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      “Can I tell you something that’s a little embarrassing for me?” Kylie sat on her friend’s sofa, sipping hot cocoa while watching Love Actually. In the next room, the freshly decorated Christmas tree was twinkling brightly.

      Kylie had met Hannah at work a few months ago, and they’d instantly hit it off. They were both single, both thirty years old, both personal trainers, and both on their second career after failing to enjoy what they’d initially set out to do.

      Hannah had gone to college to become a social worker, but she had underestimated the emotional drain that came with such a demanding job. She’d burned out very quickly. Kylie had become a daycare teacher but quickly became frustrated with the broken system and quit after her first year.

      As the holidays drew closer, Hannah had invited Kylie over to trim the tree and partake in some traditional holiday merriment. With the tree finished, a batch of gingerbread in the oven, and their bellies full of hot chocolate, they were both pretty tuckered out, and yet, tomorrow, they had plans to go shopping.

      “Of course.” Hannah glanced over but turned back to the screen.

      Kylie thought Hannah’s divided attention might make her confession easier to deliver. “I’ve never enjoyed sex.”

      “What?” Turning so fast she nearly spilled her mug, Hannah grabbed the remote, paused the film, and set down her cup. “What do you mean, you’ve never enjoyed sex?”

      Kylie shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s always been just okay. Like I could take or leave it. It’s something I should do because, well, that’s what you do in a relationship, right?”

      Hannah frowned. She didn’t understand. Disappointed, Kylie wanted to disappear into the couch. She wished she hadn’t said anything.

      “Maybe you haven’t been with the right guy?” she suggested.

      “I’ve been with my fair share of men. None of them seem to do it for me.” She didn’t consider herself a floozy, but after a long-term relationship, a few shorter ones, and a couple of one-night stands, she knew sex was just a big disappointment for her.

      “Maybe you’re just not into sex. Some people aren’t. Maybe you’re asexual. Do you have sex with yourself?”

      Kylie blushed. She really shouldn’t have started this conversation.

      When she didn’t answer, Hannah brazenly went on. “Like, do you own any toys or touch yourself? Stuff like that?”

      “I shouldn’t have brought it up.” Kylie went to pick up the remote to unpause the film, but Hannah snatched it from her.

      “No. This is important.” Hannah switched the TV off. “You know I won’t judge you, right? You can tell me anything.”

      Kylie wasn’t sure. Their friendship was so new, but they’d bonded very fast. Kylie felt closer to Hannah than she did to any of her friends from high school. At times, she even felt closer to her than she felt to her own sister.

      “How about I tell you something first? Something I don’t normally share. Will that help?”

      Kylie stretched forward and set her mug down on the coffee table. “Look, Hannah, I don’t want to push you⁠—”

      “I visit a BDSM club,” Hannah announced. “You know what that is?”

      With wide eyes, Kylie nodded.

      “I visit a BDSM club, and recently, I’ve been holding the attention of two Doms. Do you understand?”

      “Sort of.”

      “Sometimes, I have sex with both of them. They tell me what to do, and I do it. No questions asked.”

      Kylie’s heart started to race. Maybe she could open up to Hannah. Her lifestyle brushed up against the things Kylie had often fantasized about trying but had never acted on. Two Doms, though, that wasn’t for her. She just wanted one good sexual experience. Was that too much to ask for for Christmas?

      “So, that’s my little secret. How about you? Do you have sex with yourself?” Hannah circled back to her original question, leaving Kylie with a million questions she wanted to ask but didn’t dare to.

      Bravely, she replied, “Yes.”

      “So you think you would enjoy sex? You know, with the right partner?”

      She nodded.

      “Are you gay?”

      Kylie shook her head. “No! Not that there’s anything wrong with that, but I’m just not.”

      “Okay. So maybe it’s the guys you’ve been seeing. What are they like?”

      They’d all been jerks. Well, not all of them, but most. “They’re either really boring or selfish assholes in bed.”

      Hannah pursed her lips.

      As she thought about it, Kylie wrung her hands. “Can you tell me more about the BDSM club?”

      Slowly, a grin came over Hannah’s mouth. “Got a little fantasy tucked away in there?”

      Kylie felt her face go red again. “Maybe.”

      “So the club I go to is kind of like a nightclub. There’s a bar, some dancing, a main stage for exhibitionists, but there are also private rooms. There’s a dungeon master to ensure everything is safe and consensual. And when it comes to alcohol, there are strict rules, particularly for those engaging in active play.”

      “But what goes on there?” Kylie didn’t want to be nosy, but she was curious. She wondered what active play was.

      “Some people go to hook up or act out a scene. Some go to meet new people or show off their subs. There are all types of fetishes, though admittedly, this club isn’t as hardcore as others I’ve been to. This one is a little more vanilla, but it’s not uncommon to see a good whipping or paddling. What are you into?”

      Kylie bit her lip as she considered telling Hannah. “I’ve read all the books.”

      Hannah rolled her eyes. “You mean like that Grey book?”

      Clearly, that wasn’t impressive. Everyone and their mother, hell, their grandmother, had read about Christian Grey.

      Kylie gave her a little more. “I’ve read Tiffany Reisz, Anne Rice, Sierra Cartwright, Joey W. Hill, Angela Knight, and Angel Payne. To name a few.”

      “Okay. There’s something there to work with.”

      Briefly closing her eyes, Kylie fessed up. “I’ve watched a lot of videos too.” Her blush deepened as she glanced at her friend. “And I’ve joined a couple of online chats, but nothing ever face-to-face or via video. Only messaging.”

      “Now we’re talking.” Hannah laughed. “So it’s more than just a passing interest.”

      “Yes,” Kylie admitted. “I never knew how to get into the scene. I kept dating assertive men, assholes really, but it’s just led to disappointing sex.”

      “Well, yeah. If you’re interested in a fetish when it comes to sex, you’re not going to find it with some vanilla man.”

      Or one that was entirely too concerned with his own pleasure to even care if she had an orgasm or not.

      “It sounds like you’re a submissive, or want to be, if I’m reading the situation correctly.”

      “I guess so.” Yes, yes, that’s what she wanted.

      Suddenly, Hannah’s expression lit up, and she began clapping her hands. “Maybe we can get you laid by Santa! It sounds like that’s exactly what you need!”

      Not understanding at all what she was talking about, Kylie frowned. “What?”

      “Each December at the club, this guy comes in dressed like Santa.” Hannah excitedly patted her arm. “He’s hot as sin. Chiseled body, gorgeous face, cocky attitude galore. He comes in wearing a Santa hat and pants. Sometimes the jacket and suspenders too. He’s quite the Christmas treat.”

      Kylie imagined what Hannah described and wasn’t disappointed by the fantasy that crossed her mind, being pulled across his lap for a hearty spanking.

      “At the club, he doesn’t do much but hold court.”

      “What does that mean?” Kylie wrinkled her nose.

      “He orders a few drinks, takes in the scenes, and chats up the women. He might give a few kisses, an occasional stroke, and a couple of spankings here and there. I think he’s fingered a few subs, but he pretty much waits until right before Christmas.”

      Kylie realized she was leaning forward in her seat. It was also when she realized her panties were wet. “Then what?”

      “He picks one lucky sub to take home on Christmas Eve eve.”

      “Really?”

      “Yep. He could have a different woman each night, but he doesn’t. He waits and looks for the perfect addition to his naughty list.”

      Kylie swatted at her. “You’re making that up!”

      “I am not!” Hannah laughed. “Last year, I tried to get on the naughty list, but he didn’t pick me. That’s okay though, because I found Darrell and Derek. But we should get you on Santa’s naughty list.”

      Kylie wasn’t so sure. Sex with some random stranger? And kinky sex at that. What if she didn’t like it? What if she didn’t like him? “Who is he?”

      Hannah shrugged. “No one seems to know who he is. He just randomly showed up about seven years ago, apparently. He never gives his real name. The theory is that he’s not from around here but comes every December for the holidays. Maybe to visit family. But Kylie, every woman he picks comes back to the club in the New Year and goes on and on about how great he was. Like, they won’t shut up about it. For months.”

      Kylie shrugged. What did she have to lose? He might not even pick her. Going to the club with Hannah might prove to be what she needed. Maybe she’d meet a Dom who made her swoon, or more correctly, kneel. Perhaps she’d find a remarkable man to introduce her to the lifestyle. She could find out if that was what her sex life had been missing. It was worth a try.

      “I’m going on Thursday night for drinks with the guys before we go back to Darrell’s place. Do you want to come with us?”

      It was now or never. Take one little risk. No one needed to know about it aside from Hannah. One little gamble that could get her everything she wanted. Swallowing her fear, she replied, “I wouldn’t know what to wear.”

      “We’re going shopping tomorrow, right?” Hannah took a sip of her hot chocolate. “Now, we’ve just got to add a couple more stops.”

      

      After a busy day of shopping with Hannah, it took Kylie three trips from the car to bring all her packages into the house. She lived with her brother and sister in a house they’d purchased together.

      “What did you get me?” Her sister, Janet, asked as she started peeking into the bags.

      “Don’t look!” Kylie shouted and snatched away the bag she was looking in. Janet was a notorious snoop, and this year, Kylie had two reasons to keep her shopping bags secret. Sure, Janet’s gift was in one; she’d gotten her a nice sweater and some of her favorite chocolates. But it was another bag she didn’t want her sister’s nose in. Actually, it was several bags with new clothing and toys for herself. Maybe she’d gone a little overboard, but liberation had felt so good.

      While removing her boots and coat, she kept an eye on Janet, knowing she’d poke her fingers into whichever bag was closest.

      With her hands behind her back, Janet rocked on her heels and looked so much like a child trying desperately to behave despite her naughty impulses. “So, did you finish your Christmas shopping?”

      “No,” she lied. She had to, or Janet would keep looking until she found her gift. In an attempt to distract her, she asked, “Whose car is out front?”

      “Freddie’s.”

      Freddie was their brother’s friend from back when they used to play hockey together. Her brother had gone on to become a doctor—a gynecologist. And Freddie had used his interest in computers and his artistry skills to develop his own video game. From there, he’d created a video game company. Now, he had a small empire. His company had its fingers in multiple pies. Freddie rarely did much of the creating when it came to the games now. Instead, all his time was dedicated to running the business.

      “It’s a new car.”

      “You know Freddie.” Janet shrugged. “He never keeps anything for long. Do you need help carrying this up?”

      She laughed at her sister’s last effort to snoop. “Nope.”

      Both she and her brother had a locked chest in their closets where they kept the things they didn’t want Janet to find. Several bags would be going in it this year. She started with those. Grabbing particular bags, she left behind the ones holding gifts for her parents, brother, and friends.

      A few of the lingerie pieces she’d selected from Victoria’s Secret, she hung in the closet, but the risqué corset and new vibrator, arousal cream, and Kegel balls, she put in the chest. Janet’s Christmas gift got shoved into the wooden box, as well. She locked the chest and returned to the main floor for the rest of the gifts.

      After finally getting things settled into her room, she headed back downstairs. It would be a long wait until Thursday night. She’d spent the day asking Hannah questions and trying on sexy new outfits. Things she could mix and match. She felt much better about her decision to visit the club and was anxious to get her first peek at what it would be like inside.

      Heading to the kitchen for a drink, she grabbed a glass from the cupboard and filled it with water and ice from the dispenser in the fridge.

      “Merry Christmas.”

      Bracing herself, she turned toward the voice with a smile on her face. “Merry Christmas, Freddie.” She always had to brace herself for the sight of him. He was breathtaking with his deep green eyes, golden-brown hair, and movie-star good looks. His smile made her weak in the knees, and he was super nice to boot. One of the sweetest men she’d ever met.

      Maybe too sweet.

      Years ago, when they were still in high school, he’d hinted at asking her out, but she’d shut that down fast. Despite his good looks, winning personality, and charming disposition, he just didn’t do it for her. He was too nice. He didn’t have that alpha-male quality she was so sexually attracted to.

      Of course, after the death of his parents, he hadn’t shown any interest in her, or any other girl for that matter. He’d been swallowed in grief.

      “We’re looking for a fourth for cards,” he told her. She glanced past him to the dining room where her brother and sister sat chatting at the table. “Would you like to play?”

      She shrugged. “Sure.”

      Freddie refilled his own glass with water and nodded to her outfit. “That’s a cute sweater. Is it new?”

      And that’s what she meant by too sweet. He was genuinely interested in her appearance, and he had no interest in getting beneath the sweater. Most of her brother’s friends would have called it hot or sexy. They would have ogled her breasts or stood a little too close. But not Freddie. He was a gentleman.

      “It’s new-ish.”

      With his glass, he motioned to her waist. “I like this belt thing.”

      For decorative purposes, a brown belt hung loosely around her hips. Kylie played with the end of it. “Thanks.”

      “Did you manage to get your shopping done? I know you like to get it done early, and X said you were out shopping today,” he said, referencing her brother, Xavier.

      “I did, but don’t tell Janet,” Kylie whispered as they approached the dining room.

      “Your secret is safe with me, though I assume she already knows you’re done. She’s like a bloodhound when it comes to surprises and gifts.”

      “Probably. Good thing I’ve got it locked away already.” She took a sip of her water. “Do you have much shopping to do?”

      “Just your brother and my aunt.”

      She smiled at him. “So…you haven’t started yet?”

      “No. I suppose not.” He laughed. “Any hints on what your brother might want for Christmas?”

      “I don’t know. I got him a couple of new shirts to wear to the office, but you and I aren’t exactly on the same playing field when it comes to gifts. I mean, last year you got him a Switch and like every possible accessory and game to go with it.”

      “All three of you love playing it, don’t you?”

      “Oh, of course we do, but that’s not my point. You could have bought him an awful lot of sweaters for that amount.”

      He chuckled at her joke. “I’m thinking about flying him out to Vegas with me to test drive a Porsche GT3 RS. Do you think he’d be into that?”

      “Oh, for sure. He’d love that!”

      “I thought so.” He nudged her with his elbow. “And the best part is I won’t have to set foot in a store to get it.”

      Kylie laughed. She was sure the best part would be spending time with his friend and experiencing something so rare and unique, but she didn’t doubt that staying away from stores during Christmas was a bonus.

      They played cards for a few hours, and after dinner, Freddie stayed to join them for a couple of rounds of Mario Cart on the Switch, but Kylie excused herself. She was anxious to test out a few of her new toys. On her iPad, she downloaded a new erotica and, part way through, found herself unlocking the chest in her room.

      Thursday night couldn’t come fast enough.
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      Kylie felt awkward as she removed her long winter coat and left it in the coat room. In a way, Thursday night had come both far too quickly and yet not fast enough. Finally, she was at the club.

      Next to her, Hannah stood in a long white shirt synched at the waist by a corset that didn’t cover her breasts, so they were only covered by the thin white shirt. Thigh-high boots added a couple of inches to her already tall height, and her hair was pulled up in a high ponytail. She explained to Kylie that ordinarily, she’d be wearing a lot less clothing, but as she was coming with a newbie, she didn’t want to make her friend uncomfortable. Apparently, she’d had to ask her Doms for permission before selecting the outfit.

      Kylie was starting to doubt her decision to come. Did she really want to be told what to do? To be told how to dress?

      On the way out of the coatroom, they passed a woman wearing nothing but a harness and being led around on a leash.

      Maybe this had been a mistake.

      “Come on.” Hannah grabbed Kylie’s hand and began leading her through the club. She must have sensed her hesitation because she told her, “Everything will be fine. No one will make you do anything you don’t want to do.”

      “Okay.” Putting on a brave face, Kylie followed along. It was very much like a nightclub. Flashing lights, thudding music—though rock rather than dance blared through the speakers—and an active bar and a dance scene. Booths, tables, and a dancefloor filled up most of the space. The main difference was people’s attire: dark clothing, leather, latex, or, in some cases, a complete lack of clothing. Some people wore only harnesses or nipple clamps. She’d even spotted a few cock cages.

      She tried not to stare. Reading about it or watching porn was one thing, but seeing it live was something completely different. She was a newbie, as Hannah had said, but she didn’t have to act like one, so she attempted not to gawk at everyone.

      Hannah escorted her to a booth where two men already sat there, waiting for them, it seemed.

      Darrell and Derek, she assumed. Both wore tight black denim jeans, but one wore a black dress shirt, only partly buttoned, and the other wore a black mesh top. As she approached, she could feel their gaze on her body.

      Feeling embarrassed, she hoped Hannah’s clothing choices for her had been appropriate. The heels were a little awkward to walk in, but somehow, she was managing.

      When they reached the table, Hannah spun her around. “What do you think?”

      More so than before, their gazes combed over her. She felt them linger on her breasts, her thighs, her legs. Just like Hannah, Kylie wore thigh-high boots laced up the sides. Fashionably ripped tights covered the rest of her legs before disappearing beneath a black and purple miniskirt. The corset was a vintage gothic style, with swing hooks up the front rather than buttons. A chunky black belt crossed over the bottom. On her wrists, she wore leather cuff bracelets.

      “I approve,” the dark-haired man wearing the dress shirt replied, giving them a thumbs up.

      The blond continued to leer at her. “Definitely hot. She’ll be a hit.”

      “Thank you, Sirs,” Hannah replied as though they were complimenting her own body. She helped Kylie into the booth, urging her to sit next to the blond before she squished in next to her. “This is Darrell.” She pointed to the blond in the mesh top before swinging her finger toward the other man. “And Derek.”

      “It’s lovely to meet you.”

      Derek laughed. “I wouldn’t be so sure.”

      Confused, Kylie looked to her friend.

      Hannah giggled. “You’re new and unsure if this is the place for you. You might be a little shocked at some of the things you see happen tonight.”

      “Exactly.” Darrell reached out and stroked a strand of her hair. His smile was kind, and when his finger grazed the exposed skin of her shoulder, her heart beat a little faster.

      “We’re going to get you ladies something to drink. Then we’ll dance,” Derek informed them as though he was the authority on their activities for the evening. Kylie supposed he would be.

      Kylie and Hannah stretched out in the booth
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