
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Smooth Operations

        

        
        
          CFNM Teasers and Pleasers, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Hannah Shaw

        

        
          Published by CFNM Stories, 2026.

        

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1

[image: ]




The bus was seven minutes late, which meant Katie had to run.

Not a graceful run. Not the kind you see in films where the girl's hair flows behind her and her feet barely touch the pavement. This was a proper run. Backpack bouncing against her spine, one hand clamped on the strap, the other clutching a printed Google Maps screenshot because her phone had died at six forty five that morning and she hadn't had time to charge it. Her Converse slapped wet concrete. A taxi honked. She ignored it.

The salon sat on the corner of Merton High Street between a Greggs and a phone repair shop that had been "closing down" for three years. Gold lettering on the window read GLOW in a font that wanted to be elegant but was slightly too thick. Beneath it, in smaller text: Nails. Lashes. Waxing. Tanning. Semi-Permanent Makeup. A neon open sign buzzed in the lower left corner of the glass, pink against the grey morning.

Katie stopped outside. Checked the printout. Checked the sign. Checked the printout again. This was it.

She was eighteen. Brown hair that sat just past her shoulders, the kind that couldn't decide if it was straight or wavy so it did both, depending on the weather. No makeup today except a thin line of eyeliner that she'd put on in the bathroom mirror at quarter to seven, holding her breath, getting it wrong on the left eye, wiping it off, starting over. She had freckles across her nose and a gap between her front teeth that she'd spent most of secondary school hating but had recently, in the last six months or so, come around to. She wore black jeans, a black top, white Converse that were no longer white, and a jacket she'd borrowed from her mum that was slightly too big in the shoulders. She looked like what she was. A girl on her first day.

She pushed open the door.

The smell hit her before anything else. Not bad. Just dense. Layers of it. Nail acrylic, sharp and chemical. Something floral underneath, a diffuser probably, working overtime to mask the acetone. Fake tan solution, that biscuity warmth that clung to the air in every salon she'd ever walked into. And beneath all of that, coffee. Strong coffee. The good kind.

The reception area was small. White desk, white leather chairs, a rack of nail polish colours arranged in a gradient from nude to neon. A vase of fake peonies. A card machine. A booking screen open on an iPad. Framed photos on the wall of women with impossible cheekbones and lashes that defied physics. A small sign taped to the desk that read Please do not ask for discounts, the answer is no with a smiley face drawn after it in Sharpie.

Nobody was at the desk.

From somewhere in the back, music. Capital FM, turned low. And voices. Two of them, mid conversation, one louder than the other.

"...and I said to him, babe, I'm not being funny, but if you think I'm cooking a Sunday roast and doing your washing in the same day, you've lost your actual mind."

"What did he say?"

"What do you think he said? He just sat there."

"Men are useless, Sam."

"Tell me something I don't know."

Katie stood at the desk. She put her backpack down. She looked around for a bell or a button. There wasn't one. She cleared her throat. Nothing happened. She cleared it again, louder.

The voices stopped.

Footsteps. Heels on tile. Click click click. Fast.

And then a woman appeared through the beaded curtain that separated the back rooms from reception, and Katie's first thought, the immediate and unfiltered thought, was: oh.

Samantha.

She was maybe thirty two, thirty three. Hard to tell because her skin had that even, poreless quality that came from either genetics or very expensive skincare or both. Her tan was the colour of caramel, even and smooth, the kind you get from a professional spray booth, not from a bottle. Her hair was blonde, platinum, extensions woven in so seamlessly that you'd only notice if you were looking, which Katie was, because she noticed things like that. It fell past her shoulders in loose waves, the ends catching the overhead lights.

Her face was all angles and fullness at once. High cheekbones, sharp jaw, but then lips that were obviously filled, plump and pouty and coated in a nude gloss that caught the light every time she moved her mouth. Eyelash extensions, thick and dark and fanned out, the kind that made her eyes look permanently half lidded, permanently amused. Her brows were microbladed into perfect arches.

She wore a black fitted top with the salon logo embroidered on the chest. The fabric stretched across her breasts, which were large and round and sat high. Implants, Katie thought, then felt guilty for thinking it, then looked at them again and thought, yeah, definitely implants. They created a visible line of cleavage that the V neck of her top framed without apology. Her waist was narrow, her hips wide, and she wore high waisted black leggings that followed the curve of her bum and thighs like they'd been tailored specifically for her body. On her feet, black platform heels that added three inches but which she moved in like they were slippers.

Her nails were long, almond shaped, French tips with a tiny crystal on each ring finger. They caught the light when she gestured, which she did constantly.

"Oh my god, are you Katie?"

"Yeah. Hi. Sorry, I wasn't sure if I should just..."

"Babe! Come here!"

Before Katie could respond, Samantha had come around the desk and pulled her into a hug that smelled like Dior and fake tan and hairspray. Her breasts pressed against Katie's chest. Her nails patted Katie's back.

"We've been waiting for you. I said to Laura, I said, our work experience girl's coming today, we need to tidy up. Did we tidy up? Did we bollocks."

She pulled back, held Katie at arm's length, looked her up and down.

"Oh, you're so cute. Look at you. Laura! Laura, come see!"

Another set of footsteps. Slower. Heavier heels.

Laura came through the beaded curtain carrying a mug that said Don't talk to me until this is empty and wearing an expression that suggested the mug was still full. She was around the same age as Samantha but built differently. Taller by a couple of inches, broader in the shoulders, with dark hair, almost black, that fell in a sleek curtain to the middle of her back. Extensions too. She had the same salon tan, the same long nails, hers a deep burgundy, and the same lash extensions, though hers were more dramatic, longer at the outer corners, giving her eyes a catlike tilt.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





