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Disclaimer

This story is a complete work of fiction, and contains explicit scenes involving BDSM, CNC, and sexual intercourse. Any similarities to real people, or real scenarios is completely coincidental.  All characters engaging in sexual activity are of legal age, and are engaging with given consent. Some of the scenarios in this book are potentially dangerous or harmful if not practiced without necessary safety precautions. Do not attempt to recreate any of these scenarios without full consent, clear expectations from all parties involved, established limits, and safewords.
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Part 1: The Origins of a Tickle Domme F/F
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Chapter 1
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In the middle of an unassuming suburb, not unlike any other average suburb, sat an equally unassuming house.  Relatively small, yet cozy and neat, this single-level house was called home by one Savannah Yamaguchi. Her neighbours knew her as that polite, and tidy woman, who kept to herself, and drew little attention to herself; the perfect neighbour to most.  But, within the walls of this unassuming home were things that none of her neighbours could have possibly imagined.  A dungeon filled with all kinds of implements to cause terror and torment for all of her submissive play partners.  No, these implements were not used to cause pain to her submissives, but rather, something that, on the surface, sounds quite playful and innocent, but would often strike fear in the eyes of those on the receiving end; tickling.

For as long as she could remember, Savannah absolutely loved tickling, but more specifically, to tickle others.  Even when she was a small child, Savannah would try to tickle her schoolmates, whether it was on the playground or at sleepovers.  Any time a damsel-in-distress would get her feet tickled in a cartoon, her interest would immediately become piqued, and her heart would skip a beat, followed by feelings of guilt and confusion.  The thought of tickling a helpless victim’s locked feet excited her, but she did not understand why. As she grew older, this interest became more of an obsession. She often fantasized about tying up and tickling her crushes.  Just the thought of having someone helplessly tied to her bed drove her crazy.  When she started dating, she would often test her dates’ level of ticklishness, with varying responses.  

On one occasion, while cuddling with her then-boyfriend, she slowly snuck her hand to his side, and gave him a surprise tickle, causing him to accidentally elbow her in the head.  

“OH SHIT!!!” he shouted, as he jumped away.  

“Oh! OW! Sorry! I didn’t mean to scare you!” she quickly fibbed.  

“Oh, sorry I didn’t mean to elbow you.  My sides are super ticklish.” he responded.

“Hehehe I can see that!” she slyly said, as she made another attempt at tickling him.

“NO! NO! NO!” he cried, as he blocked her probing hands.

“Aww you don’t like tickles?”

“No! Please don’t tickle me”

On another occasion, in which a different boyfriend was completely dead-asleep on the couch, Savannah noticed his exposed bare foot sticking out from under the blanket. After slowly examining every little detail of the boyfriend’s soft sole, unable to help herself, Savannah began to tickle. As her nails lightly grazed her boyfriend’s foot by tracing her nails along the lines of his sole, his snores quickly turned to snorts, then quickly turned to gasps, until finally, “AHHH! HAHAHAHA! NONONO!!!  WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!”

“Your foot was just so cute and soft. I couldn’t help myself...” she responded, as continued her tickle attack. 

“OHHHH!!! NONONO!!!” her boyfriend shrieked as he pulled his foot under the blanket, and laid back down on her pillow, “my feet are so fucking ticklish...”

“Sorry, I just had to check to see.” Savannah said, disappointingly

“Oh my god, that scared the crap out of me, Sav!” the boyfriend said.  

During her early adulthood, Savannah wanted nothing more than to have a real physical experience with a play partner, but the more she realized her fetish was something very niche, the more doubtful she became that she would ever find her play partner. However, when she was accepted into university, the thought of changing her surroundings and the people in them suddenly gave her a renewed sense of hope. 
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When Savannah enrolled in college, she could not suppress her urges any longer, and vowed that she would be spending this time thoroughly exploring her sexuality.   On her first day of a Cultural Studies class, Savannah sat next to a girl who she immediately thought was adorable, with her purple, but modest sense of style. 

“Is anyone sitting here?” Savannah asked.

Slightly startled, the girl looked up from her laptop, looked around at all the empty seats around her, and quietly shook her head.

“Is this your first day too?” Savannah asked.

“Umm, yeah.  I don’t really know anybody yet.”

“Yeah, same with me.  I just moved here from Vancouver.” Savannah responded.

“Oh, I’m from Vancouver too” the girl shyly replied.

“Well, maybe we can be friends,” Savannah said cheerfully, “I’m Savannah.  It’s nice to meet you!”

“I’m Sarah.  It’s nice to meet you too,” she said as she tried to avoid eye contact, “Sorry if I’m not very exciting.  I’m just a pretty shy person.”

“That’s ok.  I’m not the type to do a bunch of loud partying, myself.  Maybe we can be study partners or something.”

“Yeah, that would be nice!” Sarah said, cracking a small smile.

“Alright!””

It was not long before the two girls became inseparable.  Whenever Savannah was around, Sarah felt more and more comfortable coming out of her shell.  They would, more often than not, go to Sarah’s small studio apartment after class, and eat dinner together, while watching 2000’s romcoms.  On weekends, they would usually do their grocery shopping together, then stay in with a pack of vodka sodas, and just chill in Savannah’s rented basement suite.  Regardless of whether it was a school night or a weekend, every night usually ended with the two of them snuggled cozily together on the couch, under a pile of blankets.  

The two absolutely adored each other.  Savannah became very protective of Sarah, since she knew how anxious Sarah could get in social situations, and Sarah felt safe when Savannah was around.  While Savannah had not intended on pursuing Sarah sexually, as time went on, Savannah could not help from catching herself, thinking about Sarah.  Any time Savannah caught a glimpse of Sarah’s body, or the soles of her feet, her mind would start racing:

(Is she ticklish?)

(Oh my god, what am I thinking?)

(AHHH! I can’t help it.)

(I want her to be so ticklish, sooo badly.)

(But I can’t take advantage of her.)

(But, what if she likes it?)

(What if she loves it?)

(BUT WHAT IF SHE HATES IT!)

(Ahhh!!! What do I do?)

(Maybe I’ll just sneak a little, tiny tickle the next time she pokes her foot out. Then I can play it off as an accident.) 

...

...

...

...

(AHHH! I can’t do it!)

Savannah would often drive herself crazy, agonizing over whether she should give off any indication of how she was feeling about Sarah.  Finally, one night, Savannah could not help herself.  While the two were laying with their heads at opposite ends of the couch, just listening to music, and doom-scrolling on their phones, just vegging out, Sarah’s foot poked out from her blanket, with her sole sitting right beside Savannah’s hand.  Savannah knew that Sarah was completely oblivious to her gazing at her foot, as the blankets had built up between them.  She studied Sarah’s sole like it was a beautiful piece of artwork.

(Oh! It’s Sarah’s foot!)

...

(It’s so fucking cute!)

(Oh my god! It’s so fucking adorable!)

(SHE’S SO FUCKING ADORABLE!)

...

(I can’t look away!)

(It’s so soft, and pink. I bet it’s super sensitive!)

(OH GOD, SHOULD I GIVE HER A TICKLE?!)

Just as Savannah decided to take her chance, Sarah ruffled the blanket, and pulled her foot back in.  “Sorry, I didn’t mean to stick my foot in your face, hehe” she said sweetly.

(GODDAMNIT!!!)

(It’s ok. It’s ok.  Maybe I’ll get another chance.)

...

...

(Ohhh, please!)

(I can still picture every detail of her beautiful sole...)

“Oh! That’s ok.  I didn’t really notice” Savannah quickly fibbed, as she repositioned herself in a more discrete way on the couch, “...as long as you’re comfy too!”

“I am hehe,” Sarah replied

(Ahhhh!)

(What if she did it on purpose?)

(What if she wanted me to see her foot?!)

...

(FUCK IT!!!  I’m not giving hup another chance!)

Not long after, once again, Sarah’s foot poked out, giving Savannah her chance.
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Sarah’s soft, pink sole poked out from under the blanket, immediately catching Savannah’s eye.

(Sarah’s foot!)

(OK! This is it!)

(Should I scratch it lightly with my nails?)

(No! Just, ever-so-gently, with my index finger.)

(Nice...soft...and gentle....)

Savannah slowly moved her hand just over Sarah’s exposed foot, as though she was a cat about to pounce without scaring away her prey.  She then softly lowered her finger just above her sole, and gave her finger three little wiggles right below Sarah’s toes.

“Eeee!” Sarah squeaked, as she wiggled her toes, “Is there a hair or something by my foot?  I felt something tickle me.”

(OH MY GOD! SHE IS TICKLISH!!!)

(SHE DIDN’T KNOW IT WAS ME!)

“Hmm?  Let me check...” she said calmly, “I don’t see anything...”

(Do I tickle her again?!)

(FUCK IT!!!)

This time, Savannah did not hold back. In one unassuming move, she wrapped one arm around Sarah’s ankle, and began tickling Sarah’s foot with the tips of her nails. 

“EEEEE!!!” Sarah loudly squeaked, “OH MY GOD, IT WAS YOU!!! HAHAHAHA!!! SAVVY!!!”

As Sarah’s toes wiggled around frantically, Savannah giddily continued her tickle attack, “Hehehe you’re so ticklish! Tickle! Tickle! Tickle!”

As Sarah flailed from the sudden tickling, she grabbed onto Savannah’s leg, in an attempt to steady herself. “HAHAHAHA!!! OH GOD!!! SAVVY!!! HAHAHAHA!!!”

Suddenly, the tickling stopped. 

“Hehehe, that was fun!” Savannah gleefully said, completely unaware that Sarah now had her foot primed for revenge. 

“Oh, you think so?!” Sarah asked, as she began to tickle Savannah’s foot. 

“AHHH!!! HAHAHAHA SHIT!!!” Savannah shrieked as she desperately tried to pull her foot away, “AHHH!!! I’M GONNA GET YOU!!!”  

The two of them were now locked into a tickle fight, tickling each other’s feet, with no end in sight. 

“AHH HAHAHAHA!!! NOOO!!!  YOU STARTED IT!!!” Sarah let out, as she tried desperately to get Savannah to stop the tickling. 

“HAHAHAHA!!! I’LL STOP IF YOU STOP!!!”

“PLEASE!!! HAHAHAHAHA!!! PLEEEASE!!!”

“OK! OK! OK!”

As the tickling suddenly stopped, Savannah continued to giggle as Sarah struggled to catch her breath. 

“Oh gosh! Haha, I don’t remember the last time I was tickled!” Sarah said in between breaths.

“Hehehe, I couldn’t help myself!  Your foot was just so cute!” Savannah said, without realizing what she had said. 

“You think my foot’s cute?” Sarah said, slightly confused. 

“Oh, well... umm... yeah, your feet are very cute,” Savannah said, admittedly, “Haven’t you ever snuck in a little tickle on a friend’s foot before?”

“HAHA! No, never haha,” Sarah said, still catching her breath.

“I thought, maybe you were presenting your foot to me on purpose.” 

“Haha, I was barely paying any attention!”

“Well, at least now I know you’re ticklish!” Savannah said. 

“Oh?  Is that a thing for you?” Sarah asked, slightly confusedly. 

“Oh! Umm, yeah, I guess it’s a kind of thing...” Savannah admitted, having not realized how much of herself she had shown to her best friend, “I’ve just always thought that cute feet look so happy when they’re getting tickled, hehe.”

“Hehehe! Really? ‘Cause your foot looked like it was panicking when it was getting tickled!” Sarah giggled. 

Savannah blushed, “Well... that’s because I like to be the one to dish it out.  I hope you’re not upset.”

“It’s alright. I know it sounds weird, but it’s kinda comforting to know you’re that comfortable around me.” 

The two remained silent for a moment, as they made themselves comfortable on their opposite ends of the couch. 

“Love you, Sarah,” Savannah said as she began to massage Sarah’s still exposed foot. . 

“Love you too,” Sarah said, as she laid her head back down, and fell asleep. 

Savannah remained awake for some time, lost in thought, as she continued to gently rub Sarah’s soft, pink sole.

(Oh my goodness!  I tickled her foot!)

(This adorable foot!)

(She’s so fucking cute!  Ahh!)

...

...

...

(Oh my god!)

...

(I think I’m actually in love with her!)

...

(I’m in love with Sarah!) 

...

...

(Umm...)

(What the fuck do I do?)

...

(I don’t even know if she’s into women!)

...

(If I admit it to her, what’s she going to think of me?)

...

(What if she gets weirded out by me?)

...

(Uuuugh, why does this have to be so fucking awkward!?)

...

(I don’t want to lose her as a friend...)

...

(But what if she feels the same way about me?!)

...

(What if she liked the tickling?!)

...

(WHAT IF SHE LOVES IT TOO?!)

(What if she lets me TIE HER UP, AND TICKLE HER?!)

(AHHHH!!! I NEED TO TRY!!!)

...

...

(Maybe I can ease into things with her. Just test the waters a bit and see how she reacts.)

...

(What if I ask her if she would feel comfortable experimenting with me, like a part of the college experience?)

...

(Just softly and sensually...)

...

(Oh god... I’m getting so excited just thinking about that.)

...

(I can’t get my hopes up... just in case.)

...

(Ok... I’ll bring it up when the moment feels right.)

(I just hope I know before it’s too late.)

As Savannah lay deep in thought, Sarah gently turned in her sleep, pulling her foot out of Savannah’s hands.  Savannah watched Sarah’s foot disappear into the blankets, causing her to look longingly into the darkness; she was hopeful for the best, but fearful of the worse. Despite her growing anxiety, she managed to fall asleep on the couch as well, dreaming of her possible future with Sarah. 
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A week passed following Savannah’s realization that she was in love with Sarah before she was able to find the right time to talk to Sarah about experimenting together.  On a Friday evening, not unlike most other Friday evenings, the two of them found themselves staying in at Sarah’s tiny apartment, snuggled together on the couch. These moments always felt like such a nice way to decompress at the end of the busy school week. There was not a worry for the morning after.  They would often snuggle in total silence, just enjoying the comfort of each other’s company.  In the silence, Savannah was staring at her phone, but all she could think about was whether this was the right moment. What should she say to break the ice?  Is she going to have to prepare some kind of damage control in case Sarah takes it badly?  After thinking for what felt like an eternity, Savannah was able to muster up the words:

“Hey Sare?” she said softly, “Umm... have you ever thought about... you know... fooling around with a girl?  You know... like, experimenting in college?”

Slightly caught off guard, Sarah responded, “Oh! Umm... I donno!  Umm... like, you and me?”

Not sure what else to say, Savannah paused for a brief moment, and said, “Well uh... yeah. You’re honestly my closest friend ever, and I think if I was going to do something like this, for real, I would want to do it with someone I trust.”

“Oh...I mean... maybe that would be alright,” Sarah said with a small amount of trepidation in her voice, “What would you want to do together?”

(Eek!  I can’t just say TICKLE TICKLE TICKLE!) Savannah thought to herself. 

“Like, would this involve your... tickle thing?”  Sarah asked, with some suspicion. 

When Savannah heard the word “Tickle” come out of Sarah’s mouth, her heart skipped a beat, causing her to quickly reply, “Well... I was kinda thinking something more soft, and sensual, like kisses and caresses... and just see how it feels and go from there...”

“Hmm... that might be kinda nice...” Sarah said, before falling silent again.

Once again, Savannah’s mind began to race;

(Ok!  That’s not a no!)

...

(What now?!)

...

(Say something!)

...

(What do I say?!)

As the silence became deafening for Savannah, she once again decided to speak up;

“Umm... would you like it if there was tickling?” she asked sheepishly. 

...

“Maybe... I’m not sure...”

...

“Umm... would you like to try with me?” Savannah asked. 

...

“I think we can try this out... but just a little bit... and only because I trust you so much.” Sarah replied, as she blushed, and tried to hide the slightly nervous tremble in her voice. 

“Ok...” Savannah excitedly yet quietly said. 

As a short moment passed with the two remaining still on the couch, they both nervously giggled in unison;

“Hehehe, oh my god... what do we do now?” Sarah asked. 

“How about just some nice, light touches?” Savannah suggested, wanting to start things off gently.  She began by rubbing her hand up and down Sarah’s thigh, until it eventually found its way under her shirt, causing Sarah to suck her tummy in.  As her hand softly caressed Sarah’s belly, Savannah began to breathe heavily.  Sarah’s skin was feeling particularly sensitive, causing the fine hairs on her body to stand on end.  Savannah slowly moved her hand across her body, causing Sarah to hold her breath, as though she was frozen. 

“...Sarah...” Savannah whispered. 

“...uh-huh?..”

“...lay down...”

“...ok...” 

With Sarah now laying down on the couch, Savannah slowly pulled Sarah’s shirt up to expose her goosebump-covered belly, and pulled her pink pajama pants down slightly, exposing the top of her pubic area. Sarah’s breathing became slow and heavy with anticipation. She felt so exposed and vulnerable, but excited by the prospect of what was about to happen.  Savannah continued by switching between caresses, and light tickles and traces with her nails on Sarah’s belly.  Sarah could not help but squeak, while her abs would flutter from the tiny tickly sensations.  Savannah’s index finger began tracing circles around Sarah’s navel, causing her to *squeak.*. 

“*gasp* Is your bellybutton ticklish?” Savannah asked. 

“Uh-huh *GASP*, it’s very ticklish...” Sarah responded, as her belly fluttered. 

“Did you know there are two types of tickling?” she asked as she continued to touch Sarah, “Gargalesis and... kinimesis... or something like that... I don’t really remember which one’s which.”

“*eep!* That’s very *eep!” interesting *eep!*

“How do you feel about this?” Savannah asked, as she began to kiss Sarah’s belly. 

“Oooh... that’s... that’s nice... ahhh... ohhh...” Sarah said as the stimuli on her body caused her brain the short-circuit.

“...why don’t we strip down to our underwear?” Savannah suggested, as she began to remove her clothes.

As Sarah slowly stood up to follow Savannah’s lead, they both found themselves staring at each other’s bodies.  Savannah could not help but admire Sarah’s natural beauty. Savannah absolutely adored how oblivious Sarah was to her own beauty. Though her belly was not especially toned, her curves from her seldom-seen breasts and waist made her figure incredibly voluptuous.  As Savannah slowly approached to brush Sarah’s purple hair out of her face, Sarah instinctively covered her body with her arms and clasped hands. 

“Hehe sorry if I’m a little shy... I didn’t think I’d be doing this when I woke up this morning,” Sarah nervously said. 

“Hehe, neither did I!” Savannah responded excitedly. 

The two of them began to look into each other’s eyes, smiling as they began to caress each other’s bodies. 

“See?...” Savannah said softly, as she ran her hands up and down Sarah’s sides, “that’s nice...”

Closing her eyes, Sarah’s breathing began to tremble and waver as Savannah’s soft hands began to gently touch her sensitive back. 

“Yeah...ahh... it’s nice...” 

“Would you like to move to your bed?” Savannah asked as she backed off from fully tickling Sarah. 

“We can do that...” 

Taking her by the hand, Savannah led Sarah into the bedroom, and laid her down on her back. As Sarah made herself comfortable, Savannah slowly studied Sarah’s body, admiring every little detail, from the small birthmarks that sporadically dotted her body, to her beautiful navel.

“Just lay back,” Savannah whispered to Sarah, “We can stop anytime you want, ok?” 

With that, Savannah began to kiss Sarah’s exposed belly, causing Sarah to giggle and tremble as Savannah’s mouth slowly covered every bit of exposed skin along Sarah’s midriff.  As Savannah’s sweet kisses continued all over Sarah’s belly, Sarah wrapped her arms behind the pillow under her head, and began to flex and relax her abs. 

“Oh my goodness...” Sarah quietly said under her breath as she closed her eyes.

“Sarah, *kiss kiss*  your belly *kiss kiss*  is so fucking sexy *kiss kiss*”

Sarah gasped in excitement as she had never had someone call her, let alone something she was self-conscious of, like her belly, sexy before in her life.

“*Gasp* You think my belly’s sexy?” she asked in disbelief. 

“Girl...*kiss kiss* your whole body is absolutely gorgeous *kiss kiss*”

Soon, Savannah’s kisses made their way up to Sarah’s lips, while her hands began to caress Sarah’s sensitive body. As they continued to make out with one another, Savannah’s wandering hands began to covertly seek out Sarah’s ticklish spots, as though they were the independently-thinking arms of an octopus.  While her hands explored, Sarah would let out cute little *eeps* whenever a sensitive spot would get grazed, causing the two to giggle. 

“I can’t believe we’re doing this...” Sarah quietly said as she kept her eyes closed, and tried to hide her smiling face.

Savannah continued her gentle tickle probes of Sarah’s body, as she began to kiss all over Sarah’s cheeks and neck. 

(Oh my god!  She’s letting me kiss and touch her all over!)

(I’m in heaven!)

(I’m kissing Sarah!)

(I’M TICKLING SARAH!!!)

(Her body is so incredibly sensitive and sexy!)

(I just love her so much!)

(I don’t ever want this to end!)

“Oh my goodness...” a clearly aroused Sarah said, “How far were you wanting to take this, Savvy?”

“I donno *kiss kiss.* What do you think?”

“Umm... *gasp* I’m getting so fucking wet *gasp.* I donno how much more I can stand *gasp*”

“Oh god! Your body is so fucking sensitive... I can’t stop! *kiss kiss*”

As Savannah’s arousal began to increase, her tickling fingers made their way down between Sarah’s legs. 

“Hold on, please, Savvy!” Sarah begged. 

Stopping to make sure everything was alright, Savannah looked into Sarah’s eyes and asked, “Is something wrong?”

“Oh, no. Nothing’s wrong...” she responded as she tried to catch her breath, “Things were just getting a little intense, haha.” 

“It was, but, it was so fucking hot,” Savannah exclaimed, “...but, if that’s as far as you want to take this, that’s alright. It was fun while it lasted.”

“Well... maybe that’s all we do for now?  Is that alright?  That was kinda like an out-of-body experience for me. My brain is still trying to process everything, hahaha,” Sarah said awkwardly. 

“Yeah, of course that’s alright,” Savannah replied, “If we’re gonna be doing any fooling around, I want you to be comfortable with it!”

“Thank you, Savvy!  I’m always comfortable with you! I’ve just never done anything like this before. I never thought I’d be doing it with another girl.”

“It’s nice to know you’re comfortable with me. I don’t think I’m this comfortable with anyone else...Sarah...,” Savannah said, as she looked into Sarah’s eyes.

“Yeah...?” 

“I... umm... I think I’m in love with you...”

“You’re in love with me...?”

“I have never felt this way about another girl before, and I don’t know what else to do. I just can’t keep it to myself anymore, but I’m falling so madly in love with you...”

“Ohh! I... umm...”

“Ahhh! Please don’t say anything. I’m so so so sorry if this screws up our friendship.  I’ve been agonizing over how or if I should tell you, but I adore you!”  

Sarah continued to lay on the bed, unable to speak, as she began to hug one of her thick, nearby comforters. 

“Ahhh! I should go home, I feel so fucking embarrassed,” Savannah said as she got dressed, sniffling her tears away. 

“Wait...How long have you felt this way about me?” Sarah quietly asked, before Savannah could get out the door. 

“I realized it when we had our tickle fight last week... I just couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

“Savvy... I love you so much, but... I’ve literally never had a relationship that was more than just friends with anyone before. This was my very first experience... with somebody....”

“It’s getting late... *sigh*... I should get going...”

As Savannah made her way home for the night, she could not stop agonizing over whether she had done the right thing by telling Sarah how she felt about her. She did not know if she had done the right thing in becoming physically intimate with Sarah. Had she been too pushy?  Had she ruined her friendship with Sarah? What should she have done differently? 

(Ahhh! Savannah... what have you done?)
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The next morning, Savannah woke up with a horrible headache.  When she got home the night before, she had decided to have a few drinks to help her sleep. Had the night before been a dream?  As the memories of the night began to return, the overwhelming feeling of guilt flooded her conscience.  

(Aaah! Last night...)

(I feel like such a fool...)

(I took advantage of my dearest friend...)

(I’m a horrible person...)

Savannah’s embarrassment and guilt from the night before, combined with her pounding headache had completely extinguished all of her motivation. As she lay in bed, morning turned to noon, when suddenly, her phone rang. It was Sarah. Savannah felt both relieved but at the same time worried about what this call was about. 

*cough cough* Hello?” she groggily answered. 

“Hey... are you alright?  I was a little worried about you last night... the way you rushed out. And when I didn’t hear from you this morning... we usually do our grocery shopping together...” 

“Oh... ahh... yeah... I’m alright... Oh Sarah! I’m so sorry if I was too pushy or aggressive. The absolute last thing I’d ever want to do is hurt you in any way!”

“I know you’d never hurt me, Sav. You didn’t hurt me at all!  You didn’t force me to do anything. I wanted to! So please, don’t beat yourself up!”

Breathing a *sigh* of relief, Savannah suddenly felt such a heavy weight lift
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