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The chilly evening air blew through the busy streets and caused Dami to shudder. There was a certain dress code expected of her and the other members of V!SION when they ventured out into the public space, but the thin dresses were a pitiful defense against nights like these. She pulled the thick coat closer around her to offset her cold legs, but it had little effect. Dami let a slender hand run through her long, brown hair and checked her reflection in a nearby window one more time. A petite, elegant woman stared back at her; everything looked as it should be. She hated seeing unflattering pictures on social media the day after a night out.

“Watch out, those heels could send you tumbling into the hedge if you keep staring at your reflection,” Luna said from a nearby bench. “You’ve tripped over less.”

Dami rolled her eyes and wrestled herself away from the window. “I’m not that clumsy.” She cocked her head to the side as she observed her friend. “Are you alright?”

Luna shrugged. “I’m not sure. Might just be the cold. Where’s Tia?”

“Late as always,” Soomi commented and checked the time on her phone, then used the opportunity to update her social media with a happy selfie.

She’s probably going to blow us off. Again. Dami was looking forward to a nice night out with the girls. They had been working a lot lately, and they rarely had a chance to just talk without it being about work. Besides, she was getting hungry.

Dami looked at her younger bandmates. Luna was yawning, staring into thin air, while Soomi had started doing a little dance routine at the side of the busy road. It was her main coping mechanism when she got bored, and the talented display brought countless cheers from passing vehicles. Every few minutes, someone asked for a picture with one or more of the girls, and their record label expected them to be forthcoming no matter how often they were asked. They were allowed to draw the line at physical contact, but many fans expected it.

“I hope Tia found a nice, quiet restaurant,” Dami said with a sigh after posing for another picture. The polite young man bowed several times as he backed away, and Dami sent him another smile. “I could use a break from this.”

Soomi finished her performance and waved at a car full of cheering men. “It’s harmless, Dami. We need attention if we want to keep our jobs.”

“I know. It’s just … we’ve been doing interviews and fan events for days now, my jaw hurts from smiling.”

“Just shut it out for a minute.” Soomi nodded towards Miso, who was standing some distance away with headphones on, humming along to the music with her eyes closed. “Miso is good at it.”

Dami smiled as she looked at Miso. The long black hair with blonde highlights framed the beautiful face, and the full lips mimed along to the lyrics. “It works for her. Not for me.” She looked at Soomi again. “Was Tia home when you left your apartment?”

Soomi shook her head. The curly pink hair bobbed along as if disconnected from her head. “No, she stayed behind at the studio when I left. Luna, stop moping!”

Luna stuck her tongue out at Soomi. “What? I get to mope when I’m sitting in the cold waiting. I’d rather be upstairs.”

“You always say that, but you usually end up having a good time.”

Dami poked Miso, who seemed to return from a faraway place.

“What?” Miso removed the massive headphones.

“That music sounds depressing,” Dami said with a smile.

Miso shrugged. “It is. But that can be a beautiful thing. No one heard from Tia yet? Typical.”

At that moment, Dami could feel her phone vibrate in her pocket. “Huh, speak of the devil.” The other girls looked at her as she answered. “Hey, Tia. You’re not coming, are you?”

“I’m so sorry,” an enthusiastic voice sounded on the other end. Dami could hear music in the background. “I’m still at the studio, I’m not going to make it in time.”

“Tia …”

“I know, I know … I always do this.” Tia’s voice expressed some degree of guilt, but Dami also recognized the impatience the group’s leader always exhibited when she was consumed by writing music. “I’m just in ‘the zone’ right now.”

Despite not being that much older than the others, Dami switched to what the others had lovingly nicknamed her ‘motherly voice’: “Tia, you’re working too hard. You need to relax from time to time.”

Tia chuckled. “Come on, you can’t seriously be lecturing me on working too hard, Dami. I’ll be fine. You girls go out and have a great time, I’ll see you all tomorrow. Tell Soomi and Miso I might spend the night here.”

Dami put down the phone with a loud sigh. The other three looked at her expectingly, though she knew that Tia canceling came as no surprise to any of them. It was a regular occurrence.

“Ugh, no Tia?” Luna got up from the bench and rubbed her eyes.

Dami nodded. “She told us to have a good time and go on without her.”

Luna pouted. “I’m not feeling well anyway, I’m out. I’ll be under my covers, feeling sorry for myself.” She smiled at Dami. “Don’t make too much noise when you come home tonight.”

Dami and Luna shared an apartment in the building they were all standing outside, while Miso, Tia, and Soomi lived together a few blocks away. The sixth member of the group, Yuna, had lived with Dami and Luna before leaving the group, and Dami appreciated the extra space and quiet.

Soomi started typing on her phone. “No use in waiting any longer then. I’ve ordered a car, it should be here momentarily.” She waved at a slack-jawed fan passing by and blew him a kiss. “No reason the three of us can’t have a good time.”

Dami nodded, but she had already started the countdown.

3 …

2 …

1 …

Miso sighed loudly. “I’m not sure I’m up for it, girlfriends.”

I knew it, Dami thought. Miso was a social person and thrived in gatherings, but she preferred it when there were more people to share the attention. Besides, Dami had a suspicion that she was slightly intimidated by her and Soomi, who were more ambitious, though in different ways.

Soomi winked at Dami without Miso noticing. “No problem, Miso. The car is here now, why don’t you have it take you home?”

Miso raised an eyebrow. “You’re not going?”

Soomi and Dami both smiled and shook their heads. Miso breathed a sigh of relief and got into the car. She rolled down the window and waved at the two. “You two have a nice date, whatever you end up doing.”

As they watched Miso leave, Soomi and Dami started laughing. They could not help it.

“This is so typical,” Soomi said and wiped her eyes, being careful not to ruin the perfectly applied makeup. “Everyone got dressed up, big plans were made, and it all fell apart.” She shrugged. “You want to do something, Dami?”

Dami nodded. “Sure. We can go up to my room, watch a movie, order takeout?”

Soomi did a few graceful dance steps. “That sounds awesome. No camera phones, no fans, no need to wear this tight dress.” She opened her jacket and revealed the low-cut, tight red cocktail dress underneath. Soomi was a slender woman, but it was obvious from the toned muscles that she worked out. “You got a pair of pajamas I can borrow?”

Dami had no idea why she suddenly felt warm in the chilly wind and merely nodded. The two left the busy street behind and took the elevator to the top floor, where Luna and Dami had their apartment. It was not very big, but stylishly furnished, and everything was new. The record label knew how to take care of its biggest stars.

Dami hung her jacket neatly on its hanger and noticed that Luna had thrown her heels and coat on the floor as always. “Make yourself at ho…”

Soomi interrupted Dami by placing a finger in front of her lips. Dami could not hear anything.

“What are you …”

A muted groan sounded from Luna’s room. Dami sent Soomi a quizzical look. Soomi shrugged and gestured for Dami to follow her. The two took off their loud heels and carefully approached the closed door. At first, Dami thought that her flatmate was working out, which made no sense considering her sluggish demeanor earlier, but the truth soon dawned on her.

No way. She’s not … Her eyes widened, and she suddenly felt awkward. It was like she was trespassing in her own home. Soomi seemed like she was not sure how to react either, but the tension was released a moment later by a dramatic, loud moan from inside Luna’s room.

Dami had to cover her mouth to dampen a girlish giggle.

Soomi seemed to relax more as well. She leaned in close and whispered: “She must think she has the apartment to herself all night – that is some hardcore masturbation!”

Soomi mimed rubbing her clit and chuckled. Dami blushed and hit Soomi gently on the arm to make her stop. “We shouldn’t be listening,” she whispered.

“You’re not taking this away from me!” Soomi sent Dami a devious smile that usually spelled trouble. The life of a K-pop superstar was a rigid, ruthless life with insane expectations and humorless executives and coaches, but since the group had become a success, they could get away with more. Soomi was no stranger to messing with the stern people at the record label, and Dami could see the same playfulness in her eyes now. “Maybe we should barge in, ask to join her?”

Dami could feel the blood rush to her cheeks. “What? Have … sex?”

Soomi bit her lip. “It’d be fun! It’s a crying shame that we don’t do it within the group, it could certainly help relieve pressure when we’re on tour.”

Dami was not sure if Soomi was kidding or not. She hugged herself and winced as more loud moans escaped through the closed door.

“Wow, this girl is loud,” Soomi commented and nodded approvingly. “I’d love to see how long she could last with me.” She looked at Dami and laughed. “Or I could just fuck you, Dami.”

Dami stared at Soomi in disbelief. They had been friends for a while now, but Soomi had never talked to her that way before. Soomi grabbed Dami’s hand and dragged her towards the kitchen, away from the loud Luna.

“Come on, my lovely Dami. We could watch a good porno, finger each other a bit …” Soomi exaggeratedly licked her lips. She was obviously trying to tease, but Dami could have sworn there was a sincere request hidden underneath the theatrics. “Have you never been fingered by a girl before?”

Dami blushed and looked at the floor. “Of course not!”

Soomi shrugged. “You’re missing out. Guys have no idea what to do down there, but girls …” She took a step forward. Dami could smell the fragile, intoxicating perfume that Soomi always wore. “Girls knows how to get around a wet, willing pussy.”

Dami felt an unfamiliar shiver down her spine when Soomi’s warm breath hit her ear. “Come on, Soomi … stop it.”

“So you haven’t had your asshole licked either?” Soomi’s voice was dark and seductive; it was the same voice she used when singing.

Dami stepped back and shook her head.

“You have had an orgasm before, right?” Soomi smiled when Dami looked like she was about to run away. The pink-haired girl held her hands up in front of her to disarm the situation and returned to her normal voice. “Am I making you uncomfortable, sweetie?”

“A little. I’m sorry, I’m not a prude.” Dami rubbed her neck. “I’ve … never been with a girl. The thought is awkward to me.”

Soomi shrugged. “Most of the sex I’ve had has been awkward. Are you not the least bit curious?”

Dami nodded. “I am, I’m not going to lie about that. I just … with the job we have, it doesn’t seem wise.”

Soomi took Dami’s hand and rubbed it gently. “Noone will know. Besides, best to do it with someone you know well.” She let a finger run seductively up Dami’s arm. “What do you say? There’s no better time than the present.”

They both looked towards Luna’s door. Dami had been trying to ignore the lustful sounds, but Luna kept going. It sounded like an electric toothbrush had been turned on in there as well, but Dami had no recollection of ever seeing Luna brush her teeth with one.

Soomi smiled. “With the stamina she has, she won’t be hearing a thing.” She leaned in closer. “Come on, Dami. I’ve been with several girls.” She bit her lower lip. “Well, a few. One. In any case, let me be your first.”

Dami had always considered herself a pragmatic and rational woman, maybe even a bit too serious sometimes, but at this moment, she could find no decent argument as to why they should not do it. There was no denying that Soomi was an insanely attractive woman, and Dami felt very comfortable with her.

And it had certainly been a while …

Dami had barely nodded before Soomi started dragging her towards the other bedroom. Dami’s room was minimalistic, especially compared to Luna’s – no posters from other bands lined the walls, no piles of clothes littered the floor, and the bed was made without a crease in sight. Everything had its place, and apart from the bed, a large closet, and a desk, there was nothing apart from two simple paintings by a friend of Dami’s and of course her priced instruments.

Soomi gently directed Dami to sit on the bed and closed the door. Luna’s moans disappeared, and only the distant sound of passing cars from the streets below could be heard, though Dami could swear her heartbeat was drowning out the traffic.

“You look tense, sweetie,” Soomi said.

Dami nodded. “I’m alright, it’s just new to me. Can we take it slow?”

Soomi smiled. “Of course. We’ll take it very slowly. You don’t even have to take your clothes off for now. Why don’t you just sit back on the bed and let me make you comfortable?”

Dami did as Soomi suggested. They both still wore their dresses, but both had kicked off her heels when they entered the apartment. Soomi crawled onto the sheets like a silent tiger, smiling as her fingers ran across the top of Dami’s feet.

“You have such beautiful feet,” Soomi said and kneeled, taking one of Dami’s feet in her hands.

Good thing I got that pedicure yesterday, Dami thought, ever the rational thinker. There was something innocent, yet sensual, about the way Soomi caressed the thin skin on top of the foot. “My feet stink,” Dami said apologetically. She did not want to ruin the moment, but she was very self-conscious about her feet.

Soomi kissed the foot gently. “No worries. I’ll be right back.” She tip-toed out of the room, leaving Dami behind. She returned shortly after with a small bowl. “I raided your bathroom. Luna’s still going strong, I don’t think she’s only been working out in the gym.” Soomi put the bowl down on the floor and wrung a thick washcloth in the water.

“Mmm, what’s that smell?” Dami felt more relaxed already as a perfumed scent reached her nose.

Soomi smiled. “I stole some dried rose petals from the bowl of potpourri in the living room.” She once again kneeled on the bed and placed Dami’s foot between her thighs. She slowly washed it before moving on to the second. The warm cloth felt amazing, and Dami could feel all the tension and trepidation wash away.

“That is nice,” she said with a breathy voice. She looked at Soomi; the streetlights outside bathed the gorgeous woman in an ethereal light, and the deep shadows only magnified her beauty. The pink hair shimmered, and a calm smile rested on the doll-like, youthful face.

Soomi finished washing the feet and kissed them both with her ruby red lips. Each gentle kiss sent a pleasant trickle up through Dami’s legs and nestled in her loins. A revealing moan escaped her as Soomi’s slender finger started tracing the ridge on top of Dami’s foot while the other hand gently massaged the sole. Dami had received countless foot massages after the rigorous dance training marathons she had endured, but this was different.

This was intimate.

Sensual.

“They’re so soft,” Soomi said and rested her cheek on top of the foot. “I’m tempted to lick them.”

“Please do.” Dami smiled at Soomi and nodded. “I want you to.”

Soomi beamed with adoration and appreciation. The huge, expressive eyes looked up at Dami as she slowly licked the top of the foot. Dami bit the tip of her thumb to keep from moaning loudly when Soomi moved on to the space between her toes. It was ticklish but nice. Why have we never done this before?

Even though it was Soomi who had taken the initiative, as was often the case, there was something oddly submissive about the way she worshipped Dami’s feet, and it drove Dami to ask more of Soomi.

“Suck them, Soomi. Suck my toes.”

Soomi nodded. “As you wish.”

Dami grabbed hold of the dark blue silken sheets when Soomi closed her mouth around her little toe. The tongue danced along the underside as the soft lips gently massaged the joint. Every toe received its due attention, and Dami soon lost track of time. She could not stop staring at the meticulous goddess at her feet, and she could no longer deny the arousal building inside her.

“It feels amazing,” Dami whispered.

Soomi looked up at her with a smile. “Do you want me to keep going?”

Dami bit her lower lip. “I think I want you to come closer.” She took off her dress and removed her panties and bra as an invitation.

“I’d love to.” Soomi’s mouth slowly started moving upward, kissing Dami’s calves and knees while her hands gently traced the inside of Dami’s thighs. Every touch elicited pleased moans, and Dami could not stop her body from shivering. A muted voice in the back of her mind told her to grab Soomi’s hair and guide her face towards her pussy, but she ignored it; the buildup was too good.

Soomi’s tongue had found its way to Dami’s pussy, but she took a detour, carefully avoiding it.

“Tease.” Dami smiled at Soomi as the pink-haired girl charted a course from the genitals toward Dami’s supple breasts.

“Don’t be hasty, Dami,” Soomi said before her tongue started drawing circles around Dami’s nipple. Every time she grazed the nipple itself, Dami grabbed the sheets even tighter. She let her fingers run through Soomi’s wavy hair and caressed her cheek, adding to the intimacy.

Then she felt Soomi’s hand on her stomach.

It moved downward. The long fingers walked south, taking their time.

Yes. Please.

It felt like an eternity. When the fingers finally reached Dami’s pussy, she soaked up every feather-like touch with a ravenous appetite. Soomi’s ruby lips moved on to the other breast while her fingers started tracing the outside of Dami’s labia, admiring every crease and wrinkle as if they were works of art.

“So soft …” Soomi muttered with a mouthful of breast.

Dami barely registered the words. She kept waiting for Soomi’s fingers to enter her, to take it further, but her friend had no sense of urgency.

The fingers moved inward. The first one peeked inside and tested the waters, only to retreat.

Dami moaned. “Don’t be a tease, Soomi …”

“Just give in, Dami. Enjoy the journey.”

Dami smiled. “Is this another one of those things you’ve obsessed about for a short time before moving on?”

“Pleasing a woman?” Soomi let her finger slide in deeper this time before pulling it out. “I think it could be a long-term interest.”

A frustrated sigh escaped Dami. “No objections here, despite the teasing.” The tables had turned; where Dami moments ago had felt like Soomi was submissive by sucking her toes, Dami was now a helpless slave at Soomi’s hands. Every flick of Soomi’s tongue against her nipple, every short visit from her fingers inside Dami’s pussy, it was all a matter of control.

“Please, Soomi,” Dami whimpered. “Please … I want your fingers inside me.”

Soomi looked up at her with a devious spark in her huge eyes. “What’s in it for me?” The tone was playful.

Dami smiled. “How about a kiss?”

“It has to be a great kiss, then.”

Dami gently grabbed Soomi’s hair and pulled her closer. The kiss was careful at first. Dami felt like a child dipping her toes into the sea before jumping in, but the feel of Soomi’s soft lips against hers sent a pleasant shiver down her spine. Soomi’s lips parted, inviting her in. Dami’s tongue peeked inside, and the two were soon entwined in a passionate, warm kiss. It was sensual and intense, but not rough.

Two of Soomi’s fingers entered Dami. Slowly, but no longer teasing.

“Mmm … that’s nice,” Dami said, gasping as the fingers started exploring her pussy. Jolts of intense pleasure started shooting through her body from her loins, aided by Soomi kissing her neck. Soomi’s thumb started massaging Dami’s clit, driving her mad with lust.

No man ever made me feel this way, Dami thought. She had only had limited experience; they were encouraged not to date to avoid alienating fans, but Dami had had sex a few times.

But nothing like this.

“Soomi, I’m going to come!” Dami moaned.

Soomi rubbed Dami’s clit faster and kissed her while the orgasm rolled through her slender body. Dami felt like her entire body was consumed by light and energy. The orgasm was powerful and divine as if she was being overwhelmed by a rolling wave of pleasure.

Dami sunk into the soft mattress with a smile on her face.

“Thank you, Soomi,” she said.

Soomi rested her head on Dami’s stomach and looked at her while her finger gently traveled across her chest. “You’re welcome, sweetie. It was fun.”

Dami smiled. “Oh, we’re not done.”

“We aren’t?” Soomi bit her lower lip and raised an eyebrow.

Dami shook her head. “Not even close.” A snarling sound rose from her stomach. “But we need to find something to eat first.”

“Agreed.” Soomi got up from the bed and was about to open the door when Dami stopped her.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

Soomi looked surprised. “To the kitchen?”

Dami sat up on the bed and pointed at the floor. “Clothes off first. If I’m going out there naked, so are you.”

“What if Luna sees us?”

Dami laughed. “That’s the fun part. Strip for me, Soomi. Slowly.” Dami put on one of their songs and rested her chin on her hand. She looked expectingly at her friend.

Soomi seemed skeptical at first. Her movements were hesitant, but she soon got into it. She was a talented dancer, and her hips swayed sensually as her hands caressed her body. Her lips moved along with the lyrics, and she closed her eyes to allow the music to consume her. The short red dress was slowly lifted over her head, exposing a tight, petite body. The toned muscles were visible beneath the pale skin. A black bra and matching thong were the only things covering Soomi’s gorgeous body, and they soon found themselves on the floor.

Dami was hypnotized by the display. The lingering, pleasant ripples of the orgasm still warmed her body, yet she could not help but touch herself as she witnessed Soomi’s sensual, naked dance.

The song ended shortly after. Soomi grabbed Dami’s hand, pulling her up. “Stop touching yourself! We eat, then we fuck some more!”

The two tried to suppress their giggles as they snuck into the kitchen. Music could be heard from Luna’s room, but it sounded like she had finally ended her marathon masturbation session. Soomi and Dami started trawling through the fridge, though the pickings were slim.

“What do you guys eat?” Soomi whispered while she scoffed down three rolls of day-old sushi.

Dami shrugged. “There’s a cupboard full of cup noodles behind you.” She could not take her eyes off Soomi’s naked body. It felt delightfully naughty to raid the kitchen in the nude, and the rush was unlike anything she had ever felt. Dami had always focused on being proper and by the book, but this was intoxicating.

The music stopped. Soomi slammed the fridge shut, and the two ran into Dami’s bedroom moments before they heard Luna’s door open.

“That was close!” Dami chuckled as they listened at the door to figure out if Luna had heard them.

Soomi smiled. “And fun. I think she’s making noodles, we’d better be quiet.”

“If we can.” Dami pushed Soomi onto the bed and crawled on top of her.

Soomi licked her lips. “You think you can make me scream, Dami?”

“Is that a challenge?”

Soomi nodded. “Let’s see what you’ve got.”

Dami leaned in and kissed Soomi’s neck before whispering: “You have no idea what I can do.” She could have sworn she felt Soomi’s entire body quivering as she spoke the words.

Dami grabbed a black scarf that was hanging over the backrest of her desk chair nearby and used it to blindfold Soomi.

“Oh, I like this …” Soomi said. “Are you going to tie me up as well?”

Dami smiled. “Do you want me to?”

Soomi smirked. “Maybe next time. What’re you going to do to me?”

“You’ll find out soon enough.”

Dami got up and grabbed an old shoebox from under her bed. Soomi moved her head towards the sound in anticipation.

“What’s that? What are you … MmmmmMMMAHHH!” Soomi arched her back and grabbed hold of the bed’s headboard. “Dami! I didn’t know you had toys like that!”

“We’re all entitled to our secrets,” Dami said as she slowly inserted the large, black dildo into Soomi’s clean-shaven pussy. It was wonderful to see the girthy appliance fill her friend to the brim, hearing her loud, whimpering moans with every slight movement. Dami knew how she felt; the dildo was a trusty companion to her, one she was happy to share.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” Soomi moaned, biting the inside of her arm to keep from crying out. “Shit, I want to scream …”

“Luna will hear you,” Dami said. She started fucking Soomi harder and deeper. “You better be quiet.”

“Easy for you to say!” Soomi’s body quivered with lust. Her hands started massaging her breasts as the moans grew louder.

“You’re doing well so far,” Dami said. “Let’s see how you handle this.”

“MMMMMM!”

Soomi clenched her lips together to avoid screaming when Dami turned on the dildo’s vibrate function. She slowly pushed the dildo in as deep as it would go and started licking Soomi’s clit with long, wet strokes.

“Oh, you’re killing me, Dami!”

Dami felt Soomi’s long fingers in her hair, grabbing it, pulling her even closer. The sweet, tangy smell of Soomi’s pussy filled Dami’s nostrils as she licked her. She had never done this before, but it felt natural, almost meditative. The muted white noise of the vibrator mixed with Soomi’s moans in an odd symphony.

“I can’t … I can’t take much more.” Soomi’s strong voice was weak and pleading.

“Do you want to stop?” Dami asked.

Soomi shook her head. “No. Please don’t. It … it’s too good.” Soomi pinched her nipples and moaned.

“Try not to scream,” Dami said with a smile. She could see Soomi’s abs tense up and her jaw clench.

Soomi grabbed a pillow and held it tightly against her face when the orgasm hit her. Dami turned the vibrator up to its maximum setting as she furiously licked Soomi’s clit, pushing her friend even further into the orgasmic abyss. She could hear Soomi’s muted scream over the whirring dildo as Soomi squirted onto the expensive sheets.

“St… stop it, Dami!” Soomi’s voice sounded distant. “Please!” She removed the pillow and stared at Dami with the look of a begging child.

Dami waited a few seconds, relishing the feeling of power and domination over the confident Soomi. When she finally turned the dildo off, Soomi looked like she was ready to pass out. Dami crawled up and laid herself down next to Soomi, who cuddled up against her.

“Dami …”

“Yes, Soomi?” Dami caressed the pink hair and kissed Soomi on the forehead.

“You could’ve at least taken the dildo out.”

Dami chuckled. “Nah, I think I’ll leave it in for a bit.”

“I need a minute,” Soomi said, her voice barely audible. She pushed herself in closer. “Then I’m putting it inside you.”

Dami felt a pleasant tingle in her loins at the thought.

The two lay there for a while, listening to the sounds of cars and the people chatting in the streets below. They heard music from Luna’s room, and Dami enjoyed feeling the warmth from Soomi’s body. It was comfortable and intimate, and she had never felt closer to Soomi than she did at that exact moment.

How’s it going to be after this? She pushed the thought away.

Soomi sighed. “Mmm … we should lie together naked more often, Dami.”

Dami nodded.

Soomi removed the blindfold and tied it gently around Dami’s head. “My turn now,” Soomi said. Dami could hear the smile in Soomi’s voice as the darkness embraced her. “Get on your knees, sweetie.”

Dami obeyed. The sounds around her seemed to get louder as her sight was taken from her, as did her sense of touch. Soomi caressed Dami’s ass with gentle strokes before hitting it with a hard slap.

“Auch!” Dami groaned.

“Better be quiet, my love,” Soomi quipped before spanking Dami again.

Why am I loving this? The spanking continued for a bit, and Dami had to bite down on one of her teddy bears to keep from crying out. To her surprise, the pain aroused her, reigniting the fire inside whose embers still lingered after the earlier orgasm.

“I’ve kept this warm and lubed for you,” Soomi said.

Dami heard a wet sound, guessing that it was the sound of Soomi removing the large dildo from her pussy. Dami arched her back, pushing her ass upward in anticipation of the dildo.

But Soomi was not going for her pussy.

“No, not there, Soomi!”

Soomi placed her hand over Dami’s mouth. “Ssssh, sweetie. Trust me, okay? You’re going to love it. I’ll be gentle.”

Dami did not feel as confident as her friend. The tip of the dildo entered her asshole, stretching it wider than Dami had thought possible. She whimpered as the large rubber cock was pushed in deeper.

Deeper.

It’s too big! I can’t do this!

“Relax, Dami. I’m not going to hurt you.”

Soomi’s hand left Dami’s mouth and started massaging her clit. The added pleasure helped Dami relax, and suddenly the sensation of the large dildo inside her ass changed from pain and discomfort to intense pleasure. It was still a little painful, but Soomi was careful and took it slow.

“That … is new,” Dami said. It was a different kind of pleasure. She had never taken it in the ass before.

Soomi started moving the dildo in and out of Dami’s asshole, slowly ramping up the speed. Little by little, the cock dug itself deeper and deeper inside Dami, eliciting louder and louder moans.

“Fuuuuuck …” she whimpered into her teddy bear.

Soomi stopped massaging Dami’s clit for a moment and guided Dami’s hand to take over the task.

“Rub yourself, my love.”

Every pleasure center in Dami’s body ignited as Soomi snuck three fingers inside her pussy as her tongue started licking the outside of Dami’s asshole. She even turned on the vibrator.

Holy shit, this is intense!

Dami rubbed her clit faster. The vibrator inside her asshole caused her entire body to shake, and she could feel the climax coming, faster than she had anticipated. She wanted it to last, she wanted it to go on and on, but it felt like she was trying to keep a tsunami at bay with an umbrella.

She screamed. There was no way to hold it back. Her body exploded as she squirted wildly onto the bed and Soomi. She could not stop screaming as the flood of orgasmic energy tore through her. It was too much, too intense, too amazing.

She heard Soomi laugh. The pleasure turned to slight discomfort as the vibrator kept going, and Soomi swatted Dami’s hands away a few times as she desperately tried to reach the infernal device to remove it before finally being allowed to.

The two girls collapsed on the bed, laughing. They shared a smile and a deep, passionate kiss.

“We …” Dami could barely breathe. “We should do this again sometime.”

“I agree. Do you think Lu…”

They were interrupted by a knock on the door.

“Dami?” Luna’s voice sounded concerned. “What’s going on in there? Are you okay?”

How are we going to explain this?

THE END
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Corporate Punishment

Emily is shocked when she finds that her workplace has a dungeon beneath the marble floors. She is just as shocked to fall in love with the beautiful woman charged with punishing her.

Tales from the Dungeon

Erica loves her job as a warden and torturer, punishing the gorgeous women and men sent through the facility. Collection of six connected short stories.

Bound for Detention

Anna is sent to detention where she is dominated by Mrs. Hope, her hot teacher.

There are a lot more stories to be found here
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Thank you for reading. I hope you will follow the links above to read some of my other stories – most are BDSM-themed. If you want to know about new releases, follow me on Twitter or Instagram. Check out my Patreon if you like handcuffs, shackles, and/or wristwatches(!). I also offer custom short stories on Fiverr.

Love, Jessica
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