
   [image: Cover: The Switch - Erotic Short Story by Saga Stigsdotter]


   
      
         
            Saga Stigsdotter
   

            The Switch
   

            Erotic short story
   

         

         
            LUST
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            The Switch

            Original title:

            Switch

            Translator: Malin Edholm

Copyright © 2019, 2019 Saga Stigsdotter and LUST, an imprint of SAGA Egmont, Copenhagen

All rights reserved

ISBN: 9788726311280

            1. E-book edition, 2019

Format: EPUB 2.0

            All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrievial system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            The Switch
   

            Erotic short story
   

         

         Sitting down, I feel my cheeks and thighs aching. It makes me smile. Just like the pain from working out, it makes me incredibly satisfied. As if I’ve achieved something. I wait for my friend, Stina. She’s always late, so in the meantime, not only do I get my sandwich, but I eat it too. Then I see her at the stairs. I wave at her and she gives me a big smile and walks over.

         “Sorry I’m late. You want anything?”

         “Mud cake and a cup of tea.”

         “Be right back.”

         Blue Lotus is my favourite café in the southern part of central Stockholm. There’s a table in a bay window. It’s cramped but private. I don’t want anyone overhearing what we’re talking about.

         Stina hurries off to the counter to order. As usual, her dress is a patchwork of colours, while my blouse and skirt are black. I have always felt the need to blend in. She hasn’t. That’s why we’re such a great match.

         She comes back – “I asked to have it with whipped cream” – and puts down the cup and cake before me, hot steam curling up in front of my face. I prod the cake with my spoon. The top layer gives way and the spoon sinks into the perfect, runny core. The cake melts on my tongue. Stina eats a peanut butter and banana sandwich. I think she’s crazy, but I guess we all have our differences. She knows things about me that no one else knows, like the fact that Simon and I are into BDSM.

         We talk about work and the weather for a while, although we both really just want to talk about my sex life. It has almost turned into an erotic series to Stina. Personally, she’s told me, she enjoys to just lie down while the guy does all the work. In Stina’s mind that’s equality – men have their privileges in so many other aspects of life, so it’s no more than fair that they do most of the work between the sheets.

         “Did you get those rings up on the wall yesterday?” Stina asks at last when she can’t wait any longer.

         “Yes!” I lean in and whisper, although I don’t have to. “We put up four of them. I had to stretch out my arms and legs to make sure the distance between them is comfortable.”

         I grow silent, as if I need to phrase my wording. But really, it’s all deliberate. I love making Stina wait.

         “What did you do?” Stina asks at last.

         “I told him to bind me. Then I asked him to whip me.”

         “Ohhh… What with?”

         “I let him surprise me. It’s much more pleasurable when I don’t know exactly what’s going on.”

         “Of course! What did he pick?”

         “The paddle. You know, the one with fake fur on one side and leather on the other.”
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