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A Box of Pleasures





Chapter One




Emily propped the door open with her hip, balancing a cardboard box in her arms. The hinges gave a loud creak, like even the door was offended by what lay inside.

The room smelled like stale incense, perfume, and the faint musk of laundry left too long in a hamper. “Ugh,” Emily muttered, setting the box down. “I swear she never opened a window once.”

Behind her, Kayla strolled in barefoot, her phone in her hand, completely unbothered. She had her long hair swept into a messy bun, pink streaks catching the light. “Don’t lie. You’re gonna miss her.”

Emily turned, arching a brow. “Miss her noise? Her constantly ‘borrowing’ my almond milk? The fact that she had, like, three boyfriends on rotation?”

Kayla laughed, flopping down onto the unmade bed without hesitation. “Fair. But she did keep things… interesting.” She gestured lazily toward the mess. “Now you and me, we’re boring.”

“You mean I’m boring,” Emily corrected, tugging open the closet door. “You’re the human embodiment of chaos.”

“Aw, you say the sweetest things.”

Emily shook her head, but her lips twitched. This was how it had always been with them. Since freshman year, when they’d both shown up at a dorm mixer and wound up sitting in a corner together, mocking the terrible playlist. Emily had thought Kayla was way too cool for her—tattoos, camera slung over her shoulder, that confident spark in her smile. Somehow, though, Kayla had decided they were best friends, and Emily had just… gone along with it.

Now, two years later, she couldn’t imagine college without her. Even when Kayla was impossible.

She crouched by the desk, rifling through the first box. “God, look at this—cheap jewelry, half-burned candles, five different tarot decks…” She pulled one out, rolling her eyes. “Do you think she actually believed in this stuff?”

Kayla sat up and grabbed the deck, shuffling the bent cards like she’d done it a hundred times. “I’ll tell your fortune. You’ll fall in love with someone unexpected, blah blah, happy ending, fade to black.”

Emily snorted. “Wow. Very specific.”

Kayla grinned. “For you, it’s probably accurate.”

Emily shoved the box aside, ignoring the way her cheeks warmed. Kayla said things like that all the time—teasing, playful—but sometimes they stuck in Emily’s chest longer than they should.

They worked their way around the room in fits and starts, Emily dutifully bagging clothes while Kayla provided running commentary on Sara’s questionable taste in décor. A lava lamp got plugged in. A chipped mug got declared a “classic.” At one point, Kayla balanced a gaudy sombrero on her head, doing a mock dance until Emily nearly cried laughing.

For a while, it almost didn’t feel like cleaning. It felt like every other night they’d spent together—late hours, inside jokes, Kayla pulling Emily out of her shell without even trying.

When most of the floor was cleared, Kayla crouched down and peeked under the bed. “Hellooo… what’s this?”

Emily brushed her hands off on her jeans. “Probably more junk. Let’s just—”

“No, no, no. Mystery box. This could be the good stuff.” Kayla tugged out a medium-sized cardboard box, dust bunnies clinging to its sides. The tape at the edges was half-peeled, like it had been opened and resealed too many times.

A folded note sat taped across the top in Sara’s messy handwriting: Throw it away or keep it.

Emily groaned. “Sounds like the beginning of a horror movie.”

Kayla grinned, eyes bright with mischief. “Sounds like an invitation.”

Before Emily could protest, Kayla popped the lid. She peeked inside—then her brows shot up. “Oh. Ohhh, Emily. Jackpot.”

Emily frowned, stepping closer. “What are you—” She froze mid-sentence, her cheeks turning red.

Inside the box was a jumble of silk lingerie, a couple bottles of lube, and a neat lineup of sex toys—dildos in varying colors and sizes, bullet vibes, and one bright pink vibrator that looked particularly intimidating. And there was more.

Her jaw dropped. “Oh my god.”

Kayla laughed like a kid at Christmas, reaching in without hesitation. She plucked the pink vibrator free, holding it up like a prize. “Oh my god is right. It’s like a treasure trove of kinky shit!”

Emily’s face flamed. “Kayla, put that back right now!”

Kayla turned it over in her hand, curious. “Relax, it’s not radioactive.” She flicked the switch, and the toy buzzed to life, humming low and steady.

Emily jumped back like it might leap at her, though something pulsed between her thighs. “Oh my god—turn it off!”

Kayla laughed, then aimed it at her like a microphone. “So, Miss Emily. Tell me—what’s it like being the boring, responsible roommate?”

Emily lunged, trying to grab it, but Kayla pulled it just out of reach, grinning. The buzzing filled the room, and Emily’s heart hammered harder than it should.

“Kayla!” she hissed, cheeks burning. “I’m serious.”

“Mmhm.” Kayla tilted her head, eyes sparkling. “You’ve never used one of these before, have you?”

Emily’s mouth went dry. She opened it, closed it, then snapped, “That’s none of your business!”

Kayla’s smirk curved slow and knowing. “So… no.”

“…Maybe.”

Emily stood frozen, her palms pressed to her thighs, heart hammering. The faint hum of the pink vibrator filled the room, a low, insistent buzz that somehow felt… too intimate. And the dildos. Some of them looked so real. Big. Thick. Definitely bigger than all the dudes she had been with.

Kayla crouched closer, her grin softening into something a little more mischievous, a little more personal. She gently brushed a strand of blonde hair from her eyes. “Here—want to feel what it’s like? Just… on your arm. I promise it won’t bite.”

Emily’s eyes widened. “I—I’m not touching that. Kayla, seriously.”

Kayla leaned even closer, her warm breath tickling Emily’s cheek. “No one’s watching. It’s just us. And you—you’ve been curious. Don’t lie.”

“You’re so extra.”

Emily swallowed, noticing for the first time how close Kayla’s body was. Her toned arms, the way her shorts rode up slightly as she crouched, the curl of her hair brushing Emily’s shoulder—it was distracting in a way that made her knees feel weak. She shook her head. “I’m… not—”

But Kayla’s fingers gently took the vibrator from her hand, pressing it softly against the inside of Emily’s wrist. The buzzing made Emily jerk slightly, an involuntary shiver running up her arm.

“See?” Kayla teased, smiling as Emily’s breath hitched. “Nothing to be scared of. Just… nice.”

Emily’s cheeks flamed hotter than she expected. “It’s… weird.”

Kayla laughed, tilting her head to study Emily like she was a puzzle she couldn’t wait to solve. “Weird good, weird bad…?”

Emily bit her lip, heart thumping. “I… I don’t know. Good, I guess.”

Kayla laughed, her hand lingered a moment longer on Emily’s skin, and Emily felt her pulse spike. She had never noticed how soft Kayla’s touch could be, how playful yet deliberate. The small teasing, the intimate closeness—it made something coil tight in her stomach. Get over yourself, she thought. It’s just Kayla.

Kayla flicked the switch slightly, increasing the vibration. Emily jumped, letting out a small yelp that quickly turned into a nervous laugh. “Kayla! Let’s just keep cleaning up. I’m supposed to meet Josh in a bit, I don’t want this to take too long.”

“Oh, come on,” Kayla whispered, leaning even closer so their shoulders brushed. “You’re enjoying it. Admit it. And Josh can wait.”

Emily tried to protest again, but the warmth between them, the buzz against her skin, and Kayla’s teasing grin made it impossible. Her hands fisted at her sides as a wave of something new pulsed through her—curiosity, arousal, and maybe something she hadn’t fully named yet.

Kayla set the vibrator down for a moment, letting Emily catch her breath. “You’re cute when you’re flustered. I could watch this all day.”

Emily’s face flamed. “Shut up.”

“Shh,” Kayla said softly, pressing a finger to her lips, then leaning just a fraction closer. Their eyes met, a moment of charged silence hanging between them. Emily’s breath hitched, and Kayla’s hand brushed hers briefly, just enough to make her heart hammer.

Kayla tilted her head, voice low and teasing. “You know… there’s more in the box if you’re brave enough. I kinda wanna see! I wonder why she just left it all. Aren’t you curious?”

Emily’s curiosity indeed won over, small but undeniable. She peeked at the box again, heart hammering at the thought of what else lay inside—lingerie, toys, something… new. Different.

She sank onto the floor, still flustered, her legs crossed awkwardly in her leggings. Kayla perched beside her, barefoot and easy, letting her toes brush Emily’s as she reached for another item in the box. The pink vibrator had been safely set aside… for now.

“Look at this,” Kayla said, holding up a delicate black lace bralette. She draped it over her own shoulder like a hat. “I mean… it’s your size.”

Emily snorted, hiding a blush as she fingered a matching pair of silky panties.

Kayla leaned closer, nudging her with an elbow. “I dare you to try it on… just for fun. You know, see if it fits.”

Emily nearly choked on air. “I—I’m not trying on someone else’s lingerie!”

Kayla grinned, setting the bralette aside and rifling deeper into the box. “Suit yourself. How about… this?” She pulled out a small bullet vibrator, holding it like a wand. “Only, y’know… for experiments. Totally scientific.”

Emily rolled her eyes but couldn’t stop the flutter of heat in her stomach. “Experiments? That’s what you’re calling it?”

“Absolutely. We’re scientists. Explorers of the unknown. Pioneers.” Kayla leaned back on her hands, letting her shorts ride up slightly, revealing a hint of thigh. Her messy bun had come undone a bit, curls spilling across her shoulders. Emily’s eyes flicked to it, heart stuttering.

They paused, both of them pretending to focus on the next item in the box, though the air between them was thick with unspoken electricity. Kayla tugged out a long, sleek dildo, purple and shiny, and wiggled it like it was a prize from a carnival game.

Emily’s hands flew to cover her mouth, stifling a nervous laugh. “Kayla! Put that down before—before I faint or something!”

Kayla’s laugh was low, teasing. “Oh, don’t be dramatic. You’ve survived me before.” She leaned closer, brushing Emily’s hair back from her face, intentionally letting her hand linger against her cheek. “Besides… you’re curious. Admit it. Look how big it is! It’s like, almost heavy.”

Emily’s breath hitched. “I’m not curious! I don’t care. But yes, it is big.”

“Mmhm,” Kayla said, arching a brow, holding the dildo closer to Emily’s face. “Right.”

Emily’s fingers twitched, aching for something to do besides squirm. Kayla noticed, and her grin widened. She reached further into the box and—Emily nearly screamed—pulled out a black leather harness with a large, realistic strap-on cock attached.

“Oh…” Emily’s voice faltered. She was frozen in disbelief. “Oh… my… god.”

Kayla held it up carefully, giving it a little shake. “Well, would you look at that. Sara really left us the whole package, didn’t she?” She tilted it toward Emily, eyebrows mischievously raised. “Look how real it looks! It has veins and everything. It actually looks like a real dick.”

Emily’s hands shot up instinctively. “No! Kayla! That—no!”

Kayla plopped down beside her, the strap-on resting across her lap, her green eyes gleaming with teasing delight. “Relax. We’re just… checking it out. Handling the equipment. Totally innocent. I promise.”

Emily’s cheeks flamed hotter than ever. Her pulse raced as she tried not to imagine… too much. She peeked at it, then quickly looked away, mortified but secretly captivated. Kayla was right. It was veiny and tanned and big and… She pressed her thighs together instinctively.

Kayla nudged her playfully. “Come on, Emily. Just look. You might learn something… educational. Wanna try it on? Maybe you should bring it to hang out with Josh!” She laughed.

Emily groaned, leaning back onto her hands, trying to calm the wild heat coiling in her stomach. “I can’t believe you’re enjoying this as much as I’m not.”

“Oh, honey,” Kayla said softly, leaning closer so their shoulders touched, “I’m enjoying it a lot. Watching you squirm? Even better. You like it.”

Emily tried to roll her eyes, but her lips curved into a reluctant smile. “You’re impossible.”

“And yet… irresistible,” Kayla added with a wink, letting the strap-on rest between them, innocuous for now, but a promise of things to come.

They spent a few more minutes laughing and teasing, handling silky lingerie, bulbs, and small toys like innocent explorers of a forbidden land. Emily kept inching closer, drawn in despite her protests, her fingers brushing silk, plastic, and rubber, feeling the tension in the room thicken. Kayla’s every glance and smirk fanned a fire she didn’t know she wanted to feel.

∞∞∞

Emily sat cross-legged on the floor, hugging a throw pillow against her stomach like a shield. The open box sat between them, lingerie spilling over the edges like neon confetti from some debauched party. Kayla, predictably, looked like a kid on Christmas morning.

“Okay, tell me this doesn’t scream sorority hazing.” Kayla held up a feathered crop, flicking it against her palm with an exaggerated thwack.

Emily laughed, burying her burning cheeks in the pillow. “I think that’s less sorority hazing and more… um, dungeon chic.”

Kayla grinned wickedly. “Exactly. Maybe she was moonlighting as a dominatrix. Explains why she always had cash for Uber Eats.”

They kept pulling things out: lace teddies so tiny they could’ve doubled as doll clothes, a jeweled butt plug Emily refused to make eye contact with, and finally, another sleek black leather harness.

Kayla whistled low. “Ohhh, jackpot. This one looks more my size.” She held it up, the straps dangling like a spider’s legs. “And this bad boy, I assume, is the one that goes with it.” She reached back into the box and withdrew a fat, veiny cock, tan silicone gleaming in the light – though a little bit smaller than the last one.

Emily squeaked. “Kayla!”

Kayla burst into laughter, clutching it by the base like she was showing off a trophy. “What? It’s practically begging for attention!” She fitted the toy into the harness slot and held it up proudly. “What do you think? My size? Looks like it.”

Emily’s stomach twisted in knots, equal parts nerves and an ache she didn’t want to name. The fake cock bobbed between them, indecent and yet… kind of fascinating. She tore her gaze away, her face burning.

“You’re ridiculous,” Emily muttered, but her voice sounded thin, her eyes darting back against her will.

“Should I try it on?”

Without waiting for an answer, Kayla strapped the harness around her hips over her loose sleep shorts, adjusting it like she’d done it a hundred times. The dildo jutted out obscenely, bouncing as she wiggled her hips. She tightened the straps a bit more, and wiggled into place – and soon the cock was securely in place, pressed snuggly against her pussy.

Emily nearly choked on air. “You—you can’t just—”

“Oh, come on.” Kayla thrust her hips forward in a cartoonish pump, making Emily dissolve into embarrassed giggles. “What? You don’t like my new look? I feel powerful. Like… Lady Thor.”

“You’re insane,” Emily said, giggling too hard to stop. She noticed Kayla’s face had reddened a shade. She wondered how it felt – having a big cock protruding from her crotch.

But beneath the laughter, her thighs pressed tighter together, her pussy damp. She tried to focus on Kayla’s face, her messy bun, her mischievous smile—anything but the thick cock swinging between them. She’s just joking around… What would it feel like?

Kayla caught the flicker of her gaze. Her grin widened, softening into something sly. “What’s the matter, Em? Never seen one this close before?”

Emily grabbed the pillow tighter, half hiding her face. “Not—not like that.”

Kayla prowled closer on her knees, the harness creaking faintly. She lowered her voice, playful but edged with heat. “Want to touch it? Just to, you know… see what it’s like?”

Emily’s heart hammered so hard she thought Kayla might hear it. Her whole body buzzed, caught between say no, say no, say no and a desperate, aching curiosity that whispered yes.

The room suddenly felt too small, too warm, filled with Kayla’s scent—coconut shampoo and something distinctly her. Emily swallowed hard, licking her lips.

“Kayla…” Her voice cracked on her friend’s name.

Kayla tilted her head, teasing but not cruel. “Just pretending, remember?” She leaned back on her hands, spreading her knees slightly, the silicone cock jutting toward Emily. “Don’t I look hot?” She winked.

“Oh, soo hot.” Emily replied.

She hesitated—then slowly, almost against her own will, reached out with trembling fingers.

Her hand hovered, then brushed the tip. The silicone was cool, too real in its ridges and weight. Emily gasped and snatched her hand back like she’d touched fire.

Kayla laughed softly, but her eyes glimmered with something sharper than amusement. “See? Not so scary.”

Emily pressed the pillow against her chest, her breaths shallow. She couldn’t ignore the way her body hummed, how wet heat pooled between her thighs, making her panties damp.  

She could hardly breathe, her chest tight and fluttery. Kayla’s cock—oh god, she couldn’t even call it that in her head—looked like it belonged there, like this was normal, like Kayla had always just worn a cock to clean out Sara’s old room.

Kayla’s foot nudged Emily’s ankle. “Hey. You okay? You look like you’re about to pass out.”

Emily forced a smile, but her voice came out too high. “I’m fine. I just—um, what do you even do with it?” It sounded stupid the moment it left her mouth.

Kayla rolled her eyes, feigning exasperation. “What do you think you do with it, Em? You fuck.”

Emily squirmed, suddenly aware of how damp her panties were. She wondered how red her face looked. “I meant, like… how does it… strap on? Is it comfortable?”

Kayla flexed her hips, cock bobbing. “Surprisingly comfy. I like it. It’s snug.” Kayla twisted her torso, adjusted, then grinned, hands braced to her hips. She thrust experimentally, the bulge bouncing like a cartoon rocket. “You wanna try it on?”
Emily clamped her mouth shut. The part of her brain trained on survival screamed, absolutely not, while some small, traitorous shimmer in her stomach pulsed with a secret yes. She dropped her eyes, staring at the dimple in the carpet between her knees. Kayla was always daring her.
Kayla leaned over, voice low. “I’ll help you. You just have to say please.”
Emily felt her cheeks flame, humiliation mixing with something else, something she didn’t know the name for. “It’s not gonna fit me,” she managed, hoping Kayla would drop it.
But Kayla’s fingers were already unbuckling the harness, the cock slapping softly against her thigh. She shucked it off and offered it with both hands to her, straps dangling, cock bobbling between. Emily stared. Her skin prickled hot, arms shivering. 

“Oh my god.” It was heavier than she imagined. The leather—fake, probably—felt stiff and unfamiliar. The dildo drooped, ridiculous and alive. She half-expected it to come alive and thump her in the face.

“Put your legs through, genius. Unless you want it as a necklace.” Kayla cackled, but her hands were gentle, helping Emily put it on, buckling her into it with brisk, practiced movements. There was an intimacy in how Kayla’s fingers skimmed her thighs, knuckles brushing the barest edge of her lower belly. Emily inhaled sharply, the sensation fizzing like soda behind her ribs.

“There.”

Emily looked down and almost fainted. The cock jutted away from her groin like an alien appendage, heavy against her hips, a subtle pressure at her pubic bone where the harness yanked snug. She caught an involuntary thrill; her hands splayed over the straps, pressing, testing, as if maybe it would slice her in half if she moved wrong. “It feels…weird,” she whispered.

Kayla knelt in front of her, hands on her knees, face alight with impish pride. “You wear it well,” she said lightly, but there was a kind of charged hush in her voice Emily had never heard before.

A stupid, involuntary laugh tumbled out of Emily, wild and shaky. “God. Do I look like ridiculous?”

“You look badass. Hot. Seriously.” Kayla’s fingers brushed the base of the dildo, then gave it a two-fingered salute. Her cheeks were flushed. “Go ahead—stand up.”

Emily wobbled upright, knees nearly knocking, the rubbery cock thrusting out from her hips like a dare. The weight and bulk made her conscious of every movement, every shift of her leggings against her inner thighs. Whenever she moved, the base rubbed against her swollen, wet pussy, causing electricity to course through her veins. She tried to steady herself, eyes darting to Kayla, seeking anchor or relief. But Kayla just looked up at her—smirking, but with an intensity in her face Emily had never seen before.

Kayla sat back, legs crossed, arms draped over her knees. She let a beat pass, then nodded approvingly. “Yep. You are absolutely shattering all expectations right now. Total porn star vibes.”

The words zinged through Emily, mortifying and weirdly flattering all at once. She hovered, unsure what to do with her hands, until Kayla crooked a finger and beckoned her closer. Emily shuffled, the absurd appendage bobbing with each step. Each time the cock bounced, her own body tingled in sympathy, the motion sending a little pulse up her belly she pretended not to notice. Kayla beckoned her closer until Emily was standing right in front of her, the dildo nearly at eye level. Kayla grinned, then, with seriousness belying her clowning, wrapped her fingers around the shaft. “See? It suits you. Majestic. Turning me on. Like, seriously”

“Oh my god,” Emily whispered. “You’re such an idiot.” She had to clench her fists at her sides to stop from fidgeting, but it didn’t work. Her body vibrated with a kind of panic—maybe thrill, maybe terror, definitely mortification. Her face felt like it might combust. She knew Kayla was only half joking.

Kayla’s smile changed, softer, something close to kind. She looked up and said, “Do you want to take it off?” Her voice was quiet, almost too normal, like they hadn’t just spent ten minutes playing dick dress-up.

Emily opened her mouth to say yes—to end the madness, shove the harness back in the box, laugh it off like it had been nothing but a weird experiment. But the word stuck in her throat.

Kayla’s hand was still curled around the shaft, her thumb dragging absent little circles over the silicone like it was real flesh. Her lips were parted slightly, her cheeks red. She looked flushed. Emily’s belly clenched, her thighs pressing together before she could stop them. She was soaked.

“I don’t know,” Emily whispered, the truth slipping out before she could choke it back. She didn’t want it off. She didn’t know what she wanted, anymore.

Kayla’s brows lifted slightly, a tiny spark of victory lighting her eyes. She didn’t laugh this time. She didn’t tease. She just held Emily’s gaze, her grip on the cock steady and sure. “Then keep it on,” she murmured.

The room hummed with silence, save for the faint buzz of the ceiling fan. Emily felt the weight of the toy, the pressure of the straps against her hips, the slick heat building low in her belly as her heart hammered away in her ribs.

Kayla’s other hand slid slowly up her thigh, deliberate, pausing just before reaching the hem of her leggings. “You’re blushing all the way down your chest,” she said softly, almost in awe.

Emily’s breath caught. She glanced down—Kayla’s face was right there, framed by her own body and that absurd cock jutting out like a neon sign pointing to everything they weren’t supposed to be doing.

“Kayla…” Emily’s voice was thin, wavering. “This is—this is crazy.”

Kayla smiled, her lips curving in that wicked way that always made Emily cave to things she swore she’d never do. “I know.”

And then she leaned in, pressing her mouth to the silicone head. Just a brush of lips. A kiss that was equal parts mocking and reverent.

Emily gasped so loud it echoed. Her knees nearly buckled.

Kayla pulled back slowly, her grin molten now. “See? Not so scary either.”

Emily could only stare, dizzy, her hands clenching the straps at her hips like she needed to ground herself. Heat flooded her, sharp and undeniable. Her pussy throbbed in rhythm with her heartbeat, and for the first time she wasn’t sure if she wanted to rip the harness off or never take it off again.

Kayla’s voice dropped lower. “You’re shaking.”

“I know.” Emily barely recognized her own voice.

Kayla tilted her head, eyes burning into her. “Want me to help you with that?”

Emily gulped. Then nodded. “Okay…”

Emily didn’t know who moved first, only that Kayla’s mouth was suddenly on hers—soft, deliberate, achingly slow. The kiss was nothing like their usual joking pecks or exaggerated smooches; this was warm, intent, a tether that pulled the air out of Emily’s lungs.

The weight of the harness pressed into Kayla’s stomach as Emily leaned down, making her hyper-aware of every inch of herself. Her hands fumbled, unsure where to go, until Kayla slid one arm around her waist and tugged her closer, molding their bodies together.

Kayla’s other hand trailed down, not stopping at Emily’s hip but drifting lower, fingertips brushing the straps that framed her mound. The pressure of it, so close to where she ached, made Emily whimper into her mouth.

Kayla broke the kiss only to murmur against her lips, “God, you’re trembling. It’s kind of driving me insane. And you seriously look so hot wearing that harness…”

Emily squeezed her eyes shut, shuddering, as Kayla’s fingers slipped beneath the waistband of her leggings. She jolted when skin met skin, heat blazing through her.

“Relax,” Kayla coaxed, voice husky now, thumb stroking circles low on her belly. “I just want to touch you. Just for a second.”

Emily’s breath hitched as Kayla’s hand eased lower, grazing damp cotton, pressing just enough to make her buck helplessly against the harness still cinched around her hips. The absurdity of it—the cock jutting forward, Kayla’s hand pressing right where she throbbed—made her dizzy, strung tight between laughter and desire.

Kayla smiled against her jaw, whispering, “Look at you. Wearing a cock and so fucking wet.”

Emily gasped, cheeks flaming, and Kayla’s fingers pressed a little firmer, teasing over her panties until her knees gave another shake.

Emily’s breath came in shaky bursts, her fingers digging into the straps at her hips like she might float away if she didn’t anchor herself. Kayla’s hand lingered maddeningly at the curve of her mound, pressing just enough outside of her panties to make the wet heat spread, not enough to give relief.

Kayla kissed her again, slower this time, almost tender, while her palm rubbed lazy circles over Emily’s panties. The friction made Emily gasp into her mouth, a humiliatingly desperate sound she couldn’t bite back.

“You’re soaked,” Kayla whispered when she pulled away, her lips brushing Emily’s ear. “And you were pretending you didn’t want this?”

Emily let out a strangled laugh, her thighs quivering. “I’m not—god, I’m not pretending anything.”

“Good.” Kayla’s grin curved against her neck as she pressed firmer, letting her middle finger trace the swollen seam through the thin cotton. The harness tugged with every shift of Emily’s hips, the cock bumping against Kayla’s stomach as though mocking her.

“Oh, fuck… Kayla…”

Emily whined, hips jerking despite herself. She wanted to pull Kayla’s hand closer, wanted her inside, wanted something she couldn’t even name.

Kayla teased the edge of her panties, fingers sliding beneath the elastic, but she paused just short of where Emily burned. “Say it,” she murmured. “Tell me what you want.”

Emily’s throat worked, her whole body buzzing. She squeezed her eyes shut, humiliated by how badly she needed it, how wet she felt. “Please,” she whispered.

Kayla’s smile was molten. “That’s my girl.”

Then her fingers slipped lower, finally brushing bare, swollen heat—slick, hot, and aching. Emily gasped so hard it broke into a moan, her knees buckling as Kayla’s touch sank against her.

Emily’s breath hitched like she’d been struck, her hips jerking against Kayla’s hand. The pressure of the harness pressed the base of the cock against her pubic bone, every stroke magnifying the ache inside her.

Kayla kissed her hard, tongue sliding past her lips, while her fingers circled in slick, deliberate motions. Emily clutched at her shoulders, nails digging in, helpless against the flood of sensation.

“God, Em, you’re seriously dripping,” Kayla groaned into her mouth. Her fingers slid lower, dipping between swollen folds, sliding with obscene ease. She pressed two fingers inside, filling her in one smooth thrust. “Mmm… your pussy is so smooth…”

Emily broke from the kiss with a startled cry, her body snapping taut. Her head tipped back, a ragged moan tearing out of her throat. “Oh god—Kayla!”

Kayla grinned against her jaw, thrusting slow and steady, savoring every clench around her fingers. The cock bobbed obscenely between them, bouncing with each stroke, like it was part of Emily’s own body.

“You feel so good,” Kayla murmured, her voice low and rough. “Look at you—wearing a cock and falling apart on my fingers. You’re so fucking hot, Em.”

Emily whimpered, the filthy words shooting fire straight through her. She couldn’t stop herself from grinding down, riding Kayla’s hand, chasing the friction that made stars burst behind her eyelids.

Her moans came faster now, her thighs trembling, the harness tugging with every desperate thrust. The slick sound of Kayla’s fingers filling her was shameless, wet, undeniable.

Kayla’s free hand cupped Emily’s ass, pulling her down harder onto her hand. “Cum for me, babe. Show me how bad you needed this.”

That was it. Emily shattered with a cry, clenching around Kayla’s fingers, her whole body seizing as heat exploded through her. She buried her face in Kayla’s shoulder, sobbing out her release, hips still jerking against the straps and the cock as if she couldn’t get enough.

Kayla held her close, fingers still moving slow, coaxing every last ripple of pleasure from her. “That’s it, that’s my good girl,” she whispered, kissing the side of Emily’s head.

Emily sagged against her, trembling, panting, her chest heaving. She couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe—just knew she was ruined, undone, and wet beyond reason.

Emily was still shivering when Kayla’s hand left her, and she blinked dazedly, half-drunk on the aftershocks. Her pulse hammered, the harness still snug against her hips, the cock jutting shamelessly between them.

Kayla leaned back, eyes flicking down to it, then back up to Emily’s flushed face. Her grin was wicked, hungry. “You know,” she said slowly, almost like she was teasing herself, “I kind of want to try something.”

Emily’s stomach swooped. “W-what?”

Kayla’s fingers toyed with the base of the dildo, stroking it idly as though it were alive. Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Can I… try riding it?”

Emily’s mouth went dry. She felt dizzy, like the air had been punched out of her lungs. “What? Kayla—” Her best friend had just casually asked her to ride the big cock she was currently wearing.

Kayla pressed a soft kiss to her lips, then another, silencing her protest. “It’s just us. Just playing. Why not? You’re already strapped in… seems like a waste not to.”

Emily groaned, torn between panic and a pulse of molten heat deep in her belly. “This is insane. But, fuck yes” She laughed.

“Uh-huh.” Kayla shoved her lightly, playful but firm, until Emily toppled backward onto the bed. She climbed after her, straddling her hips, the cock nudging against the soft crotch of her leggings. “It’ll be fun.”

Emily’s hands fluttered uselessly at her sides, eyes wide as Kayla ground down once, making the silicone shaft drag against her own body, making Emily feel it press back through the harness. She gasped, hips jerking.

Kayla leaned down, whispering against her lips. “Relax, Em. Let me do the work.”

She peeled off her loose sleep shorts and kicked them away, then pulled her panties to the side in one slick move, baring herself, wet and swollen, glistening as she settled back over Emily’s hips. She held the cock in one hand, positioning it to her shaven pussy, her lips parting on a moan as the head nudged against her slit.

Emily’s brain short-circuited. “Oh my god…” She couldn’t believe what she was seeing, or how fucking hot and impossibly turned on it made her.

Kayla’s grin was molten. “Yeah. Oh shit… fuck yes…”

She sank down slowly, inch by inch, taking the cock inside her sopping pussy until she was seated fully on Emily’s lap, thighs snug around her hips. Her moan was guttural, shaking. “Fuck, Em. It feels so good. It’s so big.”

Emily could only stare, her hands grabbing Kayla’s waist instinctively. She felt everything in phantom echoes—pressure, heat, Kayla’s slick sliding down the shaft, coating it with her arousal, like her body had rewired itself to match Kayla’s pleasure.

Kayla rolled her hips experimentally, the dildo dragging inside her, and let out a helpless laugh. “God, you’re making me crazy already. I think I’m gonna cum so hard.”

Emily whimpered, eyes glazed. “You’re… riding me.”

“Mm-hm.” Kayla leaned down, kissed her hard, then rocked against her again, harder. “And you’re loving it.”

Kayla braced her palms on Emily’s chest, nails grazing lightly through her shirt as she began to move. Slow at first, testing, grinding down until the cock filled her and then sliding up again with a slick drag. Her head tipped back, a breathless laugh slipping free. “God, Em… fuck, it’s perfect.”

Emily’s hands clutched Kayla’s breasts under her shirt, not even sure when they’d grabbed on. Her own breath came ragged, eyes locked on the sight of Kayla lifting and dropping on her lap, the silicone cock vanishing into wet heat each time. Her whole body was thrumming, phantom sparks radiating from the harness into her core. She didn’t know if it was in her head or if Kayla’s pleasure was leaking into her somehow—but she felt it, every grind, every squeeze.

“Kayla—” Her voice cracked. “You look—oh my god—”

Kayla smirked, though her lips trembled with pleasure. “Say it. Say I look hot riding your cock.”

Emily’s face burned. “You look so fucking hot,” she blurted, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. “So fucking hot riding my cock…”

“Mmm, good girl.” Kayla rolled her hips in a slow, filthy circle, her clit grinding down against the base. She moaned, sharp and high, before riding harder, faster, her breasts bouncing under her shirt, sweat beading along her collarbone.

Emily’s nails dug into Kayla’s waist, the pleasure, the sights, the sounds, the base of the cock rubbing into her swollen clit as her slutty best friend bounced up and down - all nearly unbearable. “You’re gonna make me—oh god—Kayla!”

Kayla leaned in, kissing her messy, biting her lip. “That’s it, Em. Let go. Feel it with me.”

Their bodies rocked together, the headboard tapping lightly against the wall. Kayla’s moans grew louder, more desperate, until she broke away from Emily’s mouth, gasping, “I’m close—I’m so close, fuck—”

Emily could barely breathe. She thrust up helplessly, meeting Kayla’s rhythm, the strap tugging tight against her clit with every movement. Her whole body shook, her orgasm climbing sharp and unstoppable.

Kayla’s nails raked down her chest as she slammed down harder, grinding furiously, voice breaking into a strangled cry. “Fuck, Emily—yes, yes, yes— I’m cumming!”

Emily’s world shattered. She cried out as heat tore through her, body convulsing under Kayla’s. At the same time, Kayla shuddered and collapsed forward, writhing through her climax, clutching Emily like she might drown as her pussy pulsed and squirted her arousal between them.

For long, ragged moments, the room was nothing but gasps, tangled limbs, and the scent of sweat and sex.

Finally, Kayla laughed weakly, still draped over Emily’s chest, the cock buried deep inside her. “Holy shit…Well… that escalated.”

Emily could only wheeze out a laugh of her own, stroking Kayla’s damp hair back from her flushed face. “You think? … Wow.”

Kayla grinned, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to her lips. “Best cleaning day ever.”

∞∞∞

Kayla lay sprawled across Emily’s chest, her breath still uneven, cheek pressed against the soft cotton of Emily’s shirt. The room was a mess—clothes, discarded straps, and half-folded boxes everywhere—but neither of them seemed to care.

For a long moment, they just breathed together. The hum of the ceiling fan, the faint scent of coconut shampoo, the quiet rhythm of their hearts.

Emily was the first to laugh—a small, nervous sound that broke the silence. “Well… that happened.”

Kayla shifted, lifting her head just enough to meet Emily’s gaze. Her hair was a wild halo around her flushed face. “Understatement of the year,” she murmured, smiling. “Remind me to send Sara a thank-you card for the box of wonders.”

Emily groaned, covering her face with one arm. “Please don’t.”

Kayla tugged the arm away, grinning wider. “What? You don’t think she’d appreciate knowing her old roommates put her… donation to good use?”

“You’re terrible.” Emily tried to sound exasperated, but her voice came out soft, fond.

Kayla brushed a thumb across her jaw, the teasing in her smile mellowing into something gentler. “You okay?”

Emily nodded slowly. “Yeah. Just… processing. That was…” She trailed off, unable to find the right word.

Kayla finished it for her. “Unexpectedly amazing?”

Emily met her eyes, laughter bubbling up again. “That works.”

Kayla rolled onto her back beside her, arm brushing against Emily’s. “You know,” she said lazily, “technically we still have half a box left to go through.”

Emily turned her head, mock-glowering. “You are not turning this into a hobby.”

“Who said anything about a hobby?” Kayla tilted her head toward her, voice dipping into a whisper. “I was thinking… research project.”

Emily snorted, then sighed, staring up at the ceiling. “You’re impossible.”

Kayla’s hand found hers under the sheet, fingers lacing through. “And yet,” she said softly, squeezing once, “you’re still here.”

Emily’s heart fluttered. She turned her head just enough to see Kayla smiling at her, eyes bright, a smudge of mischief still there but softened with something new—something that felt suspiciously like tenderness.

“Yeah,” Emily said quietly. “I guess I am.”

Kayla grinned. “Good. Because next time, I’m picking the toy.”

Emily laughed until her stomach hurt, the sound filling the room, warm and bright. And when she finally caught her breath, Kayla leaned over and kissed her cheek—just a quick, playful brush—before flopping back down beside her.

Outside, the afternoon light slanted through the blinds, striping their skin with gold. Inside, the air still shimmered faintly with laughter and a promise neither of them quite dared to say out loud yet.

Emily and Kayla lived Happily Ever After…

The End!
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Personal Training: A First Time Age Gap Lesbian Short Story (ff erotica)

Hot, breathless, and soaked in sweat — this is one workout she’ll never forget.

When eighteen-year-old Lila signs up for personal training, she’s expecting squats and cardio… not a smoking-hot trainer who makes her body ache in all the right ways. Jordan is confident, strong, and sinfully gorgeous — and when the gym’s heat turns to something far more dangerous, Lila discovers what it really means to push her limits.

A soaked, breathless, and deliciously dirty first-time lesbian short about crossing the line, giving in, and getting taken apart by a woman who knows exactly what her body needs.

Explicit. Raw. So hot it’ll make you sweat.


Until next time!
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