as she ran over a rough spongy section she hadn’t felt before. She hit it again and felt ripples of pleasure spreading across her skin, followed by trails of goose bumps that made her nipples tight.

Her fingers took on a life of their own as they slid in and out, faster and faster, rubbing over the area with each new penetration. She quickly found her rhythm, barely moving in and out of her pussy as it clamped down around her fingers, which still did their best to stab inside her over and over again.

“Oh Ryan... Oh my God... Ryan! Ungh God!”

Her yells of ecstasy drowned out Ryan’s harsh breathing nearby and McKenzie lost herself in the pleasure as her orgasm overwhelmed her. She felt new wetness coat her fingers, causing them to make squelching sounds as her hips jerked up to milk her fingers for every last tiny bit of movement her muscle-fatigued hand could muster. The deep clenching she’d felt during previous orgasms seemed magnified somehow now that there was something to clamp down on and her cries were forced out of her with every spasm of her lower belly.

“Oh God, Ryan! Ryan... Oh my God...” McKenzie panted as she started to come down, her movements slowing until her hands were simply resting on her mound, the rest of her body collapsing limply against the bed.

Ryan stood, unblinking, her knees locked, fingers embedded in the padding on the back of the chair. She couldn’t move. She didn’t think she’d ever been more turned on in her life. Her sex ached with unspent need. Her breasts felt heavy inside her bra. If she could just pry her fingers from the chair, she could take care of it, but she was more than a little afraid it wouldn’t be her own body her hands would reach for if they released their grip on the chair.

“Ryan?” McKenzie asked uncertainly.

Ryan finally blinked and looked up at McKenzie’s face.

“Yeah?” Her voice sounded raw even to her own ears.

“Are you okay?”

Ryan’s brow furrowed as she tried to figure out how to answer that.

“I’m—” A breath forced its way out of her as speaking caused her stomach to clench. “Holy fuck, I need to come,” Ryan groaned out as she bent over to press her head against her hands on the back of the chair.

McKenzie sat up, barely noticing the thick puddle of come that had pooled beneath her on the towel as she scooted over to give Ryan room on the bed. She quickly wiped her hands on the towel, and then rolled it up and tossed it to the floor.

“You wanna lie down? I promise, I’ll stay over here,” McKenzie said from the far side of the bed.

Ryan looked up and shook her head.

“You might... but I won’t.”

McKenzie’s eyebrows rose towards her hairline. Ryan gave a weak smile.

“I’m just going to stay over here... where it’s safe.”

Ryan carefully pried one of her hands from the chair and reached for her fly. The button slipped free and she pulled down the zipper. As her leather pants slid down her thighs, she reached between her legs.

“Oh fuck! Oh God! McKenzie!”

Ryan cried out with every swipe of her fingers over her swollen clit, her voice high-pitched and getting higher. Mere seconds passed and she felt her orgasm rush through her, taking her breath away as her knees buckled and she hit the floor, still thrusting her mound against her fingers to prolong her pleasure.

Finally, the last of the aftershocks subsided and Ryan sat back on her heels, sighing in contentment, a huge grin on her face. She looked up at McKenzie and started laughing, and McKenzie grinned back at her.

“Holy shit, that was a good one. Whew! Fuck,” Ryan said, still catching her breath.

Ryan wiped her fingers off on the inside of her pants. Then she noticed her other hand still holding onto the chair and relaxed her fingers. She pushed herself back to her feet and pulled her pants up, redoing them. She moved on shaky legs over to the bed and flopped down across the foot.

“You okay now?” McKenzie asked, though she could see the truth for herself.

“Better than okay. Way better.” Ryan tilted her head to look at McKenzie. “How about you?”

McKenzie’s smile lit up her whole face.

“I’m great... I mean that was amazing.” McKenzie blushed at her next thought, but spoke it anyway. “But now I’m wondering about... my ass.”

Ryan laughed again and McKenzie joined in, only laughing harder when she heard Ryan actually giggle.

“Holy shit, woman, I barely survived your first fingering. No way are we messing with your ass tonight. God...”

McKenzie grinned.

“Hey, can’t blame a girl for trying.”

Ryan shook her head.

“I have definitely created a monster.”

“Guess it’s a good thing you like to walk on the dark side then, huh?”

“Yeah,” Ryan said, suddenly subdued.

McKenzie had expected Ryan to laugh at her joke, but Ryan seemed to have sobered instead and McKenzie frowned in confusion.

“Hey... What’s wrong?” McKenzie asked.

Ryan sat up, facing away from McKenzie, and ran her fingers through her hair. A gentle hand on her shoulder made her jump, but McKenzie’s warm hand stayed where it was.

“Please, tell me what’s wrong,” McKenzie whispered behind Ryan. “We were fine and then... Something happened and I don’t know what.”

Ryan shook her head.

“It’s... Orgasm can bring up a lot of feelings for me. And I think... your comment about my dark side... It just hit me the wrong way. Sorry about that.”

Ryan rested her cheek on top of McKenzie’s hand, realizing her mistake a little too late as she caught a whiff of McKenzie’s scent still strong on her fingers. She lifted her head immediately and refused to look over her shoulder, knowing she’d be confronted by a very naked McKenzie in far too close proximity.

“It’s okay,” McKenzie said, squeezing Ryan’s shoulder. “And I didn’t mean it as a bad thing.”

“I know.” Ryan reached up to pat McKenzie’s hand, and then gently moved out of reach, sliding off the edge of the bed to stand up. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll be fine.”

“Meaning you aren’t right now.”

Ryan’s shoulders slumped almost imperceptibly and she finally turned around to face McKenzie now that there was enough space between them.

“Shit just hits me sometimes. I’d really rather not dwell on it, especially since I was really enjoying myself.”

McKenzie nodded silently. She climbed off the other side of the bed and went to her dresser. She found a pair of sweatpants and a T-shirt and pulled them on, while Ryan watched her curiously.

McKenzie walked around to Ryan’s side and gently pushed on her shoulders to get her to sit back down on the bed.

“McKenzie...”

“Will you please lie down? I just want to hold you.”

Ryan felt her chest constrict at the offer. She really had no defense as her body followed McKenzie’s lead. She lay down on her side facing the edge of the bed and McKenzie climbed over her to spoon her from behind.

As McKenzie wrapped her arm around Ryan’s stomach, she rested her head on their shared pillow and nuzzled her cheek into the back of Ryan’s shoulder.

“I love you, Ryan. That means all of you, pain included.”

Ryan felt her throat close up as tears pricked the corners of her eyes. Why did receiving love still make her feel like she was being stabbed in the heart sometimes? She squeezed the hand at her stomach and tried to breathe, but she couldn’t inhale, and then suddenly she gasped as a sob choked out of her.

“It’s okay, honey. I’m here. I’m right here,” McKenzie whispered.

“God, I hate them,” Ryan cried. “I hate what they did to me... What it still does to me... Goddamn it! This is mine! It’s my pleasure. I should get to enjoy it... Goddamn motherfuckers.”

Ryan wiped her wet cheek against the pillow and sniffled. She couldn’t help burrowing back against McKenzie’s solid presence a little more and McKenzie tightened her hold around her waist.

They stayed like that as the minutes ticked by and Ryan’s tears eventually tapered off. Ryan considered letting herself fall asleep in McKenzie’s arms, but she knew she didn’t dare.

In her current state, she was extremely vulnerable and it would be far too easy to simply turn in McKenzie’s embrace and take solace in her willing body. But she’d used sex to avoid her feelings in the past and that had never worked out well. And she didn’t want that with McKenzie.

Ryan rubbed the arm secured around her waist.

“I need to go, baby,” Ryan whispered.

McKenzie squeezed Ryan one last time and kissed her T-shirt covered shoulder before gently pulling away. Ryan sat up and turned to face McKenzie, who was still lying on her side. Ryan brushed the bangs out of her eyes.

“Thank you,” Ryan said quietly.

“You’re welcome. And if you wake up with a nightmare, please come back. I won’t...” McKenzie gave a half smile. “I won’t take advantage of you.”

Ryan smiled.

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

“I’m serious. I don’t want you sitting alone over there when I’m right here. Okay?”

Ryan nodded.

“Okay.”

“You promise?”

Ryan stopped. She slowly shook her head.

“No, I can’t promise that. Sometimes I need to be alone with this stuff.” McKenzie frowned, but Ryan continued. “But I can promise if that’s not the case, then I’ll wake you up in the middle of the night if I need to. All right?”

McKenzie nodded.

“Deal,” McKenzie said and held out her hand.

Ryan smiled and shook it. She released the girl’s hand and stood up to retrieve her boots.

“I have an early client meeting across town in the morning, and then a late shift, and I know you have classes all evening, so I’m not sure I’ll get a chance to see you tomorrow,” Ryan said as she pulled on her boots and grabbed her jacket.

“Can you call me when you get done with your meeting?”

Ryan smiled.

“Yeah, I’d like that.”

“Me, too.”

Ryan reached down to cup the side of McKenzie’s face and McKenzie leaned into the touch, closing her eyes. Ryan wanted to lean down and pull her into a hug, but she was afraid she’d never leave if she did that.

“I’ll see you soon,” Ryan said and McKenzie nodded.

“Night, Ryan. Sweet dreams.”

“You, too,” Ryan said, and then quietly exited, closing the bedroom door behind her.













Day 16

Wednesday, October 29





McKenzie sat at her desk. She glanced at her cell phone sitting off to the side, but it hadn’t changed since the last time she’d looked at it a couple minutes ago.

She went back to the blog post on her laptop. It was about nipple clamps and weights, how to apply them safely, techniques to use, and the various styles they came in.

McKenzie reached up to massage her breasts, trying to get her nipples to calm down, even as she thought about the intense sensations the article promised. She could just imagine Ryan attaching a pair of clamps to her hard nipples, tugging on them, while she was bound, maybe even gagged, unable to stop Ryan’s slow teasing torture...

“God, I have to stop reading this stuff. I should be studying...”

McKenzie scrolled down the page as she continued reading.

McKenzie’s phone went off and she immediately reached for it. Then she recognized the ringtone and saw a picture of her parents on the screen. She shook out her arms, trying to rid herself of the arousal still flooding her body. She took a deep breath, cleared her throat, and tapped the screen to accept the call.

“Hey,” McKenzie said.

“Hello, Sunshine,” Aidan Ferguson, McKenzie’s father, said on the other end. “We’ve got you on speaker. Your mother’s here, too.”

“Hi, Mom.”

“Hi, sweetie,” Grace Ferguson’s voice sounded slightly farther away. “How are you? Did you get your weaving project in on time? What did Professor Harper think of it?”

“Yeah, just barely. He liked my color choices, but then some of my spacing was a little off, so he wants me to focus on technique next time.”

“Well, it’s not like you’ll be making carpets for a living, so I wouldn’t worry too much about it,” Aidan said.

“True,” McKenzie said. “But I do need to pass, so I’ll just keep at it. But I won’t be taking the follow-up class next semester. I was looking at what’s available the other day and I think I’m leaning towards the typography course. There’s also an introduction to cinematography class that sounded interesting.”

“What about that painting class you mentioned?” Grace asked.

“Eh,” McKenzie hedged. “I think I want to stay focused on my digital art. I’m getting really good with my tablet and I can save multiple versions and try different approaches, and there’s just no way to do that with paint.”

“Aw, but I love your watercolors. They’re so peaceful and—”

“Honey...” Aidan chided gently. “She needs to chart her own course.”

“And I can still do watercolors for you, Mom,” McKenzie added.

“All right, I’ll stop pushing,” Grace said. “Well, we were just calling to let you know we got your tickets for Thanksgiving. Your flight leaves early in the morning on Wednesday, so you can be here by the afternoon.”

“Awesome, I can’t wait. Did you get an early flight for Sunday, too? Last time, I barely got home in time to go to bed and then I had to be up for class in the morning.”

“Yes, I remembered,” Grace said patiently. “Even though I hate that you’ll have to leave so early.”

“I know. I miss you, too.”

“Well, we better let you go. I’m sure you have plenty of studying to do,” Aidan reminded his daughter.

“Yeah. I’ll see you soon. I love you both.”

“Love you, too,” her parents said almost in unison, and then laughed.

“Bye, sweetie,” Grace said.

“Bye,” McKenzie said, and then ended the call.

McKenzie sat for a moment, thinking.

As soon as her mother had mentioned Thanksgiving, McKenzie had felt so happy to know she’d be seeing her parents again in less than a month. It had been the hardest part about going away for college, not having them in her life on a daily basis. They called every few days, sometimes together like they had just now, but usually separately, just to check in with her, but it wasn’t the same. She knew it was part of growing up, moving out of the nest and all that, but she still missed them.

But now there was Ryan, and the thought of being away from the woman for even those few days...

McKenzie’s phone went off in her hand and she smiled as the sexy song she’d picked for Ryan’s ringtone sounded out of the tiny speakers. Her drawing of Ryan flashed on the screen and she answered the call.

“Hey, honey,” McKenzie said, her smile obvious in her voice.

“Hey yourself. I’ve only got a few minutes, but I wanted to let you know... I got the contract,” Ryan said proudly.

McKenzie laughed.

“That’s great!”

“Yeah, and this one’s actually worth some money. Apparently, their last webmaster left them high and dry, so they’ve kind of been scrambling to meet their deadlines, so they’re paying me double to get it all done before Halloween.”

“Seriously? That’s fantastic.”

“Well, except for the part where I’m going to be drowning in code for the next forty-eight hours. I already called in to change shifts at the bookstore. I’m about to head home now.”

McKenzie checked the clock. Her first class started in less than an hour.

“Yeah, I need to get a move on myself. So... I guess I won’t see you until Friday night?”

“Probably... I mean you could come over, but I’m not going to be much company with my head in the computer. And I really will need to focus on this to get it done on time,” Ryan said.

“I know. It’s okay. I’m glad you got the contract. It makes up for all that money you spent on me last week.”

“McKenzie...”

“I didn’t mean it like that. I know you spend your money how you want. I’m just glad you’re getting a little to replace it.”

Ryan laughed.

“More than a little. I could actually take a couple weeks off from the bookstore, if I needed to. And who knows? This could even turn into a regular gig.” McKenzie heard some scuffling sounds. “All right, I’m at my bike. I gotta go.”

“Okay. Drive safe. I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

They ended the call and McKenzie stared down at Ryan’s face on her phone.

Thinking.













Day 17

Thursday, October 30





Ryan uploaded the webpage she’d just finished coding and refreshed her browser to check that it was working. The latest changes appeared and she nodded to herself, satisfied.

Ryan went back to her HTML editor and opened the next page. It was tedious work going through the 100+ pages of the client’s site to strip out the old design and implement the new one, but she was getting it done. She’d even made a few upgrades to the previous designer’s sloppy code to streamline it.

A knock on her door made her frown and she looked at the clock. It was just after seven. Then she smiled as she realized McKenzie’s last class had let out half an hour ago and she got up to answer the door.

As soon as the door was open, McKenzie was in Ryan’s arms, squeezing her tight.

“Hey, you okay?” Ryan asked.

“Yeah. Just missed you and it’s been a really long day,” McKenzie mumbled into Ryan’s chest.

McKenzie released the hug and Ryan moved out of the way so McKenzie could enter the apartment. She took her jacket off and hung it on the back of Ryan’s chair as Ryan closed the door. McKenzie walked over and flopped down on Ryan’s bed.

“Ugh! I don’t know what I was thinking when I made my schedule... Oh wait, yes, I do. I was trying to keep most of my evenings free and leave Fridays completely open for dates. But that was just stupid, since I stopped dating as soon as I met you...” McKenzie trailed off as she realized exactly how much she’d given away.

McKenzie looked up to gauge Ryan’s reaction, but the woman just smiled.

“Yeah, uh, Karen told me that a little while ago. Sounds like we both had the same idea.”

McKenzie smiled shyly, remembering what Ryan had told her about not being able to find anybody at the Club after she’d met McKenzie, until she’d just stopped going altogether.

“Yeah, I guess we did,” McKenzie said, her voice full of wonder. Then she let her head drop back again, staring up at the ceiling as she continued. “Well, I’m definitely not doing this again next semester, if I can help it. I should’ve opted for more evening classes. I’m a total night owl and this getting up at the crack of dawn thing every few days is bullshit.”

Ryan laughed as she picked up her laptop from her desk and brought it over to the bed. She went back for the mouse, paper printouts, and pen, and then pulled out a folding breakfast tray she kept stuffed between her bed and the nightstand. She set everything up on the tray before sliding into place beneath it so her back was supported by the pillows behind her, the tray positioned within easy reach over her knees. As soon as she was settled, McKenzie kicked off her shoes and cuddled into Ryan’s side, her head resting partway between the nearest pillow and Ryan’s left hip.

“Is this okay?” McKenzie asked.

“Very,” Ryan said as she brushed her fingers over McKenzie’s hair. She took a moment to squeeze McKenzie’s shoulder, then brought her hand back up to the keyboard. “As long as you’re okay with me continuing to work. I’ve still got...” Ryan scanned the printed list and did a quick count. “Sixteen more pages to go and I need to get them done before midnight.”

“Type away,” McKenzie said as she closed her eyes, nestling her cheek against Ryan’s sweats-clad hip again, one hand coming up to rest on the woman’s thigh to support her chin.

Ryan stifled her groan, her body acutely aware of how close McKenzie’s fingers were to her crotch. She looked down to see if McKenzie was trying to pull a fast one, but the girl was totally relaxed, not tense with arousal.

Ryan shook her head and smiled. As long as McKenzie wasn’t actively encouraging her, she could secretly enjoy the borderline sexual contact. Her energy had been flagging the past couple hours, but not anymore. She focused on the screen, her desire to finish her work that much sooner making her fingers fly across the keyboard.

A few hours later, Ryan uploaded the last page and scanned it for any errors in formatting. It looked fine, so she checked it off, going through the list twice to make sure she hadn’t missed anything.

Ryan switched to her email program. She was almost done composing an update report for her client, when McKenzie stretched, her hand wrapping around Ryan’s other hip to pull herself closer as she whimpered softly in her sleep. McKenzie’s head shifted so that her cheek was resting completely on Ryan’s thigh, her mouth mere inches from Ryan’s center.

Ryan’s fingers froze over the keyboard. She looked down to see McKenzie’s eyes shut tight, her breathing deep and steady, completely oblivious to Ryan’s predicament.

Every instinct told Ryan to toss the laptop aside, shove her sweatpants down her thighs, and grab the back of McKenzie’s head to bring her to her core. Just the thought of McKenzie’s mouth on her sex... Her lips, her tongue...

Ryan’s left hand came off the keyboard to reach for McKenzie, but she stopped, her hand simply hovering above the girl’s blonde hair.

With effort, she moved her hand back to the keyboard. It took several deep breaths for her to calm down enough to get back to her previous train of thought and finish the email. She hit send and then closed down the laptop.

Ryan moved carefully to keep from jostling McKenzie as she set the laptop and mouse on her nightstand, along with the papers and pen. She folded up the breakfast tray and slid it back into its place next to the bed. Then she leaned back against her pillows with a sigh of relief. She looked at the clock and found it was only a little after ten-thirty. She’d finished in record time.

McKenzie shifted again at Ryan’s subtle movements, this time pushing up so that her head was tucked against Ryan’s side, and Ryan’s arm naturally settled around McKenzie’s shoulders.

Ryan gazed down at the sleeping girl, feeling her heart swell with so much love, she actually felt tears welling up in her eyes. This is ridiculous. What the hell is wrong with me? Ryan thought as she used her free hand to wipe at her eyes.

Then she realized. Nothing. There was absolutely nothing wrong in her life. She was just... happy.

Panic washed over her at the immediate thought that something would have to go wrong soon. She wasn’t allowed to be safe, or happy, or content... She wasn’t allowed to be... loved.

An image of McKenzie telling her she’d changed her mind, that she’d been wrong, Ryan was too fucked up and she didn’t really want to be with Ryan after all, cut across her mind’s eye. McKenzie wouldn’t be mean about it, but Ryan could already feel herself going numb to distance herself from the gut-wrenching pain she knew she’d feel at the rejection.

Ryan clenched her jaw, blinking away the tears as she realized what she was doing. That was an old track, one recorded by her parents since before she could remember. Ryan unconsciously tightened her hold on McKenzie.

No. I worked too hard for this, to get to this place in my life. I refuse to let their shit keep me from enjoying it. She looked down at the girl in her arms. I love you, McKenzie. I love you...

Ryan chanted the words over and over in her mind, using them and her feelings of love as a shield against the fear that urged her to push McKenzie away. As if ending it now would be any less painful... for either of them.

Ryan could just imagine McKenzie’s utter devastation if she ever told her she didn’t want to be with her anymore. The anguish was too much for Ryan and she forced the image from her mind, instead trying to see all the times she’d made McKenzie laugh or even just smile.

McKenzie had so many different smiles. There was the soft shy one she got when she received an unexpected compliment. And the one that made her eyes sparkle just before she let out a laugh. The one that always made Ryan laugh was when McKenzie’s nose would crinkle up after she’d made some smartass comment and was trying to use her cuteness to get away with it.

But Ryan’s favorite was when McKenzie simply smiled at her, the love so clear in her eyes, Ryan wondered at her own stupidity for ever doubting it.

Ryan held on to that image as she closed her eyes, finally relaxing against the warm body pressed into her side.





* * *

 





McKenzie smiled as she slowly came to consciousness. She was cradled against Ryan’s side, her head pillowed on Ryan’s chest and her arm draped across Ryan’s stomach. She inhaled the woman’s scent, a combination of her laundry detergent, body wash, and something spicy that was unique to Ryan.

As she lay there, McKenzie felt her breathing pick up, unable to stop herself from becoming aroused at such close proximity to the older woman. She could feel the soft flesh of Ryan’s chest beneath her cheek and realized the woman wasn’t wearing a bra.

It took all of McKenzie’s willpower not to give in to the urge to turn her head just that last little bit so she could kiss the top of Ryan’s breast through her T-shirt. McKenzie unconsciously licked her lips in preparation, then bit her bottom lip as she realized what she was about to do to the sleeping woman.

McKenzie used the arm beneath her to slowly push herself up and away from the temptation. Ryan didn’t stir as her arm slipped from around McKenzie’s shoulders to rest against the bed. McKenzie carefully repositioned herself to sit cross-legged next to Ryan, doing her best not to move the bed too much.

She smiled as she stared down at Ryan, enjoying getting the chance to simply look at the gorgeous woman, though her fingers itched for her tablet. Then her hands moved of their own accord, reaching out for Ryan’s hand, needing to make contact with her again.

McKenzie slipped Ryan’s hand into her own. At first, she was simply going to move Ryan’s arm to a more comfortable position next to her side, but she stopped as she noticed how much larger Ryan’s hand was than her own. The woman was a good half a foot taller than McKenzie, maybe a little more, so it made sense that her hands were bigger, too. McKenzie twisted her right hand to lay it palm up against Ryan’s left, which was palm down. Ryan’s fingers were at least an inch longer than McKenzie’s.

McKenzie’s stomach clenched as she realized how much deeper Ryan could go inside her than her own short fingers. And the width of two of Ryan’s fingers was that much thicker, too. McKenzie wondered if she could take more than two, how it would feel to have Ryan pushing inside her, even if she wasn’t quite ready. Her previous fear of the pain was completely forgotten as she imagined Ryan pinning her hands above her head as the woman forced three long fingers inside her.

“Oh God,” McKenzie whispered as she felt her sex ache with sudden acute need.

The feeling wasn’t really new. She’d been thinking about being inside herself off and on since the other night, though she’d refrained from doing anything about it. She knew her punishment had ended, but she hadn’t wanted to come without Ryan there.

A new thought sent a tendril of panic through her as she remembered how suddenly her orgasm had overtaken her.

She hadn’t asked for permission. Ryan hadn’t said anything about it, but then again, Ryan had been a little preoccupied with her own need to come at the time. Then she’d been busy with work.

McKenzie winced. She wasn’t sure she could deal with another abstinence punishment so soon. Especially not after experiencing how incredible it felt to finger herself. She’d seriously been missing out.

The hand still resting in her own tensed and McKenzie looked up to see Ryan blinking away the sleep from her eyes.

“Hey,” Ryan said, her voice raspy. She glanced at the clock. She’d only been dozing for half an hour. “You get a good nap?”

“Yeah. Thanks for letting me crash.”

“No problem.”

McKenzie looked pensively at Ryan’s hand, rubbing her thumb over the backs of Ryan’s knuckles.

“You okay?”

McKenzie looked up, then back down again.

“Yeah,” McKenzie said, though her tone made it sound like a question.

Ryan squeezed McKenzie’s hand.

“What’s up?”

McKenzie sighed.

“I... I don’t want to get myself in trouble, but...” She glanced up at Ryan’s patient gaze. “I just realized I didn’t ask for permission last time... when I came.”

Ryan nodded.

“I know. I wasn’t expecting you to.”

“Oh... Okay, I’m kind of confused,” McKenzie admitted. “What’s the rule for that then?”

Ryan smiled.

“In general, when you’re by yourself, you can come whenever you want, as often as you want, unless I specifically tell you otherwise. And when we’re together, I’ll usually expect you to beg for my permission, but with what we were doing the other night, I didn’t want to distract you or put any extra pressure on you by telling you, you had to hold back. I wanted you to feel free to explore and just focus on your pleasure.”

McKenzie nodded, though she’d hardly heard anything after the first few words.

“So... I could do that... now?” McKenzie asked, her voice low and sounding slightly out of breath. “Because I haven’t, not since last time.”

“Yes,” Ryan said, her own breathing intentionally controlled as her heart rate picked up.

“Like right now?” McKenzie clarified.

“Take your clothes off, McKenzie,” Ryan said, her voice soft, but commanding.

McKenzie’s heart skipped a beat as she looked into Ryan’s smoldering eyes. She stood from the bed, continuing to face Ryan and holding her gaze as she backed up just enough to give herself room to undress.

As McKenzie pulled her T-shirt off, Ryan lay back, folding her arms behind her head as she watched. McKenzie took her time, enjoying Ryan’s eyes on her, the way her breathing stopped and started as more of McKenzie’s body was revealed.

When McKenzie was done, she assumed First Position and waited.

Ryan got up from the bed and took the two steps to stand in front of McKenzie. The girl’s hard nipples almost grazed the front of Ryan’s T-shirt, Ryan was so close.

“You’re beautiful, McKenzie. Every time I see you like this... Ready and waiting... for me...”

Ryan backed up half a pace to reach into her sweats. She groaned softly as she swiped her fingers between her lips, bringing them back out to show McKenzie the glistening tips. She rubbed the sticky wetness with her thumb.

“You do that to me, McKenzie. Every time.”

McKenzie whimpered. Ryan’s scent was intoxicating and her fingers were less than a foot away from McKenzie’s lips. McKenzie rocked on her heels as she tried to stop herself from giving in to the impulse to duck her head and suck the digits into her mouth before Ryan could pull them away. She closed her eyes as if the lack of sight would remove the temptation.

“Look at me, McKenzie.”

McKenzie’s eyes snapped open and she looked up into Ryan’s penetrating stare.

“What were you just thinking?”

McKenzie’s stomach clenched and she tightened her hold on her hands behind her back.

“I... God, I want to taste you, Ryan. I-I can smell you and I just... I’ve never done that, but... You smell so good.”

Ryan smirked.

“So do you.”

The girl’s eyes tracked back to Ryan’s hand and stared with such longing. Ryan used the inside of one of the pockets of her sweats to wipe off her hand, mostly to lessen the temptation to slide her fingers inside McKenzie’s mouth instead.

Ryan cocked her head in sudden curiosity.

“Have you ever tasted yourself?”

McKenzie blushed to the tips of her ears as she nodded.

“What did you think?” Ryan asked.

McKenzie swallowed.

“It was... I-I liked it,” McKenzie said, feeling another wave of heat wash over her cheeks. “I was afraid I wouldn’t when I first heard about... eating out. It sounded kind of gross, but I’d heard in high school about how some girls gave their boyfriends blowjobs and then the boys would lick them... lick their pussies. And the girls said it felt really good. I didn’t try it then, though. It wasn’t until I realized I was a lesbian, and then... Well, it sounded like it was sort of expected, so I wanted to try it out on myself first.”

Ryan nodded.

“But you’ve never gone down on anyone else?”

McKenzie shook her head.

“Why not? What stopped you?”

McKenzie looked down at the floor, but Ryan used her fingers to pull McKenzie’s chin back up as she spoke gently.

“That wasn’t a judgment. I honestly want to know why you’ve never chosen to be with anyone... until me.”

McKenzie couldn’t look away from Ryan’s eyes.

“I... I don’t know. I just always stopped at kissing. A couple times... Mostly guys, but a couple women... They tried to feel my breasts... One woman even tried to go under my shirt, but it just always felt... wrong, somehow. I don’t know. I got called a tease a couple of times, but I wasn’t trying to be. I just wanted it to be... special, I guess. I know that sounds kind of stupid or naïve, but—”

“It doesn’t sound stupid at all,” Ryan said softly as she caressed the side of McKenzie’s face, her fingers slipping through McKenzie’s hair to the back of her head. “God, I really want to kiss you right now,” Ryan whispered.

McKenzie swallowed.

“If you do that, my hands won’t stay behind my back... unless you hold them there.”

Ryan groaned, her fist unconsciously clenching in McKenzie’s hair.

McKenzie whimpered as her head was suddenly immobilized by Ryan’s strong grip at the base of her neck.

“Please... Ryan... Please... Please...” McKenzie panted out.

Ryan let the begging tones wash over her. It would be so easy to lean down and claim McKenzie’s mouth, muffle the whimpers with her lips and tongue... Then make her scream as she bore her back down on the bed and shoved her fingers inside the girl’s wet cunt. Ryan could tell McKenzie was already so primed, it would only take a couple swipes of her thumb across McKenzie’s clit to bring the girl to a body racking climax.

Ryan suddenly realized what she was doing, what she’d already done, and released McKenzie’s hair as if she’d been burned. She backed up several steps, until she felt the wall behind her. McKenzie swayed on her feet, but somehow managed to stay standing.

“Fucking hell!” Ryan exclaimed, trying to catch her breath. “Goddamn it! I shouldn’t have touched you. Fuck! I know better. I’m sorry. That was cruel,” Ryan berated herself as she tried to get her heart rate under control. “God, what the fuck is wrong with me?”

McKenzie stayed where she was, even though it was the last thing she wanted to do. Her fingernails had dug crescents into her forearms from where she’d been gripping them so hard behind her back, but she didn’t feel it.

“Ryan...” McKenzie spoke, amazed at how calm her voice sounded.

Ryan looked up, unable to hide the fear in her eyes as McKenzie continued.

“I... I’m not trying to push. I know you don’t want that... But... Can you tell me why we can’t just do this? I want you... You want me... We’re both adults, despite the whole teenager thing... So, why?”

Ryan shook her head, trying to clear it. McKenzie’s quiet composed tones seemed to steady her and Ryan finally felt her body relax against the wall. She sighed.

“Because I’m not in control. And I don’t mean that I need to be in control, as in dominant, in order to have sex or enjoy it. I can have ‘normal’ sex. It’s not as much fun, but...” Ryan gave a half smile, then sobered again. “The problem is that I... I might start out gentle with you, like a moment ago, I just wanted to kiss you, nothing more, but then... God, I want you so bad, I know I won’t hear you if you tell me no or to stop, and I have to be able to listen. It’s part of my responsibility as your Dom to keep you safe... even from me.”

“What if I don’t want you to stop?” McKenzie whispered.

Ryan groaned again.

“God, woman, you know just how to hit every single one of my buttons, don’t you.” Ryan shook her head again. She glanced at the armoire on the other side of the room. “I’ve been trying not to scare you, but I’m starting to wonder if a little healthy fear might be good for you.”

Ryan walked around the girl, giving her a wide berth, and headed for the massive piece of furniture. She pulled open the wide upper doors.

“Come here.”

McKenzie moved at the command, stopping next to Ryan in front of the armoire. Hooks lined the inner walls, a different piece of equipment hanging from each one. McKenzie had seen most of the items in the online sex stores she’d found during her research, but it was very different seeing them in person.

McKenzie’s eyes widened as she looked at all the items.

Two black floggers with dozens of leather strips protruding from their ends hung dead center, the first only about a foot long, while the other one was at least three feet. Next to the floggers hung various shapes of slappers and paddles in wood and leather.

McKenzie’s eyes drifted to the right, finding a series of nipple clamps and two blindfolds, one leather, the other satin. She also saw several gags, only one of which she recognized from the time Ryan had tied her to the chair. Next to those were the cuffs Ryan had used that night, along with several other pairs in various sizes, and McKenzie realized some of them must be meant for her ankles.

On the left side hung coils of rope in different thicknesses and materials as well as leather straps, stainless steel connectors, and several lengths of chain.

Finally, McKenzie looked at the bottom shelf. Several boxes of condoms labeled as lubricated, flavored, and non-lubricated sat along the back wall next to a couple boxes of surgical gloves in black and white. A half-dozen different bottles of lube stood in front of the boxes, but she barely noticed any of those things. Her eyes were focused on the many dildos and anal plugs laid out in neat rows on top of the red silk lining the shelf.

Ryan picked up a huge realistic phallus and McKenzie felt giggles of nervousness bubbling up.

“There’s no way that would fit.”

“Oh, I guarantee you, I could make it fit,” Ryan said, her voice dangerously low.

McKenzie looked back and forth between Ryan’s deadly serious gaze and the huge strap-on. She swallowed, trying to make her voice work.

“Are you... Are you saying you would use that on me... against my will?”

“No, I’m saying when you’re ready, you’ll ask me for this, for all of this,” Ryan gestured to the rest of the contents with her free hand. “And you’ll know exactly what you’re asking for. But you’re not there yet. The problem is, I am.” Ryan put the phallus back and closed the doors. “What we’ve done so far is... Well, it’s practically nothing compared to what I want to do, what I think about doing to you all the time.”

“Do you think I don’t want those things?” McKenzie nodded to the closed doors. “Because I do. I... I can’t say for sure that I’ll like everything, and I’ll be honest, some of it really scares me, but... I trust you, Ryan. And I want this. I want you.”

“I know you do.” Ryan started to reach up to touch McKenzie’s face, but then stopped herself. “And I’m pretty sure you’ll enjoy it, too. In fact, I’m counting on it. But...” Ryan frowned, trying to think of an analogy. “How old were you when you first learned to ride a bike?”

McKenzie’s brow furrowed.

“Um, I guess I was about five. Why?”

“Did you just hop on and go or did you have training wheels?”

McKenzie’s face cleared and she couldn’t help rolling her eyes a little.

“I had training wheels, but only for a couple weeks.”

“Okay, but would you consider putting your five-year-old self, even the one who just had her training wheels removed, in charge of riding a motorcycle? And I’m not talking about some little kid’s dirt bike, but something like my Harley.”

McKenzie grimaced.

“No, of course not. My feet wouldn’t even touch the ground. But I’m not a little kid—”

“I know you’re not. But can you honestly say you’re ready for even half of what’s in there? I know you want it, but that’s not the same thing.”

McKenzie remained silent, knowing she couldn’t say yes, but not wanting to say no. Ryan sighed.

“I’ve really only ever had two criteria for this stuff. First, I need to know you’re capable of telling me when you’re not okay, and second, I need to be able to recognize if you’re not okay, even if you don’t or can’t tell me.” Ryan finally gave in to her need to cup McKenzie’s cheek. “I’m sorry, but I just don’t think you can do that yet, and I... I don’t think I’d be able to maintain enough distance to notice if things went south. Do you really want to go into this knowing I don’t trust myself to keep you safe right now?” Ryan asked.

McKenzie closed her eyes, a few tears falling as she nuzzled into Ryan’s palm.

“No,” McKenzie whispered. “No, I don’t want to do that to you.” McKenzie opened her eyes and stared into Ryan’s loving gaze. “I want you to feel as safe with me as I do with you. I want you to trust me.”

“I do trust you. I just know... I’ve been with more than a few newbies and they couldn’t always tell me something was wrong, but I was always able to see it in time to fix it. But with you... I just want to get lost in you and that’s something that in time I think will be fine, but not until you’re at my level. And I think that’s where I keep getting tripped up with you.”

Ryan ran her fingers through McKenzie’s hair, almost testing herself to make sure she could handle the contact again.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean I’m at a college level with this stuff and you’re...” Ryan rolled her eyes. “You’re in fucking pre-school, but I keep wanting to play with you like you’ve got your bachelor’s degree already. It’s beyond frustrating.”

McKenzie smiled.

“You’re telling me. So how am I supposed to jump from... Can we at least say elementary school? How do I get from there to where you are?”

“Well, I think we’re doing it. This. Taking it slow. You reading stuff, seeing stuff at the Club. Us talking like we are now. And...” Ryan looked down at McKenzie’s still naked form. “Me guiding you in learning more about your body, what you like, what makes you tremble or scream... What makes you come.”

McKenzie grunted as her sex tightened at Ryan’s words.

“God... That... That works.”

“What?”

“You... The way you talk to me.”

Ryan released her loose hold in McKenzie’s hair and walked around behind the girl. She leaned down, her lips bare inches from McKenzie’s ear, her voice low.

“You mean like when I tell you... I need to make you come. I need it, McKenzie. It’s like a drug, the sounds you make, the way your body writhes. I just want to make you come over and over again until you’re begging me to stop... but I won’t. I’ll make you come again, just to prove I can.”

McKenzie whimpered, her knees turning to jelly as arousal flooded through her at Ryan’s hotly spoken words.

Ryan stood up straight again.

“On my bed. Now.”

McKenzie somehow managed to make her legs work, stumbling over to Ryan’s bed and clambering on. She knelt near the head of the bed, then paused as she looked up at Ryan, who was standing at the foot, holding on to the top of the bedframe.

“What... What position, my Lord?”

Ryan’s clit twitched at the girl’s respectful tone.

“Second. But I want you to brace yourself on your arms rather than holding them behind your back.”

McKenzie nodded and turned to face the wall so her ass would be angled to give Ryan a clear view. She bent over, using her forearms to hold herself a little off the bed, though she let her head fall forward.

“Spread your legs a little farther apart for me. I want to see you.”

McKenzie slid her knees against the sheet, widening her stance, feeling the warm air hit her wet opening. She automatically started rocking, but then forced her hips to remain still with a grunt.

“No, don’t stop, McKenzie. Show me how much you want this.”

McKenzie groaned deep in her chest as she slowly pumped her hips against the air, the movement pulling on her sex in a tantalizing tease.

“Can you feel how your sex is stretched in this position? Feel how far back your clit is,” Ryan instructed.

McKenzie shifted her weight to one arm and used the other to reach between her legs. Her hand found her clit at least an inch farther down than she’d expected it to be. She whimpered as her fingers made contact.

“Please...” McKenzie’s hips kept rocking, but her hand remained still. “Please, my Lord... May I?”

“May you what?”

“Please, may I rub my clit? Please?”

“Yes, you may.”

“Thank you... Thank you,” McKenzie whispered as she began circling her swollen nub. “Oh fuck!” McKenzie yelped as her hips jerked sharply with each pass of her fingers.

“Go lighter, McKenzie,” Ryan cautioned. “Your clit is more exposed like this, more open. And it’s pulled tight against your pubic bone, which makes it more sensitive.”

McKenzie gentled her touch and her hips stopped their uncontrollable twitching. She moaned as the softer pressure worked in concert with her rocking hips, setting a natural rhythm that started to build a different kind of pressure between her legs.

“Oh yes, my Lord... Yes...”

“You should also know,” Ryan spoke quietly behind her. “In this position, your vaginal canal is much shorter... Meaning I’ll be able to get that much deeper.”

“Yes... Please, my Lord... I want to feel you... inside... Please...” McKenzie panted out as she pushed her hips back towards Ryan.

Ryan groaned. The way McKenzie was offering herself had Ryan reaching down to her crotch to feel for a bulge that wasn’t there. McKenzie’s pussy was so wet, so open, just begging for one of Ryan’s cocks to fill her...

“Fuck, McKenzie, you have no idea how bad I want to be inside you right now.”

McKenzie whimpered as her sex clenched on nothing and she sped up her movements on her clit.

“Oh God, yes, I do... As bad as I want your fingers... inside me... Please...”

“It won’t be my fingers inside you, McKenzie... Not when you’re in this position.”

McKenzie felt goose bumps race across her skin as a wave of intense need forced her lower belly to clamp down.

“Unnh, fuck! I don’t care what you use... Oh God, please... Just... Just let me come... Please... I wanna come for you... Please, my Lord... Please...” McKenzie gasped out.

“Do it. Come for me, McKenzie.”

McKenzie cried out as the command went straight to her core and her hips jerked against her fingers. She kept thrusting, trying to prolong her pleasure, but all too soon she was coming down, and she slowed her movements.

“I didn’t say you could stop. Keep rubbing your clit,” Ryan ordered.

McKenzie whimpered as she pressed her fingers more firmly against her sensitized nub again.

“You’re going to learn a little stamina tonight,” Ryan warned. “Now... I want you to reach back with your other hand and enter yourself. You’ll need to tilt your pelvis forward. And sit back a little more on your heels to shift your weight back... That’s it... And turn your head to the side. Let your shoulders support you a little.”

McKenzie did as Ryan said, drawing her hips forward to angle herself better as she slid her other hand down between her legs. Shifting her pelvis forward allowed the fingers rubbing her clit to move up as well, giving her more room for her other hand. Her stomach, back, and thigh muscles carried most of her weight, though her cheek was still pressed into the mattress as she slid the tips of her first two fingers just inside her entrance.

“Oh God, Ryan,” McKenzie whispered as the new sensation sent pleasure chills through her abdomen. She closed her eyes as she imagined it was Ryan fingering her sopping pussy.

Ryan groaned, unable to take her eyes off McKenzie. The girl’s muscles flexed with each thrust of her hips and Ryan just wanted to vault over the bedframe and dive in. She gripped the bronze bar a little tighter.

“Faster, McKenzie. I want to see those fingers working that tight little cunt of yours.”

McKenzie moaned as Ryan’s coarse words sent tingles of pleasure over her skin even as her body obeyed Ryan’s command.

McKenzie quickened her pace, pushing her fingers in and out of her pussy in counterpoint to her swiftly thrusting hips. She couldn’t get more than a couple inches deep due to the strained position she was in, but it seemed to be more than enough as her vaginal walls clenched around even that small penetration.

Ryan unconsciously rocked her hips in time with McKenzie’s movements. Her sex clenched with every whimper and groan McKenzie made, the partially muffled sounds only driving her higher as she glanced past McKenzie’s ass to see her face pressed roughly into the sheets. Her gaze drifted back to watch McKenzie’s fingers push inside her entrance, only to slip out again, coated in her juices.

Ryan finally gave in to her aching need and pushed her sweats down to her thighs. Then she simultaneously reached up under her shirt with one hand to squeeze one of her breasts as she pressed the fingers of her other hand to her clit.

“God, McKenzie,” Ryan grated out. “I’m gonna catch up with you... in about... two seconds... Oh God! Fuck!” Ryan cried out, her muscles stiffening for several long moments before pumping forward.

McKenzie cried out with her as she nearly came at the sounds Ryan was making behind her. She gasped as she tried to fight off her impending climax.

“Ryan, please... I need... I can’t... can’t stop... Oh God...”

Ryan never ceased her movements over her clit and hearing McKenzie’s whispered pleas made her feel like she hadn’t even come yet. Her fingers dipped lower, massaging her slick entrance, drawing the fluid up to coat the rest of her fingers and her inner lips. She used the thumb of her other hand to flick over her hard nipple, feeling tingles spread outward from her tit.

“Oh McKenzie...” Ryan groaned out. “I want... I want you to come with me... Come with me, McKenzie!”

As Ryan yelled her release, McKenzie cried out with her, matching her shout for shout. McKenzie’s body went rigid, her muscles screaming their protest at the prolonged awkward position, making it that much harder to continue her movements against her clit and pussy, even as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her. As the pulsing sensations tapered off, her muscles released and her hands dropped limply to the bed as she sucked in needed lungfuls of air.

“Get your hands back on your pussy, McKenzie. I’m not done with you yet.”

McKenzie startled, her tired arms reaching back up to touch herself, even as she protested.

“God, please, Ryan... I can’t... Not again...”

“Yes, you can. And you will.”

“I can’t... I can barely move... Please...” McKenzie cried into the sheets.

Ryan massaged her own aching sex as she watched the girl’s feeble movements. Tears tracked down the side of McKenzie’s nose, causing a round wet stain to form in front of the girl’s face.

“Just hold your hands still. Let your hips do all the work.”

McKenzie mewled as she pumped her hips forward, scraping her painfully tender clit across the pads of her fingers as the same movement forced her entrance to take in the fingers of her other hand.

“Ryan... My Lord, please... please don’t make me... I can’t...”

“You will not stop until you come. Do you understand me?”

McKenzie whimpered at the threatening tone even as it sent her hips rocking forward with renewed vigor. She could hear Ryan’s panting breaths behind her and knew the woman was working herself, too.

Ryan stared as McKenzie flexed her ass to bring herself down harder onto her fingers. Every time she came down, it forced a tiny whimpering grunt from her throat and Ryan moaned.

“God, you’re fucking dripping, do you know that?” Ryan whispered as she watched a thick line of come slip from McKenzie’s opening to puddle on the sheet beneath her.

McKenzie rocked mindlessly, her stomach tightening with a desperate need to do it again after each downward thrust onto her fingers. She’d gone past the point where she could stop, something primal taking over deep inside her that kept her pushing for more. Her whole world consisted of thrusting her hips over and over again, jolts of pain morphing into pleasurable sparks that shot through her with each brush of her fingers in and over her most sensitive parts.

McKenzie’s gasping breaths were ragged, her mouth dry from her constant harsh breathing, and she couldn’t even take the time to swallow to try to moisten her mouth.

Ryan’s fingers made squishing sounds against her own wet sex as she rubbed her clit in quick circular strokes. She couldn’t play with her nipples anymore as the sounds McKenzie was making forced her to grab on to the bedframe for support. Ryan could tell the girl was in her own little world, completely unaware of how her hips had begun short-thrusting in preparation for orgasm, tremors making her thighs vibrate.

Ryan felt her own climax approaching on a freight train and knew she was incapable of holding it off any longer. As the first waves hit, she cried out, her grip on the bedframe shaking the whole bed as she thrust against herself.

“McKenzie! God, McKenzie... Come... Come now!”

McKenzie simply reacted to the command. There was no thought and she had no control as her hips repeatedly humped forward, impaling her on her stiffened fingers again and again as her orgasm exploded inside her.

McKenzie screamed, completely drowning out Ryan’s yells of ecstasy, and then her whole body convulsed and she accidentally held her breath as bliss flooded her senses. Her thighs shook uncontrollably and she collapsed onto her side in the fetal position, still twitching with aftershocks as she finally gasped in a tortured breath.

Ryan was already moving, having just finished pulling her sweats back up after wiping off her hand. She rushed to grab the extra blanket from the foot of the bed and tossed it over McKenzie’s naked body, wrapping the soft throw around her and slipping her arms underneath McKenzie to pick her up. McKenzie hardly weighed a thing and Ryan easily cradled the girl’s smaller body in her strong arms as she climbed onto the mattress to rest back against the pillows at the head of the bed, McKenzie secured safely in her lap.

McKenzie fisted her wet hand in Ryan’s T-shirt between her breasts, trying to burrow into the woman’s chest as sensation and emotion combined to overwhelm her. She was crying, but she had no idea why.

“God, I love you! You were amazing,” Ryan praised as she pulled McKenzie tighter against her chest and kissed the top of her head. “You’re such a good girl, McKenzie. You did everything perfectly. I couldn’t be more pleased than I am right now, sweetheart. You were fucking perfect. I love you. God, I love you so much.”

Ryan hugged McKenzie even tighter, burying her face in the back of McKenzie’s neck as she breathed in the scent of her shampoo. McKenzie’s hair was damp with sweat and Ryan couldn’t help nuzzling her cheek against the wet strands as she sighed in contentment.

McKenzie relaxed into Ryan’s snug embrace, her tears drying up almost instantly as a sense of utter peace washed over her. She loosened her grip on Ryan’s shirt, trying not to notice the slight stain she’d left from her now dry fingers, and then simply went limp against Ryan’s body inside her blanket cocoon surrounded by Ryan’s protective arms.

It was a long time later when Ryan lifted her head, letting it rest back against the pillows.

McKenzie slowly dragged her own head around to look up into Ryan’s eyes. The woman was gazing down at her with such a look of satisfaction on her face, though it wasn’t smug in the slightest. It was positively joyful.

McKenzie smiled lazily, her own sense of wonder leaving her euphoric, despite the earlier tears.

“You look... really happy,” McKenzie whispered.

Ryan grinned.

“That would be because I am. I haven’t... This is much closer to the level of intensity I like to play at. I can’t even remember the last time I felt like this, like... me.”

McKenzie swallowed.

“Was that... It was so intense and I just... Is that what they call subspace?”

“You have been doing some reading.” Ryan chuckled. “Yeah, that was... a taste of it.”

McKenzie’s eyes widened.

“You mean it gets more...”

“Intense, yes.”

Ryan watched as McKenzie’s face went through half a dozen different expressions, finally settling between disbelief and wary curiosity.

“You said there were levels... So...”

“If I had to guess, I would say you were around a level one out of, say, five.”

“Holy... Seriously?”

“McKenzie... We were maybe going at it for half an hour. I didn’t whip you... or torture your breasts... or take your ass... or fuck your pussy... or do any of the other many things I want to do to you.”

“Jesus,” McKenzie whispered, her breathing picking up as she thought about Ryan doing every single one of those things to her. Would she even survive that?

“Hey, now... None of that. Calm down,” Ryan coaxed as she brought her hand up to rub McKenzie’s upper arm through the blanket. “We’re not going to be doing any of that stuff anytime soon. You’re okay. We’re going to work up to all that, remember? But I think what we did tonight just proved to both of us that you’ll be able to handle it when we get there... And we will get there.”

McKenzie took a deep breath, letting the soothing motion of Ryan’s hand massaging her arm steady her racing heart. She finally nodded, resting her head against Ryan’s chest.

“You know what else I’ve realized?” Ryan asked, a hint of a smile in her tone.

“What?”

“I think you’re a bit of a claustrophile, which means restraints shouldn’t be a problem for you... at all.”

McKenzie took a moment to work out the Latin opposite of claustrophobe and smiled as Ryan tightened her hold around her body. The pressure had an immediate relaxing, yet arousing, effect on her.

“Yeah, I think you may be right.”

“I noticed it before. You always seem to react really well to my hugs and it seems to be my natural response when you’re in distress, so...”

“We fit perfectly together,” McKenzie said as she snuggled down into her nest on Ryan’s lap. “Please tell me I don’t have to move for a little while longer.”

“You’re not going anywhere,” Ryan declared. “I need you here as much as you need to be here.”

“Good.” Then McKenzie had a thought and looked up. “I’m not squishing you, am I?”

“Please,” Ryan tsked and shook her head.

Ryan locked her arms under McKenzie in a bridal carry and scooted off the bed, powering herself up into a standing position with just her stomach muscles.

McKenzie squealed and started to reach up to grab at Ryan’s neck, but then realized she hadn’t moved even an inch from her place against Ryan’s chest.

A new flood of warmth ran through her and McKenzie gazed up at Ryan in open admiration.

“You know this is a complete turn on, right?”

“What, the fact that I could bench press you without even breaking a sweat?” Ryan smirked. “I might have an inkling.”

“I’m really glad you work out,” McKenzie said, resting her cheek over Ryan’s heart and listening to its steady thump beneath her ear.

“Well, for the things I like to do, I need strength and stamina or it doesn’t work,” Ryan said as she carefully knelt back down on the bed to retake her seat. She leaned back, enjoying the feeling of McKenzie’s weight against her. “Of course, that also works the other way. I’ve always had a strong libido and that can fuel my workouts sometimes, if I’m in a particular mood.”

“You know, I didn’t even consider that,” McKenzie said as she fiddled with the edge of the blanket. “I’ve been doing a lot more walking the past couple weeks. I thought it was just that I didn’t want to get on a crowded bus, but I think it’s more like I have more energy and I want to use it. And I did up my treadmill speed the other day, now that I think about it. It just felt too slow.”

“Yeah. Sex and arousal are the greatest chemical cocktails nature ever invented. It’s probably why I never got into drugs the way a lot of my friends did when I was growing up. I was just never interested... Well, that, and I’m a total control freak,” Ryan said as she absently played with McKenzie’s hair.

“Yeah, me neither,” McKenzie said. “Though I think for me it had more to do with the scary films they played in school, showing meth addicts and mangled cars around telephone poles.”

McKenzie yawned and Ryan glanced at the clock, surprised to see it was almost one in the morning. She’d been holding McKenzie for almost an hour.

“Damn, I didn’t realize how late it was. And you have an early class tomorrow.”

McKenzie didn’t move.

“It’ll be okay. I’ve gone to class on less sleep before. And with you being busy, I got a lot of work done yesterday and today, so I’m all caught up.” McKenzie toyed with a piece of lint on Ryan’s T-shirt. “Can I please stay just a little while longer?”

Oh, that little girl voice is going to be the death of me.

Ryan did a quick internal check. She was feeling more at peace and in control than she had in weeks. And the truth was, she didn’t want to relinquish her hold on McKenzie any more than McKenzie wanted her to.

“All right,” Ryan said softly and couldn’t help smiling when she felt McKenzie melt into her in relief. “Just give me one second...”

Ryan used one hand and her legs to push herself and her warm bundle across the bed a couple feet so she could reach her laptop. She briefly used both hands to open it up and logged on to her streaming account before returning one hand to hold McKenzie again. She scanned through her queue, finding a documentary series she’d been meaning to watch before it expired and started it up. The soothing tones of the British narrator sounded from the laptop’s speakers as Ryan settled back against her pillows again.

“I’ll wake you at seven. That should give you enough time to get ready,” Ryan said.

McKenzie lifted her head to look at Ryan.

“You’re just going to stay awake?”

“Yeah. I’m not actually tired.”

“Really? After all... After everything we did?”

Ryan smiled.

“I get a little wired after this stuff sometimes. Not every time, but... I’m just going to enjoy the afterglow. Now go to sleep, so I can watch my show,” Ryan said as she cupped McKenzie’s head and gently pushed it back to rest against her chest.

McKenzie smiled, nuzzling into Ryan’s T-shirt and closing her eyes.

A few minutes later, McKenzie’s breathing evened out and Ryan restarted the program so she could catch what she’d missed. She settled deeper against her pillows, a small smile of contentment curving her lips.













Day 18

Friday, October 31





“Hey, little one. It’s time to wake up,” Ryan said gently as she rubbed McKenzie’s arm through the blanket.

McKenzie squeaked as she yawned and stretched at the same time. She looked around as she remembered where she was. Either she’d moved or Ryan had repositioned her during the night. She was lying next to Ryan, the woman spooning her from behind as they both faced Ryan’s laptop.

McKenzie looked back over her shoulder and saw Ryan propped up on her elbow so she could see the screen over McKenzie’s body.

“Good morning,” Ryan said with a smile. “How are you feeling?”

McKenzie shifted so she was lying on her back, but kept the blanket wrapped around her.

“Not bad. A little sore, like I overdid a workout, but... Yeah, I’m okay.”

“Well, you did get a workout last night,” Ryan smirked.

Memories of exactly what that workout had entailed flashed through McKenzie’s mind and her lower belly involuntarily clenched, causing a ripple effect as the rest of her body tensed, and she let out a soft grunt.

McKenzie blushed as she glanced up to see if Ryan had noticed. Her heart started to double-time at Ryan’s intense gaze.

“Aftershocks?” Ryan asked.

McKenzie nodded.

“I’m guessing you’ve also got the morning hornies,” Ryan said, her expression softening into a smile.

McKenzie frowned.

“That’s a thing?”

“Yeah. Testosterone levels are usually highest when you first wake up. Guys call it morning wood, but it affects women, too.”

McKenzie was hardly listening. Her eyes were focused on Ryan’s lips.

“I really want to kiss you,” McKenzie whispered.

Ryan’s low groan went straight to McKenzie’s sex and she couldn’t help saying exactly what was on her mind.

“That’s the one thing I’m sure I know how to do. I’ve kissed a lot of women and they all said I was really good at it. I know how to use my lips and tongue. I want to suck on your bottom lip. It makes me think about what it would be like to suck on your clit.” McKenzie moaned as she thought about having Ryan’s plump lower lip between her own. “And to taste your tongue... God, I just want to make love to your mouth, Ryan.”

Ryan’s breathing was in no way under her control anymore. Her free hand came up from where it had been resting on her hip to hover just under McKenzie’s jaw, her fingers tense with the need to latch on and immobilize McKenzie’s face so she could claim the girl’s mouth with her own. Ryan knew her body would follow and her stomach muscles tightened in preparation to roll on top of McKenzie so she could thrust her thigh between the girl’s legs as she pinned her to the bed.

McKenzie went completely still, part of her fascinated by the struggle she could see taking place behind Ryan’s eyes, even as she prayed Ryan would give in, just this one time, no matter the consequences.

“Fuck, McKenzie. I...” Ryan groaned and rolled away, panting with the effort. She pushed herself off the bed and walked away a few steps, then bounced in place, shaking out her arms. “Goddamn.”

Ryan walked over to her exercise rig and performed half a dozen chin-ups in quick succession before dropping to the floor again. She turned around to see McKenzie still lying on her bed, half up on her elbows, the blanket down around her waist, exposing her breasts, hair all mussed from sleep. Ryan groaned again and turned away, bracing herself on the rig as she tried to wrestle her breathing back under control.

“Oh, fucking hell.” I’m screwed. I’m so fucking screwed.

“Ryan?”

Ryan glanced back at the softly spoken question.

“Whatever control I had, it’s completely gone. I really... God, I really need you to get dressed.”

For a moment, Ryan thought McKenzie might protest, might push, and the darkest part of her hoped she would, hoped McKenzie would give her an excuse to let that part of herself loose. But then McKenzie nodded, gathering the blanket around her and climbing off the bed to retrieve her clothes and shoes from where she’d dropped them the night before. Ryan sighed, part relief, part disappointment.

“Thank you,” Ryan said.

McKenzie nodded again, then headed into the bathroom. A few minutes later, she came back out fully dressed. She’d combed her fingers through her hair so it looked almost normal again. She placed the folded blanket back on Ryan’s bed and then turned to face Ryan where she was still leaning against the knee raise/dip station.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean... Okay, I sort of did, but I didn’t mean to upset you. I really am sorry,” McKenzie offered, her voice tight. “I don’t know why I keep baiting you. I really do understand why we need to go slow, I swear I do, but I just...” A few tears finally fell and McKenzie brusquely wiped them away. “How badly did I just fuck up?” McKenzie asked, her voice a strained whisper as her face contorted with fresh tears.

Ryan took two long strides and crushed McKenzie against her, pinning her arms to her sides in a full bear hug as she buried her face in McKenzie’s hair.

“You didn’t fuck up. You’re doing exactly what I would expect you to do if we were playing full out. It’s only the fact that we can’t, yet, that makes it difficult.” Ryan pulled away, sliding her hands up to cup McKenzie’s wet cheeks, and McKenzie rested her hands on Ryan’s hips. “I want you to tell me what you want to do to me... How I make you feel... Getting inside your head is where I want to live. I think I want that even more than I want to be inside your body, though honestly, it’s a toss-up,” Ryan said with a half shrug and a smile.

McKenzie smiled in response, feeling a weight lift off her chest. She moved into Ryan’s arms, sinking into the warmth and strength she felt surrounding her.

“I love you,” McKenzie said on a sigh.

“I love you, too.” Ryan held the girl for several moments before lifting her eyes to check the clock. “You need to get going or you’re gonna be late.”

They pulled apart and McKenzie stared up at Ryan. Those lips seemed to be calling to her again and McKenzie had to force herself to turn away before she really did do something stupid. She grabbed her jacket off the chair and headed for the door.

“I’ll pick you up tonight around nine, all right?” Ryan called after her.

McKenzie opened the door as she turned back.

“Okay, I’ll be ready,” McKenzie said, offering a small wave and then closing the door behind her.

McKenzie wrapped her arms around herself against the chilly morning air. It was still mostly dark out, though between the nearby streetlights and the white of the concrete driveways that separated their two houses, she could see just fine.

She walked across the driveway that spanned the length of the Coopers’ house, which was left over from when Ryan’s apartment had still been a 3-car garage. It was only two steps across the strip of grass that was slowly turning brown, though it was hard to tell underneath all the orange and red from the fallen leaves of nearby trees. Then McKenzie was on Karen’s wraparound driveway, which led to the garage at the back of the house.

Karen’s house was quite a bit bigger than the Coopers’ and a lot older, too, which explained why it was set back so much further from the street. It also sat on a half-acre lot and with the way the houses were laid out, McKenzie could have walked straight across from Ryan’s door in the side of the Coopers’ house to her own front door.

That was the route she usually took, but McKenzie knew her first stop would be the kitchen for some caffeine, so she veered to her left, letting herself in through the side door that entered directly into the kitchen. As soon as she opened the door, she drew in a deep breath, immediately jonesing for the coffee she could smell brewing.

She grabbed a mug from the cabinet and fixed her coffee just the way she liked it, creamy and sweet. Just as she raised it to her lips to take a sip, a sound from the other end of the kitchen made her look up and she froze as she saw Karen smirking at her from the doorway to the dining room.

“Is this the walk of shame by any chance?” Karen teased, noting the now wrinkled clothes she’d seen McKenzie wearing the day before.

“Um... No?”

Karen laughed.

“That didn’t sound very convincing.” She entered the kitchen, refreshing her own cup as McKenzie moved out of her way to the other side of the central island and perched on a stool. “It’s perfectly fine, McKenzie. You’re a grown woman, regardless of what your parents might think.”

McKenzie groaned at the mention of her parents.

“Oh my God, they would freak if they knew about any of this. I haven’t even told them about... me.”

Karen nodded as she leaned on the other side of the island counter and sipped at her coffee, just listening.

“And now... I really... I’m supposed to go home for Thanksgiving and I... I want to, but I don’t want to leave Ryan.” McKenzie looked up from her cup. “And we haven’t, just so you know.”

“It’s really none of my business... Though I can’t say I’m not curious because I really am,” Karen said, a devious sparkle in her eyes. “So let me see if I have this right. She’s spent the night here... and you stayed over there last night... but you haven’t... done anything?”

“Well... We, um...” McKenzie’s face burned, but she pushed on. “We masturbate in front of each other,” McKenzie got out in a rush. “And she’s... She punished me for four days and didn’t let me come that whole time, but then... A-And now...” McKenzie flushed with memories. “God, she hasn’t even touched me and she made me come three times last night. I didn’t even know I could do that... And then she just held me. All night, in fact. It was amazing.”

“Ah, to be young and in love,” Karen sighed wistfully.

“Was it like this for you?” McKenzie asked.

Karen smiled and nodded.

“Yes, though a bit less kink,” Karen admitted. “I was twenty and in my second year towards getting my BSN...” At McKenzie’s questioning look, Karen explained. “Bachelor of science in nursing. William was already several years out of his residency as an anesthesiologist.” McKenzie’s eyes widened and Karen nodded. “Yes, he was thirty-five, fifteen years my senior, and he didn’t deal too well with the age gap at first, but I was persistent.”

“How did you two meet? At the hospital?”

Karen nodded.

“I passed him in the hallway when I was there for one of my clinics and it was love at first sight... Well, probably lust, if I’m being honest... My God was he handsome...”

Karen’s eyes went dreamy and McKenzie grinned. Karen shook herself and smiled.

“Anyway, I kept going back just to catch a glimpse of him. I practically stalked him for about a month before getting up the nerve to talk to him. He was just so... sexy and confident, but he was kind, too. It took almost another month of me asking him out before he finally agreed to meet me at the end of his shift for coffee in the cafeteria... which turned into dinner because we couldn’t stop talking.”

McKenzie smiled as she thought of her own pursuit of Ryan. Dogged determination did have its rewards sometimes.

“Then I got busy with school and didn’t see him for a week afterwards, and I was sure I’d never hear from him, but then he called me late one night.”

Karen looked off into the distance.

“He told me he hadn’t been able to stop thinking about me, that he’d never felt this way before... Oh, he just melted my heart and that was it for me. We were married two months later and almost to the day nine months after that, I had Brandon. That’s when I quit school to become a full-time mother. Then came Candace and little Sarah...” Karen trailed off, looking down at the counter as she felt tears welling up in her eyes.

McKenzie slid off the stool and came around the island, pulling Karen into a hug. The older woman accepted it gratefully for several minutes, and then finally stepped back, wiping her eyes.

“Ugh, sorry about that.” She glanced at the clock on the microwave. “Shouldn’t you be getting ready?”

McKenzie looked at the time. She could skip her shower.

“I can be a few minutes late.”

“No, go on. I’m okay. I just haven’t told that story in ages. Must be all the romantic comedies I’ve been watching. I’ve gone all nostalgic,” Karen smiled and McKenzie could see it was genuine.

“All right.” McKenzie reached for her cup to rinse it out. “Are you going to be here when I get back? Around noon?”

“Probably. Why?”

“I was hoping you could help me with my make-up for my costume tonight. I’m supposed to look like I’ve been in a drunken brawl.”

“That’s a costume?”

McKenzie set her cup in the dish drain and turned around with a smile.

“Ryan’s going as the cop who arrested me... complete with handcuffs.”

Karen’s face broke out into a wide grin as she realized the implications.

“Oh, I think I can help you out.”





* * *

 





“There,” McKenzie said as she dabbed another spot of fake blood on her lip. She was sitting on the floor in front of a small mirror resting on the coffee table in the great room. She turned to Karen. “Like that?”

“Yep, you got it.” Karen grinned as she looked McKenzie over. “Damn, that looks incredible. I can’t tell you how many times I’ve seen that in the ER. You know, you could do this for a living.”

McKenzie looked at the clock and laughed.

“Given that it’s taken me three tries and over eight hours just to do a few bruises, I don’t think anyone would want to hire me.”

“Well, I think it’s a masterpiece. Hold on,” Karen said as she brought out her cell phone to take a few pictures. “Okay, look angry... Now give me a big grin...” McKenzie complied and Karen tapped the screen to capture the images. “Perfect.”

As Karen put her phone away, the doorbell sounded.

“I’ve got it,” McKenzie said as she stood up and crossed the great room to make her way down the main hallway to the front door.

McKenzie opened the door and felt her breath leave her chest as she stared up at Ryan.

Ryan was dressed in all black, save the white block letters on the front of her T-shirt spelling out the word ‘POLICE’ stretched tightly across her breasts and the thin strip of skin showing between the bottom of the short shirt and her waistband. She wore a silver badge on the left front side of her waist, while her handcuffs were locked in their case a little farther back on her hip. A large wicked looking gun was secured in a black holster clipped around her right thigh. Ryan’s usual tight black leather pants, leather jacket, and combat boots rounded out the ensemble.

Authority figure? Check. Black leather? Check. Dangerous and sexy as hell? Check and check.

“Wow, Ryan. You look... Wow,” was all McKenzie could come up with. Finally, she stepped back. “Come in. Karen’ll probably want to get a picture.” I know I do.

Ryan stepped over the threshold and worked on keeping her face neutral as she controlled her breathing against the nausea that had started churning her stomach.

McKenzie had a garish purple bruise blooming across the right side of her face, encompassing her bloodied brow down to her cheekbone. Another bruise dusted her jawline and a third grazed her left cheekbone. A prosthetic on the right side of her lip made it look swollen and bloody, with more spatters of wet-looking blood down her chin and neck. There was even a series of drops on her dirty T-shirt as if she’d been bleeding a while.

McKenzie led the way back into the great room with Ryan trailing behind her.

Karen looked up and grinned.

“So what do you think? Does she look properly beat all to hell?”

Ryan nodded.

“Yeah... It looks... really real,” Ryan said quietly, willing her discomfort away without much success.

“That’s what I told her,” Karen said, then paused as she saw Ryan’s lips going pale. “Ryan?” Karen stood from the recliner and reached out to put a hand on Ryan’s arm. “You okay? Here, sit down.” Karen directed Ryan to the sofa, crouching down in front of her. “What’s going on? Talk to me, sweetie.”

Ryan shook her head as she felt Karen subtly check the pulse at her wrist. McKenzie sat next to her on the couch and laid a comforting hand on her other arm.

“Sorry...” Ryan darted a glance at McKenzie, regretting it instantly. “Sorry... I think it’s a little too real. Can we maybe... tone it down a little?”

Karen’s eyes widened.

“Oh shit. Ryan... I didn’t even think...”

“Yeah, me neither,” Ryan gave a weak smile.

“I’ll go wash it off,” McKenzie said, squeezing Ryan’s arm. “I’ll be right back.”

Ryan nodded, swallowing thickly as McKenzie left. Karen patted her knee, disappearing into the kitchen for a few moments before returning with a glass of water.

“Here, sweetie. Try sipping this.”

Karen took McKenzie’s place on the sofa, slipping her fingers back around Ryan’s wrist again.

Ryan sipped at the water and breathed deeply, and the nausea slowly faded.

“How are you doing?” Karen asked conversationally.

“I’m okay... Mostly just feeling like an idiot.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s just... It’s just a stupid costume and make-up. It’s not real and you guys were obviously having a great time before I showed up and nearly passed out because of some stupid fucking fake blood.”

“I seriously doubt it was the fake blood that had you white as a sheet, Ryan. I know a flashback when I see one. I worked the psych ward for three years.” Karen caught Ryan’s gaze. “You’ve seen that for real.”

Ryan nodded, clenching her jaw.

“Too many times,” Ryan whispered. Way too many times.

“In the mirror?” Karen guessed.

Ryan nodded again.

“And on friends. I think that’s why it seemed so normal at the time... Nobody really talked about it either. It was just the way it was.”

Karen shifted her grip and squeezed Ryan’s hand.

“You know you’re not back there now, right? You’re here. You’re safe. You’re with people who love you, who would never dream of hurting you like that, or anyone else for that matter.”

Ryan nodded, still staring ahead.

“Ryan, look at me.” Ryan turned her head. “You’re safe. McKenzie is safe.”

Ryan nodded again, but there was life in her eyes this time and she gave a genuine, if small, smile. She squeezed Karen’s hand.

“I know. I do know that.”

Ryan blew out a breath as she set aside the water and let her head rest back against the couch.

“Damn, it’s been a while since I got hit with this shit like this. I even kind of freaked out on McKenzie the other night just from some offhand comment she made. I’m not sure what’s going on with me. I don’t remember anything bad happening around Halloween specifically. I never even did the whole trick or treat thing because my parents always said we couldn’t afford a costume.”

They sat quietly for several minutes.

“Have you ever been in love before?” Karen asked into the silence.

Ryan shook her head.

“No. I mean I’ve sort of...” Ryan let out a laugh. “I was going to say I’ve had girlfriends, but that’s not true. That would imply an actual romantic relationship. What I’ve had are fuck buddies.”

“So you’ve never dealt with your past in this context,” Karen said. “That’s bound to stir some shit up.”

“Yeah, probably,” Ryan agreed.

“What I’m trying to say is, cut yourself some slack, kiddo.”

Ryan smiled.

“I know. And I do, most of the time. Then there are times, like now, when I just feel like a fucking freak.”

Ryan looked up as McKenzie walked back in, her face freshly scrubbed. McKenzie didn’t stop as she claimed her place on Ryan’s lap, wrapping her arms around Ryan’s neck. Ryan’s arms automatically came up to support her and McKenzie laid her head against Ryan’s shoulder.

“You’re not a freak,” McKenzie proclaimed.

Ryan laughed.

“Okay.” Ryan glanced over at Karen, who looked far too amused, and then back down at the girl in her arms. “You comfy there?”

“Mm-hmm. Very.” McKenzie sighed. “You know, we don’t have to go out...”

“Oh no. I didn’t get all dressed up to stay home. And I’m supposed to meet your friend, remember?”

McKenzie sat up and looked into Ryan’s eyes.

“Are you sure?”

Ryan smiled.

“Yeah, I’m good.” At McKenzie’s continued look of concern, Ryan explained. “I’ve been dealing with this stuff a long time. It... It used to knock me on my ass for days, but now it just sort of does this hit and run thing. I mean the effect can last for a while, like I’m probably still reacting to the other night, but... I’m okay... And I’d really like to go out with you and have some fun.”

McKenzie smiled.

“Okay.” McKenzie stood up. “But I still need to figure out something more than this homeless wino look I’ve got going on.”

“I think I have an idea,” Karen said.

Half an hour later, McKenzie presented herself for Ryan’s inspection.

Ryan looked her up and down, her heart pounding.

McKenzie wore a low-cut black top beneath her new form-fitting leather jacket, exposing her upper chest and a fair amount of cleavage, with just a hint of a black lacy bra underneath. The heeled calf-high black leather boots she’d broken in the week before fit snugly over skintight black leggings, making her look sleek and dangerous.

Her glamour make-up was far more pronounced than her usual subtle touches, with blood red lipstick, thick black mascara, and smoky eye shadow and eyeliner drawn out into cat’s eyes.

To finish off the look, she wore a small black beanie and carried a stuffed white pillow case with a big green dollar sign drawn in magic marker on the side.

“So? What do you think? Does this work? I’m a cat burglar,” McKenzie explained needlessly.

Ryan nodded.

“Yeah... Yeah, that works.”

Ryan glanced over to see Karen smirking at her lack of language skills.

“I need some pictures,” Karen said.

McKenzie stood next to Ryan and they both grinned through a series of poses. They did one of McKenzie holding up the loot bag. Another with Ryan brandishing her gun, though it lost a little something with the orange tip. A third with Ryan holding McKenzie from behind. Karen snapped off several in a row, catching Ryan looking down lovingly at McKenzie.

“Okay, we’ve gotta get one with the handcuffs,” Karen said.

Ryan unclipped the cuffs from her hip and flicked them open with practiced ease. McKenzie held out her wrists and Ryan closed the cuffs around the slender bones as Karen took several pictures.

McKenzie had to keep reminding herself Karen was in the room with them. Even so, the cool feel of the handcuffs against her skin and the sound as Ryan tightened them with a series of sharp metallic clicks sent shivers up and down McKenzie’s spine. She looked up at Ryan and forgot to breathe for a moment at the hunger she saw in the woman’s eyes.

Ryan forced herself to look away. She needed to focus on something, anything, other than the girl cuffed and helpless in front of her. She reached up to her neck and drew out a stainless steel ball chain necklace she’d been wearing under her T-shirt. A standard handcuff key dangled from the bottom and Ryan settled the chain around McKenzie’s neck.

“This is in case we get separated while you’re wearing these. That way you can take them off if you need to. I have the other one in my pocket.”

McKenzie brushed her fingers over the key hanging just above the valley of her breasts.

“Go ahead. Make sure you can open the cuffs,” Ryan said.

McKenzie grasped the key and held up the opposite wrist. The chain was more than long enough for her to maneuver. The key slid into the tiny hole on the base of the handcuff and she turned it until the mechanism released. She used the key on the other one and Ryan took back the cuffs.

“You can’t wear these while we’re on my bike anyway.”

McKenzie nodded.

“Well, you guys better get going,” Karen said. She stepped forward and hugged each of them. “Drive safe,” she whispered in Ryan’s ear.

“Always,” Ryan promised.

Ryan held Karen’s gaze for a long moment, knowing the fear she saw behind the older woman’s eyes was for a night long ago. Finally, Karen nodded.

“Have fun you two. And don’t worry... I won’t wait up,” she said, giving them both a wink before she left to head upstairs.

Ryan turned to McKenzie.

“You all set?”

“Yeah, let’s go.”





* * *

 





Ryan found a spot for her bike a block up from their destination. She handed McKenzie her bag of loot in return for her helmet and gloves.

McKenzie offered her wrists again and Ryan secured the handcuffs with a final solid click.

“You were right.” McKenzie spoke quietly into the space between them and Ryan raised an eyebrow in question. “I have absolutely no problem with being restrained,” McKenzie said, her voice tense with arousal.

Ryan felt the air forced from her lungs in a soft grunt as her stomach contracted in need.

“Do you have any idea what seeing you in my cuffs is doing to me?”

“If it’s anything like what being in your cuffs is doing to me, then I think I might have some idea.”

Ryan’s whole body tensed with the struggle not to reach for the back of McKenzie’s neck as she imagined walking the girl backwards to pin her against the motorcycle and ravage her right there in the street. Ryan knew the tights McKenzie was wearing wouldn’t offer any more resistance than McKenzie would, if Ryan slid her hand down the front of the stretchy material and then inside the girl.

Ryan shook her head, trying to rid herself of the tantalizing images. She focused on controlling her breathing again, consciously willing her muscles to relax. She looked at McKenzie, noticing the girl doing the same thing, and smiled.

“Come on. Before I do something... illegal.”

McKenzie laughed as Ryan grasped her upper arm to get them walking. After half a block, Ryan moved her arm so it was draped around McKenzie’s shoulders and felt the girl lean into her side.

Competing sound systems from the rows of frat and sorority houses followed them down the street, until McKenzie indicated the large Tudor-style house in the middle of the block.

As they walked up the concrete path to the open front door, several groups hanging out on the front lawn called greetings to McKenzie and she raised her cuffed hands and money bag to wave at them with a grin.

“Oh no, po-pos got Mac-Mac! Do we need to rescue you?” one of the bigger guys dressed as a zombie football player called out, waving a beer around haphazardly.

McKenzie laughed and shook her head.

“Nah, I’ve got it, thanks.”

Ryan leaned down.

“Mac-Mac?”

McKenzie rolled her eyes as they stopped at the bottom of the stairs leading up to the porch.

“My name’s McKenzie and I use a Mac. I’ve also gotten Mick and even Mickey because I wore a Mickey Mouse T-shirt once, which that will never happen again. And a few people call me Zee or just Mac.”

“What do you prefer?” Ryan asked.

“My full name... Or...” McKenzie ducked her head. “I-I liked it when you called me Kenzie, too.”

“Then I’ll stick with those.”

“What about you? Have you always gone by your last name?” McKenzie asked curiously.

“No. When I was younger, I got called Jo and Joey. I didn’t start going by Ryan until PE class when the teacher called everyone by their last names. I looked it up once and found out it means ‘little king,’ which I kinda like.”

“Is that where you got ‘my Lord’ from?” McKenzie asked in a low voice, not that anyone was likely to hear them over the blaring music coming from inside the house.

“Yeah,” Ryan grinned. “I’ve been to some renaissance festivals and I always liked the medieval style. Plus, I never got into the whole ‘Mistress’ or ‘Ma’am’ thing.”

Ryan leaned against the stair railing as she continued.

“You know, Britt does this big ren fair up north every year. It just ended a few weeks ago, but that place is huge. It’s like they set up a whole frickin’ village. She does jewelry and leather work and even armor for some of the local reenactment groups, but you should see her when she’s all dressed up as a knight. It’s impressive. The girls just flock to her.”

“Maybe we could check it out next year?” McKenzie asked, her heart thudding as she realized what she was implying.

“Definitely,” Ryan said without hesitation. She glanced up the stairs. “You wanna go in and see if we can find your friend?”

McKenzie nodded, a huge grin on her face at the fact Ryan expected them to be together in a year.

Ryan followed McKenzie up the stairs, the music getting louder with every step. They entered the house and threaded their way between dancing ghouls and comic book characters, until they’d made a circuit of the downstairs, ending in the kitchen.

“Claire!” McKenzie called across the crowded room and waved when the woman turned away from the fridge.

Claire was dressed in a sexy Little Red Riding Hood outfit and McKenzie pouted for a moment that she hadn’t thought of it first, so that Ryan could’ve gone as her Big Bad Wolf.

McKenzie gestured her over. They went to hug, but the handcuffs got in the way. They both laughed and settled for a shoulder bump.

“Awesome costume, Claire. I’m jealous,” McKenzie said.

“Are you kidding? Have you looked in a mirror? Good God, woman,” Claire complimented.

McKenzie blushed and then turned to Ryan.

“This is Ryan. Ryan? This is Claire.”

Claire stared up at the tall woman standing next to her friend, and then gulped.

“You’re Ryan?”

Ryan smiled.

“Yeah. It’s nice to meet you,” Ryan said as she held out her hand.

Claire shook it, still staring.

“You work at Barron’s, right?”

“Yeah, why?”

“No reason. I just... I think I’ve seen you there before.”

McKenzie’s eyes widened as she looked at Claire. She’d never told her where Ryan worked. She’d always referred to her as her next-door neighbor. And Claire had never gone to the bookstore with McKenzie because...

All of a sudden, McKenzie remembered the story Claire had told her shortly after they’d met at the start of McKenzie’s freshman year. Claire had been talking about her own time as a freshman the year before and how she’d developed a major crush on some ‘Amazon’ who worked at Barron’s. Claire had spent hundreds of dollars on lattes and books during her first term in hopes of seeing the woman every day, but half the time the woman wasn’t even there, and Claire had never gotten up the courage to ask her out. She’d eventually stopped going to Barron’s altogether in order to get over it, which was why McKenzie had never gone there either until after meeting Ryan.

Claire glanced at McKenzie, who raised her eyebrows in question. Claire nodded minutely.

McKenzie turned to Ryan.

“Can you give us a minute? We’ll be right back.”

“Sure,” Ryan said amiably.

McKenzie half dragged Claire out of the kitchen and into a quiet corner.

“Is that her?” McKenzie asked, not needing to explain any further.

“Yeah.”

“Is that going to be a problem?”

Claire frowned.

“No. No way.” McKenzie continued to look worried and Claire put her hand on her shoulder. “That was three years ago and... Well, to put it bluntly, I couldn’t handle what you’re doing, so... Really, it’s okay. Okay?”

“You’re not... still...” McKenzie glanced through the opening into the kitchen at Ryan and Claire followed her gaze.

“Oh, she’s still hot as hell, but...” Claire looked back to her friend. “I’m not into the whole whips and chains thing, so I’ll just admire her from afar, thank you.”

McKenzie was still looking at Ryan and Claire wondered if the woman had heard a word she’d said.

“Why do I get the feeling whatever you’re thinking about in there is going to get you arrested? For real,” Claire said, tapping McKenzie’s temple with a single finger, but not getting a reaction. “Guess it’s a good thing there’s a cop nearby.” As McKenzie continued to stare, Claire leaned closer. “What are you thinking?”

McKenzie blinked, finally coming back to herself as she tore her gaze away from Ryan. She looked guiltily at Claire.

“Sorry. I just... She’s just... God, I look at her and I just want to fall to my knees and...” McKenzie shook her head as her face warmed. “Sorry.”

Claire laughed.

“Come on. You shouldn’t keep her waiting,” Claire said and they headed back into the kitchen.





* * *

 





Ryan leaned back against the island in the center of the kitchen, her thumbs hooked into her belt loops so that her right hand dangled loosely just above her gun. People came and went, getting plates of food or grabbing beers from the coolers filled with ice along the wall.

She kept McKenzie in her peripheral vision. She wasn’t sure what was going on, but she was content to people-watch while McKenzie talked to her friend.

This particular crowd was more interesting than usual, since Ryan couldn’t help wondering what had made some people choose the costumes they had. The sexy ones were obvious, of course. And the superheroes. But then there were some Ryan couldn’t even figure out what they were supposed to be. She quirked an eyebrow at a guy who walked by in a pink tutu, matching pink bikini underwear, and a hockey mask. And nothing else.

Dare gone horribly wrong? Lost bet?

“Hey, you want a beer?”

Ryan turned her head to see a guy dressed as Superman holding up a bottle towards her.

“Nah, I’m on duty,” Ryan deadpanned.

The guy’s eyes widened and he quickly turned away, almost jogging out of the kitchen. Ryan smirked.

Ryan turned as she caught movement out of the corner of her eye and saw McKenzie making her way back to her.

“Everything all right?” Ryan asked.

“Yeah, we’re good. You wanna get something to eat?” McKenzie gestured to the huge spread.

“Yeah, sure,” Ryan said.

They grabbed paper plates from the stack on the counter and loaded them up. Ryan snagged a couple sodas from the fridge on their way out to the backyard. They found a free section on the low stone wall that acted as a bench lining the edge of the patio and sat down.

McKenzie frowned as she tried to hold on to the plate in her lap and use her fork to scoop up some food at the same time, only to find the handcuffs made that impossible.

“Hey, why don’t you let me take those off while you eat,” Ryan offered as she set her plate aside on the bench next to her and stood up so she could reach into her pocket for the key.

“No, I’ve got it,” McKenzie said with determination as she changed her grip on the plate to give her other hand enough slack to maneuver and then lifted the plate and fork together to reach her mouth. “See?” McKenzie smiled triumphantly as she took the bite.

Ryan laughed and shook her head as she sat back down and retrieved her own plate. She glanced at Claire, catching the woman’s eyes watching them both in a mix of curious fascination and something bordering worry.

“So you’re in the BFA program, too?” Ryan asked, referring to the bachelor of fine arts degree McKenzie was working towards.

It was enough to kick-start the conversation and the three talked while they ate. The topic stayed mostly on college life and their studies.

Claire was specializing in art history with the hopes of landing a job as a museum curator once she’d gone on to complete her master’s degree. The class on Post-Impressionism she shared with McKenzie was one of her favorites, which started a series of playful taunts between the two students, since McKenzie could barely stand it. They finally called a truce after Claire got McKenzie to agree that regardless of how the material was presented, it was still an interesting subject. Ryan suppressed a smirk as the two friends solemnly shook hands to make up from their mock fight, only to dissolve into giggles the next instant.

They finished their food and McKenzie volunteered to discard their empty plates since she wanted another soda. She returned a couple minutes later and set her drink on the stone wall, but rather than taking her seat between Ryan and Claire again, she sat down sidesaddle on Ryan’s lap.

Ryan smiled, gently holding the girl in place as McKenzie grabbed a fistful of her leather jacket to keep her balance.

“Feeling a little territorial?” Ryan whispered near McKenzie’s ear.

McKenzie shivered at the hot breath trailing down the side of her neck. She turned her head to meet Ryan’s gaze and got lost there.

Ryan’s heart thudded against her sternum as she realized they were so close they were breathing the same air. Mere inches separated their mouths and Ryan’s grip tightened on McKenzie’s hip as she willed herself not to lean in that last little bit to claim the girl’s sugar-coated lips.

“You guys are adorable,” Claire said as she took a picture with her phone, the flash lighting them in high relief for a second.

Ryan laughed, the moment broken as she finally dragged her eyes away from McKenzie’s.

“I don’t think I’ve ever been called that before.”

“Well, it’s true. Look,” Claire said, holding up her phone to show them the image she’d just saved.

They were staring into each other’s eyes as if they were the only two people in the world.

“Send me a copy?” McKenzie requested.

Claire tapped a few buttons and McKenzie checked her phone to make sure the attachment had arrived.

They all turned at the sound of breaking pottery. Several guys were wrestling on the grass next to the patio and had knocked into a large terra cotta urn, sending it smashing against the stone tile. They were still thrashing as a couple more guys tried to pull them apart.

“I think that’s our cue to get out of here... before the real cops show up,” Ryan said.

“Idiots,” Claire muttered as she stood up with McKenzie and Ryan. “It was good to finally meet you, Ryan.” She turned to McKenzie. “See you on Monday?”

“Of course,” McKenzie said, offering her shoulder in an awkward side hug that made them both laugh.

“Later,” Ryan said as she guided McKenzie away with a hand on her lower back.

A few minutes later, they were standing next to Ryan’s motorcycle. Ryan opened a saddlebag to stuff the bag of loot inside. Then she turned back to McKenzie.

Ryan pulled the handcuff key from her pocket, but McKenzie didn’t raise her wrists and she kept her eyes on the sidewalk.

“I don’t want to take them off.”

Ryan’s breath caught at the quiet admission.

“You can’t hold on to me properly while you’re wearing them,” Ryan gently reminded her.

McKenzie nodded, but didn’t move.

Ryan reluctantly reached forward, slowly drawing the cuffs up by their connecting chain with her fingers. She unlocked one, and then hesitated. She flipped it around, relocking it next to its other half on McKenzie’s other wrist.

McKenzie’s face cleared and she looked up at Ryan with a beaming smile. She slid her arms around Ryan’s waist to hug her.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

They finished putting on their helmets and gloves and climbed onto the bike. McKenzie was careful to lay the base of the handcuffs flat against Ryan’s hip so they didn’t dig into her side as McKenzie held on to Ryan’s waist.

Ryan got them on the road to the Club, a small smile playing on her lips behind her helmet the whole way there as the same thought ran over and over through her mind.

She wants this. She wants this as much as I do.
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It was just after midnight when they pulled into the packed parking lot at Club Carnal.

They decided to leave the loot bag behind, so McKenzie wouldn’t be lugging it around all night. McKenzie tossed the beanie into the saddlebags as well and fluffed out her hair. Ryan also insisted on leaving the doubled cuffs around McKenzie’s wrist rather than securing both wrists again.

“I want to be able to hug you,” Ryan said softly.

McKenzie smiled, moving in for a brief hug before they headed towards the building.

The line was twice as long as it had been the week before, but it moved quickly. When they got to the doorman, Ryan told him McKenzie wanted to sign up for the yearly membership and the guy gave her a tablet again with the appropriate contract.

They sat in a corner of the small side lobby, which was empty this time, while McKenzie filled out the subscription form. Given the amount of money she was agreeing to hand over, she understood why the form resembled a new car contract.

A few days ago, she’d made sure to move enough money from her savings account into her checking account to cover the upcoming expense. The money was hers, earned from her summer job, so her parents wouldn’t be looking over her shoulder on this transaction. It was still a little nerve-racking. McKenzie didn’t think she’d ever spent so much money at once.

“You okay?” Ryan asked as she listened to McKenzie’s tense breathing.

McKenzie looked up from the tablet and smiled.

“Yeah. This is just... a lot of money. Don’t get me wrong, I’m okay spending it. I’ve just never done anything like this before. Kind of a big girl moment for me,” McKenzie said with a half shrug.

Ryan grinned.

“Yeah, it is a bit pricey. But you do get four free hours each month to use for rentals and time in the theme rooms, and with all the equipment and free demonstrations and workshops they run all the time, I think it’s worth it. Plus, it keeps out the riffraff.”

“I’ve kind of been wondering about that,” McKenzie said uncertainly.

“About what?”

“Well, I don’t mean to pry, but... This place is really expensive, so I was just wondering...”

“How I can afford it?” Ryan finished for her and McKenzie nodded. “I know the owners. They give me a pretty deep discount. Actually, they tried to give me a free membership after I started putting on shows on a regular basis, since it was good for business, but that felt a little too much like prostitution for me. Not that there’s anything wrong with that, but it fucks with my head too much.”

McKenzie nodded as she initialed another section of the contract.

“So how long have you been coming here?”

“Oh, um... Damn, I guess it’s been about seven years now.”

McKenzie tried not to think about the fact she’d only been twelve seven years ago. Then she did another calculation and frowned, looking up from the tablet.

“Wait, so you’ve been coming here since you were my age? Then why do you think I can’t—”

“McKenzie... I’ve been having sex of my own choosing since I was seven years old. That means I’d had twelve years of experience by the time I got here. You haven’t even had sex yet.”

McKenzie’s eyes widened.

“Wait, seven? But you... You couldn’t possibly have consented to that.”

“The girl was seven, too.”

At McKenzie’s still disbelieving look, Ryan sighed as she launched into an explanation.

“She was my best friend at the apartment complex where we lived. It was just after my dad went to prison the first time. I’d finally convinced my mom to let me have a sleepover. I don’t know if Maria came on to me or I came on to her, but we started kissing. And then... I didn’t know what it was called at the time, but I ended up using a form of tribadism, where I rubbed our clits together through our shorts. She came and then told me to stop, but I kept going and that was when I came.”

Ryan’s eyes grew distant as she stared at the far wall, unable to stop talking as the memories of what happened next flooded her mind.

“I think it was only a few days after that, that I woke up in the middle of the night to hear her screams coming from the apartment next door. I remember yelling at my mom, ‘he’s killing her,’ and my mom called the cops, but I think somebody else must’ve called them first because they got there in just a couple of minutes.

“I remember everybody in the complex was standing outside watching as she was brought out on a gurney and put in an ambulance. Her father was taken away by the cops.

“I went over there the next day to see if she was okay, but her mom answered the door. Her eyes were all puffy from crying and she was all beaten up, but she just told me Maria wasn’t there and to go away. A week later, the place was cleared out.”

Ryan turned haunted eyes towards McKenzie and McKenzie’s own eyes softened as she finally understood why Ryan had reacted so badly to her horror make-up earlier. She set the tablet aside and reached for Ryan’s limp hand, squeezing it in her own as Ryan continued.

“You know, I have no idea if she even survived that night. I hope she did. But sometimes I can’t help wondering if maybe he found out about what we’d done and he...”

Ryan shook her head as she continued.

“I know it wasn’t my fault, even if that was what happened. He used to beat her and her mom all the time. I think she was kept home from school almost as much as I was in order to recover from black eyes and stuff.”

McKenzie squeezed Ryan’s hand again, unsure what else to do.

“I’m so sorry you had to go through that.”

Ryan looked up and gave a tight smile, trying to push the old memories back into their normally secure compartment at the back of her mind, but they didn’t seem to want to fit.

“It’s okay. Most of the time, I don’t really think about it. And hell, it wasn’t long after that, that another girl moved in a few apartments down and then I started having sex with her, so...”

McKenzie giggled, partly in reaction to the seriousness of the conversation, but also because of the image in her head.

“What?” Ryan asked.

“I just keep seeing a mini-you running around in all that black leather of yours, seducing all these little girls.”

Ryan laughed and rolled her eyes.

“Not hardly. It wasn’t like that at all. Actually, Sierra was even a few months older than me. And she was the one who came on to me. You know how kids like to play ‘let’s pretend’? Well, she had this favorite fantasy role play thing, where she was this celebrity rock star and I was her bodyguard, and I’d beat up phantom stalkers and paparazzi, and then she’d have sex with me to say thank you...”

Ryan stared off into space again as the memories kept coming, piling on top of one another.

“We talked all the time about running away from our shitty families when we grew up. And back then, I didn’t really understand there was an option besides boy plus girl. I’m not sure why that never clicked. I was abused by women almost as much as men, but... I just assumed I’d have to get a sex change operation to be with her. I was a total tomboy, so I didn’t have a problem with that, but I had no clue how that actually worked, so I just thought at eighteen, I’d sign up to become a boy and that would be that.

“It wasn’t until later that I learned there was this thing called lesbianism that fit me much better, where I could be with a girl and also be a girl at the same time.

“And then when Nyeesha and her dad moved into Maria’s old apartment, we sort of ended up including her, too. Well, mostly we would have sex and she would watch. And then my mom moved us away right after I finished third grade and I never saw them again.”

Ryan studied the tile floor.

“I know they were in abusive families, too. I wasn’t teaching them anything they didn’t already know. Sometimes I’m amazed at how many girls I met over the years and how we just seemed to know that was there. That we could take refuge in each other and sort of make what was usually a bad thing into a good thing.”

Ryan finally blinked and focused on McKenzie’s shocked expression. It was reflex to pull up her armor and smirk at McKenzie’s wide disbelieving eyes.

“Yeah. I was in a ménage à trois by the time I was nine years old, while you were off learning to ride horses and playing pool at your dad’s country club. So...” She shrugged.

McKenzie swallowed and nodded.

“I just don’t even have a frame of reference for that kind of thing. I can’t imagine my parents or anyone else... Jesus Christ. How could anyone do that to a little kid? To you?”

Ryan frowned, feeling her armor drop as if it had never existed.

“Should I not have told you this stuff? I’m sorry, it just kind of spilled out.”

“No! It’s... It’s okay. I know you’ve sort of... I mean I’ve heard you mention you had a rough childhood. And I knew sexual abuse was part of that and... But I didn’t really... We’ve never really talked about...” McKenzie took a deep breath and let it out. “You’ve never really gotten into the details before. That was just... a lot to take in.”

“I’m sorry,” Ryan said as she looked away.

McKenzie squeezed Ryan’s hand again.

“No. Don’t apologize. I want to know this stuff about you. I’m glad you trust me enough to share that part of yourself with me.”

Ryan nodded, studying McKenzie’s small hand wrapped around her own larger one.

“I do. I just wish that stuff wasn’t there in the first place. It took me a long time to crawl out of that shit. I mean I’ve tried to... to take the crap that was forced on me and use it for good, I guess, but...” Ryan finally looked up into McKenzie’s eyes. “That’s why I try so hard to be careful with you. I’m terrified of becoming like my parents.”

Ryan looked away again as she continued.

“I’ve... done stuff... Back when I was a kid and as part of... what they did... So I know I shouldn’t blame myself, but... I...”

When Ryan didn’t continue, McKenzie gently pulled on the woman’s hand to bring her attention back to her.

“What? It’s okay,” McKenzie soothed.

Ryan swallowed, feeling a wave of nausea try to overtake her.

“I... enjoyed... some of it. That’s a part of me I never want you to see. Ever. And that’s why I can’t lose control with you. I never want to hurt you like that.” Ryan looked up and McKenzie saw stark fear in Ryan’s eyes. “I wouldn’t survive hurting you like that,” Ryan whispered.

McKenzie understood instantly what Ryan was implying. What Ryan would do to herself if she ever thought she’d gone too far. Panic rushed through McKenzie at the thought of losing Ryan even as a part of her mind acknowledged the sharp jolt of desire that had slammed into her at the possibility of someday meeting her dark Lord head on.

McKenzie pushed both sets of thoughts away as she pulled Ryan’s head to her shoulder, wrapping her arms around the woman in a gentle hug.

“You won’t hurt me, Ryan. I trust you. We talk about everything, right? Just like we are now, so that will never happen.”

McKenzie felt Ryan taking slow deep breaths against her shoulder and just kept talking, while Ryan worked on calming herself down.

“I think I get it now. Why the whole ‘safe, sane, and consensual’ thing is repeated over and over again everywhere I look. Because we’re all playing on that line, aren’t we... The line you were forced to cross before you ever had the choice... They made you learn things about yourself way before you were ready to... But Ryan... You’re like the frickin’ poster child for SSC, and I get the why of that now, too. You know what’s on the other side of that line. You have the scars to prove it... but...”

McKenzie sighed.

“All I keep thinking is how I should be thanking you, like you’re a soldier who’s come back from war and you went there so I wouldn’t have to. I know you think everything happens for a reason, but I also believe we each have our own destiny and I feel like... I feel like you took those wounds for me so you would know how to take care of me and protect me... And you always protect me... even from yourself.”

Ryan slowly lifted her head from McKenzie’s shoulder and looked into her eyes as McKenzie continued.

“But I also need you to know... I’m a lot stronger than I look and I can take quite a bit. So even though I expect you to protect me, I want to know all of you. I want every part of you. That includes the dark stuff. I never want you to hide from me. Protect me, yes, but never hide your heart. I can take it.”

“You already have,” Ryan said quietly, unable to drag her gaze away from McKenzie’s. “It might be beating in my chest, but it isn’t mine anymore.”

“Then I guess that makes us even, since you stole my heart the day we met,” McKenzie whispered.

McKenzie drew Ryan’s head back down onto her shoulder, more to keep from kissing the woman than anything else.

Ryan sighed, relaxing into the embrace, her mind a jumble of the past and present.

Eventually, Ryan pulled away to sit up straight again. She shook her head and groaned.

“God, was that a mood killer or what?”

McKenzie reached out, taking Ryan’s hand again, until Ryan looked back at her in question.

“You don’t have to run away from me.”

Ryan stopped at the softly spoken words. She glanced down at their joined hands.

“I’m not... Not really. I just don’t... I haven’t thought about a lot of this stuff in a long time. I spent years mucking through this shit and I’ve dealt with most of it. Felt the pain, cried the tears, accepted the helplessness and terror that was my childhood...”

Ryan looked up at McKenzie’s patient gaze and shrugged as she continued.

“I think I just get tired of realizing there’s always just a little more left, that those assholes can still affect me after all this time. And for me... I feel like sometimes the best thing I can do for myself is to not let it get to me, not let them have that part of me... Not let them ruin what I hope still has a chance of being a great night, despite my constant spaz attacks,” Ryan said with a self-deprecating smile.

McKenzie nodded in acceptance as she picked up the forgotten tablet.

“All right. Let me just finish signing over my first born and we can get this show on the road.”

Ryan laughed and McKenzie quickly scrolled through the rest of the document. When she was done, she handed the tablet in at the main window, along with her debit card. McKenzie took her receipt, glancing briefly at the total before shoving it in her pocket.

A twinge of regret had her questioning her sanity for a moment, but then she shrugged. Like Ryan had said, what was the point of having money in the bank if you didn’t spend it every now and then on the things that made you happy?

McKenzie looked up and smiled as Ryan twined their hands together and led them over to the bar. Yeah, happiness. Worth every penny.

As they made their way around the tables, McKenzie finally noticed all the Halloween decorations. Then she looked a little closer and couldn’t help grinning as she realized they’d been done with a Club Carnal twist.

Cotton webs stretched along the walls, allowing large black spiders and oversized flies to hang from them. Every other spider and fly was wearing a little silver collar, while their counterparts held little leashes or whips. Orange, purple, and black ropes were strung up from one piece of ductwork to the next with all manner of restraints threaded along them, and small stuffed witches, ghosts, mummies, vampires, and werewolves dangled happily from each one. Japanese style jack-o-lanterns, some wearing blindfolds, others with gags, rounded out the look, giving the dining area a soft orange glow.

McKenzie pointed them out to Ryan, but Ryan just smiled and nodded before turning to receive their drinks.

“So did you want to hang out up here? They should be starting the costume contest in a little bit. There’s probably even still time for you to enter if you want. I bet you’d win something, too, with how sexy you look.”

McKenzie blushed, but she kept her gaze steady as she looked Ryan up and down in return.

“I’d only do that if you did it with me and I’m pretty sure you’d win the whole thing with that hot cop thing you’ve got going on.”

Ryan shook her head.

“Nah. I’m not showing enough skin to even place. Besides, it looks like most of these people have already entered, which means it’s going to go on forever as they bring each person up on stage.”

McKenzie looked over the packed dining area.

“Could we go to the back like we did last time?”

Ryan grinned.

“Sure. I forgot to check the site, but they always have demos on Tuesdays and Fridays, so there should be something interesting going on.”

McKenzie grabbed on to Ryan’s belt loop and did her best to stay close as the tall woman pushed through the throngs of people. Unlike last time, it was just as crowded in the back as it had been in the front.

They finally rounded the last partition and McKenzie caught sight of Britt, Petra, and Alicia on one of the couches. Next to them were two other women she didn’t know, though she’d seen them before with Britt. They were all sitting in front of the second to last glass room. McKenzie looked to her right and was surprised and a little disappointed to see all the rooms were empty this time.

As they walked up to the small group, McKenzie checked out the costumes everyone had chosen.

Britt was wearing a green leather outfit that McKenzie assumed was supposed to be Robin Hood. Petra didn’t look any different, except for a white streak in her dark hair. Alicia was dressed in a slinky black teddy with black cat ears and whiskers drawn on her cheeks. The others were dressed casually in street clothes as far as McKenzie could tell.

“Holy shit! You actually dressed up?” Britt said as soon as she saw them and stood up from the couch.

“Yeah, first time for everything, right?” Ryan grinned as she set their drinks down on the low table in front of the couch.

Britt looked them both over and nodded her approval.

“So, what did she nab you for?” Britt asked McKenzie.

“Larceny... Though I think I might be able to... get off on a technicality.”

Britt groaned at the bad pun, though she was smiling, and then looked down as Alicia nudged her leg from where she was kneeling on the floor. Britt nodded at Alicia’s questioning look and turned back to Ryan.

“Alicia has something she’d like to say to you,” Britt said.

Ryan’s face went still, but she nodded as Alicia crawled to sit on her knees in front of her. Alicia’s neck craned to look up at Ryan.

“I’m sorry for disrespecting you. I had no right to try to force you to punish me...” She glanced to her girlfriend. “Or to cuckold Petra without both your permissions.” She looked up again, this time at McKenzie. “And I’m truly sorry for any pain I might have caused you with my...” A quick look to Britt. “Unworthy behavior. If you’re mad at Ryan, don’t be. She didn’t do anything, I promise.” Alicia straightened her shoulders as she stared up at Ryan. “I know you can’t punish me... and that you don’t want to... but I’d like to serve you both tonight to make amends... if I may?”

Ryan nodded her acceptance.

“Go get us a couple bottles of water and a snack tray for everyone.” Alicia smiled. “And make it quick. I don’t want to be interrupted once the demo starts.”

Alicia jumped to her feet and ran off towards the bar.

Ryan turned to see McKenzie looking up at her in confusion.

“What?”

“I guess I’m trying to understand what just happened. I mean she was a total... um... And now she’s all... docile?”

Britt laughed.

“That could have something to do with the fact we only gave her a jumpstart last week and she’s had to earn every orgasm since then.”

Ryan chuckled under her breath as she shook her head.

“Damn, woman. And you said I was evil.”

Britt laughed again as she turned away at someone’s greeting.

McKenzie leaned closer to Ryan.

“What’s a jumpstart?” McKenzie asked in a whisper.

“It’s where you remove the stimulus just as someone is coming. It cuts the orgasm short, to say the least,” Ryan explained in a low voice.

McKenzie’s mouth dropped open as she stared at Ryan in shock.

“You... You wouldn’t do that to me... would you?”

Ryan shook her head.

“I already told you. The worst punishment I will ever hand out is abstinence.”

McKenzie nodded in relief.

Ryan found them a couple spots on the lowest couch and pulled McKenzie snugly against her side, her arm draped around McKenzie’s shoulders.

McKenzie looked up at her.

“Your turn to feel territorial?” McKenzie asked with a smile.

Ryan grinned.

“No. This would be territorial,” Ryan said as she lifted McKenzie onto her lap and wrapped her arms in a confining hug around the girl’s body.

McKenzie sighed, resting her head on Ryan’s shoulder as her body relaxed into the hold.

Ryan nuzzled her cheek against McKenzie’s hair as she settled back against the cushions behind her.

“So... What was that about anyway?” Ryan asked quietly into the small space between them.

“What? Me sitting on your lap?” McKenzie asked.

“No. Whatever was going on with you and Claire. It looked serious.”

“Oh, that... Um, well, she... She kind of had a crush on you a few years ago. When I realized you were the one she’d told me about before, I just wanted to make sure she wasn’t still interested. Which she isn’t, by the way. She doesn’t go for the ‘whips and chains thing’ is what she said.”

“Most people don’t,” Ryan said.

Ryan glanced up as Alicia returned with a tray of appetizers and two bottles of water. Alicia set everything down on the coffee table and then opened the bottles, dropping a straw into each one. She handed one to Ryan and the other to McKenzie, then dropped back to her knees.

“Is there anything else I can do? Foot massage? More pillows?” Alicia asked.

“No. That’s all for now,” Ryan said. “I’ll call for you if we need anything. Why don’t you see if one of your Mistresses needs you.”

Alicia nodded and crawled away to offer her services to the other Doms farther down the couch.

McKenzie frowned as she watched her go.

Ryan sipped at her water, then leaned forward slightly to set the bottle back on the coffee table and McKenzie did the same before snuggling back down, her brow still furrowed.

“Something wrong?” Ryan asked.

McKenzie looked up, her frown deepening.

“Is that... Should I be...” McKenzie started and stopped, unsure how to even phrase her question as she looked down again to play with the heavy cuffs on her wrist.

“McKenzie, she’s enduring punishment right now. Some Doms do expect that kind of constant attention and service, but I’m not one of them.”

Ryan let go of her grip on McKenzie’s knees so she could lift the girl’s chin with her fingers. Once she had McKenzie’s eyes on her, she continued.

“If I ever do want that kind of attention from you, I’ll simply tell you.”

“Okay,” McKenzie said softly.

Ryan released her hold on McKenzie’s chin and the girl went back to smoothing her fingers along the edges of the metal handcuffs.

“I think...” McKenzie paused, taking a breath before continuing. “I think I just get scared that I’m not doing this stuff right because I’ve never done it before. Then I see someone like her and it’s like she knows all the right things to do and say...”

Ryan snorted and McKenzie looked up to see her rolling her eyes.

“You did notice the part about how she’s being punished for not knowing how to behave properly, right?”

McKenzie nodded, but then ducked her head again.

“I know, but... The way she... When she was coming on to you and was saying all those things, and then you... When you grabbed her, I thought...” McKenzie trailed off.

“You thought... what exactly?”

McKenzie sunk even lower as if she could somehow make herself smaller to hide from Ryan’s question. She shrugged her shoulders as she shook her head.

“McKenzie? Tell me what’s going on in that head of yours. What did you think I was going to do to her? Beat her?” Ryan asked incredulously.

McKenzie rolled her eyes.

“No, of course not. I...” McKenzie shook her head again. “I don’t know. It’s just when I did that, you... you walked away,” McKenzie whispered.

Ryan frowned as she tried to piece together everything McKenzie had said, along with everything she hadn’t. Ryan’s face cleared as she thought she understood.

“You think she was able to get to me when you couldn’t.”

McKenzie wouldn’t look up, but she nodded minutely.

Ryan sighed.

“McKenzie... Did you really think I was dragging her away to... to fuck her?”

McKenzie turned bright red. She kept her eyes on the handcuffs as several tears slid silently down her cheeks.

“And because I didn’t do that with you when you...”

Ryan sighed again and then couldn’t help laughing at the absurdity of the situation.

McKenzie finally looked up, confusion and hurt showing plainly in her eyes as she wiped at her cheeks.

“Sorry,” Ryan said quickly. “I’m not laughing at you, I swear. It’s just... Apparently, our memories of that night are very different.”

Ryan felt her lower belly tense with arousal as she thought back to how McKenzie had slowly slid off her chair to rest on her knees at Ryan’s feet, offering herself... “Please, Ryan. Anything you want.”

Ryan blew out a breath and groaned, shifting a little in her seat, then stopped immediately as she felt McKenzie’s ass grind against her pubic mound.

“God, woman... Do you have any idea what it took for me not to fuck you on that table that night? What thinking about that still does to me? If I’d laid hands on you in that moment... You wouldn’t have been able to walk by the time I was done with you. I’m on such a fucking tightrope with you, baby, it’s insane... But Alicia? I was just pissed she was invading my personal space and I very much didn’t want her there. You, on the other hand...”

Ryan pulled McKenzie’s body tighter against her chest, taking the opportunity to reposition her slightly so she was resting more on one thigh rather than Ryan’s mound.

“I’m sorry,” McKenzie whispered from her place tucked under Ryan’s chin.

“No. You have nothing to apologize for. I know all this is new for you, but you’re doing fine... Better than fine... But please...” Ryan pulled her head back and McKenzie looked up at her expectantly. “And I can’t stress this enough... Please don’t model yourself after Alicia. I like you just the way you are. If I wanted to be with her, I would be with her, but I don’t. And trust me, you push my buttons just fine all on your own. In fact, I think I need to, um...”

Ryan lifted McKenzie off her lap and slid her onto the couch next to her. She reached for McKenzie’s hand, holding it tightly in her own as she let her head drop back on the couch. She turned her head to look at the girl.

“McKenzie, I can’t even talk about what you do to me without getting so turned on I’m physically aching, so please don’t worry that you’re not affecting me, okay? You are. You so are.”

McKenzie smiled shyly, a blush pinking her cheeks. She leaned her warm cheek against Ryan’s shoulder, then couldn’t help looking up at the woman.

“I make you ache?” McKenzie whispered.

Ryan closed her eyes and smiled.

“Yes,” Ryan whispered back. “So damn bad.”

McKenzie grinned with pride, settling against Ryan’s side in contentment.

They sat like that for a little while, until Ryan felt movement on her other side. She opened her eyes to see Britt had returned.

“You taking a nap?” Britt asked.

“Nah, just basking. How’s things?”

McKenzie listened as the two women talked about people McKenzie didn’t know. Then she felt Ryan shift as she sat up a little straighter.

“Hold on, you mean your Tiff? Seriously? She’s with Eva?” Ryan asked.

“Yeah. How fucked up is that?” Britt said, shaking her head in disbelief.

“Wow. But Eva hasn’t brought her here yet?”

“I haven’t seen them, if she has.”

“Does Tiff even know about this place? Or you?” Ryan asked.

“I don’t know. It’s not like we really kept in touch after... everything.”

“You okay?” McKenzie asked, unable to follow the conversation, but knowing something was wrong and wanting to help.

Britt glanced over at her and gave a weak smile.

“Yeah. I just found out my ex is dating someone we know here.”

“Oh. I’m sorry,” McKenzie offered her sympathy.

“Except that’s not the fucked up part,” Britt continued. “Tiff was the one who got me into all this. She’d read some story online and asked me to tie her up, so I did. I’d never done anything like that before, but I’ve always been game to try anything twice,” she said with a wink. “I couldn’t believe how turned on I got, but she totally freaked out. It kind of went downhill from there and we broke up a couple weeks later. That was six years ago, but now Lauren just told me she saw her out with Eva and they were holding hands and obviously into each other, so...”

“And Eva is...” McKenzie trailed off in question.

“She’s a Dom who plays mostly in the bondage/discipline area of BDSM, just like Britt here, though Eva goes in more for humiliation,” Ryan explained. “Can’t say I’m a fan, but to each their own,” Ryan said with a shrug.

“Wait, there are different areas?” McKenzie asked in confusion.

“You do know what the acronym means, right?” Britt asked, glancing to Ryan as if she’d been neglecting McKenzie’s education.

McKenzie rolled her eyes.

“Yes, I’m not that much of a newbie,” McKenzie groused. “It stands for bondage/discipline, dominance/submission, and sadism and masochism.”

“Right, good,” Britt said, almost sighing in relief as Ryan shook her head with a smile at Britt’s concern. “Well, most people really only play in one or two of those areas. Like Ryan said, I mostly stick to the bondage/discipline part. I like to tie women up or hold them down while I spank them and tell them what a naughty little girl they’ve been. That’s my main kink,” Britt explained.

“Of course, some of that falls into the other categories, since you’re technically dominating them and inflicting pain when you do that,” Ryan added.

“Yeah, but I’m not getting off on that part as much as I am the tying up and spanking part,” Britt grinned.

“True,” Ryan conceded.

McKenzie looked at Ryan. Given the things they’d done so far, she was pretty sure she knew where Ryan’s preferences lay. As she considered some of her own fantasies, a new thought occurred to her.

“Is it possible to like all three?” McKenzie asked.

Britt laughed.

“Damn, is she perfect for you or what?”

Ryan smiled, feeling the ache between her legs kick up another notch at McKenzie’s innocently put question. She turned to look at the girl and knew the desire in her eyes was obvious when McKenzie’s eyes dilated in response.

“I lean more towards dominance and submission, but I play in all three areas fairly equally, so yes, you can like all three,” Ryan said quietly.

McKenzie nodded, but Ryan wasn’t sure the girl really understood what that meant. She decided to leave it for another time as she turned back to Britt.

“So what are you going to do? About Tiff?”

“I have no idea. I’m not about to get into a turf war over her. She made her decision. But if she’s realized...” Britt shook her head. “I don’t know. I really cared about her, but she said some shit that last time that really fucked me up, you know?”

Ryan put a hand on her shoulder and squeezed.

“I know. But you know I always told you that was her own crap. I don’t think it had anything to do with you. She was just scared.”

Britt nodded.

“I know. Didn’t make it hurt any less.” She looked around. “They just need to start already. I need a distraction.” Then Britt looked at her watch and groaned, flopping back on the couch with a sigh. “They’re late.”

Just as she spoke, a group of men and women, most clad in some form of leather or latex rubber, entered through doors along the back walls and started filing into the glass rooms. Speakers set in the walls piped the sounds from all four rooms into the area and Britt tapped at the tablet on the coffee table to turn it off to stop the dual audio signal.

A moment later, the lights dimmed to nonexistence above them, leaving the glass rooms to glow brightly from their internal overhead lighting.

“Good evening. I’m Tony. Welcome to Blowjobs 101,” said a smiling older man in the room right in front of them.

“Hell yeah,” Britt laughed as she slapped Ryan’s thigh with the back of her hand. “You packin’?”

Ryan shook her head.

“Nah. I didn’t know this was happening tonight.” Not that I would have anyway, Ryan thought as she glanced sidelong at McKenzie. Talk about adding fuel to the fire.

McKenzie’s wide eyes looked up and down the row at the people in the glass rooms. The one at the end to her left had a hetero couple in it. The room in front of her held a lesbian couple and a gay couple as well as Tony. The next room held another hetero couple and the room at the far right had another gay couple.

“Tonight, we’ll be presenting various techniques for giving head, how and when to use them, as well as tips for using bondage and other toys to get the most out of playing with your partner’s cock. Now, as Theo and Carl here, and Alice and Austin over there, will demonstrate, there are differences between sucking on a soft cock versus a hard cock, as well as whether the blower is in a dominant or submissive position. We also have Amy and Stacy, who will showcase what’s possible when the phallus is simulated...”

McKenzie watched, her mouth hanging open slightly as the demo began.

She knew what giving head was, had overheard girls in the locker room at high school talk about it, but she’d never seen the act performed, let alone five at once.

The moans and gasps coming from not only the recipients, but the givers as well, kept sending goose bumps trailing over her skin. Her eyes tracked the wet slide of swollen lips over hard flesh, the way a tongue lashed out or licked glistening skin...

McKenzie tried to concentrate on the presenter’s dispassionate lecture as he pointed out the techniques being used and directed the two couples in his room to perform in different ways, but she couldn’t seem to focus.

She shifted on the couch, intending to lean forward to retrieve her bottle of water, since her mouth was so dry. She went stock-still as she felt wetness between her legs.

What the hell?

McKenzie frowned in consternation. She was a lesbian. She shouldn’t be getting turned on by this.

She glanced over to see Ryan and Britt whispering to each other so they wouldn’t disturb the presentation as they gestured at the different couples. McKenzie leaned a little closer and was able to pick out some of what they were saying.

“But the head is the most sensitive. It’s the equivalent of the clit. See? The way her tongue is swirling, that’s the best,” Britt said.

“Yeah, but the long stroking... The way it disappears all the way inside her mouth... That’s what does it for me,” Ryan said.

McKenzie’s eyebrows shot to her hairline. She tugged on Ryan’s arm and the woman turned towards her.

“You like this?” McKenzie whispered.

Ryan’s gaze was unmistakably aroused as she nodded.

“Yes. Very much.”

McKenzie’s face screwed up in confusion.

“You... You actually like giving head?” McKenzie practically squeaked.

Ryan smiled.

“No, I like receiving it.”

“Oh... Wait, do you mean getting eaten out?”

Ryan shook her head patiently.

“No... Well, I like that, too, but... I like receiving head just like you’re seeing it here.”

McKenzie frowned as she tried to understand, her gaze unconsciously drifting to the two women behind the glass. The woman wearing the strap-on seemed to be enjoying it, but...

“But you... You wouldn’t be able to feel that.”

“But I can see it. And when a woman is moaning her pleasure at giving it... That’s a turn on, too,” Ryan said, her voice hitting the lower register that sent chills through McKenzie’s body.

McKenzie tried to imagine it. Whenever she’d thought about going down on Ryan before, it had been the woman’s pussy she’d been thinking of, not...

“I... I can’t really... I know you have those, but... I guess I never really thought... I-I can’t really picture it.”

“It’s okay. Don’t worry about it. We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it. All right?” Ryan said quietly.

McKenzie nodded. She glanced at the couples, but then quickly looked away again.

“I’m, um, gonna go use the restroom. I’ll be right back.”

“You want me to go with you?” Ryan offered.

“No, I’ll be okay. I know where they are.”

Ryan nodded as McKenzie slid off the couch a little stiffly and quickly walked down the aisle, trying not to impede anyone’s view for more than a second.

“She okay?” Britt asked.

“Yeah,” Ryan said absently as her eyes tracked McKenzie’s movements.

Ryan continued to watch as McKenzie hurried away. Ryan tried to push her worry aside. The girl was fine. She was just going to the bathroom.

Ryan was off the couch and walking as soon as she lost sight of McKenzie around the corner. She didn’t want to be that Dom who couldn’t give their sub any freedom or privacy, but she also knew it was her responsibility to make sure McKenzie was okay, not just physically, but emotionally and mentally as well. And at the moment, she wasn’t sure McKenzie was okay in any of those areas.

Ryan used her height to good advantage, spotting McKenzie a couple dozen feet ahead of her. She lengthened her strides, catching the door to the restrooms before it could close all the way.

She found McKenzie walking slowly along the empty corridor, scanning the doors for an unoccupied cubicle.

“Hey,” Ryan said gently behind her.

McKenzie turned, looking a little startled, then went back to checking the tags on the doors.

“I told you, you didn’t have to come with me.”

“I wanted to make sure you were okay,” Ryan said as she kept pace a few feet behind the blonde.

“I’m fine.”

Ryan frowned. She hadn’t been sure before, but that tone was the complete opposite of fine.

“No, you’re not. What’s going on?”

“I just have to pee really bad, all right?” McKenzie said irritatedly as she walked a little faster. “Finally,” McKenzie sighed, finding a green tag.

Ryan stopped as McKenzie disappeared inside the small room, the door closing behind her with a loud click as she locked it.

McKenzie tried to calm her breathing as she sat down. She really did have to pee. She grimaced as she wiped, the toilet paper coming away slick with her wetness.

“This is just so wrong,” McKenzie muttered.

She wiped several more times, trying to get it all, but finally gave up. She flushed and then washed her hands in the small sink. She took several deep breaths and straightened her shoulders before unlocking the door and stepping out into the brightly lit corridor again.

McKenzie tried to smile when she saw Ryan leaning against the wall between her door and the next.

“All better. You know, I think those are the cleanest bathrooms I’ve ever been in,” McKenzie said and started heading for the exit.

Ryan reached out for McKenzie’s arm, pulling her to a halt. She drew the girl, a little stumbling in her heels, into a hug.

“I don’t deal well with being shut out. I need you to talk to me, McKenzie,” Ryan whispered into McKenzie’s hair.

McKenzie melted against Ryan’s strong hold around her body.

“I... I don’t want to... do that,” McKenzie mumbled against Ryan’s chest.

Ryan sighed as she looked up to the ceiling.

“Do you remember how I told you there might be some things I would expect you to do whether you wanted to do them or not?” McKenzie tensed. “That’s one of them.”

McKenzie pulled back to look up at Ryan in surprise and not just a little fear as Ryan continued.

“I really wanted this to be something we talked about later, since we really can’t do anything to make you feel better about it right now. And like I said before, I don’t want you stressing about it the whole time, but I’m not going to budge on this one.”

“But...” McKenzie felt panic welling up in her chest. “I really don’t... I...”

“McKenzie... By the time we get there, your feelings may have completely changed on the subject, so... Just breathe, accept that it’s going to happen at some point, and know that you’ll be serving me in a way I truly enjoy.” Ryan stared into McKenzie’s wide eyes. “And trust me when I say that gift will be returned to you many times over.”

McKenzie swallowed convulsively as she realized what Ryan was implying. Then she shook her head.

“But... What if I really don’t like it?” McKenzie whispered.

Ryan felt a surge of energy rush through her at the girl’s continued protests, urging her to force McKenzie to her knees, even though Ryan wasn’t wearing the necessary equipment to make her point. She pushed away from the wall, spinning them around so McKenzie’s back was to the wall, Ryan’s arms braced on either side of her to keep herself from pressing her body against McKenzie’s. Ryan took a breath, trying to calm herself.

“This is non-negotiable, McKenzie,” Ryan said, her voice low and serious. “It’s not something that will hurt you, I know for a fact you don’t have any psychological trauma around it, and it’s... it’s one of the only purely selfish acts I allow myself, so I’m not willing to give it up.”

Ryan’s pulse jumped at her throat as McKenzie stared up at her.

“I also think when we’re in the moment, you won’t be nearly as opposed to it as you are right now, but to be honest... It really won’t bother me if you are. I told you my main playground is D/s... Well, you submitting to me like that...” Ryan paused, a soft grunt sounding in her chest as her whole body tensed with a wave of arousal. “Fuck... All I can say is it’s a damn good thing I’m not wearing one right now or this conversation would’ve ended about a minute ago.”

McKenzie stood perfectly still as she felt new wetness seep between her nether lips.

God, why is this turning me on? I shouldn’t... She’s talking about forcing me to do something I don’t... McKenzie closed her eyes and shook her head, trying to rid it of the images she’d seen less than ten minutes ago in the glass rooms.

Ryan’s gaze narrowed as she finally took in McKenzie’s shallow breathing, rapid pulse, and flushed skin. While it was possible for those to be signs of fear or distress, Ryan didn’t think that was the case this time, at least not entirely.

“McKenzie? Look at me,” Ryan said gently.

McKenzie opened her eyes, knowing she couldn’t hide. She looked up into Ryan’s intense stare and whimpered when her stomach curled in pure need.

“You’re aroused,” Ryan said in surprise as her hands tensed against the wall.

“But I don’t want to be,” McKenzie groaned.

“Why not? It’s okay,” Ryan said.

“No. It’s not... I’m... I just...” McKenzie sighed. “Can we please talk about this later? Please?”

Ryan frowned. She wanted to know what was going on. Something had upset the girl and Ryan was sure she could fix it if McKenzie just talked to her. A few commands would likely be enough...

But McKenzie’s eyes were pleading with her for a reprieve and Ryan suddenly realized what she was doing. If she kept digging, she’d be no better than a bully and Ryan didn’t want to force McKenzie to submit, not like this. Above all, Ryan wanted willing surrender.

Ryan felt the aggressive energy drain from her in an instant as she hesitantly lowered her hands from the wall to McKenzie’s shoulders.

“I’m sorry,” Ryan said quietly.

McKenzie sagged in relief, and then allowed Ryan to pull her into a gentle hug. Ryan held her and kissed the girl’s silky hair.

“I’m really sorry,” Ryan said again. “I shouldn’t have pushed you like that. It wasn’t fair. When you’re ready to talk, I’ll be here. Okay?”

McKenzie nodded against Ryan’s chest.

Ryan rested her cheek on top of McKenzie’s head, her arms pulling McKenzie a little tighter against her body. She just needed to feel the girl, feel her solid presence.

“I love you, McKenzie. I... I didn’t mean to scare you... Are we...” Ryan felt her chest getting tight and breathed through it. “Are we okay?” Ryan asked in a whisper.

McKenzie drew back to look up at Ryan. The woman’s face was tight, like she was in physical pain.

“We’re okay,” McKenzie said as she unconsciously squeezed Ryan’s hips.

Ryan nodded in acceptance, then looked everywhere but at McKenzie as the girl continued.

“And you didn’t... You didn’t really scare me. You stopped when I asked you to. I just... I’m trying to process and... I just need some time.”

Ryan nodded jerkily, still keeping her eyes on the wall behind McKenzie.

McKenzie loosened her hold and brought her hands up to cup Ryan’s cheeks, gently bringing the woman’s focus down to meet her eyes.

“Are you okay?” McKenzie asked.

Ryan swallowed, trying to stop her heart from hammering against her sternum.

“I don’t know how to do this,” Ryan whispered.

“Do what?”

“This. Us. I feel like... I never should’ve brought you here. You’re seeing stuff here that you’re not ready for and... and I’m feeling...” Ryan trailed off, wanting to look away, but trapped by McKenzie’s patient gaze and gentle hold on her face.

“What are you feeling?”

“Everything,” Ryan breathed. “But I know I’m playing too rough with you. I want to take what I want from you, but not if you’re not willing to give it. That’s what power exchange is. It’s mutual. That’s why it works, otherwise it’s abuse. I... I want too much from you and I’m sorry.”

“No, don’t be sorry, please. You’re not doing anything I don’t want you to do, okay? I just... My brain is on overload and I need to think about a few things before we talk about any of it. And we will talk about it, just... not right now.”

Ryan nodded as McKenzie continued.

“And just because I’m... Okay, I’m freaking out a little, but that doesn’t mean I’m not ready for this stuff. And really, how else am I supposed to get ready? You said before this was one of the ways I’m going to earn my PhD in kink, right?” McKenzie said with a smile, finally getting a grin from the other woman.

“Yeah, I think you just skipped a few grades,” Ryan said.

“I’ve always been a fast learner,” McKenzie smirked.

They both turned their heads at the same time when a thump reverberated behind them, and then they heard a moan sound faintly through one of the doors on the opposite wall.

They turned back to face each other. McKenzie’s eyebrow lifted in question and Ryan smiled.

“Yeah, this is sort of the cheap motel part of the club. That’s why there’s hardly anyone in here most of the time, to give people a little extra privacy. I didn’t mean for us to hang out in here for so long.”

“Have you...?” McKenzie asked, gesturing with her chin to the bathrooms.

“Yeah, a few times, but usually it was out there in the exhibition rooms.”

“Is that something... Is that another one of those things you want me to do that you don’t know if I’ll want to?”

Ryan shook her head.

“I’m not a hardcore exhibitionist. It was usually something the people I was with enjoyed and it’s never bothered me, so... Plus, the rooms are free, as long as you’re putting on a show, and any equipment you request is free, too, so it’s a way to get to test out a few things without paying an arm and a leg... Well, I guess that is the cost, since it’s kind of hard to play without getting at least a little naked.”

“I don’t know. My first time with you I never even took my clothes off.”

“True. I’ve had to get a little creative with you.”

They both smiled and Ryan reached for McKenzie’s hand as they headed for the double doors. They exited into the dining area where music thumped out of the speakers on the stage, the costume contest having just finished. People were already filling the small dance floor while others stood in small groups around the room, moving to remixes of the most recent hits.

Ryan started leading them down the hall to go back to the demonstration when McKenzie saw Britt waving at them. McKenzie tugged on Ryan’s arm to get her attention. When Ryan turned to look, McKenzie pointed to where Britt was sitting in one of the U-shaped booths against the far wall with the two women McKenzie had seen before.

Ryan nodded and changed directions. When they got closer, Ryan grabbed a couple chairs from a nearby empty table and held one out for McKenzie before sitting next to her at the end of the small booth.

“I wondered where you guys got off to. Have fun back there?” Britt asked with a smirk.

Ryan rolled her eyes.

“We were just talking.”

“Right,” Britt said, clearly unconvinced. She turned to McKenzie. “I don’t think you guys have been properly introduced. This is Syd and Jasmine. Guys, this is McKenzie, Ryan’s girl.”

McKenzie felt a warm blush rise over her cheeks at Britt’s designation for her as she nodded hellos to each woman in turn. From what McKenzie had seen as they walked up, her earlier assessment about their lack of costumes had been right.

Syd was wearing black jeans, a black T-shirt, and a black bomber jacket, which contrasted with her spiky blonde hair and pale skin. Jasmine was dressed a little more colorfully in a burgundy scoop neck crushed velvet top and ripped blue jeans. Her black afro, cropped short and faded along the sides, was highlighted with auburn accents.

“You missed the best part,” Britt continued once the introductions were done. “Alice went to town on her boy and had him begging like I haven’t heard in a long time. It was fuckin’ awesome.”

“Cool. I wish they’d show that kind of thing more often,” Ryan said.

“No shit,” Jasmine said and the other women snickered.

Ryan tsked.

“No, not like that, ya dipshits. I mean some of the Doms around here get a little snooty when it comes to that kind of thing.”

“Well, not everyone’s as open-minded as we are,” Britt said.

“What are you guys talking about?” McKenzie asked.

Ryan turned to face her.

“Some Doms refuse to go down on their subs. They see it as a position of service.”

“Isn’t it?”

“Well, it certainly can be, but it’s not something that’s intrinsic to the act itself,” Ryan said.

“And there she goes,” Syd quipped.

“What? I’m just explaining.”

“Please, go on, professor,” Jasmine said as she propped her chin in both hands and feigned rabid interest.

The other two followed suit.

“Assholes,” Ryan muttered and the three women laughed, dropping the act and relaxing back in their seats with grins. “Fine. One of you can do the honors.”

“Thank you, my good woman, I shall,” Britt said, slipping out of the booth to stand and bow regally to Ryan in her medieval costume.

McKenzie tried not to laugh at their antics, but she could tell Ryan wasn’t nearly as annoyed as she was pretending to be, especially when she gave McKenzie a quick wink.

Britt cleared her throat.

“What my learned colleague was trying to impress upon you, young miss—”

“Okay, seriously?” Syd interrupted Britt’s horrible lofty accent.

Britt grinned and sat back down with a plop.

“You guys are absolutely no fun.” She turned to McKenzie. “What it boils down to is, whoever exerts the power and control, that’s the top or Dom. No matter what they’re doing. And if you’ve given up the power and control, you’re the bottom. Or sub or slave, whatever term you prefer.”

McKenzie frowned.

“But I thought it was more about the... Well, the tying up and the whipping and... and the fucking. And who’s doing the tying up versus who’s being tied up and all that.”

“Damn, I love a woman with a potty mouth,” Jasmine said, staring heatedly at McKenzie.

Ryan snapped her fingers in front of Jasmine’s face, causing her to jerk back and look at Ryan in annoyance.

“Mine,” Ryan said succinctly.

“Hey, I was just admiring. No need to get all bent out of shape.”

“Do I look bent?”

“Well, you do have that one cock that hangs a little to the left,” Syd pointed out and everyone laughed.

“Back to McKenzie’s question...” Britt said pointedly as she turned to the girl again. “You’re right. There are some things that are inherently top or bottom activities, though I’m sure some people would argue even that can go out the window during sensation play.” At McKenzie’s look of confusion, Britt went on. “Sensation play doesn’t have to involve power exchange, though a lot of times it does. It’s more about stimulating the body to feel certain things, like playing with a feather or ice.”

“Right,” Jasmine said. “But purely sexual acts can go either way.”

Ryan rolled her eyes.

“That’s all I was going to say a minute ago.”

“But I wanted to say it,” Jasmine grinned. “Sexual. Sex. It just rolls off the tongue, don’t you think?”

“You know it’s impossible to have a conversation with you people, right?” Ryan said as she shook her head in mock exasperation.

McKenzie grinned, glad to see Ryan enjoying herself. It was fun getting to watch the woman cut loose and relax. Not that Ryan never joked with her or Karen, but McKenzie realized, other than her previous visit to the Club, she’d never really spent any time around Ryan when she was just hanging out with her friends. They’d always spent time one-on-one or with Karen at her house, or she’d seen her in passing at the bookstore sometimes while Ryan was working.

McKenzie picked up the thread of the conversation and jumped back in.

“Okay, but I don’t see how going down on someone isn’t... Well... You’re servicing them. I mean that’s one of the euphemisms for it, isn’t it? So how can that not be subservient?”

Ryan caught McKenzie’s gaze and stared intently into her eyes.

“If I had you tied to my bed spread-eagled and I was sucking on your clit, making you come over and over again, do you really think you’d be the one in control? Would you really be thinking I was ‘servicing’ you at that point?”

McKenzie shook her head as she bit back a whimper and clenched her thighs around her suddenly aching clit.

“You do have a way with words, don’t you?” Britt said admiringly.

McKenzie managed to drag her eyes away from Ryan and took several deep breaths. Having the other women there made a good distraction and kept her from giving in to her urge to straddle Ryan’s lap.

“God, I need to get laid,” Jasmine complained.

“You just had Alicia between your legs two days ago,” Britt reminded her.

“That was two days ago... And it was Alicia,” Jasmine added, pulling a face. “That girl may be hot, but she hasn’t got a clue what to do with her tongue.”

“I could always tie you up,” Syd offered.

“I’m claustrophobic,” Jasmine said flatly. “And what is it with the rope thing? Sure, it’s an art form, but how is that arousing? You can barely swing a whip.”

“Hey, I’ll have you know I’m taking classes for that.”

“Why don’t you just take lessons from Ryan?” McKenzie asked.

Everyone looked at her and even Ryan raised an eyebrow.

“What? I’ve just heard stories,” McKenzie said, trying to ignore the blush she felt crawling up her neck.

“Which stories? And from who?” Ryan asked.

“Oh, um, well, actually, it was just one story... about this woman who passed out or something. One of Claire’s friends mentioned it to her and she told me.”

“Oh yeah! Fainting goat woman!” Britt exclaimed.

“That’s not very nice,” Ryan chastised.

“What she did to you wasn’t very nice either,” Britt said a little more seriously.

“I don’t think she did it on purpose,” Ryan said.

“What did she do?” McKenzie asked. “And why do you call her that?”

“She had a tattoo of Pan on her shoulder. He’s half goat,” Britt said, and then turned to Ryan. “Come on. You have to tell this story.”

“I just can’t believe it’s still circulating. That was over three years ago.”

Ryan sighed, glancing at McKenzie, who was waiting patiently.

“All right. So this woman came in one night. She was in town on business for something, but she was a member of one of the other branches, which gives you access to any of the Clubs. I think she was from the one in Florida.

“Anyway, she caught my eye and I introduced myself and she said she was just looking for a nice whipping scene to blow off some steam and relax. We negotiated a few specifics, but she seemed like she had a clue, so I didn’t go into too much detail. My mistake.

“Well, everything was going fine. She was getting off. I was enjoying being able to go a little rougher, since she was so into it... And then she stopped making sound and I had about three seconds to realize what she was doing and catch her before she dislocated a shoulder or broke her wrist.”

McKenzie frowned in confusion.

“I don’t understand. What happened?”

“She was into breath play and neglected to mention it,” Britt supplied. “She ended up passing out and poor Ryan was stuck holding her up and started yelling for us to come in and help her, since she couldn’t do that and get to the wrist restraints at the same time. It was fuckin’ insane.”

“Breath play?” McKenzie questioned.

“It’s where you hold your breath or someone else chokes you,” Syd explained. “Oxygen deprivation during orgasm causes a heightened state of euphoria, making it feel even more intense.”

“Right, and I had no problem with that,” Ryan said. “But if I’d known she was going to do that, I never would’ve restrained her standing up. Though honestly, I think it was a spur of the moment thing on her part. She was in a new place, playing with someone she didn’t know, and I think she just forgot. Of course, now I only use quick release clasps, so I won’t make that mistake again.”

“Yeah, well, she’s lucky we didn’t have to call an ambulance,” Britt said. “I think she still ended up getting banned for a month for that shit. You don’t fuck with people like that.”

“Communication is key,” Syd intoned.

McKenzie continued to watch Ryan as the conversation moved on. She wondered why she didn’t feel some kind of jealousy over the woman Ryan had so casually talked about whipping. McKenzie had been intensely jealous of Alicia as soon as she’d noticed Alicia’s continued interest and found out about their past history.

Maybe it was the distance. This particular woman had only been with Ryan once years ago and hadn’t even been a local. Though Alicia had only been with Ryan once as well, so that didn’t quite work.

McKenzie thought it might have something to do with how Britt had referred to her as ‘Ryan’s girl,’ and then Ryan had staked her claim with a simple ‘mine.’ But the way she’d said it... McKenzie felt tingles run up and down her spine again in memory.

“Damn. Now that’s what I call a seduction,” Britt said.

McKenzie pulled her eyes away from Ryan and followed the other women’s gazes to the small dance floor in front of the stage.

The area was packed, but a couple on the outer edge immediately caught her attention. A woman who couldn’t have been much older than McKenzie was dancing around a guy who was practically standing still with his arms crossed.

The woman slid her body all over his, walking around him and rubbing up against his back, then slipping around to the front again. She hit her knees and for a second, McKenzie thought the woman might actually be about to give a much more explicit show, but she just whipped her hair around before climbing back up the guy’s body. She pulled on his crossed arms, getting him to relax and put his hands on her hips. Then they simply moved to the music.

“At least somebody’s getting laid tonight,” Jasmine said.

McKenzie turned back and caught Ryan’s gaze.

“Are you going to tell me that’s not a sub thing?” McKenzie said. “There’s no way a Dom would ever dance like that for their sub.”

“Oh, that sounded like a challenge,” Britt said.

“It did, didn’t it?” Ryan said, a dangerous glint in her eyes.

McKenzie’s eyes widened.

“Wait, what? No. I wasn’t...” McKenzie stopped speaking as Ryan pushed away from the table and stood up.

Before McKenzie could protest any further, Ryan grabbed the arm of her chair and swiftly dragged it around with a loud scrape along the tiled floor. The sudden movement made McKenzie gasp and the harsh vibration went straight to her clit through her thin tights.

Ryan shrugged out of her leather jacket and tossed it onto her empty chair before moving to stand in front of McKenzie whose back was to the table now. The girl was staring up at her with wide-eyed fear and Ryan smirked as she let her body find the beat of the music thumping out of the speakers nearby.

Ryan held McKenzie’s gaze as she began thrusting her hips provocatively from side-to-side in time with the throbbing bass. She let one hand hang behind her as she slicked the other back through her hair, then slid it down the side of her throat, catching her fingers in the opening of her T-shirt to stretch it down.

She let the material go as she continued down the center of her chest, turning her hand to push it down her stomach until she was sliding her fingers over her crotch. As she brought her other hand up to comb through her hair again, she stepped wide and circled her hips suggestively, still holding her mound for several beats before tossing her hands to the side and then bringing her legs together again.

McKenzie couldn’t take her eyes off Ryan as the woman seesawed her shoulders, her hips moving in counterpoint before she rolled her chest seductively. Then Ryan stomped her feet to each side, thrusting her pelvis diagonally with each step and McKenzie felt her stomach clench at the thought of Ryan thrusting against her like that.

Ryan smiled and winked as she saw McKenzie suck in a breath and grip her thighs a little tighter. She couldn’t help touching herself the way she wished she could let McKenzie touch her. She slid her hands down her thighs, then dragged them back up to her stomach, catching the bottom edge of her tight T-shirt with two fingers. She pulled the hem up to offer the girl a tantalizing glimpse of her flexing abs before letting it drop back down again.

Ryan circled her hips, slowly at first, then faster as her hands moved upwards, skimming over her breasts. She felt her nipples tighten in response, but she kept going, sliding her hands along her neck and into her hair. Sweat trickled down her back and she didn’t think twice as she reached down to rip her shirt off over her head and tossed it onto her chair, leaving her in just her black leather bra.

McKenzie tried to control her breathing, but she knew it was a lost cause as her eyes took in all the newly exposed flesh glistening with sweat. Then she lost the ability to blink as Ryan dropped to her knees, her thighs spread wide as she leaned back, her hips thrusting with each thump of the pounding bass.

Ryan smirked up at McKenzie as she dragged one hand down to her sex again while she used the other to brace behind her and lazily circled her hips. She bit her bottom lip as she felt the seam of her pants rubbing against her crotch and pulled tighter with her hand to increase the pressure, imagining grinding against McKenzie as she moved. Then she tensed her abs and brought both of her hands up to her head as she stopped circling and simply pumped her hips up towards McKenzie in an obvious demonstration of her skills.

McKenzie felt the air leave her lungs and all the blood rushed to her clit as she watched Ryan fuck the empty space between them to the beat of the music. Then her mouth dropped open in unconscious shock as Ryan used only her abdominal muscles to bring herself back up to a vertical position, her hands still behind her head as she lifted first one knee to step wide to one side, then the other, to climb back to her feet in one fluid motion.

Ryan stood in place, still grinding her mound towards McKenzie’s face as she slid her hands down her chest and briefly grabbed her breasts. Then she brought her hands back up to comb through her hair again as she let the movement of her hips slowly turn her in a circle.

As Ryan gyrated away from her, McKenzie found her eyes drawn to the woman’s leather-clad ass as it swayed suggestively only a few feet in front of her. Then Ryan was facing her again and McKenzie stopped breathing as she watched Ryan’s hand push down beneath the edge of her waistband. McKenzie glanced up. Ryan’s eyes were closed and she was biting her lip in obvious pleasure.

McKenzie felt her sex swell at the sight, and then Ryan slid her hand up her body, bringing the tips of her glistening fingers to her mouth. She sucked the digits in and McKenzie reflexively swallowed at the same time Ryan did. As Ryan dragged her fingers from her mouth, she opened her eyes and McKenzie felt her heart stop, only to start up again at breakneck speed as Ryan stared at her with unadulterated lust.

Good God, the woman is sex.

The bass suddenly intensified as the music sped up and another layer was added to the thumping beat. Ryan deepened her movements, her steps stomping as she thrust her hips forward.

The music hit its peak and Ryan’s hips never stopped moving as she rolled her chest and shoulders, letting the undulations carry through to her pelvis. She whipped her head around, tossing her hair from one side to the other, and then flicked her hair back out of her eyes, her gaze never leaving McKenzie’s for more than a moment.

It took all of McKenzie’s willpower not to slide out of her chair and onto her knees in supplication as she stared up at Ryan. The woman’s breasts bounced in time to the music and her muscled abs flexed with each hard thrust of her chest and pelvis. McKenzie knew if she could be granted any wish at that moment, it would be to have Ryan pin her up against a wall and gyrate against her like that.

Finally, the song ended, shifting seamlessly into a new one, and Ryan stopped dancing. Applause and wolf whistles sounded behind her and she turned around to bow theatrically to her unintended audience. Calls for more sounded out, but Ryan just smiled and shook her head as she waved them away.

Ryan turned back to face McKenzie again, combing her fingers through her sweat-dampened hair as she took a few moments to catch her breath. Finally, she leaned over McKenzie and braced her hands on the arms of the chair.

“So...” Ryan stared into McKenzie’s eyes and the girl couldn’t look away. “Do you feel like you’re the one in control right now?”

McKenzie shook her head slowly.

“And if I was the one sitting there and you were standing up here dancing for me, do you think you’d somehow be the one in control then?”

McKenzie shook her head again.

“It’s always about who’s doing it and why,” Ryan said quietly.

McKenzie nodded as Ryan stood back up. Ryan picked up her shirt and jacket and hung them over the back of her chair. Then she pulled McKenzie’s chair back around to face the table again before retaking her own seat.

“I bet you won all the debates in high school, huh,” Jasmine said.

“I think that would’ve been flagged as cheating,” Syd smirked.

Ryan shook her head and laughed.

“Sometimes a practical demonstration is the only way to get your point across.”

“Paddles work well for that, too,” Britt said.

“That is so true,” Jasmine agreed.

As they continued discussing the finer points of spanking as a means for more direct communication, McKenzie leaned closer to Ryan and Ryan did the same so they were almost cheek-to-cheek, allowing them to whisper into each other’s ears without being overheard.

“I had no idea you could do that,” McKenzie said, her voice full of awe.

Ryan grinned against the girl’s cheek.

“I took a few lessons from Suni. She teaches more than just belly dancing.”

McKenzie spoke her next thought, unable to censor herself.

“After watching you move like that, all I can think about is how much I want you to take me home and fuck my brains out.”

Ryan gripped the arm of her chair, mostly so she wouldn’t pull McKenzie into her lap and start fingering her right there.

“You have no idea how much I want to do that,” Ryan said in a strained voice.

McKenzie heard the need and responded without thinking.

“Please, Ryan. What you said before about tying me down and... and licking my pussy... I know I could handle that... More than handle it. I-I think I could even take one of your cocks, if it was one of the smaller ones. I just... I need you to make me come, my Lord. Please,” McKenzie whispered hotly into the woman’s ear.

“Fucking hell,” Ryan groaned as the wood creaked under her death grip.

Ryan barely managed to push herself back into her own chair and away from McKenzie. Then she made the mistake of looking into McKenzie’s pleading eyes and almost kicked her chair over when she stood up too abruptly. She reached for her discarded shirt and pulled it roughly over her head, barely taking a moment to fluff her hair out from under it before grabbing her jacket.

“Going somewhere?” Britt asked as the three women looked at her with identical smirks on their faces.

“Yeah, we’re gonna head out. We’ll see ya later,” Ryan said as she pulled McKenzie to her feet.

“Later,” Jasmine said sweetly with a little wave and the others repeated the farewell.

Ryan’s grip on McKenzie’s upper arm never loosened as she half dragged the girl out of the Club and across the parking lot. When they got to the motorcycle, Ryan let go of McKenzie and tossed her jacket over the seat. She paced several steps back and forth in front of the bike as she fluttered her shirt to force the cold air against her overheated skin. She ran her hands through her hair and groaned in frustration.

“I’m sorry,” McKenzie offered quietly.

Ryan stopped and looked at her.

“It’s fine. I’m fine. I’m just...”

“As turned on as I am?”

Ryan nodded.

“And trying very hard to talk myself out of doing exactly what you want me to.”

McKenzie’s eyes widened.

“You mean you’re actually considering...”

“Oh, I’m way past considering. I’m already thinking about which restraints to use, how to attach them to your bed, what your lips will look like stretched around my cock, whether I should whip you before or after your first orgasm, since orgasm will make your skin more sensitive, how many times I can make you come before you start begging me to stop, how many more times I can make you come after that... God, I’m this close to fucking you right here in the goddamn parking lot.”

Ryan groaned again and went back to pacing.

McKenzie watched her walk back and forth and tried to think of something to say or do to calm the woman. As Ryan had gone down her stream-of-consciousness list, McKenzie had realized, where her brain stopped with the most basic of fantasies, Ryan’s kept going, drawing on her greater experience.

“Ryan,” McKenzie spoke into the crisp night air.

Ryan stopped and waited, her eyes glittering in the darkness as she looked at McKenzie, and McKenzie couldn’t help thinking that this must be what prey saw when it looked into the eyes of its predator... just before being devoured. McKenzie swallowed thickly.

“You... You know I’m not ready for most of... that.”

“It doesn’t stop me from wanting to take it from you anyway,” Ryan said quietly. “And you begging me to fuck you just now...”

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that. I wasn’t thinking.”

Ryan shook her head.

“I’ve just never had to hold back like this before. I don’t have a defense against this... Against you.”

“What about... I mean there had to be some times when you couldn’t do all that with someone... wasn’t there?”

Ryan nodded as she stared at the asphalt.

“Yeah. There was almost always something I couldn’t do with certain people because of their limits... But there was always something I could do instead that satisfied that... need.”

Ryan looked up.

“But with you, I... I can’t... I can’t touch you. I can’t...”

Ryan groaned again.

“God, I want to feel you come in my arms, on my cock, my tongue, my fingers... I want to hear you scream in ecstasy... It’s physically painful not to have you in my arms, but I’m afraid to even get on my bike with you because I’m not sure what I’ll do if I actually touch you right now.”

McKenzie felt her sex clench with need. She darted a glance around the parking lot. It was full of cars, but no people. One of the far corners of the walled in area looked particularly secluded with several large trees crammed between the wall and the start of the paved parking spaces.

“Come on,” McKenzie said as she walked past Ryan, grabbing her hand on the way.

“What...”

McKenzie kept walking, pulling Ryan behind her, until she reached the cinderblock wall. She dropped Ryan’s hand and pressed herself back against the rough concrete. She looked around, confirming it would be almost impossible for anyone to see them through the trees unless they got within a few car lengths, though there was still enough light reflected from several far-off street lamps and the usual overhead light pollution for them to see each other just fine. She looked up into Ryan’s questioning gaze.

“I know we could go back inside to one of the restrooms and do this, but I’m hoping we can somehow not break the rule and I... I don’t think either one of us could handle being that close in there right now, so...”

McKenzie took a deep breath.

“There are no restraints for you to be tempted to use here or... or one of your cocks or whips... It’s just us, like it’s always been... If... If you can handle just watching... and not touching... I want to come for you. Will you let me? May I come for you, my Lord?”

Ryan felt desire flood her body as blood rushed to her sex, making it ache in a matter of moments.

“On your knees,” Ryan commanded.

McKenzie dropped instantly to the sparse brown grass, not even feeling it as her knees hit the ground.

“Pull your pants down, including your underwear.”

McKenzie slid her leggings and panties down her hips, then her thighs. Without being told, she lifted up slightly to push them past her knees and kept working them down to her calves, until the tops of her boots forced her to stop. She straightened up again and leaned back against the wall, sitting on the backs of her heels and spreading her thighs as far apart as she could. She gasped as the cold air hit her wet sex.

“Now your top and bra.”

McKenzie lifted the front of her loose tank top over her head, feeling the material stretch under her arms and go taut across the back of her neck. She was glad her bra clasped in the front so she was able to simply unhook it and pull the cups aside to reveal her breasts. Her nipples, already hard, tightened even more in response to the chilly night air.

“My God, you’re exquisite,” Ryan breathed.

McKenzie looked like something out of a pin-up magazine in her black leather boots and open leather jacket, the small handcuff key glinting on its chain between her tits, while her entire front was exposed from her neck to her knees.

“Massage those beautiful breasts for me.”

McKenzie reached up, wrapping her warms hands around her cooling globes and moaned. She squeezed, pushing her hardened peaks between her fingers.

“Pinch your nipples between your fingers, just like they are now.”

McKenzie pressed her fingers together hard where her tits were trapped between the sides of her knuckles. She gasped at the sharp pain and thrust her pussy forward in unconscious appeal.

“Roll your tits between your fingers.”

McKenzie scissored her fingers back and forth, whimpering with each new jolt of pleasurable pain that shot straight to her clit. Her hips bucked up repeatedly against the air.

“God, please... Please, my Lord. I don’t... I don’t need foreplay... I really don’t.”

“But I need to torment you,” Ryan replied reasonably. “I need to see that look of agony on your face, the way you bite your lip to keep from crying out. I want to see you desperate for me.”

“I am! Please, I...” McKenzie wasn’t sure if she should say it or not, but one look at Ryan standing over her and her thoughts spilled from her lips. “Oh God, I want you to fuck me. I want your fingers inside me. I want to feel you fucking me against this wall. I’m so wet and I’ll come so hard for you, my Lord. Please... Please, let me rub my clit. Please...”

Ryan’s sex tightened and she reached for her belt to undo the buckle.

“I can see how swollen you are from here,” Ryan said. “You’re gonna go off the second you touch your clit. So I want you to reach one hand behind yourself and massage your asshole. Drag your come back to get it wet.”

McKenzie whimpered in frustration, but did as she was told. She released one of her tits and slid her arm back around her asscheek to reach up under herself. She was surprised at how close everything was, even if it did require her to arch her back a little. She easily found her dripping entrance and used all four fingers to draw her come up her crack to paint her anus with the slick substance.

“Oh God,” McKenzie gasped as her fingers rubbed over the sensitive opening.

Her ass tried to push back against the new stimulus, which caused her chest to jut forward.

“Don’t stop pinching your nipple.”

McKenzie got the hand on her tit moving again. It took a bit to coordinate the movements, but soon she was circling her asshole in counterpoint to the massaging and pinching of her breast.

Ryan watched, spellbound, as McKenzie moaned and whimpered in time with her rocking hips. The girl kept trying to press back against the hand behind her, only to thrust her chest forward against the other at her breast. Every time her pelvis lifted, Ryan could see her swollen clit poking out from its hood, glistening in the low light.

Ryan undid the button fly on her pants, letting them slip down to her hips, her slightly widened stance and the gun strapped to her thigh keeping them from falling any farther. She was just as close to orgasm as McKenzie was, so she merely slid her fingers along the upper edge of her pubic hair.

McKenzie couldn’t drag her eyes away from Ryan. The way her belt and the front of her leather pants splayed open, revealing her dark curly thatch, made McKenzie’s lips swell at the thought of getting to taste the woman. She watched Ryan’s fingers as they grazed across the top of her exposed pubic mound, ruffling her hair with each pass.

McKenzie suddenly grunted as her middle finger slid just inside her anus. She looked up at Ryan’s face in alarm as she hastily pulled the tip out.

“I-I didn’t mean to...”

“It’s okay. I should’ve warned you that might happen. It’s the angle. You won’t be able to enter yourself more than a knuckle or two, but it’s okay if you do. I won’t punish you. In fact... Go ahead. I want to see the look on your face as you enter your ass intentionally for the first time.”

McKenzie held Ryan’s gaze as she let her middle finger push forward again. Her ass felt so much more open in this position than the last time she’d touched herself there while lying on her back. Her finger slid inside and McKenzie’s eyes closed involuntarily as her head fell back against the wall, a low groan forcing its way from her chest.

“Oh my God,” McKenzie whispered as pleasure pulsed through her and she rocked her hips back to meet her gently thrusting finger. “Oh fuck, yes...” McKenzie opened her eyes again and stared up through hooded lids at Ryan. “Please... Please, my Lord... Please... Anything... Just let me come... Please...”

“Touch your clit and don’t stop until you’ve come at least twice for me,” Ryan said as she finally let her fingers seek out her own throbbing sex.

McKenzie slid the hand at her breast down her stomach and into her pubic hair. The cold edge of the handcuffs secured around her wrist barely even registered on her skin, she was so focused on finally getting some relief.

Her fingers didn’t have far to go. Her clit was so swollen, pushed up even more by her engorged lips, that it sat high and exposed to the cold air. Her whole sex was drenched and her warm fingers slid over the cool slippery nub.

“Ungh! Oh God! Oh fuck!”

McKenzie jerked against the fingers on her clit, sharp bolts of pleasure drawing high-pitched cries from her throat as she climaxed. She unconsciously pushed the finger in her ass as far as she could reach and felt her sphincter muscles clenching around the lone digit, multiplying her pleasure.

Ryan was already coming as she watched McKenzie’s hips pump up to meet her fingers over and over again. The harsh grunts the girl let loose only drove Ryan higher and she matched McKenzie’s gasping cries with her own yells of triumph.

McKenzie slowed her movements as her orgasm waned, but she didn’t stop. Even without Ryan’s instruction, McKenzie knew her body hadn’t been sated. She wanted more. With every circle of her fingers around her clit, she pushed her middle finger deeper inside her tight little asshole. Her hips rocked against the slow rhythm and as she looked up at Ryan, she couldn’t help thrusting her mound up just a little more in offering to the woman.

Ryan’s hand had a mind of its own as it pressed hard little circles over her clit. It didn’t matter that her orgasm had tapered off moments ago. She was still in need, still feeling like she hadn’t even come yet. McKenzie was the very picture of submission and lust as she undulated in front of Ryan. Ryan could hear the metallic slide of the cuffs as they rubbed against each other with each circle of McKenzie’s fingers on her sex and Ryan’s own fingers sped up their movements.

McKenzie’s mouth was hanging open as she panted and Ryan could just imagine how good it would feel to have the girl’s lips on her clit. She could almost feel her hand on the back of McKenzie’s head as she pressed her warm wet mouth harder against her mound, the girl’s tongue licking all around her...

“Oh God, McKenzie!” Ryan cried out as she suddenly hit her second peak.

Ryan heard McKenzie whimper in sympathy and Ryan had to plant her feet to keep from collapsing. She wanted to lean against the wall for support, but she knew if she took those few steps closer to McKenzie, she’d be fucking her on the ground in the space of a heartbeat.

McKenzie’s eyes were glued to Ryan’s hand between her legs. The woman hadn’t stopped working herself and McKenzie knew Ryan was on her way to a third orgasm.

McKenzie quickened her thrusting in and out of her ass as she mashed her fingers harder against her clit. She pressed her upper back and head against the rough concrete wall to gain leverage and arched her lower back, pushing down on the finger in her ass.

The move seemed to open her even wider and her finger slid faster in and out of the tight ring of muscle. McKenzie felt her stomach clenching with increased pleasure and she began tensing her thigh muscles in a new rhythm, her breaths gasping.

“Ryan... Yes... Ryan... Ohh Ryan... Ungh... Ryan!”

McKenzie stopped breathing as an intense spasm racked her body and she bucked against her fingers for several silent moments before suddenly inhaling again. She cried out with each wave of ecstasy, her eyes squeezed shut as she forced her fingers even harder against her clit, her other finger buried in her ass.

Watching McKenzie buck as she yelled Ryan’s name over and over again was the final push and Ryan was coming before she knew it, her legs shaking with the strain of standing as ripples of pleasure seized her muscles. Harsh gasps forced their way out of her chest as her stomach clenched over and over again. Her hips rocked forward, desperate to be thrusting inside McKenzie.

Eventually, the spasms eased off and Ryan was able to stand up from her partially doubled over position. McKenzie was quiet, her eyes closed, her chest still heaving as she worked to catch her breath. Ryan wiped her fingers off on the inside of her pants. She reached into the small inside pocket located near her hip and pulled out a cleansing wipe packet before buttoning her pants up again.

“McKenzie?” Ryan called gently.

McKenzie opened her eyes and looked up. She carefully extricated her fingers and wiped her hands on the grass.

“Here,” Ryan said, holding out the packet.

McKenzie took it and then smiled.

“You really come prepared, don’t you?”

Ryan shrugged.

“I always keep a couple of those handy. And these pants have a pocket specially made for them... or a condom.”

McKenzie just nodded as she tore open the package and used the wipe on her fingers. She finished and stuffed it back into the packet and Ryan held out her hand to take it back.

Ryan shoved it in her pocket for later disposal and then waited as McKenzie climbed unsteadily to her feet and worked to put her clothes back to rights.

When she was done, McKenzie leaned back against the wall with a sigh and looked at Ryan with a lazy smile.

“I really needed that. Thank you.”

Ryan took the last few steps to close the distance between them and pulled McKenzie into a hug. She kissed the side of McKenzie’s head, nuzzling into her hair, and felt her whole body sigh in relief.

“God, I love you, McKenzie. I don’t know how you knew to do this, but... thank you.”

“Desperation,” McKenzie mumbled. “I... I’ve realized... I’m not ready for what you want to do to me.” McKenzie felt Ryan tense against her and quickly went on. “Don’t get me wrong, I want it... God, do I want it,” McKenzie practically groaned, not even a little surprised when she felt her arousal trying to kick back up. “But... As much as I hate to say it, you’re right. I need to keep the training wheels on a little while longer... despite the fact that I keep trying to rip them off with a crowbar.”

Ryan chuckled and squeezed McKenzie a little tighter.

“It’s all right. I like how sexually aggressive you are. It’s a complete turn on knowing you want me as much as I want you. I’m just hoping between the two of us we can keep you safe until you’re really ready.”

“I think we’ve been doing okay so far... Haven’t we?”

“Yeah. It’s been a little iffy a few times, but... Yeah.”

They continued to stand there holding each other for several more minutes until Ryan shivered against the cold.

“I think I’m ready to go now,” Ryan said.

McKenzie nodded and they walked hand in hand back to Ryan’s motorcycle. Ryan scooped up her jacket and threw it on, zipping it up all the way to the top. Ryan helped McKenzie put on her heated liner, then they both put on their gloves and helmets.

A short while later, they were pulling into Ryan’s driveway. McKenzie took off the riding gear and Ryan put it away before walking McKenzie across the grass to the girl’s door.

McKenzie fingered the cuffs on her wrist, then reached out to caress the badge on Ryan’s belt.

“You are keeping this stuff, right?”

Ryan smiled.

“Yeah... Why?” Ryan asked knowingly.

McKenzie grinned through her rising blush.

“Just a couple fantasies I’d like to play out someday. If you’re up for it.”

Ryan raised an eyebrow.

“I think something could be arranged.” She cleared her throat at McKenzie’s heated gaze. “Actually... They have a jail room at the Club for just that sort of scene... And there’s a car in another room, which doubles for traffic stops and backseat rendezvous.”

“I really need to check out their site a little more. I haven’t even gotten to the theme room section yet.”

“They like to keep their patrons happy. Basically, if you can dream it up, they probably have a room that’ll work for it.”

“Something to keep in mind,” McKenzie said quietly as she stared up at Ryan’s mouth. “You know you have the most luscious lips.”

Ryan’s hand came up to cup McKenzie’s cheek, her thumb already expecting to feel McKenzie’s bottom lip, but she detoured at the last second, resting her palm flat against the door next to McKenzie’s head.

“I think you need to go inside and lock the door now,” Ryan said, her voice strained.

“You have a key,” McKenzie supplied helpfully.

“Don’t remind me.”

Ryan pushed herself back from the door and away from the girl, but didn’t move off the porch.

“Can I come over tomorrow? Well, later today,” McKenzie amended.

“Yeah. I don’t have a shift at the bookstore until Monday and I’m caught up with my clients, so unless something comes up, I should be free the whole weekend.”

McKenzie smiled.

“Cool.”

They stared at each other for several long moments, neither of them wanting to leave the other, but knowing they had to.

Ryan was the first to blink, finally looking away.

“Right... So, I’ll, um, just...” She shook her head at her inability to form a complete sentence and smiled. “Goodnight.”

“Night, Ryan.”

McKenzie unlocked the door and opened it. She started to go in, then stopped and turned to watch Ryan make her way to her own door. She waited until Ryan waved at her and entered her apartment before finally stepping inside and closing the door behind her.





* * *

 





It was almost noon when Ryan opened her eyes. She was on her side, curled up, a fading dream of being repeatedly kicked in the stomach blending with the reality of the intense pain clawing at her abdomen.

“Oh, son of a bitch,” Ryan whispered on a groan. Well, that explains a lot, the more analytical part of her mind acknowledged.

The days leading up to her period were always emotionally charged for her. No wonder she’d been crying at the drop of a hat and oversharing her abuse history when she normally kept that stuff under wraps.

Thankfully, she only had it a couple times a year. Though it was a good bet being around McKenzie so much while the girl had been cycling had probably helped kick it off this time.

“This so better not become a regular thing,” Ryan grumbled.

She tried to straighten her legs, but they felt at least a hundred pounds too heavy to move.

Except she had to move. She needed to use the restroom, put a tampon in, and get some food, so she could take the prescription strength painkillers that would knock her out for the first day, which was always the worst.

“Oh God,” Ryan groaned as she half slid, half pushed herself off the edge of the bed.

She got to her feet and stumbled into the bathroom. When she was done, she returned to her bed. The black sheets hid a multitude of sins, but she spread out a towel anyway. She went to her mini fridge and popped a frozen breakfast into the microwave stacked on top of it.

While it cooked, she went back to the bathroom and grabbed the medicine bottle from the cabinet and set it on her nightstand, along with a bottle of water from the fridge.

The microwave dinged and she replaced the food with one of her hot packs. She took the food over to the bed and then pulled on a T-shirt and a pair of shorts. The hot pack finished heating and she settled it against her aching stomach, the waistband of her shorts holding it in place.

Half an hour later, she’d finished her food and swallowed one of the tablets while streaming an old TV show. She could almost quote it from memory, she’d watched it so many times. She reheated the hot pack and settled back on the bed, trying to find a comfortable position as she waited for the drugs to take effect.

A knock on her door had her groaning. She got up, holding the heat to her belly as she shuffled to the door.

McKenzie’s smile faltered when she saw Ryan’s look of misery.

“What’s wrong?”

Ryan let McKenzie in and then crawled back onto her bed.

“Period,” Ryan said.

“Oh honey.”

McKenzie sat on the edge of the bed facing Ryan and ran her fingers through the woman’s hair.

Ryan lifted a single finger and pointed.

“You did this to me.”

McKenzie’s eyebrows raised.

“You make it sound like I got you pregnant. And you had periods before you met me, so it can’t be all my fault.”

“But I just had one in June,” Ryan whined. “I wasn’t due for another one until... December at the earliest. It was you... with your hormones... You just spread them around willy-nilly. Karen was right. You whammied me.”

McKenzie laughed as Ryan looked up at her forlornly.

“Poor baby,” McKenzie soothed as she rubbed her thumb gently over Ryan’s temple and the woman’s eyes slid closed. “Is there anything I can get you?”

“Mmm... Just keep doing that,” Ryan mumbled. “Already took drugs,” she said, gesturing vaguely to the bottle on the nightstand. “Should be kicking in soon... Or maybe they already have... Still hurts, though.”

McKenzie watched the constant frown creasing Ryan’s face as it deepened every so often when Ryan winced at a particularly sharp pain. McKenzie leaned over and kissed her forehead.

“I’ll be right back, okay?”

Ryan just nodded.

McKenzie hurried back to her room and packed up her books, laptop, and tablet, along with a few other supplies she thought she might need, and then returned to Ryan’s apartment. The woman was exactly where she’d left her, curled up in the fetal position on her side.

McKenzie hung her jacket on the computer chair and set her backpack on the other side of the bed. Then she kicked off her shoes and climbed in behind Ryan. McKenzie gently slid her arm around Ryan’s side and slipped her hand under Ryan’s shirt and the hot pack to rub over the woman’s tense stomach. Ryan gave a soft half grunt, half moan.

“Is this too much?” McKenzie whispered.

“No... Feels good,” Ryan said, rolling back a few inches to give McKenzie more room. “I’m prob’ly gonna crash in a minute. Sorry. Drugs knock me out. Make me stupid, too. Hate ’em.” She sighed, then startled, struggling to open her eyes for a moment and failing. “If you wanna watch somethin’, go ahead. Not like I’ll notice.”

“Okay. Maybe in a bit.”

Ryan nodded, her eyes still closed.

McKenzie kept up the gentle circles on Ryan’s belly as she watched the woman’s face. It took a little while, but Ryan’s breathing eventually grew deeper and slower, and her face relaxed into sleep.

McKenzie continued to move her hand, enjoying the feel of Ryan’s skin beneath her fingers. She knew she should stop. They weren’t supposed to touch sexually, but she’d long since gone past trying to soothe Ryan and was now taking great pleasure in touching the sleeping woman.

Her fingers widened their circular motion, gliding lower with each pass until the tips were skimming the edge of Ryan’s pubic hair.

Ryan sighed in her sleep and McKenzie went completely still. Ryan didn’t move and McKenzie started breathing again, her heart hammering in her chest. She carefully extricated her fingers until they were free of Ryan’s shirt and then rolled onto her back, away from temptation.

Oh my God, what am I doing? She’s in pain, she’s drugged, and I’m trying to take advantage of her. Shit. Get it together, Kenzie.

McKenzie looked over at the sleeping woman.

Then again, she’s the one who said orgasm helps with this stuff... But not when she’s unconscious! Ugh!

McKenzie sat up and reached for her backpack. She just needed a distraction. She pulled out her things, setting her laptop on the nightstand. Then she saw her tablet. She hesitated for a moment, then picked it up and created a new file. She climbed off the bed and walked around to sit on the floor facing Ryan.

It wasn’t exactly a distraction, but at least she wasn’t in danger of molesting the poor woman anymore.

As she sketched in the most rudimentary lines, the image slowly took shape. She erased several marks and redrew them, trying to capture the exact way Ryan’s face rested against her pillow, how the tendrils of her dark hair draped across her forehead and cheekbones, the total look of relaxation that left her looking as young as McKenzie herself.

McKenzie spent extra time on the curve of Ryan’s lips, shading them just so, making sure they looked as plump and kissable on the screen as they did in real life.

She continued to work, adding all the little details that would bring the two-dimensional image to life, like Ryan’s long eyelashes and the barest hint of shadows created by her messy strands of hair falling across her face.

McKenzie looked up to check reality against what was on her screen and froze.

Ryan’s eyes were open and watching her.

“Can I see?” Ryan asked quietly.

McKenzie felt heat rise up her neck, but she nodded and pushed up onto her knees. She climbed onto the bed as Ryan scooted back to make room for her. McKenzie sat back against the pillows and held the tablet up so Ryan could see it from her still horizontal position curled on her side.

Ryan stared at it for a long time and McKenzie shifted uncomfortably.

“Is it okay? That I was drawing you?”

Ryan nodded and looked up at McKenzie.

“You really drew that just now?”

McKenzie frowned in confusion.

“Yeah. I mean it’s been about...” McKenzie glanced at the clock on the nightstand. “Wow, um, four hours, but... Yeah.”

Ryan slid her arm around McKenzie’s waist and rested her head on the younger woman’s hip, pulling herself closer and inhaling the clean scent of her jeans.

“I wish I had that kind of talent. I’ve never been able to do anything like that.”

McKenzie set the tablet on the nightstand and let her arm drape around Ryan’s shoulders.

“Well, I practice a lot... And it definitely helps to have a muse that looks like you,” McKenzie said a little breathily. “And I’ve been drawing since I was a little kid, so it’s not like I just woke up one day knowing how to do it.” McKenzie caressed Ryan’s upper arm. “You’ve never done anything... artistic?”

“Nope,” Ryan said. “I had art classes in school and I did the assignments... when I could... But I was never any good at any of it.” Ryan’s fingers played with the seams at McKenzie’s hip. “It’s really... I think it’s amazing how you know what you want to do with your life.”

McKenzie laughed.

“I don’t know about that. I know I want to ‘do art,’ but there’s a ton of ways I could do that. That’s why I took that temp job with that graphic design firm last summer, but then all I ended up doing was running around as an errand girl when their admin quit, so... But from what I did see, I don’t think that’s the route I want to go. You pretty much get a bunch of directives and then you have to make it exactly the way the client wants and it just felt... I don’t know. Stressful.”

“Sounds like what I do for web stuff. Not a lot of room for creativity, at least not the kind of stuff you do.”

“I’ve thought about doing book covers, you know, for novels, that kind of thing. There’s a lot of indie publishers looking for artists like that,” McKenzie mused. “At least that’s what Tina said. She’s my academic advisor. She’s pretty cool. She said I could also look into doing illustrations for children’s books or even see about getting into doing art for graphic novels, if I wanted.”

“Bet you could do movie posters, too,” Ryan said, and then tensed as a sharp cramp made her grunt. “Damn. I think it’s time for another dose.” Ryan rolled over and sat up. She looked back at McKenzie. “You hungry? I’ve got a couple TV dinners... Unless you need to go.”

“No, I’m good. All my study groups were canceled due to ‘Halloween hangovers’ I think was the term. Um, you want me to make us something?”

“They’re just in the freezer.”

McKenzie laughed and shook her head.

“No, I meant like actual food. I do know how to cook. I took an elective in 8th grade. And I help Karen all the time.”

“Oh... Okay.” Ryan shook her head. “Sorry. I’m a little out of it.”

McKenzie tugged on Ryan’s shoulder and gently pulled her back down on the bed.

“Why don’t you just stay here and I’ll see what I can scrounge up. Okay?”

Ryan looked up into McKenzie’s gentle gaze and couldn’t help reaching up to cup her cheek. Her thumb strayed to McKenzie’s mouth, rubbing softly along her bottom lip.

“God, you’re beautiful,” Ryan whispered, feeling all the air leave her lungs.

McKenzie’s hand came up, clasping around Ryan’s wrist. She’d intended to pull Ryan’s hand away, but instead she simply held it in place as she looked into Ryan’s eyes and pursed her lips to kiss the pad of Ryan’s thumb.

“You’re making it very hard to remember you’re under the influence, Ryan,” McKenzie whispered.

“This is why I don’t drink. I enjoy this feeling a little too much,” Ryan admitted.

“What feeling?”

“The one that says there’s no consequences. The one that says I could kiss you right now and it would be okay. That I’d be able to stop... even though I know I wouldn’t.”

McKenzie breathed in and out, trying to steady herself.

“Neither would I.”

Ryan swallowed.

“Then you should... You should probably go.”

McKenzie inhaled deeply and let it out slowly.

“No... No, I can do this.” McKenzie gently pried Ryan’s hand from her cheek and rested it against the mattress. “Just let me use the restroom real quick and then I’ll go make us some food. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

Ryan silently watched McKenzie climb off the bed and enter the bathroom. A couple minutes later, McKenzie came back out and headed into the house’s main kitchen through the connecting door.

No one was home, so McKenzie went straight to the walk-in pantry to take inventory of her options. She’d seen which shelves were Ryan’s when she’d helped the woman put away groceries a few times. The same for the oversized refrigerator.

McKenzie considered several recipes as she looked over the items available, but then decided to keep it simple and just made sandwiches. She balanced the plates on her arm as she reentered Ryan’s apartment.

Ryan was just exiting the bathroom as McKenzie came in. Ryan crawled onto the bed, grunting with the effort. She propped herself up against the pillows and accepted the plate McKenzie offered her.

“Thanks. This looks good.”

McKenzie nodded and went to the mini fridge to retrieve a couple bottles of water for them both. Then she sat down with her own plate at the foot of the bed.

They ate in silence. Halfway through, Ryan took another pain pill. When they were done, McKenzie took the plates back to the kitchen, rinsing them and setting them in the dishwasher. She came back to find Ryan on her side again, her arms wrapped around her stomach.

“Can I get anything else for you?” McKenzie asked as she sat on the edge of the bed and rested a hand on Ryan’s shoulder.

Ryan shifted and pulled the hot pack from her shorts.

“Could you reheat this, please?”

McKenzie took it and went to the microwave. Ryan told her the settings to use, and then McKenzie brought it back. Ryan tucked it against her stomach again as McKenzie retook her seat on the edge of the bed.

“God, I hate this,” Ryan groaned. “I don’t know how other women go through this every fucking month.”

“Have you thought about going on the pill? I’ve heard it’s supposed to help and I think you can even take it non-stop if you want, so you don’t even get a period.”

Ryan grimaced.

“Yeah, I tried that. The shit made me nauseous and killed my libido, which was unacceptable. I decided to just suck it up, since it’s only a couple times a year. That’s when my doctor gave me the major pain pills. It’s the only time I take them.”

McKenzie just nodded as she ran her fingers through Ryan’s hair, brushing the strands back off her face in slow gentle strokes. Ryan closed her eyes and sighed.

“It feels so good when you touch me,” Ryan whispered.

McKenzie’s hand faltered for a second, then continued on its path through Ryan’s hair.

“It feels good to touch you, too,” McKenzie said. “I love being held by you and holding you. I really want to hold you right now.”

Ryan pushed her body back from the edge of the bed, the invitation clear. McKenzie stood up for a moment to turn around, then sat down again, her back against the pillows at the head of the bed. Ryan settled her head on McKenzie’s hip and wrapped her arm around the girl’s waist the way she had earlier. McKenzie’s hand took up its previous occupation of combing through Ryan’s silken hair.

They were quiet for several minutes and then McKenzie heard Ryan sigh.

“I’ve never needed this before. I don’t think I ever even wanted it,” Ryan said quietly. “And now I feel like I can’t breathe if I’m not touching you.”

McKenzie felt tears pricking the corners of her eyes. She surreptitiously wiped them away.

“I feel the same way,” McKenzie whispered. “I don’t know if I’ve thanked you for changing that part of the rule, but thank you. I don’t think I would’ve survived this past week without it. I... I need to feel that connection with you.”

Ryan squeezed her arm tighter around McKenzie’s hip for a moment before relaxing again.

“Me, too.”

They were quiet again, and then McKenzie felt Ryan’s hold on her loosen as the woman’s breathing slowed. McKenzie smiled down at her, playing with her hair for a little while longer before finally looking up to try to find something else to occupy herself with.

Luckily, she was sitting on the side she’d left her laptop. She turned it on and logged into Ryan’s wireless network. She pulled up Club Carnal’s website, which was already open from a previous session, and went to the theme rooms section.

As McKenzie scanned down the list, her eyes widened. There were dozens of themes to choose from. She selected the ‘County Jail’ room and a new page loaded with pictures and a description of the features.

The room held a refurbished locking cell salvaged from a real prison and could be furnished with either a cot or a bunk bed. Up to three pieces of additional equipment could be requested at no extra charge, including a large selection of restraints and several different kinds of torture racks. The member also had their choice of inmate uniforms sourced from an actual prison supply company as well as various police or prison guard uniforms. The accessories for those were extra, but you also got to keep them.

McKenzie went back to the list and chose the ‘Medieval Castle’ room next. She went through the pictures, her mouth dropping open at the level of detail that had gone into the room’s interior design.

Roughhewn stone covered the walls while antique oriental rugs lined the hardwood floor. The room was lit by a wrought iron chandelier hanging high above the center of the room with matching sconces set every few feet along the walls. A fireplace big enough for McKenzie to walk into was set in the wall opposite the intricately carved canopy bed, heavy brocade curtains draping from each of the four columns.

And I thought my bed was huge.

Several zoomed in shots showed how manacles could be added to the bed, ceiling, or wall at no extra charge. Even the bathroom was gorgeous with a sunken jetted tub and large walk-in rain shower surrounded by more stone and carved wood.

McKenzie closed the slideshow and then paused as she finally noticed the price listed in the upper right corner.

Is that... per night? Holy shit.

That was more than some of the luxury hotels she’d stayed in while on various summer vacations with her family in Europe. Then again, as McKenzie read down the list of concierge services, including room service delivered by a waiter in appropriate costume to match the theme room, she realized the cost was well worth it.

McKenzie glanced at the reservations calendar. The price obviously wasn’t a deterrent for some people, since the room had at least several bookings showing for each week for the next six months. She backed out of the page, deciding not to look at any more of the rooms. It was just a reminder that she still had over five months to go before Ryan would take her. However, it was definitely something to keep in mind for her birthday.

McKenzie returned to the Sex Ed 101 section she’d been steadily making her way through and scanned down the list of articles. She paused when she came to the one for blowjobs. A combination of fear and arousal swirled in her stomach and she looked away from the screen as she rested her head back against the pillows.

She’d only come out a year ago, though when she thought about it, she knew she’d had thoughts about girls as far back as she could remember. Nothing terribly blatant, but it’d been there nonetheless.

She still didn’t know how she was going to tell her parents. She didn’t think they’d actually have a bad reaction or anything. It was just that they never talked about those sorts of things. Her biology class in school had taken care of the birds and the bees talk, and her friends and the internet had filled in the rest.

McKenzie’s gaze flicked to the screen again, landing on the word that seemed to be giving her a constant panic attack. Except... It wasn’t fear of the act and she knew it. And that was what was causing the problem.

I’m a lesbian... But if that turns me on... What does that even mean? Am I bi? Am I not really gay?

McKenzie looked down at Ryan’s sleeping form and ran her fingers through the woman’s soft hair.

Ryan had said it was okay. But it didn’t feel okay. Once McKenzie had realized she was attracted to women, she’d readily accepted the identity of lesbian, which she’d thought meant rejecting everything male.

But then Ryan had shown her that penetration was definitely still on the menu. McKenzie knew she wanted Ryan’s fingers inside her and it wasn’t that big of a leap to imagine Ryan using a strap-on on her, those powerful hips thrusting into her hard and deep...

“God...” McKenzie whispered as her lower belly clenched in need.

Yeah, clearly no problem there.

But as soon as she considered taking that same cock into her mouth, maybe even cleaning her own come off of it the way the presenter had mentioned at one point...

Another wave of arousal had her flexing her vaginal muscles even as panic flooded her at the very idea she could be aroused by that particular act.

I don’t want to think about this anymore.

McKenzie scrolled further down the page. She selected an article on sensation play and started reading.

Several hours and several articles later, McKenzie looked down as Ryan groaned and shifted away to roll onto her back.

“Hey... How are you feeling?” McKenzie asked.

“Gotta pee,” Ryan said tiredly and then climbed off the bed and padded into the bathroom.

She came out a few minutes later and slid back onto the bed. She stopped just before resting her head on McKenzie’s thigh again and glanced at the clock. It was after nine.

“Do you need to leave?” Ryan asked.

“Not if you don’t want me to,” McKenzie replied.

Ryan nodded and reclaimed her place wrapped around the girl.

“Good,” Ryan whispered. “Don’t wanna let you go.”

McKenzie’s chest filled with warmth and she squeezed Ryan’s shoulder in response. As Ryan lay there, McKenzie absently let her fingers run through Ryan’s hair and went back to reading.

It was a little while before McKenzie noticed Ryan’s breathing, though deep and even, hadn’t slowed. She turned her head to silently watch the woman. Ryan’s hand at her hip was tense and gave the barest hint of a twitch every few moments.

“You okay?” McKenzie finally spoke.

Ryan stilled, her breath stopping completely, only to start again, sounding ragged.

“I can smell your arousal through your jeans.”

McKenzie’s eyes widened as she realized Ryan’s face was only an inch or so from her crotch. Ryan continued.

“I keep thinking about how easy it would be to just move my hand over and slide your zipper down. I could have my mouth on your clit in just a matter of seconds.” Ryan inhaled deeply. “God, you smell amazing.”

McKenzie’s breathing was coming in short bursts and her hand gripped Ryan’s shoulder.

“Would... Would you be able to stop there?”

Ryan lifted her head and looked up at McKenzie with glassy eyes.

“No... But then I don’t think you want me to anyway.” Ryan slowly rose onto her arms, bracing herself half over McKenzie’s body. “I want to taste you, McKenzie.”

McKenzie heard the command in Ryan’s tone and barely had time to dart off the bed before Ryan could trap her beneath her larger body.

“Whoa!” McKenzie said, holding her hands out in front of her as Ryan stared at her from the bed.

“You really shouldn’t run. It just makes me want to chase you,” Ryan said, her gaze narrowed.

McKenzie felt the hair at the nape of her neck stand on end as tingles skittered up and down her spine.

And I so want to let you catch me, too.

“Wait... Just wait...” McKenzie gasped out. Shit, she’s totally high.

McKenzie had gotten a good look at Ryan’s eyes a moment ago. The woman’s pupils were two tiny black dots in the center of her blue irises. Even from this distance, McKenzie could see the partially glazed, though determined look in her eyes.

Damn it. Why couldn’t you be sober?

“You... You’re drugged, Ryan. You’re not thinking clearly.”

Ryan blinked, looking down in confusion for a moment. When she looked up again, McKenzie saw realization dawn in the woman’s eyes, followed immediately by fear.

“Oh fuck... Fuck, I’m sorry. I’m sorry. Shit,” Ryan said as she quickly pushed herself to the far side of the bed and took several deep breaths.

McKenzie watched as Ryan drew her knees up and hugged them to her chest.

“It’s okay,” McKenzie offered, her heart still pounding.

“No, it’s not. I... I almost...” Ryan looked up at McKenzie, pain filling her eyes. She groaned, her head dropping to her knees. “Fuck, this isn’t fair,” she muttered.

McKenzie stayed where she was, unsure whether she should attempt to sit on the bed again.

“What isn’t fair?”

Ryan raised her head, but she just stared at the bed.

“I get more... Everything gets more intense when I’m on my period. My orgasms always feel so much deeper... And I’m so fucking turned on right now...” Ryan groaned again as she let her head fall back against the pillows. “I’m sorry. The drugs... I told you they make me stupid. It’s like there’s no filter. I just spout whatever’s in my head. Usually, I’m by myself when I’m like this. I didn’t realize that lack of filter included my actions, but I guess I should have.” Ryan finally looked up at McKenzie. “I’m so sorry. I don’t mean to keep scaring you.”

McKenzie tentatively climbed back onto the bed. She slowly crossed the distance to Ryan, giving the woman ample time to protest or tell her to stop. She settled herself next to Ryan and then wrapped an arm around the woman’s shoulders, gently pulling her to turn and rest her head on McKenzie’s shoulder.

“I won’t lie and say that didn’t scare me,” McKenzie began quietly, feeling Ryan tense against her. “But it wasn’t what you were doing. It was that I knew you weren’t in control and I... I don’t want us doing something and then you regret it. Once we... cross that line... It will kill me if you pull back from me,” McKenzie whispered. “And if you want unfiltered... All I can think right now is how much I won’t be able to handle it if you say we have to stop touching because of this.”

Ryan lifted her head to look into McKenzie’s eyes, surprised the girl seemed to be able to read her mind.

McKenzie saw the guilty expression and shook her head.

“No. Don’t... I swear to God, Ryan, I will provoke a response from you if you do that to me. You can’t take this away from me. Not now. Please.”

McKenzie’s throat choked up as tears filled her eyes and her arm tightened around Ryan’s shoulders. When Ryan didn’t budge, McKenzie simply used both arms to pull herself onto Ryan’s lap.

Ryan’s arms reflexively came up to cradle McKenzie’s body against her own as the girl buried her face in Ryan’s neck.

“I’m a danger to you, McKenzie,” Ryan whispered into the girl’s hair.

McKenzie shook her head.

“No, you’re not. You snapped out of it. You’re fine.”

“But I’m going to need to take another dose soon. What if I don’t ‘snap out of it’ next time?”

“Then I guess I’ll just have to deal with you ravishing me.”

Ryan couldn’t help smirking for a moment, but then she sobered again.

“If... If something happens...”

“It won’t.”

“McKenzie...”

“It won’t.”

“McKenzie, listen to me.” The girl remained silent, so Ryan continued. “If I come on to you again, I need you to say ‘red.’ It’s a safe word and I’ve never ignored it.”

McKenzie stilled. She’d read about safe words. They were a way to slow things down or stop a scene without breaking it completely, or when the usual protests were intended to be part of the scene... such as for rape fantasies.

McKenzie slowly pulled her head back from Ryan’s shoulder.

“You’ve never talked about safe words before.”

“With us not touching during scenes, I didn’t think it was necessary. But I also haven’t been this scared I was going to... ” Ryan swallowed and shook her head. “I just need you to promise me you’ll use it if I get out of hand again. Promise me.”

McKenzie nodded solemnly.

“I promise.”

McKenzie lowered her head again. She listened to Ryan’s heartbeat, the slow steady rhythm calming her, though she couldn’t help tensing her arms around the woman’s neck every so often as if reminding herself that Ryan was really holding her, that she hadn’t been sent away for her own protection.

McKenzie had known that would be Ryan’s reaction. She knew enough about psychology to know Ryan would rather cut them off than risk McKenzie’s safety. But there was no way McKenzie could go back to being hands off. The very thought made her guts churn and she tightened her hold around Ryan again.

Ryan squeezed her back and McKenzie relaxed again.

“I’m sorry,” Ryan whispered.

“Please, stop apologizing. You didn’t hurt me. I’m okay... Unless you’re apologizing for thinking about making me leave. Then you can say you’re sorry all you want.”

Ryan laughed softly.

“I’m sorry for that, too.” Ryan sighed. “You know, you’re getting really good at reading me.”

“I just know how you think. You... You think the most important thing is for me to be safe, but it’s not. It’s being with you.” McKenzie sat up to look into Ryan’s eyes. “If I wanted safe, I would’ve stayed at home... in California,” McKenzie clarified.

Ryan’s heart clenched at the idea of having never met McKenzie as the girl continued.

“I didn’t have to move across the country to go to college, but I wanted to. I wanted to push myself and get out on my own and... and figure shit out for myself and not always rely on my parents to fix everything. I mean I know they’re there if I need them, but I’m very capable of making decisions for myself.”

Ryan looked away.

“I know you are,” Ryan mumbled.

“Do you?” McKenzie asked pointedly and Ryan looked back up at her in surprise. “You know, I looked up power exchange. And everything I read said it’s not just about you taking control, it’s about me giving it up to you... Which means I have to have the power to give to you in the first place... Which means it’s my choice.”

McKenzie slid her hand around to cup Ryan’s cheek.

“So even though I love it when you take control... God, I crave it like you wouldn’t believe... I refuse to let you decide whether I’m capable of consent. It’s my choice. And I choose to be with you, even when it’s a little scary or maybe not the safest choice, because I love you and I think you’re worth the risk.”

“I love you, too,” Ryan said as she rubbed her cheek into McKenzie’s hand, enjoying the sensation of the girl’s soft skin against her own. She caught herself just before she turned to kiss McKenzie’s palm and sat up a little straighter.

“And it’s not that I don’t think you can give your consent. It’s that I... I can’t be sure you understand what you’re consenting to.” Ryan looked at her imploringly. “It’s not just consent, McKenzie. It’s informed consent. It’s knowing what all the risks really are, not just what you hope or imagine them to be.”

“You think I don’t understand what the risk is right this second?” McKenzie asked, her voice barely above a whisper as she stared into Ryan’s eyes, the constricted pupils mere pinpoints. “You’re high on prescription pain meds, which has seriously lowered your inhibitions. You’re way stronger than me and you know how to restrain people and you have the equipment to do it. You have a strap-on in there the size of my arm and I’ve never had more than my own two fingers inside me... Believe me, I am very aware of the risk I’m taking.”

Ryan just stared at her and McKenzie could see tears welling up in the woman’s eyes.

“Why are you still here?” Ryan whispered raggedly.

McKenzie sighed as she rested her head back down on Ryan’s shoulder and hugged her arms around the woman’s neck.

“I told you. I love you. And I... I can’t leave you, not when you’re like this. Just like you couldn’t leave me. That goes both ways.”

Ryan squeezed McKenzie tight for a full minute, never relaxing her hold as she accepted the gift McKenzie was giving her. Unconditional love. It might be crazy for McKenzie to stay and for Ryan to let her, but Ryan found she was incapable of pushing the girl away.

“Maybe I can switch to the over-the-counter stuff,” Ryan muttered.

“If it’ll work, sure, but not if you’re gonna be in agony.” McKenzie sat up again to look at Ryan. “I saw you when I got here. You couldn’t even stand up straight.”

Ryan grimaced, already feeling the sharp cramping trying to dig across her lower abdomen.

McKenzie saw the look and shifted off Ryan’s lap to stand up.

“All right, that’s it. What do you want to eat so you can take your meds?”

Ryan hugged her arms around her stomach, no longer trying to hide the pain.

“I’ve got some cereal in the pantry. That should be enough and it’s quick.”

McKenzie nodded and headed into the house again. She could hear the TV in the living room, but no one came into the kitchen, so she just made a couple bowls of cereal and brought them back.

Ryan ate slowly, the cramping making her nauseous, but she kept swallowing each spoonful until she was almost done. McKenzie had already finished and held out a pill. Ryan took it, staring at it for several long moments before popping it into her mouth and chugging the rest of her bottle of water. She scooped up the last few bites of her cereal to push the pill all the way down, and then handed the empty bowl to McKenzie.

McKenzie took the bowls back to the kitchen, washing them by hand and setting them in the dish drain, since the dishwasher was already running.

Ryan was taking her hot pack out of the microwave when McKenzie came back. Ryan settled it beneath her waistband, sighing as the warmth instantly soothed her tense muscles. When she looked up, she knew the pain must have been plain on her face because McKenzie moved forward, wrapping her arms around Ryan in a gentle hug.

“It’s gonna be okay, honey.”

Ryan just nodded, squeezing McKenzie once before pulling away to lie down again. She slid under the covers, groaning softly as she rolled onto her side.

McKenzie hit the lights and then followed her, deciding to crawl under the blanket as well, since they were both fully clothed. She spooned the woman from behind and slipped her arm around Ryan’s stomach. She kept her hand on top of Ryan’s shirt this time, smoothing slow circles over the cloth-covered skin.

“You staying over?” Ryan asked over her shoulder, trying to keep the hope out of her voice.

“Yes,” McKenzie said without hesitation.

McKenzie felt Ryan relax as the woman pushed back against her embrace a little more. She kissed Ryan’s shoulder blade through her T-shirt and nestled her head between the pillow and Ryan’s back.

“Try to get some sleep, my love,” McKenzie whispered.

It took a moment for Ryan to realize McKenzie hadn’t said ‘my Lord,’ and then she smiled as warmth spread through her chest at the gentle term of endearment.

“You, too.”

“Race ya,” McKenzie said sleepily.

Ryan grinned wider at the playful response and closed her eyes as she rested her hand over McKenzie’s. She felt so safe and so loved from just the simple weight of the girl’s body pressed against her back and the firm arm wrapped around her waist.

Ryan drifted off, a gentle smile curving her lips despite the pain.













Day 20

Sunday, November 2





Ryan opened her eyes and immediately looked at the clock.

6:18... Is that morning or night?

Ryan stared, waiting for the numbers to make sense. Finally, she noticed the little letters in the corner indicating the time was ‘AM.’

So she’d slept through the night. Normally, she woke every few hours, but she couldn’t even remember going to bed the night before.

Must’ve been the drugs.

In the low light, Ryan saw the crumpled shape of the herbal heat pack resting near the edge of the bed. She suddenly remembered she’d had it tucked against her stomach last night. It must have fallen out of her shorts at some point while she slept.

Ryan frowned as she tried to remember more. She’d slept a lot, the drugs knocking her out. In between naps, she’d talked and cuddled with McKenzie...

A fragment of memory flitted through her mind and she saw McKenzie holding her hands up and telling her to wait. The girl had been darting glances around the room as if trying to find a weapon or an escape.

Ryan’s heart began to pound in her chest, her breathing suddenly labored as panic coursed through her body.

Oh my God... Please tell me I didn’t... Oh God...

Ryan sat up and slowly turned to look behind her, terrified of what she would find.

Dim light coming through the windows from the streetlights outside revealed McKenzie asleep on her back in the middle of the queen-sized bed, the blanket pushed down to her waist. She was fully clothed. Ryan looked down at herself, realizing she was still wearing her shorts and T-shirt.

“Oh thank God,” Ryan whispered as relief flooded through her, making her feel weak.

She brought her knees up and rested her head on her arms and just tried to breathe.

A hand on the side of her calf made her jump.

“You okay?” McKenzie asked, her voice raspy with sleep.

“Are... Are you?” Ryan asked in return, not sure she really wanted the answer, but needing to know anyway.

McKenzie frowned and pushed herself to sit up. She rubbed her eyes and stretched.

“Yeah. I didn’t sleep too well, but... Ugh, is that really the time?” McKenzie shook her head, then rested it back against the pillows and sighed. “At least all my study groups were canceled, so I don’t have to worry about that.”

“I meant... Are you okay... After last night... What I did...”

McKenzie turned to look at her.

“You didn’t do anything, Ryan.”

“I tried.”

McKenzie laughed.

“Not very hard.”

Ryan grimaced and threw back the covers to climb out of the bed. She walked several steps away, then stopped, unsure what to do.

“Ryan? Where are you going? Come on. Please, stop freaking out. It’s okay.”

Ryan kept her back to McKenzie as she shook her head.

“No, it’s not. I could’ve hurt you.”

“But you didn’t.”

Ryan continued to face away, so McKenzie silently slipped off the bed to come up behind the woman.

“Ryan?”

Ryan jumped and spun around, taking a step back.

“Fuck! Don’t sneak up on me like that.”

“Sorry, I wasn’t trying to. I just...” McKenzie looked up into Ryan’s tense face and reached for her hand. “Come back to bed with me.”

Ryan shook her head.

“No. I don’t trust myself.”

“Well, I do, so all you have to do is trust me. Okay? Can you trust me? Please?”

McKenzie tugged gently on the woman’s hand and slowly pulled her step by halting step back to the edge of the bed. She knelt on the firm mattress and slid over on her knees to make room for Ryan, never releasing her hand. Ryan allowed herself to be pulled down, and then McKenzie turned so she could sit sidesaddle across Ryan’s lap. Ryan’s arms listlessly settled around McKenzie’s lower back and knees, and she looked off to the far side of the room.

“What do you remember about last night?” McKenzie asked.

Ryan frowned.

“You were trying to keep me away from you.” Ryan glanced at McKenzie’s face, then away again. “You were afraid... of me.”

McKenzie sighed.

“I wasn’t afraid of you.” Ryan looked at her in disbelief. “Really, I wasn’t. We talked about this last night. You don’t remember?”

Ryan’s brow creased as she tried to pull up anything from the previous night.

“I... I said something about... being able to smell you.”

McKenzie smiled.

“That was before. You don’t remember us talking after that? We were sitting just like this.”

Ryan’s arms unconsciously tightened around the girl as more fragments came back to her.

“You were afraid I might use my largest cock on you. That one’s really just for size queens, though,” Ryan said.

“Good to know,” McKenzie muttered, willing herself not to squirm on Ryan’s lap. “Do you remember giving me a safe word?”

Ryan’s breathing paused, then picked up slightly faster again.

“Yes.”

“Good. And we didn’t really talk about it, but I just wanted to double-check... You use ‘yellow’ just to slow things down, right?”

“Yeah, but... I normally only rely on safe words when it’s been agreed that ‘no’ and ‘stop’ won’t mean what they’re supposed to, so... If you need me to stop, just say so. Those words need to keep their meaning for me. All right?”

McKenzie nodded. For now, the thought echoed in the back of her mind.

Ryan was still sitting stiffly as if she was afraid she might accidentally touch McKenzie even though the girl was sprawled across her lap. McKenzie decided to keep going.

“So do you remember us talking about how I wasn’t afraid of you, that I was just afraid you’d regret it if we did something while you were high?”

Ryan looked down, nodding minutely.

“And how I’m not going to let you pull away from me?”

The softly spoken words were the only blow needed against Ryan’s thin armor and she finally gave in, wrapping her arms completely around McKenzie and bringing the girl’s body as close to her own as she could. She buried her head in McKenzie’s shoulder and breathed in her scent.

“I thought I really hurt you, McKenzie... When I first woke up... all I could remember—”

“I know. But you didn’t. Even high, you didn’t.”

“You stopped me,” Ryan said, her tone almost a question.

“I didn’t want to,” McKenzie admitted.

Ryan pulled back and looked at her. McKenzie half shrugged.

“I only have so much willpower. You said you could smell how aroused I was, and I definitely was. And you saying you wanted to taste me... Well, telling you ‘no’ was not my first instinct, okay? But I knew you were drugged and I didn’t want to take advantage of you again and... Oh shit, I just said that out loud, didn’t I?”

“Again?” Ryan questioned.

McKenzie ducked her head. Shit.

“I kind of... Yesterday, when I was rubbing your stomach while you were asleep... I... My hand sort of... kept going... lower...”

McKenzie felt her fingertips tingle in memory.

“How low?”

“Just to your hair... Like the very edge... Not even... And then I realized what I was doing and stopped and that’s when I sidetracked myself with drawing you.”

Ryan closed her eyes as she imagined having McKenzie’s hand that close to her sex. If she’d woken up, she would’ve pushed that hand even lower, not away.

“I kinda wish you hadn’t told me that.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to... to violate you or your trust. I just...”

“Violated is definitely not what I’m feeling right now.”

“Angry?”

Ryan shook her head.

“Not even close. You need to get up. Now.”

McKenzie shifted off Ryan’s lap and stood next to the bed as Ryan took several slow deep breaths.

“Am I in trouble?”

Ryan looked up at the worried tone.

“No. I... I think we’re even with everything I put you through last night.”

McKenzie breathed an audible sigh of relief and Ryan smiled. McKenzie caught the look and shook her head.

“I just don’t think I could handle another abstinence punishment right now. I’m... I’m still...” McKenzie groaned in frustration. “God, I barely slept all night thinking about you. And it was so stupid, too. I just kept thinking about how you touched my lips with your thumb and I... I thought about taking care of it, but I didn’t. I knew if I did that right next to you and you woke up... the way you’d been earlier...”

“I would’ve fucked you senseless,” Ryan said quietly, never taking her eyes off the girl.

“I’d be okay with that,” McKenzie said seriously.

As Ryan continued to stare at her, McKenzie felt her heart rate increase as she wondered if Ryan was really considering it.

“Why don’t we just take the edge off,” Ryan said, her voice low. “Unzip your jeans.”

McKenzie’s hands were already moving, undoing her fly and spreading the flaps wide, revealing white lacy panties. She rested her tense hands on either side of the flaps and waited.

Ryan’s lower belly clenched as she imagined sliding her fingers beneath the flimsy material to slip between McKenzie’s wet folds. With the girl’s arms wrapped around her neck and her own arm wrapped around McKenzie’s lower back, she could keep playing with McKenzie’s clit until the girl buckled.

A thought suddenly occurred to Ryan.

“Have you ever come standing up? Like in the shower?”

McKenzie shook her head.

“No, I’ve never... I mean I’ve heard about using shower heads like that, but I’ve never done it.”

Ryan nodded.

“Brace yourself on the bedframe.”

McKenzie moved so she was standing next to the foot of the bed, still giving Ryan a clear view, and rested a hand on the bronze bar where it met the thicker pole at the end of the frame.

“Grip it tighter.” McKenzie flexed her fingers and tightened her grip on the frame. “Good girl. Now reach into your panties and touch your clit for me, but do it gently.”

McKenzie pushed the fingers of her free hand into her underwear and whimpered when they grazed over her hardened nub. Her clit was swollen and slick with her arousal. She cried out as she pressed down on it and it slipped between her fingers.

“Gently, McKenzie,” Ryan reminded, a hint of a reprimand in her voice. “Move your fingers slowly.”

McKenzie whimpered again. She wanted to do anything but go slow.

“Please... I need to come... Please...”

“And you will... when I say,” Ryan said, her tone firm. “I’m going to assume your clit is plenty wet?”

McKenzie nodded vigorously.

“Answer me.”

“Yes, my Lord,” McKenzie gasped out. “So wet... for you.”

Ryan grunted under her breath, wanting nothing more than to get up and rip the girl’s jeans down to her ankles as she pinned her to the bedframe and sucked McKenzie’s slick bud between her lips.

“I could make you come so hard with just my mouth.”

McKenzie cried out again, unable to keep her fingers from speeding up and pressing a little harder on her clit as she looked into Ryan’s intense gaze.

“Slow down, McKenzie.”

“Please... Let me come... Please, my Lord...”

“McKenzie, if you don’t slow down, this will stop right now,” Ryan warned.

McKenzie paused, taking in the hard look on Ryan’s face. When she started up again, her circles were slower. McKenzie focused on her breathing and tried to calm down.

“That’s a good girl. Now as I was about to say... Since you’re so wet, I want you to slide your fingers lower. You won’t be able to enter yourself very much, but I want you to at least press your fingers to your entrance.”

McKenzie reached lower, slipping her fingers between her engorged lips and deeper into her wetness. The tightness of her jeans made it difficult to maneuver in the confined space, but she was able to push the tips of her index and middle fingers just inside her vagina.

“Now feel where your thumb is. The entire length of it should be aligned with your clit. Shift your thumb to rub over it.”

McKenzie barely moved her thumb back and forth. She closed her eyes and moaned as the small movements caused the rest of her hand to stimulate her entire sex.

“Oh God,” McKenzie whispered.

McKenzie’s hips thrust forward and she instinctually twisted her hand in a rolling motion to dip her fingers into her entrance as she rubbed her thumb over her clit in one circular movement.

“I love seeing you like this,” Ryan said quietly from the bed.

McKenzie’s brow was furrowed in concentrated torment, her pelvis pushed up to meet her hand, her other hand white-knuckling the bedframe for support. Short breathy gasps preceded small whimpers of need as her hips started rocking.

“Open your eyes and look at me, McKenzie.”

McKenzie pried her eyes open and blearily sought Ryan’s face. The woman was staring at her with such hunger.

“Please... My Lord... I need you... Please...” McKenzie gasped out.

“I know you do. I need you, too... Come for me, baby,” Ryan said, her voice strained with her own desire.

McKenzie let out a high-pitched cry as her hips bucked against the release flooding through her and her knees gave way, sending her to the hardwood floor with a thump. She never felt it as she kept pumping her hips and sliding her hand against her sopping sex, her other hand still holding on to the bedframe for dear life.

“Thank you... Oh God, thank you... Thank you, my Lord...” McKenzie whispered over and over again as her hips continued to jerk sporadically against the hand buried between her legs.

Ryan felt a wave of near-orgasm wash through her at watching McKenzie come so hard for her. And the way McKenzie kept thanking her made Ryan want to scoop the girl up into her arms and make her come all over again.

Ryan breathed through the acute arousal, letting it sink deep into her belly as she waited for McKenzie to come back to herself.

After a few minutes, McKenzie’s breathing slowed to normal and she withdrew her hand from her sex, surreptitiously wiping her fingers on her panties and the inside of her jeans. She looked up at Ryan, who was sitting calmly on the bed watching her.

“You don’t need to, um...” McKenzie trailed off, not sure what she should do now.

“No. I need a shower before I do anything.” McKenzie nodded in understanding as Ryan continued. “Why don’t you go home and get cleaned up, too, and then you can come back over and we can have breakfast together.”

McKenzie smiled and pulled herself to her feet by the bedframe. She did up her jeans and then Ryan stood from the bed and wrapped her in a solid hug.

“I want you to know that was beautiful, McKenzie. Thank you. It means so much to me when you submit to me like that. It’s the most amazing feeling in the world. I just needed you to know that.”

McKenzie’s chest swelled with pride and she blushed at the praise even as she grinned against Ryan’s chest.

They held each other for several minutes, simply enjoying the closeness, but eventually, Ryan rubbed McKenzie’s back and then pulled away.

“Go on. I’ll see you in a few minutes,” Ryan said.

“Okay,” McKenzie said reluctantly, not wanting to let go of the woman, but doing so anyway.

McKenzie put on her shoes and then grabbed her jacket, leaving the rest of her stuff where it was and left with a small wave goodbye.

Ryan stripped off her clothes and headed into the bathroom. She took care of the necessities and then looked at herself in the mirror. Her pupils looked normal enough, given it had been over eight hours since her last dose of painkillers.

The cramping in her stomach was still there, but it had lessened to the point where she knew she’d be able to take over-the-counter meds from here on out. It was just that first day that made her feel like she was being repeatedly gutted.

Ryan jumped in the shower, making it quick. It felt good to get clean. She finished and dried herself off. As she brushed her hair in the mirror, she noticed her earrings and decided to switch out the silver hoops for a series of black graduated faux plugs and two black horseshoe barbells at the top of her ear.

She went back out to the main area and pulled on a pair of black sweatpants with a black sleeveless hooded sweatshirt over a black sports bra. She left the sweatshirt unzipped, wanting to show off the abs she worked so hard to define.

Ryan noticed her dresser drawers were looking a little sparse and realized she needed to do laundry. McKenzie still wasn’t back, so she decided to get a wash going. She went to her closet hamper and started separating out a load of darks, since that was the majority of her clothes.

A series of glittering streaks on one of her T-shirts caught her eye and she picked it up. The material was stiff along the lines and it only took her a moment to realize what it was. She’d worn that shirt only a few nights ago when she’d pushed McKenzie to three orgasms in a row. When she’d held McKenzie afterwards, the girl had grabbed on to her as if she’d been trying to climb inside Ryan’s chest.

Ryan couldn’t help bringing the cloth to her face and inhaling. The scent was just as potent as what she’d picked up on last night and Ryan groaned as she imagined how good it would taste on her tongue as she sucked on McKenzie’s clit. She put an arm out to steady herself against the doorjamb of her closet as she continued to breathe in the scent, unwilling to remove the source of her pleasure.





* * *

 





McKenzie made her way across the space between their two houses. Her hair was still a little damp, since she’d been in too much of a hurry to use her blow dryer for more than a few minutes, and she shivered in the chill morning air. She turned her face to the rising sun, trying to get a little extra warmth for a few seconds before stopping in front of Ryan’s door. She was about to knock when she realized that was silly. Ryan knew she was coming back.

McKenzie opened the door and stepped inside, closing it quickly behind her to keep the cold out. Her eyes immediately stopped on Ryan standing by her closet as the woman hurriedly lowered a balled up T-shirt from her face.

McKenzie grinned.

“Doing the smell test?”

Ryan looked away and McKenzie was surprised to see a blush darkening her cheeks.

“Uh... Not exactly,” Ryan muttered as she dropped the shirt on top of the pile on the floor.

McKenzie frowned and walked over to the woman.

“It’s okay. Everybody does it. Though if it’s already in the dirty clothes, you should probably just wash it.”

“Right,” Ryan said as she turned away and reached into her hamper.

McKenzie’s frown deepened and she looked down at the T-shirt Ryan had been smelling. She grabbed it and held it up. And then almost dropped it again when she saw the marks she’d tried so hard to ignore that night. McKenzie felt her own blush burning her face, making her ears tingle.

Ryan turned back with several more articles of clothing and stopped abruptly when she saw McKenzie with the shirt. Ryan tossed the clothes onto the floor and then gently pulled the T-shirt from McKenzie’s grasp and dropped it on top of the growing pile.

“You were smelling me?” McKenzie asked.

Ryan sighed and leaned back against the doorjamb.

“Yes. You really do smell amazing.”

McKenzie felt a new wave of heat chase across her cheeks.

“H-Have you been doing that since...”

“No, I didn’t notice it until just now.”

“Really? I would’ve thought you... I mean you were awake all night.”

Ryan smiled lazily.

“The whole room smelled like sex that night. And I was a little preoccupied with you being in my arms. I think I had my nose buried in your hair every five minutes. And every time I brought my hands anywhere near my face, I smelled myself, so...”

“But when you took it off, you must’ve seen it.”

Ryan shook her head.

“I was in a hurry. One of my clients requested a last minute site update and I lost track of the time working on it. I was afraid I was gonna be late picking you up.”

Ryan went back to the hamper, sifting through the clothes looking for any more darks, but she couldn’t find any. She gathered up the pile of clothes from the floor and waited for McKenzie to open the connecting door for her, which led into the utility room. McKenzie followed her inside.

As Ryan loaded the washer, McKenzie leaned against the wall.

“You know, it’s not fair,” McKenzie said. “I don’t have anything like that of yours.”

“Well, I’m washing it now, so I won’t have it either.”

“I could always make a new one for you.”

Ryan’s sex clenched and she paused, bracing herself against the edge of the washer for a moment before closing the lid and starting the machine. She turned to face the girl.

“I already have enough temptation just from you standing there.”

Ryan looked McKenzie up and down. The girl was wearing faded green cargo pants that hugged her hips and a tight gray Henley shirt with all five of the top buttons undone to reveal the top of her cleavage and a hint of the lacy pink bra underneath. Her form-fitting leather jacket was just icing on the cake and Ryan licked her lips.

McKenzie swallowed as her own gaze traveled down to look over the vast expanse of toned abs Ryan’s outfit offered. She smirked.

“I’m not the one who decided to go half naked,” McKenzie said as she dragged her eyes back up to Ryan’s. “Do you know how hard it is not to just reach out and touch all of that?”

Ryan looked down at herself and smiled. She grasped the bottom corners of her sweatshirt and fit the two halves of the zipper together.

“Hey, I didn’t say I wanted you to hide it,” McKenzie protested as Ryan pulled the zipper up to her chest.

“Yeah, but if I don’t, I can’t do this,” Ryan said and drew McKenzie into a hug. “I think I’ve become a little addicted to having you in my arms,” Ryan said quietly.

McKenzie relaxed against Ryan’s body. Her hands rubbed over Ryan’s lower back, catching on the bottom hem of the sweatshirt several times. She stilled as her fingers tried to sneak under the edge to find skin, and then reluctantly pulled back.

“Sorry,” McKenzie muttered. “It’s like they have a mind of their own.”

Ryan smiled as her own hands slid up to cup McKenzie’s face, her thumbs stroking over the soft skin a few millimeters from the corners of McKenzie’s mouth.

“I know the feeling,” Ryan said.

They looked into each other’s eyes for several long moments, both thinking how easy it would be to lean in for a kiss. Then Ryan sighed and released her hold on McKenzie.

“Come on. Let’s go get some breakfast.”

They headed into the kitchen and made food before returning to Ryan’s apartment to eat. McKenzie took off her jacket and removed her shoes and socks so she could get comfortable on the bed while they streamed a show on Ryan’s laptop. Ryan made sure to take some lower dose meds with her meal to keep her low-grade cramping under control. When they were done, they cleaned up the dishes and Ryan stopped in the laundry room on their way back to put her clothes in the dryer.

Ryan reclined on the bed, her arm open in invitation, and McKenzie settled in next to her, resting her head on the woman’s chest as her arm slid around Ryan’s waist.

“So what do you want to do?” Ryan asked.

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

“I know I’ve already come once this morning, but it doesn’t feel like it. And you haven’t yet, so... Could we?”

Ryan smiled.

“I would like that very much, but there’s one thing I wanted to talk to you about first.”

“What’s that?”

“We haven’t played with toys yet,” Ryan said and then waited to see what McKenzie’s reaction would be.

McKenzie’s eyes widened slightly and she swallowed.

“Do you... Are you talking about using them on me? Or...”

Ryan shook her head.

“No. I mean if you wanted to play with one, that’s fine, but I was mostly talking about for me.”

McKenzie nodded, relaxing again as Ryan went on.

“I told you when I’m on my period, my orgasms are deeper. Well, some of that has to do with the fact that I like deeper penetration during this time. I don’t know why, I just do. I assume it’s hormonal.”

“Like how much more sensitive my nipples were last week,” McKenzie said.

“Right.”

“So, um... Are you saying...” Ryan just waited and McKenzie took a deep breath. “I know you’re not talking about right now, but later, when we... Are you trying to tell me you’ll want me to wear a strap-on?”

Ryan frowned and shook her head.

“No, definitely not. I have way too many bad memories for that to work for me. So even if you wanted to do that, it’s a hard limit for me. Now if you were just using one with your hand, that would be fine, but like you said, we’re not there yet, so... I guess I just wanted to let you know I was planning on using one on myself, so if that’s going to make you uncomfortable, you don’t have to stay.”

McKenzie’s breathing was a little fast and she noticed her hand was gripping Ryan’s hip. She consciously relaxed her hold and tried to slow her breathing, but she couldn’t quite get the message to her lungs.

“I’m definitely not uncomfortable. At least not like that,” McKenzie amended, shifting her hips a little, and Ryan smiled in understanding. “I, um... I’ve never seen... I mean I’ve seen you with your fingers, but...” McKenzie stopped and forced herself to breathe slowly and deeply. “I want to stay.”

Ryan grinned.

“Good. I was hoping you would.”

McKenzie moved to let Ryan get up and then Ryan turned and held out her hand. McKenzie took it, letting Ryan pull her to her feet, and followed Ryan over to her armoire. Ryan opened the wide double doors and McKenzie peered inside.

This time, McKenzie focused immediately on the rows of dildos laid out on the bottom shelf. Ryan picked up a black one. It looked kind of big to McKenzie, though compared to some of the larger ones in the collection, she could see it was actually in the mid-range of the available sizes.

Ryan tossed the phallus on the bed and then paused as she noticed McKenzie looking over the selection.

“Did you want to try one?” Ryan asked gently.

McKenzie glanced at Ryan, then back to the cocks, her cheeks warming instantly.

“I... I don’t know.”

“It’s okay. You don’t have to. I just thought I’d offer.”

McKenzie bit her lip. There was no denying she was curious and there were several small ones to choose from that looked like they would be equal to about two of her fingers. But even as she considered it, she remembered the image she’d had in her head at the Club during Ryan’s dance of Ryan pressing her up against a wall and grinding hard between her legs. It seemed the most natural thing in the world to add a strap-on to the scenario and her stomach clenched as she imagined Ryan thrusting inside her, going so much deeper than her own fingers ever could.

McKenzie swallowed, her eyes landing on a larger peach flesh-toned cock, one she thought easily matched the girth of three of Ryan’s fingers, though it was much longer.

“You... You’re going to use some of these on me later... Right?” McKenzie asked in a strained voice.

Ryan’s sex tightened as images from her own fantasies flashed through her mind.

“I was planning to, yes,” Ryan said, her desire obvious.

McKenzie looked up into Ryan’s eyes.

“Then I... I think I want to wait... for you. Can... Can that just be yours? I want my first time with one of those... I want it to be you. Is that okay?”

Ryan’s breathing went from zero to sixty and she grabbed on to the edge of the armoire to stop herself from pinning the girl against it.

“Yes... That’s... That’s very okay... It’s okay if you change your mind, too, but... Yeah... Being your first...” Ryan’s grip tightened and she swore she could hear the wood creak. “God, I want to be inside you so bad.”

McKenzie couldn’t take her eyes off the woman as her heart pounded in her chest at the need she saw in Ryan’s eyes. Her hand reached out of its own volition, gently grasping the untied drawstrings dangling from Ryan’s sweatpants.

Ryan’s gaze was locked with McKenzie’s as she felt an insistent tugging at her waistband. She wanted to give in to the pull, move the half step it would take to press McKenzie against the armoire and claim her mouth.

Instead, Ryan released her grip on the decorative edging of the armoire and gently wrapped her hand around McKenzie’s, pulling it away from her body and causing the ties to slip through the girl’s fingers.

“Please, Ryan... I want you,” McKenzie whispered.

Ryan groaned.

“God, you have no idea how much I want you, too. But right now, I need you to go sit on the bed.”

McKenzie wanted to protest, but she knew it wouldn’t get her anywhere. Another glance at the larger cocks and McKenzie swallowed, knowing Ryan was right to put on the brakes. McKenzie nodded and walked over to the bed and sat down at the foot.

Ryan sighed in relief and took a moment to steady herself while McKenzie’s back was to her. How the hell does she know all the right ways to get to me?

That was just it. McKenzie wasn’t doing anything intentionally. She was all instinct. God, I’m going to be putty in her hands when she realizes how little it takes to get me going. Ryan smirked. Then again, she’ll be the one tied up, so I guess that’ll make us even.

Ryan reached for the open double doors, then paused when she saw her box of flavored lube packets. She’d already chosen the black dildo to hide the visual evidence of her period. That kind of thing didn’t bother Ryan, but she wasn’t sure about McKenzie and she didn’t want the girl freaking out about the blood. The lube would go a long way towards covering any unpleasant odors as well. She grabbed one of the packets and closed the armoire.

Ryan tossed the packet onto the bed next to the dildo.

“I’m gonna go take care of a few things. I’ll be right back,” Ryan said and went into the bathroom.

The door closed and a minute later, McKenzie heard the water running. She glanced at the door, then at the items. After another minute, she scooted across the bed and stared at the phallus.

She’d never touched one before. She’d seen them online and even caught a flash of one once when she’d been looking for a pen in Claire’s room while the woman had been down the hall in the restroom, but she’d slammed the drawer shut as soon as she’d realized what it was.

That one had been a marbled purple and white and completely smooth. This one was long and thin with realistic veins and a head. She carefully picked it up, surprised at the coolness of the silicone. The cock was stiff, but still quite bendable.

McKenzie glanced at the door again as she heard the water shut off. She looked down at the phallus, her heart rate picking up as she contemplated putting the tip in her mouth, just to try it.

She shook her head and put it back down on the bed. She couldn’t believe she’d even thought about doing that. She picked up the little red packet to distract herself and read the label.

It was a single-use flavored lube. McKenzie grinned. I love cherry.

The bathroom door opened and Ryan walked out carrying a black towel and her folded clothes. She paused a moment at seeing McKenzie with the lube, then continued on, setting her clothes aside and spreading the towel out on the bed. She sat down and took in McKenzie’s heated gaze trailing over her naked body.

“Better?” Ryan asked.

“Huh?”

Ryan grinned.

“Well, you didn’t like it when I covered up earlier. Is this better?”

McKenzie nodded.

“Now if only I was allowed to touch.”

Ryan eyed her.

“Are you going to be okay on the bed?”

McKenzie was sitting at the foot of the bed diagonally across from where Ryan was sitting at the head. McKenzie glanced at her backpack over by the desk, then back to Ryan.

“I, um... I think I’ll be fine, but... We could always make sure.”

McKenzie tossed the lube next to the dildo and slid off the bed. She went to her backpack and dug in to one of the inner pockets, her hand closing on cool metal.

Ryan heard the familiar scrape of steel even before McKenzie turned around and her fists clenched in the sheets. McKenzie held up the handcuffs.

“May I? Please?”

Ryan stood and held out her hand. McKenzie gave the cuffs to her, along with the key still hanging from the ball chain. Ryan stepped back several paces, half resting against the edge of the nightstand, the cold metal cuffs dangling from her first two fingers, while the key and its chain were balled up in her fist.

“Remove your clothes,” Ryan ordered softly.

McKenzie pulled her shirt off over her head, mussing her hair and revealing the rest of the pale pink bra she was wearing. She unzipped her cargo pants and pushed them down to her ankles. She bent over at the waist, giving Ryan a perfect view of her matching lace thong underwear, only an inch-wide strip of which ran across the tops of her bare asscheeks. She stood back up and stepped out of the pants, nudging them aside with a foot, and then reached up behind herself for her bra.

“Wait,” Ryan said. “I just want to look at you for a moment.”

McKenzie lowered her hands from the clasp to rest uncertainly at her sides. Then she thought better of it and clasped her hands behind her back, widening her stance and pushing her chest out. She watched Ryan watching her and felt her nipples tighten against the soft material of her bra.

“I’ve never met anyone who makes my heart race the way you do,” Ryan said, her voice low and serious. “I want to claim every square inch of you.”

“Please, my Lord... I want that, too,” McKenzie whispered.

“When you’re ready,” Ryan promised and McKenzie nodded in acceptance. “You should also know... When I talk about claiming you... I leave bruises.”

Ryan saw McKenzie’s eyes widen as her breathing accelerated, and she continued as gently as she could.

“I’m not telling you this to try to scare you and I’m not talking about beating you or anything like that. I just... I play rough and I know I will thoroughly enjoy leaving my marks on your beautifully pristine skin.”

McKenzie’s fingernails bit into her forearms and she swayed slightly in place. She swallowed, trying to make her voice work, but she couldn’t find any words. All she could do was stare up at Ryan and nod.

Ryan nodded in return and gestured towards McKenzie’s body.

“Go ahead and finish.”

McKenzie pried her hands off her arms and undid the clasp at her back. She let the bra slide down her arms and then dragged her panties down her legs. She stood up again and resumed First Position.

Ryan stared at her again for a long minute. She wanted so much to reach out and trail her fingers through the soft looking curls between McKenzie’s legs. Or suck one of the girl’s taut nipples into her mouth. Or kiss her plump lips.

“Kneel on the bed with your back to the bedframe,” Ryan directed, pointing at the foot of the bed where McKenzie had been sitting a few minutes ago.

McKenzie climbed onto the bed and sat on her heels. She started to rest her back against the oil rubbed bronze frame, but then jerked away at the coldness of it. She held her left hand up as Ryan walked around the foot of the bed.

“No,” Ryan said as she reached through the bars to bring both of McKenzie’s wrists behind her back.

McKenzie turned her head.

“But I thought—”

“I know, but I had another thought.”

Ryan locked the cuff around McKenzie’s right wrist, looped the connecting chain around the outside of one of the vertical bars, and then closed the second cuff around the girl’s other wrist. A second set of clicks at her wrists had McKenzie turning her head to look again even though she couldn’t see anything.

McKenzie shifted her shoulders as she twisted her wrists against the hard edge of the cuffs. As they bit into her skin, she couldn’t help doing it again, a delicious thrill running through her at knowing she was thoroughly trapped. She couldn’t move one arm without pulling the other further behind her back, and the cuffs themselves, though not tight against her wrists, were by no means loose. There was no way she could make her hands small enough to slip free.

Ryan draped the key over the end knob of the bedframe and then braced both hands on the top rung as she looked down at McKenzie. The girl kept sliding her wrists back and forth in small increments, sawing the chain against the bar as she tested the give, or lack thereof, of the handcuffs.

Ryan knew the steel cuffs were going to scratch the hell out of the bedframe, but she didn’t care. She was the one who’d antiqued it in the first place. She’d just buff out the scratches and do it again. Or leave them as a remembrance of McKenzie’s first time being fully restrained. Well, her legs were technically still free, but the girl wasn’t going anywhere.

McKenzie shifted on her heels and clenched her thighs together, trying to ease the ache building in her sex. She could feel the wetness that had already worked its way down her inner thighs. It made her lips squish around her clit, providing almost no friction.

Ryan watched as McKenzie continued to move against her restraints, unable to sit still for more than a few seconds. Ryan wanted to reach around and pull the girl’s face up for a searing kiss, but she pushed herself back to a standing position and gripped the bedframe a little tighter instead. She took several deep breaths, willing her body to calm down for just a couple more minutes. A few more breaths and she was able to let go of the bedframe and walk around into McKenzie’s view.

Ryan’s breathing instantly ratcheted back up as she took in the sight of McKenzie from the front. Naked, hands bound behind her back, on her knees, just waiting to be fucked.

“God, you’re beautiful, McKenzie,” Ryan rasped out.

McKenzie’s hips lifted in supplication at Ryan’s words and she finally rested her back against the cold bedframe, the metal feeling soothing now against her overheated skin.

“Sam was right,” Ryan continued. “You are my wet dream... And I’m fucking dripping seeing you like this.”

McKenzie groaned and rocked her hips again.

“I think I may have already stained your sheets,” McKenzie whispered as she shifted again and felt wetness against her buttcheeks.

“They’ll wash.”

Ryan had to focus on her breathing again, reminding herself every few seconds that McKenzie wasn’t bound just so Ryan could take her. This was a trial run, a warm-up, so McKenzie could feel what it was like to be restrained without the complication of Ryan touching her... or kissing her... or fucking her...

Ryan groaned and closed her eyes, trying to purge the images from her mind.

“Ryan?” McKenzie questioned hesitantly.

Ryan opened her eyes and couldn’t take them off the girl.

“There are so many things I want to do to you,” Ryan said, her voice rough with need. “I’m just trying to remind myself why I can’t do all of them right this second.”

“W-What do you want to do to me?” McKenzie asked a little breathlessly.

“In that position, with your knees trapped underneath you, I can pick you up and slide you onto my cock and it won’t matter how much you struggle. Your own body weight will work against you. And with your hands bound, I can torture your breasts and there won’t be anything you can do to get away from me.”

“I wouldn’t try to get away from you,” McKenzie said earnestly.

“Oh, but you will,” Ryan said, grinning, though the look in her eyes was anything but nice and McKenzie sucked in a breath. “You won’t be able to help it, but it’s also what I want. I want to make you squirm and cry out as you buck against me, desperate for more.”

McKenzie’s body reacted without her permission and bucked up, pulling against the cuffs and making them clang against the bedframe.

“Please... God, Ryan, please... Touch me...”

Ryan let the girl’s begging slide through her and smiled as she finally felt her control lock into place where it was meant to be.

“Not yet.”

McKenzie whimpered as Ryan continued, all business.

“Now, since this is your first time being restrained like this, there’s a few things you need to know. First, those are double-locking cuffs, which means no matter what you do, they won’t get any tighter, so feel free to struggle all you want. However, if you yank on the cuffs too hard, you will hurt yourself. Your wrists will give before the steel does. So while I won’t mind seeing a few abrasions when this is done, I’d rather you didn’t try to dislocate your thumbs, all right?”

McKenzie nodded, unconsciously relaxing her insistent straining against the cuffs.

“Second, the more aroused you get, the less your body will process pain as pain, so if I tell you to relax, you will stop pulling against the cuffs for a count of thirty. Do you understand?”

McKenzie nodded, but at Ryan’s hardening gaze, McKenzie spoke.

“Yes, my Lord. I’ll count to thirty.”

“Good girl. And finally...” Ryan breathed deeply. “Normally, I wouldn’t do this, but I’m in a mood and I have a feeling you’re going to be begging me to let you out even though you won’t really need me to. So we’re going to use safe words to make sure your intentions are clear. If you start to panic for any reason, just say, ‘red,’ and I’ll let you out. Otherwise... You can beg me all you want and it won’t happen until I decide to release you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, my Lord,” McKenzie whispered, feeling more wetness ooze out of her in anticipation. “Thank you.”

Ryan’s stomach curled at the girl’s softly spoken words.

“You’re welcome.”

Ryan moved to sit down on the towel. She picked up the lube packet and tore off the tip.

“May I have a taste?” McKenzie asked.

Ryan smiled and squirted a short line on the tip of her index finger, preparing to let McKenzie suck it off of her, but then she realized what she was doing and frowned. No sexual touching and that would definitely be sexual. In fact, if she did that, her mouth would be replacing her finger in just a few heartbeats, and then that finger would be sliding inside the girl’s sopping pussy, though it wouldn’t be alone for long.

Ryan licked the lube from her finger and pushed up onto her knees to slide across the bed. She steadied herself with one hand on the bedframe and held the tip of the packet to McKenzie’s open mouth, squeezing a few drops onto her waiting tongue. She pulled the packet away as McKenzie swirled her tongue and licked her lips.

“Mmm, that’s really good.” McKenzie’s tongue ran over her lips again. “It tastes like candy.”

Ryan stared at McKenzie’s mouth, the urge to lean forward and suck on the girl’s lips almost overwhelming. The only thing keeping her in check was the arm she had braced against the bedframe and she locked her elbow for good measure.

“I have other flavors. You could try them if you want,” Ryan said distantly, the desire in her eyes having little to do with her words.

McKenzie nodded absently as Ryan continued to stare at her. McKenzie licked her lips again and Ryan groaned, unable to keep her thoughts to herself any longer.

“God, I want to taste your lips. I want to know what your mouth feels like as you suck on my tongue. I want to feel you whimper into my mouth as I slide my fingers inside you.”

McKenzie pushed up onto her knees and pulled on the cuffs holding her back, but only managed to get her chest a couple inches closer. Ryan didn’t move, as if she knew exactly what McKenzie’s reach was.

“Please, Ryan, do it. I want to feel you. I... I want to feel your body on mine. Please, touch me... Please...”

McKenzie struggled against the handcuffs, making them scrape up and down the metal bar they were wrapped around.

Ryan swallowed, but her voice was still raspy when she spoke.

“You have no idea how much I want to do that... and how hard it is not to... but for right now, I just want you to get used to being restrained,” Ryan said, her tone quiet and controlled.

McKenzie stopped pulling on the cuffs for a moment as she looked into Ryan’s eyes, the implication that she would be restrained more often than not perfectly clear in the woman’s heated gaze. A new flood of warmth pooled between her legs and she couldn’t help twisting her wrists against the handcuffs again.

“Yes, my Lord.”

Ryan smiled and released her grip on the bedframe to move back to her side of the bed. She rested against her pillows and spread her legs. Ryan drizzled half the packet onto her sex, then spread the other half over the length of the phallus. She stood up, tossing the empty packet in the trash before turning around to face the bed again. She propped one foot up on the edge of the bed and looked over at McKenzie.

The girl was staring at her crotch, unconsciously licking her lips. Probably still tasting the lube. Ryan smiled as she held the dildo by the flared base and drew it slowly between her nether lips, letting it slip and slide in her natural juices combined with the lube. She moaned as she slid it along the length of her clit.

McKenzie watched, unblinking, as Ryan’s hips lifted slightly to press her sex more firmly against the shaft of the phallus. A hint of cherries wafted over to her, along with Ryan’s natural sexual scent, and McKenzie inhaled deeply.

Ryan kept sliding the shaft up and down her slit, partly to make sure it was thoroughly lubricated, but mostly because it felt so damn good. She groaned and saw McKenzie’s breath hitch as the girl gently rocked her pelvis back and forth.

“I want this to be your fingers, McKenzie,” Ryan moaned. “I want to feel them sliding over my clit just like this.”

“God, yes... Please? I want to touch you,” McKenzie said and the cuffs scraped against the bedframe as she pulled on them.

Ryan ignored the request as she continued rubbing the phallus over her clit.

“The thing about using something like this instead of my fingers... I’m only feeling it touch me... Not what it feels like to touch myself... That sort of splits your attention... But this... Unh God... I can just focus on what it’s doing to me... What you’re doing to me...”

McKenzie whimpered and the cuffs clanged loudly against the bedframe as she yanked on them.

“Please, Ryan, let me touch you. Please... I want to make you come. Just show me what to do and I’ll do it... Anything you want.”

Ryan groaned.

“I want you right where you are... I want to be inside you... Like this...”

Ryan slid the phallus down to her opening and angled it up. She pushed the head just inside, then tilted the shaft a little more and pushed again. Her muscles strained against the intrusion, but she kept the pressure steady and the phallus continued on its path.

McKenzie rocked her hips in sympathetic need as she watched the shaft disappear inside Ryan. She kept thinking Ryan would have to stop and pull it back out, but the woman continued pushing until the flat base was snugged against her entrance, her constant moans drawing little whimpers from McKenzie’s throat.

Ryan sighed as the phallus slid all the way home, pressing firmly against her cervix. She didn’t do this very often. Her fingers were usually more than enough, but as she stared at McKenzie, the girl straining against her restraints, all she could think was how much better it would feel if McKenzie was sitting between her legs, pushing the phallus inside her as the girl’s mouth enveloped her clit. She pulled it out a short ways, then slid it inside again.

“God, McKenzie... This feels so good,” Ryan groaned. With one hand guiding the phallus inside her, she used the fingers of her other hand to begin rubbing her slippery nub. “Oh fuck, this is how I want your tongue circling my clit... Just like this... Oh God...”

McKenzie whimpered, yanking on the handcuffs, not even noticing how they were cutting into her wrists. Ryan was only a few feet away, talking about how much she wanted McKenzie’s mouth on her, and all McKenzie could think was how much she wanted the exact same thing. If she could just pull her wrists free...

“Ryan, please... I want to taste you... Let me go... Please, just let me out... Please...”

The cuffs scraped and banged loudly against the bedframe as McKenzie pushed up onto her knees, trying to use the strength of her shoulders and thighs to power through the steel restraints.

“Relax, McKenzie. Count to thirty,” Ryan ordered, not stopping her own movements, even as she tried to keep an eye on the girl.

McKenzie groaned in frustration, but sat back on her heels and began counting aloud. Each number was spoken clearly, but obviously strained, sometimes on a moan or a whimper, sometimes ending with a grunt. She couldn’t stop flexing her hips and thighs as she tried to ease the ache in her sex. By the time she hit thirty, she wasn’t relaxed in the slightest, but she had regained enough control to stop yanking on the cuffs.

Ryan continued to slowly fuck herself as she rubbed her clit, grunting and moaning with each slide of the phallus inside her pussy. She stared at McKenzie, taking in every little whimper of need. The pained expression on the girl’s face only made Ryan move a little faster as she imagined sliding her cock inside McKenzie the way she was doing to herself.

McKenzie was panting in time with Ryan as she watched the woman work herself. McKenzie’s clit was aching and swollen. It suddenly occurred to her she was in almost the exact same position she’d been in at the Club. If she could just give herself enough room...

McKenzie inched back to the bars of the bedframe and slid her knees wider apart. She twisted her shoulders, trying to push one arm farther behind her back and around the vertical bar so she could reach under her ass with her other hand, but it was no use. With only a couple inches of chain between the handcuffs, she just couldn’t get enough slack to do more than touch her fingers to her buttcheek.

“God, Ryan, please... Let me out... Just let me out... Please... I need... I need to touch my clit... Please, let me come... Please...” McKenzie moaned, twisting and pulling against the cuffs to no effect.

Ryan groaned as McKenzie continued to beg, the sounds pushing her higher and higher as she thrust the phallus inside herself in short quick strokes. The fingers of her other hand pressed a little harder over her clit, and then her hips pumped forward and her vaginal walls clamped down as she came with a loud cry.

“Oh God... McKenzie!”

Ryan grunted with each successive wave of pleasure that pulsed inside her, unable to move the phallus more than a fraction of an inch, though the fingers on her clit more than made up for it as they rubbed vigorously over her engorged nub.

McKenzie cried out in frustration, her own clit aching painfully from the lack of release, even as her hips rocked in a futile attempt to bring on her orgasm.

“Please, Ryan... My Lord... Please, I need to come... Let me come... Please, my Lord...”

Ryan almost started up again as McKenzie’s begging sent new waves of arousal through her belly, but she could see the glint of tears in the corners of McKenzie’s eyes and knew the girl was at her limit.

Ryan carefully pulled the shaft from her clenching muscles, grunting softly when it finally slid free. She laid it on the towel, taking a moment to wipe her fingers on the soft cloth, then walked around the foot of the bed.

“Yes, please, my Lord...” McKenzie said, trying to turn to follow Ryan behind her.

Ryan grabbed the key from the end of the bed and then knelt down as she tried to get a good hold on McKenzie’s right cuff, but the girl was squirming too much.

“Stop moving,” Ryan commanded and McKenzie stilled instantly. “Good girl. Now I’m only going to release one of your hands, but I want you to keep it behind your back until I say you can move. Do you understand?”

“Yes, my Lord,” McKenzie said, though she sounded like she was on the verge of tears.

“Grab onto the bar. It’ll help,” Ryan said gently.

McKenzie’s fingers wrapped around the central bar the chain was caught against. Ryan grinned at the many scratches marring the finish and considered how many more times she’d have to chain McKenzie up to duplicate the marks on the rest of the vertical bars spanning the length of the queen-sized bedframe.

Ryan let the thought go and slipped the pin at the top of the key into the slot on the base of the handcuff and pushed to slide the locking lever free. Once it clicked back out of the way, she flipped the key around and inserted it into the main lock, turning it first one way, then the other, to completely release the locking mechanism.

Ryan gently opened the cuff, slipping it from McKenzie’s wrist, only to lock it immediately around the scuffed bar. She glanced at the pink marks on McKenzie’s free wrist, feeling her heart rate speed up at the sight, then pushed herself back to a standing position. She hung the key on the end of the bed again and then stood behind McKenzie.

McKenzie tightened her grip on the metal bar as she felt Ryan remove the handcuff from her wrist, the urge to bring her hand to her clit almost making her let go entirely. She heard Ryan attach the cuff to the bedframe and then the only sound was the woman’s breathing coming from somewhere above and behind her. McKenzie wanted to turn and look, but she forced herself to wait and stay still.

Ryan gazed down at McKenzie’s lightly panting form. If this had been a normal scene, Ryan would have already been rubbing McKenzie’s shoulders to ease the ache she knew had to be there. As it was, she wanted to reach down and squeeze the girl’s breasts and pinch the tight nipples she could see standing up from the soft globes.

Ryan braced one hand on the top of the frame and slowly reached out to McKenzie’s bare shoulder with the other. She knew she was crossing one of her own self-imposed lines, but it had to be done. McKenzie’s physical well-being was more important.

Ryan clenched her jaw as her hand made contact. McKenzie moaned, arching her back at the touch.

“Oh God, yes!” McKenzie gasped out, feeling tingles spread across her body, her nipples tightening even more at the warm hand on her shoulder.

Ryan closed her fingers around the bone and muscle and squeezed.

“Let go of the bed and very slowly bring your arm around to your side. It’s going to hurt for a few seconds, so be careful. I want you to breathe in deep and let it out slowly,” Ryan instructed, her voice tight.

McKenzie took a deep breath as she released her hold on the bar. Ryan’s grip tightened on her shoulder joint as her arm immediately tried to slip forward. McKenzie’s muscles tensed to keep it in place and she whimpered as pain arced through the joint. Then the pain was gone as her arm aligned with her side, leaving behind only a dull ache.

Ryan massaged the girl’s shoulder, moving the ball joint in small circular motions as she tried to get the blood flowing freely again. She felt McKenzie relax after a minute and forced herself to relinquish her hold. It was a struggle not to put her hand right back where it had been, but Ryan pushed herself away from the bedframe, keeping the girl out of reach.

McKenzie focused on her breathing, but she couldn’t quite contain the whimper of loss when Ryan removed her hand. The heat from Ryan’s hand had all but made the ache disappear and her shoulder suddenly felt cold in its absence.

Ryan sat down on the bed and scooted back to recline against the pillows, one leg stretched out in front of her, the other drawn up, exposing her sex to McKenzie’s eager view. The girl was staring at her, eyes hooded, and she kept making incremental movements with her hips every time her thighs clenched around her sex.

“Ask,” Ryan said softly, never taking her eyes from McKenzie’s.

McKenzie’s breathing accelerated and her arm twitched, but she didn’t move.

“May I please touch my clit?”

Ryan’s face remained impassive.

“Ask nicer.”

McKenzie’s eyes widened as a hint of desperation trickled through her at the possibility Ryan might deny her release. McKenzie’s free hand gripped the side of her thigh to keep from disobeying even as her knees slid further apart.

“Please, my Lord. Please, may I touch my clit? Please?”

“Better,” Ryan said. “And yes, you may.”

McKenzie’s hand went straight to her sex, her fingers slipping easily between her dripping folds.

“Oh God, Ryan! Ohh yes!”

“Slow down, baby,” Ryan cautioned.

McKenzie gasped, trying to catch her breath as she slowed her circles around her clit.

“Yeah, that’s it... Feel what you’re doing. Feel all of it,” Ryan encouraged.

“What... What do you mean?” McKenzie panted.

Ryan stared at her with a predatory grin and McKenzie felt her heart thump a little harder in her chest.

“Look at where you are, what you’re doing... You’re in my room. You’re touching yourself while I watch and you just watched me fuck myself... You’re on your knees. You have one hand cuffed behind your back. You’re handcuffed to my bed...”

The cuffs jangled against the bedframe as McKenzie unconsciously tugged on them. Ryan grinned wider.

“Yeah, feel how it restricts your movement. You can’t reach with that hand to enter yourself, so you’ll have to do all the work with the other one... Get up on your knees. Make the cuff pull on you. Let yourself feel it binding you.”

McKenzie tensed her thighs, pushing up onto her knees, which drew her arm taut behind her back, causing the metal to dig into her wrist again. The move also pushed her mound harder against the hand on her clit and she started pumping her hips to increase the pleasurable sensation. She looked into Ryan’s eyes and groaned.

“God, Ryan... Don’t stop... Keep talking... I love the sound of your voice.”

Ryan smiled.

“And I love the sounds you make, those little whimpering gasps that tell me you’re close... so close... But you haven’t asked for permission yet,” Ryan’s voice deepened with the hint of a warning.

McKenzie moaned.

“Oh God... Ryan... I want you to tell me... Tell me when to come... Please... I won’t come... unless you say... God, please... Tell me to come... Please, my Lord... Please, let me come...”

Ryan felt the ache in her clit instantly become acute with the sudden influx of blood at McKenzie’s entreaties, but she didn’t touch herself, wanting to focus completely on McKenzie instead.

“Rub your clit a little harder for me... Yeah, just like that... Let me hear you, baby.”

McKenzie’s breathing was near hyperventilating, her whimpers having escalated into high-pitched cries, and she could only form one word spoken over and over again as she held Ryan’s gaze.

“Please... Please... Please...”

The look of agonized pleasure contorting McKenzie’s features as her eyes pleaded for release was almost enough to make Ryan come, and she groaned low in her chest as the sensation rolled through her. She watched McKenzie for another few seconds, wanting to prolong the moment as long as possible, and then finally spoke.

“Come for me, McKenzie.”

McKenzie whimpered once and her eyes squeezed shut as her body jerked in total silence for several heartbeats, and then she was gasping her cries of release, her hips bucking hard against her own fingers.

“Ryan!”

Ryan drank in every breathy cry and twitching muscle of the girl’s body as her orgasm swept through her. The sound of the handcuffs jerking against the bedframe only added to Ryan’s sensory pleasure as she watched McKenzie come.

McKenzie felt wave after wave of pleasure contract her muscles as starbursts went off behind her eyes. She heard Ryan’s harsh breathing only a few feet away in between the sounds of her own gasping breaths. Instinct made her reach out blindly for the woman, but then the edge of the handcuff cut into her wrist, reminding her of her captivity, and another pulse of ecstasy flooded through her at being restrained by the hard metal.

Eventually, McKenzie’s muscles relaxed, the clenching tapering off to random jerks as her fingers lazily circled her sensitive nub. The handcuff was the only thing keeping her from falling forward and she sat back on her heels, resting her sweaty back against the cool bedframe, her heaving breaths slowing to deep sighs. She finally removed her fingers from her clit and let her hand just rest off to the side on her hip.

McKenzie opened her eyes. Ryan was watching her with such an intense look of desire. One arm was wrapped around her bent knee, the fingers of her other hand gripping her thigh.

“I love watching you come,” Ryan said quietly.

McKenzie smiled tiredly.

“And I love coming for you.”

Ryan smiled, content to simply admire McKenzie’s relaxed form, but a glance at the clock and a quick mental calculation had her sighing in resignation.

“Time to get you out of those and off your knees,” Ryan said.

She stood up and moved around the foot of the bed. She grabbed the key and knelt down to unlock the cuff from McKenzie’s wrist.

“Though I do love seeing you on your knees,” Ryan muttered near McKenzie’s ear as she released the other cuff from the bedframe.

McKenzie shivered at the softly spoken words as she imagined being on her knees in front of Ryan, the woman’s hands on her head insistently guiding her forward to suck on Ryan’s clit.

Ryan stood back up and gazed down at McKenzie. The previous position of the cuffs had allowed McKenzie’s other shoulder greater reach, so it moved easily once freed from its confinement. McKenzie didn’t even flinch as she brought her arm around and shifted off her knees to stretch her legs out in front of her. That didn’t stop Ryan from wanting to reach out and massage the girl’s shoulders again.

Ryan closed the cuffs and set them and the key on her desk. Then she gathered up the dildo inside the towel and set the bundle on the edge of the sink just inside the bathroom. She went for her clothes and started pulling them back on, smiling at McKenzie’s pout.

“I want to hold you, baby, and I can’t do that while I’m naked. At least, not yet.”

McKenzie smiled at the explanation, then frowned.

“Do I need to...” McKenzie waved a hand at her own clothes scattered on the floor.

Ryan finished zipping up her sleeveless sweatshirt and shook her head.

“No, I’ve got you covered... or rather I will in a sec,” Ryan said and grabbed the blanket that had gotten pushed down between the mattress and the foot of the bed.

Ryan shook it out and draped it over McKenzie’s body. McKenzie lifted up a little to let Ryan push it underneath her and then Ryan scooped her up into her arms. Ryan sat down at the head of the bed and drew her legs into the pretzel position to help hold McKenzie in place. With McKenzie ensconced in her lap, Ryan’s arms were free to wrap around McKenzie and she pulled the girl tight to her body.

“I never get enough of holding you,” Ryan whispered.

McKenzie tucked her head under Ryan’s chin and pressed her cheek to the woman’s chest as she sighed happily.

“It’s my favorite place... Well, one of several,” McKenzie amended.

McKenzie looked down as she absently played with her fingers, and then paused as she caught sight of her wrists. She brought her hands up out of the shadows of the blanket.

McKenzie gazed reverently at her wrists, alternately drawing first one and then the other of her index fingers over the pink marks dotted with flecks of red encircling the skin there. A few jagged edges of white where the topmost layer of skin had been scraped aside bordered the darkest of the abrasions.

McKenzie didn’t see any actual blood, just the little dots that had pooled under the skin, and couldn’t help feeling a little disappointed. She’d had rug burns from roughhousing as a kid that were worse and those had always healed within a couple days. She squinted a little more at the marks, and then smiled as she saw several areas where she thought she might actually be starting to bruise.

Ryan felt the movement of McKenzie’s hands in front of her chest and pulled her head back to look down. Her breath caught at seeing the abraded skin and McKenzie paused her slow tracing to look up at her.

“Are you okay?” McKenzie asked hesitantly.

Ryan nodded, willing her heart rate to slow down.

McKenzie frowned as she saw the pulse point at Ryan’s neck jump and reached her hand up to cup Ryan’s cheek.

“You didn’t hurt me. I mean I know what this looks like, but—”

Ryan smiled and shook her head.

“I’m not freaking out, baby.”

“Then what’s wrong? Your heart’s going a mile a minute.”

Ryan released her hold with one arm and placed her hand over McKenzie’s. She gently pulled it away from her cheek and turned her head to place a soft kiss to the inside of McKenzie’s wrist. She heard McKenzie suck in a breath and just barely stopped herself from rubbing her cheek against the newly forming bruises. She forced herself to tuck McKenzie’s hand back under the blanket, though out of sight definitely didn’t lead to out of mind in this instance.

“I told you I like to leave marks. Seeing those on you even though I didn’t technically cause them...” Ryan let her head fall back against the pillows and blew out a breath as she grinned. “I think it’s what some people feel when they get high. It’s arousal and joy and energy and... and I just love you, McKenzie. So much... I can’t even say.”

McKenzie smiled at the happiness she saw in Ryan’s eyes.

“I really want to kiss you.”

“I know,” Ryan said, her tone more agreement than acknowledgment as she gently pushed McKenzie’s head back down to her chest to get the girl’s lips a little further out of reach. “And sometimes I think I could, that I could do just that, but I want so much more and I... I don’t think I could hold back. I really don’t. I... I shouldn’t have even kissed your wrist. I’m sorry—”

“No, don’t apologize for that. I’m going to be living on that for months,” McKenzie said, frustration underlining the slightly dreamy quality her voice had taken on as she remembered the feathery touch of Ryan’s lips on her skin from only a few moments ago. “God, when you said you were going to tease me every day for six months, I really had no idea what I was in for.”

Ryan laughed.

“To be honest, neither did I.”

“Really?”

Ryan swallowed and McKenzie felt the change in Ryan’s mood even before she spoke.

“You make me feel completely out of control. No one has ever made me want to disregard everything I know and just... dive in. But every time I think about doing that, I see myself going too far and I... I don’t want to fuck this up, McKenzie.”

“You won’t. And you’re not.”

McKenzie nuzzled her cheek against Ryan’s soft sweatshirt and reached up to play with the thick drawstrings dangling from either side of the hood. She was fast developing a fetish for the things.

“You know, when I asked you to use the handcuffs, I didn’t think you’d allow it. I just wanted you to know I wanted them. But then when you agreed, and then you cuffed both my wrists and I couldn’t touch myself, at first I thought, ‘Did I really ask for this?’ But then getting to feel it, feel what it’s really like...” She fingered the marks again and smiled. “It was perfect, Ryan. This first time was perfect. Thank you,” McKenzie whispered.

“You’re very welcome. And thank you for suggesting it.”

McKenzie nodded as she let go of the string and slid her hand up to comb through Ryan’s hair at the base of her neck. She really wanted to sit up and kiss the hell out of Ryan, but she settled for snuggling against the crook of her neck and simply held on.

McKenzie’s fingers scratching at the nape of her neck sent tingles spreading outward to run over Ryan’s scalp and down her spine. Ryan closed her eyes at the delicious sensation and tightened her hold on the girl. Then McKenzie’s fingers stilled and Ryan relaxed, resting her cheek against McKenzie’s head.

They stayed like that for a while, simply enjoying each other’s presence.

Then Ryan noticed the clock.

“My clothes are probably done,” Ryan said quietly.

McKenzie burrowed her head deeper against Ryan’s chest.

“Don’t wanna move,” McKenzie mumbled. “Comfy.”

Ryan smiled, rubbing her hand up and down the girl’s upper arm through the blanket.

“Me, too. But I don’t want the buzzer going off and bugging the Coopers. It’ll only take me a couple minutes.”

McKenzie didn’t move and Ryan sighed, knowing she wasn’t going to get agreement. McKenzie whimpered pitifully as Ryan carefully shifted the girl off her lap to rest against the mattress. McKenzie’s body was limp and rolled away from Ryan onto her side. Ryan tucked the blanket more securely around the girl’s shoulders, knowing it wouldn’t really make up for her absence, but needing to do it anyway. She ruffled McKenzie’s bangs and kissed the top of the blonde’s head.

“I’ll be right back, little one,” Ryan whispered against her soft hair.

McKenzie felt her insides melt at the pet name and she smiled even as she watched Ryan disappear through the connecting door to the house. She couldn’t remember Ryan ever using that one before, but she hoped Ryan would use it again soon.

Ryan had been calling her ‘baby’ and ‘sweetheart’ a lot more, too. It gave McKenzie a little thrill every time, mostly because she could hear the protective ownership in Ryan’s voice when she used the terms of endearment.

Then there’d been the one and only time Ryan had used McKenzie’s private nickname for herself. No one else had ever tried that one with her and she’d been waiting the past couple days to hear Ryan call her ‘Kenzie’ again since telling the woman she liked it.

But there was nothing quite like when Ryan called her by her full name. There was something entirely possessive in the tone and McKenzie felt like she was being claimed with each syllable the woman uttered. McKenzie smiled to herself, glad her name was as long as it was.

A little while later, Ryan walked back in carrying a stack of folded clothes with more draped over the top. She set them on the edge of the bed and proceeded to hang up the items on top, then stowed the rest in her dresser drawers. When she was done, she walked around the bed and scooped McKenzie back into her lap as she sat down.

“Told ya it would only be a few minutes,” Ryan whispered.

“Still missed you,” McKenzie pouted, though she was smiling.

Ryan squeezed her and McKenzie moaned in pure pleasure.

“You feel so good in my arms, McKenzie.”

McKenzie whimpered as her sex clenched involuntarily.

“Say my name again?”

Ryan grinned, intentionally pitching her voice lower and drawing the sound out almost into a groan.

“McKenzie...”

McKenzie whimpered again.

“God, I can’t believe what your voice does to me.”

Ryan smirked.

“I’ve certainly been enjoying the effect it has on you.”

McKenzie felt the barest hint of warmth flush her cheeks as a new thought occurred to her.

“H-Have you ever had phone sex?”

Ryan laughed at the seeming non sequitur.

“Um, no. Actually, that’s probably one of the few forms of sex I’ve never tried. Why?”

“I think you’d be really good at it, that’s all.” McKenzie bit her lip, then forced herself to continue. “Do you think maybe we could try it sometime?”

Ryan swallowed, feeling the arousal she’d been trying to keep at bay in favor of maintaining the physical closeness with McKenzie flare to life.

“Yeah... Though I don’t know how I wouldn’t just hang up and go over to your house to see you in person.”

“Maybe when one of us is out of town then,” McKenzie said, thinking about her upcoming trip home.

“I don’t really travel much... Can’t really afford it... But yeah, we could try it sometime.”

“I’m, um, supposed to go home for Thanksgiving,” McKenzie said hesitantly.

Ryan was quiet as she tried to process the sudden sense of loss making her chest ache. She swallowed past the lump in her throat and tried to keep her voice neutral as she spoke.

“I forgot that was coming up. How long will you be gone?”

“I’m supposed to leave early on the Wednesday before and I won’t be back until Sunday night.”

“Supposed to?”

McKenzie pressed her cheek against Ryan’s chest.

“I don’t want to go. I mean I want to see my parents and all that. I really miss them, but... I don’t want to leave you,” McKenzie whispered the last part.

Ryan tightened her hold around McKenzie as she tried to think of a way to soothe the girl, even though she felt like someone was squeezing their fist around her heart.

“It’ll be okay. I’ll see you before you leave on Wednesday and when you get home on Sunday, so we’re really only talking three days, right? And you’ll probably be so busy with your family, you’ll barely have time to miss me,” Ryan said as she considered what she could possibly do to keep herself occupied while the girl was gone for that many days.

McKenzie sat up to look into Ryan’s eyes.

“I’m still in your arms and I miss you already just thinking about it,” McKenzie said plainly, her eyes glittering with unshed tears.

The girl’s look of utter vulnerability tugged at Ryan’s heart, making her want to comfort McKenzie and do whatever she could to reassure the girl. Her first instinct was to kiss McKenzie and Ryan reached up to cup the girl’s face, rubbing her thumb over the soft skin of her cheek. Then she realized what she was doing and Ryan’s breathing came in short puffs as her entire body tensed with the effort of not bringing the girl’s lips to her own. She groaned as she pressed McKenzie’s head back down to her chest.

“God, I need to kiss you... Fuck,” Ryan said as she tried to get her gasping breaths under control, and then another wave of arousal flooded through her at the feel of McKenzie’s hair caressing the side of her neck. The same spot McKenzie had kissed ever so briefly the day she’d surrendered so beautifully. “Oh God...”

McKenzie closed her eyes, trying not to move as she felt Ryan’s body flex beneath her in obvious need. She wanted to throw off the blanket and straddle Ryan so she could feel those undulations between her legs. Or reach down to rub her clit so she could come in Ryan’s lap, though she had a feeling if she did that, Ryan’s fingers would be replacing her own soon enough.

Ryan suddenly shifted with a grunt, moving to the edge of the bed to stand up, and then she gently lowered McKenzie back to the mattress. Ryan backed up several paces until she’d put the bars of the bedframe between herself and the girl. She grabbed on to the bedframe for support, her chest heaving as she stared at McKenzie.

“Sorry... I can’t take anymore... I’m... Oh my God...”

McKenzie watched, her own heart pounding as Ryan almost bent double, groaning with need. Though she knew Ryan could vault the bars easily, they seemed to provide enough of a barrier, allowing McKenzie to feel bold.

McKenzie drew the blanket aside, revealing her naked body to Ryan’s hungry gaze. She drew up her knees, spreading them wide to give Ryan a clear view of how wet she was.

“Please, my Lord... May I touch myself? For you? I need... I need to be with you. Please...”

McKenzie stroked the insides of her thighs, then squeezed and pulled her thighs even farther apart as she imagined Ryan’s hands holding her down.

“One finger... Inside your pussy... Now,” Ryan grunted out as she pushed upright from the bedframe.

As Ryan unzipped her sweatshirt, McKenzie slid one of her hands down to her sex, coating her fingers in the copious wetness flooding her core. She curled her middle finger forward and pressed it to her entrance.

“Oh God, Ryan...”

McKenzie whimpered and closed her eyes as her finger met resistance to even that small penetration. She kept pushing and tilted her pelvis up, then pulled back before pushing forward again. She moaned, both at the feeling of being entered and at how hot and wet she felt around her own finger.

McKenzie opened her eyes and found Ryan’s gaze locked with hers. The woman’s sweatshirt hung open, revealing her flat stomach, and her sweats were halfway down her thighs, one hand buried between her legs. McKenzie groaned at the sight as she slid her own finger slowly in and out of her pussy.

“God, Ryan... I’m so tight,” McKenzie whispered, trying out the word she’d heard Ryan use with such heat only a few days ago and wasn’t disappointed to see Ryan thrust harder against her own hand.

“Fuck, McKenzie... God, I’m so close... Rub your clit for me... I want you to come with me.”

Ryan gripped the bedframe, willing herself to stay put and focus on her own clit, even though what she really wanted to do was shove McKenzie’s hands away, suck that tight bud between her lips, and impale her with three fingers just to hear the girl scream.

As Ryan watched McKenzie’s middle finger dip repeatedly inside herself while the fingers of her other hand circled her clit, Ryan felt her muscles clench on nothing and couldn’t stand the emptiness any longer. She let go of the bed and took two quick steps to her armoire, practically throwing the doors open. She grabbed the first good-sized dildo she saw and returned to the foot of the bed.

McKenzie whimpered as she strained her neck muscles to keep her head lifted so she could see what Ryan was doing. The woman had haphazardly pushed her sweats further down her legs in order to give herself enough room to prop her foot up on the edge of the mattress between the bars of the bedframe. McKenzie pressed her fingers harder against her engorged nub as Ryan rubbed the phallus between her lips to get it wet. Then McKenzie groaned as she watched Ryan slide the thick shaft inside herself with a long drawn out moan.

“Oh God, Ryan... Please... Please, may I add another finger? Please, my Lord?” McKenzie panted.

“Yes!” Ryan gasped. “Oh God, McKenzie, I’m gonna come...”

McKenzie added her index finger and pumped both fingers inside herself, the stretching fullness increasing her pleasure exponentially. She went faster to keep up with the sudden clenching deep inside her belly as her other fingers rubbed just as quickly over her clit.

“Please... Oh God, Ryan, please... Let me...”

“Come with me, McKenzie! Oh fuck!” Ryan cried out as her hips jerked forward, her vaginal muscles joyfully clenching around the phallus stuffed deep inside her as she fingered her slippery clit with harsh little circles.

“Ungh God!” McKenzie joined her cries with Ryan’s and her head slammed back against the mattress as her own orgasm exploded between her legs. “Fuck me, Ryan... Oh God, fuck me, please...” McKenzie whimpered as she continued to work herself, barely able to move her fingers inside herself anymore as her vaginal walls clamped down.

Ryan let go of the base of the phallus, her own muscles more than enough to hold it in place for the moment, and grabbed on to the bedframe as her knees tried to give out. Her foot slipped off the bed as another wave of pleasure flooded through her and she gasped, desperate for air, as she listened to McKenzie riding the peak of her climax.

“God, Ryan, please, don’t stop. I don’t wanna stop, please...”

Ryan hit her knees, her fingers continuing to work her clit in quick hard strokes she knew would bring her to another orgasm in short order.

“Don’t stop, McKenzie... Don’t you dare stop... Oh God, McKenzie... McKenzie...” Ryan chanted as her hips bucked up to meet her mashing fingers and her cunt squeezed around the shaft slowly trying to work its way out of her. She pushed it back inside with a moan that ended on a grunt as the length slid all the way home.

“Please... I need more...” McKenzie moaned from the bed.

Ryan stared at McKenzie through the bedframe, her eyes level with the girl’s dripping pussy. McKenzie’s fingers were slipping in and out of her opening far too easily.

“Three fingers... Do it.”

McKenzie wanted to lift her head to look at Ryan, but she couldn’t. Her butt wasn’t even touching the bed as her hips rocked permanently in the air. Not that she could’ve seen anything anyway with her eyes squeezed so tightly shut.

McKenzie withdrew her two fingers and added a third, spearing them together. Part of her brain tried to remind her she’d never taken three fingers before, but then she saw Ryan in her mind’s eye, that demanding look in her eyes, and she couldn’t help pushing her pelvis up just a little higher in supplication.

McKenzie cried out, moaning and whimpering as her pussy was stretched further than was comfortable. It stung a little, but she didn’t stop, knowing Ryan wouldn’t either, and the pain seemed to send even more wetness pouring from her entrance. She angled her fingers and her whole body started shaking as she ran across her G-spot.

“Ryan... Oh God, please... Ryan... Make me come... I wanna come... Please...”

McKenzie’s high-pitched cries went straight to Ryan’s clit as she watched McKenzie writhe in a sexual haze. Ryan knew exactly what she’d be doing to the girl if she wasn’t afraid of tearing McKenzie apart as she tried to stuff her whole hand inside the girl.

“Harder, McKenzie... Faster and harder,” Ryan grunted out as she rubbed her own clit to follow suit.

McKenzie plunged her fingers inside herself in sharp jerking motions, her hips thrusting up to meet each stab. The girl’s fingers were making the sexiest squishing sounds Ryan had ever heard, so she knew there was more than enough lubrication.

“Harder!” Ryan ordered.

McKenzie put everything she had into her thrusts, pounding her G-spot mercilessly. An instant later, bliss flooded through her and she cried out in gasping screams as her body convulsed uncontrollably.

Ryan felt her nipples tighten against her sports bra as she listened to McKenzie’s screams of triumph, and then her pelvis was jerking against her fingers as spasms pulsed around the fullness inside her.

“McKenzie... Oh God, McKenzie,” Ryan whispered hoarsely as she came, her body constricting too much for her to yell.

Ryan saw McKenzie collapse back to the bed and lie still. Ryan’s hips were still pumping weakly, milking her body for every last drop of pleasure even as she felt the dildo slide out on a final spasm. Her chest was heaving and she let herself crumple to the side to release her legs out from underneath her.

Ryan lay on her back and looked up at the ceiling in a daze. She slowly pulled her sweats back up, thoroughly wiping her fingers off on the inside of the soft cloth. She pushed up and managed to drag herself around the side of the bed to climb onto the mattress. Ryan grabbed the sheet and haphazardly threw it over McKenzie’s sweaty form before hauling the girl’s body up beside her.

“God, I love you, McKenzie,” Ryan whispered next to the head tucked against her shoulder.

McKenzie couldn’t even speak to acknowledge Ryan’s words. She was doing good just to breathe. She grunted as she put the last of her strength into sliding an arm around Ryan’s waist and then went limp again.

Ryan smiled.

“Yeah, a nap sounds good to me, too,” Ryan said with a soft laugh and then closed her eyes.

She was asleep in seconds.





* * *

 





Ryan opened her eyes. She was lying on her side and she automatically darted a glance at the clock. It was almost noon.

She lifted her head, propping herself up on an elbow, and looked down to see McKenzie half rolled away from her, one arm pinned awkwardly underneath her back, the other flung out towards the middle of the bed. The sheet had been pushed down around her waist at some point, exposing her bare chest.

Ryan’s breath caught as she gazed hungrily at McKenzie’s beautiful breasts. They looked so soft and inviting, and Ryan knew they would fit perfectly in her hands. She could almost feel their pliable softness squishing against her palms as she squeezed the full globes. A few teasing rubs with her thumbs would cause the nipples to tighten, and then she would suck one hardened tip into her mouth to play with it with her tongue and lips and teeth, while she pinched and rolled the other. Her mouth was already watering at the thought of tasting McKenzie’s sweet flesh.

Ryan groaned quietly to herself.

I could do it. She wouldn’t protest in the slightest. In fact, she’d probably wrap her hands in my hair and pull me even harder against her. I could have my fingers inside her, making her come in just a few minutes. She’s probably still so open I could get three fingers inside her on the first try without even hurting her.

But Ryan knew it wouldn’t end there. Even though she’d told McKenzie she could have so-called ‘normal’ sex, it wasn’t entirely true. She could, but it always escalated. Her need to dominate, to control, to inflict pain was never far away, and with McKenzie as untrained as she was, it would be way too easy to overwhelm the girl.

Things might start out gentle, but it would only take the slightest encouragement from McKenzie for Ryan to go a little harder, a little rougher, and if Ryan got lost in that, she’d miss it if she crossed the line somewhere. Ryan wasn’t even sure McKenzie would tell her if things became too much for her for fear of Ryan pulling back.

“God, I want you, McKenzie,” Ryan whispered, her whole body tense with anticipation. “I don’t think you have any idea what you do to me. If you ever actually figure it out, I’m gonna be in real trouble.”

Ryan continued to stare down at the sleeping girl, knowing if McKenzie woke now, all she’d have to do is reach out for Ryan, slide those delicate fingers into her hair at the base of her neck, and pull down, and Ryan would be lost.

McKenzie sighed heavily, the sound ending on a whimper as she turned her head, and a shot of adrenaline skittered up Ryan’s spine at the idea McKenzie was about to do exactly what Ryan wanted most. Even as Ryan realized McKenzie hadn’t woken, she pushed off the bed to put some distance between them.

Once she was standing, Ryan headed for the bathroom. Between all the lube and napping for two hours without protection, she was a bit of a mess, but a quick wash and a fresh tampon took care of it. She exchanged her black sweats for an identical clean pair and tossed the soiled ones in the hamper.

On her way back from the closet, Ryan picked up the dildo she’d left on the floor and set it in the bathroom with the other one. She wiped up the spot on the hardwood floor, then returned to the restroom to clean the toys before putting them away in the armoire. The towel joined the sweatpants in the hamper.

McKenzie was still asleep, so Ryan looked around for something else to do. She brought her laptop over to her desk and sat down to check her email. Most of it was junk, but there were a few interesting articles from a couple of the web design newsletters she subscribed to, so she read through them, bookmarking one of them for future reference.

Ryan’s stomach growled and she closed down the laptop as she considered what she could make for lunch. As she looked around in thought, she noticed the handcuffs and key on the corner of the desk. She picked them up and walked over to McKenzie’s backpack, slipping them both into the zippered interior compartment she guessed McKenzie had retrieved them from earlier.

“You’re letting me keep them?”

Ryan turned around to find McKenzie partially sitting up and watching her, the sheet only covering one slim leg, the rest of the girl’s body on display.

That freshly fucked look and in my bed... God, is she doing that on purpose?

As Ryan stared, it took another moment for her to remember McKenzie had asked a question. She swallowed, cleared her throat, and looked away.

“Um, yeah. You seemed to like them and I just thought...” Ryan ran a hand through her hair. “I want you to have them.”

Ryan finally glanced at McKenzie again and was caught in the girl’s beaming smile.

“Thank you,” McKenzie said softly.

Ryan could only nod mutely. She wanted so much to climb onto the bed, crawl on top of McKenzie, and pin the girl to the mattress as she kissed her senseless.

McKenzie didn’t look away as Ryan’s gaze raked over her body. She felt a blush warm her chest, neck, and cheeks at the scrutiny, but she didn’t try to cover up. She suddenly caught a whiff of her own arousal and was sure Ryan had noticed it when the woman’s nostrils flared on a deep inhale and her eyes slipped down to stare at McKenzie’s blonde triangle.

“I love the way you look at me,” McKenzie said quietly.

Ryan’s eyes slid back up to McKenzie’s face and there was no mistaking her desire.

“I want to do so much more than just look,” Ryan said, her voice rough.

Before McKenzie could respond, Ryan’s cell phone went off on her desk. Ryan forced herself to break away from McKenzie’s gaze and picked up the phone.

While Ryan talked to the person on the other end, McKenzie dropped back onto the bed with a muted groan. She stared up at the ceiling, trying to take long deep breaths to calm herself. God, she’s so intense. I’m going to spontaneously combust when she finally touches me.

After a few minutes, McKenzie’s heart rate slowed to normal and she listened to Ryan’s half of the conversation.

“Yeah, that’s fine... I know... Okay, bye.”

Ryan hung up and turned to McKenzie.

“That was Trudy. She needs me to fill in for Joe on the morning shift tomorrow.” Ryan grimaced. “I’ve gotta be there at 6am and I was already scheduled to work the afternoon, so I’ll be working a double, six to six.”

“Do they give you overtime for that?” McKenzie asked and Ryan laughed.

“Nah. Trudy’s gonna have Joe take my evening shift on Tuesday so it keeps me part-time.” Ryan smiled. “Bright side is that means I’ll have Tuesday night free to hang out with you... If you want.”

McKenzie smiled.

“I want.”

“Good. So... You hungry? ’Cause I’m starving.”

“Yeah. I think I’ve worked up a bit of an appetite,” McKenzie grinned.

McKenzie kicked the sheet the rest of the way off and slid to the end of the bed. She felt a little sore between her legs and her arms were a bit stiff, but it wasn’t too bad. She leaned over the edge of the mattress and grabbed her clothes off the floor, tossing them on the bed. She was aware of Ryan watching her from only half a dozen feet away and suddenly realized what she wanted to do. McKenzie stood, assuming First Position, and faced Ryan. She steadied her voice, hoping her nervousness wouldn’t be noticeable.

“May I dress, my Lord?”

Ryan’s stomach curled with arousal at the submissive request. It was one of the things she loved most about dominance and submission. How even the most mundane activities could become charged with possibility when used in the right context.

“Did you read about that somewhere?” Ryan asked curiously.

McKenzie’s brow furrowed in confusion.

“Read about what?”

“Asking for permission for those kinds of things.”

McKenzie shook her head.

“No, I just... It just seemed like the right thing to do, since I wait for you to tell me to get undressed. Was that wrong? You seemed to like it last time,” McKenzie said uncertainly.

Ryan smiled.

“I do, very much. When you submit to me like that without my having to tell you... It’s a gift, McKenzie. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” McKenzie said, her tone as serious as Ryan’s. “I-I want to please you.”

Ryan’s heart swelled and she had to take several deep breaths before she was able to speak.

“You do... More than I can possibly say.”

McKenzie smiled at the praise, ducking her head for a moment before she remembered Ryan preferred her to keep her head held high. She darted a glance at her clothes and Ryan grinned.

“You may dress.”

McKenzie nodded and picked up her panties. She pulled them slowly up her thighs, knowing Ryan was watching her. McKenzie slipped the straps of her bra over her shoulders and then clasped it behind her. She adjusted herself inside the cups of the lacy brassiere and then reached for her cargo pants.

“Wait. Turn around for me,” Ryan ordered softly.

McKenzie dropped the pants and turned to face away from Ryan. She blushed at the thought of Ryan checking her out so openly, but couldn’t stop herself from grinning, glad her choice of underwear this morning was being appreciated so thoroughly.

Ryan drank in the vision of McKenzie’s round buttcheeks left completely bare by the thong threaded up the crack of her ass. Somehow it seemed to accentuate the fullness of the fleshy globes by its absence. The thin strip of pale pink lace settled just above the upper curve of her cheeks underlined the hints of two dimples located at the base of McKenzie’s spine.

Ryan groaned quietly to herself as she imagined how good it would feel to grind into that softness as she gripped McKenzie’s hips hard enough to leave bruises.

“God, McKenzie. Your ass is gorgeous all by itself, but those frame it so perfectly.” Ryan groaned again, audibly this time, and shook her head. “You better finish getting dressed. I’m never gonna be able to concentrate on food with that on display.”

McKenzie giggled as warmth swept across her cheeks and made the tips of her ears tingle. She turned around and retrieved her cargo pants again.

“Well, I was trying to, but then someone decided they needed to ogle my butt,” McKenzie said as she fastened her pants, hiding the backside in question from view, much to Ryan’s disappointment. “Not that I’m complaining. That is why I chose these after all. I was hoping you’d like them.”

“I do. I love them. You’re sexy as hell, baby. Don’t ever doubt that.”

McKenzie grinned as she pulled the gray Henley over her head and pulled her hair out from underneath her shirt. She combed her fingers through her hair a few times to settle it, then looked up at Ryan.

“So, food?”

They headed into the house to rummage through Ryan’s area of the pantry and cabinets. McKenzie stood with the refrigerator door open, moving items left and right in one of the lower drawers labeled with Ryan’s name. Finally, she stood back up and closed the door as she turned to face Ryan standing just inside the pantry.

Ryan glanced over at her.

“See anything you want?” Ryan asked. McKenzie smirked as she looked Ryan up and down. Ryan grinned even as she rolled her eyes in mock exasperation. “Other than me.”

McKenzie laughed and shook her head.

“Um, not really. We could go back to my place. I’ve got hot dogs,” McKenzie offered.

Ryan thought about it. They weren’t the healthiest things in the world, but it had been a while since she’d indulged. She nodded.

“Sure.”

They put their shoes and jackets on, since it was a little too cold to be running around without them, and headed over to McKenzie’s. They took them off again as soon as they were inside.

McKenzie led Ryan into the kitchen and went straight to the fridge. As soon as she opened the door, her eyes alighted on a covered glass baking pan on the bottom shelf.

“Ooo, I think we just won the food lottery,” McKenzie said as she slid the dish into her eager little hands and set it on the center island.

“Score!” Ryan said happily, high-fiving the grinning girl.

Karen’s lasagna was legendary, even reheated, and Ryan quickly went to the cabinets to get plates.

McKenzie went back to the fridge and pulled out salad fixings while Ryan dished up two large squares and headed for the microwave.

“I thought I heard you guys.”

They both looked over to see Karen, still wearing a bathrobe, walk into the kitchen from the dining room. She went over to the coffee maker and started prepping the machine.

“Hey. Did we wake you? I’m sorry,” McKenzie said as she emptied a bag of prewashed spring greens into a large bowl and added dressing before gently mixing it together.

Karen waved her away.

“No. Just my last day to sleep in before I go back to work tomorrow.”

“Well, then, good morning,” Ryan said as she put a plate in the microwave and set the timer. “You want some?”

Karen leaned back against the counter while she waited for the machine to spit out its life-giving liquid and grinned.

“Oh, why not? I used to have cold pizza for breakfast when I was in college. I haven’t done that in forever.”

Ryan laughed and went to retrieve a third plate, then grabbed three small bowls when McKenzie pointed to them.

McKenzie took the bowls and portioned out the salad.

“There’s no comparison. This stuff is the food of the gods,” McKenzie praised, pausing a moment to take in a deep inhale of the wonderful aroma coming from the microwave.

Karen smiled at the compliment.

“Nothing but the best for my girls. I knew if I cooked it, you’d find your way back home... eventually.”

Ryan rolled her eyes at the none-too-subtle dig regarding McKenzie’s absence.

“She’s been taking care of me since I started my period yesterday,” Ryan explained.

Karen grinned.

“Ha! What did I tell you? Little Miss Whammy.”

Ryan nodded sagely and McKenzie looked back and forth between them in indignation.

“Hey! It’s not my fault.”

They both ignored her.

“I’m just glad it waited until after Friday night. That would’ve really sucked,” Ryan said.

“Oh yeah, how did it go at the party?” Karen asked as Ryan dished up the third plate and then put the rest back in the fridge.

“It went fine, at least until a fight broke out. That’s when we took off, but I got to meet Claire, which seemed to go okay,” Ryan said, looking to McKenzie for confirmation.

“Yeah. She’d actually seen Ryan around before, which was kind of weird. Oh!” McKenzie snapped her fingers. “She took a picture of us. You have to see it. I’ll be right back.”

McKenzie half jogged to her bedroom to retrieve her cell phone, since she’d intentionally left it at home when she’d gone to Ryan’s so it wouldn’t disturb the woman while she was sleeping. She turned it on as she walked back into the kitchen and was immediately alerted to a new message from her mother. She bypassed it and pulled up the image Claire had sent her.

“Claire said we were adorable,” McKenzie said as she handed the phone to Karen.

Karen grinned as she looked at the image of McKenzie cradled in Ryan’s lap, the two women gazing into each other’s eyes as if they’d found the meaning of life there. And just maybe they had.

“Aww. Very adorable. You should get that framed,” Karen said as she handed the phone back to McKenzie. “Remind me to send you the ones I took, too.”

McKenzie nodded and closed the file. She saw the waiting message again and tapped it to play, while Ryan finished getting their food ready and Karen made herself a cup of coffee.

“...Hi, sweetie. Sorry I missed you. I’m guessing you’re out at that costume party you mentioned. I hope you’re having a great time. I just wanted to say hi. Oh, and I just placed the order for that pumpkin cheesecake you like so much and Edie said she’d put a couple extra chocolate acorns on just for you. She’s so sweet. Anyway, I’ll talk to you soon. Love you. Bye...”

McKenzie deleted the message and set the phone on the counter. She looked up and found Karen watching her, a slight question furrowing her brow.

“Just a message from my mom. She ordered my favorite pumpkin cheesecake for Thanksgiving.”

“Oh, that sounds tasty,” Karen said.

Ryan had finished taking the plates and bowls out to the dining room and had poured sodas for her and McKenzie, so they grabbed silverware and their drinks and moved to sit at the dining table.

“Yeah. The woman who makes it is a friend of my mom’s. She tested the recipe on us first when I was a kid and I just fell in love with it, so now we have it every year.” McKenzie half shrugged. “It’s kind of a tradition.”

Ryan glanced up from her food to double-check the sad note she’d heard in McKenzie’s voice.

“You okay?” Ryan asked quietly.

“Yeah... Yeah, I’m fine. I’m just...” McKenzie stared down at her plate, stabbing at her food, but not taking a bite. “She just sounds really excited about me coming home, but I...” McKenzie shook her head, not meeting anyone’s eyes. “I just keep thinking about how much I’m going to miss you guys.”

Karen rested her hand on McKenzie’s and the girl finally looked up.

“It’ll be okay, sweetie. And you know, you get to see us all the time. You’ll only be gone for a few days and I’m sure they miss you terribly.”

“I miss them, too. I just...” McKenzie darted a glance at Ryan, then looked back down at her plate.

Karen caught the look and nodded to herself.

“So, Ryan... What are your plans for Thanksgiving?”

Ryan paused in mid-bite. She resumed chewing and swallowed.

“Um, I don’t know. I’ve never really celebrated it.”

“Never?” McKenzie asked, her eyes a little wide.

Ryan shook her head.

“Nope. I think I remember a turkey TV dinner one year when I was like six or seven, but... Yeah, that’s about it. And then I’ve never been invited to anyone else’s stuff because that’s a family thing, so...” Ryan shrugged.

“Well, I normally spend Thanksgiving with Tim, William’s little brother, but he’s made other plans. And since I’ll be seeing the rest of my family at Christmas, I wasn’t planning to cook this year, but if you’re interested, I think I could be persuaded,” Karen said casually. “Nothing too fancy. We could just get a couple of those little turkey breasts and some box stuffing. Oh, and some mashed potatoes and gravy, of course. I could even whip up a nice green bean casserole, if you want. Do you like cornbread?”

Ryan tried to breathe past the tightness in her chest. She cleared her throat and nodded.

“Yeah, cornbread is good. Um, all that sounds fine. I... I could pick up a pumpkin pie at the store or something.”

“Oh no, I make those from scratch, sweetie. Cooking is half the fun. I’ll show you,” Karen promised with a wink.

“Okay,” Ryan said, still looking a little lost as she went back to her food.

McKenzie caught Karen’s eyes and smiled her heartfelt thanks, receiving a slight nod in return. McKenzie looked back at Ryan, then smirked.

“Great. Now I’m really going to miss you guys, knowing you’re going to have a grand ol’ time without me.”

Ryan looked up, a little startled at McKenzie’s petulant tone until she saw the girl’s grin and laughed.

“Maybe we could video chat or something,” Ryan offered.

“I’d really like that,” McKenzie said softly.

They went back to their food, talking throughout the rest of the meal and enjoying each other’s company, until Karen finally excused herself to go take a shower and get dressed. She had plans to meet up with friends later that evening.

Ryan and McKenzie cleaned up the dishes and then headed into the den to watch TV. Ryan flipped through the channels, eventually settling on a sci-fi action flick they’d both seen that had come out several years ago.

They were on the couch, McKenzie lying on her side, her cheek nestled against Ryan’s sweats-clad thigh as Ryan ran her fingers through McKenzie’s hair. McKenzie couldn’t help the contented sigh that seemed to widen her happy grin. Cuddled up with the woman she loved on a cozy Sunday afternoon... What could be better?

Well...

McKenzie thought of what they’d done just a few hours ago and felt her sex tighten.

Jesus. I’ve already come four times today and I swear I’m ready to do it all again, never mind how sore I am... Which I’m not that sore... Not that it would stop me... Wow, so this is what insatiable feels like. I don’t think I had a clue. McKenzie almost giggled.

McKenzie had her arms tucked up against her chest, one hand resting under her temple on Ryan’s thigh. She shifted a little to bring her hands in front of her face and slowly pushed each of her sleeve cuffs up her forearms to reveal her wrists.

McKenzie traced her fingers over the bruises, which had darkened over the past few hours. She could feel a few rough spots where the handcuffs had scraped her skin. They weren’t exactly scabs, but it wasn’t just raw skin either. The abrasions seemed hypersensitive to her touch as well. Not painful, just... responsive.

Ryan had long since lost interest in the movie. She watched McKenzie as the girl ran her fingers over her wrists again and again. She seemed to be inspecting them, much like she had earlier.

“Are they okay?” Ryan asked quietly, not wanting to startle the girl.

McKenzie smiled even as she felt a blush heat her cheeks at getting caught playing with her ‘war wounds.’

“Yeah. They’re a little sore, but it’s not bad.”

“I have some arnica gel that’ll help with that,” Ryan offered.

McKenzie rolled over onto her back so she could look up at Ryan, her hands coming to rest on her stomach.

“Will it make the bruises go away faster?”

Ryan looked away, forcing her expression to remain neutral.

“Um, yeah. You probably won’t even be able to see them in a couple days,” Ryan said.

“Then I’d rather not use it,” McKenzie said seriously and Ryan’s gaze snapped back to McKenzie’s face in surprise. “I want these to last as long as possible, Ryan. They’re a reminder of what we’ve done together... What I hope we’ll do again soon.”

McKenzie’s eyes went wide as Ryan reached over, seemingly in a daze, to trail her fingers along McKenzie’s nearest wrist, and McKenzie lifted her arm to help give Ryan better access. Her breathing hitched as she watched Ryan’s fingers graze the marks, the whisper soft touch causing goose bumps to raise the hair on her arm and send tingles to the nape of her neck.

Ryan resisted the urge to wrap her fingers around McKenzie’s small wrist and squeeze, but only just barely. She wanted so much to feel those delicate bones held firmly in her grasp, but she knew it would be crossing a line.

Ryan mentally rolled her eyes at herself. As if she hadn’t crossed a line already. She still couldn’t believe she’d kissed McKenzie’s wrist earlier, but she’d been unable to stop herself. The fresh marks had simply been too close to her mouth to pass up.

Ryan slowly pulled her fingers away from their gentle stroking of McKenzie’s skin and let her hand rest on the girl’s cloth-covered stomach. She took a deep breath, trying to settle herself, but she could still hear the shakiness in her voice when she spoke.

“If they start to bother you, just let me know and I’ll get the arnica gel for you.”

McKenzie rested her hand on top of Ryan’s to hold it to her as she rolled over onto her side again. She brought Ryan’s hand up, tucking it beneath her chin between both of her own hands as she closed her eyes.

“They’re not bothering me. I like them.”

Ryan smiled indulgently, enjoying having her hand claimed by the girl.

“I get that, but if they’re hurting—”

“So what if they are? I still like them,” McKenzie whispered stubbornly.

Ryan felt her stomach do a somersault at McKenzie’s little girl voice and again had to take several deep breaths to get her heart rate back under control.

“Okay, little one. You win,” Ryan whispered back, getting a gentle squeeze of her trapped hand in return.

The smile never left Ryan’s face as she went back to petting McKenzie’s hair with her free hand while she stared unseeing at the action on the TV.





* * *

 





McKenzie blinked her eyes open. There was a different movie playing on the screen and she realized she must have fallen asleep at some point. It had just been so soothing having Ryan play with her hair. She turned her head to look up at the woman.

Ryan looked down at her and smiled.

“Good nap?”

McKenzie grinned and rolled onto her back, continuing to use Ryan’s thigh as a pillow.

“My second one of the day. Guess you really tuckered me out.”

Ryan laughed.

“Yeah, well, I just woke up a couple minutes ago, so it’s not like I’m doing any better.”

“Good. It’s not just me then.”

“Nope.”

McKenzie glanced at the TV for a moment, trying to place the scene, but she didn’t recognize it, though some of the actors were familiar. She dismissed it and looked back up at Ryan.

“Are you into this?”

Ryan shook her head.

“Not really. You want me to find something else?” Ryan asked as she picked up the remote and started scanning through the channels.

“Actually... I was sort of wondering if we could maybe go for a ride on your motorcycle? You used to do that every weekend, but you kind of haven’t since we, um, got together. I mean if you wanted to go by yourself, I-I’d understand, but I was kind of hoping I could go with you... if that’s okay?”

Ryan grinned as she turned off the TV.

“That sounds perfect. And you’re right. I haven’t just gone for a ride in quite a while. I just need to change clothes for that.”

They got up and went to the foyer to put on their shoes. Ryan grabbed their jackets from the coat closet, but paused as she started to hand over McKenzie’s leather jacket.

“Damn,” Ryan muttered.

“What?”

Ryan ran her fingers over the scuff marks across the back panel of the jacket.

McKenzie frowned.

“Crap. When did that happen?”

Ryan’s brow furrowed in thought for several moments, and then her face cleared and she tried to suppress a smile.

“Um, I think it was when we were at the Club... in the parking lot.”

McKenzie stilled, then her eyes went wide and she blushed as she remembered bracing her upper back against the rough cinderblock wall, trying to push her ass down harder onto her own finger.

“Oh.” McKenzie glanced up at Ryan with a half smirk. “Guess that was one way to break it in, huh?”

Ryan shook her head and smiled.

“Yeah.” Ryan finished inspecting the scratches and let McKenzie have the jacket as she pulled her own jacket on. “I have some stuff that’ll take care of that. We can fix it when we get back,” Ryan said.

“Cool... Though I do kind of like them,” McKenzie said as she slid the leather on and settled it over her shoulders.

“Yeah?”

McKenzie nodded.

“They’re a memento of my first, uh...” McKenzie looked back up the hall, just to make sure Karen wasn’t around, though she still lowered her voice as she turned back to Ryan and continued. “That was my first time... with anal penetration.” McKenzie sighed and leaned back against the wall, much as she had that night. “It was incredible, Ryan. I can’t even imagine what it’ll be like when you’re doing that to me... God...”

Ryan felt like a magnet was pulling her towards McKenzie’s body and just barely got her arm up to brace herself against the wall before she could force her thigh between the girl’s legs. McKenzie looked up at her, the desire clear in her eyes.

“I can imagine it,” Ryan said, her voice low in the small space between them. “I think about it all the time... How tight you’ll be... How smooth you’ll feel on the inside... The sounds you’ll make... I want to feel your ass gripping my finger as I slide in and out of you... I know it’ll be completely different from how your pussy will feel.”

McKenzie was trying to breathe and she was sure she was succeeding, since she hadn’t keeled over, but she still didn’t think she was getting enough oxygen. She felt light-headed and a little distant. It was the only way to explain how she could watch her hands come up to wrap themselves in the front of Ryan’s sweatshirt, her biceps flexing to pull the woman closer, without realizing she was the one doing it. At least until Ryan was prying her fingers loose from the fabric.

“Sorry...” McKenzie panted, letting her head fall back against the wall with a thud as Ryan held her hands down at their sides. She blew out a breath, trying to calm down. “God, Ryan...” She looked up into the woman’s eyes and felt a sudden surge of emotion that had her trying to reach around Ryan’s waist, but Ryan wouldn’t let go of her wrists. “Please, I really need a hug. I need to feel you.”

Ryan released McKenzie’s wrists and immediately wrapped her long arms around the girl’s small body, pulling her away from the wall. McKenzie’s head burrowed into Ryan’s chest with a soft whimper and Ryan squeezed McKenzie tight against her, reveling in the sensation of restraining the girl.

McKenzie felt the tension drain from her in an instant. She didn’t know what it was about being confined like this, but she didn’t think she would ever get tired of it. The compression of her shoulders and rib cage as Ryan tightened her hold seemed to contain the emotional energy McKenzie could feel wanting to explode out of her chest. She was on the verge of tears from the intensity of it.

“I love you,” McKenzie mumbled in a hoarse whisper. “It’s overwhelming how much I love you and want you.”

Ryan kissed the side of McKenzie’s head and closed her eyes as a similar wave of emotion flooded her body.

“I was just thinking the same thing,” Ryan whispered back. “And how this need I feel to touch you... I think it’s only gotten stronger the more time we’ve spent together.”

They’d hardly been apart since Friday night, talking, cuddling, and sharing meals, not to mention multiple orgasms, and that kind of constant interaction was having an effect. It wasn’t just the physical. The emotional bonding was just as strong and Ryan felt her heart thumping hard against her sternum at the thought of being apart from McKenzie for any reason.

Ryan did her best to breathe through it as she wondered once again what she was going to do while McKenzie was gone for Thanksgiving. She’d tried to reassure McKenzie, but she knew a brief farewell before the girl left Wednesday morning until she saw her again late Sunday night was going to be torture. Sure, she had an invitation to dinner from Karen, but knowing McKenzie wouldn’t be immediately accessible with just a short walk between their houses for what really was five whole days no matter what she’d said to the contrary...

Ryan brought her hand up to cradle the back of McKenzie’s head against her chest as she took a deep inhale of her silken hair. She nuzzled into the soft strands and sighed.

“I love you, McKenzie. I just want to hold you like this forever.”

McKenzie smiled against Ryan’s chest.

“Okay.”

Ryan grinned at the muffled response and felt her muscles relax into a gentle embrace.

They stood like that for long minutes as Ryan tried to understand how she’d gone her entire life without having McKenzie in her arms. The way McKenzie’s head fit tucked under her chin as the girl’s cheek pressed over Ryan’s heart was like she’d been made for Ryan.

McKenzie sighed in contentment. Ryan was wrapped so securely around her. She felt like she was floating in place with only Ryan’s strong arms to anchor her and that was all she needed. She pressed her cheek against Ryan’s soft sweatshirt and gently rubbed her hands over the woman’s muscled back, the backs of her fingers sliding against the satin lining of Ryan’s leather jacket. The arousal McKenzie had felt so strongly a few minutes ago was still there, but it had faded into the background. Yes, she wanted Ryan, but this closeness... This was about connection and how much she loved Ryan, and she wouldn’t trade it for anything.

It was another long while before they both drew back in mutual agreement and looked into each other’s eyes. Ryan’s hand, which had been resting against the back of McKenzie’s head, slipped forward to cup her cheek just as McKenzie’s hands moved to rest on Ryan’s hips.

“Thank you... for holding me,” McKenzie clarified at Ryan’s questioning look. “You give the greatest hugs.”

Ryan smiled.

“You, too.” Ryan looked away for a moment before meeting McKenzie’s eyes again. “I’ve never felt safer than I do with you.”

“I’m glad... I mean not that you haven’t felt safe before, but... I just mean... Never mind,” McKenzie shook her head and rolled her eyes at herself.

“It’s okay. I know what you meant.” Ryan pulled her in for another hug, then released her. “You still up for that ride?”

McKenzie grinned.

“Hell yeah. Let’s go.”

Ryan laughed, letting McKenzie pull her outside and across the two driveways to her own front door. They stepped inside and Ryan went to her closet to grab some more appropriate clothing, mostly involving leather. She changed in front of McKenzie, though the girl kept her eyes flitting around the room.

McKenzie’s heart rate picked up as more of Ryan’s flesh was revealed, so she forced herself to look away. She wanted to be able to enjoy the ride, not get all worked up again.

As she looked around the room, a flash of light hit her square in the eyes and she blinked, moving to the side to get out of its path. The sunlight had shifted, brightening the room and glinting off a multitude of shiny scratches marring the rich brown of one of the vertical bars on the bronze bedframe.

McKenzie walked over and bent down to run her fingers over the rough scrapes.

“Is that from...”

“Yeah,” Ryan said with a smirk as she pulled on a long sleeve T-shirt.

McKenzie winced.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t even think about that.”

“It’s okay. I did. And I can fix it, but...” Ryan grabbed her boots and sat down to put them on. “I kinda like ’em. Mementos, like you said. In fact, I was thinking earlier about how much fun it’ll be to make the rest of them match.”

McKenzie glanced back at the bedframe and counted the spindles. There were seven in total, including the one she’d marked up, plus the two end posts. Her gaze shifted to the matching headboard.

“Those, too?”

Ryan looked up from zipping up her boots and followed McKenzie’s gaze. She laughed.

“Oh, absolutely. It won’t look properly distressed if it’s only half done. Though that’s going to take some time and a lot of work.”

“Well, I do love your work ethic. You really take ‘practice makes perfect’ to a whole new level,” McKenzie said.

“I just like to be thorough,” Ryan said in mock defense.

“Of course,” McKenzie agreed, trying to maintain a serious expression and failing miserably.

Ryan laughed again and shook her head as she stood and slipped on her jacket. She swiped her phone off the desk and started to put it into her inside pocket when it went off. She checked the caller ID and frowned.

“Hello? ... Yeah, speaking... That’s a pretty tight deadline...” Ryan glanced at McKenzie and then sighed as she opened her laptop. “All right. Give me a couple minutes to log in and get set up... Yeah, Christy, can you hang on a sec? I was just seeing another client out... Right, how ’bout you get what you have ready and email it to me and then call me back once you’ve sent it... All right. Talk to ya in a few.”

Ryan ended the call and set the phone on the desk next to her laptop, though she really just wanted to throw it out the window.

“Fuck.”

“Work?” McKenzie asked, though she already knew the answer.

“Yeah. I’m sorry,” Ryan said as she took the few steps to pull McKenzie into a hug.

McKenzie pulled back to look up at Ryan’s face.

“You know what I said about your work ethic? Kinda not loving it at the moment.” McKenzie sighed. “So I’m guessing this is going to take a while?”

Ryan grimaced.

“Unfortunately, yeah. I’m really sorry.”

“It’s okay. I should probably be studying anyway, since I pretty much blew off the whole weekend,” McKenzie said as she gently disengaged from Ryan’s hold.

Ryan watched as McKenzie went about gathering up her things into her backpack before swinging it over her shoulder. She walked McKenzie to the door and drew her into another hug.

“I’ll see you Tuesday, right?” Ryan spoke into McKenzie’s hair.

It took a moment for McKenzie to remember Ryan had a double shift tomorrow. McKenzie’s last class wouldn’t let out until nine and Ryan would probably be crashed by then from working all day. Shit.

“Yeah. Maybe we can go for a ride then?” McKenzie looked up to see Ryan smiling down at her indulgently.

“Sure.” They pulled back and Ryan opened the door. “As long as you get all your homework done,” Ryan added seriously.

McKenzie turned back, her own expression just as resolute.

“Yes, my Lord.”

Ryan nodded in acceptance. McKenzie turned and headed back over to her place and Ryan watched her until the door closed behind her. Just as Ryan was closing her own door, her phone rang.

“Hey, Christy...”













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 access to the rest of the books available in the series.
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