
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The New Student

The studio smelled like sandalwood and the faint bitter-green of eucalyptus oil rubbed into hardwood, but underneath that—deeper, almost hidden—was the musk of a full day's sweat baked into the floorboards. Late afternoon sun cut through the western windows in amber slats, catching dust motes that drifted lazy as pollen. The light made everything look soft-focus, dreamlike, the kind of golden hour that photographers paid thousands to capture. Sienna Okoro wiped down the last mat with a microfiber cloth, her dark brown fingers moving in efficient circles, and she could feel her own body heat radiating off her skin like she was a furnace somebody forgot to bank.

Hot yoga. Twenty-three students packed in like sardines. All of them dripping by the halfway mark, the room thick with humidity and the salt-copper smell of exertion. Sienna had led them through a ninety-minute flow that left even the regulars shaking, and now her sports bra clung to her like a second skin, the charcoal fabric dark with sweat between her breasts, under her arms, along the curve of her lower back where it met the waistband of her high-waisted leggings.

She straightened, rolling her shoulders back. Six feet tall in bare feet, Sienna had the build of a former college volleyball player who'd traded explosive jumps for controlled holds: broad shoulders that tapered to a defined waist, arms roped with lean muscle that flexed when she moved, thighs thick enough that her yoga pants always wore thin at the inner seams first from the constant friction of her legs brushing together. Her ass—round, high, the kind that drew stares even in loose linen—strained against the stretchy fabric every time she bent or squatted. The leggings were supposed to be opaque but the sweat made them just transparent enough to hint at the seam of her underwear beneath, a thin black thong that disappeared between her cheeks.

Her hair—black coils streaked with premature silver at the temples—was pulled back in a puff secured with a burnt orange wrap, though tendrils had escaped to curl against her neck and temples, damp with sweat. Her face was all angles: sharp jaw, high cheekbones, a nose that had been broken once in a college match and set slightly crooked, full lips that she kept bare of gloss or lipstick because it always wore off anyway. Her skin gleamed in the low light, a sheen of perspiration coating her throat, her collarbones, the valley between her breasts.

She was thirty-four, single for the last eight months since her ex-girlfriend had moved to Portland without asking Sienna to come along, and lately the studio felt less like a sanctuary and more like a holding pattern. Same classes. Same students. Same predictable rhythm of breath and movement. She wiped the mat down and tried not to think about how long it had been since anyone had touched her with intent.

The door chimed.

Sienna glanced up, and the thought evaporated.

A white woman stepped in, early thirties, moving like someone who'd learned to take up as little space as possible. Thin—too thin, the kind that came from stress rather than intention, her clavicles sharp enough to cast shadows, the knobs of her wrists delicate and bird-boned. Pale skin with a spray of freckles across her collarbone, visible above a loose gray tank top that hung off her like she'd bought it two sizes too big on purpose. The neckline gaped when she moved, offering glimpses of a white sports bra beneath, the kind with no padding that showed the small peaked shapes of her nipples pressing against the fabric.

Her hair was strawberry blonde, fine and stick-straight, cut just past her chin in a style that required zero maintenance. It looked like she'd washed it that morning and let it air-dry without product, and now it hung limp against her jaw, tucked behind one ear to reveal a small silver hoop. Green eyes, red-rimmed. She'd been crying recently. Maybe an hour ago, maybe that morning. Her nose was pink at the tip, her lower lip slightly swollen like she'd been biting it.

She wore black yoga pants that were a size too big, bunching at her ankles, and beat-up Converse sneakers that looked like they'd been white once upon a time but were now a dingy gray. A canvas tote bag hung from one shoulder, sagging with the weight of whatever she'd stuffed inside.

"Hi," the woman said. Her voice was soft, midwestern-flat, the kind of accent that smoothed all the edges off consonants. "I'm, um. I have a six-thirty appointment? For the private session?"

Sienna set the cloth aside, wiping her palms on her thighs. The friction sent a little jolt of awareness through her—she was still sensitized from the workout, her skin alive in a way that made every touch feel amplified. "You're Margot?"

"Yeah. Margot Finley." She shifted her weight from foot to foot, fingers twisting the strap of the tote bag. Inside: a water bottle beaded with condensation, a dog-eared paperback with a cracked spine, a wallet held together with packing tape. Her nails were bitten down to the quick, the cuticles raw.

"Sienna Okoro." She extended a hand, and when Margot took it, Sienna felt the dampness of the smaller woman's palm, the tentative pressure of her grip. Her fingers were cold despite the warmth of the studio, and they trembled slightly. She's terrified, Sienna thought, and something in her chest tightened in response. Not pity. Something else. Something that made her want to pull Margot closer instead of letting go.

She held on a beat too long before releasing.

"You filled out the intake form online, right?" Sienna asked, trying to sound professional, trying not to notice the way Margot's tank top shifted when she breathed, the pale curve of her breast just barely visible through the gap. "Said you were looking for therapeutic movement work."

Margot nodded, her gaze darting around the studio—exit, windows, back room, exit again—before settling somewhere near Sienna's shoulder instead of her eyes. "My, um. My therapist recommended you. She said you specialize in trauma-informed yoga?"

"I do." Sienna kept her voice level, though her pulse had kicked up for reasons that had nothing to do with the workout. She'd worked with enough survivors to recognize the tells: the hypervigilance, the way Margot's body angled toward the door even while standing still, the careful distance she maintained even while shaking hands. But there was something else too. The way Margot's eyes flicked down to Sienna's body—quick, furtive, like she couldn't help herself—before jerking back up. The faint flush that crept up her throat when Sienna stepped closer. "The form mentioned you're recovering from sexual assault. I'm sorry that happened to you."

Margot's jaw tightened, a muscle jumping beneath the skin. "It was two years ago. I'm—I'm fine. Mostly. I just. I have trouble with certain things. Positions. Being on my back. Being... touched, sometimes." Her voice dropped on the last word, and her gaze finally met Sienna's for half a second before skittering away again.

"Okay." Sienna gestured toward the back of the studio, where a private room waited behind a beaded curtain. The beads clicked softly as she pushed through, and she heard Margot follow, the shuffle of her too-big sneakers against the hardwood. "We'll work at your pace. You're in control of everything that happens in here. If something doesn't feel right, you say stop, and we stop. No questions, no judgment."

The private room was dimmer, lit by salt lamps in the corners that cast everything in warm pink-orange, the kind of light that made skin look flushed and touchable. It smelled like lavender and something earthier—patchouli, maybe, mixed with the residual sweat from Sienna's earlier classes. A single mat lay in the center, forest green and well-used, the surface slightly tacky from years of palms and feet pressing into it. Bolsters and blocks were stacked against the wall in neat rows, and a small speaker in the corner played ambient music so quiet it was almost subliminal, just a low hum of synthesizers and the occasional chime.

Margot set her bag down in the corner, toeing off her sneakers. Her feet were small, narrow, the nails painted a chipped mint green that looked like it was two weeks past needing a touch-up. She wore no socks, and Sienna could see the delicate bones of her ankles, the pale blue tracery of veins beneath the skin.

"What do we start with?" Margot asked, her arms wrapping around herself in an unconscious self-soothing gesture that made her look even smaller.

"Breathing." Sienna lowered herself to the mat, sitting cross-legged with her spine straight, and she felt the stretch in her hips, the pleasant ache in her inner thighs from holding warrior pose for too long earlier. Her leggings pulled taut across her crotch, and she was suddenly, acutely aware of the heat between her legs, the faint slickness that had nothing to do with exertion. Get it together, she told herself, but her body didn't listen. "Sit however feels comfortable. Doesn't have to be like me."

Margot sat on the edge of the mat, knees drawn up, arms wrapped around her shins. Defensive. Her tank top rode up slightly, exposing a sliver of pale stomach, the shallow dip of her navel.

"Close your eyes if you can," Sienna said, her voice dropping into the low, soothing register she used for guided meditation. "If that's too much, keep them open. Focus on my voice." She inhaled slowly through her nose, letting her belly expand, and she could smell herself—the sharp, clean scent of her own sweat, tinged with the coconut oil she used as deodorant. "Four counts in. Hold for four. Eight counts out."

They breathed together. Margot's eyes stayed open for the first two cycles, watching Sienna with an intensity that made Sienna's nipples tighten against her sports bra. But on the third cycle, her lids fluttered closed, and her shoulders dropped half an inch, the tension bleeding out of her frame in slow increments.

"Good," Sienna murmured, and she let her gaze travel over Margot's body with the clinical detachment of an instructor assessing posture. Except it wasn't clinical. Not really. She noticed the way Margot's small breasts rose and fell with each breath, the outline of her ribs visible through the thin fabric of her tank top. The sharp jut of her hip bones above the waistband of her yoga pants. The way her thighs pressed together, pale and smooth, dusted with fine blonde hair that caught the lamplight.

She's pretty, Sienna thought, and then immediately felt guilty for thinking it. This was a client. A trauma survivor. Someone who needed safety, not... whatever this was.

But the thought didn't go away.

"Now I want you to think about where you feel safe in your body," Sienna said, forcing herself to focus. "Could be your hands. Your feet. Anywhere that feels like yours."

"My hands," Margot whispered, her voice barely audible over the ambient music.

"Okay. Press your palms together in front of your chest. Feel the pressure. Feel the warmth. That's you. That's your center."

Margot's hands came together, fingers lacing tight, and Sienna watched the way her knuckles went white with the force of it. Like she was trying to anchor herself. Like she was afraid she'd float away if she let go.

They worked through basic poses. Cat-cow first, both of them on hands and knees, spines arching and rounding in tandem. Sienna demonstrated, and she could feel Margot's eyes on her, tracking the movement of her hips, the way her ass lifted when she dropped into cow pose. The leggings stretched thin across her cheeks, and she wondered if Margot could see the outline of her thong, the dark line bisecting her.

"Like this?" Margot asked, her voice strained, and when Sienna glanced over, she saw that the smaller woman was shaking, her arms barely holding her weight.

"You're doing great," Sienna said, moving closer. "Can I touch you? Just to adjust your posture?"

Margot hesitated, then nodded.

Sienna placed one hand on the small of Margot's back, feeling the knobs of her spine through the tank top, and the other on her hip. The contact sent a shock of heat through her palm, and she had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep her breathing steady. Margot's skin was warm, almost feverish, and Sienna could feel the rapid flutter of her pulse where her thumb rested against her side.

"Arch a little more here," Sienna said, pressing gently on Margot's lower back, and Margot complied, her hips tilting up, her ass lifting higher. The yoga pants pulled tight, and Sienna could see the faint outline of her underwear, could see the way the fabric bunched between her cheeks.

Stop it, she told herself, but her hand lingered a second too long before pulling away.

They moved into child's pose next, Margot's forehead resting on the mat, her arms stretched out in front of her. Sienna knelt beside her, close enough that their bodies were almost touching, and she could smell Margot now—not just the generic floral scent of her shampoo, but something deeper. The faint musk of nervous sweat, sharp and a little sour, mixed with something sweeter. Something that made Sienna's mouth water.

"Breathe into your hips," Sienna said, her voice barely above a whisper. "That's where you're holding everything. Let it go."

Margot exhaled, and Sienna saw her body soften, her knees spreading slightly wider, her ass pressing back toward Sienna's direction. The movement was unconscious, instinctive, and Sienna's cunt clenched in response, a sudden flood of wetness soaking through her thong.

Jesus Christ, she thought, and she had to shift her weight to relieve the ache between her legs.

"How does that feel?" Sienna asked, and her voice came out rougher than she intended.

"Good," Margot said, muffled against the mat. "Really good."

They moved through more poses. Downward dog, and Margot's hips shook so badly that she came out of it after ten seconds, breathing hard, her face flushed pink.

"That's normal," Sienna said, though her own breathing was unsteady now. "Hips hold trauma. It's gonna come up."

"I hate that phrase," Margot said, sitting back on her heels, her hands trembling as she pushed her hair out of her face. "'The body keeps the score.' It makes me feel like I'm broken."

"You're not broken." Sienna moved closer, kneeling in front of Margot so they were almost knee to knee, and she could see the rapid rise and fall of Margot's chest, the way her nipples were hard points beneath the sports bra and tank top. "You're rewiring. That's different."

Their eyes met, and something passed between them. A spark. A recognition. Margot's pupils dilated, her lips parting slightly, and Sienna felt the pull like gravity, like if she didn't move closer she'd shatter from the tension.

"Can we try something?" Sienna asked, her voice low. "It might be intense, but I think it could help."

"Okay," Margot said, and the word came out breathless.

"Lie on your stomach," Sienna said. "Arms at your sides. Just focus on breathing."

Margot complied, lowering herself onto the mat with careful, deliberate movements, and Sienna watched the way her body settled, the curve of her spine, the slight hollow at the base of her back where her tank top had ridden up to expose a few inches of pale skin. Her ass was small, almost flat in the baggy yoga pants, but Sienna could see the shape of it, could imagine the softness beneath the fabric.

Sienna moved to straddle Margot's thighs, one knee on either side, and she heard the sharp intake of Margot's breath at the contact. "I'm going to put some pressure on your lower back," Sienna said, her hands settling on either side of Margot's spine. "If it's too much, tell me."

She pressed down, using her body weight to sink into the muscle, and Margot made a sound—half gasp, half moan—that went straight to Sienna's clit. Her wetness was spreading now, soaking through the gusset of her thong, and she was grateful for the dark fabric of her leggings, grateful that Margot couldn't see how turned on she was.

"Nnnh," Margot whimpered, her hands fisting in the mat, and Sienna worked her way down, pressing into the tight knots of muscle along Margot's lower back, her thumbs digging into the dimples just above her ass. The smell of Margot's sweat was stronger now, mixed with something else—something warm and musky that made Sienna's mouth water and her pussy throb.

She shifted her weight, and her crotch pressed against the back of Margot's thigh, the friction sending a jolt of pleasure through her that made her bite back a moan. Margot didn't seem to notice, too focused on the pressure of Sienna's hands, the way her body was opening under the touch.

"You're so tight here," Sienna said, her voice rough, and she let her hands slide lower, fingers hooking into the waistband of Margot's yoga pants. "Can I—"

"Yes," Margot said before Sienna could finish the question, and the desperation in her voice made Sienna's heart pound.

She pulled the waistband down an inch, two inches, exposing the curve of Margot's ass, and her breath caught. Margot wasn't wearing underwear. Her skin was pale, smooth, unblemished except for a small birthmark on her right cheek. And between her cheeks, just barely visible, was the pink pucker of her asshole, tight and puckered and so fucking perfect that Sienna felt dizzy.

This is wrong, she thought, but her hands were already moving, already spreading Margot's cheeks apart, and Margot made a sound—high and desperate, "ah-haah"—that obliterated any remaining shred of professional distance.

"Tell me to stop," Sienna said, her voice hoarse, but Margot shook her head, her hips lifting slightly, pressing back into Sienna's hands.

"Don't stop," Margot whispered. "Please don't stop."

Sienna lowered her head, and the scent hit her like a drug—clean sweat and musk and the faint bitter-salt of Margot's ass, and underneath that something sweeter, the slick arousal dripping from her pussy just an inch away. Sienna's tongue darted out, just the tip, and she licked a slow stripe from the bottom of Margot's crack to the top, tasting salt and skin and the clean tang of soap.

"Ohhhh fuck," Margot moaned, her whole body shuddering, and Sienna did it again, this time letting her tongue linger, pressing against the tight ring of muscle, feeling it flutter beneath the pressure.

Margot's ass tasted like nothing and everything at once—the faint bitterness of skin, the salt of sweat, the clean astringency of soap, and underneath it all something earthy and intimate that made Sienna's cunt clench and pulse. She flattened her tongue and licked harder, wetting the crease, and Margot's hips jerked, her ass pushing back against Sienna's face.

"Yessss," Margot hissed, and Sienna could hear the desperation in it, the need, and it made her bold. She pointed her tongue and pressed against Margot's asshole, feeling the resistance, the tight clench of muscle, and then—slowly, so slowly—it gave, just the tip of her tongue sliding inside.

Margot wailed, a high keening sound that filled the room, and her hands scrabbled at the mat, trying to find purchase. "Oh god oh god oh god—"

Sienna worked her tongue deeper, fucking into Margot's ass with short, shallow thrusts, and the taste intensified—musky and intimate, the clean bitterness coating her tongue, and she could feel Margot's hole fluttering around her, clenching and releasing in rhythm with her breathing.

She pulled back, gasping, her chin wet with spit, and spread Margot's cheeks wider. The hole was pink and glistening now, slightly open from the pressure of her tongue, and Sienna leaned in again, this time licking around the rim in slow circles, her tongue tracing the puckered edges.

"Ahhh-ahhh-haaa," Margot panted, her voice breaking on every exhale, and Sienna could see the wetness between her legs now, slick arousal coating her inner thighs, dripping onto the mat.

Sienna's own pussy was throbbing, her clit swollen and aching, and she reached down with one hand to press against herself through her leggings, grinding the heel of her palm against the soaked fabric. The friction was almost too much, and she moaned into Margot's ass, the vibration making Margot cry out again.

She dove back in, tongue flat and wide, licking from Margot's perineum up to her tailbone in one long stroke, and Margot's whole body convulsed, her ass clenching tight before relaxing again. Sienna focused on the hole itself, sucking gently at the rim, her lips sealing around it, and Margot sobbed, her hips grinding down into the mat, desperate for more friction on her clit.

"Please," Margot begged, and Sienna didn't know what she was begging for, but she gave it anyway—tongue pushing deep, as deep as it would go, fucking into her ass with wet, obscene sounds that echoed in the small room.

The smell of sex was overpowering now, Margot's arousal mixing with Sienna's, the sharp tang of cunt and sweat and saliva, and Sienna was drunk on it, her face buried between Margot's cheeks, her nose pressed against skin, her jaw aching from the angle.

Margot's asshole was loosening, the muscle giving under the relentless pressure of Sienna's tongue, and Sienna worked a finger in alongside her tongue, feeling the tight heat gripping her, the slick slide of spit easing the way. Margot keened, a sound of pure animal pleasure, and her thighs trembled, her whole body taut as a wire about to snap.

"Gonna—oh fuck I'm gonna—" Margot gasped, and Sienna didn't stop, didn't slow, just kept fucking her ass with her tongue and finger, kept licking and sucking and tasting until Margot screamed, her orgasm ripping through her so hard that her body went rigid, her ass clamping down on Sienna's finger, pulsing in tight rhythmic contractions.

Sienna licked her through it, gentle now, soothing, until Margot collapsed boneless against the mat, her breathing ragged.

Sienna sat back, her face wet, her lips swollen, her own arousal a living thing between her legs. Margot didn't move for a long moment, and then she turned her head, her green eyes glassy and unfocused.

"What..." she started, her voice hoarse, and then trailed off.

Sienna reached down and pulled Margot's yoga pants back up, covering her, and then she stood on shaking legs, her thighs slick with her own wetness.

"Same time next week?" she asked, and her voice was steady even though her hands weren't.

Margot nodded, still dazed, and Sienna helped her to her feet, watching as she gathered her bag and stumbled toward the door.

The beads clicked. The main door chimed. And Sienna stood alone in the scent of lavender and sex, her tongue still coated with the taste of Margot's ass, her pussy clenching on nothing.

Outside, the sun bled red into the LA skyline, and somewhere in the distance, a car alarm wailed and went silent.


Chapter 2: Flexibility and Trust

The studio smelled like rain and wet asphalt from the storm that had rolled through an hour ago, mixing with the permanent base notes of sandalwood and eucalyptus that lived in the floorboards. Sienna stood at the window watching water bead and streak down the glass, her reflection ghosted over the darkening street outside. She'd been standing there for ten minutes, unable to focus on anything except the clock and the fact that Margot was due in two minutes.

Seven days. A hundred and sixty-eight hours since Sienna had buried her face between Margot's ass cheeks and licked her asshole until she came screaming. Seven days of replaying it in her head every time she closed her eyes—the taste of clean sweat and skin and that musky bitterness coating her tongue, the way Margot's hole had fluttered and clenched around the tip of her tongue, the desperate keening sounds she'd made. Seven days of touching herself to the memory, her fingers shoved deep in her cunt while she imagined doing it again, doing more, going further.

She'd convinced herself Margot wouldn't come back. That the shame would kick in, that Margot would realize what had happened and decide it was too much, too weird, too inappropriate. Sienna had drafted and deleted five different text messages apologizing, explaining, trying to walk it back. But she'd never sent any of them, because what the fuck was she supposed to say? Sorry I ate your ass during what was supposed to be a therapeutic yoga session?

The door chimed.

Sienna's stomach dropped and her cunt clenched simultaneously, a Pavlovian response that made her feel like a dog salivating at a bell. She turned from the window, and there was Margot, dripping wet from the rain, her strawberry blonde hair plastered to her skull, her clothes soaked through.

She looked different. Better. The red-rimmed eyes were gone, replaced by something bright and alert. Her cheeks were flushed pink, and there was a tension in her body that wasn't fear—it was anticipation. She wore the same beat-up Converse sneakers, the same oversized gray tank top, but this time her yoga pants were different: tight black leggings that actually fit, hugging the shape of her narrow hips and small ass, and when she shifted her weight, Sienna could see the faint outline of a thong beneath.

"Hi," Margot said, and her voice was steady, confident. No trembling. No stammering. She met Sienna's eyes and held them.

"Hi," Sienna said back, and her mouth was dry, her pulse hammering in her throat. "You're... wet."

Margot glanced down at herself, then back up with a smile that was almost shy. "Yeah. I didn't bring an umbrella." She peeled off her sneakers, and Sienna saw that her feet were bare again, the mint green nail polish freshly redone, glossy and perfect.

They stood there for a beat too long, the silence stretching taut between them, and then Margot said, "Should we...?" and gestured toward the back room.

"Yeah," Sienna said, and her voice came out hoarse. "Yeah, let's... yeah."

The beaded curtain clicked as they passed through. The private room was the same as always—salt lamps casting everything in warm pink-orange, the ambient music a low hum of synthesizers, the forest green mat waiting in the center. But it felt different now. Charged. Like the air before a lightning strike.

Margot set her bag down and pulled her tank top over her head in one smooth motion, no hesitation, and Sienna's breath caught. She was wearing a white sports bra, soaked through and transparent, her small pink nipples visible through the fabric, tight and hard from the cold rain or something else entirely. Her ribs were still too prominent, her stomach concave, but there was a lean strength to her that hadn't been there last week.

"I've been thinking about last week," Margot said, and she peeled the sports bra off too, tossing it aside, and Sienna's brain short-circuited at the sight of her bare breasts—small, pale, with dusky pink nipples that pebbled tighter under Sienna's gaze. "I've been thinking about it constantly."

Sienna swallowed hard. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." Margot hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her leggings and pushed them down, taking the thong with them, and stepped out of both, leaving her completely naked. Her body was all sharp angles and pale skin, the jut of her hip bones, the delicate ladder of her ribs, the small mound of her pussy covered in fine blonde hair. "I want to do it again. But more."

"More," Sienna echoed, and it wasn't a question.

"I want..." Margot's voice wavered for the first time, and she bit her lower lip. "I want you to really... I want you to fuck me. With your tongue. My ass. I want to feel it deeper."

Sienna's knees went weak. Her cunt flooded with wetness so sudden and intense that she felt it soak through her thong and into her leggings, a spreading dark patch between her thighs. "Okay," she said, and she was already moving, already stripping off her own clothes—sports bra, leggings, thong—until she was naked too, her dark skin gleaming in the lamplight, her nipples hard, her pussy slick and swollen.

They stood facing each other, both breathing hard, and then Margot sank to her knees on the mat, positioning herself on all fours, her ass lifted high, her spine arched. She looked back over her shoulder, her green eyes dilated and dark. "Please," she said.

Sienna knelt behind her, her hands trembling as she reached out to touch. Margot's ass was small and tight, the cheeks firm beneath her palms, and when Sienna spread them apart, she saw the pink pucker of her asshole already glistening with sweat, clenching in anticipation.

The smell hit her immediately—clean skin and sweat and something muskier, the intimate scent of Margot's body, and underneath it the faint tang of arousal from her pussy, already wet and dripping. Sienna leaned in and inhaled deeply, letting it fill her lungs, and Margot whimpered.

"Ohhhh," Margot moaned, her hips shifting back, and Sienna didn't wait, didn't tease—she just dove in, flattening her tongue and licking a long, wet stripe from Margot's perineum up through her crack to her tailbone.

The taste was immediate and overwhelming—salt and musk and the bitter-clean tang of skin, and Sienna groaned into it, her tongue working back down to circle the tight ring of muscle. Margot's asshole was warm and smooth under her tongue, and when she pressed against it, she felt it give slightly, yielding to the pressure.

"Aaahhh—fuck—" Margot gasped, her hands fisting in the mat, her whole body shuddering. "Yesss—"

Sienna licked harder, wetting the crease thoroughly, coating Margot's asshole with spit until it was slick and shining. She pointed her tongue and pushed, feeling the resistance, and then—slowly, so slowly—it gave, the tight muscle relaxing to let her inside.

"Oh god oh god—" Margot chanted, her voice breaking on every word, and Sienna worked her tongue deeper, fucking into her ass with shallow thrusts, tasting the musky bitterness intensifying as she went deeper.

Margot's hole was hot and tight, gripping Sienna's tongue, and Sienna could feel it fluttering around her, clenching and releasing in rhythm. She pulled back to gasp for air, her chin wet with spit, and then dove in again, this time sucking at the rim, her lips sealing around the puckered edges.

"Mmmmph—ahhh—haaa—" Margot moaned, the sounds wet and desperate, and Sienna could see the wetness dripping from her pussy now, a steady stream of arousal coating her inner thighs, pooling on the mat beneath her.

Sienna released the suction and licked around the rim in slow circles, feeling the muscle twitch and jump beneath her tongue. The smell of sex was overpowering now—Margot's cunt sharp and sweet, mixing with the earthy musk of her ass, and Sienna's own arousal adding to it, the scent of wet pussy thick in the small room.

She reached down between her own legs, her fingers sliding through her slick folds, and she was so wet that her thighs were coated with it, her clit swollen and throbbing. She circled it with two fingers while her tongue worked Margot's asshole, licking and probing and tasting, and the dual stimulation made her hips jerk, a moan vibrating against Margot's skin.

"More—" Margot begged, her voice high and broken. "Please more—I need—"

Sienna pulled back, gasping, and grabbed Margot's hips, spreading her wider. The asshole was pink and glistening, slightly open now from the attention, and Sienna could see inside, could see the darker pink interior pulsing with Margot's heartbeat.

She leaned in and licked from bottom to top in one long stroke, then focused on the hole itself, her tongue flat and wide, lapping at it like she was trying to taste every inch. Margot's hips bucked, grinding back against Sienna's face, and Sienna let her, let Margot fuck herself on her tongue while she held still.

"Unnh—unnh—unnh—" Margot grunted with each thrust, her ass cheeks pressing against Sienna's face, and Sienna opened her mouth wider, letting Margot's hole slide over her lips, her tongue pushing deep with every backward motion.

The taste was overwhelming now—musky and bitter and intimate, coating Sienna's tongue and lips and chin, and she was drunk on it, her own pussy clenching and dripping, her fingers working her clit in tight circles.

She pulled back again, this time bringing her hand up, and she pressed one finger against Margot's asshole alongside her tongue. The muscle resisted for a moment, then yielded, and her finger slid inside to the first knuckle, the tight heat gripping her.

"Oh fuck—yes—" Margot wailed, and Sienna worked her finger deeper, feeling the slick slide of spit easing the way, until she was buried to the third knuckle, her tongue licking around the stretched rim.

Margot's asshole was so tight it almost hurt, the muscle clamping down on Sienna's finger, but Sienna kept moving, kept fucking her slowly while her tongue worked the sensitive edges. She could feel Margot's pulse through the thin wall separating her ass from her pussy, could feel the rhythmic clench of her inner muscles.

She added a second finger, stretching Margot wider, and Margot sobbed, her whole body trembling. "Too much—oh god it's too much—"

"You want me to stop?" Sienna asked, her voice muffled against Margot's skin.

"No—don't stop—don't you fucking dare stop—" Margot gasped, and Sienna smiled against her ass before diving back in, her tongue working alongside her two fingers, licking and tasting while she fucked Margot's asshole in slow, deep strokes.

The room filled with wet sounds—the slick slide of fingers, the obscene slurping of tongue on skin, Margot's desperate moans and whimpers, and underneath it all the ambient music still playing, incongruously peaceful.

Sienna's jaw ached, her tongue was getting tired, but she didn't stop. She couldn't stop. She was addicted to the taste, the smell, the feel of Margot's tight hole gripping her fingers, the way Margot's whole body shook with pleasure.

She crooked her fingers slightly, searching, and Margot screamed—a high, sharp sound of shock and pleasure. "There—right there—oh fuck right there—"

Sienna pressed against that spot again, her fingers massaging it while her tongue licked frantically at the stretched rim, and Margot's legs started to shake, her thighs trembling so hard she could barely hold herself up.

"I'm gonna—oh fuck I'm gonna come—" Margot warned, her voice ragged, and Sienna didn't let up, didn't slow, just kept fucking her ass with fingers and tongue until Margot shattered, her orgasm ripping through her with such force that her arms gave out and she collapsed face-first onto the mat, her ass still up, still impaled on Sienna's fingers.

Her asshole clenched rhythmically around Sienna's fingers, pulsing in waves, and Sienna could feel the gush of wetness from her pussy, could smell the sharp spike of her release. She gentled her movements, easing Margot through the aftershocks, her tongue licking soft and soothing.

When Margot finally stopped shaking, Sienna slowly withdrew her fingers, watching the way Margot's asshole gaped for a moment before starting to close, and she leaned in one last time to place a soft kiss directly on the swollen, abused hole.

Margot made a sound somewhere between a laugh and a sob.

Sienna sat back on her heels, her face wet, her own arousal still unsatisfied and throbbing between her legs. Margot was still face-down on the mat, her ass in the air, her body limp and boneless.

"That was..." Margot started, her voice muffled against the mat, and then trailed off.

"Yeah," Sienna agreed.

Slowly, carefully, Margot rolled onto her back, and her eyes found Sienna's. They were glassy, unfocused, but there was something else there too. Something hungry.

"Your turn," Margot said, and Sienna's breath hitched.

"You don't have to—"

"I want to," Margot interrupted, pushing herself up to sitting. "I really, really want to. Lie down."

Sienna hesitated for half a second, then complied, stretching out on her back on the mat. Her dark skin gleamed with sweat in the lamplight, her breasts rising and falling with her rapid breathing, her stomach muscles tensing and releasing. Between her legs, her pussy was swollen and glistening, her inner thighs coated with arousal.

Margot crawled over to her, moving with newfound confidence, and settled between Sienna's thighs. She looked up, meeting Sienna's eyes. "Tell me what you want."

"Touch me," Sienna said, her voice rough. "Please just—touch me."

Margot leaned down and licked a stripe up the inside of Sienna's thigh, tasting the arousal there, and Sienna's hips jerked. The smell of Sienna's pussy was sharp and musky, mixing with the coconut oil she used as deodorant, and Margot inhaled deeply before licking again, closer to Sienna's cunt this time.

"Fuck—" Sienna breathed, her hands fisting in the mat.

Margot bypassed Sienna's pussy entirely and moved lower, her hands gripping Sienna's thighs and pushing them wider, tilting her hips up. Sienna realized what she was doing a half-second before she felt it—Margot's tongue, hot and wet, licking through her crack.

"Oh my god—" Sienna gasped, her whole body going rigid.

Margot licked again, more deliberately this time, and the sensation was electric—different from touching herself, different from anything. She spread Sienna's ass cheeks apart with her small hands, and Sienna felt the cool air hit her asshole before Margot's tongue followed, circling the tight ring of muscle.

The smell was intense—Sienna's own musk mixed with sweat and the faint coconut, and Margot moaned against her skin, the vibration sending shockwaves through Sienna's body.

"Yesss—oh fuck yes—" Sienna hissed, her hips lifting, pressing her ass against Margot's face, and Margot took the invitation, flattening her tongue and licking in long, slow strokes.

Sienna's asshole was tight and puckered, and Margot worked it patiently, wetting it thoroughly before pressing the tip of her tongue against it. The muscle resisted, then slowly gave, and Margot pushed inside, tasting the bitter-musk of Sienna's ass, feeling the tight heat grip her tongue.

"Ahhh—haaa—oh god—" Sienna moaned, her hand coming down to press against Margot's head, holding her in place, and Margot fucked her tongue in and out, shallow at first, then deeper, tasting and exploring.

Sienna reached down with her other hand and found her clit, her fingers working it in tight, desperate circles while Margot's tongue worked her ass. The dual stimulation was overwhelming, pleasure building in her core, tightening and coiling.

Margot pulled back to gasp for air, then dove in again, this time sucking at Sienna's asshole, her lips sealing around it, and Sienna wailed, her thighs clamping around Margot's head.

"Gonna come—I'm gonna—fuck I'm—" Sienna's words dissolved into incoherent sounds, "uunnh—ahhh—" and she came hard, her pussy clenching on nothing, her asshole pulsing around Margot's tongue, her whole body convulsing with the force of it.

Margot licked her through it, gentle and sweet, until Sienna went limp, her hand falling away from Margot's head.

They lay there for a long moment, both breathing hard, the room thick with the smell of sex and sweat and the lingering lavender from the oil.

Finally, Margot crawled up to lie beside Sienna, her head resting on Sienna's shoulder, and they stared at the ceiling together.

"Same time next week?" Margot asked, her voice soft.

Sienna laughed, breathless. "Yeah. Same time next week."

Outside, the rain had stopped, leaving the streets slick and gleaming under the streetlights, and somewhere in the distance, thunder rumbled low and faded into silence.


Chapter 3: Breathing Through It

Margot's apartment smelled like old books and chamomile tea, with an undertone of dust and the faint chemical tang of fresh paint from where she'd been touching up the trim in her bedroom. The space was small—a studio with exposed brick on one wall, hardwood floors that creaked in specific spots she'd memorized, a futon that doubled as couch and bed, shelves overflowing with paperbacks organized by color rather than author. The windows faced east, so the place got good morning light but was already dim now, lit only by a floor lamp in the corner and the blue glow from her laptop screen.

Sienna sat on the futon, still in her yoga clothes from the evening class she'd taught, her dark skin gleaming with a sheen of sweat she hadn't bothered to shower off yet. She'd come straight from the studio after Margot had texted her—just three words: Can you come over?—and Sienna had cancelled her last private session without a second thought, driven across town with her heart hammering and her pussy already wet with anticipation.

Now she watched Margot move around the small kitchen area, boiling water for tea neither of them would drink, and Sienna could see the tension in her shoulders, the way her hands shook slightly when she pulled mugs down from the cabinet. Margot wore an oversized band t-shirt—The Cure, faded and soft from a thousand washes—and nothing else. No pants. No underwear. Just the shirt hanging to mid-thigh, and every time she reached up or bent over, Sienna caught glimpses of pale skin, the curve of her ass, the hint of blonde hair between her legs.

"You didn't have to rush over," Margot said, her back still to Sienna, and her voice was tight. Controlled. Like she was holding something back.

"I wanted to," Sienna said, and it was the truth. She'd been thinking about Margot constantly for the past three days—at the studio, at home, in the shower with her fingers buried in her cunt. The taste of Margot's ass on her tongue. The way Margot had licked her asshole with such desperate hunger. The sounds she'd made. "Are you okay?"

Margot turned, and her green eyes were bright with unshed tears. "I had a therapy session today. We talked about... about what happened to me. What he did. And Dr. Chen asked me if I'd been able to reclaim any of my sexuality, and I..." She trailed off, setting the mugs down hard enough that tea sloshed over the rims. "I told her about you."

Sienna's stomach dropped. "What did you tell her?"

"Not everything. Not the specific... acts. But I told her I'd met someone who made me feel safe. Who let me explore my body again without fear." Margot's voice cracked. "And she asked if this person knew about my trauma, and I said yes, and she asked if this person was being careful not to re-traumatize me, and I said yes, and then she asked if I thought maybe I was conflating safety with arousal, and I just..."

She stopped, her hands gripping the edge of the counter, and Sienna saw her knuckles go white.

"And then I left," Margot finished. "I walked out of her office and I came home and all I could think about was you. Your mouth on me. Your tongue inside me. And I know that's probably exactly what she was worried about, that I'm using sex as a coping mechanism or whatever, but I don't care. I don't fucking care."

Sienna stood, crossing the small space in three strides, and she put her hands on Margot's shoulders, feeling the trembling there. "Do you want me to leave?"

"No." Margot turned in her grip, and their faces were inches apart, Margot's breath hot against Sienna's lips. "I want you to fuck me. I want you to make me forget everything except how good it feels."

Sienna's cunt clenched, a flood of wetness soaking through her already-damp thong. "Okay," she breathed, and then Margot was kissing her—hard, desperate, her small hands fisting in Sienna's sports bra, pulling her closer.

The kiss tasted like salt and the bitter edge of anxiety, and Sienna opened her mouth wider, letting Margot's tongue push inside, exploring. Margot moaned into it, a high whimpering sound, and Sienna felt her nipples harden against the thin fabric of her bra, felt Margot's nipples pressing against her through the t-shirt.

They stumbled backward toward the futon, Margot's hands already pulling at Sienna's clothes, yanking the sports bra over her head, shoving the leggings down past her hips. Sienna kicked them off along with her sneakers, and then she was naked except for the black thong that was soaked through, the fabric clinging to her pussy lips, the scent of her arousal sharp in the small apartment.

Margot pulled her own shirt off, tossing it aside, and Sienna took in the sight of her naked body—pale skin, small breasts with hard pink nipples, the concave slope of her stomach, the jut of her hip bones, the patch of blonde hair between her legs already glistening with wetness. She was beautiful in a fragile, almost breakable way, and Sienna wanted to worship every inch of her.

"How do you want me?" Margot asked, her voice rough, and Sienna's brain short-circuited trying to process the question because there were too many answers, too many possibilities.

"On your knees," Sienna said finally. "Face down, ass up."

Margot complied immediately, climbing onto the futon and positioning herself on all fours before dropping to her elbows, her ass lifting high, her spine curved in a deep arch. Her face pressed against the cushion, muffling her breathing, and Sienna could see everything—the pink folds of her pussy swollen and wet, her inner thighs slick with arousal, and between her cheeks, her asshole already pulsing in anticipation.

Sienna knelt behind her on the futon, the springs creaking under their combined weight, and she placed her hands on Margot's ass, spreading the cheeks wide. The smell hit her immediately—the sharp, sweet scent of Margot's arousal mixed with clean sweat and the musky bitterness of her asshole, and Sienna groaned, her mouth watering.

"Please," Margot whimpered into the cushion, her hips shifting back, seeking contact, and Sienna leaned in and licked a long, slow stripe from her clit all the way up through her crack.

The taste exploded on her tongue—salt and musk and the tangy sweetness of pussy and the bitter-clean edge of ass, and Sienna did it again, slower this time, letting her tongue linger on Margot's asshole, circling the tight ring of muscle.

"Ohhhh fuck—" Margot moaned, her whole body shuddering, and Sienna flattened her tongue and licked harder, wetting the crease thoroughly, coating Margot's asshole with spit.

She pulled back to admire her work—Margot's hole was shining now, the pink pucker glistening and twitching, and Sienna watched it clench and release, clench and release, like it was begging to be filled.

"You're so fucking beautiful," Sienna murmured, and she meant it. She placed a soft kiss directly on the center of Margot's asshole, her lips pressing against the warm, smooth skin, and Margot made a sound somewhere between a sob and a moan.

Sienna pointed her tongue and pushed, feeling the resistance of the tight muscle, and then—slowly, so slowly—it gave, yielding to the pressure, and her tongue slid inside.

"Aaahhh—yes—yes—" Margot chanted, her hands fisting in the futon cushion, her ass pushing back against Sienna's face, and Sienna worked her tongue deeper, fucking into her with short, shallow thrusts.

The taste intensified the deeper she went—musky and bitter and intimate, coating her tongue, and Sienna groaned into it, the vibration making Margot cry out again. She could feel Margot's asshole fluttering around her tongue, the muscle clenching and releasing in rhythm with her breathing, and Sienna matched it, thrusting in on the exhale, pulling back on the inhale.

She reached down between her own legs, her fingers finding her clit through the soaked fabric of her thong, and she pressed hard, grinding against her palm while her tongue worked Margot's ass. The friction was almost too much, pleasure spiking through her core, and she had to slow down, had to focus on Margot instead of her own desperate need.

Sienna pulled her tongue out and licked around the rim instead, tracing the puckered edges in slow circles, and Margot whimpered, her hips jerking. "More—I need more—"

"More what?" Sienna asked, her breath hot against Margot's wet skin.

"Deeper—I need you deeper—"

Sienna spread Margot's cheeks wider, using her thumbs to stretch the hole open, and she could see inside now, could see the darker pink interior pulsing, and she dove in again, her tongue pushing as deep as it would go.

Margot wailed, a high keening sound that filled the small apartment, and her thighs started to shake, her whole body trembling with the effort of holding the position. Sienna held her steady, one hand on her hip, the other still spreading her ass, and she fucked her tongue in and out, in and out, until her jaw ached and her tongue was numb.

The room filled with wet sounds—the obscene slurping of tongue on skin, the slick slide of Margot's arousal dripping onto the futon, Margot's desperate moans and whimpers—and underneath it all, Sienna could hear the sounds of the city outside, cars passing on the street below, someone's music playing faintly through the walls.

Sienna pulled back to gasp for air, her chin wet with spit and the taste of Margot's ass coating her mouth, and she watched Margot's asshole pulse, slightly open now from the attention, gaping just enough that she could see inside.

"Don't stop—please don't stop—" Margot begged, and Sienna had no intention of stopping, but she wanted to try something different.

She brought her hand up and pressed her thumb against Margot's asshole alongside where her tongue had been, and the muscle resisted for a moment before yielding, her thumb sliding inside to the first knuckle. Margot gasped, her body going rigid, and Sienna paused.

"Is this okay?" she asked.

"Yes—oh god yes—"

Sienna worked her thumb deeper, feeling the tight heat grip her, and she lowered her head again, her tongue licking around the stretched rim where her thumb disappeared inside. The combination made Margot sob, her hips grinding back, fucking herself on Sienna's thumb.

"Unnh—unnh—fuck—" Margot grunted, and Sienna could see the wetness pouring from her pussy now, a steady stream coating her inner thighs, dripping onto the futon cushion beneath her.

Sienna pulled her thumb out and replaced it with two fingers, stretching Margot wider, and Margot screamed—a sharp, shocked sound of pleasure—as the digits pushed inside, past the tight ring of muscle, deeper, deeper, until Sienna was buried to the third knuckle.

The feeling was incredible—Margot's asshole was so tight it almost hurt, the muscle clamping down on Sienna's fingers, and she could feel Margot's pulse through the thin wall, could feel every clench and flutter of her inner muscles.

She started to move, fucking Margot's ass with slow, deep strokes, and her tongue worked alongside, licking the stretched rim, tasting the mix of spit and the bitter musk of Margot's body.

"Oh fuck—oh fuck I'm—" Margot's voice broke, her whole body going taut, and Sienna crooked her fingers slightly, searching for that spot inside, and when she found it, Margot convulsed, her orgasm hitting her like a tidal wave.

"I'M COMING—OH GOD I'M—AAAHHH—"

Her asshole clenched rhythmically around Sienna's fingers, pulsing in waves, and Sienna felt the gush of wetness from her pussy, felt it coating her wrist, dripping onto the futon. She kept moving, kept fucking her through it, her tongue licking frantically at the swollen, stretched rim, until Margot collapsed boneless, her legs giving out.

Sienna gently withdrew her fingers, watching the way Margot's asshole gaped for a long moment before starting to close, and she leaned in one last time to place soft kisses all over Margot's ass—her cheeks, the crease, the swollen hole itself.

Margot was breathing hard, face-down on the futon, and Sienna could see tears streaming down her face even though she was smiling.

"You okay?" Sienna asked softly, crawling up to lie beside her.

"I'm perfect," Margot whispered, turning her head to meet Sienna's eyes. "I'm so fucking perfect right now."

They lay there for a while, catching their breath, and then Margot rolled onto her side, her hand reaching out to trace patterns on Sienna's stomach.

"Your turn," she said, her voice still shaky but determined.

"You don't have to—"

"I want to." Margot sat up, pushing Sienna onto her back. "I really, really want to. And I want to try something we haven't done yet."

Sienna's eyebrows rose. "What?"

Margot's smile turned wicked. "You'll see."

She positioned herself between Sienna's legs, her hands gripping Sienna's thick thighs and spreading them wide. Sienna's pussy was swollen and dripping, her clit hard and throbbing, and Margot leaned down to lick a stripe through her folds, tasting the sharp musk of her arousal.

"Fuck—" Sienna breathed, her hips jerking, and Margot did it again, slower this time, her tongue circling Sienna's clit before moving lower.

She bypassed Sienna's pussy entirely and went straight for her ass, her tongue licking through the crack, and Sienna's whole body went rigid with pleasure.

"Oh my god—" she gasped, her hands coming down to grip Margot's hair, and Margot licked again, more deliberately, her tongue circling Sienna's asshole.

The taste was different from her own—earthier, with the sharp edge of coconut oil mixed with clean sweat—and Margot moaned against her skin, loving it, wanting more.

She spread Sienna's ass cheeks with her hands and focused on the tight ring of muscle, licking it in slow, thorough circles until it was wet and shining. Then she pressed the tip of her tongue against it, feeling the resistance, and pushed.

"Yesss—oh fuck yes—" Sienna hissed, her hips lifting off the futon, and Margot worked her tongue inside, past the tight muscle, into the hot, gripping interior.

Sienna's asshole tasted musky and bitter, the flavor coating Margot's tongue, and she fucked in and out with shallow thrusts, feeling the muscle clench and flutter around her.

But then Margot pulled back, and Sienna whimpered at the loss, only to gasp when she felt something different—Margot's finger, slick with spit, pressing against her asshole alongside where her tongue had been.

"Is this okay?" Margot asked, her voice muffled against Sienna's skin.

"Yes—god yes—don't stop—"

Margot pushed her finger inside, slowly, feeling the tight resistance before the muscle gave, and Sienna made a sound Margot had never heard before—a low, guttural moan that sounded almost pained but was pure pleasure.

She worked her finger deeper, all the way to the third knuckle, and then she lowered her head again, her tongue licking around the stretched rim. The combination made Sienna writhe, her hips grinding down, trying to get more, and Margot gave it to her, adding a second finger, stretching her wider.

"Oh fuck—Margot—I—" Sienna's words dissolved into incoherent sounds, and Margot could feel how close she was, could feel the tension coiling in her body.

She crooked her fingers, searching for that spot, and when she found it, Sienna screamed, her back arching off the futon, her pussy gushing wetness that soaked Margot's wrist.

But Margot wasn't done. She kept her fingers inside Sienna's ass, kept them moving, and with her other hand, she reached up and found Sienna's clit, pinching it gently between her thumb and forefinger.

The dual stimulation was too much. Sienna came again, harder this time, her whole body convulsing, her asshole clenching so tight around Margot's fingers that Margot thought they might break.

"FUCK—FUCK—I CAN'T—" Sienna wailed, and Margot didn't let up, didn't stop, just kept working her through wave after wave until Sienna was sobbing, tears streaming down her face, her body limp and shaking.

Finally, Margot pulled her fingers free and placed soft kisses all over Sienna's ass, soothing her, and then she crawled up to lie beside her, both of them breathing hard.

The apartment was quiet except for their ragged breathing and the distant sounds of traffic outside. The air smelled like sex and sweat and the faint chamomile from the forgotten tea on the counter.

"That was..." Sienna started, her voice hoarse, and then laughed breathlessly. "That was fucking insane."

"Yeah," Margot agreed, smiling against Sienna's shoulder. "Yeah it was."

They lay there for a long time, just breathing, just existing in the space they'd created, and neither of them mentioned therapy or trauma or what any of this meant. For now, it was enough to just be.

Outside, the city hummed and glowed, and somewhere in the distance, a siren wailed and faded into the night.


Chapter 4: The Deepest Stretch

The studio was closed, locked, the front windows dark to the street. Inside the private room, the salt lamps cast everything in that familiar pink-orange glow, but now there were candles too—dozens of them, scattered across the floor in mismatched holders, their flames dancing and throwing shadows that climbed the walls. The air was thick with the smell of melted wax and sandalwood incense burning in a small brass holder in the corner, mixing with sweat and arousal and something else—the bitter-clean scent of the lubricant Sienna had bought specifically for tonight, medical-grade and water-based, sitting in a small bottle beside the mat.

Margot had texted her at 11 PM: Everyone's gone. Come back. I need you.

Sienna had been home, halfway through a glass of wine and trying to read a book she couldn't focus on because all she could think about was Margot's tongue in her ass, Margot's fingers stretching her open, Margot's desperate moans muffled against her skin. She'd driven back to the studio doing fifteen over the speed limit, her hands shaking on the wheel, her pussy already wet and aching by the time she pulled into the empty parking lot.

Now they stood facing each other in the candlelit room, both already naked, and Sienna felt like she was burning from the inside out.

Margot looked different again. Better. Fuller. Like she'd gained five pounds in the past week, her hip bones less prominent, her breasts slightly rounder. Her skin glowed in the candlelight, pale and smooth, and her strawberry blonde hair was loose around her face, no longer lank but shining, freshly washed and smelling like green apple shampoo. She'd done her nails again too—the same mint green but with tiny gold stars on the ring fingers, and Sienna found herself fixating on that detail, on the care Margot had taken with herself, like she was preparing for something important.

"I've been thinking," Margot said, her voice steady but her pupils blown wide with arousal, "about what we've been doing. About how good it feels."

"Yeah?" Sienna's own voice came out rough. She was hyperaware of her body—her nipples hard and aching, her pussy swollen and dripping, a bead of arousal already sliding down her inner thigh. She'd worn nothing but a sundress for the drive over, no bra, no underwear, and now the dress was pooled on the floor and she was bare, her dark skin gleaming with a sheen of nervous sweat.

"I want to try something," Margot continued, and she picked up the bottle of lube from beside the mat. "I want you to really fuck my ass. Not just with your tongue. I want your fingers. Multiple fingers. I want to feel stretched. I want to feel..."

She trailed off, her cheeks flushing pink, and Sienna felt her cunt clench so hard it almost hurt.

"Used," Margot finished in a whisper. "I want to feel used."

Sienna's breath caught. "Are you sure?"

"I'm sure." Margot's eyes met hers, and there was no hesitation there, no fear. Just raw, desperate need. "And I want to do the same to you. I want us to take turns. I want to see how far we can go."

The room felt smaller suddenly, the air thicker, and Sienna could hear her own heartbeat pounding in her ears. "Okay," she said. "Okay. How do you want to start?"

Margot knelt on the mat, then lowered herself into child's pose, her forehead resting on the floor, her arms stretched out in front of her. Her ass lifted high, her spine curved in that deep arch that Sienna had come to love, and her legs spread wide, exposing everything.

"Like this," Margot said, her voice muffled against the mat. "Start with your tongue. Get me ready. Then use your fingers. As many as I can take."

Sienna knelt behind her, and the view made her mouth water—Margot's pussy was already glistening, swollen and pink, her inner thighs wet with arousal. And between her cheeks, her asshole was pink and puckered, clenching rhythmically, and Sienna could see it was slightly more relaxed than it had been that first time, like Margot's body was already anticipating what was coming.

She leaned in and inhaled deeply, letting the scent fill her lungs—the sharp tang of Margot's arousal mixed with clean sweat and that musky bitterness that made her cunt throb. Then she extended her tongue and licked, slow and deliberate, from Margot's clit all the way up through her crack.

"Ohhhhh—" Margot moaned, her hips jerking back, and Sienna did it again, this time lingering on her asshole, circling the tight ring of muscle with the flat of her tongue.

The taste was immediate and overwhelming—salt and musk and that bitter-clean edge that Sienna was addicted to now, that she dreamed about, that made her wake up at 3 AM with her hand between her legs. She licked harder, wetting the crease thoroughly, and Margot's asshole started to relax under the attention, the muscle loosening.

Sienna pointed her tongue and pushed, feeling the familiar resistance before it gave, and her tongue slid inside, past the tight ring, into the hot, gripping interior.

"Yesss—fuck yes—" Margot hissed, her hands fisting in the mat, and Sienna worked her tongue deeper, fucking in and out with short, shallow thrusts, coating the inside with spit.

She pulled back to gasp for air, her chin wet, and she could see Margot's asshole was already slightly open, glistening and pink, pulsing with each beat of her heart. Sienna dove in again, this time sucking at the rim, her lips sealing around the puckered edges, and Margot wailed, her whole body shuddering.

"More—I'm ready—give me more—"

Sienna grabbed the bottle of lube and squeezed a generous amount onto her fingers, warming it between her palms before bringing her hand to Margot's ass. She pressed one finger against the hole alongside her tongue, and the muscle yielded easily now, her finger sliding in to the second knuckle.

"Mmmmph—" Margot moaned, her hips grinding back, and Sienna added a second finger, stretching her wider, feeling the tight heat grip her digits.

She worked them in and out, slowly at first, letting Margot adjust, and her tongue licked around the stretched rim, tasting the mix of lube and spit and the musky bitterness of Margot's body. The smell was overpowering now—sex and sweat and arousal, thick enough to taste in the back of her throat.

"Three—" Margot gasped. "Give me three—"

Sienna pulled back, adding more lube, and then pressed three fingers against Margot's asshole. The resistance was stronger now, the muscle straining, but Sienna was patient, working them in slowly, twisting and stretching until all three were buried to the third knuckle.

Margot sobbed, a sound of shock and pleasure, and Sienna could see tears streaming down her face even though she was smiling. "Oh fuck—oh fuck it's so much—"

"You want me to stop?" Sienna asked, her voice rough.

"No—don't you dare fucking stop—"

Sienna started to move, fucking Margot's ass with three fingers, and the sounds were obscene—wet and slick, the squelch of lube and spit, Margot's desperate moans echoing off the walls. She could feel every clench and flutter of Margot's inner muscles, could feel the way her asshole gripped her fingers, and she was drunk on the power of it, on the way Margot was falling apart beneath her.

She crooked her fingers, searching for that spot deep inside, and when she found it, Margot screamed, her back arching so sharply it looked painful.

"RIGHT THERE—OH GOD RIGHT THERE—"

Sienna pressed against it again and again, her fingers massaging while her tongue worked the stretched rim, and Margot's thighs started to shake, her whole body trembling.

"I'm gonna come—oh fuck I'm gonna come from my ass—"

And she did, her orgasm hitting her so hard that her arms gave out and she collapsed face-first onto the mat, her ass still up, still impaled on Sienna's fingers. Her asshole clenched rhythmically, pulsing in waves, and Sienna felt the gush of wetness from her pussy, felt it coating her wrist.

She gently withdrew her fingers, watching the way Margot's asshole gaped for a long moment before slowly starting to close, and she leaned in to place soft kisses all over her ass, soothing her through the aftershocks.

They stayed like that for several minutes, Margot breathing hard, Sienna's face still buried between her cheeks, until finally Margot rolled onto her back, her eyes glassy and unfocused.

"Your turn," she said, her voice hoarse but determined.

"Margot, you don't have to—"

"I want to." Margot sat up, reaching for the lube. "I really, really want to. Get on your hands and knees."

Sienna complied, her body already trembling with anticipation, and she felt Margot move behind her, felt her small hands spreading her ass cheeks wide.

"Fuck," Margot breathed. "You're so beautiful."

Then her tongue was there, licking through Sienna's crack, and Sienna moaned, her head dropping between her shoulders. Margot licked again, more deliberately, and the sensation was electric, pleasure sparking up her spine.

Margot focused on Sienna's asshole, circling it with her tongue, and Sienna could feel it starting to relax, the tight muscle loosening under the attention. Then Margot's tongue pushed inside, and Sienna gasped, her hips jerking back.

"Oh fuck—yes—"

Margot worked her tongue deeper, fucking in and out, and the taste of Sienna's ass coated her mouth—earthy and musky with that sharp edge of coconut oil, and Margot moaned into it, loving it, wanting more.

She pulled back and grabbed the lube, coating her fingers generously before pressing one against Sienna's asshole. The muscle resisted for a moment, then yielded, and her finger slid inside.

Sienna groaned, a low sound that came from deep in her chest, and Margot added a second finger, stretching her wider. The feeling was intense—Sienna's asshole was so tight, gripping her fingers, and Margot could feel every pulse and flutter.

She worked them in and out, slow and deliberate, and Sienna's hips started to move, fucking herself back onto Margot's fingers. "More—I can take more—"

Margot added a third finger, and Sienna wailed, her body going taut. "Oh god—oh fuck—"

"You're doing so good," Margot murmured, and she leaned in to lick around the stretched rim, tasting the mix of lube and Sienna's musk, and Sienna sobbed, her thighs shaking.

Margot fucked her harder now, her fingers pounding into Sienna's ass, and with her other hand, she reached around to find Sienna's clit, pinching it between her thumb and forefinger.

The dual stimulation was too much. Sienna came with a scream, her whole body convulsing, her asshole clenching so tight around Margot's fingers that it hurt, and Margot kept moving, kept fucking her through wave after wave until Sienna collapsed boneless onto the mat.

They lay there for a long time, both breathing hard, the room thick with the smell of sex and sweat and melted wax. The candles had burned lower, some of them guttering out, and the shadows on the walls were longer now, deeper.

Finally, Margot crawled over to lie beside Sienna, both of them on their backs, staring at the ceiling.

"Same time Monday?" Margot asked, and there was a smile in her voice.

"Yeah," Sienna said, laughing breathlessly. "Same time Monday."

Outside, the city was quiet, the streets empty at this late hour, and somewhere in the distance, a dog barked once and went silent.


Chapter 5: Morning Practice

The house smelled like coffee and the ocean—salt air drifting through the open windows mixed with the dark, bitter scent of French roast brewing in the kitchen. Dawn light filtered through sheer curtains, painting everything in soft gold and pale blue, and somewhere outside, birds were singing, their calls clear and sweet in the early morning quiet.

Sienna's bedroom was small but carefully curated: a queen bed with rumpled white sheets, a worn Persian rug in deep reds and blues, bookshelves lining one wall packed with anatomy texts and yoga philosophy and dog-eared novels. The walls were bare brick, the ceiling exposed beams, and there was a skylight directly above the bed that let in a perfect rectangle of morning sun.

Margot lay in that rectangle of light, completely naked, her pale skin glowing almost translucent, and Sienna sat cross-legged beside her, also naked, just watching her breathe.

They'd been doing this for three weeks now—meeting at the studio, meeting at Margot's apartment, and now, for the first time, here at Sienna's place. Margot had shown up at 6 AM with a shy smile and a bag of fresh croissants from the French bakery down the street, and they'd eaten them in bed, licking butter and flaky pastry crumbs from each other's fingers, and then Margot had said, "I want to try something different today."

"Yeah?" Sienna had asked, her fingers still sticky with butter, her pussy already getting wet just from the way Margot was looking at her.

"I want us to take our time," Margot had said, setting the empty pastry bag aside. "No rushing. I want to worship every inch of you. And I want you to do the same to me. I want it to last for hours."

So here they were, in the golden morning light, and Sienna was trying to memorize this moment—the way Margot's small breasts rose and fell with each breath, her nipples soft and pink in the gentle light. The way her strawberry blonde hair spread across the white pillow like watercolor paint bleeding into paper. The delicate ladder of her ribs, no longer quite so prominent—she'd gained more weight, was eating better, sleeping better. The soft curve of her stomach, the jut of her hip bones smoothed out now with a layer of healthy flesh. The patch of blonde hair between her legs, fine and sparse, and below that the pink folds of her pussy, already glistening with morning arousal.

Margot's eyes fluttered open, and she smiled. "Are you just going to stare at me all morning?"

"Maybe," Sienna said, her voice soft. "You're really beautiful like this."

Margot's cheeks flushed pink. "So are you."

And Sienna was—her dark skin gleaming in the sunlight, all lean muscle and curves. Her breasts were full and heavy, her nipples already hard, dark brown against the warm umber of her skin. Her stomach was flat and defined, abs visible when she moved. Her thighs were thick and strong, the muscles flexing when she shifted position, and between them, her pussy was swollen and wet, her inner thighs already slick with arousal.

"Come here," Margot said, reaching up, and Sienna lowered herself down, their bodies pressing together, skin on skin, warm and smooth.

They kissed—slow and deep, tongues exploring, tasting the remnants of coffee and butter and each other. Margot's hands roamed over Sienna's back, tracing the curve of her spine, gripping the firm globes of her ass. Sienna's hands tangled in Margot's hair, holding her close, and they stayed like that for long minutes, just kissing, just feeling.

When they finally broke apart, both breathing hard, Margot rolled Sienna onto her back and started kissing her way down her body. She lingered on Sienna's neck, sucking and biting gently, leaving marks that would be visible for days. Then her mouth found Sienna's breasts, and she lavished attention on them—sucking one nipple while her fingers pinched and rolled the other, then switching, back and forth, until Sienna was moaning and arching into her touch.

"Fuck—Margot—" Sienna gasped, and Margot smiled against her skin before moving lower.

She kissed down Sienna's stomach, her tongue dipping into her navel, and then lower still, bypassing her pussy entirely to kiss along her inner thighs. The smell of Sienna's arousal was overwhelming this close—sharp and musky, mixed with the coconut oil she'd rubbed into her skin after her shower the night before, and Margot breathed it in deeply, letting it fill her lungs.

She licked a long stripe up Sienna's inner thigh, tasting salt and coconut and the faint musk of arousal, and Sienna's hips jerked. "Please—"

"We're taking our time, remember?" Margot teased, and she licked the other thigh, getting closer but not quite touching Sienna's pussy.

Sienna groaned in frustration, her hands fisting in the sheets, and Margot smiled before finally, finally, pressing her tongue to Sienna's clit.

"Oh god—" Sienna moaned, her whole body going taut, and Margot licked again, circling the swollen bud with the flat of her tongue.

The taste was intense—sharp and tangy, the flavor of Sienna's pussy coating her mouth, and Margot moaned into it, loving it, wanting more. She licked through Sienna's folds, from bottom to top, collecting the wetness on her tongue, and Sienna's hips started to move, grinding against her face.

Margot fucked her tongue into Sienna's pussy, feeling the tight heat grip her, and Sienna wailed, her thighs clamping around Margot's head. "Yes—fuck—yes—"

But then Margot pulled back, and Sienna whimpered at the loss. "Not yet," Margot said, her chin wet with Sienna's arousal. "I told you, we're taking our time."

She kissed her way back up Sienna's body, leaving a trail of wet kisses, until their faces were level again. "Turn over," she whispered. "On your stomach."

Sienna complied, rolling onto her stomach, and Margot straddled her thighs, sitting back to admire the view. Sienna's back was beautiful—broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, the elegant curve of her spine, and then the swell of her ass, round and high and perfect. The dark skin was flawless, smooth and gleaming in the morning light.

Margot leaned down and placed a soft kiss at the base of Sienna's spine, then another, working her way up vertebra by vertebra. Sienna shivered beneath her, goosebumps breaking out across her skin, and Margot smiled before kissing her way back down.

When she reached the curve of Sienna's ass, she paused, her hands spreading the cheeks apart, and there it was—Sienna's asshole, dark brown and puckered, clenching rhythmically in anticipation.

The smell hit Margot immediately—clean sweat and coconut and that earthy musk that made her mouth water and her pussy throb. She leaned in and inhaled deeply, her nose practically touching Sienna's skin, and Sienna moaned, her hips shifting.

"Please—" Sienna begged, her voice muffled against the pillow. "Please lick my ass—"

Margot didn't need to be asked twice. She extended her tongue and licked a slow, deliberate stripe from the bottom of Sienna's crack to the top, and Sienna's whole body shuddered.

The taste exploded on her tongue—salt and musk and that bitter-clean edge of coconut, and underneath it all something earthy and intimate that made Margot's cunt clench. She licked again, slower this time, letting her tongue linger on Sienna's asshole, circling the tight ring of muscle.

"Ohhhh fuck—" Sienna moaned, her hands gripping the pillow, and Margot flattened her tongue and licked harder, wetting the crease thoroughly.

She focused on the hole itself, licking around the rim in slow, thorough circles, and she could feel it starting to relax under the attention, the tight muscle loosening. The smell intensified as she worked—Sienna's arousal sharp and sweet, mixing with the earthy musk of her ass, and Margot was drunk on it, her own pussy dripping, wetness coating her inner thighs.

She pointed her tongue and pushed, feeling the resistance, and then—slowly, so slowly—it gave, and her tongue slid inside.

"Yes—oh god yes—" Sienna hissed, her hips lifting, and Margot worked her tongue deeper, fucking into her ass with short, shallow thrusts.

The taste intensified the deeper she went—musky and bitter, coating her tongue and lips, and Margot groaned into it, the vibration making Sienna cry out again. She could feel Sienna's asshole fluttering around her tongue, clenching and releasing in rhythm, and Margot matched it, thrusting in on the clench, pulling back on the release.

She pulled her tongue out and licked around the rim again, tasting the mix of spit and musk, and then dove back in, deeper this time, her nose pressed against Sienna's skin. The smell was overwhelming—all musk and sweat and arousal—and Margot couldn't get enough.

She worked like that for long minutes, just licking and tasting and exploring, her tongue mapping every inch of Sienna's asshole, and Sienna was a mess beneath her, moaning and gasping and begging for more.

Finally, Margot pulled back, her chin wet with spit, and she grabbed the bottle of lube from the nightstand. She squeezed a generous amount onto her fingers, warming it between her palms, and then pressed one finger against Sienna's asshole alongside where her tongue had been.

The muscle yielded easily now, relaxed from all the attention, and her finger slid in to the third knuckle. Sienna groaned, a low sound that came from deep in her chest, and Margot added a second finger, stretching her wider.

"Fuck—yes—" Sienna gasped, and Margot started to move, fucking her slowly while her tongue licked around the stretched rim.

She added a third finger, and Sienna wailed, her body going taut. "Oh god—oh fuck—too much—"

"You want me to stop?" Margot asked, pausing.

"No—don't stop—never stop—"

Margot worked all three fingers deeper, feeling the tight heat grip them, and she crooked them slightly, searching for that spot inside. When she found it, Sienna screamed, her back arching sharply.

"RIGHT THERE—FUCK—RIGHT THERE—"

Margot pressed against it again and again, her fingers massaging while her tongue worked the swollen rim, and Sienna's legs started to shake, her thighs trembling.

"I'm gonna come—oh fuck I'm gonna—"

And she did, her orgasm ripping through her so hard that her whole body convulsed, her asshole clenching tight around Margot's fingers, pulsing in waves. Margot kept moving, kept fucking her through it, until Sienna collapsed boneless onto the bed.

Margot gently withdrew her fingers and placed soft kisses all over Sienna's ass, soothing her through the aftershocks.

They lay like that for several minutes, both breathing hard, and then Sienna rolled onto her back, her eyes glassy and unfocused.

"Your turn," she said, her voice hoarse but determined.

Margot smiled and positioned herself on all fours on the bed, her ass lifted high, her spine arched. Sienna moved behind her, and Margot felt her hands spreading her cheeks wide.

"Fuck," Sienna breathed. "You're so wet."

And she was—Margot's pussy was dripping, arousal coating her inner thighs, and her asshole was already pulsing in anticipation. Sienna leaned in and licked, slow and deliberate, from Margot's clit all the way up through her crack.

"Ahhhhh—" Margot moaned, her hips jerking back, and Sienna did it again, this time lingering on her asshole, circling it with the flat of her tongue.

The taste was immediate—salt and musk and that bitter-sweet edge that Sienna was addicted to, and she licked harder, wetting the crease thoroughly. Margot's asshole relaxed quickly under the attention, the muscle loosening, and Sienna pointed her tongue and pushed inside.

"Oh fuck—yes—" Margot gasped, and Sienna worked her tongue deeper, fucking into her with short, shallow thrusts.

She pulled back to gasp for air, then dove in again, this time sucking at the rim, her lips sealing around the puckered edges. Margot sobbed, her whole body shuddering, and Sienna grabbed the lube, coating her fingers generously before pressing one against Margot's asshole.

The muscle yielded easily, and her finger slid in alongside her tongue. Margot wailed, a high, desperate sound, and Sienna added a second finger, then a third, stretching her wide.

"More—I need more—" Margot begged, and Sienna worked a fourth finger in, feeling the tight resistance before the muscle gave.

"OH FUCK—OH FUCK—" Margot screamed, and Sienna started to move, fucking her ass with four fingers while her tongue licked frantically at the stretched rim.

The sounds were obscene—wet and slick, the squelch of lube and spit, Margot's desperate moans echoing off the walls. Sienna could smell everything—sex and sweat and arousal, thick enough to taste in the back of her throat.

She crooked her fingers, finding that spot deep inside, and Margot shattered, her orgasm hitting her so hard that she collapsed face-first onto the bed, her ass still up, still impaled on Sienna's fingers.

Sienna gentled her movements, easing her through the aftershocks, and then slowly withdrew her fingers. Margot's asshole gaped for a long moment before starting to close, and Sienna leaned in to place a soft kiss directly on the swollen hole.

They stayed like that for a while, both breathing hard, and then Margot rolled onto her side, pulling Sienna down beside her.

"I love you," Margot whispered, and Sienna's breath caught.

"What?"

"I love you," Margot repeated, her green eyes clear and certain. "I know it's fast, I know it's weird, but I do. I love you."

Sienna felt something crack open in her chest—something warm and terrifying and perfect. "I love you too," she said, and it was the truth.

They kissed, soft and sweet, and then they lay together in the golden morning light, their bodies tangled, their breathing synchronized.

Outside, the city was waking up—cars starting, people walking dogs, the distant sound of someone's radio playing. But inside, in Sienna's small bedroom with the skylight and the rumpled white sheets, time seemed to stand still.

"Same time tomorrow?" Margot asked, smiling against Sienna's shoulder.

"Every day," Sienna said. "For as long as you'll have me."

"Forever, then," Margot whispered, and Sienna held her closer, breathing in the scent of her hair—green apple and sweat and something uniquely Margot.

The sun climbed higher in the sky, filling the room with warm light, and somewhere in the distance, church bells rang, marking the hour.
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