
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: First Taste

The gallery smelled like three distinct things layered on top of each other: linseed oil from the canvases still drying in the back studio, expensive perfume left behind by patrons who'd departed an hour ago, and rain-soaked concrete bleeding in through the propped-open loading dock door. The October storm had started around ten, turning the streets outside into rivers of black water that reflected the streetlights in fractured yellow streaks.

Margot Chen stood at the back wall, her reflection barely visible in the rain-dark windows, pretending to examine a series of charcoal nudes that she'd already looked at forty-five minutes ago. She wasn't looking at the art. She was watching the woman across the room—Valentina Ruiz, gallery owner, the reason Margot had spent three hundred dollars on a navy dress she'd probably never have the courage to wear again, the reason her underwear had been wet since nine o'clock when Valentina had first smiled at her.

Valentina was tall. Not just tall—commanding. Nearly six feet in the black stiletto heels that made her calves flex with every step, made her hips sway in a way that seemed deliberate, calculated to drive women insane. Her hair fell in thick black waves past her shoulders, the kind of texture that looked like it would hold fingers, would wrap around a fist. Cuban and Colombian heritage had given her warm bronze skin that seemed to glow under the gallery lights, a nose that curved slightly at the bridge, full lips painted a deep wine color that Margot had spent the better part of three hours staring at.

She wore a cream silk blouse unbuttoned to the third button—just low enough to show the swell of breasts constrained by black lace, the shadow of cleavage that made Margot's mouth go dry—tucked into charcoal trousers that hugged an ass Margot wanted to bite, wanted to grab, wanted to bury her face in. The fabric pulled slightly when Valentina bent to examine a sculpture, stretched across hips that flared dramatically from a waist so small Margot thought she could probably span it with both hands. She had broad shoulders, muscular arms visible through the silk, the build of a woman who did Pilates or yoga or something that kept her strong and flexible.

Her fingers were long, elegant, decorated with multiple silver rings. When she gestured while talking to patrons earlier in the evening, Margot had found herself hypnotized by the movement of those hands, imagining them touching her, gripping her, inside her.

Stop it. You're being insane. She probably doesn't even remember you're still here.

But that thought died the moment Valentina's voice cut across the empty gallery space.

"You're not looking at the art."

Margot's stomach dropped so fast she felt briefly nauseous. She turned, trying for casual and definitely achieving flustered, her pulse hammering in her throat. "I was—"

"You were looking at me." Valentina straightened from where she'd been standing near a display of ceramic sculptures, one hand settling on her hip in a pose that was somehow both relaxed and intensely sexual. Her voice carried an accent—Spanish-inflected English, the 'r' sounds slightly rolled, vowels rounded. "It's fine. I've been looking at you too."

The admission hit Margot like a physical thing, stealing her breath. She opened her mouth, closed it, had no idea what to say. Up close—Valentina was walking toward her now, each step deliberate—she could see details she'd been cataloging from across the room all evening: a small mole at the corner of her mouth, beauty-mark positioned, the way her collarbones created shadows beneath the silk, the silver rings on her fingers including a thick one on her right thumb. Her eyes were dark brown, almost black in this lighting, with thick lashes and perfectly shaped brows.

"I—" Margot started, then stopped because Valentina was right there, less than a foot away, and the smell of her perfume was overwhelming. Bergamot and cedar and something darker, almost spicy. Something expensive.

Margot was so much smaller. Five-four in the flats she'd worn because heels made her ankles wobble, with the kind of build that made salespeople automatically guide her toward "petite" sections in department stores. Half-Korean from her mother's side, with pale skin that flushed too easily—a fact that was currently working against her as heat crept up her neck. Her hair was straight and black, cut to her shoulders, the kind of hair that never held a curl. She'd done her makeup carefully, at least: subtle eyeshadow, mascara, a nude lipstick that was probably completely worn off by now from nervous lip-biting.

The navy dress had seemed like a good idea that morning. It was simple, fitted, showed her legs which were objectively her best feature—slim and toned from running four times a week. But her breasts were small, barely a B-cup, and her hips were narrow, boyish. Standing next to Valentina's voluptuous hourglass figure made her feel like a child playing dress-up.

She's so far out of your league it's not even—

"What do you do, Margot?" Valentina asked, and Margot realized with a start that she'd never introduced herself. Valentina must have looked at the guest book, must have noticed her name, must have cared enough to remember it.

"I'm a—I work in publishing. Copy editor." The words came out steadier than she felt.

"Mmm. That explains why you've been reading every placard so carefully." Valentina's smile was knowing, amused. "And the way you've been studying the technique in these pieces. Most people just look and move on. You actually read."

"I like details," Margot managed.

"So do I." Valentina reached out, one finger tracing the line of Margot's jaw so lightly it might have been imagination except for the warmth that followed the touch. Her fingertip was calloused slightly, textured. "You're very pretty when you blush. Does it go all the way down?"

Margot's breath caught audibly. "I—"

"Let me see." Valentina's other hand found the zipper at the back of Margot's dress, the one that started at her neck and ran down to her lower back. She pulled it down in one smooth, confident motion, the sound of the teeth separating obscenely loud in the quiet gallery. The dress loosened immediately, fell forward off Margot's shoulders and pooled at her waist.

She wore a simple black bra underneath, nothing fancy, just a wireless t-shirt bra from Target because she hadn't expected—hadn't even dared to hope—

Valentina's gaze traveled down Margot's neck slowly, deliberately, taking in the hollow of her throat where her pulse was visibly racing, the sharp angles of her collarbones, the small swell of her breasts in the plain black fabric, the slight softness of her stomach. "Yes," she said softly, almost to herself. "It does go all the way down. Your chest is pink. Your belly. Even here—" she traced a finger along the waistband of Margot's dress, "—you're flushed."

She's going to fuck me. Right here in this gallery. Oh my god, this is actually happening—

"I've wanted to taste you since you walked in three hours ago," Valentina murmured, stepping even closer so their bodies were almost touching, so Margot could feel the warmth radiating off her skin. "The way you kept biting your bottom lip when you thought I wasn't watching. The way you crossed and uncrossed your legs every few minutes, like you couldn't get comfortable. You were thinking about me, weren't you? Imagining things?"

"Yes." The word came out strangled, barely audible.

"What things?" Valentina's hand slid around to the small of Margot's back, pulling her in so their bodies pressed together fully—breast to breast, hip to hip, thigh to thigh. She was so warm, so solid.

"I—I can't—"

"Tell me." Not a request. A command.

Margot swallowed hard, her mouth dry. "Your hands. On me. Your mouth. I kept thinking about what you'd taste like, what you'd feel like, if you'd be gentle or—or not."

Valentina's smile was slow, wicked. "Or not," she repeated. "Is that what you want? For me to not be gentle?"

"I don't know. I've never—" Margot cut herself off.

"Never what?" Valentina's hand slid up to tangle in Margot's hair, fingers gripping near the scalp, tilting her head back. The pull was just shy of painful, sent sparks down Margot's spine. "Never been with a woman? Or never let yourself admit what you actually want?"

"Both," Margot gasped.

"Good girl. Honesty." Valentina leaned in, her lips brushing Margot's ear, her breath hot against sensitive skin. "I'm going to kiss you now. And then I'm going to take you apart piece by piece until you forget your own name. Are you going to let me?"

Margot could only nod, trembling.

The kiss wasn't gentle. Valentina claimed her mouth like she owned it, like she'd been thinking about this for hours and was done waiting. Her lips were soft but insistent, tongue sliding past Margot's lips immediately to explore and take and taste. She tasted like red wine—something expensive and dry—and mint, the combination sharp and intoxicating and perfect. One hand stayed tangled in Margot's hair, holding her in place, angling her head exactly how Valentina wanted, while the other hand gripped her hip hard enough that Margot knew she'd have fingerprint bruises tomorrow.

Margot made a sound she'd never made before in her life—desperate and needy and pathetic—and felt Valentina smile against her mouth. When Valentina's tongue stroked against hers, when her teeth caught Margot's bottom lip and bit down just hard enough to hurt, Margot's knees actually buckled. Valentina held her up easily, pressing her back against the wall beside the display of charcoal nudes.

The kiss went on forever, or maybe thirty seconds, Margot had no sense of time. When they finally broke apart, both breathing hard, Valentina's lipstick was smeared and Margot's lips felt swollen, tender.

"Fuck," Valentina breathed, her eyes dark and focused, pupils blown wide. "You kiss like you're starving."

"I am," Margot admitted, surprised by her own boldness.

"Good." Valentina's hands went to Margot's waist, gripping the bunched fabric of her dress. "I'm going to do things to you. Things I've been thinking about all night while I watched you pretend to look at art and really look at me. Are you going to let me?"

"Yes." No hesitation this time.

"Say it properly. Say 'Yes, I'll let you fuck me.'"

Margot's face burned but her pussy clenched at the crude words, at the command in Valentina's voice. "Yes. I'll let you fuck me."

"Where?"

"Here. Anywhere. I don't care."

Valentina's smile was predatory. She guided Margot across the gallery space, past the sculptures and paintings, toward the back where a wide wooden worktable sat covered in art supplies and catalogs and scattered papers. With one sweep of her arm, Valentina cleared the surface, sending everything clattering to the floor. Then she lifted Margot—actually lifted her, hands under her thighs—and set her on the edge of the table.

The position put them almost at eye level. Valentina stepped between Margot's legs, spreading them wide to accommodate her hips. The dress was still bunched at Margot's waist, exposing her completely from the ribs down except for the thin black cotton of her underwear.

Valentina's hands slid up Margot's thighs slowly, deliberately, fingers pressing into soft flesh with enough pressure to leave marks. Her thumbs brushed the edge of Margot's underwear, tracing the line where fabric met skin, teasing.

"These are soaked," Valentina observed, pressing her thumb directly against the wet fabric, right over Margot's clit. The pressure was firm, almost too much. Margot gasped, her hips jerking forward involuntarily, seeking more friction. "How long have you been like this?"

"Since—" Margot had to stop, had to breathe, because Valentina was rubbing slow circles through the fabric now, "—since you smiled at me when I came in."

"Mmm. Three hours." Valentina kept up the maddening pressure, watching Margot's face intently. "Three hours of walking around my gallery with your pussy dripping, trying to act normal, trying not to stare at me too obviously. That must have been distracting."

"It was—oh god—" Margot's head fell back as Valentina's thumb found the perfect spot, pressed harder.

"Did you touch yourself? In the bathroom maybe? Try to take the edge off?"

"No. I—I wanted—"

"Wanted what?" Valentina's other hand cupped Margot's breast through the thin bra, thumb brushing over her nipple until it hardened into a tight peak.

"Wanted it to be you," Margot admitted, the words tumbling out without permission.

"Good answer." Valentina hooked her fingers in the waistband of Margot's underwear and pulled them down slowly, dragging the fabric down her thighs, over her knees, letting them fall to the floor. Cool air hit Margot's exposed skin, made her shiver. She was completely bare now from the waist down, legs spread, pussy on display. "Spread your legs wider. I want to see all of you."

Margot obeyed, thighs falling open as far as they would go. The position was obscene, vulnerable. She could feel herself getting wetter, could feel it literally dripping.

Valentina looked at her like she was art worth studying—clinical and hungry at once, her gaze traveling over every inch of exposed skin. "Beautiful," she said softly, almost reverently. "You're so pink. So wet. I can see you clenching."

I'm going to die. This is how I die.

Then Valentina dropped to her knees.

The first touch of her tongue made Margot cry out, the sound echoing in the empty gallery. Valentina licked a long, slow stripe from bottom to top, tasting thoroughly, her tongue flat and wide. The sensation was overwhelming—hot and wet and perfect. When she reached Margot's clit, she circled it with the tip of her tongue, focused and deliberate, before sucking it between her lips.

Margot's hands flew to grip the edge of the table, knuckles going white. Her thighs trembled violently.

Oh fuck oh fuck she's so good at this—this is—I can't—

Valentina didn't rush. She explored methodically, like she was learning Margot's body, figuring out what made her gasp versus what made her moan. She alternated between broad, flat strokes of her tongue and targeted flicks against Margot's clit. She'd lick down to her entrance, fuck inside with her tongue for a few strokes—enough to make Margot's hips buck—then drag back up to circle her clit again. The rhythm was maddening, building Margot up slowly, inexorably.

Valentina's hands gripped Margot's hips, fingers digging into flesh hard enough that Margot knew she'd have bruises, holding her in place so she couldn't squirm away. Every time Margot tried to close her legs instinctively, overwhelmed by the sensation, Valentina pushed them back open, relentless.

"Oh god, oh god, please—" Margot gasped, though she wasn't sure what she was begging for.

Valentina pulled back just enough to speak, her breath hot against slick, sensitive skin. "Please what?"

"I need—I'm going to—"

"Not yet." Valentina's tongue found Margot's clit again, circling slowly, maddeningly light. "I want to try something first. Have you ever let anyone lick your ass?"

The question landed like a bomb. Margot's brain short-circuited, stuttered, tried to process the words and couldn't quite manage it.

"I—what?"

Valentina sat back on her heels, looking up at Margot with dark, amused eyes that glittered with arousal and something else—hunger, possession, satisfaction at catching Margot so off-guard. Her lips were wet, slightly swollen, her lipstick completely gone now. She looked absolutely debauched and completely in control at the same time. "Your ass," she repeated slowly, clearly, like she was explaining something simple. "I want to lick it. I want to tongue-fuck your tight little asshole until you scream. I want to taste every part of you." She ran her hands up the backs of Margot's thighs, fingers spreading her open wider, thumbs pressing into the soft flesh of her ass. "Will you let me?"

Margot should say no. Should feel embarrassed or scandalized or disgusted. Should have some kind of normal human reaction to being asked if a stranger could lick her asshole in an art gallery at midnight. But the way Valentina looked at her—like she was starving and Margot was a five-course meal—made it impossible to refuse. Made it impossible to want anything except exactly what Valentina was offering.

"Yes," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

"Yes what?" Valentina's fingers pressed harder, kneading. "I want to hear you say it."

"Yes, you can—" Margot swallowed hard, forced herself to say the words, "—you can lick my ass."

"Good girl." Valentina's smile was filthy, triumphant. "Lean back. Put your hands behind you for balance. I'm going to need access."

Margot did, shifting her weight back on the table, bracing herself on her palms. The position tilted her pelvis up and forward, exposed her completely. She could feel air against places that had never been touched before, never been seen like this, certainly never been licked. Her face burned with humiliation and arousal in equal measure.

Valentina's hands gripped Margot's hips, lifting slightly, adjusting her angle. "Perfect. Stay just like that." Her thumbs pressed into the soft flesh of Margot's ass, spreading her open further. "Look at you. So pink and tight. Have you ever even touched yourself here?"

"No," Margot admitted, her voice shaking.

"Never? Not even in the shower? Not even curious?"

"No."

"Mmm. I get to be your first then." Valentina leaned in, her breath hot against Margot's exposed skin. "Relax. This is going to feel strange at first but I promise you'll like it."

The first touch was gentle, almost tentative—a broad stroke of Valentina's tongue right over Margot's asshole. The sensation was alien and electric and so intense that Margot gasped, her muscles tensing involuntarily.

"Relax," Valentina murmured against her skin, her voice soothing. "Let me in, beautiful. Just breathe."

She licked again, slower this time, really tasting, her tongue flat and wide. Her hands spread Margot wider, thumbs pressing into soft flesh to hold her completely open. The third lick was firmer, the tip of her tongue pressing slightly against the tight ring of muscle, circling slowly.

Margot made a sound between a moan and a whimper, her entire body lighting up with sensation she'd never imagined, never even conceived of. It was overwhelming—not quite pleasure yet but not pain either, just intensity, just sensation that made every nerve ending in her body fire at once.

Holy shit holy shit this is—oh my god I can't believe—fuck—

Valentina worked her slowly, patiently, tongue mapping every fold and crease with methodical thoroughness. She'd lick broad and wet, getting everything slick with her saliva, then focus the tip precisely on Margot's hole, then flatten her tongue and press with steady pressure. The wetness, the warmth, the absolute filth of it had Margot shaking, trembling so hard she could barely hold herself up.

She could feel herself dripping, could hear the obscene wet sounds Valentina made as she worked—little hums of appreciation, the sound of her tongue moving through wetness, her breathing getting heavier.

"You taste so fucking good," Valentina breathed between licks, her voice rough with arousal. "So clean. So perfect. Your ass is incredible, Margot. I could do this for hours."

"Oh god—" The words came out strangled. Margot's arms were shaking from holding herself up.

Valentina's tongue pressed more firmly now, the tip working against Margot's asshole with focused intent, circling and prodding and teasing. Margot felt herself opening, just slightly, felt the give as muscle relaxed and Valentina's tongue slipped inside just barely—not deep, just the tip, just enough to make Margot cry out.

The sensation was overwhelming—pressure and pleasure and something almost like pain but not quite, something that made her feel full and empty at the same time. Her thighs shook violently, muscles spasming.

Valentina pulled back, and before Margot could even begin to process what was happening, she spit directly onto Margot's asshole—a thick, obscene sound that made Margot's pussy clench hard. Then she dove back in, tongue everywhere now, licking around the rim with broad strokes, pressing inside with the tip, dragging upward to lap at Margot's pussy before returning to her ass.

She was making sounds too, low moans of appreciation and hunger, like this was as good for her as it was for Margot. Like she was genuinely getting off on this, on the taste, on the act itself.

She's enjoying this. She actually wants this. She's moaning because she likes it. Fuck, that's so hot—

Valentina's tongue fucked into Margot's ass with more confidence now, pressing deeper, staying inside for long seconds before pulling back to lick around the rim again. She'd spit again, adding more wetness, then work her tongue back inside. The rhythm was maddening—in and out, circling, pressing, licking up to Margot's pussy to taste the wetness there before returning.

One of Valentina's hands shifted position, fingers finding Margot's clit and rubbing tight, fast circles while her tongue continued its relentless assault on her ass. The dual sensation shattered something fundamental in Margot's brain. She was going to come, was already coming, the orgasm building from some place deeper than she'd ever felt before, from her core, from places she didn't know could feel pleasure.

"That's it," Valentina murmured against her, the words vibrating through sensitive flesh. "Come for me. Let me feel you."

Margot came with a broken cry that was probably loud enough to be heard on the street outside, her entire body seizing as waves of pleasure rolled through her. Her asshole clenched rhythmically around Valentina's tongue, her pussy spasmed, her thighs locked in place. The orgasm went on and on, pulling from somewhere so deep she thought she might actually pass out.

Valentina didn't stop. She kept licking, kept her fingers moving on Margot's clit, drawing the orgasm out until Margot was sobbing and shaking and weakly pushing at Valentina's head because it was too much, too intense, she couldn't take anymore.

When Valentina finally pulled away, her face was absolutely wrecked—wet from nose to chin, her makeup smeared, her hair mussed where Margot didn't even remember grabbing it. She looked absolutely feral, completely satisfied, like a predator who'd just devoured prey. She stood slowly, deliberately, maintaining eye contact the entire time.

Then she kissed Margot again—deep and claiming and filthy, making her taste herself, taste what they'd just done, taste the evidence of her own surrender on Valentina's tongue.

"You're mine now," Valentina said against Margot's lips, her voice rough and possessive. "Do you understand? After this, after what we just did, you belong to me."

Margot nodded weakly, still trembling, unable to form words.

"Say it."

"I'm yours," Margot whispered.

"Good girl." Valentina's smile was wicked, triumphant. She reached up, gently pushing Margot's hair out of her face with surprising tenderness. "Because that was just the beginning. I have so many more things I want to do to you. So many more places I want to taste. By the time I'm done with you, you're going to be addicted to this. To me. To the feeling of my tongue in your ass."

Margot believed her.


Chapter 2: The Arrangement

The apartment smelled like espresso and leather and Valentina's perfume—that same bergamot and cedar combination that had been haunting Margot's thoughts for the past thirty-six hours. Rain hammered against floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked Central Park, turning the city into an impressionist painting of gray and gold. The living room was all clean lines and expensive furniture—a white leather sectional, abstract art on the walls, a bookshelf that held more photography collections than actual novels.

Margot sat on the edge of the sectional, hands folded in her lap, wearing jeans and a sweater because Valentina had texted her yesterday afternoon with an address and a time: Tomorrow. 2pm. Don't be late. No explanation. No context. Just a command that Margot had obeyed without question because Thursday night had rewired something fundamental in her brain.

She could still feel it—the phantom sensation of Valentina's tongue pressing into her ass, the way she'd come so hard she'd actually blacked out for a few seconds. She'd gone home and touched herself three times before falling asleep, and woken up touching herself again. Every time she sat down, every time she moved wrong and felt the slight soreness, she got wet.

I'm fucked. Completely fucked. She's all I can think about.

Valentina emerged from what Margot assumed was the bedroom, wearing black yoga pants that clung to every curve and a loose gray tank top that showed the edges of a black sports bra. Her hair was pulled back in a high ponytail, her face clean of makeup. She looked somehow even more devastating like this—natural, comfortable, casually beautiful in a way that made Margot's chest ache.

"You came," Valentina said, walking toward her with that same predatory grace. She held two small espresso cups, handed one to Margot. "I wasn't sure you would."

"You told me to," Margot said, taking the cup. The espresso was perfect—strong and bitter and exactly what she needed.

"Mmm. And you're the type who follows instructions." Valentina sat beside her, close enough that their thighs touched. "I've been thinking about you. About Thursday night. About the sounds you made when I fucked your ass with my tongue."

Margot's face burned. "I—yeah. Me too."

"Have you touched yourself thinking about it?"

"Yes." No point lying.

Valentina's smile was slow, satisfied. She reached over, ran her fingers through Margot's hair almost affectionately. "Good. I want you thinking about it. I want you remembering exactly how it felt. Because I'm going to do it again. Right now. And then I'm going to keep doing it until you're trained to crave it."

The word trained sent a jolt straight to Margot's pussy. "What do you mean?"

"I mean—" Valentina took both espresso cups, set them on the coffee table, then turned to face Margot fully, "—I want to make an arrangement with you. I want access to your body. Specifically, I want access to your ass. I want to lick it, fuck it, own it. And in exchange, I'll make you come harder than you've ever come in your life. Regularly. As often as you want."

Holy shit. She wants—this is actually—

"Why?" Margot asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Valentina's expression softened slightly, became more honest. "Because I have a thing for it. For ass play. For rimming. It's my favorite thing, the thing that gets me off harder than anything else. And most women—" she shrugged, "—they think it's weird or gross or they'll try it once to make me happy and never want to do it again. But you—" her hand cupped Margot's cheek, thumb brushing her bottom lip, "—you loved it. I could tell. The way you came, the way you're sitting here right now getting wet just from me talking about it. You're perfect."

Margot's heart hammered so hard she could feel it in her throat. "What would this arrangement look like?"

"You come here twice a week. Wednesday and Saturday. You let me do whatever I want to your ass. I'll use my tongue, my fingers, toys eventually if you want. I'll make it so good for you that you'll be counting down the hours until you see me again." Valentina's hand slid down to Margot's throat, not squeezing, just resting there possessively. "In exchange, you're mine. You don't fuck anyone else. You don't let anyone else touch you. Just me."

"That's—" Margot tried to think through the haze of arousal, "—that's basically dating."

"No. Dating involves emotions and expectations and all the messy bullshit that comes with relationships. This is simpler. This is just about pleasure. About me training your body to respond to me." Valentina leaned in, her lips brushing Margot's ear. "About you learning to be my good girl who spreads her ass for me whenever I want."

Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck.

"What if I want more?" Margot asked, surprising herself with the honesty.

Valentina pulled back, studied her face. "Do you?"

"I don't know. Maybe. I just—I barely know you."

"Then let's get to know each other. But the arrangement stands. Your body is mine to play with. Do we have a deal?"

Margot should probably think about this. Should probably have some self-respect, some dignity, some sense of self-preservation. But her pussy was soaked and her asshole was literally clenching with anticipation and Valentina was looking at her like she was the only thing in the world that mattered.

"Yes," she breathed. "We have a deal."

"Good girl." Valentina kissed her then, deep and claiming, tongue sliding into her mouth with confident ownership. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark. "Strip. Everything off. Then get on your hands and knees on the couch facing the back."

Margot's hands shook as she pulled her sweater over her head, unhooked her bra, shimmied out of her jeans and underwear. The apartment was warm but she still shivered as she climbed onto the sectional, positioning herself as instructed—on her hands and knees, facing the back of the couch, ass in the air.

The position was humiliating and arousing in equal measure. She could feel air against her exposed pussy and ass, could feel herself getting wetter. Behind her, she heard Valentina moving, heard the sound of her pulling her tank top off, the whisper of fabric as her yoga pants hit the floor.

"Spread your knees wider," Valentina commanded. "Arch your back. I want your ass up as high as you can get it."

Margot obeyed, adjusting her position until her chest was pressed against the couch cushions and her ass was lifted, completely exposed. The arch in her lower back was intense, almost uncomfortable.

"Perfect." Valentina's hands settled on Margot's hips, warm and possessive. "You have such a pretty little ass. So tight. So pink. I'm going to spend the next hour just eating it."

Oh my god—

Valentina's tongue made contact without warning—a long, slow lick from Margot's pussy all the way up to her asshole. Margot gasped, her fingers digging into the couch cushions. Valentina licked again, this time focusing on her ass, tongue circling the tight ring of muscle with deliberate slowness.

"I've been craving this," Valentina murmured against her skin. "Craving the taste of you. Your ass tastes so fucking clean, so sweet. I could do this all day."

She proved it by settling in, licking with long, thorough strokes that had Margot moaning within seconds. Valentina's hands gripped Margot's ass cheeks, spreading her wide, holding her open so she could really get her tongue in there. She alternated between broad licks that covered everything and focused attention on Margot's hole, the tip of her tongue pressing and circling and teasing.

The smell of arousal filled the space between them—Margot's wetness mixed with Valentina's saliva, musky and sharp and intoxicating. Margot could hear the obscene wet sounds of Valentina's mouth working, could hear her own breathing getting ragged.

"You're dripping," Valentina observed, pulling back slightly. "Your pussy is literally dripping onto my couch. You like this that much?"

"Yes," Margot gasped. "Please don't stop."

"I won't. But I want to try something." Valentina's finger traced around Margot's asshole, circling where her tongue had just been. "I'm going to lick you while I finger your pussy. I want to feel you come with my tongue in your ass."

Before Margot could respond, Valentina's tongue was back—pressing firmly now, working against the tight muscle with focused intent while two fingers slid into Margot's pussy easily, filling her. The dual sensation was overwhelming. Valentina's tongue pressed deeper, the tip slipping inside just slightly while her fingers curved upward, finding that spot that made Margot see stars.

"Oh fuck—oh fuck—" Margot's arms gave out, her face pressing into the couch as her ass stayed in the air.

Valentina fucked her with steady, deep thrusts of her fingers while her tongue worked Margot's asshole relentlessly. She'd lick around the rim, spit on it, then press her tongue inside, then pull back and do it again. The rhythm was maddening, building Margot up fast and hard.

I'm going to come. Already. Fuck, she's so good at this—

"That's it, baby," Valentina murmured, her voice rough. "I can feel your pussy clenching. You're close. Come for me. Come with my tongue in your ass and my fingers in your cunt."

The crude words pushed Margot over the edge. She came with a muffled scream, her entire body seizing as the orgasm tore through her. Her asshole clenched rhythmically around Valentina's tongue, her pussy spasmed around her fingers, her thighs shook so hard she thought she might collapse.

Valentina worked her through it, tongue and fingers never stopping until Margot was sobbing with overstimulation. When she finally pulled away, Margot collapsed fully onto the couch, boneless and trembling.

"We're not done," Valentina said, her voice amused. "That was just round one."



Twenty minutes later, after Margot had caught her breath and Valentina had made them both drink water, they moved to the bedroom.

The bed was enormous—a king-size with pristine white sheets and about fifteen pillows. Valentina positioned Margot on her back this time, pillows stacked under her hips to lift her ass off the bed, then pushed her legs up and back until her knees were almost to her chest.

"Hold your legs," Valentina instructed. "Keep yourself spread for me."

Margot gripped the backs of her thighs, pulling them toward her chest. The position was obscene—her pussy and ass completely exposed, tilted up toward Valentina who knelt between her legs. She could feel herself blushing, could feel the humiliation of being so displayed, but her pussy clenched with arousal.

"Look at you," Valentina breathed, her eyes roaming over every inch of exposed skin. "So pink and pretty. Your asshole is still a little swollen from earlier. Does it hurt?"

"A little," Margot admitted. "Good hurt."

"Mmm. I'm going to make it better." Valentina leaned down, her breath hot against Margot's skin. "I'm going to lick it until you're begging me to stop."

She started at Margot's pussy, tongue lapping at the wetness there, tasting thoroughly before moving up. When her tongue made contact with Margot's asshole, Margot's hips jerked involuntarily. Valentina pressed her forearm across Margot's hips, pinning her in place.

"Stay still," she commanded, then went back to work.

This time was different—slower, more methodical. Valentina licked with broad, flat strokes, getting everything wet and relaxed. She'd pause to spit, adding more wetness, then lick it up. Her tongue circled Margot's hole over and over, building sensation without rushing toward anything.

"Your ass is incredible," Valentina murmured between licks. "I love how responsive you are. Every time I lick you, you clench. It's so fucking hot."

Is this what my life is now? Just thinking about when she'll lick me next? Because I'm okay with that—

Valentina's tongue pressed more firmly, the tip working against the tight muscle with patient insistence. Margot felt herself opening, felt the give as muscle relaxed and Valentina's tongue slipped inside—deeper this time, really fucking into her ass with short, focused thrusts.

"Oh god—" Margot's hands tightened on her thighs, holding herself open wider.

Valentina pulled back just enough to speak. "You're taking my tongue so well. I think you could take more. I think I could get my whole tongue inside you if I work you open enough."

"Please," Margot gasped, not even sure what she was begging for.

"So eager." Valentina's thumb joined her tongue, pressing gently against Margot's hole while she licked around it. The dual pressure was intense, made Margot's breath catch. "I'm going to train this tight little ass to take whatever I give it. Tongue, fingers, eventually bigger toys. By the time I'm done with you, you'll be able to take a plug all day and not even think about it."

Fuck. The thought of that—walking around with something in my ass, thinking about her all day—

Valentina worked her slowly, tongue and thumb pressing together, spreading her open. When she finally slipped just the tip of her thumb inside alongside her tongue, Margot actually whimpered. The stretch was intense but not painful, just fullness, just pressure that made every nerve ending fire.

"Good girl," Valentina praised, her voice thick with arousal. "You're doing so good for me. Taking my thumb and tongue together. Your ass looks so pretty stretched around me."

She fucked Margot like that for long minutes—tongue and thumb working in tandem, in and out, until Margot was writhing and gasping and desperate. When Valentina's other hand found Margot's clit, rubbing in tight circles, Margot lasted maybe thirty seconds before she was coming again, harder than before, her asshole clenching around the intrusion, her pussy gushing.

Valentina pulled her thumb out but kept her tongue working, licking Margot through the aftershocks until she was shaking and pushing weakly at Valentina's head.

"I can't—too much—"

"Okay, baby. Okay." Valentina pressed a gentle kiss to Margot's inner thigh, then sat back. Her face was wet again, her hair disheveled. She looked satisfied and hungry at the same time. "You did so well. Such a good girl for me."

Margot let her legs drop, her entire body feeling like liquid. "That was—I don't even have words."

"You don't need words." Valentina crawled up the bed, stretched out beside Margot and pulled her close. "You just need to show up on Wednesday and let me do it again."

"I'll be here," Margot promised, already counting down the days.

Valentina's smile was possessive, triumphant. "I know you will."



They ordered Thai food and ate it in bed, Margot wearing one of Valentina's t-shirts and nothing else, Valentina in just underwear. The conversation flowed easier than Margot expected—they talked about Valentina's gallery, about Margot's work in publishing, about movies and books and completely normal things that made Margot feel like maybe this could be more than just sex.

But then Valentina's hand would drift to Margot's thigh, or she'd lean in to kiss her with tongue, and Margot would remember that this was an arrangement, not a relationship. That she was here for a specific purpose.

"I want to show you something," Valentina said after they'd cleared the food containers. She got up, walked to her closet, and returned with a wooden box. When she opened it, Margot saw an array of sex toys—plugs in various sizes, vibrators, what looked like anal beads.

"Eventually—" Valentina pulled out a small metal plug with a pink gem on the base, "—I want you to wear this. You'll come here, I'll eat your ass until you're loose and wet, then I'll slide this inside you and send you home. You'll wear it under your clothes, feel it all day, think about me all day, and then come back to me desperate and needy."

Margot's pussy clenched at the thought. "When?"

"Not today. You're too new to this. We need to train you more first, get you used to having things inside you." Valentina set the plug aside, pulled out a small vibrating toy. "But we can start with this. I'm going to put this in your pussy, then eat your ass again. I want to see if you can come just from my tongue in your ass and nothing touching your clit."

Jesus Christ, she's trying to kill me.

"Okay," Margot whispered.

Valentina positioned Margot on her side this time, one leg bent up toward her chest, the other straight. She slid the small vibrator into Margot's pussy—it was barely bigger than a finger, but the vibration was intense. Then she settled behind Margot, hands spreading her ass cheeks wide.

"Relax for me, baby," Valentina murmured, and then her tongue was there again.

This time felt different—more intimate somehow with Valentina pressed against her back, wrapped around her. Valentina's arm snaked around Margot's waist, holding her close while her tongue worked. The vibrator buzzed inside her pussy, the sensation traveling through all her nerve endings.

Valentina licked with long, lazy strokes, taking her time. She'd pause to spit, to bite gently at Margot's ass cheek, to murmur filthy praise. "You taste so good. I could live between these cheeks. Your asshole is so responsive, clenching every time I lick it."

Margot was making sounds she'd never made before—high, desperate whimpers and moans. The combination of the vibrator and Valentina's tongue was maddening. She felt herself getting close, felt the orgasm building low in her belly.

"That's it," Valentina encouraged, her tongue pressing deeper. "I can feel you getting close. Come for me, baby. Come just from my tongue fucking your ass."

When Margot came this time, it was different—slower, deeper, rolling through her in waves that seemed to last forever. Her asshole clenched rhythmically around Valentina's tongue, her pussy spasmed around the vibrator, and she sobbed with the intensity of it.

Valentina held her through it, tongue never stopping, arm tight around her waist. When the orgasm finally faded, Margot was boneless, barely conscious.

"Three times," Valentina said softly, pressing a kiss to Margot's shoulder. "You came three times today just from me eating your ass. You're perfect for me, you know that?"

Margot could only nod weakly.

"Stay tonight," Valentina said. "Stay and let me hold you. You can leave in the morning."

It wasn't part of the arrangement. It was more than the arrangement. But Margot found herself nodding anyway, too exhausted and satisfied to do anything else.

As she drifted off to sleep in Valentina's arms, she thought: I'm completely fucked. I'm going to fall for her. This is going to ruin me.

But she couldn't bring herself to care.


Chapter 3: Obsession Takes Root

The apartment smelled different tonight—sandalwood incense burning somewhere in the bedroom, mixed with the scent of the Chinese takeout they'd eaten an hour ago, and underneath it all, the musk of arousal that seemed to permanently cling to the white leather sectional now. November rain streaked the windows, softer than last week's storm, turning the city lights into watercolor blurs of yellow and white.

Margot had been coming here twice a week for three weeks now. Six sessions. Eighteen orgasms, if she'd counted correctly, though some of them blurred together into one continuous wave of pleasure that made counting impossible. Her body had changed in subtle ways—she was hyperaware of her ass now, of the way it felt when she sat down, when she walked, when she touched herself in the shower thinking about Valentina's tongue.

She'd started doing kegels but for her asshole, clenching and releasing throughout the day at her desk at work, training the muscle to relax faster for Valentina. She'd researched anal play obsessively, reading forums and articles and watching porn that made her so wet she had to excuse herself to the bathroom. She was becoming addicted, exactly like Valentina had promised.

Tonight she wore a black dress that buttoned down the front—easy access, she'd thought while getting dressed, already anticipating the moment Valentina would strip her. She'd shaved everything in the shower, had used the expensive body oil Valentina had bought her last week, the one that smelled like jasmine and made her skin impossibly soft. She'd arrived fifteen minutes early because waiting those extra fifteen minutes at home felt impossible.

Valentina opened the door wearing black silk pajama pants and a matching camisole, her hair loose around her shoulders. She looked softer like this, more approachable, but her eyes held that same hungry intensity they always did when she looked at Margot.

"You're early," Valentina said, stepping aside to let her in.

"I couldn't wait," Margot admitted, setting her bag down by the door.

"Good." Valentina pulled her close immediately, kissing her deep and claiming. Her hands slid down to grip Margot's ass through the dress, squeezing hard. "I've been thinking about you all day. About eating your ass. I had to cancel two meetings because I couldn't focus."

She thinks about me. She wants me. Even when I'm not here.

The thought made Margot's chest tight with something dangerous that felt a lot like hope.

"I brought something," Margot said when they broke apart. She pulled a small bottle from her bag—lube, water-based, the kind the internet had told her was best. "I thought—I thought maybe we could try more tonight. If you want."

Valentina's smile was slow, predatory. She took the bottle, examined it. "You've been researching."

"Yes."

"And thinking about what I could do to you with this."

"Yes," Margot whispered.

"Show me." Valentina handed the bottle back, then sat on the couch, legs spread, clearly expecting a performance. "Tell me what you've been imagining. Touch yourself while you do it."

Margot's face burned but her pussy clenched. She set the lube aside, then slowly began unbuttoning her dress from the top down. Valentina watched with dark, focused eyes, her tongue wetting her bottom lip. Margot wore matching black lingerie underneath—a lace bra and high-waisted panties that she'd bought specifically for this, for Valentina.

"I've been imagining your fingers inside me," Margot said softly, letting the dress fall open. She slid it off her shoulders, let it pool at her feet. "Your tongue and your fingers together. Stretching me open."

"Keep going." Valentina's hand drifted to her own breast, palm pressing against silk.

Margot unhooked her bra, let it drop. Her nipples were already hard, pink and tight. She cupped her breasts, thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks. "I've been imagining wearing a plug like you said. Walking around all day feeling full, feeling owned. Thinking about you."

"And?" Valentina's hand slid down to press between her own legs.

"And I've been imagining—" Margot slid her panties down, stepped out of them, "—you making me lick you. Making me eat your ass while you eat mine."

Valentina's eyes flared dark with lust. "Is that what you want? To taste me?"

"Yes," Margot breathed. "I want to make you feel what you make me feel."

"Fuck." Valentina stood abruptly, crossed the space between them in two strides, and kissed Margot so hard their teeth clashed. When she pulled back, she was breathing hard. "Bedroom. Now. We're doing all of it."



The bedroom smelled like sandalwood and sex and Valentina's skin—that combination of bergamot and cedar and something uniquely her. The bed was already turned down, pillows arranged, and Margot noticed new additions on the nightstand: the lube she'd brought, a box of wet wipes, and several toys she recognized from Valentina's collection.

Valentina positioned Margot on the bed first, on her back with her legs pulled up and spread wide, knees nearly to her chest. The position was familiar now—Margot knew exactly how to hold herself, exactly what Valentina wanted.

"I'm going to get you ready first," Valentina said, kneeling between Margot's spread legs. She was still fully clothed in her silk pajamas, but her nipples were visible through the thin camisole, hard points pressing against fabric. "I'm going to eat your ass until you're begging me to finger you. Then I'm going to stretch you open slowly, make sure you can take it."

God yes please—

Valentina's tongue made contact and Margot immediately moaned. Even after six sessions, the sensation was overwhelming—hot and wet and perfect, Valentina's tongue broad and flat as it licked from Margot's pussy up to her asshole. She licked with long, thorough strokes, taking her time, building wetness and heat.

Margot's hands gripped the backs of her thighs, holding herself open, her head falling back against the pillows. The smell of her own arousal mixed with Valentina's saliva, sharp and musky, filled the space between them. She could hear the obscene wet sounds of Valentina's mouth working, could hear her own breathing getting ragged.

"Mmmm—" Valentina hummed against her skin, the vibration traveling through sensitive nerve endings. "You taste so fucking good. I swear you get sweeter every time."

Her tongue focused on Margot's asshole now, circling the tight ring of muscle with deliberate slowness. She'd lick around the rim, then press the tip of her tongue against the center, then lick around again. The rhythm was maddening, made Margot's hips try to tilt up, seeking more pressure.

Valentina pulled back just enough to spit—a thick, wet sound that made Margot whimper—then dove back in. Her tongue pressed more firmly now, working against the muscle with focused intent. Margot felt herself opening, felt that now-familiar give as her body surrendered to Valentina's mouth.

"That's it, baby," Valentina murmured, the words vibrating against slick skin. "Relax for me. Let me in."

Her tongue slipped inside, just the tip at first, then deeper as Margot's muscles relaxed. The sensation was intense—pressure and fullness and pleasure all mixed together. Valentina's hands gripped Margot's ass cheeks, spreading her impossibly wide, holding her completely exposed.

Fuck fuck fuck—so good—can't think—

Valentina fucked her with her tongue in short, focused thrusts, in and out, building a rhythm that had Margot panting and writhing. She'd pull out to lick around the rim, gathering more saliva, then press back inside. The wetness, the heat, the absolute filth of it had Margot's pussy clenching, dripping onto the sheets below.

"Please," Margot gasped, though she wasn't entirely sure what she was begging for. "Please, Valentina—"

"Please what?" Valentina's tongue dragged up to lap at Margot's pussy, tasting the wetness there before returning to her ass. "Tell me what you need."

"More. I need more. Please use your fingers."

"Not yet. You're not ready yet." Valentina's thumb joined her tongue, pressing gently against Margot's hole while she licked around it. The dual pressure made Margot's breath catch. "I need you looser. I need to make sure I won't hurt you."

She worked Margot for what felt like forever—tongue and thumb pressing together, spreading her open, fucking her in tandem until Margot was sobbing and shaking. When Valentina finally pulled back, Margot's asshole felt swollen, oversensitized, and desperately empty.

"Look at you," Valentina breathed, her voice thick with arousal. She traced her finger around Margot's hole, watching it clench and release. "You're so pink. So open. Your ass is literally begging to be filled."

She reached for the lube, squirted a generous amount onto her fingers. The slick sound made Margot's pussy clench. "I'm going to start with one finger," Valentina said, her lubed finger pressing gently against Margot's asshole. "Just one. Nice and slow. Tell me if anything hurts."

"Okay," Margot whispered, her entire body tense with anticipation.

The pressure increased gradually as Valentina pressed forward. Margot felt the resistance, felt her body fighting the intrusion even as her mind screamed for more. Then suddenly there was give, and Valentina's finger slipped inside to the first knuckle.

"Oh—oh fuck—" Margot's hands tightened on her thighs.

"Breathe, baby. Just breathe." Valentina held still, letting Margot adjust. "You're doing so good. Taking my finger so well."

She pressed deeper, slowly, until her finger was fully inside. The fullness was intense, different from her tongue—harder, more substantial, more real. Margot's asshole clenched around the intrusion involuntarily.

"Relax," Valentina soothed, her other hand stroking Margot's thigh. "Don't clench. Just breathe and let your body adjust."

Margot focused on breathing, on relaxing, and gradually the intense pressure eased into something almost pleasurable. When Valentina started moving—slow, shallow thrusts—Margot moaned.

"There you go," Valentina praised. "Good girl. Your ass looks so pretty stretched around my finger."

She fucked Margot slowly, carefully, building sensation without rushing. Her other hand found Margot's clit, rubbing in slow circles that made Margot's hips jerk. The dual stimulation was overwhelming—the fullness in her ass, the pleasure on her clit, Valentina's dark eyes watching her with hungry intensity.

"I'm going to add another finger," Valentina said after several minutes. "You're going to feel the stretch. It's going to be intense. But I know you can take it."

She pulled her finger out, added more lube, then pressed back in with two fingers this time. The stretch was immediate and intense, burning slightly as Margot's body struggled to accommodate. She gasped, her muscles automatically clenching.

"Breathe through it," Valentina commanded, not stopping her forward progress. "Your body can take this. I know it can. Just relax and let me in."

Margot forced herself to breathe, to relax, and gradually her body gave way. Valentina's two fingers slipped inside fully, stretching her wider than anything had before. The burn faded slowly into intense fullness, into pressure that bordered on pleasure.

"Fuck, look at you," Valentina breathed, clearly as affected as Margot was. "Taking two of my fingers in your tight little ass. You're incredible."

She started moving again, slow thrusts that made Margot whimper. Her other hand worked Margot's clit faster now, building sensation, pushing her toward orgasm. The combination was maddening—fullness and pleasure, stretch and stimulation, all of it overwhelming her nervous system.

"I want you to come like this," Valentina said, her voice rough. "Come with my fingers in your ass and my hand on your clit. Show me how much you love it."

The orgasm hit Margot like a freight train—sudden and overwhelming, tearing through her body in waves that seemed endless. Her asshole clenched rhythmically around Valentina's fingers, her pussy spasmed, her thighs shook violently. She sobbed out Valentina's name, completely lost to the sensation.

Valentina worked her through it, fingers and hand never stopping until Margot was oversensitized and begging for mercy. When she finally pulled her fingers out, Margot felt achingly empty, already missing the fullness.

"That was beautiful," Valentina said softly, leaning down to press a gentle kiss to Margot's inner thigh. "You came so hard, baby. I felt your ass squeezing my fingers like it didn't want to let go."

Margot couldn't form words, could only lie there trembling and trying to remember how to breathe.

"But we're not done," Valentina continued, a wicked smile curving her lips. "You said you wanted to taste me. That you wanted to eat my ass while I eat yours. Remember?"

Oh god. Yes. I did say that.

Margot nodded weakly.

"Good." Valentina stood, began stripping out of her silk pajamas. "Because I've been thinking about that all week."



Valentina's body was magnificent—all curves and muscle, bronze skin smooth and unblemished except for a small tattoo on her right hip bone, a delicate constellation of stars. Her breasts were full and heavy, dark nipples already tight with arousal. Her waist nipped in dramatically before flaring out to wide hips and thick thighs. And her ass—god, her ass was perfect. Round and firm, the kind of ass Margot had been fantasizing about for weeks.

"Like what you see?" Valentina asked, amused.

"You're gorgeous," Margot breathed honestly.

"Come here." Valentina climbed onto the bed, positioned herself on her hands and knees facing the headboard. "Get behind me."

Margot moved on shaky legs, positioning herself behind Valentina. From this angle, she could see everything—Valentina's pussy, already glistening with wetness, and above it, her asshole, a tight pink ring surrounded by smooth bronze skin. The smell of Valentina's arousal was intoxicating—sharp and sweet, mixing with her perfume to create something that made Margot's mouth water.

"I want to feel your tongue on me," Valentina said, looking back over her shoulder. "I want you to lick my ass the way I lick yours. Don't be shy. I'm clean. I prepared for this."

I'm really doing this. I'm about to eat Valentina's ass. Holy shit.

Margot leaned forward, her hands settling on Valentina's ass cheeks tentatively. The skin was warm and soft under her palms. She spread Valentina gently, exposing her fully, and leaned in.

The first lick was experimental—a broad stroke of her tongue over Valentina's asshole. Valentina gasped, her hips pushing back slightly. Encouraged, Margot licked again, this time tasting properly. Valentina tasted clean and slightly sweet, with a hint of saltiness. The texture was different than Margot expected—soft and warm, more yielding than she'd imagined.

"Fuck, yes," Valentina moaned, her voice strained. "Just like that. Lick me just like that."

Margot grew bolder, licking with longer strokes, really tasting. She used the flat of her tongue like Valentina always did, covering more surface area. Her hands squeezed Valentina's ass cheeks, kneading the firm muscle while she worked.

The smell of Valentina's arousal grew stronger, her pussy visibly clenching with each lick. Margot could see wetness gathering, could see how much Valentina was enjoying this. The visual combined with the taste and smell was incredibly erotic, made Margot's own pussy clench with renewed need.

"Use your tongue inside me," Valentina commanded breathlessly. "I want to feel you fuck me with it."

Margot pressed the tip of her tongue against Valentina's hole, felt the resistance of tight muscle. She pressed harder, focusing all her attention on that one point, and gradually felt Valentina's body give way. Her tongue slipped inside just slightly, and Valentina moaned loudly.

"Yes—fuck—more—" Valentina's hands gripped the sheets, her knuckles white.

Margot worked her tongue deeper, fucking in and out with short thrusts like Valentina always did to her. The sensation was strange but arousing—feeling Valentina's muscles clench around her tongue, hearing the desperate sounds she made, knowing she was giving Valentina pleasure.

After several minutes, Valentina reached back, her hand finding Margot's head and pressing her closer. "Lick up. Lick my pussy too. I want to come with your tongue in my ass."

Margot obeyed, alternating between Valentina's ass and her pussy, tasting both. Valentina's pussy was soaked, her clit swollen and sensitive. Every time Margot's tongue brushed it, Valentina's hips jerked. Margot settled into a rhythm—tongue fucking Valentina's ass for several strokes, then dragging up to lap at her pussy, then back down.

"I'm going to come," Valentina gasped, her entire body tense. "Don't stop—fuck—don't stop—"

Margot focused her tongue on Valentina's ass, pressing deep and fucking steadily while her hand reached around to rub Valentina's clit. The combination pushed Valentina over the edge. She came with a loud cry, her asshole and pussy clenching rhythmically, her thighs shaking. Margot kept her tongue moving, working her through it until Valentina collapsed forward onto the bed, panting.

"Holy shit," Valentina breathed after a long moment. She rolled onto her back, pulling Margot into her arms. "That was—fuck. You're a natural."

"Really?" Margot's face was flushed, her lips wet.

"Really." Valentina kissed her deeply, tasting herself on Margot's tongue. "Now I want to do something we haven't tried yet."



They repositioned into a sixty-nine, but modified—Margot on top, straddling Valentina's face while she leaned down toward Valentina's lower body. The position gave them both access to each other's asses while also allowing some control.

"I'm going to eat your ass while you eat mine," Valentina said, her hands already spreading Margot's cheeks. "Let's see who makes the other one come first."

Before Margot could respond, Valentina's tongue was on her, licking with broad, hungry strokes. Margot gasped, nearly losing her balance, then focused on returning the favor. She spread Valentina wide and dove in, licking with everything she'd learned.

The dual sensation was overwhelming—giving and receiving pleasure at the same time, tasting Valentina while being tasted, the smell of their combined arousal filling the space. Margot's tongue worked Valentina's ass while Valentina's tongue worked hers, both of them moaning against sensitive flesh.

Valentina's hands gripped Margot's ass hard, fingers digging into soft flesh as she ate her with single-minded focus. Her tongue pressed deep, fucking into Margot's ass with steady thrusts that made Margot's hips grind down seeking more. Every time Margot tried to pull away from the intensity, Valentina just pulled her closer, held her in place, relentless.

Margot tried to match her enthusiasm, tried to make Valentina feel as good as she felt. She licked and sucked and pressed her tongue deep, using her hands to spread Valentina wide, occasionally dipping down to taste her pussy before returning to her ass.

The smell was overwhelming now—musk and arousal and sweat, mixing with the sandalwood incense until Margot felt drunk on it. She could hear the obscene wet sounds they were both making, could hear Valentina's muffled moans vibrating against her skin.

"Mmmmph—fuck—" Margot tried to speak but it came out garbled against Valentina's ass.

Valentina responded by pressing two fingers into Margot's pussy while her tongue continued its assault on her ass. The dual penetration made Margot cry out, her rhythm faltering. She was going to come first, she could feel it building, feel her body spiraling toward orgasm despite her best efforts to hold back.

"Come for me," Valentina commanded, the words barely audible but the meaning clear. Her fingers curved upward, finding that perfect spot, while her tongue pressed deep into Margot's ass.

Margot came with a muffled scream against Valentina's skin, her entire body seizing. Her asshole clenched rhythmically around Valentina's tongue, her pussy spasmed around her fingers, and she momentarily forgot she was supposed to be pleasuring Valentina, lost in her own sensation.

But she recovered quickly, doubling down on her efforts despite the oversensitivity. She pressed three fingers into Valentina's pussy while her tongue fucked her ass, determined to make Valentina come too. She curved her fingers, rubbed that spongy spot inside while her tongue worked steadily, and within a minute she felt Valentina's body tense beneath her.

Valentina came just as loudly, her moan vibrating against Margot's oversensitive skin, her asshole clenching around Margot's tongue. They stayed locked together through the aftershocks, both trembling and gasping, until finally Margot rolled off to collapse beside Valentina.

"Tie," Valentina said breathlessly, pulling Margot close. "We both won."

"Or we both lost," Margot countered, still trying to catch her breath.

"No." Valentina kissed her, slow and deep. "We definitely both won."

They lay tangled together for long minutes, just breathing and touching, until finally Valentina spoke again.

"I want to try the plug now," she said softly. "I think you're ready."

Margot's pussy clenched despite having just come. "Okay."

"It's going to feel intense at first," Valentina warned, reaching for the small metal plug on the nightstand. "But once it's in, your body will adjust. I'm going to eat your ass until you're ready, then slide it in, and then—" she smiled wickedly, "—then you're going to wear it home. You're going to sleep with it inside you. And tomorrow, you're going to text me every hour to tell me how it feels."

Oh god. I'm going to walk around with a plug in my ass. Everyone will see me and have no idea.

The thought was humiliating and incredibly arousing at the same time.

"Yes," Margot whispered. "I want to."

"Good girl." Valentina kissed her again, then positioned her on her back with her legs spread. "Now relax and let me take care of you."



Getting the plug in took time and patience. Valentina ate Margot's ass for twenty minutes first, getting her relaxed and loose and desperate. Then she used her fingers, starting with one and working up to three, stretching Margot open slowly, making sure she could take the width of the plug.

The plug itself was small—only about the width of two of Valentina's fingers—but the metal was cold and unforgiving in a way fingers weren't. When Valentina finally pressed the tip against Margot's hole, Margot tensed involuntarily.

"Breathe," Valentina soothed, her free hand stroking Margot's thigh. "Just breathe and push out slightly. Let your body accept it."

Margot forced herself to breathe, to relax, and gradually felt the plug pressing inside. The widest part stretched her intensely, burning slightly, and then suddenly it slipped past that point and her body pulled it in, her muscles closing around the narrow stem.

"There," Valentina said with satisfaction. "Perfect. How does it feel?"

"Full," Margot gasped. "Really full. And—weird? But not bad."

"Stand up. Walk around."

Margot stood carefully, intensely aware of the foreign object inside her. Every step made it shift slightly, made her hyperaware of the fullness. It was uncomfortable but also arousing, a constant reminder of Valentina, of what they'd done.

"You look so fucking sexy right now," Valentina said, admiring her. "Knowing you're plugged. Knowing you're going to walk around like that. Fuck, I wish I could see you at work tomorrow, watch you try to focus on editing while you're filled and thinking about me."

"I won't be able to concentrate," Margot admitted.

"Good. That's the point." Valentina pulled her close, kissed her thoroughly. "Now get dressed. I'm sending you home. And remember—text me every hour tomorrow. Tell me how it feels. Tell me if you touch yourself thinking about me. Tell me everything."

Margot dressed slowly, hyperaware of the plug with every movement. The walk home was torture—every step, every movement of her hips, even sitting on the subway made the plug shift and press against sensitive spots. By the time she got to her apartment, she was so wet she had to change her underwear.

She texted Valentina: Home. I made it. I can't stop thinking about you.

The response came immediately: Good. Now go to bed and dream about my tongue in your ass. I'll be doing the same.

Margot fell asleep with the plug still inside her, one hand between her legs, Valentina's name on her lips.


Chapter 4: Breaking Point

The apartment smelled like coffee brewing automatically in the kitchen and the jasmine body oil that had soaked into Margot's sheets overnight. Cold November sunlight filtered through thin curtains, turning everything pale gray and gold. The radiator clanked and hissed, fighting against the morning chill that had settled over the city.

Margot woke slowly, awareness creeping in layer by layer. First: the warmth of her bed, her body cocooned in soft cotton sheets. Second: the pleasant ache in her muscles from last night's exertions. Third: the plug.

Oh god. I'm still wearing it.

She'd fallen asleep with it inside her, had slept the entire night plugged, and now in the cold light of morning it felt surreal and overwhelming and incredibly arousing all at once. Every tiny shift of her body made the plug press against sensitive spots, sent sparks through her nervous system. She was already wet, could feel it between her thighs, sticky and warm.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. A text from Valentina: Good morning, beautiful. How does my plug feel inside you?

Margot's pussy clenched at the possessive language—my plug, like Valentina owned not just the toy but the body it was inside. She typed back with shaking fingers: Intense. I've been awake for two minutes and I already want to touch myself.

The response was immediate: Don't. Not yet. I want you desperate by the time you get to work. Text me every hour like I said. And send me a picture when you get dressed. I want to see you in your work clothes knowing what's underneath.

You're evil.

You love it. Now get ready. Don't be late for work.

Margot groaned, dragging herself out of bed. Every movement made the plug shift—sitting up, standing, walking to the bathroom. By the time she'd brushed her teeth and splashed water on her face, she was breathing hard, her nipples tight and sensitive against her sleep shirt.

The shower was torture. The hot water cascading down her body, running between her ass cheeks, made her hyperaware of the plug. She had to brace herself against the tile wall, breathing through the intensity. She wanted to touch herself so badly, wanted to come with the plug inside her, but Valentina's command held her back.

She said not yet. I have to wait. I have to be good.

Getting dressed required concentration. She chose her outfit carefully—black slacks that were fitted but not too tight, a burgundy silk blouse, simple black underwear. The slacks pressed against the base of the plug when she sat down to put on her heels, made her gasp. Looking at herself in the mirror, she appeared completely normal. Professional. Put-together. No one would ever guess she was plugged, that she could barely think about anything except Valentina's tongue in her ass.

She took a photo in the mirror—full body, angled to show her outfit—and sent it to Valentina.

The response came with a photo attached. Valentina in bed, clearly naked under white sheets, her hair messy, her lips curved in a satisfied smile. The text read: Gorgeous. I'm wet just thinking about you walking around like that. Wish I could bend you over your desk and eat your ass right there in your office.

Margot actually whimpered, her pussy clenching hard. You're making this impossible.

Good. Suffer for me, baby. I'll make it worth it tomorrow when you come back to me.



The office smelled like burnt coffee from the break room and the specific combination of paper, toner, and air conditioning that Margot had come to associate with work. Her cubicle was small but organized—desk covered in manuscripts at various stages of editing, a sad little succulent that was somehow still alive, photos of her family pinned to the fabric walls.

Sitting in her desk chair was excruciating. The plug pressed differently in this position, felt bigger somehow, more intrusive. Every time she shifted her weight, every time she reached for something, every time she crossed or uncrossed her legs, she felt it. By ten o'clock, she was so wet she was worried it would soak through her underwear and show on her slacks.

She texted Valentina: I can't focus. Every time I move I feel it. I'm so wet I might leave a stain on my chair.

Perfect. Touch yourself in the bathroom. Don't come. Just edge yourself. Then come back to your desk and keep working.

Valentina...

Do it. Now. Or I won't eat your ass tomorrow.

The threat was enough. Margot grabbed her phone and practically ran to the bathroom, locking herself in a stall. She pulled her slacks and underwear down just enough to access herself, one hand bracing against the metal divider while the other slid between her legs.

She was soaked. Her fingers slid through wetness easily, finding her clit swollen and sensitive. She rubbed in tight circles, her hips jerking forward, the plug shifting with every movement and sending shocks of pleasure through her. Within a minute she was panting, close to the edge, her thighs shaking.

Stop. Don't come. Just get close.

She forced herself to pull her hand away, breathing hard. Her pussy ached, her clit throbbed, the plug felt enormous. She was trembling as she pulled her clothes back up, washed her hands, tried to make herself look presentable in the bathroom mirror.

Her colleague Stephanie walked in just as Margot was leaving. "Hey, you okay? You look flushed."

"I'm fine," Margot managed. "Just—hot in here."

"Yeah, they always turn the heat up too high." Stephanie smiled sympathetically and headed into a stall.

Margot returned to her desk, intensely aware of the plug with every step. She tried to focus on the manuscript in front of her—a literary thriller that needed significant structural work—but all she could think about was Valentina. Valentina's tongue. Valentina's fingers. Valentina's voice commanding her to be good, to wait, to suffer.

By eleven o'clock, she was a wreck. She texted: I edged like you said. I'm dying. Please.

Please what?

Please let me come.

No. Not until you see me tomorrow. I want you desperate. I want you so needy you can barely function. Keep the plug in all day. Text me again at noon.

Margot actually whimpered at her desk, earning a concerned look from her cubicle neighbor. She buried her face in the manuscript, trying desperately to focus on something other than the aching need between her legs.



By mid-afternoon, Margot was seriously considering calling in sick for the rest of the day. The plug had gone from uncomfortable to overwhelming to a constant source of arousal that she couldn't escape. Every movement reminded her of it. Sitting, standing, walking—it didn't matter. She was plugged, filled, owned by Valentina even though Valentina wasn't here.

She'd texted every hour like commanded: Noon: Still plugged. Still desperate. Had to edit a sex scene and nearly came just reading it. 1 PM: Went to bathroom again. Edged again. I hate you. I love you. I don't know anymore. 2 PM: Client meeting was torture. Spent the whole time thinking about your tongue. Pretty sure they thought I wasn't listening. 3 PM: I need to come so badly I'm considering just doing it anyway and dealing with the consequences.

Valentina's responses had been consistently cruel: Good. Stay desperate for me. Don't you dare come. Your orgasms belong to me now. Aww, is my poor baby suffering? Good. Tomorrow will be worth it. If you come without permission, I won't touch you for a week. Try me.

That last threat was enough to keep Margot in line, but barely. Her willpower was hanging by a thread. When her boss stopped by her desk to discuss a project deadline, Margot had to actively concentrate on appearing normal, on not shifting in her seat, on maintaining eye contact instead of thinking about Valentina eating her ass.

"Margot? Are you listening?"

"Yes—sorry—yes. Friday deadline. I can do that."

Her boss frowned slightly. "Are you feeling alright? You seem distracted."

"I'm fine. Just—didn't sleep well."

"Alright. Well, let me know if you need anything."

As soon as her boss walked away, Margot's phone buzzed. Valentina: Almost done with work?

Another hour. Maybe two.

When you get home, I want you to take the plug out slowly. Feel how empty you are without it. Then I want you to finger your ass while you touch yourself. But still don't come. Send me a video.

A video?!

Did I stutter? Video. Or no tongue tomorrow.

You're insane.

You love it. Now finish work so you can go home and be a good girl for me.



The apartment was warm from the radiator working overtime, the heating making everything slightly too hot. Margot had stripped the moment she got home—clothes abandoned in a trail from the front door to her bedroom, desperate to be naked, to be able to finally touch herself properly.

She set up her phone on her nightstand, angled toward the bed, and pressed record. Then she climbed onto the bed on her back, legs spread, one hand drifting down between her thighs.

The plug's base was smooth under her fingers. She gripped it gently, began pulling slowly. The stretch as it moved outward was intense—her body had adjusted to it being inside, and now removing it felt like losing something essential. The widest part stretched her opening, burned slightly, and then it slipped free completely.

The emptiness was immediate and overwhelming. Margot actually gasped, her asshole clenching around nothing, already missing the fullness. She set the plug aside, then brought her hand back to explore. Her asshole felt swollen, softer, more open than it had ever been. When she pressed one finger against it, it slipped inside easily with almost no resistance.

"Fuck," she breathed, knowing the phone was recording, knowing Valentina would watch this later. "I'm so open. Your plug stretched me so much."

She fucked herself with one finger, then added a second, the glide easy with all the natural wetness from her arousal. Her other hand found her clit, rubbing in tight circles while she fingered her own ass. The sensation was intense but not quite enough—she needed Valentina's tongue, needed Valentina's fingers, needed Valentina.

"Please," she moaned to the camera, to Valentina, her hips rocking to meet her own fingers. "Please, I need to come. I've been good all day. Please let me come."

She edged herself for five minutes on camera, whimpering and begging, before finally stopping the recording and sending it to Valentina. Her hands were shaking as she waited for a response.

It took three agonizing minutes before her phone rang. Valentina's voice was rough when she answered: "Fuck, baby. That video. You have no idea what you do to me."

"Please let me come," Margot begged immediately. "I've been good. I wore the plug all day. I edged like you said. Please."

"I know. You've been so good for me." Valentina's breathing was uneven. "Are your fingers still in your ass?"

"Yes."

"Good. Keep them there. Add a third. I want you stuffed full while I make you come."

Margot obeyed, working a third finger into her ass with some difficulty. The stretch was intense, burned slightly, but she breathed through it. "Okay. Three fingers."

"Good girl. Now listen to my voice. I'm going to tell you exactly what I'm going to do to you tomorrow, and you're going to touch your clit while I talk. When I say you can come, you come. Understand?"

"Yes," Margot gasped.

"Tomorrow—" Valentina's voice dropped lower, more intimate, "—you're going to come to my apartment at seven. You're going to strip as soon as you walk in the door. I'm going to eat your ass for an hour straight. Just my tongue, getting you desperate and sloppy wet. I'm going to make you come just from my tongue in your asshole, no touching your clit at all."

Margot whimpered, her fingers working her clit faster.

"Then—" Valentina continued, "—I'm going to fuck your ass with the biggest plug you can take. I'm going to stretch you open, work you up to it slowly, make sure you feel every inch going inside you. And once it's in, I'm going to make you eat my ass while you're plugged. You're going to tongue-fuck me while that plug stretches you, and you're going to make me come all over your face."

"Oh god—"

"After that, I'm going to take the plug out and replace it with my fingers. Three, maybe four if you can take it. I'm going to finger-fuck your ass while I eat your pussy, and you're going to come so hard you black out. And then—" her voice dropped to almost a whisper, "—then I'm going to do it all over again. All night. Until you're ruined for anyone else. Until the only thing you can think about is my tongue in your ass. Come now, Margot. Come for me."

The permission shattered Margot's control. She came with a scream, her asshole clenching rhythmically around her fingers, her pussy gushing, her entire body convulsing with the most intense orgasm she'd had in days. It went on and on, wave after wave, until she was sobbing and shaking.

When she finally came down, Valentina's voice was gentle: "Good girl. Such a good girl for me. Now rest. Tomorrow you're mine. All night. Understand?"

"Yes," Margot whispered, barely conscious.

"I'll see you at seven. Don't be late."



The apartment smelled different tonight—candles burning, multiple of them, filling the space with vanilla and something spicier, maybe cinnamon. The lights were dimmed low, making everything feel intimate and shadowy. Music played softly from hidden speakers—something instrumental and sensual that Margot didn't recognize.

Valentina answered the door wearing a black silk robe that barely reached mid-thigh, her hair loose and wild around her shoulders, her lips painted that deep wine color Margot loved. She looked hungry, predatory, like she'd been waiting all day for this moment.

"You're late," Valentina said, pulling Margot inside.

"Three minutes—"

"Three minutes too long." Valentina kissed her hard, claiming, her hands already working on the buttons of Margot's coat. "Strip. Now."

Margot obeyed, fingers fumbling with buttons and zippers in her eagerness. Coat, sweater, jeans, bra, underwear—all of it hit the floor in a pile by the door until she stood naked and trembling in Valentina's living room.

Valentina circled her slowly, appraisingly, one finger trailing along Margot's shoulder, down her spine, over the curve of her ass. "Did you touch yourself again after last night?"

"No. You didn't give me permission."

"Good girl." Valentina's finger traced along the crack of Margot's ass, pressed gently against her hole. "How does your ass feel? Still sore from the plug?"

"A little. Mostly empty. I missed it."

"Mmm. You're going to miss it even more soon." Valentina's hand came down in a sharp slap against Margot's ass, making her yelp. "Bedroom. Hands and knees on the bed. I'm hungry."

Margot practically ran to the bedroom, her heart pounding. The bed was already prepared—pillows stacked in the center, sheets turned down, and on the nightstand, an array of toys that made Margot's pussy clench. Plugs in progressively larger sizes, lube, vibrators, what looked like anal beads.

She climbed onto the bed, positioning herself on hands and knees, ass in the air. Behind her, she heard Valentina's robe hit the floor, heard her moving closer. Then Valentina's hands were on her, spreading her ass cheeks wide, exposing her completely.

"Look at you," Valentina breathed. "Your asshole is still a little swollen from yesterday. Pink and soft. Ready for me."

Without warning, her tongue made contact—a long, flat lick from Margot's pussy to her asshole that made Margot gasp and her arms nearly buckle. Valentina licked again, this time focusing entirely on Margot's hole, circling it with deliberate slowness.

"I'm going to eat you for an hour," Valentina murmured against her skin. "No breaks. No stopping. Just my tongue in your ass until you're begging me to let you come. And you're not allowed to touch yourself. Hands on the bed. If you touch your clit, I stop immediately."

"Okay," Margot whimpered.

"Good girl. Now relax and let me taste you."

Valentina settled in, and true to her word, she didn't stop. Her tongue worked Margot's asshole with single-minded focus—long, thorough licks that covered everything, then focused attention on the center, the tip of her tongue pressing and circling and teasing. She'd pause occasionally to spit, adding wetness, then dive back in. The sounds were obscene—wet and sloppy, punctuated by Valentina's low moans of appreciation and Margot's increasingly desperate whimpers.

The smell of arousal filled the bedroom—musk and sweat and Valentina's perfume and the vanilla candles all mixing together into something that made Margot feel drunk. She could hear her own wetness dripping, could feel it running down her inner thighs. Her arms shook from holding herself up, her back ached from the arch, but Valentina's tongue was relentless.

After fifteen minutes, Valentina's tongue pressed inside, slipping past the ring of muscle easily. Margot cried out, her head dropping forward. The sensation was overwhelming—Valentina's tongue fucking her ass with deep, steady strokes, in and out, her hands gripping Margot's ass cheeks hard enough to bruise.

"You taste so fucking good," Valentina murmured between thrusts. "I could do this forever. Just live with my tongue in your ass."

"Please," Margot gasped, not even sure what she was begging for. "Please, Valentina—"

"Please what? What do you need?"

"I don't know—more—something—I'm going insane—"

"Good. That's exactly where I want you."

Valentina pulled back, and Margot heard her rummaging on the nightstand. Then something cold and slick pressed against Margot's asshole—a vibrator, small and bullet-shaped. Valentina held it against Margot's hole while her tongue returned, licking around it, the combination of vibration and wetness and pressure driving Margot wild.

"I'm not putting it inside," Valentina said. "Just holding it here while I lick you. Giving you something to clench against."

She worked like that for another ten minutes—the vibrator pressed against Margot's hole, her tongue working around it, occasionally slipping inside alongside it. The dual sensation was maddening. Margot was making sounds she'd never made before—high, desperate keening noises that barely sounded human.

After thirty minutes total, Margot was sobbing. "Please—please let me come—I can't—it's too much—"

"Not yet. You haven't suffered enough yet." But Valentina's voice was strained, affected. "Halfway there, baby. You can make it."

The next thirty minutes were torture. Valentina varied her technique—sometimes slow and gentle, sometimes fast and aggressive, sometimes pulling back to just breathe hot air against sensitive skin before diving back in. She'd bite gently at Margot's ass cheeks, leaving marks, then soothe them with her tongue. She'd press one finger inside alongside her tongue, stretching Margot, then remove it and go back to just licking.

By minute fifty, Margot was begging incoherently. "Please please please I'll do anything please let me come I need it so bad please Valentina please—"

"Almost there," Valentina soothed, her tongue never stopping. "Just ten more minutes. Be good for me."

At the hour mark exactly, Valentina's hand finally found Margot's clit. The first touch made Margot scream. Valentina rubbed in tight, fast circles while her tongue pressed deep into Margot's ass, and within seconds Margot was coming—violent and overwhelming, her entire body seizing, her asshole clenching rhythmically around Valentina's tongue, her pussy gushing so much wetness it soaked Valentina's hand.

The orgasm seemed endless, wave after wave crashing through her until Margot thought she might actually die from the intensity. When it finally faded, she collapsed fully onto the bed, unable to hold herself up anymore, trembling and sobbing.

Valentina crawled up beside her, gathering her close. Her face was absolutely wrecked—wet from nose to chin, her makeup smeared, her lips swollen. She looked satisfied and hungry at the same time.

"One hour," she said softly, stroking Margot's hair. "You lasted the whole hour. I'm so proud of you, baby."

Margot could only make a weak sound in response, completely destroyed.

"But we're nowhere near done," Valentina continued, her smile wicked. "That was just the warm-up."



Twenty minutes later, after water and gentle kisses and time to recover, Valentina positioned Margot on her back with pillows under her hips. The position tilted Margot's pelvis up, exposed her completely. Valentina knelt between her spread legs, the array of plugs now arranged on the bed beside her in order of size.

"We're going to work up to the biggest one," Valentina explained, running her lubed fingers over the smallest plug—only slightly bigger than two fingers. "I'm going to stretch you slowly, make sure you can take it. Each plug you successfully take, I'm going to make you come. By the time we get to the biggest one, you're going to be so fucked out you can barely see straight."

Oh god. How many plugs are there?

Margot counted five plugs total, each significantly larger than the last. The biggest was intimidating—probably as wide as three of Valentina's fingers, with a longer stem and a bigger base.

"I don't know if I can take that," Margot said nervously, eyeing the largest plug.

"You can. I'll make sure of it." Valentina picked up the smallest plug, coated it liberally with lube. "But first, let's start easy."

She pressed the tip of the first plug against Margot's asshole, applied gentle pressure. Margot's body accepted it easily after an hour of being eaten—the plug slipped inside smoothly, her muscles closing around the narrow stem. The stretch was minimal, almost comfortable.

"Good girl. That one was easy." Valentina's thumb pressed against the base, moving the plug slightly, making Margot gasp. "How does it feel?"

"Full. Good. Not too much."

"Perfect." Valentina's mouth descended to Margot's pussy, tongue lapping at her clit while the plug stayed nestled inside. She ate Margot with focused efficiency, bringing her to orgasm within minutes. Margot came with a cry, her asshole clenching around the plug, amplifying the sensation.

Valentina pulled the first plug out, immediately replaced it with the second—slightly bigger, more stretch. This one took more work—Valentina had to press firmly, had to work it past the resistance, but eventually it slipped inside. Margot whimpered at the increased fullness.

"That's it," Valentina praised. "Taking it so well."

She made Margot come again, this time with fingers in her pussy while she licked around the base of the plug. The orgasm was harder, more intense, the plug amplifying every sensation.

The third plug required real effort. Valentina ate Margot's ass first, getting her relaxed and loose, then worked the plug in slowly, pausing when Margot tensed, soothing her through the burn of the stretch. When it finally seated fully inside, Margot was panting and sweating.

"Look at you," Valentina breathed, clearly affected herself. "Your ass is stretched so wide around this plug. You look incredible."

She made Margot come twice with the third plug inside—once from her tongue on Margot's clit, once from three fingers in her pussy. By the time she pulled it out, Margot was oversensitized and trembling, but her asshole felt looser, more open, ready for more.

The fourth plug was where things got difficult. It was significantly bigger than the others—as wide as three of Valentina's fingers at its widest point. Valentina prepped Margot carefully, using her fingers first to stretch her, working her open slowly. She got three fingers inside easily now, scissoring them, stretching. Then four fingers, just the tips, making Margot gasp and writhe.

"I think you're ready," Valentina said, withdrawing her fingers. She picked up the fourth plug, coated it in an almost obscene amount of lube. "This is going to be intense. Breathe through it. Push out when I press in. Trust me."

She pressed the tip of the plug against Margot's hole, applied steady pressure. Margot felt the resistance immediately—her body fighting the intrusion despite being prepared. The burn started as Valentina worked it past the first ring of muscle, intense and overwhelming.

"Breathe," Valentina commanded. "Don't clench. Push out."

Margot forced herself to breathe, to relax, to push out slightly. The plug inched deeper, the widest part stretching her impossibly wide, burning intensely. She whimpered, her hands gripping the sheets.

"Almost there," Valentina soothed. "Just a little more. You're doing so good, baby."

Then suddenly the widest part was past, and Margot's body pulled the plug in, her muscles closing around the stem. The fullness was overwhelming—more than she'd ever felt, bordering on too much. She could feel the plug pressing against sensitive spots inside her, could feel her body stretched around it.

"Fuck," she gasped. "It's so big. It's too much—"

"No, it's perfect. Look at yourself." Valentina held up her phone, showed Margot the photo she'd just taken. Margot's asshole stretched wide around the stem of the plug, pink and swollen and obscene. "You're taking it so well. Such a good girl for me."

She made Margot come three times with the fourth plug inside—once from her tongue, once from her fingers, once from a vibrator pressed against Margot's clit while she licked around the base of the plug. Each orgasm was more intense than the last, the plug amplifying everything, making Margot feel like she might split apart.

When Valentina finally pulled the fourth plug out, Margot felt achingly empty despite being exhausted and oversensitized. Her asshole gaped slightly, clenching slowly closed. She could barely think, could barely breathe.

"One more," Valentina said, holding up the largest plug. "Can you take it? Can you be a good girl and take the biggest one for me?"

Margot looked at it—intimidatingly large, probably the width of four fingers—and felt fear and arousal in equal measure. "I don't know—"

"I know you can. I'll make sure you're ready. Just trust me."

Valentina spent the next fifteen minutes preparing Margot—eating her ass until she was loose and desperate, fucking her with four fingers until the stretch felt almost comfortable, using copious amounts of lube until everything was slick and wet. Only then did she pick up the largest plug.

"Last one," she said softly. "Once this is inside you, I'm going to make you come harder than you've ever come in your life. Ready?"

"Yes," Margot whispered, terrified and aroused beyond reason.

The pressure was immediate and intense as Valentina pressed the plug forward. Margot's body resisted, muscles clenching despite her best efforts to relax. Valentina worked it slowly, pausing frequently, letting Margot adjust to each increment of stretch. The burn was overwhelming, bordered on pain, made Margot sob and grip the sheets with white knuckles.

"Breathe," Valentina commanded, her voice steady and calm. "You can do this. Your body can take this. Just breathe and push out for me."

Margot forced herself to breathe, to relax, to push out. The plug inched deeper, the widest part stretching her impossibly wide, so wide she thought she might tear. The burn was intense, overwhelming, right on the edge of too much.

"Almost—just a little more—you're doing so good—"

Then suddenly the widest part was past, and Margot's body pulled the plug in with a finality that made her cry out. The fullness was beyond anything she'd imagined—huge and overwhelming and perfect. She felt split open, claimed, owned completely.

"There," Valentina breathed, clearly affected. "Look at you. Taking the biggest plug. Your ass is stretched so wide. You're incredible."

She didn't give Margot time to adjust before her mouth was on her, tongue licking her clit with desperate hunger while her hands gripped Margot's hips hard enough to bruise. The combination of the massive plug and Valentina's tongue was too much—Margot came within seconds, screaming, her asshole clenching rhythmically around the huge intrusion, her pussy gushing.

But Valentina didn't stop. She kept licking, kept working Margot's clit, pulling another orgasm out of her, then another, then another, until Margot was sobbing and begging for mercy. The plug amplified everything—every clench, every spasm, every wave of pleasure felt like it might split her apart.

When Valentina finally pulled back, Margot was barely conscious, trembling and sweating and destroyed. Valentina left the plug inside, crawled up to gather Margot in her arms.

"You did it," she whispered, pressing kisses to Margot's face. "You took all of them. The biggest one. You're so perfect for me."

"Can't—can't move—" Margot managed.

"You don't have to. Just rest." Valentina held her close, stroked her hair. "Rest for a little while. Because when you've recovered, I'm going to take that plug out and replace it with my fist."

Wait. What? Her fist?!

But Margot was too exhausted to process that, too destroyed to do anything except close her eyes and surrender completely to Valentina's care.



Margot woke slowly, gradually becoming aware of Valentina's hands stroking her back, her arms, soothing touches that grounded her. The plug was still inside her—she'd been asleep or unconscious with it stretching her, keeping her open. Moving even slightly made it shift, made her gasp.

"Welcome back," Valentina murmured. "How do you feel?"

"Wrecked. Destroyed. Yours."

"Good." Valentina kissed her softly. "Ready for more? Or do you need to stop?"

Margot should stop. Should say this was too much, too intense, too overwhelming. But the thought of disappointing Valentina, of not being good enough, of losing this, made her shake her head. "I can do more. I want to do more."

"Even the fisting?" Valentina's hand slid down to press against the base of the plug, making Margot whimper. "I meant what I said. I want to work you up to taking my whole fist in your ass. But only if you want it. Only if you think you can handle it."

Can I? Should I? This is insane. This is too much.

But Margot found herself nodding. "I want to try. I want to take everything you can give me."

Valentina's smile was proud and possessive. "That's my good girl. We'll go slow. If it's too much, you tell me and we stop immediately. Understand?"

"Yes."

"Good. Now lie on your side. I'm going to take this plug out and start preparing you."

Margot rolled onto her side, one leg bent up toward her chest. Valentina positioned herself behind her, one hand gripping the base of the plug. "Big breath. This is going to feel intense coming out."

She pulled slowly, carefully, and Margot felt every inch of the plug's width stretching her as it withdrew. The widest part made her cry out, burned intensely, and then it was out completely. The emptiness was immediate and devastating—her asshole gaped open, clenching slowly, already missing the fullness.

"Look at you," Valentina breathed, her fingers tracing around Margot's gaping hole. "You're so open. So ready for me."

She started with three lubed fingers, sliding them inside easily. Margot's body accepted them with almost no resistance after being stretched by the plug. Valentina worked them slowly, curling and stretching, building sensation. Then four fingers, the stretch more noticeable but manageable.

"How does that feel?" Valentina asked, her fingers moving inside Margot steadily.

"Good. Full. Not too much."

"Good." Valentina added her thumb, pressing all four fingers and thumb together into a point. The stretch increased significantly as she worked them inside—more than the largest plug, wider and more intense. Margot gasped, her muscles clenching involuntarily.

"Relax," Valentina soothed. "Breathe and push out. Let your body accept me."

It took several minutes of patient work, but eventually Valentina's hand was inside up to her knuckles—the widest part. The stretch was overwhelming, burned intensely, made Margot sob into the pillow. But underneath the intensity was something else—a feeling of complete fullness, of being claimed utterly.

"You're doing so good," Valentina praised. "Just past the knuckles now. The hardest part. Do you want me to keep going? Do you want my whole fist inside your ass?"

"Yes," Margot sobbed. "Please. Please give me all of it."

Valentina applied steady pressure, and suddenly the widest part was past and her hand slipped inside fully. Margot screamed into the pillow, her entire body seizing. The fullness was beyond comprehension—Valentina's entire fist inside her ass, stretching her impossibly wide, filling her completely. She felt split open, owned, utterly claimed.

"Breathe," Valentina commanded, holding completely still. "Just breathe and let your body adjust. Don't clench. Just breathe."

Margot forced herself to breathe through the intensity. Gradually, the burn faded slightly, and the overwhelming fullness became almost bearable. Valentina's other hand found her clit, rubbing gentle circles.

"You have my whole fist in your ass," Valentina murmured with awe. "You're taking my entire hand. You're incredible. Perfect. Mine."

She started moving slowly—tiny motions, just rotating her fist slightly, pressing against different spots inside. Each movement made Margot gasp and whimper. Combined with the stimulation on her clit, it was overwhelming in a completely new way.

"I'm going to make you come with my fist in your ass," Valentina said, her fingers on Margot's clit moving faster. "Come for me, baby. Show me how much you love being this full."

The orgasm built slowly, differently than others—deeper, more intense, coming from somewhere fundamental. When it finally hit, Margot screamed, her asshole clenching rhythmically around Valentina's fist, her pussy spasming, her entire body convulsing. It went on forever, wave after wave of intense pleasure that made her feel like she might actually die.

When it finally faded, Valentina carefully, slowly withdrew her fist. The sensation of it pulling free was intense—Margot felt every inch, felt the stretch, felt the moment her body closed behind it. She collapsed forward, completely destroyed, barely conscious.

Valentina gathered her close immediately, holding her, stroking her, murmuring praise. "You did it. You took my whole fist. You're so perfect. So good. Mine. All mine."

Margot could only sob into Valentina's chest, overwhelmed by sensation and emotion and something that felt dangerously close to love.



They lay tangled together for a long time, Valentina holding Margot while she recovered. Eventually, Valentina carried her to the bathroom, ran a bath with expensive salts and oils, settled them both in the warm water. She washed Margot gently, carefully, tending to her like she was precious.

"How do you feel?" Valentina asked softly, working shampoo through Margot's hair.

"I don't even know. Destroyed. Complete. Confused."

"Confused about what?"

Margot was quiet for a long moment, then: "About what this is. About what we are. You said this was just an arrangement, just about pleasure. But this—tonight—this felt like more than that."

Valentina's hands stilled. "What do you want it to be?"

"I don't know. More than an arrangement. Something real. But I'm terrified to ask for that because what if you don't want it? What if I'm just—" her voice broke, "—just a body you like to play with?"

"Hey." Valentina turned Margot around to face her, cupped her cheeks. "You're not just a body to me. You're—" she paused, seeming to struggle with words, "—you're important. This—you—you matter to me."

"But?"

"But I'm scared too. I've fucked this up before. Getting attached. Letting it mean something. And then it ends and I'm left destroyed."

"So what do we do?"

Valentina was quiet for a long moment, then: "We keep showing up. We keep being honest. We see where it goes. No promises, but no pretending it doesn't matter either. Can you do that?"

"Yes," Margot whispered. "I can do that."

They finished bathing in silence, but it was comfortable now, honest. When they finally climbed into bed—both exhausted and sated—Valentina pulled Margot close.

"Stay the weekend," she said. "We don't have to do anything. Just—stay with me."

"Okay."

As Margot drifted off to sleep, she thought: I'm completely in love with her. I'm fucked. But I don't care.

And she meant it.


Chapter 5: Complete Surrender

The apartment smelled like coffee brewing in the kitchen and the lingering scent of sex from last night—musk and sweat and arousal that had soaked into the sheets. Pale November sunlight filtered through the floor-to-ceiling windows, turning the bedroom golden and warm. The radiator hummed quietly, keeping the space heated against the cold pressing against the glass outside.

Margot woke slowly, awareness returning in layers. First: warmth, the cocoon of expensive sheets and Valentina's body pressed against her back. Second: soreness, a deep ache in her ass that made her clench experimentally and immediately regret it. Third: contentment, a bone-deep satisfaction she'd never felt before.

Valentina's arm was draped over her waist, holding her close even in sleep. Margot could feel her breathing, slow and steady, could feel the press of her breasts against her back. For a moment, she just lay there, savoring the intimacy of it—the casual way Valentina held her, like she belonged here, like this was normal.

Is this what relationships feel like? This—comfortable? Safe?

She shifted slightly, testing how her body felt. The soreness was significant but not painful—just a constant reminder of last night, of Valentina's fist inside her, of being stretched and claimed and owned completely. Her pussy clenched at the memory, already getting wet despite the exhaustion.

"Good morning," Valentina murmured against her shoulder, clearly awake. Her hand slid down from Margot's waist to her hip, then lower, fingers tracing the curve of her ass. "How do you feel?"

"Sore. Really sore. But—good sore."

"Mmm. I should check. Make sure I didn't hurt you." Valentina's fingers traced along the crack of Margot's ass, pressed gently against her hole. Margot gasped, her muscles clenching reflexively. "Tender?"

"Yes. But I like it."

"Good." Valentina pressed a kiss to her shoulder. "I like knowing you'll feel me all day. That every time you move, you'll remember last night. Remember my fist inside you."

Margot's face burned but her pussy clenched hard. "I don't think I could forget if I tried."

"I hope not." Valentina rolled Margot onto her back, settling between her thighs. In the morning light, she looked softer—hair mussed from sleep, face clean of makeup, eyes warm instead of hungry. "I have plans for you today."

"More plans? I don't know if my body can take more."

"Not that kind of plans. Well—" Valentina's smile turned wicked, "—not entirely. I want to take care of you today. Make you breakfast, let you rest, maybe a massage. And then tonight—" her hand slid up Margot's inner thigh, "—tonight I want to do something different."

"Different how?"

"I want you to dominate me. Just once. I want to see what it's like when you're in control."

Margot's eyes widened. "I—I don't know how to do that."

"You'll figure it out. I trust you." Valentina leaned down, kissed her softly. "But first—breakfast. I make excellent pancakes."



The kitchen smelled like butter and vanilla and coffee, bright and domestic in a way that made Margot's chest ache. Valentina moved around the space with easy confidence, wearing just an oversized t-shirt and underwear, her hair pulled up in a messy bun. She hummed along to music playing from her phone—something Spanish that Margot didn't recognize but found beautiful anyway.

Margot sat at the kitchen island wearing one of Valentina's silk robes, watching her cook. The intimacy of it was overwhelming—more intimate somehow than everything they'd done last night. This felt like a glimpse into Valentina's real life, into the woman behind the confident, dominant persona she wore during sex.

"You're staring," Valentina said without turning around, but Margot could hear the smile in her voice.

"You're beautiful," Margot said honestly. "Like this. Relaxed. Cooking."

Valentina glanced over her shoulder, her expression soft. "You make me want to be like this. Soft. Open. I don't—I don't usually let people see this side of me."

"Why not?"

"Because—" Valentina flipped a pancake expertly, "—because being soft means being vulnerable. And being vulnerable means people can hurt you."

"I won't hurt you," Margot said quietly.

Valentina was silent for a long moment, then: "I know. That's what scares me."

She plated the pancakes—perfectly golden, topped with fresh berries and a dusting of powdered sugar—and brought them to the island. They ate in comfortable silence, shoulders touching, occasionally stealing bites from each other's plates. The food was delicious, but Margot barely tasted it, too focused on the way Valentina's knee pressed against hers, the way she'd occasionally reach over to wipe powdered sugar from the corner of Margot's mouth.

"Tell me about you," Valentina said suddenly. "Real stuff. Not just—I know we've been doing this for weeks now and I don't even know basic things. Where you grew up. What you wanted to be when you were a kid. Favorite book."

So Margot told her. About growing up in Seattle, about her Korean mother and white father, about feeling caught between two cultures and not quite belonging to either. About wanting to be a writer but settling for editing because it felt safer, more practical. About loving Toni Morrison and Ocean Vuong and anyone who wrote about longing with devastating honesty.

Valentina listened intently, asking questions, really engaging. And then she shared too—about growing up in Miami in a Cuban-Colombian household, about the pressure to be perfect, about discovering her sexuality in college and her family's complicated reaction. About opening the gallery at twenty-eight with money from an inheritance and pure stubborn determination. About past relationships that ended badly because she couldn't let herself be vulnerable.

By the time they finished breakfast, Margot felt like she knew Valentina in a way she hadn't before. Not just as the woman who ate her ass and made her come until she cried, but as a person—complex and scared and trying.

"Come on," Valentina said, taking Margot's hand. "Massage time. I want to take care of you."



The bedroom smelled like lavender and eucalyptus now—Valentina had lit different candles, had pulled out massage oil that made the air thick with herbal scent. The sheets were fresh, changed while Margot had been in the bathroom, and soft music played from hidden speakers.

"Lie on your stomach," Valentina instructed. "Arms at your sides. Just relax."

Margot obeyed, settling face-down on the bed. A moment later, she felt Valentina straddle her lower back, felt warm oil drip onto her shoulders. Then Valentina's hands were on her, working the oil into her skin with firm, practiced movements.

The massage was thorough and professional—Valentina clearly knew what she was doing, working out knots in Margot's shoulders and back with focused pressure. But it was also intimate, caring, the kind of touch that had nothing to do with sex and everything to do with affection.

"You carry a lot of tension here," Valentina murmured, her thumbs pressing into a particularly tight spot between Margot's shoulder blades. "Do you sit hunched over a desk all day?"

"Mmm. Copy editing posture."

"You need to take better care of yourself."

"I have you to do that now," Margot said without thinking, then tensed. "Sorry, that was—"

"True," Valentina finished. "That was true. I do want to take care of you. Not just—not just the sex stuff. The rest too."

Her hands moved lower, working down Margot's spine, over her lower back, then to her ass. The touch became more focused, more intentional. Valentina kneaded Margot's ass cheeks, working out the tension from being stretched and used, then her fingers traced along the crack, pressed gently against her hole.

"Still tender?"

"Yes," Margot gasped.

"I'm going to massage you here too. Inside. Make sure everything is okay. Is that alright?"

"Yes. Please."

Valentina added more oil, making everything slick, then pressed one finger against Margot's asshole. The penetration was slow, careful, more clinical than sexual. She worked the finger inside, feeling along the internal walls, checking for damage or excessive soreness.

"Everything feels good," Valentina said after a thorough examination. "A little swollen, but nothing concerning. You took my fist so well, baby. Your body is incredible."

She added a second finger, still careful and slow, stretching gently. The sensation was pleasant—not quite arousing but intimate, caring. Margot felt herself relaxing into it, her muscles loosening under Valentina's patient attention.

"You're so beautiful like this," Valentina murmured, her fingers moving slowly inside Margot. "Letting me take care of you. Trusting me."

"I do trust you," Margot said softly. "Completely."

Valentina's fingers stilled. For a long moment, she didn't move. Then: "Roll over. I want to see your face."

Margot obeyed, rolling onto her back. Valentina positioned herself between her thighs, but instead of diving in immediately, she just looked at Margot—really looked, her expression open and vulnerable in a way Margot had never seen before.

"I'm falling for you," Valentina said quietly. "I didn't mean to. I tried not to. But I am."

Margot's heart hammered so hard she could feel it in her throat. "I'm already there. I've been falling since that first night."

"This is going to complicate things."

"I don't care."

"Me either." Valentina leaned down, kissed Margot with devastating gentleness. "So—what do we do?"

"We try. We see where this goes. We be brave enough to want it."

"Okay," Valentina whispered against her lips. "Okay. We try."

Then she was kissing Margot deeply, her hands framing Margot's face, and this felt different from all the other kisses—slower, more intentional, loaded with meaning. When she pulled back, her eyes were bright with unshed tears.

"I want to make love to you," Valentina said. "Not just fuck you. Actually make love to you. Can I?"

"Yes," Margot breathed. "Please."



What followed was different from everything that had come before. Valentina took her time, worshipping every inch of Margot's body with her hands and mouth. She kissed her way down Margot's neck, sucked marks into her collarbones, licked and bit at her breasts until Margot was gasping and arching. She paid attention to spots they'd never focused on before—the inside of Margot's wrists, the sensitive skin behind her knees, the curve of her hipbones.

When she finally settled between Margot's thighs, she didn't immediately dive in. Instead, she pressed kisses to Margot's inner thighs, her hipbones, the crease where thigh met body. She nuzzled against Margot's pussy, breathing in her scent—sharp and musky, mixed with the lingering lavender from the massage oil.

"You smell incredible," Valentina murmured. "Like arousal and skin and something that's just you. I could breathe you in forever."

Then her tongue made contact—soft and gentle, licking through Margot's folds with thorough attention but no rush. She explored every fold, every crease, tasting and savoring. When she reached Margot's clit, she circled it slowly, building sensation gradually instead of going straight for intensity.

Margot's hands found Valentina's hair, fingers tangling in the dark waves, not pulling or directing, just holding on. The pleasure built slowly, a warmth spreading through her belly and thighs, different from the sharp intensity of their previous encounters. This felt deeper, more connected.

Valentina's hands stroked Margot's thighs, her hips, her stomach—gentle touches that grounded and soothed even while her tongue worked steadily. She'd lick Margot's clit for a while, then move down to fuck into her pussy with her tongue, then back up. The rhythm was hypnotic, meditative.

"I want to taste all of you," Valentina murmured against slick skin. "Your pussy, your ass, everything. I want to know every part of you."

She moved lower, her tongue dragging from Margot's pussy down to her asshole. The touch was gentle, reverent—not the aggressive claiming of previous sessions but something softer. She licked Margot's hole with broad, slow strokes, building sensation without rushing.

"Still sore?" she asked, her breath hot against sensitive skin.

"A little. But it feels good."

"Tell me if it's too much."

Valentina's tongue pressed more firmly, circling Margot's hole with focused attention. She'd lick around the rim, then press the tip of her tongue against the center, then lick around again. The sensation was intense but not overwhelming, pleasure layered with the slight ache of soreness that somehow made it better.

Her hand found Margot's pussy, two fingers sliding inside easily, curving up to find that perfect spot. The dual sensation—tongue on her ass, fingers in her pussy—made Margot moan, her hips rolling to meet the pleasure.

"That's it," Valentina encouraged. "Let me feel you. Let me taste you everywhere."

She worked like that for long minutes, building Margot up slowly. Her tongue would press inside Margot's ass just slightly, then pull back to lick around the rim. Her fingers fucked steadily into Margot's pussy, never rushing, just maintaining that perfect pressure and rhythm.

The orgasm built gradually, from somewhere deep inside, spreading through Margot's body like warm honey. When it finally crested, it was different—longer, deeper, less violent but somehow more intense. She came with a long, low moan, her body pulsing rhythmically, pleasure rolling through her in waves that seemed endless.

Valentina worked her through it gently, tongue and fingers never stopping until Margot was trembling and oversensitized. When she finally pulled away, she crawled up to gather Margot in her arms, holding her close.

"I love you," Margot whispered without thinking, too overwhelmed to filter. Then she tensed, realizing what she'd said. "Sorry, that was—I shouldn't have—"

"I love you too," Valentina said, her voice thick with emotion. "I tried not to. But I do."

They lay tangled together, both breathing hard, both trying to process what they'd just admitted. Finally, Valentina spoke again.

"This is terrifying."

"I know."

"But I don't want to run from it."

"Me either."

"So we're doing this? Really doing this? Not just an arrangement anymore?"

"We're doing this," Margot confirmed. "Dating. Relationship. Whatever you want to call it."

Valentina's smile was brilliant, relieved. "Okay. Good. Because I really didn't want to let you go."

They dozed off like that, wrapped around each other, the afternoon sun warming the sheets.



They woke to the apartment dark except for city lights filtering through the windows and the candles that had burned down to almost nothing. Valentina ordered Thai food—the same dishes they'd eaten on their second session together—and they ate in bed, talking about everything and nothing.

"So—" Margot said eventually, setting her empty container aside, "—you said something this morning. About me being in control tonight."

Valentina's eyes darkened with interest. "You want to try?"

"I think so. But I don't know what I'm doing."

"That's okay. Just—do what feels right. I trust you."

The role reversal felt strange but exciting. Margot pushed Valentina onto her back, straddled her hips, looked down at her. Valentina looked different like this—softer, more vulnerable, clearly not used to giving up control.

"What do you want me to do?" Margot asked.

"Whatever you want. Touch me. Use me. Make me come."

Margot leaned down, kissed Valentina slowly, thoroughly, taking her time. She explored Valentina's body with new confidence—hands mapping her curves, mouth following the path her hands traced. She paid attention to how Valentina responded, what made her gasp or arch or moan.

When she finally settled between Valentina's thighs, she took a moment just to look. Valentina's pussy was beautiful—already glistening with arousal, her clit swollen and pink, dark curls trimmed neatly. The scent of her arousal was intoxicating—sharp and sweet and uniquely Valentina, mixed with bergamot from her perfume.

Margot's first lick was experimental, but Valentina's immediate moan gave her confidence. She licked again, this time with more pressure, tasting thoroughly. Valentina tasted slightly sweet, slightly salty, perfect. Margot settled in, using everything Valentina had taught her—broad strokes alternating with focused attention, building rhythm, paying attention to Valentina's responses.

"Fuck—" Valentina gasped, her hands gripping the sheets. "Yes—just like that—"

Emboldened, Margot moved lower, licking from Valentina's pussy down to her ass. She remembered what it felt like to receive this, remembered how overwhelming and perfect it was. She wanted to give that to Valentina, wanted to make her feel claimed and owned.

She spread Valentina's ass cheeks with her hands, exposing her completely. Valentina's asshole was tight and pink, clenching slightly in anticipation. Margot leaned in, pressed her tongue flat against it, and licked.

Valentina's moan was loud, her hips jerking up. "Oh fuck—yes—Margot—"

Margot licked again, more confident now, really tasting. Valentina tasted clean and slightly musky, and the act itself was incredibly arousing—the intimacy of it, the vulnerability, the way Valentina's body responded. She licked with long, thorough strokes, then focused the tip of her tongue on Valentina's hole, circling and pressing.

"Inside," Valentina gasped. "Please—I need you inside—"

Margot pressed her tongue forward, felt Valentina's body resist briefly, then give way. Her tongue slipped inside, just slightly, and Valentina cried out. Margot fucked her with shallow thrusts of her tongue, building rhythm, while her hand found Valentina's clit and rubbed in tight circles.

Valentina came within minutes—fast and hard, her asshole clenching around Margot's tongue, her pussy gushing wetness. Margot worked her through it, not stopping until Valentina was pushing weakly at her head.

When Margot crawled up to lie beside her, Valentina pulled her close immediately. "That was—fuck. You're a natural."

"I had a good teacher."

"Mmm. But I want more. I want you to really dominate me. Use toys. Stretch me. Make me take it."

Margot's pussy clenched at the thought. "Are you sure?"

"Yes. Please. I want to know what it feels like to surrender completely. To trust someone enough to let go."



Margot positioned Valentina on her hands and knees, ass in the air, then retrieved the collection of toys from the nightstand. Her hands shook slightly as she selected a medium-sized plug—not the largest, but substantial. She coated it liberally with lube, then pressed it against Valentina's asshole.

"Breathe," she commanded, surprised by how natural the authority in her voice sounded. "Relax and let me in."

She applied steady pressure, watching as Valentina's body resisted, then gradually gave way. The plug slipped inside smoothly, and Valentina moaned as her muscles closed around the stem.

"How does it feel?" Margot asked.

"Good. Full. But I can take more."

"I know. But I'm going to make you wait for it."

Margot ate Valentina's ass around the plug, her tongue licking around the base, pressing against where skin met toy. She'd pull the plug out slightly, then push it back in, fucking Valentina with it slowly while her tongue worked. Valentina's moans grew desperate, her hips pushing back seeking more.

"Please," Valentina gasped. "Please, I need more—"

"Not yet. You'll take what I give you when I decide you're ready."

The power dynamic shift was intoxicating. Margot worked Valentina up slowly, using the plug and her tongue, occasionally reaching around to rub her clit but always stopping before she could come. She kept Valentina on edge for nearly an hour, building her desperation.

Finally, she pulled the plug out and replaced it with her fingers. Two at first, then three, stretching Valentina open. Valentina was loose and ready, her body accepting the intrusion easily.

"You're going to take four fingers," Margot said, her voice low and commanding. "And you're going to come with them inside you. Understand?"

"Yes—please—yes—"

Margot worked the fourth finger in slowly, feeling Valentina stretch around her, hearing her desperate moans. When all four fingers were inside, she curved them, found that spot that made Valentina cry out, and fucked her steadily while her other hand rubbed Valentina's clit.

Valentina came screaming, her asshole clenching rhythmically around Margot's fingers, her entire body shaking. Margot worked her through it, feeling powerful and satisfied and deeply connected all at once.

When Valentina finally collapsed forward, Margot carefully withdrew her fingers and gathered her close. They lay tangled together, both breathing hard, both overwhelmed by what they'd just shared.

"That was perfect," Valentina whispered. "You were perfect."

"We were perfect," Margot corrected. "Together."



They spent Sunday morning in bed, trading lazy kisses and gentle touches. The intensity of the previous two days had given way to something softer, more sustainable. They talked about logistics—when they'd see each other, whether Margot should keep some clothes here, how to navigate this new relationship.

"I want you here more," Valentina said, tracing patterns on Margot's arm. "Not just twice a week. More."

"Me too. Maybe—maybe I could stay over a few nights a week? Bring some work stuff?"

"I'd like that. A lot."

"What about the gallery? Your schedule?"

"I'll make it work. You're important. More important than another late night schmozing with collectors."

They showered together, washing each other gently, the intimacy of it overwhelming in the best way. When they finally emerged, Valentina made coffee and they sat at the kitchen island in comfortable silence.

"I'm scared," Valentina admitted suddenly. "About fucking this up. About losing you."

"I'm scared too," Margot said honestly. "But I think—I think being scared means it matters. And that's good."

"Yeah." Valentina reached across the counter, took Margot's hand. "It is good."

Later, as Margot was getting ready to leave—needing clean clothes and to prepare for work Monday—Valentina pulled her close one more time.

"Come back Tuesday?" she asked. "Not for—I mean, we can do stuff if you want, but mainly just—come back. Have dinner. Stay over. Be with me."

"I'll be here," Margot promised.

The kiss they shared was long and deep and sweet, and when Margot finally left, she carried the taste of Valentina with her, the memory of her hands, the knowledge that she was loved and wanted and claimed.



Margot's apartment smelled like the jasmine oil she'd started using everywhere, like instant ramen she'd made for dinner, like home but different now because she'd changed. She sat at her desk, supposedly working on a manuscript, but really just staring at her phone.

A text from Valentina: Thinking about you. About your tongue in my ass. About the way you made me surrender. Can't wait for Tuesday.

Margot smiled, typed back: Same. I love you.

I love you too. Now focus on work before I come over there and distract you properly.

Promises, promises.

Don't tempt me.

Margot set her phone down, finally able to focus. Her life had changed completely in just a few weeks—from lonely copy editor fantasizing about a beautiful gallery owner to someone in a real relationship with said gallery owner. Someone who'd been fisted, who'd worn plugs, who'd discovered she loved rimming both giving and receiving.

But more than that, she'd found something she hadn't been looking for—love, connection, vulnerability. Someone who made her feel brave enough to want things, to ask for things, to be herself completely.

Her phone buzzed again. A photo from Valentina—a selfie of her in bed, clearly naked under the sheets, her smile soft and genuine. The text read: Sleeping alone sucks now. You ruined me for empty beds.

Good. That was the plan.

Evil woman. I love you.

Love you too. See you Tuesday.

Margot saved the photo, then finally turned her attention back to work. But she couldn't stop smiling, couldn't stop touching her lips where Valentina had kissed her goodbye, couldn't stop feeling the phantom sensation of being filled and claimed and loved.

She'd found her person. And that person loved to eat ass as much as she did.

Somehow, that felt perfect.



The gallery smelled like fresh paint and champagne and expensive perfume—exactly the same as the night they'd met four months ago. Margot stood in the corner wearing a new dress Valentina had bought her, watching her girlfriend work the room with easy confidence.

Girlfriend. They'd made it official six weeks ago, had told friends and family, had started building a real life together. Margot spent four nights a week at Valentina's apartment now, had a drawer full of clothes there, had started calling it "home" without thinking about it.

Their sex life had evolved too. Still intensely focused on ass play—that would never change—but with more variety, more playfulness. They'd incorporated toys Margot had never imagined using, had explored positions and scenarios and kinks that made her blush to remember. But they'd also developed an emotional intimacy that made everything better, made the sex feel like an expression of their love rather than just physical pleasure.

Valentina caught her eye across the room, smiled that private smile that was just for Margot. She excused herself from the collector she'd been talking to and crossed the space, pulling Margot close.

"Bored?" she asked, pressing a kiss to Margot's temple.

"Never. Just admiring you."

"Mmm. Sweet talker." Valentina's hand slid down to rest on Margot's lower back, her thumb pressing slightly against where Margot wore a small plug—a surprise Valentina had given her that morning. "How does it feel?"

"Like I'm thinking about you every second."

"Perfect. That's exactly what I want."

They stood like that for a moment, comfortable and connected in the middle of the crowded gallery. This was their life now—public dates and private intimacy, vanilla moments and kinky nights, love and lust all tangled together.

"Stay late with me?" Valentina asked quietly. "After everyone leaves?"

"What did you have in mind?"

"I've been thinking about that first night. About eating your ass on the worktable back there." Valentina's smile turned wicked. "I want to recreate it. Remind ourselves how this all started."

Margot's pussy clenched, the plug shifting slightly. "Yes. Absolutely yes."

"Good girl." Valentina kissed her softly, not caring that people might be watching. "I love you."

"I love you too."

And she meant it. Completely, desperately, permanently.

They'd found each other through unusual circumstances, through obsession and arrangement and explicit need. But they'd built something real—messy and complicated and absolutely perfect.

Margot had gone to a gallery opening looking for art and found something better.

She'd found home.
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