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Taming Her Tutor




Vanessa turned the volume knob down on her blaring speaker as she eased her old beater onto the quiet street lined with towering palms and glass-walled townhouses. The neighborhood was almost unnervingly pristine: manicured succulents in steel planters, spotless concrete driveways, and houses that looked more like architectural renderings than places real people lived. She rolled her window down, letting the warm spring air flood in. The sun was bright, the sky flawless, the air crisp, and her mood matched.

Her boyfriend Lucas had landed her this gig through some friend-of-a-friend connection, and Vanessa still couldn’t believe her luck. A hundred bucks an hour for tutoring, twice a week. It was more than her barista job paid in a night, and all she had to do was help some rich girl with English. Piece of cake. As an English-major grad student hustling her way through her degree, it almost felt like cheating. Money for something she actually knew how to do?

As Vanessa slowed, scanning the house numbers, she let out a low whistle. These aren’t houses. These are compounds. Her gaze caught on a towering charcoal-brick façade with black steel beams, massive industrial windows, and a rooftop deck glowing turquoise from a hidden hot tub. A pivoting ten-foot front door screamed “I have more money than I know what to do with.”

She quickly thumbed out a text to Lucas. “What did you say these people did again? This place is insane. Total goals.” She grinned, leaning back against her seat. With a few minutes left before the lesson, she shook out her long dark-chocolate waves and tapped out another message: “Okay, love, I’m here. Don’t wanna be rude on my phone in front of them since they’re paying me so much. I’ll text after. Can’t wait for our date tonight! Xoxo”

The truth was, she wanted to make a good impression. This wasn’t just about the money. The family had moved recently from Germany; some high-level diplomat father with a spoiled daughter heading off to university next year. Eighteen. Vanessa wasn’t sure what her English level was, but at least they were close enough in age. Vanessa was twenty-two, technically an adult, but she still felt like she was figuring life out herself.

Sliding out of the car, Vanessa shaded her eyes against the sun, nerves buzzing low in her stomach. What if she wasn’t good at this? What if she stumbled and the girl, or worse, her intimidatingly rich father, decided she was a waste of time? She gave herself a quiet pep talk. Professional. Friendly. Confident. You’ve got this.

Catching her reflection in the car window, she straightened her loose white linen blouse, smoothed the tight denim skirt that brushed mid-thigh, and adjusted the strap of her worn leather satchel. She looked every bit the earnest young tutor, or so she hoped. Then, with a deep breath, she strode toward the towering pivoting door.

It was matte black steel, heavy enough to need hydraulics. Vanessa knocked, knuckles barely making a sound against the metal. Then she waited.

Nothing.

She shifted her weight from one foot to the other, glancing at her phone again. Five minutes passed, the sun warming her shoulders, before she finally heard the soft whir of the door mechanism. It swung wide on silent hinges.

Vanessa blinked.

The girl standing before her wasn’t what she’d expected. At all.

She was tiny but athletic, delicate in frame but far from fragile, with damp pale-blonde hair dripping onto the collar of a soaked white crop top that clung to her skin in all the right places. A pair of microscopic black athletic shorts hugged her hips, revealing smooth golden thighs. She looked like she had just finished a swim. Her ice-blue eyes lit up when they landed on Vanessa, warm and mischievous all at once.

This must be her student, Vanessa thought, suddenly hyper-aware of the sunlight catching in her own dark waves, the faint pounding of her heart.

“Hi! Hey there!” The girls voice rang out, bright and melodic, carrying a delicious German lilt that made every syllable feel like foreplay. “Sorry, I was up on the roof swimming!” She brushed damp strands of almost-white blonde hair from her face and grinned, cheeks flushed with warmth.

And Vanessa’s carefully prepared professionalism faltered for just a second, replaced by something she didn’t quite want to name yet.

Vanessa returned the smile, trying to keep her nerves in check. “Hey! I’m Vanessa. I’m going to be teaching you English! And no problem at all,” she said, her voice friendly, warm, trying to match Ida’s easy energy.

“Oh, great, great! My name is Ida. Come in!” The petite girl’s hand waved Vanessa inside, her movements fluid, effortless, almost teasing.

“It’s nice to meet you!” Vanessa said, reaching forward to shake Ida’s hand, her fingers brushing over warm, soft skin.

“It is very nice to meet you, too. Is just me home right now. Would you like something to drink?” Ida asked, tilting her head slightly. Her English was perfectly understandable, though her accent painted it with an exotic, melodic rhythm that made Vanessa’s stomach flip.

“Sure, I would love one. Thank you,” Vanessa replied, trying to focus on manners and etiquette rather than the way those black shorts clung to Ida’s perky little ass as she turned to walk to the kitchen. She could see the outline of everything almost perfectly.

Vanessa’s eyes followed the trail of her movement, catching the curve of that backside, the way the fabric barely contained her. She quickly glanced away, embarrassed, and let her gaze drift over the interior. Polished concrete floors, thirty-foot ceilings, exposed brick walls glowing in the sunlight that poured through walls of industrial glass; this wasn’t just a townhouse. This was the kind of place people rented for music videos. These people are definitely loaded, she thought.

Ida returned carrying two tall glasses of lemonade, condensation running down the sides. She handed one to Vanessa, who caught her fingers brushing the rim and felt a tiny jolt of electricity at the touch. Ida’s white-blonde hair clung damply to her shoulders, bouncing slightly as she moved. Petite yet with toned muscles, she seemed impossibly youthful, almost fragile, but every tilt of her head, every mischievous smile told a different story. Vanessa realized Ida was nearly a full head shorter than her, giving her a sense of delicate power in contrast to Vanessa’s taller, olive-skinned frame.

They sipped the lemonade in silence for a moment, the cool sweetness mingling with Vanessa’s rising awareness of the girl in front of her. Finally, Vanessa cleared her throat.

“Well, Ida, do you want to get started? Is there anything specific you’d like to work on?”

Ida’s blue eyes lit up behind the glass. “Yes, sure, let’s start. Um… well, I think sometimes when I speak, people do not understand me because of my accent,” she explained, her words soft, melodic, yet earnest. “So, I want to learn how to say things like you. And I want to learn American slang!” She laughed, the sound tinkling, light but somehow stirring.

“Ok, wonderful,” Vanessa said, leaning in slightly, trying to hide the quickened beat of her heart. “So, where do you want to work? Where are your books?”

“Oh, my books are up in my… uh… room. My bedroom,” Ida replied, cheeks warming slightly.

“Ok, well… should we go get them?” Vanessa asked, keeping her tone casual, professional.

“Umm, I was thinking we could just work up there. Is more comfortable,” Ida suggested, her voice dropping almost conspiratorially.

“Oh, ok. Sounds good!” Vanessa replied, trying to keep the flutter in her chest under control. She wondered when Ida’s parents would be coming back.

“Plus, no one will interrupt us if they come home,” Ida added with a sly smile, and before Vanessa could respond, she reached out and took Vanessa’s hand in hers. The sudden touch sent sharp, unexpected butterflies fluttering through Vanessa’s stomach, leaving her momentarily breathless.

Ida, skimpily dressed and impossibly confident, pulled Vanessa after her up the floating staircase of dark oak and blackened steel. Vanessa’s eyes betrayed her, tracing the gentle sway of Ida’s hips, the firm curve of her backside under those tight black shorts, the tiny teasing wedgie that rode high without the girl even noticing. Her pulse thudded in her ears, a mix of fascination and something a little dangerous, something she wasn’t supposed to be feeling but couldn’t seem to fight.

Ida led Vanessa up to the third-floor loft bedroom that instantly screamed the life of an eighteen-year-old who had everything. A low platform bed the size of a small country dominated the room, piled with crisp white linens and pale-pink pillows. Against one wall stood an acrylic desk overflowing with scattered notebooks, makeup, and half-empty perfume bottles. Clothes were strewn across the concrete floor as if she’d torn through her wardrobe in a hurry, while a ten-foot mirror reflected the sunlight streaming through the massive glass wall overlooking the city.

“We can sit on the bed,” Ida said, her voice casual but somehow teasing. “More comfortable.”

She began weaving through the clutter, picking up books and brushing aside silk scraps with a small, almost imperceptible sway of her hips that Vanessa couldn’t stop noticing. As she moved, Ida chattered easily, filling the silence with soft laughter and questions about Vanessa’s life, if she had a boyfriend, what she liked to do for fun, whether she enjoyed the city. Ida’s openness made Vanessa relax a little, though the butterflies in her stomach refused to quiet.

“Hey, can I use your bathroom?” Vanessa asked, hoping for even a few moments alone to steady herself.

“Yes, of course! Is just down the hall to the left,” Ida said, her ice-blue eyes sparkling like she knew something Vanessa didn’t.

“Thanks! You get the books ready; I’ll be right back.”

Alone now, Vanessa leaned against the bedroom door for a second, trying to shake off the racing pulse in her chest. Why did she feel so nervous? It was almost like a first date, which made no sense. She had a boyfriend, lived with him, and had never been attracted to women. And yet, the memory of Ida’s small hand in hers, leading her up the stairs, made her skin tingle with a thrill she couldn’t explain. She told herself it was just European openness, the easy physicality of casual touches, but it didn’t entirely convince her.

The bathroom she entered was like something out of a five-star resort: massive, gleaming white marble, a freestanding tub tucked into one corner, double sinks, and a huge walk-in rain shower. Vanessa couldn’t help but marvel, this girl was spoiled.

She splashed cold water on her face and peered into the mirror. Her own hazel eyes stared back, wide and flushed, the reflection of her dark waves framing her olive face. Then her gaze drifted, and she noticed a flash of purple behind the foggy glass of the shower door.

Curiosity sparked; she moved closer, almost on autopilot. The glass swung open, and Vanessa’s breath caught. Her cheeks flushed hot. Holy shit.

Suctioned proudly to the marble wall was a thick purple dildo, unnervingly lifelike: veined, ridged, girthy, complete with a realistic flared head. Vanessa’s body reacted immediately, a warm, shivering pulse spreading low in her belly. Her mind spun. Ida was using this… in the shower… when I knocked. Not swimming.

Her fingers itched to touch it. Tentatively, she reached out, feeling the strange contrast of softness and firmness beneath her fingertips. She imagined Ida, petite, sun-kissed, soaked, pressing her perky little ass onto it under the rainfall shower, gasping and writhing as she fucked herself on it. The image made her thighs clench involuntarily, and she felt a wetness form on her panties. Fuck. Get it together.

A shiver ran through her as she adjusted her skirt, fingers brushing over the lace of her black thong, tracing her dampening folds. Her breath hitched, and a guilty heat spread across her chest. One finger found her clit, teasing lightly, sending sparks of pleasure straight through her.

Snap out of it! Vanessa told herself, heart pounding. You’re here to teach English. Not… this.

With a shaky exhale, she splashed more cold water on her face, straightened her panties, and closed the shower door. Her pulse was still racing, but she forced herself to take a deep breath.

“Be cool,” she whispered, staring at her own reflection one last time. Then, with a final shake of her dark waves, she turned and headed back into Ida’s bedroom.

∞∞∞

When Vanessa stepped back in, she froze for a heartbeat. Ida was on her hands and knees, digging under the bed, her back arched in a way that made Vanessa’s pulse stutter. The thin fabric of her black shorts hugged her tight, leaving just enough to imagination. Her ass jutted provocatively into the air, and Vanessa’s mind betrayed her with a flash of curiosity. Is she wearing panties?

“Find everything?” Vanessa asked, her voice catching slightly, and Ida startled, scooting out from under the bed with an embarrassed little huff.

“Umm… no,” she admitted, flopping onto the platform bed and crossing her legs. She gestured for Vanessa to sit beside her, blue eyes glimmering with mischief.

“Oh, that’s okay,” Vanessa replied, trying to steady her voice. “We can just work today without the books.”

“Great!” Ida beamed. “I think I’m still learning the English words for… all the body parts.”

Vanessa swallowed hard, feeling a shiver run down her spine. “Perfect. Let’s start with that. I’ll point, and you tell me what it is.”

“Okay!” Ida laughed, the sound light and flirtatious. God, she is cute, Vanessa thought, heart already fluttering.

They sat across from each other on the bed, the linen warm under their thighs. Vanessa began, pointing to her nose. “Nose.” Ida answered immediately. Then ears, eyes, forehead, lips. Every time, Ida’s gaze lingered just a second too long, especially when Vanessa’s full lips were the focus. It was magnetic, pulling Vanessa in without permission.

Ida scooted slightly closer, the heat radiating off her petite frame brushing against Vanessa’s leg. Vanessa’s breath hitched as Ida’s hand slid lazily over the sheet, resting on her knee.

“And what is this?” Ida asked, her voice innocent but lilting.

“That is my knee,” Vanessa replied, trying to sound normal.

“No, no… the… other word… for pants?” Ida tilted her head, eyes bright.

“Ah… that is my skirt, but the fabric is denim,” Vanessa said.

“Denim… knee,” Ida repeated thoughtfully. Her finger brushed a little higher along Vanessa’s thigh, a teasing, feather-light touch. Vanessa sucked in a sharp breath, her stomach tightening.

“And… this?” Ida asked again, eyes locking onto Vanessa’s with an intensity that left her tingling. She smelled faintly of coconut and chlorine, sweet and intoxicating.

“That’s my… thigh,” Vanessa whispered, shivering slightly.

“Your thigh… and what do you call this?”

Ida’s finger traced upward, sliding over Vanessa’s leg, grazing the hem of the skirt for a brief, electrifying second before withdrawing. Vanessa exhaled shakily, heart pounding in her ears. Ida watched her every reaction, as though studying her closely, like she was daring Vanessa to react.

“That is… the hem of my skirt!” Vanessa managed, trying to sound casual.

“Ah, hem… skirt,” Ida repeated, her lips curving into a small, knowing smile.

A pause lingered, filled with the quiet rhythm of their breathing. Then Ida tilted her head, eyes sparkling. “And… under the skirt? What do you call those?”

“That would be…underwear, or panties,” Vanessa said, cheeks flushing.

“Panties… yes, but there has to be another name for that,” Ida persisted, voice soft and teasing.

“Well… thong… or lingerie, depending on the type,” Vanessa explained, aware that her voice was growing quieter, huskier without her permission. Goosebumps prickled the back of her neck as the tension thickened.

Their knees were now nearly touching. Ida’s shorts had ridden up so far that the silky, pale insides of her thighs were fully exposed, leaving Vanessa’s imagination scrambling. The girl looked impossibly innocent and dangerously alluring at the same time.

“I see, I see,” Ida said with a laugh, both girls nervously giggling.

“And… what do you really call what’s under the panties?” Ida pressed, her tone casual, almost scientific, but Vanessa’s pulse betrayed her. “I mean, I know you call it a vagina, but that’s such an unsexy word. What do people actually call it?”

Vanessa’s cheeks flamed, eyes locked on Ida’s wide, ice-blue gaze. She felt like Ida already knew the answer. The word slipped out before she could stop it, soft and shy but impossibly intimate.

“It’s… a pussy,” she breathed.

The word lingered in the air between them, charged and alive. Vanessa’s gaze met Ida’s, and in that moment, the playful game of learning words became something entirely different, something thrilling, forbidden, and completely electrifying.

Ida laughed, a soft, musical sound that made Vanessa’s chest tighten. “That’s better! Pussy… pussy…” she repeated, rolling the word on her tongue like it was candy. “I like the sound of that so much.”

They giggled together, the sound mingling with the quiet of the room, the sunlight casting warm patterns over the rumpled linen. Ida’s hand had returned to Vanessa’s thigh, this time letting it rest there, weightless yet deliberate. Vanessa’s pulse throbbed beneath the touch.

“And for guys? What do they call it besides a… penis?” Ida asked, laughing again, her eyes sparkling with playful curiosity.

Vanessa’s gaze wandered involuntarily to the memory of the purple dildo in the shower, and a low shiver ran through her. “A cock,” she murmured softly.

“Mmm. Cock,” Ida said, the word so casual, yet her ice-blue eyes locked on Vanessa’s with an intensity that made her knees weak.

Heat pooled low in Vanessa’s belly. She could feel a damp patch forming on her lace thong beneath her skirt, betraying her body’s reaction even as her mind tried to insist this was just a game, a tutoring session. Silence filled the room except for the rhythmic, shallow breathing of the two girls.

Ida’s finger inched higher along Vanessa’s thigh, gentle, teasing. Vanessa’s own hand, almost without thinking, drifted to Ida’s smooth, golden thigh, tracing tiny circles over the soft skin. Her eyes lifted, drawn irresistibly upward, and Vanessa caught sight of Ida’s perky nipples poking faintly through the thin fabric of her crop top. No bra. Just… exposed and unapologetically hers.

What’s wrong with me? Vanessa thought, cheeks heating. Why do I want her to make a move? I’m not gay. I’m not cheating on Lucas. She swallowed hard, trying to reconcile the fire rising inside her with her sense of reason.

Clearing her throat, Vanessa tried to steer the moment back to something mundane. “Okay… what about this?” She tugged lightly at her own blouse, a feeble attempt at distraction.

“Shirt,” Ida said easily, glancing at her with the faintest yawn of disinterest, though her gaze never fully left Vanessa.

“Good,” Vanessa said, forcing a smile, willing her pulse to settle.

Then Ida’s mischievous look returned, bright and dangerous. “Hey, what’s this called?” she asked, lifting her crop top just enough to reveal a toned, sun-kissed midriff. Her belly button peeked out, small and perfect, and she pointed at it with one slender finger.

Vanessa had to chuckle despite herself. “That’s called a… belly button.”

“Belly button?” Ida echoed, giggling. “Do you… like my belly button?” she teased, the tilt of her lips and the sparkle in her eyes making it impossible to sound disinterested.

“Oh yes,” Vanessa said, voice husky despite herself. “It’s a lovely belly button.” She swallowed, the heat pooling between her thighs betraying her. She’s actually… fucking hot, Vanessa thought, heart racing as Ida’s gaze held hers, intense and unwavering. Electricity hummed in the air around them, unspoken, undeniable.

Suddenly, Vanessa’s phone buzzed on the bed. She fumbled for it, almost disappointed. “Oh… time’s up already,” she said, a little breathless. She tossed the phone aside, secretly wishing it wasn’t true.

“Aww, already?” Ida pouted, leaning closer. “I was learning sooo much!” she winked, the playful tease sparking another jolt through Vanessa. “That’s okay. You can come back soon.”

“Deal,” Vanessa said, smiling, though inwardly she questioned whether that was such a good idea. There was clearly chemistry between them, a dangerous, thrilling pull that she knew would make returning here… complicated. But she didn’t voice that thought. Not yet.

“So… what are you doing tonight?” Ida asked, standing and guiding Vanessa out of the bedroom, hand brushing her own arm against Vanessa’s in a way that made her stomach twist.

“I have a date with my boyfriend, Lucas,” Vanessa replied, trying to sound casual, though her pulse betrayed her.

Ida’s smile was knowing, teasing, and Vanessa felt that invisible thread of electricity tighten between them as they walked down the floating staircase.

Ida tilted her head, a playful glint in her ice-blue eyes. “Ohhh, a hot date, hey? Well… make sure you wear some, what was it called? Lingerie.”

Vanessa felt a thrill race through her chest. Ida’s teasing was bold, flirtatious, and impossibly enticing. Vanessa decided to play along, her own voice dipping into a teasing lilt as they walked toward the front door. “Yes… lingerie, good! Maybe I will… You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” She teased back.

Ida laughed, soft and melodic. “Maybe I would.”

Vanessa’s stomach flipped. It’s official, she thought. I’ve been flirting with a girl… and I have a boyfriend. Butterflies twisted and churned, a delicious, electric flutter she hadn’t felt in ages.

They reached the pivoting door. Ida extended her hand, and when Vanessa took it, she was surprised by the warmth of her grip. Before Vanessa could react, Ida leaned in and pressed a wet, teasing kiss to her cheek. Vanessa nearly melted, a fresh surge of wetness spreading low and insistent, betraying her body despite her racing mind.

“Thank you, Vanessa. Have a good day.”

“You too!” Vanessa managed, heart pounding. “See you next time!” She smiled, trying to sound casual, though her cheeks were aflame.

As the door shut firmly behind her, Vanessa exhaled, leaning back against the brick for a moment. The spring sunlight hit her face, and she tried to steady her racing heart. I can’t believe that just happened, she thought. And I’m… into her. I have a boyfriend. What the hell?

She sank into the driver’s seat, running a hand through her dark waves, still flushed and trembling from the encounter. She reached for her phone, intending to text Lucas, but her pockets were empty. Under the seat? Nope… Shit. The memory struck her; she’d left it on Ida’s bed. Vanessa’s pulse quickened again at the thought of returning.

She stepped out of the car, heart hammering, and walked briskly back to the front door. Knock, knock, knock. Silence. She waited, hesitation creeping in. Another knock, louder this time. Still nothing. After a tense five minutes, she tried the handle; it turned. Unlocked.

“Hello? Ida?” Vanessa called softly, her voice echoing lightly through the cavernous townhouse. She didn’t want anyone thinking she was snooping. Silence answered. With trepidation, she made her way up the floating staircase toward Ida’s bedroom.

Every step was deliberate, cautious, her ears straining for any sound. A soft, almost imperceptible moan floated from the slightly ajar bedroom door, freezing her mid-step. Vanessa’s pulse leapt into overdrive.

She approached slowly, peering around the frame, and then her heart did a full somersault.

Ida lay sprawled on her back across the platform bed, still in her black shorts and crop top, headphones over her ears. One hand gripped her breast, the other moving in slow, tantalizing circles inside her shorts. Her hips shifted with the rhythm, a low, breathy moan escaping her lips. Vanessa froze, mouth slightly agape, captivated by the impossible scene unfolding before her.

The audacity, the raw, unselfconscious abandon of the girl, it was shocking, intoxicating. Vanessa felt her own breath catch, a flush rising to her cheeks.

Then Ida’s ice-blue eyes snapped open. She caught sight of Vanessa standing there, and her hand jerked out of her shorts as she yanked her headphones free.

“Oh! I’m so sorry,” Vanessa stammered, stepping back instinctively. “I… I think I left my phone up here.”

Her mind raced as she tried to steady her breathing, heart pounding in her chest, every nerve tingling from the encounter. She hadn’t moved closer, hadn’t even spoken the words she felt bubbling inside, yet the air between them had changed, charged, electric, and undeniably dangerous.

“Oh, don’t be sorry,” Ida’s face was scarlet, her blush spreading down her throat as she spotted Vanessa’s phone on the bed. She turned, holding it out with trembling fingers. “Here you go.”

Their eyes locked, ice-blue smoldering against wide hazel, and in that electric pause something inside Vanessa snapped.

“Fuck it,” she whispered.

She seized Ida’s face and pressed her lips to hers. Ida gasped in surprise, then moaned into Vanessa’s mouth, instantly melting against her. Their kiss deepened hungrily, tongues sliding, swirling, tasting each other for the very first time. The wet, eager sound of their mouths filled the room as they tangled together, kissing like they had been starving for this moment without even knowing it.

Ida’s hands slid boldly down to Vanessa’s ass, squeezing hard through the denim, pulling her closer. Vanessa groaned, one hand snaking beneath the elastic of Ida’s tiny black shorts until she was gripping bare flesh, soft, warm, impossibly perfect. Ida shivered and whimpered, “Ohhh…” against Vanessa’s lips, the sound sending fire straight between Vanessa’s thighs.

Holy fuck. This is happening. I’m hooking up with a girl I’m supposed to be tutoring.

The eighteen-year-old wasted no time, fumbling at Vanessa’s skirt, popping the button and tugging the zipper down with frantic urgency. She slipped her hand inside, cupping Vanessa’s drenched thong, rubbing the slick outline of her swollen slit. The lace darkened with wetness under Ida’s touch, Vanessa moaning helplessly into her mouth as she rocked her hips against those eager fingers. “Oh fuck, Ida…”

Ida pressed harder, stroking her mound in slow, teasing circles until Vanessa was gasping with every movement. Then, impatient and desperate, Ida pulled her hand out, hooked her thumbs in Vanessa’s waistband, and yanked the skirt down around her thighs. Her hand dove straight back in, this time sliding beneath the soaked lace. Vanessa’s breath hitched, her whole-body trembling as Ida’s fingers parted her folds and found her slick, shaven pussy. The first touch of another girl’s hand there was overwhelming. She moaned into Ida’s mouth, thighs falling open as if begging for more.

Their kissing grew frantic, sloppy, drunk with lust. Ida slipped a single finger inside her, sliding into the tight, slippery heat. Vanessa gasped, biting her lip hard, her hips jerking against the intrusion. Their moans tangled together, filling the room with wet, shameless sounds.

Vanessa’s hands climbed under Ida’s crop top, palms cupping her small, perfect breasts. Her nipples were stiff against her fingers, and Ida squealed when Vanessa pinched one, arching into her touch. Growling with need, Ida pulled her glistening finger from Vanessa’s pussy, yanked her own top over her head, and tossed it aside. She knelt there in nothing but her skimpy black shorts, flushed and panting, her breasts perky and perfect.

Vanessa stood half-undressed, skirt tangled low around her thighs, thong soaked and clinging. Ida smirked, bringing her slick finger to her lips and sucking it clean with a sinful moan.

“Off,” she ordered, eyes burning. She gestured at Vanessa’s clothes.

Obedient, trembling, Vanessa shoved her skirt the rest of the way off and peeled her blouse from her body, left in her bra and the wet lace thong that stuck to her like a second skin. Her olive, toned body glowed under Ida’s hungry gaze.

“Perfect,” Ida purred, pushing her back onto the bed. She crawled between Vanessa’s spread thighs, her small hands pressing Vanessa’s knees apart until only that soaked strip of lace was hiding her most private place.

“You are so fucking sexy…” Ida gowled.

“Fuuuck, Ida…” Vanessa groaned, her voice wrecked, needy. She was almost in shock; she felt like she was dreaming.

With a wicked grin, Ida hooked a finger into the crotch of her thong and yanked it savagely to the side, baring the slick, pink pussy beneath. Vanessa’s folds glistened, creamy wetness already coating her entrance, the sight of it making Ida lick her lips.

The older girl writhed, an animal in heat, as Ida leaned in and began pressing soft, wet kisses along the insides of her thighs, closer and closer, each one making Vanessa shiver harder, until there was nowhere left to go but straight to the throbbing treasure waiting for her.

Finally, Vanessa let out a high, desperate cry as Ida’s tongue slid across her freshly soaked pussy. Any lingering thoughts of Lucas vanished in an instant, every nerve in her body was sparking with electricity as the filthy little German devoured her slit. Each swipe of Ida’s tongue sent a shudder through her, especially when she lingered over Vanessa’s throbbing clit.

Ida looked downright sinful between her thighs, her mouth glistening, eyes flicking up with a mischievous glint as she sucked Vanessa’s juices like she couldn’t get enough. She lapped greedily, savoring every drop that spilled from her tutor’s quivering pussy. Meanwhile, Ida’s own hand had slipped between her legs, fingers working her dripping cunt as she moaned into Vanessa’s folds.

“F-fuck, Ida… I’m gonna cum!” Vanessa gasped.

At her words, Ida plunged two fingers into Vanessa’s swollen, needy hole. Curling them expertly, she hit her G-spot with ruthless precision. Vanessa couldn’t hold back. Her hips bucked wildly as the orgasm ripped through her, a scream tearing from her throat. She clutched Ida’s ice-blonde hair, grinding her pussy harder against that sinful mouth, soaking the linen as her release poured out of her.

When Ida finally pulled back, her face was slick, shining with Vanessa’s cum. Vanessa lay limp, gasping, dazed in the aftershocks. “Oh my God… Ida…” was all she could breathe.

Ida crawled up, kissing her softly, tenderly, lips still tasting of sex. She whispered against Vanessa’s ear, hot and needy: “I want you… Will you be mine?”

Still reeling from the most intense orgasm of her life, Vanessa could only moan, “Yesss…”

That was all Ida needed. She stripped off her soaked shorts in one swift move, revealing a glistening pussy framed by a neat little strip of pale-blonde hair. “Lay back,” she commanded, swinging one smooth leg over Vanessa’s face. Vanessa barely had time to inhale the intoxicating scent before Ida lowered herself onto her mouth.

Vanessa’s hands went instinctively to Ida’s ass, spreading her cheeks as her tongue darted out, tasting her first pussy. She licked like a starving woman, devouring Ida as though she were coated in honey. Ida braced herself against the headboard, grinding her pussy down over Vanessa’s lips, riding her face shamelessly.

“Yesss… oh fuck, just like that,” Ida groaned, rocking harder. Vanessa moaned into her, drunk on the raw, hot taste, the feel of Ida’s slick folds gliding over her mouth.

Growing bolder, Vanessa spread those tight cheeks wider, exposing Ida’s tiny, puckered hole. The sight made her dizzy with lust, so forbidden, so filthy. Without a second thought, she flicked her tongue against it, teasing before plunging deep inside.

Ida’s moan turned guttural. “Ohhh, fuck! So naughty… Don’t stop, don’t you fucking stop, I-I’m gonna—” Her words broke off into a scream as she climaxed hard, gushing all over Vanessa’s face, trembling and grinding desperately while her ass was tongued open.

Vanessa kept eating her, tongue plunging hungrily into Ida’s most intimate place, her own arousal spilling down her thighs as she lost herself in the filth and heat of it.

Ida collapsed onto the sheets in a sweaty, trembling heap, still moaning as the last waves of her orgasm pulsed through her. Both girls were drenched, panting, their bodies sticky with arousal as they tangled together in the messy, intoxicating afterglow. They kissed lazily, tongues flicking, trading the taste of each other’s pussy along with soft, needy moans.

∞∞∞

Vanessa couldn’t believe it. She had just cheated on Lucas, cheated, and had the most explosive orgasm of her life, with her slutty little eighteen-year-old German student.

They cuddled in silence, caressing damp skin, lips brushing, drifting in and out of half-sleep until the buzz of Vanessa’s phone jolted her awake. Lucas. She stared at the screen, then glanced at Ida’s golden, naked body sprawled beside her.

“It’s Lucas,” she whispered. “I should really go.”

“No,” Ida cooed, pulling her close. “Stay with me. No one’s home all day but me.” She sealed it with a kiss, pressing Vanessa back down onto the mattress, lips trailing down her olive body until she was between her thighs again. “We are studying. It is important.”

“Ohhh…” Vanessa gasped as Ida’s tongue found her clit, still swollen and slick from earlier. Even in her post-orgasm haze, the pleasure was instant and overwhelming, Ida’s tongue pushing back inside her soaked slit like she couldn’t get enough.

By the time Vanessa was writhing again, Ida stopped abruptly. Her voice dropped low, commanding: “Stay still. Don’t move.”

Vanessa watched the naked minx rise from the bed and rummage through a hidden drawer. Something soft hit her chest, a black silk blindfold. “On,” Ida ordered.

She couldn’t say ‘no’ to Ida. Vanessa slipped it over her eyes, heart pounding. Kinky little slut, she thought, shivering as she listened. Drawers opening. Closet door. Then silence. Minutes stretched like forever until finally, she heard and felt the bed shift as Ida climbed on.

“Okay,” Ida purred. “Open.”

Vanessa pulled off the blindfold, and her jaw dropped.

Ida stood on the bed like a goddess, naked except for a strappy black lace garter set that left nothing to the imagination. From between her thighs jutted a fat, strapless strap-on cock, snug and glistening as Ida ground it against her own soaked slit. Veins, ridges, the curve of a real cock, it looked alive. She stroked it slowly, moaning as the base rubbed her clit.

Vanessa’s pulse thundered. She had never taken a cock that big. “Ida, I—”

“Shhh.” Ida silenced her with a finger to her lips. “Want it?”

Vanessa nodded.

“Turn around. Hands and knees.”

Vanessa obeyed, breath shaking as Ida pushed her down into the mattress, spreading her knees wide so her dripping cunt was fully exposed. Ida groaned at the sight of her tutor’s juices running down her thighs.

Grabbing Vanessa’s olive ass cheeks firmly, Ida spread them apart, revealing the tight, untouched little star of her asshole. Without hesitation, she dove in, sucking and plunging her tongue into Vanessa’s most forbidden spot.

Vanessa nearly screamed. The shock of it ripped through her body like electricity, she had never, ever felt anything like it. No man had ever gone near her ass before; Lucas had always been vanilla. This was something entirely new… and it was making her lose her mind with pleasure. Sometimes Vanessa slipped a soapy finger back there in the shower, just a tease, nothing serious. That was the extent of her ass play.

Now? Her cheeks were spread wide, Ida tongue-fucking her asshole like she was starving for it. The little slut’s tongue darted and plunged into places no one had ever touched before. Vanessa moaned into the sheets, torn between shock and a filthy rush of pleasure that made her thighs quake. Her phone buzzed somewhere on the bed, but she couldn’t care less.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, Ida…”

Ida pulled back with a wet smack, spit dripping from Vanessa’s quivering hole. She stroked the fat, veiny strap pressing against her own soaked cunt, positioning the thick head right at Vanessa’s quivering entrance.

“Tell me the truth,” Ida purred, voice dripping with wickedness, her accent thickening. “Has anyone ever fucked your tight little ass before?”

Vanessa whimpered, shaking her head against the mattress. “N-no…” Her voice was high and desperate. Oh God… is this really happening?

“Good,” Ida smirked, pushing the slippery head harder against her twitching rim. “Then I get to be the first. Do you want it? Tell me the truth.”

“Yes… fuck yes…”

She circled the blunt cock around Vanessa’s hole, teasing her until the taller girl was whining and clenching. Then, with a steady shove, she slowly pressed it in. Vanessa shrieked, body trembling as the fat head popped inside her virgin ass.

“Yesss… fuck, take it,” Ida groaned, spreading her cheeks apart to watch her olive hole stretch. Vanessa clawed at the sheets, face twisted in shock, tears pricking the corners of her eyes from the intensity. Her back arched, dark waves spilling everywhere, while her tight little asshole swallowed inch after inch of Ida’s strap-on cock.

Ida paused just long enough for Vanessa to adjust, grinding her hips so the base rubbed her clit and her end shoved deep into her own dripping pussy. Then she started to move. Slow at first, sliding almost all the way out before pressing it back in, making Vanessa grunt into the mattress.

“Ohhhh fuuuck…” Vanessa moaned, her ass clenching around the cock.

“Yeah? You like my cock in your slutty ass?” Ida taunted, grabbing a fistful of dark-chocolate waves and yanking her head back.

“Yes… yes, baby… it feels so fucking good…” Vanessa gasped, drool on her lips. “Fuck me…”

Ida picked up the pace, slamming her hips until the bed shook, each thrust making Vanessa’s ass jiggle and clap lewdly. “That’s right. Take my cock. Take it deeper. You’re mine now.”

Vanessa’s mind shattered. She was moaning like a whore, grinding back on the cock, ass gaping and dripping with spit and her own arousal.

“Tell me,” Ida snarled, fucking her harder, sweat dripping down her body. “Do you like my cock better than your boyfriend’s?”

Vanessa’s pussy gushed at the humiliation. She screamed into the sheets, “YES! Fuck, it’s better! It’s better than his cock, better than anything! Fuck my ass, Ida!”

That sent Ida over the edge. She rammed harder, hips smacking into Vanessa’s ass until her own cunt exploded. She screamed as her juices drenched her thighs, grinding her clit on the base while pounding Vanessa like a beast.

The room was pure chaos: skin slapping, filthy moans, the bedframe banging against the brick wall. Vanessa’s body was shaking, stretched and broken open, but she was loving every second. Her hole was raw, stretched around the strap as Ida pumped her full of relentless cock.

When it was finally too much, Ida collapsed on top of her, both of them trembling wrecks. The air was thick with the musky, obscene smell of their sex. They giggled breathlessly between kisses, swapping spit and moans, eyes glazed with disbelief.

Vanessa’s phone buzzed again. She grabbed it with shaky hands and shot off a quick lie: Hey babe, phone died. Not feeling well, went to my mom’s. Tutoring was fine. Nothing special. Talk later. Xoxo.

She tossed it aside and turned to Ida, still panting, pupils blown wide. “Just you and me tonight, baby.”

Ida kissed her hard, claiming her mouth, her tongue, her soul. They tangled together, wet and sticky, as city lights spilled across the sheets, two filthy sluts, locked in a new addiction.

They lay tangled in sweat and cum-soaked linen, Vanessa’s ass still aching, stretched and throbbing, Ida lazily stroking her hip. The room smelled like sin, their skin sticky, their mouths swollen from kissing.

Vanessa giggled suddenly, covering her face. “God, Ida… we’re such sluts.”

Ida grinned wickedly, dragging a finger down Vanessa’s back to trace her sore little hole. “Yes ma’am. And this was only round one.”

Vanessa shivered at the promise in her voice, heart racing. She rolled over, eyes sparkling, lips swollen and pink. “Round one, huh?”

Ida smirked, pressing her slick fingers to Vanessa’s lips. “Baby, I have toys I bet you didn’t know existed…”

Vanessa’s breath hitched as she sucked them in, her cheeks hollowing around the taste of their filth. Her body already tingled with anticipation.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered around Ida’s fingers, eyes wide with a mix of fear and thrill. “What the hell are you planning to do to me?”

Ida leaned in, voice a dark, sexy purr against her ear.

“Everything.”

∞∞∞

They lay tangled in the wrecked linen, city lights starting to sparkle beyond the glass wall. Vanessa’s entire body still hummed, her ass deliciously sore, her thighs sticky, her brain floating somewhere above the bed.

She let out a breathless laugh and covered her face. “We are the worst tutors and students in history.”

Ida propped herself up on one elbow, ice-blonde hair falling like silk over Vanessa’s olive shoulder. “Speak for yourself. I give you an A+ in pronunciation.” She traced a lazy circle around Vanessa’s nipple, making it harden instantly. “Especially the word ‘pussy.’ You said it very clearly when you came on my tongue.”

Vanessa swatted her hand away, cheeks flaming even after everything. “Stop it, you menace.”

Ida just grinned, utterly unrepentant. “Never.”

Vanessa rolled onto her side, propping her head on her hand to mirror Ida’s pose. “So… what happens Thursday? Same time, same… lesson plan?”

Ida’s eyes lit up like a kid who’d been promised unlimited candy. “Oh, much better plan.” She started counting on her fingers like she was making a grocery list. “First, Papa leaves for Geneva again Wednesday night. Second, the rooftop hot tub is getting cleaned tomorrow, so it will be extra bubbly. Third…” She leaned in until their lips brushed. “I bought a new toy online. Arrives Thursday morning. You’re going to love it.”

Vanessa arched a brow. “Another purple monster?”

“Better,” Ida whispered, voice dropping into that wicked German purr. “It’s pink. And it vibrates. And it has a remote.” She tapped Vanessa’s lower lip with one finger. “Guess who gets to hold the remote while you try to teach me past participles?”

Vanessa groaned, half mortified, half already soaked again. “You’re evil.”

“Only a little,” Ida giggled, flopping onto her back and stretching like a satisfied cat. “Also, I make very good apfelstrudel. You can have some after I make you beg in two languages.”

Vanessa laughed, the sound bright and helpless. She reached over and tugged a lock of that ice-blonde hair. “You know your parents could come home any second, right? This whole third floor smells like sex and bad decisions.”

Ida waved a lazy hand. “They text when they leave the embassy. We have hours. And if they do come early…” She shot Vanessa a devilish wink. “I’ll just tell them my tutor is very thorough.”

Vanessa buried her face in the pillow, muffling a delighted, horrified squeal. When she surfaced, Ida was already sliding out of bed, gloriously naked, padding toward the en-suite.

“Come on,” Ida called over her shoulder, hips swaying. “Shower with me. The rainfall head has eight settings, and I want to test number six on your clit before Lucas starts blowing up your phone again.”

Vanessa glanced at the screen with a couple missed calls and texts.

“Thursday can’t come soon enough,” she muttered, rolling out of bed and following that perfect little ass toward the promise of round two… and three… and however many rounds it took until the sun came up.

Somewhere between the steam and Ida’s filthy German praise whispered against wet skin, Vanessa realized one very important thing:

She was never, ever getting her deposit back on normal life.

And she didn’t want it back.

The End!


The Toy Shop




Chapter One




Emma Thompson woke up to the sound of her roommate’s blender at 7:03 a.m., the same way she had every morning for the past six weeks. The cheap apartment walls did nothing to muffle the grinding whirr of frozen strawberries and discount protein powder. She groaned, rolled over, and slapped her phone silent before the alarm could even begin.

No new notifications. No missed calls. No “We’d like to offer you the position.”

Just the same empty lock screen photo of her and Jake at senior prom with him in a rented tux that didn’t quite fit his shoulders, her in a baby-blue dress she’d hated even then. She stared at it for a second, then locked the phone and shoved it under her pillow like it had personally betrayed her.

By the time she dragged herself into the kitchenette, her roommate Kaylee was already halfway out the door, earbuds in, iced coffee sloshing.

“Rent’s due Friday,” Kaylee sang without looking back.

“Yeah, I know,” Emma muttered to the closing door.

She opened the fridge. Half a yogurt, three eggs, and a single slice of bread that had started growing its own ecosystem. Fantastic.

Her laptop sat on the wobbly card table that doubled as a dining room. She flipped it open and refreshed her email for the fortieth time in 24 hours. Still nothing from any grocery stores, nothing from fast food places, nothing from the campus bookstore that had seemed like a sure thing.

She’d applied to thirty-two places in the last month. Thirty-two. She had the spreadsheet to prove it—columns for date applied, follow-up date, manager’s name, notes. Most of the notes just said “no call back” or “position filled” or, in the case of the pretentious coffee shop downtown, “lacks the vibe we are looking for.”

Emma closed the laptop harder than necessary.

Jake texted while she was brushing her teeth.

Jake: miss u babe. party at delta sig tonight if u wanna drive up?

Emma: can’t. still no job = no gas money

Jake: bummer. next weekend then??

Emma: maybe

She stared at the ‘maybe’ for a long time before hitting send. They hadn’t had sex since August, and even then, it had been the same five-minute missionary routine in his dorm bunk bed while his roommate pretended to sleep six feet away. She loved Jake, she guessed, but lately the word felt like a habit more than a feeling.

But most pressing, Emma needed money. Real money, not the $11.75 an hour the old movie theater had offered before closing down.

So, she printed twenty fresh copies of her resume at the library, stuffed them into a manila folder, and set out on foot because bus fare was for people with jobs. Emma enjoyed walking anyways.

The morning was crisp, the kind of late-September day that smelled like turning leaves and impending doom. She hit her first twenty stops: another grocery store that “wasn’t hiring,” the taco place with some dude that took her resume and immediately dropped it in a drawer labeled “random papers,” the girl in the boutique that laughed—actually laughed—when she asked about seasonal help.

By noon her feet hurt and her pride was shredded. She sat on a bench outside a vape shop, eating a $1.99 slice of convenience-store pizza and watching her dreams curdle.

That’s when she noticed the neighborhood shifting.

She’d been walking west without really paying attention, chasing one “We’re always accepting applications!” sign after another. The cute brick storefronts and artisanal donut shops gave way to pawn shops, check-cashing places, and bars that were already open at two in the afternoon. The sidewalks got narrower, the graffiti more artistic, the air faintly sweet with weed and fryer grease.

Emma hesitated. Her mom’s voice echoed in her head: Don’t go past 12th Street, honey, it gets sketchy.

But her mom wasn’t the one with a rent payment that felt like a ghoul on her shoulder.

She kept walking.

The next few blocks were a blur of “no soliciting” signs and blank stares. She was down to her last five resumes when she turned onto a side street lined with older Victorian houses converted into businesses—a tattoo parlor with neon roses in the window, a psychic who advertised tarot readings in three languages, a laundromat with a handwritten “Out of Order” sign taped to every dryer.

And then, at the very end of the block, a narrow storefront painted matte black. The sign above the door was elegant cursive: Velvet Secrets.

In the window, a discreet red neon outline of lips glowed softly. Below it, a single white poster: HELP WANTED — RETAIL EXPERIENCE PREFERRED BUT NOT REQUIRED. INQUIRE WITHIN.

Emma stopped dead.

Through the tinted glass she could just make out racks of lace and leather, shelves lined with colorful boxes, a display of—were those… dildos? Yep. Arranged like fine jewelry under soft spotlights.

Her stomach flipped. Heat rushed to her cheeks so fast she felt dizzy.

An adult store. Of course it was an adult store.

For a full minute she stood rooted to the sidewalk, clutching her pathetic little folder of resumes, arguing with herself.

You are not this desperate. But you are literally this desperate. Nice girls don’t work in places like that. Nice girls also don’t get evicted.

A city bus rumbled past, kicking up dust. Somewhere down the block a car alarm started wailing and didn’t stop.

Emma looked down at her outfit - faded jeans, an old oversized hoodie, sneakers with a hole forming at the toe. She looked like a poor orphan playing dress-up as a responsible adult.

“Screw it,” she whispered to no one.

She pushed open the door before she could chicken out.

A soft chime sounded overhead. The air inside was warm and scented—like vanilla and something darker, muskier. The lighting was low and flattering, everything bathed in shades of crimson and gold. It didn’t feel dirty or shameful; it felt… expensive. Curated.

To her left, glass cases displayed intricate glass toys and bottles of lubricant arranged by flavor. To her right, racks of lingerie in every color, some of it so delicate it looked like it would dissolve under a harsh breath. In the center of the room, a velvet chaise lounge sat beneath a crystal chandelier like it belonged in a palace.

And behind the counter, leaning casually against a display of handcuffs and silk restraints, was one of the most beautiful woman Emma had ever seen in real life.

Dark hair shaved on one side, falling in soft waves on the other. Olive skin covered in vibrant tattoos—a snake coiling up one arm, roses and daggers on the other. A silver ring glinted in her septum; smaller ones climbed the shell of her ear. She wore a black cropped tank that showed off a toned stomach and the hint of a navel piercing, paired with high-waisted leather pants that looked painted on.

Her eyes were sharp green and lined in smoky kohl, and they lifted from the magazine she’d been reading and landed on Emma.

A slow, knowing smile curved deep red lips.

“Well,” the woman said, voice low and velvet-rough, “Hello there.”

Emma forgot how words worked.

For a good few seconds, she was standing frozen just inside the door with her resumes clutched to her chest like a shield.

The woman, Monica, according to the name tag glinting between full breasts—tilted her head.

“You lost, sweetheart? Or just… curious?”

Emma swallowed hard. The chime jingled again as the door swung shut behind her, sealing her in.

She took one shaky step forward.

“Hi,” she managed, voice cracking. “I, um… I saw the help-wanted sign?”

Monica’s smile widened, something predatory and delighted flickering behind those green eyes.

“Did you now?” She closed the magazine, set it aside, and leaned forward on her elbows. “Well then. Let’s talk.”

∞∞∞

Monica straightened, all fluid confidence, and came around the counter. Up close she was even taller than Emma had guessed, at least five-nine, maybe five-ten, and the way she moved made the air feel suddenly smaller. She smelled like warm skin and something smoky-sweet, like incense and sex.

“Monica Reyes,” she said, offering a hand. Her nails were short, painted matte black. A tiny silver ring glinted on her thumb. “Owner, manager, and occasional therapist to the sexually perplexed.”

Emma took the hand automatically. Monica’s grip was firm, warm, her thumb brushing once across Emma’s knuckles before letting go. The touch lingered like static.

“Emma Thompson,” she answered, hearing how small her voice sounded. “I—I have a resume.”

Monica’s gaze flicked to the manila folder Emma was clutching like a life raft. “Cute. But we’ll get to that. First rule of Velvet Secrets: nobody stands around looking terrified on my watch. Come here.”

She crooked a finger and turned, hips swaying as she led Emma past the lingerie racks toward the back of the store. Emma followed, cheeks burning, trying not to stare at the way the leather pants hugged Monica’s ass.

They passed a curtained doorway marked PRIVATE. Monica pushed it aside and flicked on a softer light. The back room was surprisingly tidy: a small desk, a plush purple couch, shelves of unopened stock, and a full-length mirror in one corner. A faint scent of sandalwood hung in the air.

Monica dropped onto the couch and patted the cushion beside her. “Sit. Breathe. You look like you’re expecting me to sacrifice you to Satan.”

Emma perched on the edge, knees pressed together. “I’ve just… never been in a place like this.”

“Obviously.” Monica’s tone was fond, not mocking. “Which makes me wonder why you walked in at all.”

Emma exhaled shakily. “I need a job. Like, yesterday. I’ve applied everywhere else and no one’s hiring. Or they are, but they want three years of experience for an entry-level cashier position, which is insane.”

Monica laughed, low and warm. “Retail’s a blood sport. You’re smart to look off the beaten path.” She leaned back, stretching one arm along the back of the couch. Her fingertips were inches from Emma’s shoulder. “So. Tell me about Emma Thompson.”

Emma launched into the rehearsed lines: recent high school grad, taking some business classes, reliable, quick learner, great with customers. Monica listened, head tilted, eyes never leaving Emma’s face. When Emma finished, Monica hummed.

“Sounds perfect for some box store. But here?” She gestured vaguely toward the shop floor. “We sell pleasure. Fantasy. Things people are embarrassed to buy in daylight. That takes a certain… comfort level.”

Emma’s stomach flipped. “I—I can learn.”

“Can you?” Monica’s voice dropped, velvet and dangerous. “Let’s find out.”

She stood and crossed to a shelf, pulling down a flat pink box. When she turned back, Emma saw the label: Sonic Clitoral Stimulator.

Monica flipped the lid open like it was the most natural thing in the world. Inside, nestled in black satin, was a sleek, curved device the color of rosé champagne.

“This is one of our bestsellers,” Monica said conversationally. “Uses air pulses instead of vibration. Women lose their goddamn minds over it.” She lifted it out, thumb tracing the soft silicone mouth. “Tell me what you see.”

Emma’s mouth went dry. “A… sex toy?”

Monica’s lips twitched. “Technically accurate. Try again. Sell it to me.”

Emma blinked. “I— what?”

“Pretend I’m a nervous customer who’s never bought anything like this before. Convince me I need it.”

Emma stared at the toy like it might bite her. “Um. It’s… pretty?”

Monica laughed again, delighted. “Oh, sweetheart. We’re gonna have to work on your dirty talk.” She stepped closer, close enough that Emma could see the tiny tattoo of a crescent moon beneath Monica’s collarbone. “Try this: it’s discreet, rechargeable, waterproof. Eight intensity settings. Feels like someone’s tongue but better, because it never gets tired.”

Emma swallowed. The words painted pictures she very much did not need in her head right now.

Monica’s gaze softened. “You’re blushing so hard I’m worried about blood pressure. Relax. I’m not gonna make you demonstrate.” She set the toy aside and sat again, closer this time. Her knee brushed Emma’s. “Question is: can you ring that up for a stranger without dying of embarrassment? Can you answer questions about anal beads or nipple clamps or why someone might want a dildo that looks like a tentacle?”

Emma’s voice came out a squeak. “Tentacle?”

“Very popular. Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.” Monica grinned, all teeth and mischief. “I don’t need you to be an expert day one. I need you to be open-minded. Curious. Able to say the word ‘clitoris’ without giggling.”

Emma bit her lip. “I can say clitoris.”

“Good girl.” The praise landed between Emma’s legs like a spark. Monica noticed she noticed everything and her smile turned wicked. “You free tomorrow afternoon?”

Emma nodded mutely.

“Four o’clock. Wear something cute. We’ll do a proper training shift. If you survive without spontaneously combusting, the jobs yours. Twelve an hour to start, plus commission on upsells. Which can be ridiculous if you’re sweet.”

Emma’s brain short-circuited at the phrase good girl still echoing. “I— yes. Thank you. I won’t let you down.”

Monica stood, offering her hand again. This time when Emma took it, Monica pulled her up gently, steadying her when she wobbled.

“One more thing,” Monica murmured, leaning in just enough that Emma could feel her breath against her ear. “Boyfriend? Girlfriend? Complicated situationship?”

Emma’s heart stuttered. “Boyfriend. Jake. We’ve been together since junior year.”

Monica’s hum was noncommittal. “He supportive of you working here?”

“He… doesn’t exactly know yet.”

“Mm. Well. When he does, send him my way if he has questions.” Monica’s fingers brushed a stray strand of hair behind Emma’s ear, the touch feather-light. “I’m very persuasive.”

Emma wasn’t sure what that meant.

Monica walked her to the door, hand resting lightly at the small of Emma’s back the whole way. The contact burned through Emma’s hoodie.

“Tomorrow, four sharp,” Monica reminded, holding the door open. Cool air rushed in, snapping Emma out of whatever trance she’d been in. “And Emma?”

Emma turned.

Monica’s eyes were dark, amused, hungry. “Welcome to Velvet Secrets.”

The door chimed shut behind her, and Emma stood on the sidewalk feeling like she’d just signed a contract written in blood.

Chapter Two

Emma showed up at 3:47 p.m. the next day, because being even one minute late felt like it might get her eaten alive.

She’d spent an hour that morning staring into her closet like it had personally offended her. Jeans and a hoodie weren’t going to cut it, but everything else felt like either “trying too hard” or “church picnic.” She finally settled on a black skirt that hit mid-thigh, the only one she owned that wasn’t part of a Halloween costume, and a soft burgundy sweater that made her feel slightly less like she was playing dress-up. She left her hair down for once, wavy and a little wild, and swapped her glasses for the contacts she almost never wore. When she looked in the mirror she barely recognized herself.

Monica noticed immediately.

The bell chimed and Monica glanced up from the register, doing a slow, deliberate once-over that made Emma’s knees wobble.

“Well,” Monica drawled, “look what the cat dragged in. And here I was worried you’d show up in another old hoodie.”

Emma flushed. “I can change if—”

“Don’t you dare.” Monica crooked a finger. “Come here, gorgeous.”

The store was quiet—just the low throb of music, something slow and sensual with a woman singing in French. Monica locked the front door and flipped the sign to CLOSED.

“First part we do private,” she explained. “No customers, no pressure. Just you, me, and a few thousand dollars’ worth of silicone cocks.” Monica laughed.

Emma choked on air.

Monica laughed and took her by the hand, leading her toward the counter. “Relax. We’re starting easy. Register training, product basics, how not to faint when someone asks for extra-large anal plugs.”

The next hour was a dizzying.

Monica moved like she owned gravity itself, pulling boxes off shelves, explaining features with the casual confidence of someone describing produce at a farmer’s market.

“This is the Womanizer Premium—air pulse again, but with autopilot mode. It reads how turned-on you are and adjusts itself. Freaky, right?”

Emma nodded, trying to look anywhere except the way Monica’s tongue played with her lip ring while she talked.

They practiced ringing up imaginary purchases. Monica stood behind her at the register, arms caging her in, chest brushing Emma’s back every time she leaned over to point at the screen.

“Hit modify, then discount code VELVET20 for regulars with their number. Good. Now bag it like you’re wrapping a present for someone you want to fuck.”

Emma’s fingers slipped on the ribbon. Monica’s low chuckle vibrated against her spine.

By six o’clock the sky outside had gone indigo. Monica poured them both sparkling water with lime in real glasses—"no plastic cups in this palace of sin”—and declared a break.

They sat on the velvet chaise in the front window display. Monica kicked off her boots and tucked one foot beneath her, completely at ease. Emma sat primly, knees together, glass clutched in both hands.

“So,” Monica said, “how’s the boyfriend taking the news?”

Emma picked at the label on her glass. “I… haven’t exactly told him yet.”

Monica lifted an eyebrow. “Waiting for the right moment, or hoping he never finds out?”

“Both?” Emma tried for a laugh; it came out squeaky. “He’s kind of traditional. His mom still calls me ‘that nice girl Jake brought to Thanksgiving.’ If he knew I was working here…”

Monica studied her for a long moment. “You’re eighteen, Emma. You’re allowed to have a life that doesn’t revolve around what Jake and his mommy think is nice.” She reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind Emma’s ear again—deliberate this time. “Besides. You’re not doing anything wrong. You’re selling happiness in pretty packaging.”

Emma’s pulse thudded in her throat. Monica’s fingers lingered at the shell of her ear, then trailed down to rest lightly on her collarbone. Barely a touch, but Emma felt it everywhere.

“Tell you what,” Monica murmured. “Let’s do a real test. One product demo. If you can handle it without melting, I’ll know you’re ready for customers tomorrow.”

Emma swallowed. “What kind of demo?”

Monica stood and offered her hand. “Come with me.”

She led Emma to the back room again, but this time she didn’t turn on the overhead light. Just a small lamp that painted everything amber. She opened a drawer and took out something small and purple, no bigger than an egg, with a tapered tail.

“Remote vibrating egg. Waterproof. Ten patterns.” She pressed a button on the little remote and the egg buzzed softly in her palm. “I want you to hold it. Just hold it. Get used to the idea that pleasure isn’t scary.”

Emma stared at it like it was radioactive.

Monica’s voice dropped, gentle but firm. “You can say no, sweetheart. Always. But I think you’re curious. I think you walked in here yesterday because some part of you is tired of pretending to be the good girl everyone expects.”

Emma’s breath hitched. She reached out—slowly—and let Monica place the egg in her hand. It was warm from Monica’s skin, surprisingly light.

Monica clicked the remote. A gentle, steady pulse started against Emma’s palm. Her fingers curled instinctively around it.

“Feel that?” Monica asked. “That’s just the lowest setting. Imagine it pressed right up against your clit, under your little skirt, while you’re ringing up a customer who has no idea.”

Emma’s thighs pressed together without permission. The egg buzzed softly, innocently, but her body reacted like Monica had whispered pure filth.

Monica stepped closer, crowding her against the desk. “You’re wet already, aren’t you?”

Emma couldn’t lie; the heat between her legs was impossible to hide. She gave the tiniest nod.

“Good,” Monica breathed. “That’s honest. That’s perfect. That’s what I like.”

She clicked the remote again. The pattern shifted—three short pulses, one long. Emma gasped involuntarily.

Monica’s hands settled on her hips. “Here’s the deal. You can have that, on the house. But you take it home tonight and use it. And you have to report back to me. Deal? Can’t have a girl working here who hasn’t ever used a sex toy before.”

Emma’s breath came in shallow little puffs. The egg was still buzzing against her palm like a trapped bee, and every pulse felt like it was rewiring her brain.

Monica waited, one eyebrow arched, green eyes unreadable except for the heat flickering behind them.

Emma licked her lips. “Deal,” she whispered.

A slow, filthy smile spread across Monica’s face. “Good girl.”

∞∞∞

Emma clutched the little purple egg all the way home, zipped inside the pocket of her skirt like contraband. Every bump of the bus made it shift against her thigh and she had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep from whimpering out loud.

Kaylee was, mercifully, already asleep on the couch with Netflix still playing. Emma tiptoed past, locked her bedroom door, and leaned against it for a long second, heart racing like she’d sprinted the six blocks instead of ridden the late bus.

The room was dark except for the orange glow of the streetlight leaking through the blinds. She didn’t bother turning on the lamp. She peeled off her sweater, unhooked her bra, stepped out of the skirt and plain cotton panties that were embarrassingly soaked. The cool air hit her skin and her nipples tightened instantly.

She crawled onto her narrow bed still wearing nothing but the soft burgundy knee-high socks she’d thrown on that morning. The sheets were chilly against her back made her shiver.

The egg felt heavier now, like it had absorbed every filthy thing Monica had said to her. Emma lay on her back, knees bent, feet flat on the mattress. She hesitated only a second before parting her thighs.

She was slick, swollen, aching in a way she’d never quite literally never felt before. Even the air moving across her felt like too much. She clicked the button on the base of the egg once, just like Monica had shown her, and it came to life with that same gentle, steady hum that had made her knees weak in the back room.

Emma pressed it lightly, experimentally, right against the hood of her clit.

“Oh—” The sound slipped out before she could stop it.

It was nothing like her fingers. Nothing like the rushed, guilty circles she sometimes rubbed out in the shower when Jake hadn’t made her cum in weeks. This was deeper, relentless, perfect. The vibrations rolled through the soft silicone seemed to sink straight into her bones.

She let her head fall back against the pillow, eyes fluttering shut. In the dark behind her eyelids, Monica’s voice played on repeat.

Imagine it pressed right up against your clit, under your little skirt, while you’re ringing up a customer who has no idea…

Emma’s hips rolled without permission. She spread her legs wider, one hand cupping her breast, pinching her nipple the way she’d imagined Monica might. The other kept the egg in place, moving it in tiny circles that made her toes curl.

Her breathing turned ragged. She could feel how wet she was, embarrassingly wet, the slippery sound of the toy moving against her loud in the quiet room. Every pulse felt like it was tugging on a string connected straight to her spine.

She pictured Monica leaning against the counter tomorrow, green eyes knowing, maybe brushing a thumb across her lower lip while Emma tried to count back change with that same egg buzzing secretly between her legs.

The fantasy sent a fresh rush of heat through her. She pressed the egg harder, thighs trembling.

It built faster than she expected, sharp and bright behind her navel. She bit her forearm to muffle the moan that tore out of her when she came, hips jerking, back arching off the bed, the egg slipping in her suddenly too-sensitive fingers. The orgasm rolled and rolled, longer than any she’d ever given herself, until she was gasping, shaking, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes from the intensity.

When it finally ebbed, she lay there limp, chest heaving, the egg still humming softly against her thigh where it had slid. She clicked it off with clumsy fingers and stared at the ceiling, stunned.







Chapter Three

The first three shifts had been a slow, exquisite torture.

Customers came and went: shy college girls buying their first vibrator, married men in sunglasses asking for “something for the wife,” a stunning drag queen who spent forty-five minutes debating between two shades of lipstick-shaped bullets while calling Monica “darling” in a voice like honey over gravel. Emma rang them up, gift-wrapped their secrets, and tried not to stare every time Monica leaned over the counter to demonstrate suction strength or vibration patterns.

Monica never touched her in front of anyone. She didn’t have to.

A look was enough. A low “good girl” murmured when Emma correctly explained the difference between water-based and silicone lube to a nervous first-timer. The way Monica’s tongue touched her own canine tooth when she watched Emma bend over to restock the bottom shelf. The slow slide of Monica’s fingers across the counter when she handed Emma a bottle of toy cleaner, knuckles brushing Emma’s like a secret.

By the end of the third shift, Emma’s nerves were raw, her panties ruined, and her mind stuck in a permanent loop of Monica’s voice saying good girl.

It was a Thursday night, just past closing. The last customers, a giggling pair of girls buying matching bunny vibes had finally left. Monica locked the door, flipped the sign, dimmed the front lights to a sultry red glow.

Emma was wiping down the glass counter, trying to keep her hands busy so they wouldn’t shake, when Monica’s gaze burning into her back the whole time.

“Come here, sweetheart.”

Emma set the cloth down and walked over on legs that felt like jelly. Monica was perched on the velvet chaise in the window display, one boot propped on the seat, the other leg stretched out. She looked like a queen waiting for tribute.

“Sit.” Monica patted the cushion beside her.

Emma obeyed, leaving a careful six inches of space. Monica erased it immediately by hooking an arm around Emma’s waist and tugging her closer until their thighs pressed together.

“I need to know something.” Monica said.

Shit. “What is it?” Emma stammered.

“Tell me the truth,” Monica said, voice soft but commanding. “How many times have you used that little egg since I gave it to you?”

Emma’s cheeks flamed. “Every night.”

Monica’s smile was slow and pleased. “And?”

Emma swallowed. “Sometimes… twice.”

“Do you like it?”

“…Yes.”

Monica hummed approval. “Did you think about me?”

Emma nodded, unable to lie.

“Words, baby.”

“Yes,” Emma whispered.

Monica’s fingers started tracing idle circles on Emma’s bare knee, just under the hem of her skirt. “Good. I like honesty. I knew you would be an honest employee. That’s why I’ve hired you.” The circles crept higher, feather-light. “I’ve been thinking about you too. Every time you bent over today, I wanted to flip that little skirt up and find out what color panties you wore for me.”

Emma’s breath hitched and she felt a fresh surge of arousal.

Monica’s hand stilled. “We are going to be carrying a brand-new line of products from a new company. I want to try them out so I can know what I’m talking about, and I also do online product reviews. I need a second opinion. Being my best and only employee, do you want to help me?”

Emma’s mouth went dry. She knew what this would lead to.

She could feel the heat of Monica’s palm resting on her thigh, the slow circles now frozen just beneath the hem of her skirt. The question hung in the air like smoke.

“Help you… how?” she managed.

Monica’s smile was soft, almost gentle, but her eyes were pure predator. “Nothing crazy tonight – unless you want. Just honest feedback. I unbox the new line, you watch, you tell me what you think… what looks fun, what looks intimidating, what you’d actually want between your leg. I’ll take notes for the review. You stay fully dressed if you want. Or you can touch yourself while we talk. Or you let me show you how each one works on my own body first. Whatever feels right in the moment. No script. Just us, some toys, and the truth. You in?”

Emma’s heart was hammering so hard she was sure Monica could feel it through her thigh. Holy shit. She couldn’t get over how casual Monica was about the whole thing, and Emma was drawn to it. She wanted nothing more than to help her new boss. She thought of Jake, then brushed him aside.

“You don’t have to do anything you’re not ready for,” Monica added, thumb stroking once, soothing. “You can say ‘stop’ or ‘slow down’ at any second and we put everything back in the boxes and I drive you home. But I think…” She leaned in until her lips brushed the shell of Emma’s ear. “I think you’re dying to know what everything feels like. And I think you trust me to take care of you while you find out.”

Emma swallowed. The word came out before her brain caught up.

“Yes.”

Monica pulled back just far enough to search her face. “Yes what, honey?”

“Yes, I want to help.”

Monica’s smile could have lit the whole street. She pressed a soft, chaste kiss to Emma’s cheek and then stood, offering her hand.

“Then come with me.”

She led Emma to the back room, flicked on the amber lamp, and rolled out the same small cart Emma had glimpsed earlier. Five unopened boxes sat in a neat row, pastel tissue paper peeking out. Monica pulled the purple couch closer to the full-length mirror and patted the center cushion.

“You sit here. Best seat in the house.”

Emma sank down, knees together, hands clasped in her lap. Monica dragged the low ottoman over and sat opposite her, close enough that their knees almost touched.

“Rule,” Monica said, holding up one finger. “You tell me the second anything feels like too much. No brave-facing it. Promise?”

Emma nodded.

“Words.”

“I promise.”

“Good girl.”

Monica’s voice was warm honey. She tore open the first box with deliberate slowness, letting Emma see the glossy black wand inside. “This one’s a classic, but this brand claims the new motor is quieter and the head is softer. I’m curious if the flexibility is actually better or just marketing.”

She clicked it on low; the hum was indeed almost silent. Monica trailed the head up her own forearm, eyes fluttering half-closed. “Feels like velvet. Nice.”

Then she looked at Emma. “Want to feel?”

Emma’s hand trembled as she reached out. The silicone was impossibly soft, the vibration deep and steady. She pulled back too quickly, cheeks burning.

Monica just smiled and set it aside. “Next.”

One by one they went through the boxes: a rose-shaped suction toy, a slim curved G-spot vibe in midnight blue, a set of smooth glass eggs on a silky cord, and a tiny remote bullet in rose gold.

With each toy Monica demonstrated on her own wrist or thigh, narrating texture, weight, noise level, asking Emma quiet questions.

“Does that color make you feel powerful or sweet?”

“Would you be embarrassed to pull that out of your purse on a date?”

“Imagine this one on your nipples versus clit; which sounds better to you?”

Emma’s answers started shy, then grew steadier. She forgot to be embarrassed. She forgot Jake even existed. There was only Monica’s low voice and the soft buzz of motors and the way Monica’s eyes darkened every time Emma’s breath caught.

When they reached the rose-gold bullet, Monica didn’t test it on herself. She held it out to Emma.

“Your turn. Just on your fingers first. Tell me if the vibrations feel cheap or luxurious.”

Emma took it. The second her thumb brushed the button and the toy thrummed to life, Monica’s gaze dropped to Emma’s lap like she could see straight through the skirt.

Emma’s voice came out husky. “Luxurious.”

Monica’s smile was slow, filthy, fond. “Thought so.”

She let the silence stretch, then reached over and clicked the bullet off.

“We are almost done.” She said softly, “You did great.”

Emma exhaled a shaky breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding.

Monica packed the toys away, then looked at Emma like she was up to something. “I just have one newer product to show you. A toy that’s meant for… two.”

She reached under the desk and pulled out one last flat black box. There was no pastel tissue this time, just sleek matte packaging with a single silver logo. She set it on the ottoman between them like she was unveiling something sacred.

Emma’s stomach flipped before the lid was even off.

Inside, nestled in molded black foam, lay a double-ended dildo. It was thick, realistically veined, deep tanned silicone that gleamed under the amber light. One end curved gently upward, clearly meant for the wearer; the other was longer, heavier, shaped to fill. Beside it rested a harness, butter-soft black leather, matte silver buckles, minimalist and expensive-looking.

Monica didn’t say anything at first. She just lifted the toy with both hands, letting Emma see every ridge, every subtle flare of the head.

“This one’s new,” she finally said, voice low. “It’s designed so both people feel everything. The shorter end goes inside the person wearing the harness and rides right against their clit with every thrust. The longer end…” She tilted it slightly, letting the light catch the sheen. “Well. You can imagine. It’s a big cock.”

Emma couldn’t breathe. She actually had to stop her hand from wandering lower.

Heat flooded her so fast she felt dizzy. She pressed her thighs together under the skirt, mortified at the rush of wetness she could actually feel soaking the lace between her legs.

Monica’s eyes flicked down to the tiny movement, then back up to Emma’s face. Her smile was slow, knowing, almost tender.

“Alright, sweetheart?”

Emma opened her mouth. Nothing came out. She tried again. “G-good,” she squeaked.

Monica’s laugh was soft. “You’re blushing all the way down your chest, hon.” She ran one thumb along the thick shaft, casual as anything. “I haven’t even turned it on yet, oh, this one vibrates too. You ever thought about trying something like this?”

Emma made a strangled sound and squeezed her thighs tighter. “No…” She was throbbing, swollen, aching in a way that made her want to hide her face in her hands and beg at the same time.

Monica set the toy back in its cradle like it was made of glass. She didn’t buckle the harness, didn’t push, didn’t even move closer. She just let it sit there between them, beautiful and obscene and promising.

“My dilemma,” Monica said quietly, “Is that this toy requires a volunteer. If only I had a sexy little volunteer…”

Emma’s hands flew to her burning cheeks and she thought she might die. Was this real life?

Monica closed the lid, but she didn’t slide the box away.

“Tell me what’s going through that pretty head right now,” Monica said, voice low and coaxing. “No filter.”

Emma’s mouth opened and closed twice. She didn’t know what exactly it was about Monica that made her want to be so honest. When the words finally came, they were barely a breath.

“I… I keep picturing it. You wearing it. Me on my back. You pushing in and… and not stopping.”

Monica’s pupils blew wide. A muscle jumped in her jaw.

“Keep going.”

Emma’s thighs tried to close; Monica’s hands were already there, holding them gently open.

Her hands found Monica’s wrists, clinging. “I can help,” she blurted, the words tumbling out before shame could catch them. “I can be your volunteer. Tonight. If… if you want.”

A rough sound escaped Monica’s throat. She leaned in until their foreheads touched.

“Emma…”

Monica pulled back just far enough to search Emma’s face, looking for any flicker of doubt and finding none.

“You sure?” Monica asked, deadly serious now. “Because once I put this on…

Emma swallowed hard, nodded, then remembered the rule.

“Yes. I’m sure. Please.”

Monica exhaled like she’d been holding the air for weeks. Her hands slid up Emma’s thighs, thumbs stroking the soft skin just inside, so close to where Emma ached but not quite touching her panties.

“God, baby,” Monica murmured, voice rough with restraint. “You have no idea how bad I want this. How bad I’ve wanted you since you walked in that door looking all innocent and lost.”

Emma’s heart flipped. She felt exposed, raw, like every secret fantasy she’d ever had was written on her skin. But underneath the nervousness was a thrill she couldn’t deny—a hot, pulsing need that made her bold. She tightened her grip on Monica’s wrists, pulling those strong hands higher, guiding them toward the hem of her skirt.

Monica’s breath caught. She let Emma lead for a moment, then took control, pushing the skirt up inch by inch, revealing the pink lace panties Emma had bought just for her—now dark and clinging with wetness.

“Look at that,” Monica whispered, eyes locked between Emma’s legs. “Already so ready for me. You been wet all day, sweetheart? Thinking about my hands on you?”

Emma nodded, biting her lip hard enough to taste salt. “Yes. Every time you looked at me. Every ‘good girl.’ I couldn’t stop.”

Monica’s smile was feral. She leaned in, capturing Emma’s mouth in a kiss that started slow but ignited like gasoline. Her lips were soft, insistent, parting Emma’s with gentle pressure until their tongues met—Monica tasting of lime and heat, Emma sighing into it like she’d been starving. Emma’s hands flew to Monica’s hair, tugging the dark strands, pulling her closer as the kiss turned filthy: Monica sucking on Emma’s bottom lip, nipping with teeth, licking deep and possessive.

Emma’s head spun. This was nothing like kissing Jake—awkward, hurried, always over too soon. Monica kissed like she owned every inch of her mouth, like she was mapping Emma for later conquest. Heat pooled low in Emma’s belly, her hips rocking instinctively against nothing, seeking friction.

Monica broke the kiss with a gasp, trailing her mouth down Emma’s jaw, her neck, sucking lightly at the pulse point until Emma whimpered and arched into it.

“Fuck, you’re responsive,” Monica praised, voice muffled against skin. “Love the sounds you make. Like you were made for this.”

Her hands roamed higher, one slipping under Emma’s sweater to palm her breast through the bra, thumb circling the nipple until it hardened under lace. Emma moaned, loud in the quiet room, her own hands fumbling at Monica’s cropped tank, yanking it up and over her head in a rush.

Monica’s breasts spilled free—full, pierced nipples glinting silver in the lamplight. Emma stared, mesmerized, then reached out tentatively, cupping one with a shaky hand. The skin was warm, soft, the piercing cool under her thumb.

Monica hissed, pressing into the touch. “Yes, baby. Just like that. Pinch it for me.”

Emma did, rolling the hard peak between her fingers, watching Monica’s eyes flutter shut, her lips part on a low groan. It was intoxicating—knowing she could make this confident, tattooed goddess react like that. Emma leaned in, bold now, and took the other nipple into her mouth, sucking gently, tongue flicking the barbell.

Monica’s hand fisted in Emma’s hair, holding her there. “Shit, Emma. Your mouth… so sweet and dirty. Keep going.”

Emma lavished attention on both breasts, switching sides, her free hand tracing the tattoos down Monica’s ribs, feeling the muscles twitch under her touch. Monica’s praise spilled out in a filthy stream: “That’s it, good girl, suck harder—fuck, yes, just like that. You’re making me so wet already.”

The words went straight to Emma’s core. She pressed her thighs together, but Monica noticed, wedging a knee between them, pushing her open.

“Let me feel you,” Monica commanded, hand sliding down Emma’s stomach, under the waistband of her skirt, fingers dipping into the soaked lace without hesitation.

Emma gasped against Monica’s skin as those fingers found her clit, circling slow and firm, slick with her arousal.

“Fuck, baby,” Monica breathed, voice wrecked. “You’re dripping. This all for me? For the idea of my cock filling you up?”

“Yes,” Emma whined, hips bucking into the touch. Monica’s fingers were magic—confident, knowing exactly how to tease, pressing just right, then slipping lower to trace her entrance, one finger pushing in shallow, testing.

“So tight,” Monica groaned. “Gonna feel so good around me. But first, I want to taste you. Can I, sweetheart? Can I eat this pretty pussy until you cum on my tongue?”

Emma’s brain short-circuited. She nodded frantically, pulling Monica in for another kiss, messy and desperate, tasting her own need on Monica’s lips. She couldn’t fucking believe this sexy older woman was going to lick her pussy. She almost came right then and there.

Monica didn’t waste time. She pushed Emma back against the couch cushions, kneeling between her spread thighs. She peeled the skirt down Emma’s legs, tossing it aside, then hooked her fingers in the panties and dragged them off slowly, eyes devouring every inch revealed.

Emma felt vulnerable, spread out like this, but Monica’s gaze was reverent, hungry. “Beautiful,” she murmured, kissing the inside of one thigh, then the other, working her way up. “So pink and wet for me. I’m gonna make you feel so good, baby.”

Her mouth finally descended—hot, wet tongue licking a broad stripe up Emma’s center, swirling around her clit before sucking gently.

Emma’s back arched off the couch, hands scrabbling at the cushions. “Monica—oh god—”

Monica hummed against her, the vibration sending sparks through Emma’s nerves. She licked and sucked with expert precision, one hand holding Emma’s thigh open, the other slipping two fingers inside, curling them just right to hit that spot that made stars explode behind Emma’s eyes.

Emma’s inner monologue was a whirlwind: This is happening. Monica’s mouth on me, fingers in me, praising me like I’m hers. It feels too good, too much, I’m going to cum…

“You taste like honey,” Monica pulled back just enough to say, fingers still pumping slow and deep. “Sweetest pussy I’ve ever had. Cum for me, baby. Let me feel you clench around my fingers.”

The praise tipped her over. Emma came with a sob, thighs clamping around Monica’s head, body shaking as waves crashed through her, Monica working her through it with soft licks and murmured “good girl’s until she was limp and gasping.

Monica crawled up her body, kissing her deeply, letting Emma taste herself on her tongue. “That’s one,” she whispered against Emma’s lips. “Now let’s get you out of the rest of these clothes. I want to feel your skin on mine before I fuck you senseless.”

Emma nodded, still dazed, helping Monica strip off her bra and whatever was left. Monica shed her pants, revealing she wasn’t wearing anything underneath—her own arousal glistening on her thighs.

Emma reached out, tentative, fingers tracing Monica’s folds, feeling the slick heat there.

Monica groaned, rocking into the touch. “Yes, baby. Feel how wet you make me? That’s all you.”

Emma explored, circling Monica’s clit, slipping a finger inside, marveling at the tight heat, the way Monica’s breath hitched and her hips rolled.

“So good,” Monica praised, kissing her neck. “Keep going. Make me come on your fingers first. Then I’ll strap on and show you what real pleasure feels like.”

Emma did, adding a second finger, thumb on Monica’s clit, mimicking what Monica had done to her. Monica rode her hand, breasts bouncing, tattoos shifting, until she shattered with a low moan, clenching hard around Emma’s fingers.

“Fuck yes, baby…”

They collapsed together, sweaty and panting, Monica pulling Emma close.

“Ready for more?” Monica asked, voice husky.

Emma nodded, kissing her. “Yes. Please. I want it now…”

Monica grinned. “Good girl.”

Chapter Four




Monica stood slowly, her body still humming from Emma's fingers, her skin flushed and glistening under the amber lamp. She kissed Emma once more, deep, claiming - before stepping back to the black box on the ottoman. Emma watched, propped on her elbows on the couch, her legs still parted, chest heaving. The air in the back room felt thick, charged, like the moment before a storm breaks.

Monica lifted the harness first, the soft black leather unfolding, uncoiling like a serpent. She stepped into it with deliberate grace, pulling it up her thighs, the straps hugging her hips like they were made for her. Emma's eyes followed every movement, her breath shallow. Monica was a vision: olive skin marked with ink, breasts full and nipples still hard from Emma's mouth, her arousal visible on her inner thighs. She reached for the dildo next, the thick, tanned silicone heavy in her hand. Fitting through the opening, she slicked the shorter end with lube from a bottle on the cart—slow strokes that made Emma's core clench just watching—then positioned it at her entrance.

With a low, ragged breath, Monica eased the bulbous base inside herself, her head tipping back as it settled deep. A soft moan escaped her lips, her free hand bracing on the desk as she adjusted, hips rocking subtly to seat it fully. The longer shaft jutted out now, realistic and imposing, veined and curved slightly upward, gleaming with the residue of lube.

Emma stared, transfixed.

Oh god, she thought, her mind reeling. Look at her. Monica with that big, swaying cock between her legs—shiny, thick, ready. It's huge. How is that going to fit? But I want it. I've never wanted anything more.

Her pussy throbbed, empty and aching, a fresh gush of wetness coating her thighs. She'd never been this turned on in her life—not with Jake's clumsy fumbling, not with her own fingers or the egg in the dark. This was primal, consuming; Monica looked like a goddess of sin, powerful and feminine all at once, the harness framing her hips, the cock bobbing slightly with every shift of her weight. Emma's nipples tightened painfully, her skin prickling with goosebumps. I need her inside me. I need to feel her take me, own me. What if it hurts? What if it's perfect? Her inner thighs trembled, her hands fisting the blanket beneath her as anticipation built like a wave ready to crash.

Monica caught her staring and smiled, slow and filthy, one hand wrapping around the base of the shaft to stroke it lazily, as if testing its weight. "Like what you see, baby?" she purred, voice husky. The cock swayed with the motion, heavy and realistic, the tip brushing her toned stomach. She stepped closer, towering over Emma on the couch, the dildo inches from Emma's face now. Up close, it was even more intimidating—thick as Emma's wrist at the base, the veins pronounced, the head flared and glistening. Monica's arousal dripped slightly from where the shorter end was buried inside her, making the whole thing look even more erotic.

Emma nodded, throat dry, reaching out tentatively to touch it. Her fingers wrapped around the silicone shaft—warm from Monica's body heat, firm yet yielding. She stroked once, experimentally, and Monica hissed, hips twitching forward as the movement ground the base against her clit.

"Fuck, yes," Monica groaned. "Touch my cock, sweetheart. Get it nice and wet for your pretty pussy."

Emma's mind blanked at the words. My god, it's hers. It's part of her. She pumped her hand slowly, watching Monica's face contort in pleasure, her breasts heaving with each breath. I've never seen anything hotter. She's going to fuck me with this. Me. The innocent girl who walked in here desperate for a job. Now I'm desperate for her. Emma leaned forward without thinking, pressing a kiss to the tip, tasting the lube—sweet and neutral—her tongue flicking out to trace the ridge.

Monica's hand tangled in her hair, gentle but firm. "Such a good girl, worshipping my cock like that. But I need to be inside you now. Lay back for me."

Emma obeyed, reclining on the couch, her legs falling open wide in invitation. Her pussy felt exposed, swollen, dripping onto the cushions. Monica knelt between her thighs again, the strap-on brushing Emma's inner leg, leaving a trail of lube. She leaned down, capturing Emma's mouth in another searing kiss, their breasts pressing together, nipples dragging skin on skin. Emma wrapped her arms around Monica's neck, pulling her closer, the weight of her body grounding and overwhelming all at once.

Monica broke the kiss to trail her lips down Emma's neck, sucking marks that would bloom purple tomorrow. "You're so beautiful like this," she whispered against Emma's collarbone. "Spread out, wet and needy. All mine tonight." Her hand slipped between them, fingers parting Emma's folds again, circling her clit until Emma bucked and whined. "Listen to how slick you are. This pussy's begging for my cock, isn't it?"

"Yes," Emma gasped, hips grinding against Monica's hand. “Please, please, I need it…”

Monica positioned herself, the blunt head of the dildo nudging Emma's entrance. She paused, eyes locking with Emma's—green fire meeting wide, hazy brown. "Breathe, baby. Relax for me. I'm going to go slow. Tell me if it's too much."

Emma nodded, her inner dialogue a frantic chant: It's happening. That big cock is going to stretch me. I want it to hurt a little. I want to feel every inch.

Monica pressed forward gently, the head breaching Emma with exquisite pressure. Emma's breath hitched, a soft cry escaping as the thickness stretched her open—burning, filling, perfect.

Monica rocked her hips in tiny increments, inching deeper, her own face twisted in pleasure as the shorter end shifted inside her.

"Oh fuck, you're tight," Monica praised, voice strained. "Taking me so well already. Look at you, opening up for my big cock like a good girl. Does it feel good, baby? Tell me."

"Yes, oh god, yes," Emma moaned, her hands clutching Monica's back, nails digging into tattoos. It's so much. So full. I've never felt anything like this. Jake was nothing. This is everything. Her walls clenched around the silicone, every vein dragging against her as Monica sank deeper, bottoming out with a shared groan.

Monica stilled, buried to the hilt, her hips flush against Emma's. She dropped her forehead to Emma's shoulder, breathing hard. "You're perfect," she whispered, kissing the skin there. "So wet, so hot around me. I can feel every flutter. You're making me crazy, baby."

Emma whimpered, adjusting to the fullness, her body alight with sensation.

Monica started slow, pulling back just an inch before thrusting gently forward, the motion grinding the base against her own clit. "That's it," she cooed, one hand cupping Emma's breast, pinching the nipple. "Feel that? My cock sliding in and out of your sweet pussy. You're taking it all, aren't you? Such a dirty girl for me."

“Yes… I love it… fuck me, please…”

The praise lit Emma up like fire. She arched into each shallow thrust, her hips meeting Monica's, the wet sounds obscene and delicious. Monica's breasts swayed with the rhythm, her piercings catching the light, and Emma couldn't resist reaching up to tug one, drawing a growl from Monica.

"Fuck, yes—play with my tits while I fuck you," Monica panted, her pace picking up just a fraction, thrusts longer now but still controlled. "You're so good, Emma. So eager. I love how your pussy grips me. Like you never want me to pull out."

Emma's head thrashed against the cushions, pleasure building low and hot. It's too good. She's ruining me. I want her to ruin me. "Harder," she begged, voice breaking. "Please, Monica—"

Monica kissed her fiercely, tongue plunging in time with her hips. "Not yet, baby. I want to savor this. Want to feel you come around my cock nice and slow first. Be patient for me. Good girls get rewarded."

She angled her hips, the curve of the dildo hitting that spot inside Emma with every gentle thrust, building the pressure relentlessly. Monica's hand slipped between them, fingers finding Emma's clit, circling in time with her movements. "That's my girl. Feel how full you are? That's all for you. My big cock stretching your tight little pussy. You're doing so well, taking it like you were made for me."

Emma's orgasm crept up slow, a tidal wave gathering force. She clung to Monica, nails raking her back, moans spilling freely. "Monica—I'm close—"

"Yes, baby, cum for me," Monica encouraged, voice filthy and tender. "Cum on my cock. Let me feel you soak it. Good girl—such a perfect, wet slut for me."

The words shattered Emma. She came with a wail, clenching hard around the thick shaft, waves crashing through her body as Monica kept thrusting gently, drawing it out, her own breaths ragged as the base rubbed her clit.

When Emma finally went limp, Monica slowed to a stop but stayed buried deep, kissing her sweat-damp forehead, shuddering with her own pleasure. “So good…”

She stayed buried deep, her forehead pressed to Emma’s temple, both of them breathing like they’d run miles. The room smelled like sex, lube, and the faint vanilla of the store candles. Emma’s thighs shook; every tiny aftershock made her clench around the thick shaft still stretching her open.

Monica groaned, low and wrecked. “You’re moving your hips, baby… fuck, that’s doing things to me.” Emma hadn’t even realized she was doing it—tiny, greedy circles, chasing the pressure of the cock against her front wall and the delicious grind of the base against Monica’s clit. Monica’s arms tightened around her. “Keep going and you’re gonna make me cum again without ever pulling out.”

Emma whimpered and did it again, deliberate this time. Monica’s whole body jerked. She bit down on Emma’s shoulder, muffling a guttural moan as her hips snapped forward once, twice, grinding deep. The orgasm rolled through her in waves; Emma felt every pulse of Monica’s thighs, every shudder, the way Monica’s cock flexing inside her from the pressure on the shorter end.

“Jesus… fuck… Emma…” Monica panted against her skin, laughing breathlessly when it finally passed. “You’re dangerous.”

Emma glowed with the discovery that she could unravel this woman too.

Monica kissed the bite mark she’d left, then eased out slowly. Emma whined at the sudden emptiness, clenching around nothing. “Shh, I’ve got you,” Monica soothed. She rolled Emma onto her stomach in one smooth motion, sliding a firm pillow under her hips so her ass lifted invitingly. Cool air kissed Emma’s soaked, swollen folds; she buried her face in the crook of her arm and moaned.

Monica’s palms spread her cheeks gently. “Look at this pretty pussy. All puffy and red from my cock.” A warm drizzle of lube landed right on Emma’s entrance and trickled down. Monica lined herself up and pushed back inside with one slow, possessive thrust.

Emma’s back arched; the new angle was obscene—deeper, fuller. Monica’s weight settled over her, one hand sliding up to rest lightly at the nape of Emma’s neck, pinning her in the gentlest way.

“Hold still, sweetheart,” Monica whispered against her ear. “Let me fuck you just like this.”

The rhythm started lazy, almost tender—long, dragging strokes that lit every nerve ending on fire. Monica’s breasts pressed to Emma’s back; her piercings were cool points against hot skin. With every thrust the harness creaked softly, skin slapped skin, and Monica’s breath grew ragged.

“One night,” she growled, lips brushing Emma’s ear, “I’m going to lock the door after closing, bend you over the front counter, flip this little skirt up, and take you exactly like this while the neon lips blink outside. Everyone walking by will know you’re getting fucked senseless.”

Emma’s muffled cry was pure desperation. She pushed back into every thrust, greedy for more. “Oh shit… fuck me… you can do anything…” Emma whined

Monica’s control cracked.

She reared up, hands gripping Emma’s hips hard enough to leave fingerprints, and started fucking her in earnest—deep, measured strokes that turned punishing. The couch rocked; Emma’s tits bounced against the cushions; the wet sound of Monica driving into her over and over was filthy music.

“Harder—please—” Emma sobbed.

Monica gave her harder. Faster. The slap of hips on ass echoed; the base of the strap slammed against Monica’s clit on every stroke until her thighs shook.

“Up,” Monica suddenly ordered, voice raw. She pulled Emma upright by the shoulders so they were both on their knees, Emma’s back pressed to Monica’s front, cock still buried to the hilt. Monica turned them toward the full-length mirror.

“Look.”

Emma’s own reflection stole her breath: hair wild, lips swollen, eyes glassy, breasts heaving, Monica’s tattooed arms wrapped around her like steel bands. And between her spread thighs—Monica’s thick, shiny cock disappearing into her body, stretching her open, lube and arousal coating everything.

Monica’s hand splayed low on Emma’s belly. “Feel that?” She flexed her hips; the bulge of the cock pressed visibly against Emma’s lower abdomen from the inside. “That’s me, baby. All the way inside you.”

Emma watched, hypnotized, as Monica started moving again—slow, deliberate rolls of her hips that made the cock drag in and out in the mirror. Monica’s other hand slid down to Emma’s clit, rubbing tight, perfect circles.

“Eyes on the mirror,” Monica commanded when Emma’s lids fluttered. “Watch me fuck you. Watch how pretty you look taking my cock.”

Emma’s mouth fell open on a silent scream. The sight was too much—Monica’s muscles flexing, the cock slick and relentless, her own pussy stretched wide and greedy.

“Please—Monica—I need—”

“I know what you need.” Monica’s voice was gravel. She slammed deep and held, grinding hard. “Come with me. Right now.”

The command snapped something inside Emma. Pleasure detonated—white-hot, blinding. She came with a broken wail, squirting messily around the cock, soaking Monica’s thighs and the couch beneath them. Monica followed a heartbeat later, burying her face in Emma’s neck, hips stuttering as the shorter end wrecked her a second time, a low, continuous growl vibrating against Emma’s skin.

They collapsed sideways in a tangle of limbs, Monica still inside, arms locked around Emma like she never planned to let go. The room spun lazily; the only sounds were their ragged breathing and the soft creak of cooling leather.

After a long minute Monica eased out, unbuckled the harness with trembling fingers, and tossed it aside. She grabbed warm wipes from a hidden drawer, cleaning them both with reverent care—between Emma’s legs, down her own thighs—pressing soft kisses to every patch of skin she tended.

When they were clean, Monica pulled the throw blanket over them, tucking Emma against her chest, legs entwined. Emma’s head rested over Monica’s heartbeat; it was racing.

“You okay, sweetheart?” Monica whispered, fingers combing gently through Emma’s hair.

Emma managed a tiny, delirious laugh. “I’ve never been better.”

Monica kissed her temple, her cheek, the corner of her mouth. “You were perfect. That was so beautiful. I’m so proud of you.”

Emma nuzzled closer, voice small but certain. “Tomorrow… can I wear it?”

Monica’s arms tightened, a thrilled little growl rumbling in her chest. “Baby, you can wear it whenever you want. But right now, you’re staying right here until you stop shaking.”

Emma melted, boneless and glowing, and let Monica hold her until the world stopped spinning.

Outside, the red neon lips blinked on and off as the rain started again, but they were safe in their own little world.

Chapter Five




The rain had turned into a soft, steady drum against the roof. Inside, the only light was the amber lamp and the occasional red pulse of the neon lips outside. Emma’s cheek rested over Monica’s heartbeat; it had finally slowed to something human again.

Monica’s fingers drew lazy circles on Emma’s bare back. Every few seconds she pressed a kiss to Emma’s damp hair, murmuring things too soft to catch, but the tone alone made Emma melt deeper into her.

After a while Monica reached for the bottle of water on the side table, cracked it open, and held it to Emma’s lips.

“Drink, baby.”

Emma obeyed, throat parched. Water had never tasted so good. When she’d had enough, Monica took a long pull herself, then set the bottle aside and wiped a stray drop from Emma’s chin with her thumb.

“Still with me?” Monica asked, voice husky and fond.

Emma nodded against her chest. “I don’t think I’m ever leaving this couch.”

Monica chuckled. “Tempting. But I have plans for you.”

Emma lifted her head. “Plans?”

Monica’s eyes were dark, amused, and already hungry again. “You said you wanted to know what it feels like to wear it.”

Emma’s heart stuttered. She had said that—whispered it in the haze after her last orgasm, half sure Monica hadn’t heard.

Monica had heard everything.

She shifted, sliding out from under Emma with care, then stood and offered both hands. “Up, sweetheart. Legs work?”

Emma tested them. They wobbled, but held. Monica steadied her, kissing her slow and sweet while Emma found her balance.

The harness lay discarded on the floor like a sleeping beast. Monica picked it up almost reverently, and held it open at Emma’s feet.

“Step in.”

Emma did, cheeks flaming. The leather was still warm from Monica’s body. Monica pulled it up her thighs inch by inch, adjusting straps, tightening buckles until it sat snug against Emma’s hips. The weight felt foreign and thrilling.

Monica picked up the dildo next, coating the shorter bulb generously with lube. She met Emma’s eyes, checking one last time.

“Ready?”

“Yes,” Emma breathed. “Hell yes.”

Monica smiled like Christmas had come early. She guided Emma’s hips back slightly, reached between her legs, and eased the bulb inside.

Emma’s mouth fell open on a silent gasp. The stretch, pressure, then sudden, perfect fullness as it seated against her front wall. Her clit throbbed against the base; every tiny shift sent sparks up her spine.

“Oh my god,” she whispered.

Monica’s hands settled on Emma’s waist, steadying her. “There she is. My girl with a cock.” She pressed a kiss to Emma’s sternum, then looked up, eyes wicked. “How does it feel?”

Emma rocked experimentally. The bulb dragged inside her and she moaned, knees buckling. “Like… like I’m going to cum just standing here.”

Monica laughed softly. “That’s the point. Now come fuck me.”

She lay back on the couch, legs falling open in blatant invitation, fingers already spreading herself so Emma could see how wet she was. “Whenever you’re ready, baby. I’m all yours.”

Emma knelt between Monica’s thighs, hands shaking as she lined up. The head nudged Monica’s entrance; both of them hissed at the contact.

Monica reached down, guiding her. “Slow at first. Feel how I open for you.”

Emma pushed. The resistance gave way to slick heat, and Monica took the first few inches with a low, filthy moan that went straight to Emma’s clit.

“Fuck, yes,” Monica panted. “Keep going. Give me all of it.”

Emma sank deeper, watching in stunned awe as Monica’s body accepted her, inch by inch, until their hips met and the base ground perfectly against Emma’s clit.

“Ahh… yess…” Monica hissed.

They stayed like that for a long moment, breathing hard, foreheads pressed together.

Then Emma drew back and thrust—tentative, shallow.

Monica’s back arched off the couch. “Again. Harder.”

Emma did it again, confidence blooming with every stroke, every broken sound Monica fed her. She found a rhythm—slow, then faster, hips snapping, the harness creaking, slap of skin on skin filling the room.

Monica’s hands clawed at Emma’s back, legs wrapping around her waist. “That’s it—fuck me, baby—God, your cock feels so good—don’t stop—”

Emma’s world narrowed to the drag inside her own body and the sight of Monica unraveling beneath her: head thrown back, throat exposed, tattoos shifting with every thrust, pierced nipples hard and begging for Emma’s mouth.

She leaned down, sucked one into her mouth, and Monica shattered—hips bucking, pussy clenching hard around the shaft, a broken cry of Emma’s name echoing off the walls.

The pressure on the base and the sight of Monica cumming hurled Emma over the edge right after her. She buried herself deep, grinding helplessly, riding the waves until they were both gasping and laughing and crying a little from the intensity.

When the world stopped spinning, Emma eased out carefully and collapsed on top of Monica, who wrapped her up immediately, kissing every inch of her face.

“You’re incredible,” Monica whispered against her lips. “Perfect. Mine.”

Emma hummed, boneless. “Yours.”

They dozed like that for a while, tangled and sticky and perfect.

Eventually Monica stirred. “Come on, sweetheart. Let me get you home before you fall asleep standing.”

She helped Emma out of the harness, cleaned them both again with gentle hands, dressed her in her skirt and sweater like she was something precious. They turned off the lamps, locked the back door, and stepped out into the soft rain.

Under the flickering red neon, Monica pulled Emma close, kissing her slow and deep, raindrops catching in their hair.

“Shift starts at noon tomorrow,” Monica said against her mouth.

Emma grinned, sore and glowing and utterly ruined in the best way. “I’ll be early.”

The rain kept falling. Velvet Secrets’ neon lips blinked once, twice, then stayed dark until noon.

∞∞∞

Emma woke the next morning to pale winter sun slipping through her blinds and the most delicious ache between her thighs she’d ever known.

She stretched like a cat, grinning at the ceiling, every bruise and tender spot a souvenir from the best night of her life.

Emma laughed out loud, giddy, shameless, free.

She rolled out of bed, still naked, still smelling faintly of Monica’s skin and sex. In the bathroom mirror she caught sight of the faint purple marks blooming along her collarbone and hips—Monica’s signature written all over her.

She traced one with a fingertip and smiled the kind of smile that felt brand-new.

Best job ever, she thought. Best awakening. Best everything.

And the wildest part?

They were only just getting started.

She showered, dressed in the black lace Monica loved, tucked the harness carefully into her tote like it was the most natural thing in the world, and stepped out into the crisp morning air.

The city smelled like coffee and possibility.

Emma walked toward Velvet Secrets with a bounce in her step, sore in all the right places, heart wide open, already counting the minutes until Monica’s hands were on her again.

The neon lips flickered on as she approached, like the store itself was waking up just for her.

Emma pushed open the door, the chime singing its familiar welcome.

Monica looked up from behind the counter, green eyes lighting up, that slow, filthy, fond smile spreading across her face.

“Early,” Monica teased. “Someone’s eager.”

Emma dropped her bag, rounded the counter, and kissed her boss—her lover—hello like it was the most normal, perfect thing to do at 11:47 a.m. on a Friday.

Monica kissed her back, hands sliding possessively to her ass, humming approval.

“Welcome to the first day of the rest of your life, baby,” she whispered against Emma’s lips.

Emma grinned, bright and fearless.

“Can’t wait.”

Outside, the red neon glowed steady and sure.

Inside, two women tangled together behind the counter, laughing between kisses, ready to open the store and experience all the filthy, beautiful possibilities of the day.

And they were just getting started.

Emma and Monica lived happily ever after… The end.


Her Hostel Mix Up

Chapter One




Kelsey had been vibrating with anticipation for months. The second she’d clicked “confirm” on her Eurail pass and zipped her backpack shut, she knew this trip was going to rewrite her. Nineteen years old, one year of university behind her, and finally, finally, she was loose in Europe with no curfew, no parents, no plan except the next train and the next city.

She was officially the freest she had ever been, and the thought almost made her dizzy with excitement.

The last three weeks had blurred by in a watercolor streak: Berlin’s brutalist edges, Vienna’s saccharine palaces, and now Prague, golden and impossible and humming with late-September magic. She’d spent her days wandering museums until her feet bled.

She stepped off the night train at Hlavní nádraží, suitcase wheels rattling, glasses fogging in the sudden warmth of the station. The last golden light was bleeding out of the sky as she dragged herself onto the tram, clinging to a pole while the city slid past in streaks of amber and violet. By the time she reached the Old Prague Hostel, her legs were jelly, her cardigan was damp with sweat, and the only thing keeping her upright was the electric buzz of being exactly where she felt she was supposed to be.

The lobby wrapped around her like a hug: low warm lighting, mismatched couches, the clink of beer bottles and laughter in five languages. Someone was playing music from a tinny speaker. Kelsey paused in the doorway just to breathe it in, to remind herself: this is real, you’re here, anything could happen.

She wheeled her suitcase to the front desk, cheeks already warm from the attention of being the new girl. A guy with a man-bun and a faded band tee looked up and grinned.

“Hey, hi,” she said, pushing her glasses up. “Checking in—Kelsey Hayes. Private single for tonight.”

Tamás, the receptionist with a nametag, typed, frowned, typed again. Then looked up with the face of a man about to deliver very bad news.

“Uh… big sorry. System double-booked your room. Girl already in there. Everywhere in Prague is slammed tonight—Oktoberfest refugees, some music festival. I can call around, but…Major glitch.”

Kelsey’s stomach dropped straight through the floorboards. She had been on trains and buses and walking, lugging her stuff around, for hours. Her feet hurt. She smelled like train and desperation. The idea of hauling her suitcase through the night again made her eyes sting.

“Wait, what? So, what am I supposed to do?” she asked, voice cracking on the last word.

Tamás opened his mouth, closed it, then glanced back at his screen like it might magically fix itself. “Actually,” he said, brightening a fraction, “I already explained the problem to the other woman who booked your room. She said she is okay with sharing.”

Kelsey blinked. “Wait… share?”

“Yeah. It’s a private double, technically. One bed. But she’s chill about it. Traveling, you know?” He shrugged again casually, like it was now only Kelsey’s problem. “Saves some money.”

One bed.

Damnit. Now what? She was prepared for wrenches in her travel plans, but it’s not like she could go wander around at night looking for a place to stay. One bed. The words pinged around her skull like a screensaver she couldn’t turn off.  With a stranger. A female stranger, sure, but still.

Tamás was already waving her toward the stairs. “Room 204, top floor. You two can figure out what you want to do. Or I start phoning every hostel in the Czech Republic. Or you can sleep in the park? Your call.”

Kelsey swallowed. Wonderful customer service… The fairy lights blurred at the edges.

“I’ll… go up,” she said faintly.

Four flights later, thighs screaming, she stopped outside 204. The door was cracked open; soft music and warm light spilled into the hallway. She raised a trembling hand, knocked twice, then pushed inside before she could bolt.

The room was tiny and perfect: slanted ceiling, one tall window looking out over red rooftops, and one double bed currently occupied by the most unfairly beautiful woman Kelsey had ever seen in real life.

She was sprawled on her side, propped on one elbow, scrolling her phone in nothing but a loose black tank and grey cotton boy-briefs. Sun-kissed skin, tousled blonde hair, long legs for days. She looked up when Kelsey’s suitcase thudded over the threshold, and her slow smile felt like stepping into sunlight.

“Hey there,” she said, voice low and lazily Australian. “You must be my new roommate.”

Kelsey’s mouth went dry. All the oxygen in the room had apparently decided to relocate to this stranger’s general vicinity.

“I’m Skye,” the woman added, sitting up properly, tank riding just high enough to reveal the edge of a wave tattoo curling around her hip. “And before you freak out, yeah, there’s only the one bed. But I promise I’m house-trained.”

She grinned, easy and wicked, and Kelsey felt her knees forget their primary function.

“Hey, I’m Kelsey.” Kelsey stood in the doorway, suitcase still gripped like a life raft, staring at the single double bed that dominated the tiny room. One bed. One very real, very small bed with a rumpled white duvet and a single dent in the pillow where Skye’s head had obviously been five minutes ago.

Skye was watching her with open amusement, one brow arched, legs stretched out long and golden like she had all the time in the world.

“Wait… hold on,” Kelsey said, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. “There’s seriously only one bed? Not like a cot or couch or something too?”

Skye’s smile curled wider, slow and sunlit. “Yep. Just the one.” She tilted her head, openly studying Kelsey’s face the way someone might study a nervous deer they had no intention of scaring off. “But listen, I can take the floor if it’s weird. Got a sleep sheet and a blow-up pillow in my pack. No dramas.”

Kelsey blinked. The offer was so casually generous it threw her even more off balance. “No! God, no, you were here first. I can’t make you sleep on the floor. It’s all good.”

Skye shrugged, the movement making the thin strap of her tank slip off one tanned shoulder. She didn’t fix it. “Honestly, babe, I’ve slept in worse places than a wooden floor in Prague. Surf trips, music festivals… you name it.”

Kelsey felt heat flood her cheeks. She wasn’t sure if it was the “babe” or the mental image of Skye sprawled on some moonlit beach that did it. Maybe both.

“I just… wasn’t expecting to share a bed with a stranger tonight,” she laughed, pushing her glasses up with one finger. “Like, at all. Ever.”

Skye laughed, low and warm, the sound curling straight into Kelsey’s stomach. “Yeah, sometimes travelling alone has a way of throwing curveballs, doesn’t it?” She pushed off the bed and padded barefoot across the floorboards, stopping just close enough that Kelsey caught the scent of eucalyptus and something saltier underneath. “We’re both adults. I think we will survive.”

Kelsey swallowed. “Right. Totally.”

Skye’s eyes flicked down to Kelsey’s mouth and back up again, quick as a heartbeat. “Could even be fun,” she said, voice softer now, teasing laced with something darker. “Anyway, plans are overrated.”

Kelsey let the suitcase handle slip from her fingers. It thudded softly against the worn rug, the sound somehow louder than the muffled bar music downstairs.

Skye’s grin widened, lazy and knowing. “There she is. Brave girl.”

“I’m not brave,” Kelsey muttered, kicking the door shut behind her with her heel. “I’m just too tired to drag this thing back down four flights of stairs. And I have no where to go.”

“Same thing, really.” Skye shrugged, then flopped back onto the bed, stretching her arms overhead until the tank rode up another dangerous inch. The wave tattoo flexed with the movement, the inked lines disappearing under the waistband of her boy-briefs like a secret Kelsey suddenly wanted to know. “Come on, make yourself at home.”

Kelsey hovered awkwardly by the foot of the bed, clutching her backpack straps like a shield. “I, um… should probably shower first. Long day.”

Skye rolled onto her side, propping her head on one hand. “Bathrooms down the hall. Towels are clean-ish. Take your time.” Her gaze flicked over Kelsey’s flushed face, the cardigan clinging to damp skin. “Or don’t. I’m not going anywhere.”

Kelsey fled.

Chapter Two

The shared bathroom was mercifully empty. She locked herself in the furthest shower stall, stripped under the weak fluorescent light, and let the lukewarm water pound over her shoulders. Steam fogged her glasses on the hook. She closed her eyes and tried to think about anything except the fact that in ten minutes she was going to crawl into bed with one of the most beautiful women she’d ever seen.

It didn’t work.

Get it together, Kelsey told herself. She wasn’t gay, anyways. She had boyfriends. And she was sure that on this trip she was going to meet a handsome guy. But something about Skye…

By the time she padded back to 204—hair damp, glasses fogged again, wearing the least-sexy pajamas she owned - soft cotton shorts and an oversized University of Toronto tee that hung off one shoulder, Skye had changed too. Sort of. She’d ditched the tank for a loose, cropped muscle tee that showed much side boob and the smooth plane of her stomach. The boy-briefs were still there, grey cotton riding low on her hips.

Skye looked up from her phone and whistled, low and appreciative. “Cute. Very ‘I definitely don’t wanna get laid tonight.’”

Kelsey’s face went red. “I—shut up.”

Skye laughed, patting the mattress beside her. “I’m just joking. Sorry. I get told I tease people too much.”

Kelsey hovered by the foot of the bed like it might bite her.

Skye patted the duvet again, softer this time. “Sit, honey. Though I swear the mattress is older than both of us and twice as tired. It might eat you. Theres some serious sagging going on.”

Kelsey gave a nervous laugh and perched on the very edge, knees locked together, backpack still clutched in her lap like a chastity pillow. “Sorry. I’m… not great at the whole spontaneous-roommate thing.”

“First solo trip?” Skye guessed, rolling onto her stomach and kicking her feet in the air behind her. The cropped muscle tee gaped at the sides, offering a dizzying flash of tanned skin and the soft curve of her breast. Kelsey tried very hard to look only at Skye’s face.

“Yeah,” she admitted. “Three weeks in. Still waiting for the part where I turn into one of those cool backpackers who can sleep anywhere and talk to anyone.”

Skye grinned. “You’re talking to me right now.”

“You’re…” Kelsey gestured vaguely, cheeks hot. “You’re easy to talk to.”

“Dangerous words, Kelsey.” Skye winked, then rolled off the bed in one fluid motion. “Want a beer? I’ve got two warm ones left in my pack. Hostel currency.”

Kelsey hesitated. Warm beer sounded awful, but the idea of a prop to hold felt like mercy. “Sure. Thank you.”

Skye dug through her bag, came up with two cans of Pilsner, and tossed one underhand. Kelsey caught it against her chest with a startled squeak. Skye cracked hers open, took a long swallow, throat working, then flopped cross-legged at the head of the bed.

“So. History nerd?” she asked, nodding at the battered copy of some history book sticking out of Kelsey’s backpack side pocket.

Kelsey’s ears went pink. “Guilty. History and lit double major. I’ve basically been mainlining museums and old buildings since I landed.”

“Hot.” Skye said it so casually Kelsey almost missed it. Almost. “I did an arts degree for like five minutes before I realised, I’d rather surf than study. Where’ve you been so far?”

They fell into the easy rhythm of hostel small talk: Berlin’s brutalist hangover, Vienna’s obscene hot chocolate, the night Kelsey got lost in Krakow and accidentally photobombed a Polish engagement shoot. Skye told stories about wiping out in Bali, sneaking into festivals in Spain, the time she lived in a van in Portugal for three months with a girl who turned out to be married.

“She wasn’t married to a woman, right?” Kelsey asked, then immediately wanted to sink through the floor.

Skye just laughed. “Nah, married to a very confused accountant named Mark. Long story.”

The beers disappeared. The room got warmer. Kelsey’s hoodie came off somewhere around the second story about Skye motorcycling across the Nullarbor with nothing but a tent and sleeping bag. She sat curled against the headboard now, legs tucked under her, only six inches of mattress separating her bare knee from Skye’s.

Skye stretched, catlike, and the cropped tee rode higher. “You heading south next? I’m Budapest in three days, then Croatia if the weather holds.”

“Bratislava, then Budapest,” Kelsey said. “Same route.”

“No shit?” Skye’s grin was slow and delighted. “We should just… train together. Safety in numbers and all that.”

Kelsey’s heart did something complicated. “I—maybe. I mean, I hadn’t really planned—”

“Plans are overrated,” Skye said again, softer this time. She reached over and tugged gently on the hem of Kelsey’s oversized tee. “Cute shirt, by the way. Very ‘I definitely didn’t pack anything sexy just in case.’”

Kelsey groaned, hiding her face in her hands. “I hate you.”

“Liar.” Skye’s voice was warm. “Lights out? Big day tomorrow, and you look like you’re about to pass out.”

“Sounds good.” Kelsey nodded, suddenly shy again. Skye flicked off the lamp. The room dropped into city-lit darkness, the orange glow from the window painting soft stripes across the bed.

They climbed under the thin duvet from opposite sides, moving like magnets that weren’t sure if they wanted to repel or snap together. Kelsey lay ramrod straight on her back, arms pinned to her sides. Skye settled on her side facing away, giving Kelsey the illusion of space.

For a long minute the only sound was their breathing and the muffled thump of music downstairs.

Then the mattress dipped—old springs surrendering to gravity or weight—and Kelsey’s shoulder brushed Skye’s back. They both froze.

“Sorry,” Kelsey whispered.

“All good,” Skye whispered back, but she didn’t move away.

Another minute. The dip deepened. Skye’s calf slid against Kelsey’s. Heat flared up her leg like she’d touched a live wire.

She yanked her leg back so fast her knee knocked Skye’s thigh.

Skye let out a soft, sleepy laugh. “Relax, babe. It’s a small bed. Limbs happen.”

Kelsey stared at the ceiling, pulse hammering in her throat. “Right. Limbs. Totally normal.”

Skye’s voice dropped even lower. “You’re shaking again.”

“I’m cold,” Kelsey lied.

There was a rustle of sheets. Then, very carefully, Skye rolled over. Not touching—just there, warmth radiating across the tiny gap. She adjusted the covers slightly, so they were pulled up higher on both of them.

“Better?” she asked.

Kelsey swallowed. “Yeah.”

Silence stretched, thick and electric.

∞∞∞

Somewhere around the third church bell chime, Skye whispered into the dark, “Kelsey?”

“Mmm?”

“I can’t sleep.”

Kelsey’s answer was immediate. “Me neither…”

The mattress shifted again. This time when their legs tangled, neither of them moved away.

The quiet that followed felt different from the polite hush of a few minutes ago. It was heavier, humming, like the air just before lightning.

Skye’s voice came again, low and careful. “You wanna talk until we pass out? Works every time on long-haul flights.”

Kelsey let out a shaky breath that might have been a laugh. “Sure. What… what do people even talk about at two a.m. in a hostel bed with a stranger?”

“Exes. Worst kisses. The thing you’re most scared to admit out loud.” Skye’s tone was playful, but there was something gentle underneath, like she already knew Kelsey needed permission to be honest. “Dealer’s choice.”

Kelsey stared at the faint glow of the ceiling. Her heart was beating so hard she was surprised the mattress wasn’t vibrating. “I’ve uhm. I don’t know…”

“First time for everything.” Skye shifted, propping her head on her hand again; Kelsey could feel the movement more than see it. “Okay, I’ll go first. Worst kiss?”

Kelsey snorted despite herself, then smiled. “Easy. Grade eleven dance. Poor guy missed so bad he cut my lip with his tooth.”

Skye’s laugh was soft, delighted. “Fuck. That’s traumatic. Mine was this French guy in Lisbon who tasted like, so much garlic. And broken dreams. But mostly garlic. Zero out of ten, do not recommend.”

They traded stories like that for a while, just random silly stuff, and the longer they talked, the closer their voices got, the more the space between their bodies shrank. Kelsey didn’t notice exactly when Skye’s knee settled between hers, only that it felt natural now, like it belonged there.

Eventually the stories slowed.

Skye’s voice dropped to barely above a whisper. “Can I tell you something kind of real?”

Kelsey’s stomach flipped. “Yeah.”

“I broke up with someone right before this trip,” Skye said. “Liv. We were together two years. She cheated with her yoga instructor, classic I know. I thought I was over it, but… sometimes I still wake up reaching for her side of the bed.”

The confession hung in the dark, fragile and warm.

“I’m sorry,” Kelsey murmured.

“Don’t be. I’m better off.” A pause. “Your turn. Something real.”

Kelsey swallowed. All of a sudden, the words began pouring out. “I’ve never… I’ve never actually come with another person,” she whispered. “Like, ever. Two boyfriends and a lot of awkward fumbling. I thought maybe Europe would fix that. Like I’d meet some guy in a bar or museum and hit it off and finally figure it out. Instead, I’m in Prague sharing a bed with a hot girl and pretending I’m not freaking out.”

Silence.

Oops.

Then Skye’s voice, softer than Kelsey had ever heard it: “You think I’m hot?”

Kelsey’s face burned. “Shut up. You know you are.”

Skye laughed quietly, but it wasn’t teasing anymore. “Kelsey.”

“What?”

“You’re shaking again.”

This time when Skye moved, it wasn’t accidental. Her hand found Kelsey’s under the blanket, fingers sliding between fingers like they’d done it a hundred times. Her palm was warm, calloused from surfboard wax.

“I’m gonna ask you something,” Skye whispered, “and you can say no and we’ll pretend this never happened and wake up tomorrow like nothing’s weird. Okay?”

Kelsey’s heart was in her throat. “Okay.”

Skye’s thumb traced slow over Kelsey’s knuckles. “Can I hold you? Just…a cuddle. Nothing else. I sleep better like that, and you feel like you could use it too.”

It was the perfect out. Safe. Platonic. Deniable.

Kelsey turned toward her in the dark. “Yes.” Holy shit.

Skye moved carefully, like Kelsey was made of glass. One arm slid under Kelsey’s neck, the other around her waist, pulling her in until Kelsey’s forehead rested against the warm curve of Skye’s collarbone. Their legs tangled instinctively. Skye smelled like eucalyptus and salt and something indefinably safe.

Kelsey let out a breath she felt like she’d been holding for years.

“Better?” Skye murmured into her damp hair.

“That’s nice,” Kelsey whispered. She couldn’t believe what she was doing.

They stayed like that, breathing syncing, hearts slowing. Kelsey could feel Skye’s pulse under her cheek, steady and calm. She waited for the panic to come (this was a girl, this was wrong, this was not the plan), but it never did.

Instead, she felt herself sinking, melting, the last of her defences dissolving somewhere between one breath and the next.

Just before sleep took her, she thought she heard Skye whisper, so quietly it might have been a dream:

“I’ve got you.”

Chapter Three




Kelsey’s face was still tucked against Skye’s collarbone, breathing her in like oxygen she hadn’t known she needed. The room was quiet except for the soft hush of their breathing and the occasional creak of old wood settling. Somewhere far below, a tram rattled over cobblestones.

Skye’s thumb kept moving in slow, soothing arcs along Kelsey’s spine, just under the hem of her tee. Not pushing. Just… there. A silent reminder.

Kelsey’s entire body felt like it had been plugged into a low current. She tried to catalogue the feeling the way she catalogued dates in her history notes, but her brain kept short-circuiting.

Skye spoke first, voice barely louder than the city outside. “You went all stiff again. You okay?”

Kelsey swallowed. “Yeah. Just… processing.”

A soft huff of laughter vibrated under her cheek. “Take your time, babe.”

The endearment did something unfair to Kelsey’s stomach. She shifted a fraction, trying to give Skye more space, well, space, and somehow ended up with her thigh sliding higher between Skye’s. Both of them inhaled at the same time.

“Sorry—” Kelsey started.

“Don’t,” Skye murmured. “It’s nice.”

Silence again. The kind that felt like it was holding its breath.

Kelsey’s hand, which had been curled against Skye’s ribs sometime in the last five minutes, flexed involuntarily. She could feel the steady thump of Skye’s heart under her palm. Fast. Not as calm as Skye sounded.

“Your heart’s racing,” she whispered, before her brain caught up with her mouth.

Skye let out a quiet, rueful laugh. “Yeah, well. You’re warm and soft and currently draped all over me. Biology’s a bitch.”

Kelsey’s face went scarlet, but she didn’t move away. Instead her fingers spread a tiny bit wider, like they were trying to memorize the shape of Skye’s ribcage through cotton. “I’ve never… cuddled anyone like this before.”

Skye’s hand stilled on her back. “Never?”

“Sleepovers were strictly sleeping-bag-on-the-floor, lights-on, movie-marathon rules.” Kelsey’s voice was muffled against Skye’s skin. “This is… new.”

Skye’s arm tightened, just a fraction. “Good new or freak-out new?”

Kelsey thought about it. Really thought about it. The panic she’d expected (the Catholic-guilt alarm bells, the “what are you doing” spiral) never came. Instead there was only warmth. Safety. A low, steady hum undercurrent of want she didn’t have a name for yet.

“Good new,” she said, surprised at how steady her voice sounded.

Skye exhaled, then laughed. “Thank fuck.”

They lay like that for a long time. Minutes, maybe an hour. The church bells chimed once, twice. Kelsey counted them without meaning to. At some point her thumb started tracing tiny, unconscious circles on Skye’s side, just above the waistband of her boy-briefs. Skye’s breathing changed, deepened, but she didn’t say anything.

Eventually Skye spoke again, so softly Kelsey felt it more than heard it. “Can I ask you something without making it weird?”

Kelsey’s heart tripped. “Maybe.”

“When you said earlier you’ve never… finished with someone else.” Skye’s voice was careful, like she was walking across thin ice. “Was that, like… a complaint about the guys you’ve been with? Or… guys in general?”

Kelsey’s entire body went hot. She pressed her face harder into Skye’s neck, mortified. “Both? I don’t know. It always felt like… like I was performing. Like there was a script and I kept missing my lines.”

Skye was quiet for a beat. Then: “That sounds exhausting.”

“It was.”

Another silence. Skye’s fingers started moving again, slow strokes up and down Kelsey’s spine. “You know it’s not supposed to feel like that, right?”

Kelsey’s laugh came out shaky. “I’m starting to suspect.”

Skye’s hand slid a fraction higher under Kelsey’s tee, palm flat against the bare skin of her mid-back. Still safe territory. Still deniable. “You deserve to feel good, Kelsey. Not… tolerated.”

The words landed somewhere deep in Kelsey’s chest and cracked something open. Skye was right…

She didn’t answer with words. Instead, she turned her face up, just enough that her lips brushed the warm skin under Skye’s jaw. Not quite a kiss. Not yet. Just a question.

Skye went very, very still. “Kels,” She whispered. It sounded like a warning and a plea at the same time.

Kelsey’s lips hovered there, a whisper of heat against Skye’s skin. The room felt smaller, the air thicker, every breath shared between them like a secret.

Skye’s fingers dug a little harder into Kelsey’s hip, not painful, but insistent. “Kels,” she repeated, the word rougher now, laced with something hungry. “You gotta tell me what you’re doing, babe. Because if you keep teasing me like that, I’m not sure I can stop myself.”

Kelsey’s heart slammed against her ribs. Teasing? She hadn’t meant to tease. But the way Skye’s voice cracked on the last word, the way her body tensed under Kelsey’s touch—it sent a rush of warmth straight between Kelsey’s legs. She shifted again, thigh pressing higher, and felt Skye’s hips twitch in response.

“I… don’t know,” Kelsey whispered. That was no lie. She had no idea what she was doing.

Skye let out a low groan, her hand sliding up Kelsey’s back, fingers splaying wide against bare skin.

They moved clumsily, sheets twisting around their legs, until they were facing each other in the dim glow from the window. Skye’s eyes were dark, pupils blown wide, and she looked at Kelsey like she was something to devour. It made Kelsey’s stomach flip in the best way—nerves and want tangled so tight she couldn’t tell them apart.

Skye reached out, cupping Kelsey’s cheek with one hand, thumb stroking over her bottom lip. “You’re killing me,” she murmured. “All flushed and shy and trying to act all normal. Do you have any idea how hot that is?”

Kelsey’s breath hitched. “Skye…” She felt a fresh surge of arousal form on her panties. Oh fuck.

“Shh.” Skye leaned in, closing the distance until their mouths were a breath apart. “I’m gonna kiss you now. And if you want me to stop, you say so. But… I really hope you don’t.”

Kelsey felt like she was struck by lightening.

The kiss started soft, Skye’s lips gentle against Kelsey’s, giving her time to pull away. But when Kelsey sighed into it, parting her lips, Skye took it as permission and deepened the kiss, tongue sliding in slow and sure. Kelsey melted, hands fisting in Skye’s cropped tee, pulling her closer. The taste of her—mint and salt and heat—made Kelsey’s head spin.

Skye broke the kiss first, nipping at Kelsey’s bottom lip. “Good?” she asked, voice husky.

Kelsey nodded, dazed, almost seeing stars. “More.” She croaked.

Skye’s grin was wicked. “Greedy girl already. I like it.” She rolled them slightly, so Kelsey was on her back, Skye braced above her on one elbow. Her free hand traced down Kelsey’s side, over the curve of her hip, thumb hooking under the hem of her tee.

Skye’s thumb stayed there, tracing the same tiny circle over and over, like she was waiting for the exact moment Kelsey’s nerves would snap.

Kelsey’s whole body felt like it was vibrating. She could feel the damp spot in her cotton shorts growing, could feel her nipples so hard they ached. She’d never been this turned on in her life, and they were still almost fully clothed.

“Tell me yes,” Skye whispered against her mouth. “I need to hear it.”

“Yes,” Kelsey breathed. “Please.” She felt like she was dreaming. Was she really hooking up with another woman in her hostel bed? She was straight.

Skye’s grin was soft and feral at once. She sat back on her knees, straddling one of Kelsey’s thighs, and slowly, so slowly Kelsey wanted to scream, and pushed the oversized tee up. Cool air kissed Kelsey’s stomach, then her ribs, then the undersides of her breasts. Skye paused there, eyes locked on Kelsey’s.

“Arms up.”

Kelsey obeyed, lifting her arms over her head. The shirt came off in one smooth motion and was tossed somewhere across the room. She lay there, topless, vision slightly blurry, chest rising and falling too fast. She fought the urge to cover herself, knowing she was probably the color of a fire truck.

Skye just looked. Not leering, reverent. “Fuck,” she said quietly. “You’re unreal.”

Kelsey’s blush went all the way to her toes. Skye leaned down and kissed her again, deeper this time, tongue stroking in a rhythm that made Kelsey’s hips roll helplessly. While they kissed, Skye’s hand slid up Kelsey’s side, slow, deliberate, until her palm cupped one breast fully.

“Ohh…”

Kelsey broke the kiss with a gasp. The feeling of another woman’s hand on her bare skin was electric, different, softer than any boy had ever touched her, but confident in a way that made her melt.

Skye pulled back just enough to watch her own thumb circle Kelsey’s nipple, slow, teasing. The peak tightened instantly. “This okay?” she asked, voice low.

“More than okay,” Kelsey managed. Her voice cracked again on the last syllable.

Skye’s smile was pure sin. She lowered her head and flicked her tongue over the same nipple, once, twice, then closed her lips around it and sucked gently.

Kelsey’s back arched off the bed. “Oh my god.”

Skye hummed, the vibration shooting straight between Kelsey’s legs, her pussy throbbing with a needy ache. She lavished attention on one breast, then the other, alternating soft licks with firm pulls of her mouth, teeth grazing just enough to make Kelsey whimper. Every time Kelsey tried to reach for her, Skye gently pressed her wrists back to the mattress.

“Not yet,” she murmured against damp skin. “Let me take care of you first.”

Kelsey was beyond arguing. She was a live wire, every nerve singing. When Skye finally lifted her head, both of Kelsey’s nipples were red and swollen, glistening, and Kelsey was pretty sure she was soaking through her shorts.

“Oh fuck… Your turn,” Kelsey said, voice shaky but determined. She tugged at the hem of Skye’s cropped muscle tee. “Off. Please.”

Skye sat up, knees still bracketing Kelsey’s thigh, and peeled the shirt off in one smooth motion. The silver stud in her left nipple caught the faint light, and Kelsey’s mouth actually watered.

She reached up with trembling fingers, tracing the curve of Skye’s breast, circling the piercing. Skye’s breath stuttered.

“Sensitive?” Kelsey asked, emboldened.

“You have no idea,” Skye laughed, the sound ragged. “Go on. Touch me.”

Kelsey cupped both breasts, thumbs brushing over the pierced nipple, then the bare one. Skye’s head fell back, a low moan escaping her throat. Encouraged, Kelsey leaned up, took the pierced nipple into her mouth, tongue flicking the metal.

“Fuck, Kelsey,” Skye hissed, fingers threading into Kelsey’s hair, not pushing, just anchoring. “Just like that.”

Kelsey lavished the same attention Skye had shown her, licking, sucking, grazing with teeth until Skye was rocking subtly rocking against Kelsey’s thigh, leaving a damp trail on the cotton of Kelsey’s shorts.

They traded like that for what felt like forever, mouths and hands mapping every inch of exposed skin above the waist. Necks, collarbones, the soft undersides of breasts, the spot just above the waistband that made the other gasp. Every new sound, every new shiver, felt like a revelation to Kelsey. This was what it was supposed to feel like - wanted, worshipped, undone.

Eventually Skye pulled back, cheeks flushed, lips swollen, hair a wild mess. She rested her forehead against Kelsey’s, both of them breathing hard.

“I need to touch you properly,” she said, voice wrecked. “Can I?”

Kelsey’s answer was immediate, desperate. “Yes. God, yes.”

Skye’s smile was soft and filthy all at once. “Good girl.”

Her hand slid down Kelsey’s stomach, stopping at the waistband of her shorts. She didn’t move further, just waited, eyes locked on Kelsey’s.

Kelsey’s hips lifted without permission, seeking.

Skye’s grin widened. “Soon, baby. But first… I want to hear you ask for it.”

Kelsey whimpered, half mortified, half desperate. “Please, Skye…”

“Please what?”

Kelsey closed her eyes, face burning. “Please touch me.”

Skye kissed her once, soft and rewarding. “That’s my girl.”

And then her hand slipped lower… “Lift your hips for me, babe.”

Kelsey obeyed instantly, heart hammering so hard she was sure Skye could feel it. The shorts and panties came down in one slow, deliberate slide, catching for a second on Kelsey’s thighs before Skye tugged them free and dropped them off the side of the bed.

Cool air hit wet heat and Kelsey instinctively tried to close her legs. Skye’s hands were there immediately, warm and firm on the insides of her knees.

“No hiding,” Skye murmured, voice velvet and steel. “Let me see how gorgeous you are.”

Kelsey’s face burned, but she let her legs fall open. The way Skye looked at her, hungry, reverent, almost worshipping, made the nerves worth it. Here she was, in her hostel bed in the middle of the night with a stranger, her legs spread open exposing her bare and glistening pussy. She couldn’t decide if she was being brave or slutty. Maybe both.

Skye settled between her thighs, palms gliding up smooth skin until her thumbs brushed the crease where leg met hip. She didn’t touch where Kelsey needed her yet, just traced maddening circles, watching every twitch, every shudder.

“You’re soaked,” Skye said, wonder in her tone. “All this for me?”

Kelsey could only nod.

Skye leaned down and pressed a soft, open-mouthed kiss to the inside of one thigh, then the other, working higher with agonising patience. Every kiss left a wet spot that cooled instantly, making Kelsey shiver.

“Fuck…”

When Skye finally, finally licked one long, slow stripe up her centre, Kelsey’s hips jerked off the bed and a broken “oh fuck” tore out of her throat.

Skye hummed, the vibration perfect torture. “Taste so good, Kels. Been thinking about this since you walked in the door.”

She licked again, slower, parting Kelsey with the flat of her tongue, exploring every fold like she was memorising her. When she circled Kelsey’s clit, light and teasing, Kelsey’s hands flew to Skye’s hair.

“Skye, please—”

“Please what, baby?” Another slow lick, deliberately avoiding where Kelsey needed it most.

Kelsey’s head thrashed on the pillow. “Please… I need it…”

Skye rewarded her with a soft kiss directly to her clit, then slid one finger down, tracing her entrance. “This what you want?”

Kelsey nodded frantically.

Skye pushed in, slow and steady pressure, watching Kelsey’s face the whole time. Kelsey was tight, impossibly wet, and the stretch felt incredible. When Skye crooked her finger just right, Kelsey’s back bowed and a strangled moan escaped.

“There?” Skye asked, voice rough.

“Yes, yes—”

Skye added a second finger, scissoring gently, stretching her open while her tongue went back to work on Kelsey’s clit in tight, perfect circles. The dual sensation was overwhelming; Kelsey had never felt anything like it. Every thrust of Skye’s fingers hit that spot inside, every flick of tongue sent sparks up her spine.

Pressure coiled low and fast. Kelsey had no hope of lasting.

“Skye, I’m…gonna…cum…”

“Beautiful, baby,” Skye soothed, not letting up. “Let go for me. I’ve got you.”

Kelsey came with a sharp cry, thighs clamping around Skye’s head, whole body shaking as pleasure crashed over her in waves. Skye kept moving, gentler now, drawing it out until Kelsey was a boneless, trembling mess.

When the aftershocks finally faded, Skye crawled back up, kissing her softly so Kelsey could taste herself, sweet, salty, new.

∞∞∞

Kelsey floated.

Her whole body felt like it had been dipped in warm honey and then set on fire in the best possible way. She was pretty sure her bones had melted. The ceiling above her looked soft, like she could reach up and push her fingers through it.

Skye’s weight settled beside her, one arm draped possessively across Kelsey’s stomach. She pressed a lazy kiss to Kelsey’s shoulder.

“You still with me?”

Kelsey let out a breathless laugh that sounded nothing like her normal voice. “I think I just left my body for a second. Like… actually astral-projected.”

Skye’s grin was smug and soft all at once. “Good?”

Kelsey turned her head, meeting those sea-glass eyes. “I didn’t know it could feel like that,” she admitted, cheeks pink. “I thought maybe I was broken or something. Turns out I just needed…” She gestured vaguely at Skye’s mouth. “…that.”

Skye laughed, low and delighted. “Happy to be of service.”

Kelsey’s brain supplied an instant replay: the way Skye had looked between her legs, the filthy-sweet things she’d murmured against her skin, the moment everything had gone white-hot. A fresh pulse of heat throbbed low in her belly.

Holy crap, I just had sex with a woman. And I want to do it again. Like, immediately.

She rolled toward Skye, emboldened by the afterglow. “Your turn,” she said, trying for confident and landing somewhere closer to eager puppy.

Skye’s eyebrow arched. “Yeah? You sure? You look like you might pass out.”

“I’m very awake,” Kelsey insisted. She propped herself up on one elbow, tracing a finger down the centre of Skye’s stomach, stopping just above the waistband of her boy-briefs. “I want to know what you feel like. What you taste like.”

Skye’s breath caught. “Fuck. Okay. That just made me so wet.”

Kelsey nodded, heart racing again, but for an entirely different reason now.

She hooked her fingers in the elastic and tugged. Skye lifted her hips to help, and the last scrap of clothing disappeared. Kelsey sat back on her heels, just looking.

Skye was golden everywhere, trimmed neatly, already glistening. Kelsey’s mouth actually watered.

“You can touch me,” Skye said, voice gentle but rough at the edges. “However you want.”

Kelsey started with her palms on Skye’s thighs, sliding up slowly, thumbs brushing the creases where leg met hip. Skye’s muscles jumped under her hands. Encouraged, Kelsey traced one finger down the seam of her, parting slick folds. Skye was hot, silky, and so wet Kelsey’s finger came away shining.

“Oh my god,” Kelsey whispered, half to herself. She did it again, bolder, circling the swollen clit she found at the top. Skye’s hips rolled into the touch.

“Oh shit…Right there, baby. Just like that.”

Kelsey added a second finger, sliding through wetness, learning the shape of her. When she pushed one finger inside, Skye clenched around her, a low moan spilling out.

“You’re so warm,” Kelsey breathed, awed. She crooked her finger experimentally and Skye’s back arched.

“Fuck, yes, again.”

Kelsey added a second finger, thrusting slow and deep, curling on every stroke the way Skye had done to her. Skye’s hand found her wrist, not stopping, just guiding the rhythm faster, harder.

“I want your mouth,” Skye panted. “Please, Kels.”

Kelsey didn’t hesitate. She lowered herself between Skye’s thighs, inhaling the musky-sweet scent of her, and licked one broad stripe up her centre.

“You taste so good…”

Skye’s whole body jolted. “Oh fuck—”

Kelsey did it again, slower, tasting, exploring. She circled Skye’s clit with the tip of her tongue, then sucked gently. Skye’s thighs trembled around her ears.

“Inside,” Skye gasped. “Tongue inside while you—”

Kelsey pushed her tongue in as deep as she could, curling, while her fingers rubbed tight circles over Skye’s clit. Skye’s moans climbed higher, hips grinding against Kelsey’s face.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop—”

Kelsey didn’t. She licked and sucked and thrust until Skye’s whole body went rigid, a broken cry tearing from her throat as she came hard, pulsing around Kelsey’s tongue, wetness coating her chin.

When Skye finally went limp, Kelsey crawled back up, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, grinning like she’d won the lottery.

“Oh my god,” Skye pulled her down into a lazy, filthy kiss, tasting herself on Kelsey’s tongue. “You’re a natural,” she murmured against Kelsey’s lips.

Kelsey laughed, giddy and proud. “Beginner’s luck.”

Skye’s eyes sparkled. “You literally made me cum in literally like 30 seconds”

They both dissolved into breathless laughter, tangled together, the way only brand-new lovers can, equal parts stunned and starving for more.

They didn’t bother with clothes after that. Skin on skin, slick and warm, they curled together like they’d been doing it for years. Skye tucked Kelsey’s head under her chin, one leg thrown over Kelsey’s hip, fingers tracing lazy figure-eights on her back. Kelsey’s palm rested over Skye’s heart, feeling it slow from frantic to steady.

Every so often one of them would press a sleepy kiss to whatever skin was closest, shoulder, collarbone, the corner of a mouth, and they’d both hum, content little sounds that dissolved into the quiet.

“You wrecked me,” Kelsey mumbled against Skye’s neck, voice thick with oncoming sleep.

Skye’s laugh rumbled under her cheek. “Feeling’s mutual.”

The last thing Kelsey remembered was Skye’s lips brushing her forehead and the soft whisper, “Sleep, baby. I’ve got you.”

Then nothing but the gentle hush of Prague outside and the steady beat of two hearts finally synced.













Chapter Four

Golden light was already spilling across the bed when Kelsey surfaced again.

The room smelled like sex and sleep and sweat. The sheets were a disaster, half on the floor, half twisted around their legs. Skye was on her back, one arm flung above her head, the other still curled possessively around Kelsey’s waist. Her mouth was slightly open, hair a wild halo against the pillow.

Kelsey watched her for a long moment, heart doing something soft and ridiculous. I had sex with this woman. I made her cum. She made me cum. And she’s still here.

The thought sent a fresh pulse of heat between her legs.

She shifted closer, pressing her lips to the warm slope of Skye’s breast. Skye stirred, making a low, sleepy sound, but didn’t wake. Kelsey smiled against her skin and kissed lower, soft, open-mouthed presses down the centre of Skye’s stomach. When she reached the sharp cut of a hipbone, Skye’s fingers finally threaded into her hair.

“Morning,” Skye rasped, voice gravel-rough and perfect.

Kelsey looked up the length of Skye’s body. “Morning.”

Skye’s eyes were heavy-lidded, pupils already blown again. “You starting something, babe?”

“Maybe,” Kelsey said, emboldened by the way Skye’s thighs parted without hesitation. She crawled up, kissing her slow and deep, tasting sleep and last night’s pleasure still lingering.

Skye rolled them so they were on their sides, facing each other, legs sliding together until their centres lined up perfectly. The first slick drag made them both gasp into the kiss.

“Fuck yeah…Like this,” Skye whispered. She hooked one of Kelsey’s legs over her hip, opening her wider, then rocked forward experimentally, pressing her soaking slit to Kelsey’s.

The pressure was immediate and perfect. Kelsey’s head fell back with a broken moan.

Skye set a lazy rhythm at first, slow rolls of her hips that had their clits gliding together in wet, filthy friction. Every grind sent sparks up Kelsey’s spine; every exhale was shared breath against the other’s mouth.

“God, you feel incredible,” Skye groaned, forehead pressed to Kelsey’s. “Such a beautiful, wet little pussy...”

Kelsey couldn’t form words. She just clung to Skye’s shoulders and matched the rhythm, rolling her hips up to meet every thrust. The angle was exquisite, pressure exactly where she needed it, building slow and relentless.

Skye’s hand slid between them, not to touch, just to feel the slick slide of them moving together. “Look at us,” she breathed. “So fucking pretty.”

Kelsey glanced down. The sight of their bodies joined, hips rolling in perfect sync, slick shining on both of them, nearly undid her.

“Faster,” she begged.

Skye obliged, pace quickening, breath hitching. The bed creaked softly beneath them, headboard tapping the wall in a gentle, steady beat. Their mouths found each other again, messy, open, swallowing every moan.

Kelsey felt it building again, that bright, coiling heat. “Skye, I’m close—”

“Me too, baby, me too—”

Skye shifted the angle just slightly, grinding harder, clit to clit, and the world whited out.

Kelsey came first, a long, trembling cry muffled against Skye’s neck. The clench and pulse of her body dragged Skye right after; Skye buried her face in Kelsey’s hair and shuddered through it, hips stuttering, thighs shaking.

They rode it out together, rocking slower, softer, until the last aftershock faded and they were just clinging, sweaty and smiling and breathless.

Eventually Skye flopped onto her back, pulling Kelsey half on top of her. The morning sun painted gold across their tangled limbs.

“Best wake-up call ever,” Skye said, voice hoarse.

Kelsey laughed into her collarbone. “We’re never leaving this bed.”

“Deal,” Skye murmured, kissing her temple. “Budapest can wait another day.”

Outside, church bells rang eight. Inside room 204, two girls who’d stumbled into the same bed by accident decided some mistakes were meant to last a lifetime.

∞∞∞

The next six weeks were a blur of golden light and stolen breath and orgasms.

They never did separate in Budapest. One look at Kelsey’s flushed, hopeful face over breakfast trdelník on the Charles Bridge and Skye had simply said, “Fuck it, come with me,” and Kelsey had cancelled every solo reservation from Bratislava to Split without a second thought.

They moved through Europe like a couple of hedonists:

A tiny pension in Ljubljana where they fingered against the window while fireworks exploded over the river.

A night train to Zagreb where they learned how quiet you have to be when the bunk is barely wider than their bodies.

A beach in Hvar where Skye taught Kelsey to ride a surfboard after riding her face.

Every city was a new adventure, together. Every new language on Kelsey’s tongue turned into dirty talk into Skye’s ear. They collected memories with each other: the taste of gelato on each other’s mouths in Rome, the way Kelsey’s glasses fogged in the steam of a thermal bath in Budapest, the night Skye cried into Kelsey’s name into a pillow in Sofia the first time she rimmed her.

Kelsey stopped pretending she was straight and she was just experimenting somewhere around the Croatian coastline. Skye stopped pretending this was just a fling somewhere around the third time Kelsey said “I love you” half-asleep on a ferry to Korčula.

They never said it awake until much later, but they both knew.

And then, eight weeks and four countries after a double-booked hostel room changed everything, they arrived in Santorini.

Skye had booked one room in a tiny white-washed hotel carved into the cliff in Oia. Blue dome, infinity pool, the whole postcard. Kelsey stepped onto their private terrace, sunset bleeding pink and orange across the caldera, and actually teared up.

“Too much?” Skye asked, wrapping arms around her from behind, chin on her shoulder.

“Perfect,” Kelsey whispered.

That night they made love slow and reverent on the sun-warmed tiles, waves crashing far below, until the sky was full of stars and neither of them could move.

The next morning Kelsey woke to an empty bed and the smell of coffee. She padded out in one of Skye’s oversized tanks, rubbing sleep from her eyes, and found Skye on the terrace in nothing but bikini bottoms, hair wild from saltwater and sex, holding two cappuccinos and looking nervous - actually nervous, which was new.

“Morning, gorgeous,” Skye said, voice softer than usual. She handed Kelsey a cup with slightly shaky fingers. “Got something for you.”

Kelsey took a sip, confused. “You already gave me like four orgasms last night. I’m pretty spoiled.”

Skye laughed, but it was thin. She set her own cup down and reached into the pocket of the discarded shirt beside her. When her hand came back, there was a small, battered velvet box resting on her palm.

Kelsey’s heart stopped.

“It’s not—” Skye started quickly, cheeks pink. “I mean, it is, but it’s not… just open it before I die of embarrassment.”

Kelsey’s hands trembled as she took the box. Inside, on a thin silver chain, was a tiny silver wave, exactly like the tattoo on Skye’s hip, soldered to a delicate compass rose.

“I know we’re not… there yet,” Skye said, rushing the words now. “But I want you to know I’m not going anywhere. When we get home…wherever home ends up being, I want it to be ours. Together. If you want that too.”

Kelsey stared at the necklace, then at Skye’s hopeful, terrified face.

“Skye,” she said, voice cracking.

“If you hate it I can—”

Kelsey shut her up with a kiss, coffee forgotten, arms around Skye’s neck, legs around her waist, the little velvet box clutched tight in one fist.

When they broke apart, both crying a little, Kelsey laughed wetly. “Put it on me?”

Skye’s hands shook as she fastened the chain. The wave and compass rested just above Kelsey’s heart.

“East, west, north, south,” Skye whispered, pressing her lips to the pendant, then to Kelsey’s skin. “Doesn’t matter. I’m already home.”

Kelsey pulled her down onto the sun-lounger, coffee cups tipping forgotten into the tiles, and showed her exactly how perfectly they fit.

Later, when the sun was high and their skin was salty again, Kelsey traced the new necklace and smiled.

“Best hostel glitch ever.”

Skye grinned against her shoulder.

“Told you plans were overrated.”

She pulled back just enough to meet Kelsey’s eyes, suddenly shy in a way that made Kelsey’s heart flip. “Actually… the necklace wasn’t the only surprise.”

Kelsey raised an eyebrow. “There’s more?”

Skye reached under the sun-lounger pillow and pulled out a small, discreet black box. Inside was a sleek, midnight-blue silicone strap-on with a harness and a bottle of lube—perfectly packed, clearly chosen with care.

Kelsey’s mouth fell open, then curved into a delighted, wicked smile. “Oh my god. You’re so bad! Like actually evil.”

“Guilty,” Skye laughed, cheeks pink. “Saw it in Split, thought of you riding me on a terrace in Santorini with that view behind you… figured it was worth the luggage space.”

Kelsey’s laugh turned into a hungry little moan. She was already wet again, just from the promise in Skye’s eyes, the idea of trying something like that. Before this trip, she had never thought she’d… get fucked by a strap on cock. Now, she wanted nothing more. “Get it on. Right now.”

Minutes later Skye stood at the foot of the lounger, harness snug around her hips, the blue toy catching the sunlight. She looked like a goddess who’d decided to ruin Kelsey in the best possible way.

Kelsey lay back, legs already spread, necklace glinting between her breasts. “That’s so fucking hot…Come here.”

Skye crawled over her, kissing her slow and deep, lube-slick fingers sliding inside first to make sure Kelsey was ready. When Kelsey started rocking against her hand, begging, Skye lined up and pushed in—slow, steady, watching every inch disappear.

Kelsey’s head fell back against the cushions, a long, broken moan spilling out as she was filled perfectly. The angle was incredible; every thrust nudged that spot inside that made her see stars.

“Oh shit… Skye…”

“Fuck, you take me so well,” Skye whispered, voice shaking with how good it felt to watch Kelsey take her dick. She set a lazy, sun-drenched rhythm—deep rolls of her hips that had the lounger creaking softly, the sea sparkling below them like it was cheering them on. “Look at your pretty pussy take my cock.”

Kelsey’s hands gripped Skye’s ass, pulling her deeper, faster. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, Skye… fuck me—please—”

Skye obliged, bracing one hand beside Kelsey’s head, the other slipping between them to circle her clit. The necklace bounced with every thrust, wave and compass catching the light.

Kelsey came first, back arching off the lounger, crying Skye’s name loud enough that she was vaguely glad the nearest neighbour was three terraces away. Skye followed seconds later, grinding deep, shuddering through it with Kelsey’s legs wrapped tight around her waist.

They stayed locked together, breathing hard, the toy still buried inside, hearts hammering against each other. Skye finally eased out gently, then collapsed beside Kelsey, pulling her close.

Kelsey traced lazy circles over Skye’s hip, the necklace cool against her flushed skin. “Best surprise ever,” she whispered.

Skye kissed the compass pendant, then Kelsey’s lips—soft, sated, and stupidly in love.

And somewhere far below, the waves kept curling, steady and endless, just like the life they were about to build together—one accidental room, one brave yes, one silver compass, and one perfect sunrise strap-on session at a time.

Kelsey and Skye lived Happily ever after…

The End.


The Changing Room




Cassidy Thompson woke to the faint gray light of a December morning filtering through the half-open blinds. The other side of the king bed was already cool. Her husband Mark had slipped out before six for his Saturday conference call, the way he did most weekends now. She lay there a moment longer, staring at the ceiling, feeling the familiar hollow ache settle in her chest. Twenty years of marriage, and the space between them had grown wider than the mattress itself.

She was forty-five, and some mornings that fact surprised her. She didn’t feel much different from when she was a bit younger, and she still had the same desire, the same hunger, eagerness. However, there was softness where there used to be firmness, faint lines at the corners of her eyes, the subtle sag that no amount of yoga seemed to fully defeat. But there were compensations. Her breasts—full, heavy, a generous DD—still drew stares when she let them. Her hips had rounded into something undeniably womanly, and her long blonde hair, when she wore it down, fell in thick waves that made many younger women envious.

In the shower, steam curled around her as she lathered lavender soap over skin that hadn’t been caressed in months. She closed her eyes and let her hands linger over the slope of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the soft curve of her belly—pretending for a moment they belonged to someone else. Someone who still looked at her like she was dessert. The fantasy dissolved as quickly as it came. She rinsed off, wrapped herself in a towel, and padded to the closet.

Today was Christmas shopping day. Mark had left a list on the kitchen island: tie (blue or gray), cologne (the Acqua di Gio he’d worn since college), something for his mother. Practical, impersonal. Cassidy added her own items in looser handwriting—perfume for her sister-in-law, candles for the neighbors, maybe a little something for herself if she felt like it.

She dressed with more care than the errand strictly required. Black lace bra and matching panties, the set she’d bought on impulse last year and never worn for anyone. Dark skinny jeans that hugged her thighs and made her ass look perfect. A soft ivory cashmere sweater that draped beautifully but clung in all the right places, the V-neck deep enough to reveal just a hint of cleavage when she moved. Knee-high black boots with a low heel. She left her hair down, waves tumbling over her shoulders, and applied just enough makeup to brighten her blue eyes and soften her full lips. When she caught her reflection in the hallway mirror, she paused. She looked... good. Classy. Sexy, even. The thought made her stomach flutter with something between hope and embarrassment. She didn’t even really know what she wanted.

∞∞∞

The drive to Evergreen Plaza took almost thirty minutes. December 18th, prime panic season. The parking lot was already a battlefield—SUVs prowling for spots, exhaust clouds rising in the cold air. She circled twice before finding a space near the back, grabbed her tote and the latte she’d picked up on the way, and stepped into the chaos.

The mall doors whooshed open, releasing a blast of warm, scented air that wrapped around her like an embrace. Cinnamon, pine, vanilla, and something faintly metallic from the escalators. Holiday music spilled from every direction—Bing Crosby crooning about white Christmases, undercut by the pop beat of a newer cover. The central atrium soared three stories high, dominated by a massive Christmas tree dripping with ornaments and white lights. Shoppers surged around it like a river, families with strollers, teenagers in packs, couples holding hands and paper cups of cocoa.

Cassidy let the current carry her. She started in a men’s department, dutifully selecting a charcoal tie and a bottle of Mark’s familiar cologne, wrapping paper sliding under her fingers as she imagined his polite thank-you. She moved on to the home section, inhaling the rich scent of spiced candles and considering a set of festive mugs she didn’t really need. In the bookstore, she wandered the aisles slowly, trailing her fingers over new hardcovers and holiday bestsellers. She picked up a steamy romance novel, flipped to a random page, and felt heat rise in her cheeks at the explicit description before sliding it back onto the shelf.

She paused at a jewelry counter, trying on a pair of delicate gold hoop earrings that caught the light beautifully against her hair. The saleswoman complimented her—“They suit your coloring perfectly”—and for a moment Cassidy imagined wearing them somewhere other than parent-teacher conferences or grocery runs. She almost bought them, then hesitated and set them down. Not today.

Loaded with a few practical bags and the lingering warmth of her latte, she emerged back into the main corridor. The crowd had thickened—holiday urgency in full swing. She paused near the fountain, watching pennies glint at the bottom beneath the spray, and felt the oddest sense of possibility. Alone in a sea of people, but not entirely lonely.

She was debating whether to head to the gourmet food hall for a quick lunch or brave the electronics store for her nephew’s gift when a bright, excited voice cut through the noise behind her.

“Oh my God—Mrs. Thompson?!”

Cassidy turned, and the afternoon tilted on its axis.

∞∞∞

Standing a few feet away, framed by the glittering spray of the fountain and the glow of a thousand holiday lights, was a vision she almost didn’t recognize at first. Hannah Reyes—nineteen now, no longer the quiet senior who sat third row from the window in last year’s English class. The girl had always been pretty in an effortless way, but the young woman in front of her was something else entirely.

Hannah’s dark brunette hair fell in loose, glossy waves past her shoulders, catching the light like silk. Her hazel eyes—framed by thick lashes and a subtle wing of liner—sparkled with genuine delight, wide and warm. Olive skin glowed under the mall’s soft lighting; cheeks touched with a natural flush that made her look like she’d just stepped in from a crisp winter walk. Full lips, glossed in a soft pink, curved into a smile that was bright, open, and just a shade too knowing.

She wore a cropped black hoodie that revealed a smooth strip of toned midriff, the kind of flat, golden stomach that came from years of cheerleading and gym sessions. The hoodie clung to the gentle swell of her perky breasts—nothing overwhelming, but perfectly proportioned, the soft fabric hinting at the curve beneath. Charcoal leggings hugged long, athletic legs and a firm, rounded ass that shifted subtly as she bounced on the balls of her feet with excitement. White sneakers, a delicate gold necklace resting in the hollow of her throat, and a few thin rings on her fingers completed the look—effortlessly trendy, youthful, and undeniably sexy without trying too hard.

In her arms, she cradled a couple of shopping bags and a paper cup from the coffee stand.

“Mrs. Thompson!” Hannah’s voice was the same bright melody Cassidy remembered from class readings, only now it carried a richer, more confident note. “I can’t believe it’s actually you.”

Cassidy felt her smile come automatically, warm and a little startled. “Hannah? My goodness. Look at you. It’s great to see you.”

Hannah laughed, a soft, throaty sound that made something low in Cassidy’s stomach flutter unexpectedly. She closed the distance between them in a few quick steps and pulled Cassidy into a hug—light, friendly, the kind former students gave when they ran into teachers outside school. But Hannah smelled like vanilla and something citrusy, her body warm and lithe against Cassidy’s softer curves for just a second longer than strictly necessary.

When she pulled back, her hands lingered on Cassidy’s upper arms, eyes sweeping over her with open admiration. “You look incredible. Seriously. That sweater is… wow. Have you been working out?”

Cassidy felt heat rise to her cheeks and laughed it off. “You’re too kind. Just yoga. And please—it’s just Cassidy now. You’re not my student anymore.”

Hannah’s smile tilted, playful. “Old habits. But okay… Cassidy.” She said the name like she was tasting it, then glanced at the bags in Cassidy’s hands. “Christmas shopping?”

“The usual panic,” Cassidy admitted, lifting her bag slightly. “Gifts for my husband, in-laws… trying not to think about how much I still have left.”

“Tell me about it.” Hannah rolled her eyes good-naturedly. “I’m supposed to be finding something for my mom and my roommates, but I keep getting distracted by shiny things.” She lifted her Sephora bag as evidence. “What about you? Flying solo today?”

Cassidy nodded. “Mark’s working. It’s just me and the chaos.”

Hannah’s expression softened, something almost sympathetic flickering across her face before it brightened again. “Well, that’s perfect, actually. I’m on my own too.” She tilted her head, hair spilling over one shoulder. “Want to shop together? I mean—if you don’t mind the company of a former troublemaker from third period.”

“You were never trouble,” Cassidy said automatically, the teacher reflex kicking in even as she smiled. “You were one of my favorites.”

Hannah’s eyes lit up, and she bit her lower lip for just a second—quick, innocent, but enough to draw Cassidy’s gaze before she caught herself. “Really? That’s nice coming from my favorite teacher.” A beat. “Come on, let me tag along. I promise I’ll be helpful. I have excellent taste.”

Cassidy hesitated only a moment. The mall was crowded, the holiday music loud, and the idea of not wandering alone suddenly felt… appealing. More than appealing.

“I’d like that,” she said.

Hannah beamed, falling into step beside her as naturally as if they’d planned it all along. Their arms brushed as they moved through the crowd accidental and fleeting, and neither of them shifted away.

They drifted side by side through the crowded corridor, the holiday music swelling around them like a warm tide. Hannah walked with an easy energy, occasionally bumping Cassidy’s shoulder in the press of bodies and laughing softly each time it happened.

“So, college,” Cassidy said, glancing at her. “How’s the real world treating you?”

Hannah shrugged, rolling her eyes in mock exhaustion. “Classes are fine. Parties are overrated. Boys are… predictable.” She said the last part lightly, almost offhand, then flashed a quick grin. “Honestly? I’ve been single since, like, August. It’s kind of nice, actually. Less drama.”

Cassidy felt the words land somewhere low in her belly—single, nice—then immediately pushed the reaction aside. “I remember those days,” she said with a small laugh. “Though College feels like a lifetime ago when you’re my age.”

“Please,” Hannah teased, nudging her again. “You’re not old. You’re… timeless.”

They stopped first at a boutique candle shop, the air thick with notes of cedarwood, vanilla, and cranberry. Hannah held jars up to Cassidy’s nose one by one, watching her face for reactions.

“This one smells like a forest,” Hannah decided, pressing a deep evergreen scent toward her. “Very you. Sophisticated. A little mysterious.”

Cassidy inhaled, warmth spreading through her chest. “Mysterious? I grade papers and fold laundry.”

Hannah laughed, eyes dancing.

They bought two candles—Cassidy for her sister-in-law, Hannah for her mom—and moved on, bags swinging lightly between them.

Eventually they found themselves near the food court, lured by the sweet, buttery smell wafting from a gourmet cinnamon roll stand. Hannah’s face lit up.

“Okay, I need sugar if I’m going to survive the rest of. Want to split one? They’re obscene, but in the best way.”

Cassidy hesitated—she hadn’t had a cinnamon roll in years—but the look on Hannah’s face was impossible to refuse. “You’re a bad influence,” she said, already reaching for her wallet.

“That’s what my friends always said,” Hannah replied with a wink.

They settled on a small table near a window overlooking the ice-skating rink below. The roll arrived warm and dripping with icing. Hannah tore off a piece and held it out to Cassidy first, fingers just brushing her lips as she took it. The sugar melted on Cassidy’s tongue, rich and indecent.

“Good, right?” Hannah asked, licking a trace of icing from her thumb without thinking. Cassidy’s eyes followed the motion for half a second too long before she looked away.

“Ridiculously good,” she managed.

They ate slowly, legs stretched out under the tiny table, knees occasionally touching and neither moving away. Conversation flowed easily—Hannah talking about her roommates, a disastrous group project, how she missed Cassidy’s class because no professor made Shakespeare sound half as alive. Cassidy found herself opening up in small, surprising ways: mentioning Mark’s long hours, how quiet the house felt on weekends, how she sometimes read romance novels late at night just to feel something.

Hannah listened intently, head tilted, eyes soft. “You deserve to feel things,” she said quietly, almost to herself. Then, louder: “Anyway. More shopping? I still need something for my roommate who’s obsessed with skincare, and I have zero clue.”

Cassidy smiled, pulse thrumming just a little faster. “Lead the way.”

They tossed their trash and headed toward the upper level, escalator carrying them slowly upward. Hannah stood one step above Cassidy, close enough that her perfume—light, citrusy, addictive—drifted down. At the top, she glanced sideways.

“There’s this store I love up here,” she said casually. “A little… trendier than what we’ve been doing. They have the cutest stuff. You’ll see.”

They turned the corner, and Cassidy’s breath caught just slightly when she saw the sign: a sleek, dimly lit boutique called Lush & Lace—half trendy clothing, half upscale lingerie. Mannequins in the window wore silky slips and delicate bralettes under open cardigans, all soft lighting and subtle invitation.

Hannah glanced back at her, eyes bright with something between mischief and genuine excitement.

“Come on,” she said, voice light. “It’ll be fun. Promise.”

Cassidy swallowed, the air between them suddenly warmer. “After you,” she said, a little apprehensive.

∞∞∞

The boutique enveloped them in a haze of soft, ambient light—dim spotlights casting golden glows over racks of silk and lace, the air scented with a subtle floral perfume that mingled with the mall's distant holiday notes. Lush & Lace wasn't overtly sleazy; it was upscale, the kind of place that sold "intimate apparel" alongside trendy tops and dresses, mannequins posed elegantly in bralettes and flowing skirts. But there was an undercurrent, a whisper of sensuality in the deep reds and blacks, the sheer fabrics that caught the eye and held it.

Hannah led the way inside, her hips swaying with that effortless confidence as she glanced over her shoulder at Cassidy. "See? Told you it's cute. They have everything from basics to... well, fun stuff."

Cassidy followed, her pulse quickening just a fraction. The store was quieter than the mall's chaos outside, only a handful of shoppers browsing—mostly women in pairs, giggling over selections. Soft indie music played low, something with a sultry beat that made the space feel intimate, almost private. She told herself it was just shopping, nothing more, but the way Hannah's eyes lit up as she rifled through a rack of satin camisoles sent a faint thrill through her.

"Here," Hannah said, pulling out a deep emerald green top—silky, with thin straps and a low back. She held it up against herself, turning to the nearest mirror. "What do you think? Too much for a holiday party?"

Cassidy tilted her head, appraising. The color would make Hannah's olive skin glow, the fabric draping suggestively. "It's gorgeous. You'd turn heads in that."

Hannah's smile turned mischievous. She slipped behind a partial curtain near the racks—not a full fitting room, just a quick-change alcove—and reemerged moments later, the top replacing her hoodie. It hugged her perky breasts perfectly, the straps crossing delicately over her shoulders, the back dipping low to reveal smooth, toned skin. She arched her back slightly, posing with one hand on her hip, the motion making the fabric pull taut and accentuating the curve of her ass in those leggings.

"How does this look on me?" Hannah asked, her voice light but laced with something deeper, eyes meeting Cassidy's in the mirror. She twisted a little, the arch deepening as if testing the limits of the top's hold.

Cassidy swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. Hannah looked... stunning. Sexy. The green brought out flecks of gold in her hazel eyes, and the way she moved—playful yet deliberate—made Cassidy's gaze linger on the exposed line of her spine, the subtle swell where fabric met skin. "It looks incredible," she said, her voice softer than intended. "Really... hot. Suits you perfectly."

Hannah's cheeks flushed a pretty pink, but she didn't break eye contact. "Yeah? Thanks. I trust your opinion—you always had the best style in school. Better than all the other teachers." She smoothed her hands down her sides, the gesture drawing Cassidy's eyes downward. Then, with a grin, she grabbed another piece from the rack—a black lace bralette, delicate and sheer—and held it up to Cassidy's chest without warning. "Oh, this would look hot on you. Like, killer. Your curves would make it pop."

Cassidy felt a jolt at the proximity, Hannah's fingers brushing the edge of her sweater as she pressed the lace against her. The bralette was tiny, transparent in places, designed to tease more than cover. She could imagine it straining over her full breasts, the lace whispering against her nipples. Heat bloomed low in her belly, unbidden. "I don't know," she murmured, but she didn't step back. "It's a bit... daring for me."

"Daring is good," Hannah countered, her voice dropping a notch, eyes flicking to Cassidy's cleavage where the V-neck of her sweater dipped. "You've got the body for it. Seriously.” She tilted her head, that playful smile turning coaxing.

Before Cassidy could protest, Hannah was steering her toward a row of dresses, plucking a red wrap number from the hanger. "Or this. Imagine this hugging your hips." She draped it over Cassidy's arm, her touch lingering on the fabric—and Cassidy's skin beneath. "I'd kill to see you in it."

They moved deeper into the store, the flirtation weaving through their words like thread. Hannah tried on a pair of high-waisted shorts next—black, lacy trim—pairing them with the green top. She emerged from the alcove again, spinning once. "Okay, be honest. Too short?" She bent slightly at the waist to adjust the hem, the motion arching her back and pushing her ass out just enough to make the leggings strain.

Cassidy's breath hitched. Hannah's legs looked endless, toned and smooth, the shorts riding up to reveal the curve where thigh met cheek. "Not too short," she said, her voice husky. "You pull it off. It's... sexy."

Hannah straightened, eyes gleaming. "Sexy, huh? Coming from you, that's high praise." She stepped closer, close enough that Cassidy could feel the warmth radiating from her body. "Your turn! Pick something."

Cassidy hesitated, her fingers trailing over the hangers as if the silk and lace might burn her. The air in the boutique felt thicker now, charged with every shared glance and accidental brush. She finally pulled out a navy-blue slip dress—simple but devastating, mid-thigh length with a subtle side slit and thin straps that promised to cling in all the right places.

“I’ll try this,” she said, voice quieter than she intended.

Hannah’s grin was immediate, approving. “Yes. Perfect. Go—alcove’s free.”

Cassidy slipped behind the partial curtain, heart beating faster than it had any right to. She peeled off her sweater, the cool air kissing her skin, then shimmied out of her jeans. The black lace bra and panties she’d put on that morning—meant for no one—suddenly felt like a secret she was sharing with the mirror. She stepped into the slip dress and let it slide over her body. The fabric was cool silk against her warm skin, hugging her heavy breasts, nipping in at the waist, flaring slightly over her rounded hips. The slit flashed a generous length of thigh when she moved.

She took a breath, smoothed the dress down, and stepped out.

Hannah’s reaction was instant and unguarded. Her lips parted, eyes darkening as they traveled slowly from Cassidy’s face down the length of the dress and back up again.

“Holy shit, Cassidy,” she breathed. “You look… unreal.”

Cassidy felt the praise land like a touch, heat rushing to her cheeks and lower. She turned toward the full-length mirror outside the alcove, aware of Hannah’s gaze following her every move. The dress did exactly what it promised: accentuated the swell of her breasts, the curve of her waist, the soft fullness of her ass. She shifted her weight, and the slit parted, revealing the smooth line of her leg almost to the hip.

Hannah stepped closer, close enough that Cassidy could see her reflection just behind her own in the mirror. “Turn around,” Hannah said softly. “Let me see the back.”

Cassidy did, slowly. The dress dipped low between her shoulder blades, exposing the clasp of her lace bra and the gentle sway of her hips. Hannah let out a low, appreciative hum.

“You’re going to make me jealous of whoever gets to see you in this,” Hannah murmured, her voice teasing but edged with something raw. She reached out, fingers lightly adjusting one strap that had twisted, the touch lingering on Cassidy’s bare shoulder. “Seriously. Your body in this… it’s criminal.”

Cassidy’s breath caught at the contact. She met Hannah’s eyes in the mirror—hazel locked on blue, the playful spark now unmistakably hungry. “You think?” she asked, voice shaking slightly.

“I know,” Hannah replied. Her hand didn’t move away.

They tried a few more pieces after that, the flirtation growing bolder with each change. Hannah in a sheer blush-pink blouse that left nothing to the imagination over her bra, arching and posing shamelessly. Cassidy in a soft black kimono-style robe that fell open just enough to tease the lace beneath. Compliments turned breathier— “God, your boobs look amazing in that,” Hannah whispered once, then laughed like she couldn’t believe she’d said it out loud. Touches became deliberate: fixing a hem, smoothing a wrinkle, fingers brushing the inside of a wrist or the curve of a hip.

∞∞∞

By the time Hannah disappeared behind a rack and returned with a hanger draped in black lace, the air between them was crackling.

“Okay,” Hannah said, holding up the set with a wicked little smile. A bra with sheer cups and delicate straps, panties cut high and scandalously minimal, and a matching garter belt. “This one’s definitely private. I need a real opinion.”

Cassidy’s stomach flipped. “I can wait outside the fitting room. You can just… open the door a crack.”

Hannah shook her head, already walking toward the back hallway where the proper fitting rooms were. She glanced over her shoulder, eyes bright. “These rooms are huge. No one will know. Just come in with me—quick and easy.”

Cassidy opened her mouth to object, but the words didn’t come. Her body was already humming, thighs pressing together against the growing ache. This was Hannah—her former student, nineteen, bright and bold and looking at her like she wanted to devour her. It was wrong. It was thrilling.

Before she could overthink it, Hannah’s fingers closed gently around her wrist and tugged her through the velvet curtain into the hallway. She picked the largest room at the end, pulled Cassidy inside, and let the heavy door click shut behind them. The lock engaged with a soft, definitive snick.

The space was luxurious: three full-length mirrors, a plush bench, warm lighting that made skin glow. Hannah set the lingerie on the bench and turned to Cassidy with a breathless little giggle.

“See? Tons of room.” She stepped closer, the giggle fading into something softer, more electric. “Turn around for a sec? I don’t want to flash you while I’m changing.”

Cassidy turned toward the door, pulse roaring in her ears. What the hell was she doing? She heard the rustle of fabric—hoodie dropping, leggings sliding down, the quiet snap of a bra clasp. The mirrors betrayed her anyway: glimpses of smooth olive skin, the curve of Hannah’s waist, the pert swell of her ass as she stepped out of her panties.

“You can look now,” Hannah said, voice low and a little shaky with excitement.

Cassidy turned.

Hannah stood in the center of the room wearing nothing but the black lace set. The bra cupped her perky breasts beautifully, the sheer fabric doing nothing to hide the stiff peaks of her nipples. The panties sat low on her hips, a thin strip of lace barely covering her, the high cut elongating her legs. The garter straps framed everything perfectly, waiting for stockings she hadn’t bothered with yet.

She did a slow half-turn, letting Cassidy see every angle reflected a dozen times over. Then she faced her again, arching her back just slightly, hands on her hips.

“So,” Hannah whispered, stepping closer until only a foot of charged air separated them. “Be honest. How does it look on me?”

Cassidy’s throat was dry, her body on fire. Hannah looked sinful—young, confident, utterly edible. The wrongness of it only sharpened the ache in Cassidy’s pussy.

“It looks…” Cassidy’s voice cracked. She tried again. “You look incredible, Hannah. Elegant.”

Hannah’s smile was slow, delighted, a little wicked. She tilted her head, the movement sending her dark waves spilling over one bare shoulder. “Thanks,” she murmured, voice husky. “But… I think the garters are twisted or something. Can you check the back for me?”

It was the flimsiest excuse imaginable, wrapped in the thinnest layer of innocence. Cassidy knew it. Hannah almost certainly knew she knew it. Yet the request hung there, perfectly plausible on the surface—just a former student asking her trusted teacher for a tiny, practical favor.

Cassidy’s heart slammed against her ribs. This was the moment to laugh it off, to step back, to say something light about how Hannah looked perfect and they should probably head out before the mall closed. The door was right there. The lock would disengage with one twist.

Instead, she heard herself say, “Sure. Turn around.”

Hannah’s eyes flashed—surprise, triumph, desire—and she pivoted slowly, presenting her back to Cassidy. The mirrors captured everything: the elegant line of Hannah’s spine, the way the lace bra straps crossed delicately between her shoulder blades, the garter belt sitting low on her hips with its thin straps dangling loose. One of them had indeed twisted slightly, a small imperfection in an otherwise flawless picture.

Cassidy stepped closer, close enough to feel the warmth radiating from Hannah’s skin. Her fingers trembled as she reached out, brushing the twisted strap to straighten it. The contact was feather-light, but Hannah’s breath hitched audibly, her body stilling under the touch.

This is insane, Cassidy thought, the words looping frantically in her mind. She’s nineteen. She was in your class last year. You’re married. You’re straight. You’ve never…

But her hands didn’t stop. She smoothed the strap down the back of Hannah’s thigh, adjusting the clip with careful precision she didn’t feel. The skin there was impossibly soft, warm, the muscle firm beneath. Hannah’s reflection in the mirror watched her, lips parted, cheeks flushed.

“Better?” Cassidy asked, voice almost cracking. She should step away now. She really should.

“Much,” Hannah breathed. She turned her head just enough to meet Cassidy’s eyes in the mirror. “But… the other side feels off too. Could you…?”

Another excuse, paper-thin. Cassidy’s internal voice screamed at her to stop, to open the door, to remember who she was. A married former teacher. But the ache in her pussy had become a steady throb, and the sight of Hannah half-naked, trusting, wanting—made rational thought feel distant and unimportant.

She moved to the other side, fingers grazing the lace edge of the garter, then the bare skin just above it. Hannah’s breath came faster now, a soft exhale that fogged the mirror slightly. Cassidy could see her own reflection too: cheeks pink, pupils blown wide, hand resting far too intimately on another woman’s thigh.

God, what am I doing?

“There,” she managed, forcing her hand to still. “All fixed.”

Hannah turned fully then, slowly, until they were face to face again—closer than before. The foot of space had shrunk to inches. She didn’t step back. Neither did Cassidy.

“Thank you,” Hannah whispered. Her gaze dropped to Cassidy’s mouth, then back up. “I’ve been wondering what you’d think… for a really long time.”

“Oh?” Cassidy squeaked.

The room felt impossibly small now, mirrors throwing back their flushed faces, their quickened breaths. Hannah’s hand slid up to Cassidy’s waist, light, waiting, and Cassidy felt a fresh throb course through her, her cheeks burning.

The confession hung between them, soft and devastating. Cassidy’s mind reeled—wondered what this would feel like. Having her teacher’s hands on her skin? Being alone like this? Something more?

“Door’s locked,” Hannah said softly. “No one knows we’re here.”

Oh. My. God. Cassidy swallowed hard. “Hannah… we shouldn’t…”

“I know,” Hannah cut in gently, but she didn’t move away. Her hand rose slowly, giving Cassidy every chance to stop her, and settled lightly on Cassidy’s hip—thumb brushing the fabric of her sweater in small, soothing circles.

Cassidy’s body betrayed her completely. Her nipples tightened against the lace of her bra, visible even through the sweater. Her skin burned where Hannah touched her. The internal conflict raged—she pictured Mark’s face, her classroom, parent-teacher nights, the life she’d built—but it felt thin and far away compared to the heat of Hannah’s palm, the scent of her skin, the way her lips were parted and waiting.

She didn’t say stop. She couldn’t. She didn’t want to.

Instead, her own hand moved—slowly, trembling—and came to rest on Hannah’s bare waist, fingers splaying over warm olive skin just above the lace panties.

Hannah’s eyes fluttered closed for a second, a soft sound escaping her throat. She opened her eyes again, dark and certain. She leaned in—slowly, deliberately—until her lips brushed Cassidy’s in the lightest, most tentative kiss.

Cassidy's world narrowed to the soft press of Hannah's lips against hers—tentative at first, a brush of warmth that sent sparks racing down her spine. Holy shit, this is happening. Her mind spun, a whirlwind of disbelief and raw need. She was kissing a woman. Her former student. In a mall changing room, surrounded by mirrors that reflected every forbidden angle. The thought should have horrified her, should have made her pull away. Instead, it ignited something deep inside, a fire she'd buried under years of routine and denial. She'd never been more turned on in her life—her body alive, pulsing, aching in ways her marriage had long forgotten.

Hannah's lips parted slightly, inviting, and Cassidy responded instinctively, deepening the kiss. Their mouths moved together slowly at first, exploring—Hannah's tongue flicking tentatively against hers, tasting of cinnamon and sweetness from the roll they'd shared. Cassidy's hand tightened on Hannah's waist, pulling her closer, the lace of the panties rough under her fingertips contrasted with the silky heat of skin. Hannah made a soft, needy sound into her mouth, and it broke something in Cassidy—the floodgates opened, restraint shattering like glass.

They were making out now, fully, desperately. Hannah's hands roamed up Cassidy's sides, thumbs brushing the undersides of her heavy breasts through the sweater, sending jolts straight to her core. Cassidy gasped against Hannah's lips, her own hands sliding lower, cupping the firm curve of Hannah's ass and squeezing, pulling her flush against her body. The friction of their hips pressing together made Cassidy's thighs clench, wetness pooling between her legs. God, she was so wet already, her lace panties soaked from the buildup, from this insane, forbidden heat.

Hannah broke the kiss first, trailing her lips down Cassidy's jaw to her neck, nipping lightly at the sensitive skin there. "Cassidy," she whispered, voice breathy and ragged. "I've wanted this forever... since class, watching you at the front of the room. Your body, your smile... I used to fantasize about this exact thing."

The confession hit Cassidy like a wave, fueling the fire. She tilted her head back, giving Hannah more access, her fingers tangling in those dark waves of hair. "You... you did?" she managed, voice hoarse. The idea of Hannah—sweet, brilliant Hannah—wanting her like this, for so long, made her head spin. It was wrong, so wrong, but it felt like destiny in this locked room, the mall's distant hum a world away.

Hannah nodded against her neck, lips sucking gently at her pulse point, drawing a moan from Cassidy's throat. "Every day. I'd imagine touching you, tasting you..." Her hands tugged at the hem of Cassidy's sweater, lifting it slowly, exposing the black lace bra beneath. She paused, eyes dark with hunger as she took in the sight—Cassidy's full, heavy breasts straining against the fabric, nipples hard and visible through the sheer cups. "Fuck, you're perfect."

Cassidy didn't hesitate—she helped pull the sweater over her head, tossing it aside, then reached back to unclasp her bra. It fell away, her breasts spilling free, heavy and flushed. Hannah's gaze devoured her, and before Cassidy could second-guess, Hannah's mouth was on her—lips closing around one nipple, tongue swirling hot and wet. Cassidy arched into it, a sharp cry escaping her. "Oh God, Hannah..." Her hands cradled Hannah's head, holding her there as pleasure shot through her body, straight to her clit. No one had touched her like this in years—eager, worshipful, focused entirely on her.

Hannah switched to the other breast, sucking harder now, her hand kneading the first, pinching the nipple just enough to make Cassidy whimper. Then she dropped to her knees, hands sliding down Cassidy's sides to the waistband of her jeans. She looked up, eyes wide and pleading. "Can I...?"

Cassidy nodded frantically, popping the button herself. Hannah tugged the jeans down, along with the soaked lace panties, exposing her completely. The cool air hit her wet folds, making her shiver, but Hannah's breath was warm as she leaned in, pressing a kiss to the inside of Cassidy's thigh. Higher. Higher. Oh, fuck.

When Hannah's tongue finally flicked against her clit, Cassidy's knees nearly buckled. She braced one hand against the mirror, the other in Hannah's hair, as that eager mouth worked her—licking, sucking, exploring with a mix of inexperience and raw enthusiasm. Hannah moaned against her, the vibration sending shockwaves through Cassidy's body. "You taste so good," Hannah murmured, slipping a finger inside her, then two, curling them just right.

Cassidy's hips bucked, riding Hannah's face and fingers, the mirrors showing her every angle: her blonde hair disheveled, breasts bouncing with each thrust, Hannah's pert ass in the air as she knelt. The sight was obscene, intoxicating. She was coming undone—faster than she ever had, the buildup of the day crashing over her. "Hannah... I'm... oh fuck—"

The orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her body clenching around Hannah's fingers, thighs trembling as she cried out, muffling the sound against her own arm. Waves of pleasure rolled through her, leaving her breathless, boneless.

But Hannah wasn't done.

She stood, kissing Cassidy deeply, letting her taste herself on those glossy lips. "Your turn?" Hannah whispered, guiding Cassidy's hand between her legs. “Please… I’m so wet.”

Cassidy's fingers slipped under the lace panties, finding Hannah slick and ready—her folds hot and swollen, drenched with arousal that coated Cassidy's fingertips instantly. The warmth of her was intoxicating, like velvet fire, and the faint, musky scent of their desire filled the small room, mingling with the floral perfume from the boutique and the lingering vanilla from Hannah's skin. It was heady, primal, making Cassidy's head swim as she pressed closer, their bodies slick with a light sheen of sweat.

She rubbed slow circles over Hannah's clit first, teasing the sensitive nub with deliberate pressure, watching Hannah's face contort in pleasure—eyes fluttering shut, full lips parting on a gasp. It was her first time ever feeling another woman’s pussy. Hannah's hazel eyes snapped open again, locking onto Cassidy's, dark and desperate. "Oh God, Cassidy... just like that," she whispered, her voice breathy and broken. "Your fingers feel so fucking good... I've dreamed about this, about you touching me."

The praise sent a fresh wave of heat through Cassidy, her own body still tingling from her orgasm, clit throbbing with aftershocks. She leaned in, capturing Hannah's mouth in a messy kiss, tongues tangling as she increased the rhythm—circling faster, then slower, drawing out the tease. Hannah's hips bucked against her hand, grinding shamelessly, the lace panties stretched aside and forgotten. "You're so wet for me," Cassidy murmured against her lips, surprising herself with the words, the dirty edge to them.

"So tight and hot... God, Hannah, you're perfect. Such a good girl, letting me feel you like this."

Hannah whimpered, her hands clutching at Cassidy's shoulders, nails digging in just enough to sting deliciously. Their breasts pressed together—Cassidy's full, heavy ones against Hannah's perky, lace-clad swells—the friction of skin-on-skin sending sparks through both of them. Hannah's nipples, still hard from earlier, rubbed against Cassidy's, the sensation amplified by the mirrors reflecting every gasp, every tremble. The air was thick with their mingled scents: Hannah's arousal, sharp and sweet; Cassidy's lingering lavender soap; the faint perfume from the mall outside seeping under the door.

Cassidy pushed the panties further aside, her fingers tracing Hannah's entrance before sliding two inside—slowly, inch by inch, feeling the velvety walls clench around her. Hannah was so tight, so responsive, her inner muscles fluttering as Cassidy curled her fingers upward, seeking that spot that made Hannah's knees weaken.

"Fuck, yes... right there," Hannah moaned, her head falling back against the mirror, dark hair sticking to her damp forehead. "You're making me so crazy... harder, please. I need you deeper."

Cassidy obliged, thrusting her fingers in a steady rhythm, her thumb returning to Hannah's clit in firm, insistent circles. The wet sounds of her movements filled the room—slick, obscene—punctuated by Hannah's breathy praises: "You're so good at this... your hands are magic... don't stop, Cassidy, please don't stop." The warmth of Hannah's body enveloped her hand, her arousal dripping down Cassidy's knuckles, making everything slippery and hot. Cassidy leaned down, sucking a mark into the curve of Hannah's neck, tasting salt and skin, while her free hand cupped one of Hannah's breasts through the sheer bra, pinching the nipple until Hannah arched into her touch.

Hannah's grinding grew frantic, her pert ass pressing back against the mirror for leverage, thighs trembling. "I'm so close... you feel amazing inside me," she gasped, her voice rising in pitch.

Cassidy sped up, fingers plunging deeper, curling with each thrust, the praise spilling from her own lips now: "Come for me, Hannah. Let me feel you cum... you're so beautiful like this, so wet and needy for your teacher." The forbidden words hung in the air, heightening everything—the risk, the heat, the way Hannah's body tightened around her fingers like a vice.

With a muffled cry—Hannah biting her own lip to stifle it—the orgasm crashed over her. Her walls pulsed rhythmically around Cassidy's fingers, gushing warmth that soaked her hand, her body shuddering in waves. Cassidy held her through it, slowing her movements but not stopping, drawing out every last tremor until Hannah sagged against her, breathless and glowing.

∞∞∞

They stayed like that for a moment, foreheads pressed together, breaths mingling in the warm, sex-scented air. Hannah's eyes opened, soft and sated, a lazy smile curving her lips. "That was... oh my god," she whispered, kissing Cassidy softly, “incredible.”

Cassidy let out a breathless little laugh, half disbelief, half pure euphoria. Her hand was still cupped gently between Hannah’s thighs, slick with her release, and the reality of it hit her all at once. She’d just made a woman cum—her former student, in a mall fitting room, with her fingers buried deep inside her. The thought should have sent her spiraling into guilt, but instead it flooded her with giddy, reckless joy. Endorphins rushed through her veins like champagne bubbles.

“Oh my God,” Cassidy murmured, cheeks burning as a helpless giggle escaped her. “We really just… did that.”

Hannah’s answering laugh was low and delighted, her nose crinkling as she bit her lip. “We really, really did.” She leaned in, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to Cassidy’s mouth, then another, and another—slow, sweet ones that tasted of both of them. “I can’t believe it actually happened. I’ve literally dreamed about this since… forever and… holy shit, Mrs. Thompson just finger-fucked me in Lush & Lace.”

The naughty words, said with such giddy disbelief, made Cassidy laugh again, louder this time, her hand flying to cover her mouth as if someone outside might hear. “Shhh!” she whispered, but she was grinning, flushed and glowing. “You’re going to get us caught.”

Hannah’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “Worth it,” she whispered back, stealing one more kiss—deeper this time, a little filthy, tongue sliding against Cassidy’s like she couldn’t quite believe she was allowed. When she pulled away, both of them were breathing harder again. “You’re… unreal. I’m still shaking.”

Cassidy glanced down at her hand, glistening with evidence of exactly how thoroughly she’d unraveled Hannah, and felt another rush of heat. “I’m a mess,” she admitted with a sheepish smile, reaching for a handful of the boutique-provided tissues on the bench. Hannah did the same, both of them giggling like teenagers as they cleaned up—wiping fingers, thighs, the faint damp spot on the mirror where Hannah’s back had pressed.

They dressed in flustered, happy silence punctuated by stolen glances and soft laughter. Cassidy pulled her sweater back on, smoothing it down over breasts that still felt tender and sensitive. Hannah stepped back into her cropped hoodie and leggings, the black lace set carefully folded and tucked into a discreet pink bag—“I’m buying it,” she declared with a wicked grin. “Souvenir.”

One last look in the mirror: hair a little wild, lips swollen, cheeks flushed with that unmistakable post-orgasm glow. They looked like two women who’d just shared a delicious secret.

Hannah reached for the lock, pausing to press one final soft kiss to the corner of Cassidy’s mouth. “Ready, partner in crime?”

Cassidy took a steadying breath, heart still racing, and nodded. “Mission accomplished.”

Hannah turned the lock. The soft click sounded louder than it should.

They slipped out of the fitting room separately—Hannah first, casual and confident, clutching her new purchase; Cassidy a minute later, smoothing her hair and trying not to smile too wide. The hallway felt cooler, the distant hum of holiday music suddenly surreal after the heated cocoon they’d just left.

They met again near the front of the store, exchanging one quick, knowing glance that sent fresh butterflies through Cassidy’s stomach. Hannah’s cheeks were still pink, her eyes bright with the same giddy disbelief.

No one around them had any idea.

And that made it all the more delicious.

They paid at the counter separately—Hannah first, chatting breezily with the saleswoman about the “cute set” as if it were just another holiday gift, while Cassidy lingered over a display of silk robes, trying to keep her hands from shaking. When it was her turn, she added a bottle of the warm vanilla body mist on impulse, cheeks burning as the cashier scanned it with a little smile.

Outside the boutique, the mall’s bright lights and holiday music crashed over them again, a jarring return to reality. But the air between them crackled, electric and undeniable. They walked close, shoulders brushing, shopping bags swinging lightly between them.

Hannah leaned in as they passed a pretzel stand, her lips almost grazing the shell of Cassidy’s ear. The words were soft, meant only for her.

“I can still taste you on my tongue,” she whispered, voice low and filthy. “And I’m already soaked again thinking about spreading your legs on a real bed… licking you slow until you’re begging me to let you cum.”

Cassidy’s step faltered. A rush of heat flooded her, thighs pressing together against the sudden throb. Years of quiet dissatisfaction, of polite, lights-off sex or none at all, and now this bright, bold girl was unraveling her with a single sentence in the middle of Evergreen Plaza. She felt reckless, alive, hungry in a way she hadn’t known was possible.

She turned her head, meeting Hannah’s mischievous, lust-darkened eyes. Her own voice came out husky, decisive.

“My husband’s at the office until late,” she said quietly. “House is empty. Twenty minutes away.”

Hannah’s lips parted, a delighted, wicked smile spreading across her face. “Lead the way, Mrs. Thompson.”

∞∞∞

They didn’t run—didn’t want to draw eyes—but their pace was brisk, purposeful, weaving through the holiday crowds toward the escalators. Every accidental brush of hands or hips sent sparks skittering across Cassidy’s skin. She could feel Hannah’s gaze on her like a touch, tracing the sway of her ass in the tight jeans, the bounce of her breasts under the soft sweater.

In the parking structure, the cold December air hit them, but it did nothing to cool the heat simmering between them. Cassidy led Hannah to her silver SUV, clicking the unlock button. Hannah tossed her bags in the back seat without ceremony, then slid into the passenger side, thighs pressing together as she buckled in.

The moment the doors shut, the space felt impossibly intimate—leather seats, faint scent of Cassidy’s perfume lingering, windows already starting to fog from their quickened breaths. Cassidy started the engine, hands gripping the wheel a little too tightly as she backed out.

Hannah didn’t waste time. As soon as they rolled toward the exit ramp, her hand slid across the console, resting high on Cassidy’s thigh—fingers tracing slow, teasing circles through the denim.

“You okay to drive?” Hannah asked innocently, but her thumb pressed firmly, inching higher with every circle.

Cassidy exhaled shakily, guiding the car onto the main road. “Barely.”

“Good,” Hannah murmured, leaning over the console just enough that her breath warmed Cassidy’s neck. “Because I want you thinking about what I’m going to do to you the whole way home. How I’m going to peel those jeans off the second we’re inside… push you onto your bed… spread you open and eat you until you can’t remember your own name.”

Cassidy’s foot pressed a little harder on the gas than necessary, the SUV surging forward. The route home—familiar suburban streets lined with Christmas lights—felt endless and electric. Every red light was torture; at one, Hannah’s hand slid fully between Cassidy’s thighs, cupping her through the seam of her jeans, pressing just enough to make her hips twitch.

“Fuck, you’re burning up,” Hannah whispered, feeling the heat radiating through the fabric. “I bet you’re dripping again already.”

Cassidy bit her lip, eyes fixed on the road, pulse pounding in her ears. “You have no idea.”

The remaining minutes blurred—Hannah’s fingers teasing, her voice dropping filthy promises against Cassidy’s ear at every stop: I want to feel you come on my tongue again… want to ride your thigh until I’m screaming… want to watch you touch yourself while I suck those perfect tits…

By the time Cassidy pulled into her quiet, tree-lined driveway, both of them were flushed and breathing hard. The house looked dark and ordinary from the outside—wreath on the door, porch light glowing softly—but inside, everything was about to change.

Cassidy killed the engine. For a second they just sat there, the sudden silence thick with anticipation.

Then Hannah reached over, fingers threading through Cassidy’s blonde waves, pulling her into a deep, hungry kiss right there in the driveway—tongues sliding, hands grasping, the taste of want sharp between them.

When they broke apart, Hannah’s eyes were dark, lips swollen.

“Take me inside,” she whispered. “Now.”

Cassidy didn’t need to be told twice.

∞∞∞

They barely made it through the front door.

Cassidy fumbled with her keys, Hannah pressed against her back the whole time—lips on her neck, hands sliding under the sweater to cup her breasts through the lace bra. The second the lock clicked, Hannah pushed her inside, kicking the door shut behind them. Bags dropped forgotten in the entryway.

The house was dim and quiet, holiday lights from the neighbor’s yard casting soft colored glows through the windows. But neither of them cared about the decor. Hannah spun Cassidy around, backing her against the wall, mouth crashing into hers in a frantic, open-mouthed kiss. Tongues tangled, teeth nipping, hands everywhere.

“Bedroom,” Cassidy gasped between kisses, but Hannah was already tugging her sweater up and off, tossing it aside.

“Too far,” Hannah growled against her lips, fingers working the button of Cassidy’s jeans. She yanked them down along with the soaked panties, dropping to her knees right there in the hallway. Cassidy’s back hit the wall harder as Hannah spread her thighs, hooking one leg over her shoulder.

Just like she’d promised in the car.

Hannah’s mouth was on her instantly—hot, eager, no hesitation. Her tongue licked a long, slow stripe up Cassidy’s pussy, savoring the taste she’d been craving since the fitting room. Cassidy’s head thunked back against the wall, a strangled moan escaping as Hannah’s lips closed around her clit, sucking gently at first, then harder.

“Fuck—Hannah—” Cassidy’s hands fisted in dark waves, hips rocking forward shamelessly. Hannah hummed in approval, the vibration making Cassidy’s knees buckle. Two fingers slid inside her easily—she was dripping, swollen, desperate—and curled upward, stroking that perfect spot over and over.

Hannah looked up at her, eyes dark and triumphant, mouth glistening. “You taste even better here,” she murmured, voice muffled against wet flesh. “Been dying to spread you open like this… make you fall apart on my tongue.”

She did exactly that—licking slow and deliberate, then fast and relentless, fingers thrusting in time with her mouth. Cassidy’s moans echoed down the empty hallway, her body coiling tighter and tighter. The orgasm built fast and fierce, crashing over her in seconds—her thighs clamping around Hannah’s head, back arching off the wall as she came hard, pulsing against Hannah’s fingers and tongue.

Hannah didn’t stop until Cassidy was shaking, oversensitive and gasping. Only then did she pull back, lips shiny, grinning like she’d won a prize.

But she wasn’t finished.

She stood, kissing Cassidy deeply—letting her taste herself again—then took her hand and tugged her toward the stairs. “Bed. Now.”

They stumbled up the steps, shedding clothes along the way: Hannah’s hoodie, her leggings, the black lace bra from the boutique. By the time they reached the master bedroom, both were naked, skin flushed and glowing in the soft light filtering through the blinds.

Cassidy’s king bed—usually so empty—became their playground. Hannah pushed her down onto it, crawling over her with predatory grace. She kissed her way down Cassidy’s body, spending long minutes worshipping her heavy breasts—sucking, licking, biting gently until Cassidy was writhing again.

Then Hannah shifted, straddling Cassidy’s waist, leaning down for a slow, filthy kiss.

“I want more,” she whispered against Cassidy’s lips. “I want to ride your face.”

Cassidy’s breath caught, fresh heat flooding her. She’d never… but God, she wanted it. Wanted to feel Hannah lose control on her mouth.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Please.”

Hannah’s smile was pure sin. She moved up the bed, knees settling on either side of Cassidy’s head, hovering just above her. Cassidy could smell her—warm, aroused, intoxicating. She was actually going to taste a woman’s pussy. Her ex-student. Hannah lowered herself slowly, giving Cassidy time to adjust, until her slick folds pressed against Cassidy’s eager mouth.

The first taste made them both moan.

Cassidy’s hands gripped Hannah’s thighs, pulling her down harder as her tongue delved in—licking broad stripes, circling her clit, exploring every inch. Hannah rocked against her face, hips rolling in a steady rhythm, hands braced on the headboard.

“Oh fuck… your mouth,” Hannah gasped, head falling back, dark hair cascading down her back. “Just like that… don’t stop.”

Cassidy didn’t. She licked and sucked with growing confidence, fueled by Hannah’s breathless praise and the way her thighs trembled around her head. Hannah ground down harder, chasing her pleasure, one hand dropping to tangle in Cassidy’s blonde hair.

“You’re so good… making me feel so fucking good…” Hannah’s voice broke on a moan as Cassidy’s tongue flicked faster, then plunged inside her. “I’m gonna cum all over your face… oh God—”

She did—hard. Her body tensed, thighs clamping tight, a low cry tearing from her throat as she came undone, flooding Cassidy’s mouth with her release. Cassidy held her through it, licking gently until Hannah shuddered and collapsed forward, catching herself on the headboard.

After a moment, Hannah slid down Cassidy’s body, curling into her side, both of them breathless and spent. She pressed lazy kisses to Cassidy’s jaw, her neck, tasting herself on Cassidy’s skin.

“Holy shit,” Hannah whispered, giggling softly again, the sound warm and sated. “That was… everything.”

Cassidy pulled her closer, heart pounding, body humming with afterglow. She kissed the top of Hannah’s head, a soft laugh escaping her own lips.

“Yeah,” she murmured. “It really was.”

Cassidy pressed a kiss to Hannah’s forehead, still half-dazed. “I can’t believe you’re here,” she whispered. “In my bed. After… everything.”

Hannah lifted her head, eyes soft and shining. “I can’t believe you let me,” she murmured back, smiling. She shifted closer, nuzzling into Cassidy’s neck. “You’re even more beautiful up close like this. All soft and satisfied.”

Cassidy laughed quietly, the sound rumbling through her chest. “I feel like I’m glowing.”

“You are,” Hannah said, kissing the hollow of her throat, then her collarbone, slow and reverent. Her hand drifted lower, fingertips grazing the sensitive skin of Cassidy’s inner thigh. “And I’m not done making you glow.”

The touch was light, but it reignited the spark instantly. Cassidy’s breath hitched, her legs parting on instinct. Hannah’s lips curved against her skin as she felt the response—Cassidy already slick again, body humming back to life.

Hannah rolled halfway on top of her, kissing her deeply, slowly—tongues sliding together in a lazy, sensual dance. Their breasts pressed together, nipples brushing and hardening at the contact. Hannah’s thigh slipped between Cassidy’s, and Cassidy mirrored the move, opening herself fully.

“Come here,” Hannah whispered, voice low and velvet. She adjusted their positions, guiding one of Cassidy’s legs over her hip, the other between her own thighs until their centers aligned perfectly—wet heat meeting wet heat.

The first slide of their slick folds together drew a shared gasp. It was intimate, electric—nothing between them but skin and want. Hannah rocked forward slowly, grinding in a gentle circle, and Cassidy matched her rhythm, hips rolling up to meet her.

“Oh fuck,” Cassidy breathed, hands gripping Hannah’s ass, pulling her closer, “That’s so fucking hot…” The friction was perfect—clits bumping, sliding, catching just right with every movement. Their arousal mixed, making everything slippery and hot, the sounds soft and obscene in the quiet room.

Hannah’s head dropped to Cassidy’s shoulder, breath ragged against her neck. “You feel so good,” she moaned softly. “So wet for me… grinding on me like this.”

Cassidy’s answer was a whimper, her hips moving faster now, chasing the building pressure. She could feel every inch of Hannah—swollen, slick, pulsing against her. Their bodies fit together like they were made for this, thighs trembling with effort and pleasure.

They found a rhythm—slow at first, savoring every drag and press, then faster, more desperate. Breasts bounced gently with each thrust, nipples grazing, sending sparks down their spines. Hannah lifted her head to kiss Cassidy again, messy and deep, swallowing each other’s moans.

“Look at me,” Hannah whispered against her lips, voice shaking. “I want to see you when we cum.”

Cassidy opened her eyes, locking onto Hannah’s—hazel dark with lust, filled with something tender and fierce. Their foreheads pressed together, breaths mingling as their hips ground harder, faster, perfectly in sync.

The pleasure coiled tight and hot low in Cassidy’s belly, spreading outward in waves. She could feel Hannah trembling too, thighs tensing, breath hitching.

“I’m close,” Cassidy gasped. “Hannah—don’t stop—”

“Me too,” Hannah panted, grinding down harder, clit rubbing perfectly against Cassidy’s. “Cum with me… please…”

It hit them together—sudden and overwhelming. Cassidy cried out first, body arching off the bed as her orgasm crashed through her, pulsing hot and hard against Hannah. The clench and throb of it pushed Hannah over the edge a heartbeat later—her moan muffled against Cassidy’s neck as she came, hips jerking in helpless spasms, release coating them both.

They rode it out together, movements slowing but not stopping, drawing out every last shudder and pulse until they were both trembling, oversensitive and boneless.

Finally, Hannah collapsed fully onto Cassidy, both of them laughing breathlessly into each other’s skin—soft, giddy sounds of pure bliss.

Cassidy wrapped her arms around her, holding her close, feeling Hannah’s heartbeat thunder against her own.

“Wow,” Hannah murmured after a long moment, voice muffled against Cassidy’s breast. “I don’t think I’ve ever cum that hard.”

Cassidy smiled into her hair, fingers stroking down the smooth line of Hannah’s back. “Same,” she whispered. “You’re… incredible.”

They stayed like that, wrapped together, slick and sated, the afterglow wrapping around them like the warmest blanket.

Neither wanted to move. Neither wanted it to end.

Three Months Later…

The holiday lights were all taken down by now, but the thrill between them hadn’t dimmed. If anything, it had grown sharper, more deliberate. Texts flew daily—flirty at first, then filthy, then tender again. Stolen coffee dates in towns twenty minutes away. Quick, risky kisses in parking lots. Nights when Mark worked late and Hannah’s roommates were out, spent tangled in Cassidy’s bed until dawn threatened.

But they both knew what they really craved: time. Unhurried, private time.

So Cassidy booked the room—a boutique hotel an hour from home, neutral ground, king bed and blackout curtains. Hannah had been teasing her about it for weeks.

Hannah: been thinking about you in a harness all day… want to feel you fuck me like you own me… please say you got it?

Cassidy had. A discreet online order, black leather straps, sleek silicone in a deep midnight blue. She’d practiced adjusting it in her bedroom mirror more than once, cheeks burning, pulse racing at the thought of what was coming.

Now she stood outside room 312, heart hammering, overnight bag slung over her shoulder. She knocked twice—soft, prearranged.

The door opened, and Hannah pulled her inside before she could even speak.

Hannah looked like pure fantasy made flesh.

A short-pleated skirt—navy and gray, the kind that swished against her thighs and screamed Catholic temptation. White thigh-high socks with little bows at the top, hugging her toned legs. A fitted white button-down, tied at the waist to show a sliver of golden midriff, top three buttons undone just enough to reveal the lace edge of a bra. Her dark hair was in two loose braids, glossy and innocent-until-you-looked-closer. Lips painted cherry red.

She closed the door, leaning back against it with a slow, wicked smile.

“Hi, Mrs. Thompson,” she said, voice low and teasing, the old honorific dripping with heat. “I’ve been a very bad girl.”

Cassidy’s bag hit the floor with a thud. The roleplay nod to who they’d once been—teacher and student—sent a forbidden shiver down her spine. She stepped forward, crowding Hannah against the door, hands bracing on either side of her head.

“Have you?” Cassidy murmured, voice husky. She leaned in, lips brushing Hannah’s ear. “Then I suppose I’ll have to punish you.”

Hannah’s breath hitched, eyes fluttering. “Yes, please.”

They didn’t make it to the bed at first. Cassidy kissed her hard, claiming her mouth while hands roamed—up under the pleated skirt to find Hannah bare underneath, already slick. Hannah whimpered into the kiss, grinding against Cassidy’s thigh as fingers teased her folds, circling but not entering.

“Such a naughty girl,” Cassidy whispered, nipping her bottom lip. “No panties? You’ve been thinking about this all day, haven’t you?”

“Since you texted me the room number,” Hannah admitted breathlessly. “Touched myself in the car on the way here thinking about you fucking me with that cock.”

The words went straight to Cassidy’s core. She pulled back just enough to shrug off her coat, revealing the harness already fastened under her jeans—visible now that she unbuttoned them, the midnight-blue dildo jutting proudly.

Hannah’s eyes darkened with raw want. “Fuck. You’re wearing it already.”

Cassidy smirked, guiding Hannah’s hand to wrap around the silicone shaft. “Wanted to be ready for you.”

They stumbled to the bed, clothes coming off in frantic layers—Cassidy’s sweater and jeans, Hannah’s tied shirt and bra, though Cassidy left the skirt and socks on because the sight of them was unraveling her. Hannah dropped to her knees on the carpet first, mouthing the strap, licking it like it was real, looking up at Cassidy with those wide hazel eyes.

Cassidy’s hips bucked involuntarily. “Fuck, Hannah…”

Then Hannah was on the bed, on her back, skirt flipped up, knees spread wide in those thigh-high socks. Cassidy settled between them, rubbing the tip of the dildo through Hannah’s wetness, teasing her clit until Hannah was begging—actually begging.

“Please, Cassidy… need you inside me. I want to feel my teacher fuck me.”

Cassidy pushed in slowly, watching Hannah’s face—eyes rolling back, mouth open on a silent gasp as she took every inch. When she was fully seated, she paused, letting Hannah adjust, then started to move—long, deep strokes that made the bed creak and Hannah’s braids spill across the pillows.

The rhythm built—slow and sensual at first, then harder, faster, the harness rubbing perfectly against Cassidy’s clit with every thrust. Hannah’s legs wrapped around her waist, socks sliding against Cassidy’s skin, heels digging in.

“You feel so good,” Cassidy groaned, leaning down to kiss her, swallowing her moans. “Taking me so perfectly… my beautiful girl.”

Hannah’s nails raked down her back. “Harder… please… I’m going to cum around you.”

Cassidy gave her what she needed—pounding into her now, the slap of skin on skin filling the room, Hannah’s cries rising higher. She reached between them, thumb circling Hannah’s clit, and that was it—Hannah shattered, clenching hard around the strap, body arching off the bed as she came with Cassidy’s name on her lips.

The pressure on Cassidy’s clit sent her over seconds later, grinding deep as her own orgasm pulsed through her.

They collapsed together, breathless and laughing softly again—that same giddy, disbelieving sound they’d shared the first time. Cassidy eased out gently, unfastening the harness and tossing it aside before pulling Hannah into her arms.

Hannah nuzzled into her neck, fingers tracing idle patterns on Cassidy’s breast. “That was… even better than the fantasy.”

Cassidy kissed her temple, smiling into her hair. “We have all night, baby.”

Outside, spring rain started to patter against the window. Inside, they had all night—no husbands, no roommates, no mall crowds. Just them, and whatever came next.

And whatever came next felt endless.

Cassidy and Hannah lived Happily Ever After…

The End!


Spread by Her Doctor




Mia had just turned eighteen two weeks ago, and the milestone still felt like a secret she carried under her skin. Freshman year at Eldridge University was a whirlwind of late-night study sessions, cafeteria pizza, and the dizzying freedom of no one telling her when to go to bed. She was five-foot-four of soft angles and startled-deer energy: auburn hair that fell in a straight, glossy sheet to the middle of her back, wide green eyes that made people want to protect her, and a mouth that looked permanently on the verge of saying something she hadn’t quite worked up the courage for.

This morning the late-October air smelled like wet leaves. Mia stood in front of the narrow mirror glued to the back of her dorm door, tugging at the hem of a thin white crop tee that kept riding up and exposing a strip of pale stomach. Over it she pulled a faded denim jacket that she borrowed from a friend back home and never returned, and paired the whole thing with high-waisted black leggings that clung to every curve she still wasn’t used to owning. The girl in the reflection looked… grown. Hot. Almost dangerously so.

She was only here because her mother had booked the appointment back in August, before move-in day, in that breezy maternal tone that left zero room for negotiation. “You’re on your own now, hon. Time for a doctor who isn’t your pediatrician. You might get a boyfriend. You need a full and thorough check up now that you’re an adult.” For some reason, Mia’s stomach flipped at the thought.

She wasn’t sick. She felt great, actually—just restless and sometimes with an anxious energy. But the idea of stripping down in a cold room while some stranger poked and prodded made her cheeks burn in advance. She’d only ever had one boyfriend in high school, a clumsy six weeks of awkward kissing and fumbling over clothes that never actually came off. No way was she going to let some random in a lab coat feel her boobs.

Mia twisted her hair into a messy knot on top of her head, letting a few golden strands escape around her face. Lip gloss—clear, just enough to make her mouth look wet. A spritz of vanilla body spray at her wrists and throat. Armor, of a sort.

Her phone buzzed.

Mom: Text me when you’re done, okay? Love you. Be good.

Be good? Mia rolled her eyes so hard it hurt, shoved the phone into her pocket, and headed out.

The campus health center sat on the far edge of the quad, a sleek glass-and-brick building that looked more like a boutique hotel than a place where people got checked for STI’s. Inside, the waiting room smelled faintly of eucalyptus and lemon cleaner. Indie coffeehouse music played low. The receptionist handed her a clipboard with a smile that said she’d seen a thousand nervous freshmen before lunch.

Mia filled out the forms in loopy, careful handwriting, cheeks flaming at every question about cycles and partners (zero) and last menstrual period (she had to open her period-tracker app to be sure). When she handed the clipboard back, the receptionist’s eyes flicked up and softened.

“Dr. Vaughn…she will be with you in just a few minutes, Mia. Exam Room 3. You can head on back.”

Mia’s pulse skittered. After this, she wasn’t going to go back for a year.

She slipped into the hallway, sneakers silent on the polished floor, and pushed open the door marked 3.

The room was warmer than she expected. Soft lighting, pale-blue walls, a padded table covered in fresh white paper. A single framed print of ocean waves. And there, leaning against the counter, reviewing a chart on a tablet with one elegant finger, stood Dr. Evelyn Vaughn.

Tall—maybe five-ten in the low heels she wore—with a sleek auburn chignon that revealed the long, graceful line of her neck. Porcelain skin, faint laugh lines at the corners of eyes the color of smoky quartz. A white coat hung open over a silk blouse the shade of midnight, sleeves rolled once to reveal delicate wrists and the glint of a thin gold watch. Tailored black trousers hugged narrow hips. Everything about her screamed composure, control, and something else Mia couldn’t name yet but felt low in her belly like warm honey.

Dr. Vaughn glanced up. Her gaze locked on Mia’s and held—assessing, unhurried, a little amused.

“You must be Miss Harper.” Her voice was low, smooth, the kind of voice that could read the phone book and still make you wet. “Come on in. Close the door behind you.”

Mia obeyed before her brain fully caught up. The click of the latch sounded enormous in the quiet room. She had expected some middle-aged balding guy, not this… beautiful woman.

Dr. Vaughn closed the chart and met Mias gaze directly, a small, professional smile curving lips that looked unfairly soft. “I’m Dr. Vaughn. I’ll be taking care of you today.”

Mia managed a nod. “Okay.”

Dr. Vaughn washed her hands at the sink, the motion slow and graceful, then rolled the stool closer and sat, eyes flicking over the tablet again before settling back on Mia with quiet intensity.

“First time here?” she asked, not unkindly.

Mia swallowed. “Yeah. My mom made the appointment.”

A soft huff of laughter. “Moms do that.” Dr. Vaughn’s gaze was steady, reassuring, but something in it made the air feel thicker. “We’ll take it slow. You’re in control here, okay? You can stop me at any time.”

Mia nodded again, not trusting her voice.

“So, how have you been feeling?” The doctor asked.

“Good.” Mia replied.

“Any pains, or headaches, anything irregular you are wondering about?”

“No.”

Dr. Vaughn stood, the white coat shifting over slim hips as she moved to the counter. “Alright. Let’s start with the easy part—first I’ll ask you some routine questions about your history. Then, we will take your blood pressure, I will check your lymph nodes and abdomen, and then I can give you a quick breast examination and see then we will see what else you may need. Sound good?”

Mia’s throat felt suddenly dry. “Yeah… sounds good,” she whispered, the words barely making it past her lips. Breast examination? She would tell Dr. Vaughn that she could check them herself, once the time came.

Dr. Vaughn’s smile was small, reassuring, nothing like the clinical briskness Mia had braced herself for. She rolled the stool a fraction closer, close enough that Mia caught the faint trace of her perfume. The doctor rested the tablet on her lap and tapped once, pulling up the intake form Mia had just filled out.

“Alright, Mia. Let’s start with the basics so I have a clear picture.” Her voice stayed low, almost intimate in the quiet room. “The form says you’ve never been sexually active. Is that still correct?”

Mia’s cheeks went scarlet. She nodded first, then remembered she was supposed to use words. “Yes. I mean… yeah. Never.”

“That includes oral sex. Have you ever…?”

“No…’ Mia squeaked.

Dr. Vaughn didn’t write anything yet; she just held Mia’s gaze, steady and patient. “That’s perfectly fine. Lots of women your age are in the same place. Have you ever been intimate with anyone at all? Kissing, touching, anything you’d like me to know about?”

Mia’s fingers twisted in the hem of her crop tee. Was that relevant? “Just… just a boyfriend senior year. We kissed. That’s pretty much it.” She laughed nervously, the sound too high. “He was… not very good at it.”

A tiny curve at the corner of Dr. Vaughn’s mouth, almost a smile. “Noted.” She did type something, fingers quick and elegant on the screen. “Any pain or irregularities with your periods? Heavy bleeding, bad cramps?”

“No more than usual, I guess. Cramps sometimes, but ibuprofen works.”

“Good. Are you noticing any new sensitivity in your breasts? Tenderness, lumps, anything like that?”

Mia shook her head, then realized what came next and felt her stomach drop in a slow, liquid roll.

Dr. Vaughn set the tablet aside and stood, the white coat swaying open just enough to reveal the way the silk blouse clung softly to her torso. “Okay. I’m going to check your blood pressure first, then we’ll do a quick lymph-node and abdominal check. After that, the breast exam. You can keep your bra on for the first parts if that makes you more comfortable.”

Mia exhaled shakily. “Okay.”

Dr. Vaughn moved behind her, the cuff sliding cool and smooth around Mia’s upper arm. The doctor’s fingers brushed the inside of her elbow, and Mia’s pulse jumped so hard she was sure the machine registered it.

“One-ten over seventy,” Dr. Vaughn murmured, voice close to Mia’s ear. “Perfect. Heart rate is a little fast, but that’s normal when you’re nervous.”

She stepped back around, gloved hands now, and pressed gentle fingertips beneath Mia’s jaw, along her neck, under her arms. Every touch was clinical, yet Mia felt it everywhere else - warmth spreading low in her belly, a sudden, mortifying slickness between her thighs.

“Turn around for me?” Dr. Vaughn asked softly.

Mia pivoted on the table. The doctor’s palms slid under the back of her crop tee and denim jacket, checking along her spine, then moved to the front, pressing lightly just beneath her ribs. Mia’s breath stuttered when those hands settled over her stomach, firm but careful.

“Breathe in for me, sweetheart.”

The endearment slipped out so naturally Mia almost didn’t catch it. She inhaled, and Dr. Vaughn’s thumbs swept once, slow, across the soft skin just above the waistband of her leggings.

“Everything seems healthy,” the doctor said, voice a touch lower than before. She didn’t step away yet. “Now for the breast exam, which is very important. You can lie back if that’s easier, or stay sitting. Whatever you prefer. I’ll need you to lift your top and bra, or we can work around them if you’re shy.”

Mia’s heart was a frantic bird against her ribs. She swallowed once, twice. “I… I can lift them,” she heard herself say, the words trembling.

Dr. Vaughn’s eyes darkened just a shade. Was it approval, maybe something else? “Whenever you’re ready.”

Mia reached for the hem of her crop tee with shaking fingers, pulling it and the denim jacket up to just beneath her collarbone. Cool air kissed her stomach, then higher as she tugged the soft cups of her bra up and over, exposing small, flushed breasts to the warm room. Her nipples tightened instantly, embarrassingly obvious, and she could tell her own cheeks were flushed.

Her breasts. Her bare breasts were out and exposed to this random woman. For some reason, the thought sent a jolt straight between Mia’s thighs. What is wrong with me? It’s a normal check-up.

Dr. Vaughn’s gaze flicked down, professional but unhurried, then back to Mia’s face. “Doing great,” she said quietly. “Just relax for me.”

Warm, gloved hands settled gently beneath Mia’s left breast first, lifting slightly, fingers moving in slow, practiced circles outward from the center. Mia bit the inside of her cheek to keep from gasping at how sensitive she suddenly was, with every light press sent sparks skittering straight between her legs.

“You’re very responsive,” Dr. Vaughn observed, almost conversationally, thumb brushing just beneath Mia’s nipple on the upward sweep. “That’s normal. Healthy.”

Mia’s exhale came out shaky, half a whimper.

The doctor switched to the right breast, repeating the same deliberate pattern. This time her thumb grazed the very tip of Mia’s nipple as if testing. Mia’s hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk.

Dr. Vaughn’s eyes lifted, locking with Mia’s. “Still okay? Want me to continue?”

Mia could only nod, lips parted, cheeks burning.

A pause. Then, softly, “You’re doing beautifully, Mia. Just a little longer. I don’t want to miss anything.”

Mia’s skin felt too tight, like every nerve had migrated to the surface and was waiting for the next touch.

Dr. Vaughn’s hands were warm even through the thin latex, and when her fingers cupped beneath Mia’s left breast again, lifting gently, Mia had to bite down hard on her lower lip to trap the tiny sound that wanted to escape. God, she’s gorgeous, Mia thought, dizzy with it. The sleek auburn hair, the calm, expensive scent, the way those smoky eyes flicked up every few seconds to check Mia’s face, like she actually cared what Mia was feeling. It wasn’t fair. Doctors weren’t supposed to look like they’d walked off a runway.

“Deep breath in for me again,” Dr. Vaughn murmured.

Mia obeyed, and the motion lifted her breast more fully into the doctor’s palm. A slow, deliberate circle with the pads of two fingers, starting at the outer edge and spiraling inward. Mia felt her nipple stiffen further, aching, and heat rushed between her legs so fast she had to squeeze her thighs together under the blanket. She prayed the paper beneath her wasn’t already damp.

“You’re very sensitive here,” Dr. Vaughn said, voice perfectly even, as if she were commenting on the weather. “That’s completely normal for someone your age, especially if you haven’t had much… play or exploration yet.”

Play. Exploration. The words landed low in Mia’s belly and stayed there, pulsing.

The doctor’s thumb swept upward, a feather-light pass just beneath the tight peak. Mia’s breath stuttered. She felt herself get wetter, an actual, mortifying rush, and shifted her hips the tiniest bit, trying to ease the throb without being obvious.

Dr. Vaughn noticed. Of course she did. Her gaze flicked down to Mia’s lap for half a second, then back up, unreadable.

“Still comfortable?” she asked softly.

“Y-yeah,” Mia managed. Her voice cracked on the second syllable.

“Good girl.”

The praise slipped out smooth as silk, and Mia’s entire body responded like she’d been stroked between her legs. She felt her cheeks flame hotter, but she couldn’t look away from those quartz-colored eyes.

Dr. Vaughn moved to the right breast, mirroring the same slow circles. This time her fingers lingered a fraction longer at the underside, pressing gently, as if checking for something only she could feel. Mia’s head fell back a little; she couldn’t help it. The room smelled faintly of latex and whatever dark, expensive perfume the doctor wore, and it was making her head swim.

“You’re doing wonderfully,” Dr. Vaughn said, quieter now. “I just need to be thorough. Some young women don’t realize how sensitive they can become when they’re… relaxed.”

Mia wasn’t relaxed. She was a live wire. Every breath felt too loud, every tiny shift of the doctor’s hands sent another pulse of slick heat to her core. She was terrified Dr. Vaughn could tell, but the thought only made her wetter.

The doctor’s thumb brushed directly over Mia’s nipple this time, once, deliberate, clinical in speed but not in pressure. Mia couldn’t swallow the soft, broken sound that escaped.

Dr. Vaughn paused, hand still cupping Mia’s breast, eyes locked on hers. “Too much?”

Mia shook her head frantically. “Sorry. No. I’m… it’s okay. I’m okay.” Please don’t stop.

A tiny, knowing tilt at the corner of the doctor’s mouth. “All right. Almost done with this part.”

She finished the exam with the same measured care, but now her touches felt different. They were slower, lingering half a second longer than strictly necessary, fingertips tracing the very edge of Mia’s areola on the final pass. When she finally lowered Mia’s bra and tee back into place, Mia almost whimpered at the loss.

Dr. Vaughn peeled off the gloves with a soft snap, dropped them in the bin, and washed her hands again. Mia watched the flex of slender forearms under rolled sleeves and felt her clit throb in time with her heartbeat.

When the doctor turned back, her expression was once again perfectly professional, but her pupils were more dilated than before.

“Everything looks and feels perfectly healthy,” she said, voice a touch huskier. “Now, do you have any questions, or is there anything else you would like for me to check out?”

Mia’s mouth opened, then closed. Her pulse was roaring in her ears, and the ache between her legs had turned into a steady, needy throb. She should say no. Say thank you and move on with her day.

Instead, a tiny, desperate sound slipped out before she could stop it.

“Uhm…”

Dr. Vaughn’s brows lifted just a fraction, polite curiosity in her eyes, but the corner of her mouth curved upwards. “Anything at all, Mia,” she repeated, softer. “This is a safe space. I’m here to help with whatever you need.”

Mia swallowed hard, her thighs pressing together under the blanket. She could feel how slick she was, how swollen, and the idea of admitting it out loud made her dizzy.

“I… um…” Her voice cracked. “I’ve been… feeling things lately. Down there.” She gestured vaguely toward her lap, cheeks on fire. “Like, more sensitive than usual? I don’t know if that’s normal.” She couldn’t fucking believe the sound of her own voice. Normally, she would have rather spent countless hours searching symptoms online than tell a real-life human right in front of her – and that’s if anything was actually wrong.

Dr. Vaughn didn’t smile, didn’t smirk; she simply nodded, the picture of professional concern. “That’s actually very common when your hormones are shifting, especially starting college, new stresses, new freedoms. There can be changes with libido and sexual health. Would you like me to take a look? Make sure everything’s healthy and functioning the way it should?”

Mia’s heart slammed against her ribs. She nodded again before her brain caught up. “Yes, please.”

“Of course.” Dr. Vaughn’s tone stayed perfectly even, soothing. “Let’s get you comfortable. Go ahead and slide your leggings and panties down to your knees, and then scoot to the edge of the table and lay back however is most comfortable.”

Mia’s hands trembled as they moved to the waistband of her high-waisted black leggings. She hooked her thumbs under both the leggings and her panties at once (simple black cotton, already clinging damply to her skin) and pushed them down in one slow, mortified slide. The fabric caught briefly on her hips before giving way, pooling at her knees. Cool air kissed the sudden bareness between her legs, making her acutely aware of how wet she was.

She scooted forward on the crinkling paper until her bottom rested right at the edge of the table, then lay back, heart hammering so hard she was sure Dr. Vaughn could see it fluttering beneath her crop tee. Her thighs stayed pressed together at first, instinct more than choice.

“Perfect…Breathe for me, Mia,” Dr. Vaughn said softly, voice velvet and calm. “In through your nose… good. Now out.”

Mia obeyed, shaky, desperate. Perfect…?

“Shh, easy,” the doctor murmured, voice low and warm. She snapped on fresh gloves and rolled the stool closer, settling between Mia’s knees. “Just relax your knees outward for me, sweetheart. That’s it...”

Mia’s head fell back against the padded table as her legs parted, slow and trembling. Dr. Vaughn’s gloved fingers settled lightly on the tops of her thighs, thumbs stroking once—soothing, clinical. Then those hands moved inward, parting her gently, spreading slick folds with careful precision.

Mia couldn’t hold back the tiny, broken whimper.

Exposed. Completely exposed. Her pussy was flushed deep pink, lips swollen and glistening with arousal that had been building since the breast exam. A thin strand of wetness stretched and broke as Dr. Vaughn opened her wider, cool air brushing her throbbing clit. She felt obscene—eighteen years old and dripping like this in front of a stranger who was supposed to be professional. No one had ever seen her like this.

“You’re quite aroused,” Dr. Vaughn said calmly, as if reading a chart. “That’s perfectly natural during an exam, especially your first one. Your body’s responding to touch, nothing to be embarrassed about. Arousal can be a sign of health.”

Mia wanted to die and float away at the same time.

Dr. Vaughn’s thumbs swept upward in a slow, deliberate V, framing Mia’s clit without quite touching it. “Everything looks beautifully healthy. Pink, swollen, very responsive.” Her voice dropped slightly, almost appreciative. “So much natural lubrication—very good sign.”

Mia’s hips gave a tiny, involuntary twitch.

“You’re doing wonderfully,” the doctor said, “Do you want me to continue? Check how you respond to more direct stimulation…?” Her voice was lower now, and Mia could see even she was flushed.

“Please…” Mia croaked.

Dr. Vaugn smiled, then finally letting the pad of one gloved thumb settle directly on Mia’s clit. She began the slowest, gentlest circles—barely pressure at first, just slick, steady friction. “At your age, your body is waking up to all kinds of new sensations. It’s perfectly healthy—natural, even—to feel this during an exam. Holding it in isn’t good for you.”

Mia let out a broken little moan as the circles grew firmer, slick sounds starting to fill the quiet room—soft, wet, unmistakable. “Oh…”

“So, when sexual tension builds and has nowhere to go,” Dr. Vaughn went on conversationally, as if she weren’t currently rubbing Mia’s clit in slow, perfect strokes, “it can leave you pent-up, frustrated, even cause headaches or mood swings. A full release—an orgasm—flushes everything out. Relaxes the pelvic floor, improves blood flow, balances hormones. It’s medicine, really.”

Her thumb kept that relentless rhythm, circling, pressing, gliding through Mia’s abundant wetness. The other hand rested possessively on Mia’s inner thigh, holding her open.

Mia’s back arched slightly off the table. She was already climbing, embarrassingly fast, and she let out another little whimper.

“That’s it,” Dr. Vaughn whispered, eyes fixed between Mia’s legs, watching every twitch. “Just let your body do what it needs to do. Sometimes, when a patient is this relaxed and receptive, it’s beneficial to check a few more things. Internal sensitivity, for example. G-spot health. Cervical health during arousal.” She met Mia’s eyes, steady but unmistakably hungry. “Only if you want a more thorough exam.”

Mia’s answer was a frantic nod, her hips already tilting upward in silent plea. “Y-yes… please…”

Dr. Vaughn’s breath hitched—just a tiny catch that Mia heard anyway. The doctor’s cheeks were definitely flushed now, a soft rose beneath her porcelain skin, and her pupils had swallowed most of the smoky quartz. She held Mia’s gaze for a long second, something electric passing between them, then murmured, “Good girl. I’ll be gentle.”

Oh, fuck…

She kept the steady circles on Mia’s clit with her thumb, never breaking rhythm, while two gloved fingers of her other hand traced downward through slick folds. They paused at Mia’s entrance, gathering wetness, spreading it upward in a slow glide that made Mia’s thighs quake.

“Relax for me,” Dr. Vaughn whispered, voice huskier than before. “Just breathe and let me in.”

The first finger slid inside with almost no resistance—Mia was so wet, so ready, that it felt like her body simply welcomed the intrusion. A soft, broken moan tore from her throat at the stretch, the fullness.

“Perfect,” Dr. Vaughn breathed, eyes dark and fixed on where her finger disappeared into Mia’s heat. She crooked it gently, exploring, pressing upward until Mia’s back bowed off the table with a sharp gasp. “There… feel that? That’s completely normal sensitivity. Very healthy.”

A second finger joined the first, slow and careful, scissoring slightly to open her further. Mia’s walls fluttered around the intrusion, clenching greedily. The wet sounds were louder now—obscene and undeniable—as Dr. Vaughn began a slow, deliberate thrust, curling both fingers on every inward stroke to rub that spot again and again while her thumb kept its merciless circles on Mia’s clit.

Mia’s hands fisted in the paper covering the table, crinkling loudly. “Oh god—Doctor—”

“Evelyn,” the doctor corrected softly, almost pleading. “Call me Evelyn when I’m inside you like this.”

“E-Evelyn—” Mia sobbed, the name tasting like sin on her tongue. Is this fucking happening?

“That’s it, sweetheart.” Evelyn’s voice was rough now, composure fraying at the edges. She leaned forward slightly, white coat falling open, silk blouse clinging to the swell of her breasts with every quickened breath. “You’re taking my fingers so beautifully. So tight and wet… I can feel you getting close already. Don’t hold it in.”

Mia was beyond close. Every thrust, every curl, every slick press of Evelyn’s thumb sent fireworks up her spine. Her legs shook, thighs straining to open wider even as her body tried to clamp down.

“I want you to cum for me,” Evelyn whispered, eyes locked between Mia’s legs, watching her own fingers disappear again and again into glistening pink. “Let it happen. Show me how good your body feels when it lets go. I need to see it, Mia. Be a good patient for me.”

The raw edge of want in Evelyn’s voice snapped the last thread of Mia’s control. Her orgasm hit hard and sudden, a sharp cry ripping from her throat as her walls spasmed around Evelyn’s fingers, a rush of wetness coating the doctor’s glove and dripping onto the paper below. Her hips bucked helplessly, riding the waves while Evelyn kept stroking her through it—gentle, relentless, drawing every last shudder out until Mia collapsed, boneless and gasping.

Evelyn didn’t pull away immediately. She eased her fingers free slowly, letting Mia feel every inch, then rested her clean hand on Mia’s trembling thigh, grounding her.

“Breathe, sweetheart,” she murmured, voice soft again but still thick with lingering desire. She peeled off the glove with deliberate care, eyes never leaving Mia’s flushed face. “You were perfect. Absolutely perfect.”

Mia’s chest rose and fell in shallow pants, tears of overwhelmed pleasure pricking at the corners of her eyes. She felt wrecked, worshipped, and utterly safe all at once.

Eventually Dr. Vaughn straightened slowly, smoothing her blouse with trembling fingers, tucking escaped hair behind her ear. The professional mask slid back into place, but her eyes were soft, almost shy.

“You’re… extraordinary,” she said quietly, easing her fingers free with gentle care. She helped Mia sit up, steadying her when her legs wobbled. “Perfectly healthy. I made sure to be very, very thorough.”

Mia laughed, a small, dazed sound, and let the doctor clean her up with warm wipes and soft touches that felt heavenly.

When Dr. Vaughn finally helped her off the table and into her leggings, she pressed a discreet note into Mia’s hand—plain white, only a private cell number written on the back in elegant ink.

“For follow-up questions,” she murmured, lips brushing Mia’s ear. “Anytime.”

Mia tucked the card into her pocket like it was made of gold, cheeks burning, thighs still trembling.

She somehow managed to walk out of Exam Room 3 on steady legs, but the second the door closed behind her she had to lean against the hallway wall, heart racing, a ridiculous smile spreading across her face.

Holy shit. That just happened. She was finger fucked on the exam table by her hot doctor during a check up, and came harder than she ever thought possible.

And she was already fucking addicted.

Some days later…

Mia’s phone buzzed against her thigh for the hundredth time that week, and every notification still sent a jolt straight between her legs.

Evelyn: Doors unlocked. “Come straight up. I’ve been wet all morning thinking of your pretty pussy.”

Mia stared at the screen in the back of the car, cheeks burning, thighs pressing together under her coat. The driver had no idea she was en route to get thoroughly fucked by the doctor who’d made her cum for the first time in an exam room.

It had started when she texted the number Dr. Vaughn gave her: Hey, It’s Mia. Just wanted you to have my number, too. Thanks again for being so thorough.”

Then: “Hello Mia, this is Evelyn. I’m so glad you texted me! How are you feeling after your appointment?”

Mia had nearly dropped her phone. She’d saved the contact as “Evelyn” with trembling fingers and replied:

Mia: “Still kind of floaty. In the best way.”

Within minutes Evelyn replied.

Evelyn: Good girl. I haven’t stopped thinking about how beautifully you came for me.

And that was it. The floodgates opened.

Late-night messages turned into full-on sexting. Evelyn describing in filthy, clinical detail exactly how she wanted to taste Mia again. Mia sending shy, then increasingly bold photos - first just her new lace panties pulled aside, then fingers buried deep while she moaned Evelyn’s name into her pillow. Every night Mia touched herself to the memory of gloved fingers and that low, commanding voice telling her to let go.

Now it was Saturday evening, campus quiet for the holiday weekend, and Mia was minutes away from Evelyn’s building.

She’d spent an hour getting ready—showered, shaved smooth, lotioned everywhere. Under her simple black coat and jeans she wore the sluttiest set she owned: a sheer red balconette bra that barely contained her breasts, matching crotchless panties that left her completely open and accessible, garter belt holding up thigh-high stockings. No pretense tonight. She was dressed to be devoured.

The car pulled up to a sleek high-rise downtown. Mia’s legs were jelly as she stepped out into the crisp air, coat pulled tight around her. She used the code Evelyn gave her, and the door unlocked and opened.

The elevator ride felt endless. When the doors slid open directly into the apartment, warm low lighting and a comforting crushed-berry-and-cedar scent wrapped around her like arms.

Evelyn was waiting.

She wore a silk robe of deep burgundy, belted loosely enough that Mia could see the swell of her breasts and the shadow between her thighs. Hair down in auburn waves, barefoot, wine glass in hand. Her eyes were already dark with want.

“Coat,” Evelyn said, voice low and rough.

Mia let it fall.

Evelyn’s gaze dragged slowly over her—jeans low on her hips, cropped sweater riding up to show a strip of skin, but she knew what was underneath. The doctor’s lips parted on a soft exhale.

“Fuck, Mia,” she whispered. “Come here.”

Mia crossed the room in three steps and crashed into her. Their mouths met hard—no gentle first kiss, just hunger. Evelyn tasted like red wine and need, tongue sliding against Mia’s as hands gripped hips, pulling her flush.

“You’ve been driving me insane all week,” Evelyn growled against her lips, walking her backward toward the hallway. “Those pictures—your pretty pussy spread open for me, dripping on your fingers while you beg for my mouth.”

Mia whimpered, clutching at Evelyn’s shoulders. “I can’t stop thinking about you. About what you did to me in that exam room. I touch myself every night and it’s not enough.”

They stumbled into the bedroom—city lights glittering through floor-to-ceiling windows, bed big and unmade. Evelyn pushed Mia gently against the edge of the mattress and stepped back, eyes blazing.

“Strip for me,” she ordered softly. “I want to see what my girl wore for me tonight.”

Mia’s hands shook with anticipation as she peeled off her sweater, then shimmied out of her jeans. The red lingerie came into view piece by piece—bra pushing her breasts up like an offering, garters framing the obscene openness of the crotchless panties where she was already glistening.

Evelyn made a low, animal sound. “Jesus Christ. You’re trying to kill me.”

She closed the distance again, hands sliding up Mia’s sides, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts through sheer lace. Then Evelyn’s hands tightened on Mia’s waist, fingers digging in just enough to leave faint marks on soft skin. Her eyes were dark, almost feral, as they raked over the red lace clinging to every curve.

“On the bed,” she said, voice low and rough, nothing like the calm doctor from the exam room. “Lie back for me, legs open. I need to see that naughty little pussy you’ve been teasing me with all week.”

Mia’s breath caught, but she obeyed instantly, scrambling onto the mattress and settling against the pillows. She let her knees fall apart slowly, the crotchless panties framing her completely—slick, swollen lips already parted and shining with how desperately turned on she was.

Evelyn groaned, a raw, hungry sound that made Mia’s clit throb. She shrugged off the silk robe in one fluid motion, letting it drop to the floor. Naked now, skin flushed, nipples tight, the neat trim of auburn curls between her thighs glistening with her own arousal.

“Fuck, look at you,” Evelyn rasped, crawling onto the bed like a predator. She settled between Mia’s spread thighs, hands sliding up stocking-clad legs to grip behind her knees and push them wider. “Soaked already. These panties are beautiful, baby. You walked in here dripping for me, didn’t you?”

Mia whimpered, nodding frantically. “Yes…”

“Good girl.” Evelyn’s praise was filthy, reverent. She leaned down, nose brushing the inside of Mia’s thigh, inhaling deeply. “God, you smell incredible. Sweet and needy. I’ve been starving for this cunt since the second you walked out of my office.”

She dragged her tongue up one side of Mia’s folds in a long, slow lick, gathering wetness, savoring it. Mia’s hips bucked, a broken moan spilling out.

“Oh, fuck…”

“That’s it,” Evelyn murmured against her, lips shiny. “Moan for me. Let me hear how bad you want my mouth.”

Another lick—this one flat and broad over Mia’s clit, making her cry out sharply.

“I’ve fucked myself every night thinking about this,” Evelyn confessed, voice muffled as she buried her face deeper. “Fingers in my pussy, imagining it was your tight little hole clenching around me while I licked you clean. But nothing compares to the real thing.”

She sucked Mia’s clit gently between her lips, flicking the tip of her tongue over it in quick, ruthless strokes. Two fingers slid inside Mia without warning—bare this time, skin on skin, curling hard against that spot that made Mia see stars.

“Fuck—Evelyn—”

“Say it again,” Evelyn growled, pumping her fingers faster, wet sounds filling the room. “Say my name while I tongue-fuck this perfect pussy. Tell me who you belong to tonight.”

“Evelyn…You,” Mia sobbed, hands fisting in Evelyn’s hair. “All yours—please don’t stop—”

Evelyn moaned against her, the vibration sending sparks up Mia’s spine. She ate her like she was starving—messy, desperate, tongue thrusting deep before lapping back up to circle her clit, fingers relentless.

“You taste even better than I imagined,” she panted between licks. “So fucking sweet when you’re this worked up. Gonna make you come all over my mouth, baby.”

Mia was already climbing, thighs shaking around Evelyn’s head, the dirty words and perfect mouth pushing her higher than she thought possible.

“Please—Evelyn—I’m cumming—”

“Cum,” Evelyn commanded, sucking hard on her clit while her fingers slammed deep. “Cum for me right now. Show me how good I make my girl feel.”

Mia shattered with a scream, back arching off the bed as she flooded Evelyn’s mouth, hips grinding shamelessly against her face. Evelyn didn’t let up—kept licking and stroking through every pulse until Mia was trembling, oversensitive and gasping.

Only then did she pull back, lips swollen and glistening, eyes wild.

“Beautiful,” she whispered, crawling up Mia’s body to kiss her deep and filthy, letting Mia taste herself.

Evelyn collapsed beside her, chest heaving, face still shiny with Mia’s release. She pulled Mia into her arms without hesitation, tucking the younger woman’s head against her shoulder, one hand stroking lazily through sweat-damp auburn hair that had fallen across Mia’s back.

“Shh, breathe, baby,” Evelyn murmured, voice soft again but still rough around the edges. She pressed slow, reverent kisses to Mia’s temple, her cheek, the corner of her mouth. “You were so fucking perfect. So delicious… I could taste you for days and never get enough.”

Mia melted into her, legs tangled in stockings and garters, heart still racing. Evelyn’s fingers traced idle patterns over the lace of her bra, then down the curve of her waist, like she was memorizing every inch.

“My sweet girl,” Evelyn whispered, nuzzling into Mia’s neck. “Cumming so hard for me…you have no idea how beautiful you are when you fall apart.”

Mia made a small, contented sound, burrowing closer. The praise soaked into her like warm honey, making her feel cherished and filthy all at once.

They stayed like that for a long minute—just breathing together, skin cooling, city lights flickering across the ceiling. Evelyn’s hand eventually settled possessively on Mia’s ass, squeezing gently.

But Mia wasn’t quite ready to drift. The taste of herself on Evelyn’s lips had sparked something new—curiosity, hunger, a sudden aching need to give back.

She lifted her head, cheeks flushed, and met Evelyn’s eyes. “I… I want to taste you,” she said, voice small but steady. “I’ve never… but I want to make you feel good too.”

Evelyn’s breath caught, pupils flaring wide again. A slow, wicked smile spread across her face.

“Yeah?” she rasped. “You want to get your pretty mouth on my pussy, baby? First time licking a woman?”

Mia nodded, biting her lip. “Please.”

Evelyn didn’t make her wait. She rolled onto her back, spreading her legs wide in invitation, knees bent. The neat auburn curls were dark with arousal, lips swollen and glistening, clit already peeking out, begging.

“Fuck yes, baby. Come here,” Evelyn said, voice low and commanding. “Get between my thighs and taste how wet you make me.”

Mia scrambled up, heart pounding, settling on her stomach between Evelyn’s legs. Up close it was overwhelming—warm, musky, intoxicating. She hesitated for only a second before leaning in, pressing a tentative open-mouthed kiss to the inside of one thigh, then the other.

Evelyn’s hand slid into Mia’s hair, not pushing, just guiding. “Start slow, sweetheart. Lick me like you’d want to be licked.”

Mia took a shaky breath and dragged her tongue up the center in one long, experimental stripe. The taste exploded across her tongue—salty-sweet, richer than she’d imagined, pure Evelyn. She moaned softly at the first contact, surprised by how much she already loved it.

“Fuck, yes,” Evelyn groaned, hips lifting slightly. “Just like that. Again.”

Mia did it again, bolder this time, flattening her tongue and licking broad and slow from entrance to clit. Evelyn’s thighs tensed around her ears.

“Good girl… oh, you’re a natural,” Evelyn panted. “Circle my clit now—soft at first.”

Mia obeyed, swirling her tongue gently around the hard little nub, feeling it twitch under her touch. Evelyn’s breathing turned ragged, fingers tightening in Mia’s hair.

“Inside me,” Evelyn ordered, voice breaking. “Tongue-fuck me, baby. Taste how much I need you.”

Mia slid lower, pushing her tongue inside as deep as she could, thrusting awkwardly at first but finding a rhythm. Evelyn’s walls fluttered around her, hot and slick, and the sounds she made—low, desperate—went straight to Mia’s clit.

“God, yes—deeper—fuck, your mouth feels so good—”

Emboldened, Mia brought a hand up, sliding two fingers inside alongside her tongue, curling them the way Evelyn had done to her. She sucked Evelyn’s clit into her mouth at the same time, flicking quickly.

Evelyn’s back arched clear off the bed. “Right there—don’t stop—fuck, Mia, you’re gonna make me—”

Mia didn’t stop. She licked and sucked and finger-fucked with everything she had, messy and eager, drunk on the taste and the way Evelyn was falling apart above her.

Evelyn came with a sharp, guttural cry, thighs clamping around Mia’s head, hips grinding hard against her mouth. A rush of wetness coated Mia’s tongue and chin as Evelyn pulsed around her fingers, body shaking through wave after wave.

Mia kept going gently until Evelyn tugged weakly at her hair, pulling her up.

“Come here,” Evelyn gasped, hauling Mia into a fierce, sloppy kiss, tasting herself without shame. “So good, baby. You’re a natural. Amazing.”

Mia smiled against her lips, flushed and proud and still hungry.

Evelyn’s fingers lingered on Mia’s cheek, thumb brushing over swollen lips still tingling from their kiss. They were tangled in the sheets, bodies slick and warm, hearts slowing in sync. Evelyn’s auburn hair spilled across the pillow like fire, and her eyes—soft now, but still smoldering—held Mia’s with a tenderness that made her chest ache.

“You’re incredible,” Evelyn whispered again, pressing a gentle kiss to Mia’s forehead. “My perfect, perfect girl.”

Mia smiled shyly, burrowing into the crook of Evelyn’s neck, breathing in the scent of sex and expensive perfume. She felt boneless, worshipped, and for the first time in her life, completely unafraid of how much she wanted this—how much she wanted her.

They lay like that for a long while, legs entwined, Evelyn’s hand stroking slow circles over Mia’s back, tracing the straps of the red lace bra that had somehow survived the chaos. Every so often Evelyn would murmur praise against her skin: “So responsive… tasted like heaven… made me come so hard I saw stars…”

Eventually, Evelyn shifted, rolling Mia gently onto her back and straddling her hips. The movement made the garters tug deliciously against Mia’s thighs, and she gasped softly as Evelyn’s weight settled over her—naked, flushed, nipples hard again already.

“Baby,” Evelyn said, voice low and velvet, brushing a strand of hair from Mia’s face. “You’ve been so good for me tonight. So fucking good. But I’m nowhere near done with you.”

Mia’s breath hitched, heat already pooling low in her belly again. “I don’t want you to be.”

“Do you want to make me happy?” Evelyn purred.

“Yess…”

Evelyn’s smile was slow, predatory, full of dark promise. She leaned down, lips brushing Mia’s ear. “Good. Because I want to take this further. I want to play with you properly. Toys. Restraints. Make you beg and squirt all over my sheets again.” She nipped Mia’s earlobe, making her whimper. “Safe word is ‘red’—say it once and everything stops, no questions. Everything else… you’re mine to use tonight. Say yes.”

Mia’s entire body lit up like a live wire. The word slipped out breathless and immediate. “Yes. Please.”

Evelyn kissed her hard—possessive, claiming—tongue sliding deep before pulling back with a satisfied growl. “That’s my girl.”

She reached for the nightstand drawer, pulling it open with deliberate slowness. Mia watched, heart pounding, as Evelyn laid out toys like offerings on the duvet:

There were soft black leather cuffs with velcro closures and quick-release tabs. A sleek, powerful wand vibrator with multiple settings. Then, a thick, curved glass dildo—clear, ridged, heavy in Evelyn’s hand. The black leather harness and a thick, veiny silicone cock.

Evelyn picked up the oil first, pouring a generous amount into her palms and rubbing them together. “Hands above your head, sweetheart.”

Mia obeyed instantly, stretching her arms up toward the headboard. Evelyn straddled her again, leaning forward to drizzle warm oil over Mia’s chest, watching it pool between her breasts before spreading it with slow, worshipful hands. She massaged it into the lace of the bra, thumbs circling Mia’s nipples until they ached against the sheer fabric. Then lower—over her ribs, her stomach, hips rocking gently as she worked the oil into every inch of exposed skin.

Mia was already moaning softly, back arching into the touch.

“Sensitive little thing,” Evelyn murmured, voice thick with lust. She pinched a nipple through the lace, rolling it firmly. “Look at you—so fucking needy. You love being touched like this, don’t you?”

“Yes—Evelyn—”

Evelyn reached for the cuffs, wrapping the soft leather around Mia’s wrists with careful precision. “Loose enough you can slip out if you need to,” she said, eyes locked on Mia’s as she secured them to the headboard. “But you won’t want to, will you, baby?”

Mia tested the give—just enough restraint to feel deliciously helpless. She shook her head, biting her lip.

“Good girl.”

Evelyn moved down the bed, settling between Mia’s thighs again. She picked up the wand first, clicking it onto the lowest setting, a deep, steady rumble. Mia’s breath stuttered as the vibrating head pressed gently against her inner thigh, teasing closer, closer, until it finally settled over her clit through the open crotch of her panties.

“Oh—fuck—”

“Language,” Evelyn teased, but her own voice was rough. She circled the wand slowly, watching Mia’s hips twitch. “You’re going to cum for me again and again tonight. I want you shaking.”

She reached for the glass dildo next, coating it generously with lube. The cool weight pressed at Mia’s entrance, sliding in slow and steady until Mia was full—stretched, impaled, the ridges dragging perfectly against sensitive walls.

“Ahhh…” Mia squealed.

Evelyn began a slow rhythm—deep thrusts of the glass toy while the wand buzzed relentlessly against her clit. Mia’s moans turned to desperate cries, wrists tugging at the cuffs.

“Look at how greedy your pussy is,” Evelyn growled, eyes fixed between Mia’s legs. “Sucking this toy in like it’s starving. You’re dripping down my hand, baby—soaked and perfect.”

She increased the wand’s speed, and Mia’s back bowed off the bed.

“Evelyn—please—I’m—”

“Not yet.” Evelyn pulled the wand away at the last second, leaving Mia gasping on the edge. She did it again—twice more—bringing her right to the brink and stopping, until Mia was sobbing with need.

“Please—please let me come—I’ll be so good—”

“Beg me properly,” Evelyn commanded, voice dark. “Tell me who this pussy belongs to.”

“You,” Mia cried, tears of frustration and pleasure pricking her eyes. “It’s yours—please, Evelyn, it’s yours—”

Evelyn’s smile was feral. “That’s right.”

She strapped on the thick silicone cock next, buckling the harness tight so the base pressed firmly against her own clit. The sight was unreal; a goddess with a shiny, swaying cock all for her. Lube dripped down the shaft as she positioned herself between Mia’s spread thighs, rubbing the head through slick folds.

“I’m going to fuck you now,” she rasped. “Going to fill you up and make you take every inch.”

She pushed in slow—one long, relentless glide until she was buried to the hilt. Mia’s cry was sharp and broken, walls clenching hard around the invasion.

“Fuck—yes—” Evelyn groaned, hips rolling deep. She set a slow, grinding rhythm, wand back on low against Mia’s clit. Their eyes locked—intense, intimate—as Evelyn fucked her with deliberate strokes.

“You take me so perfectly,” Evelyn praised, voice shaking with her own building pleasure. “Look at you—tied up, stuffed full, cumming on my cock. My beautiful girl.”

She sped up gradually, thrusts harder, deeper, the slap of skin echoing in the room. Mia’s wrists strained against the cuffs, body arching to meet every stroke.

Evelyn uncuffed her suddenly, flipping her onto her stomach and pulling her hips up. “Ass in the air, baby.”

Mia obeyed, face pressed to the pillow, back arched obscenely. Evelyn re-cuffed her wrists in front of her, then brought a hand down in a firm spank against one lace-framed cheek.

Mia yelped, then moaned.

“Color?” Evelyn checked immediately, voice steady.

“Green,” Mia gasped. “More—”

Evelyn spanked her again—three sharp, controlled swats that bloomed heat across her skin—then slammed back inside in one thrust. She gripped Mia’s hips, fucking her hard from behind, hair wrapped around one fist to arch her back further.

“Such a pretty ass turning pink for me,” Evelyn growled. “You love being fucked like this, don’t you? Love being my good little slut.”

“Yes—yes—Doctor—”

The wand found its way back between Mia’s legs from the front, buzzing high now. Evelyn’s thrusts grew erratic, the harness grinding perfectly against her own clit with every snap of her hips.

“Cum with me,” she commanded, voice breaking. “Squirt all over my cock while I cum inside this harness—now, baby, now—”

Mia shattered first—a scream muffled into the pillow as her body convulsed, a hot rush of release soaking Evelyn’s thighs and the sheets beneath them. The clench dragged Evelyn over the edge—she buried herself deep with a guttural moan, grinding hard as she came, squirting against the base of the toy, body shaking violently.

They collapsed together, Evelyn pulling out gently and uncuffing Mia immediately. She gathered her close, wiping her down with warm cloths from the bathroom, feeding her sips of water, pressing kisses to every mark the cuffs and spanks had left.

“You took everything so beautifully,” Evelyn whispered over and over, voice thick with emotion. “I’m so proud of you. So fucking proud. You’re incredible.”

Mia curled into her, exhausted and blissed-out, the red lingerie finally slipping off as Evelyn peeled it away. They fell asleep tangled together, the city lights painting soft patterns across their skin, hearts beating in perfect sync.

Mia had never felt more wanted. More satisfied and spent and claimed. More hers. She had to pinch herself to make sure she wasn’t dreaming; almost stunned that she was able to feel that much mind-bending pleasure.

∞∞∞

Morning light filtered through the windows, painting soft gold across tangled sheets and bare skin. Mia stirred first, blinking against the brightness, every muscle deliciously sore in ways that made her smile before she even opened her eyes. Faint pink marks circled her wrists; her ass still carried the warm memory of Evelyn’s palm. She felt utterly, perfectly used—and better than she’d ever been.

Evelyn was already awake, propped on one elbow, watching her with that quiet intensity that had undone Mia from the very first appointment. She brushed a gentle thumb over Mia’s lower lip, voice husky from sleep and everything they’d done the night before.

“You’re staying for breakfast,” Evelyn said—not a question. Her fingers trailed down Mia’s throat, possessive and tender. “And this pussy is mine now, sweetheart. I take very good care of what belongs to me.”

Mia’s heart flipped, a ridiculous, giddy warmth spreading through her chest. She leaned up to kiss Evelyn slow and deep, tasting last night’s pleasure still lingering between them.

“Yes, Doctor,” she whispered against soft lips, grinning. “Whatever you want.”

And as the city woke up far below, Mia knew—without a single doubt—that this forbidden, filthy, beautiful thing between them was only just beginning.

Mia and Evelyn lived Happily Ever After…

The End!
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When straight and recently divorced Eve takes a long drive to start over, she doesn’t expect to find temptation standing on the side of an empty highway. Twenty-one year old Sierra is younger, free-spirited, and running from her own heartbreak. One impulsive decision—to pull over and offer a ride to a stranger—sets them both on a collision course with the potential to change their lives forever...

Picking Her Up is a steamy and explicit first time lesbian romance about two women finding freedom, passion, and unexpected love where the road runs out.
Enjoy!


Until Next Time!
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