
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chronicles of the Sacred Tongue

Chapter 1: The Inheritance

The key arrived three days after Aunt Celeste's funeral, wrapped in purple velvet inside a mahogany box that smelled of sandalwood and something darker, muskier—something that made Iris Mendoza's thighs clench involuntarily when she breathed it in, something that reminded her of sex and sweat and the intimate spaces between a woman's legs.

What the hell, Celeste?

Iris sat cross-legged on her apartment floor at 11 PM on a Wednesday, still in the pencil skirt and blouse she'd worn to teach her Victorian Literature seminar that afternoon. The box balanced on her knees, and her fingers trembled as she lifted the key. It was ornate, baroque even, with a rose gold shaft and an elaborate bow shaped like two women intertwined in an embrace so intimate it bordered on pornographic—no, fuck that, it WAS pornographic. One woman's face was buried between the other's ass cheeks, and the detail was exquisite enough that Iris could see the tiny engraved lines representing the tongue.

The teeth of the key were engraved with symbols she didn't recognize—circular patterns that spiraled inward like labyrinths, like fingerprints, like the tight whorls of an asshole when it clenched.

Jesus Christ, Iris, get your head out of the gutter.

But she couldn't. Because the accompanying note, written in Celeste's spidery handwriting, made her pussy flutter with a mixture of curiosity and something much more dangerous.

Dearest Iris,

If you're reading this, I've finally shed this mortal coil and moved on to whatever comes next. Don't mourn me, darling—I lived more fully than ten lifetimes combined, and I tasted pleasures that would make Sappho herself blush.

This key opens room 333 at the Crimson Lantern Club, 1847 Folsom Street, San Francisco. Go on the first Thursday after you receive this. Wear something that makes you feel powerful and sensual. Ask for Margot—she's expecting you.

What you'll find there will change your life, if you let it. The Order has been waiting for you since you turned eighteen. I've told them all about you. Your intelligence, your passion, your secret hungers that you think no one notices.

But I notice, darling girl. I see the way you look at women. I see the way you devour queer literature with an intensity that goes beyond academic interest. I know you touch yourself thinking about things you're too afraid to try. Don't be afraid anymore.

All my love and all my secrets,
Celeste

P.S. Don't wear underwear. You won't need it, and Margot will check.

P.P.S. I died doing what I loved most. Don't let that frighten you. Let it inspire you.

Iris read the postscript three times, her cheeks burning hot enough to light cigarettes. Celeste had always been eccentric—the black sheep aunt who traveled the world, who never married, who showed up to family gatherings with different beautiful women on her arm and scandalous stories that made Iris's conservative mother clutch her pearls and her father conveniently need another drink.

But this? This was beyond eccentric. This was...

Iris's hand slipped between her thighs without conscious thought, pressing against her pussy through the fabric of her skirt. She was already wet, had been since she opened the box and smelled that scent.

What did you die doing, Celeste?

The first Thursday was tomorrow.
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Iris spent all of Thursday distracted, barely coherent during her morning lecture on Wuthering Heights. One of her students asked if she was feeling alright. She'd said yes, just tired, but the truth was she'd barely slept. She'd spent the night reading about the Crimson Lantern Club online—or trying to. There was almost nothing. No website, no reviews, just a single mention in an obscure article about San Francisco's underground queer scene from 1994.

"...members-only establishment catering to women of particular tastes... extremely exclusive... rumored initiation rituals... sources declined to comment..."

She'd masturbated three times thinking about what those rituals might entail. Her vibrator was still charging on her nightstand, battery drained.

Now she stood in front of her bedroom mirror at 8:15 PM, examining herself critically. She'd followed Celeste's instructions—black silk dress that hugged every curve of her curvy body, the neckline low enough to show the swell of her breasts, the hem high enough that if she bent over even slightly, someone would see she'd followed the no-underwear rule. Her dark hair was loose and wild, falling in waves past her shoulders. Red lipstick made her lips look obscenely full, fuckable. Gold hoop earrings. Black heels that made her legs look longer.

She looked like someone who fucked. Not someone who taught Victorian literature to undergraduates and went home alone most nights with a book and a glass of wine.

Is this who I am? Who I want to be?

Her pussy answered for her, already slick and swollen. She'd shaved everything that morning—legs, underarms, and after a moment's hesitation, her pussy too. Just in case. Smooth and bare and sensitive as hell.

The Uber ride to Folsom Street took seventeen minutes. Iris spent every one of them acutely aware of her nakedness under the dress, of the way the silk slid against her nipples with every breath, of the cool air conditioning kissing the wetness between her thighs.

The driver, a middle-aged woman with kind eyes, gave her a knowing smile when she got out at the address. "Have fun, honey. You look gorgeous."

Did she know? Could she tell?
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The Crimson Lantern Club was housed in a converted Victorian that looked like it had been plucked from 1890 and preserved in amber. Burgundy walls, narrow windows covered in gauzy curtains that glowed gold from within, wrought iron gate. No sign, no indication of what lay inside. Just a brass door knocker shaped like a woman's lips, parted slightly, tongue visible between them.

Iris climbed the steps at 8:47 PM, her heart hammering so hard she could feel her pulse in her clit. The cool San Francisco evening wind slipped up her dress, kissing her bare pussy, and she gasped. She was so wet she could feel it on her inner thighs.

You can still leave. Turn around. Go home. Forget this ever happened.

But she couldn't forget. Wouldn't. Because somewhere in this building was the answer to questions she'd been asking herself since she was sixteen and first realized she wanted to put her mouth on Sarah Chen's body in ways that had nothing to do with kissing.

She knocked.

The door opened immediately, as if someone had been standing on the other side, waiting. The woman who answered made every thought evaporate from Iris's brain.

She was devastating. That was the only word. Not pretty, not beautiful—devastating. Tall, easily six feet even before accounting for her stiletto heels, with a lean, powerful body wrapped in a crimson suit so precisely tailored it might have been sewn onto her skin. The jacket was buttoned just enough to hint at bare breasts beneath—no shirt, no bra, just miles of pale skin. Her pants were high-waisted and painted on, and when she shifted her weight, Iris could see the outline of absolutely everything.

Her face was all sharp angles—high cheekbones, strong jaw, blade-thin nose. Platinum blonde hair cut in a severe bob that ended exactly at her jawline, not a strand out of place. And her eyes. Jesus Christ, her eyes. Pale gray, almost silver, like mercury, and when they raked over Iris's body, it felt physical. Like fingertips trailing down her neck, over her breasts, between her legs.

She smiled, and it was the smile of a predator who'd just spotted dinner.

"Iris Mendoza," she said, her voice low and smooth as aged whiskey, with the barest hint of a French accent underneath. "We've been expecting you. I'm Margot Desrosiers."

"How did you—" Iris's voice came out breathless, desperate. She tried again. "How did you know I'd come?"

"Celeste told us you would. Eventually." Margot stepped aside, gesturing for Iris to enter with one long-fingered hand. Her nails were painted the same shade of crimson as her suit, filed to sharp points. "She spoke of you often. She was very proud of you, you know. Your degrees, your teaching position, your publication in Victorian Studies Quarterly. She kept every article you wrote."

That nearly broke Iris. "She did?"

"Of course. She loved you." Margot's hand touched the small of Iris's back as she guided her inside, and even through the silk, it burned. "And she was very hopeful you'd inherited more than just her eyes. That you'd inherited her hungers."

The interior of the club was nothing like Iris expected. Rich burgundy walls, yes, but covered floor to ceiling in artwork that made her pussy clench and her breath catch. Oil paintings and photographs, all featuring women—women nude, women entwined, women in various states of pleasure. But not typical lesbian erotica. These were focused. Specific. In every single image, one woman had her face buried between another woman's ass cheeks, tongue visible, the receiver's expression pure ecstasy.

A massive canvas dominated the foyer—a contemporary piece, hyper-realistic, showing a Black woman on her hands and knees, her face turned to look over her shoulder at the viewer, her mouth open in a silent moan. Behind her, a pale redhead had her face pressed so deeply between the woman's ass cheeks that her nose was hidden, her tongue extended obscenely, the tip penetrating the tight pink ring visible between spread flesh.

"Marina Silva, 2019," Margot said, noticing Iris's stare. "The painting sold for $340,000 at auction. The buyer donated it to us. She's a member—both the artist and the subject."

"They're real?" Iris whispered. "The people in the paintings?"

"All of them. Members, initiates, masters. This is our history, our art, our worship." Margot led her deeper into the club, through a maze of corridors lined with more artwork, more doors. Behind some, Iris heard sounds that made her dizzy—soft moans, wet slurping, rhythmic breathing, gasps and whimpers and occasional cries of pleasure that sounded like prayer.

"Ohhh fuck yes, right there, don't stop, don't you dare fucking stop—"

"Please, I need—I need your tongue inside me—"

"Ahhhhh god, your mouth, your perfect fucking mouth—"

Iris stumbled, her knees weak. Margot caught her effortlessly, one arm around her waist.

"Steady, chérie. You're not used to this environment yet. The pheromones, the sounds, the energy—it can be overwhelming for initiates." Her lips were very close to Iris's ear. "Especially when you're already this wet. And you are, aren't you? I can smell you."

Iris made a sound that was half whimper, half moan. "I'm sorry, I—"

"Don't apologize. It's perfect. It means you're ready." Margot's hand slid lower, over the curve of Iris's hip, and then—fuck—between her thighs, cupping her bare pussy through the silk. Iris gasped, her hips jerking forward into the touch.

"No underwear. Good girl. Celeste said you'd follow instructions." One finger pressed against her clit through the fabric, and Iris nearly came right there. "And you're soaked. Dripping. This dress is ruined—you've been leaking through it for at least fifteen minutes. Every woman you pass will know exactly how turned on you are."

"Oh god—"

"Do you know what we are, Iris? Has Celeste told you anything?"

"She said... she said something about an Order. A secret society."

"The Sapphic Order." Margot removed her hand—Iris whimpered at the loss—and stepped back. "Founded in 1823 by Genevieve Marchand and her lover, Sophia Aldridge, after they discovered ancient Greek texts in Sophia's family library. Texts describing the sacred practice of anilingus reverentum—the worshipful art of pleasuring another woman's asshole with one's mouth and tongue."

She said it so casually, like she was describing a book club.

"The texts came from a lost temple of Aphrodite, one that celebrated not just love and beauty, but the deepest, most vulnerable forms of intimacy. The texts detailed techniques, rituals, positions, philosophies. An entire spiritual practice centered around this single act. Genevieve and Sophia dedicated their lives to preserving it, to perfecting it, to passing it on to women worthy of the knowledge."

They'd stopped at a door marked with a small brass 333. Margot produced a key identical to Iris's and unlocked it.

"For over two hundred years, we've existed in the shadows. We initiate only a select few—women who show potential, who possess the sensitivity, the skill, the hunger for this particular form of devotion. Celeste was one of our greatest masters. She could make a woman come with her tongue in ninety seconds. Her record was forty-seven seconds."

Iris's brain short-circuited. "That's... that's not possible."

Margot's smile was wicked. "Everything is possible when you truly understand the body. When you worship it correctly. Come inside. I'll explain everything."
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Room 333 was small and intimate, decorated in deep purples and golds that made it feel like the inside of a womb. A velvet chaise lounge dominated one wall, low and wide enough for multiple bodies. There was a full bar stocked with expensive liquor, a bookshelf filled with leather-bound volumes, and a large wooden chest that looked like it belonged in a medieval castle.

But what captured Iris's attention was the framed photograph above the mantle: Aunt Celeste, younger but unmistakable, maybe forty-five. She was wearing nothing but a sheer robe, kneeling behind another woman who was bent over a bed. Celeste's hands were spreading the woman's ass cheeks wide, and her face was buried between them, her tongue visible—pressed flat and broad against the other woman's asshole. The other woman's head was thrown back, her mouth open in what could only be earth-shattering ecstasy, her spine arched impossibly deep.

"What the fuck," Iris breathed.

"Beautiful, isn't it?" Margot moved to the bar and poured two glasses of red wine from an unmarked bottle. "That was taken in 1987. The woman Celeste is pleasuring was the Grand Mistress at the time—Rosalind Thorne. That photograph captures Celeste's final initiation, her ascension to the fifth level. She was granted the privilege of rimming the Grand Mistress at our annual ceremony in front of seventy members. Rosalind came four times in twenty minutes. Celeste's tongue never stopped moving."

Iris couldn't look away from the photograph. She'd never seen anything so raw, so intimate, so obscenely beautiful. Her aunt's tongue was pushed inside, she could see it, penetrating that tight ring of muscle, and the expression on Celeste's face was one of pure devotion, like she was communing with the divine.

"I don't understand," Iris said, but her voice came out hoarse and ragged. Her pussy was dripping now, she could feel it, slickness coating her inner thighs, threatening to drip down to her knees.

Margot handed her a glass. "The Sapphic Order preserves the ancient art. We teach techniques that most people never imagine exist. We elevate ass worship from crude sexual act to spiritual practice, to meditation, to the highest form of intimacy between women." She took a sip of wine, her eyes never leaving Iris's face. "Tell me—have you ever done it? Have you ever pressed your face between a woman's ass cheeks and tasted her there?"

Iris's hand shook as she raised her glass to her lips. The wine was rich and dark, almost too thick, coating her tongue with flavors of blackberry and something darker, earthier. "I... I've been with women. Not many. But I've never..."

"Never rimmed someone?" Margot's voice dropped lower, more intimate. "Never felt the texture of that tight ring of muscle against your tongue? Never heard a woman moan and beg as you circle and tease and finally penetrate?"

"No." The admission felt like a confession.

"But you've thought about it, haven't you? Late at night when you're touching yourself. You've imagined it. What it would feel like, what it would taste like, whether you'd be good at it."

How did she know? How could she possibly—

"Celeste told me," Margot said, answering the unspoken question. "She said you confessed to her once when you were drunk at Christmas five years ago. You told her you'd hooked up with a woman from a faculty mixer, and things were getting heated, and you wanted to... but you chickened out because you thought she'd think you were disgusting."

Iris remembered. God, she remembered. Professor Diane something, Renaissance literature, brilliant and gorgeous and so fucking sexy. They'd been kissing, Diane bent over the bathroom counter, and Iris had been kneeling behind her, staring at her perfect ass in those tight slacks, and she'd wanted—fuck, she'd wanted to tear those pants down and bury her face between Diane's cheeks and taste every inch of her.

But she'd frozen. Panicked. Gave Diane some excuse about not feeling well and left.

She'd jerked off to the memory for months afterward. Still did sometimes.

"I was scared," Iris whispered.

"Of course you were. Because society tells us that's dirty, taboo, shameful. Especially for women. Men are allowed to be ass-obsessed. But women? We're supposed to be demure about our desires." Margot moved closer, so close Iris could smell her perfume—something expensive and dark with notes of oud and amber and musk. "But here, Iris, in the Order, there is no shame. Only worship. Only pleasure. Only devotion to the most intimate, vulnerable parts of a woman's body."

Her hand came up, fingers trailing along Iris's jaw, tilting her face up. "Would you like to learn? Would you like me to teach you how to make a woman come so hard from your tongue in her ass that she forgets her own name?"

Iris's entire body was on fire. Her nipples were so hard they ached. Her clit was throbbing. She could barely breathe.

"Yes," she whispered.

"Say it properly."

"I want—" Iris swallowed hard. "I want you to teach me how to worship a woman's ass with my tongue. How to make her come. How to be good at it."

Margot's smile was triumphant, hungry. "Then we begin your initiation tonight. The first level is observation. You will watch as I demonstrate the foundational techniques on my assistant, Luna. You will learn with your eyes before you learn with your tongue. And if you prove yourself worthy, if you show the proper devotion and hunger, I'll let you touch yourself while you watch. Would you like that?"

"Yes. Fuck yes."

"Good girl." Margot moved to the door and opened it. "Luna, ma belle, come in."

The woman who entered made Iris's jaw drop and her pussy clench so hard it almost hurt.

Luna was petite—maybe five-two—and dark-skinned with rich brown undertones that glowed in the warm light. Her hair was an explosion of black curls, wild and gorgeous, framing an angel's face with huge dark eyes, full lips, high cheekbones. She wore only a sheer white robe that hid absolutely nothing. Beneath it, her body was a fucking masterpiece: full breasts with dark nipples that were already hard, a soft stomach that Iris wanted to kiss, wide hips, thick thighs, and an ass that made Iris's mouth literally water. Round and high and perfect, the kind of ass you saw in renaissance paintings of goddesses.

"Luna," Margot said, "this is Iris Mendoza. Celeste's niece. She'll be observing tonight."

Luna smiled, warm and welcoming and completely unselfconscious despite her near-nudity. "Welcome to the Order, Iris. Celeste talked about you all the time. She loved you so much." Her voice was melodic, musical almost, with a slight Caribbean accent. "I'm honored to help with your initiation."

Then, without ceremony or hesitation, she dropped the robe.

Iris stopped breathing.

Luna was naked. Completely, gloriously naked. Her body was even more perfect than Iris had glimpsed through the sheer fabric—soft and curvy and feminine and fuckable. Her nipples were pierced with delicate gold rings. Her pussy was waxed bare except for a small triangle of dark curls above her clit. And her ass. Jesus Christ, her ass.

"Thank you, chérie," Margot said, running one hand down Luna's spine possessively. "Assume the presentation position."

Luna moved to the chaise lounge with the grace of a dancer. She knelt on it, then lowered herself down onto her forearms, her ass raised high in the air, her back arched deeply to present herself fully. The position was obscene, pornographic, perfect. It spread her ass cheeks slightly, and Iris could see everything—the dark rosebud of her asshole, tight and puckered, and beneath it the glistening pink of her pussy, already wet and swollen.

Iris made a sound that wasn't quite human.

"Sit here," Margot instructed, patting the spot on the chaise right beside Luna's hip. "I want you close. I want you to see every detail, smell everything, hear everything."

Iris sat on trembling legs. She was close enough to touch Luna if she wanted, close enough to see the way her asshole clenched and released with each breath, close enough to smell her—that musky, sweet smell of arousal and something darker beneath it.

Margot removed her jacket slowly, revealing that yes, she was completely bare beneath it. Her breasts were small and high and perfect, her nipples pale pink and hard. She draped the jacket over a chair, then knelt behind Luna in her suit pants and heels, still somehow managing to look dominant and in control despite the submissive position.

"Watch," Margot commanded.

She placed her hands on Luna's ass cheeks, fingers digging into the flesh, spreading her wide. Luna whimpered.

"The first principle," Margot said, her voice taking on a lecturer's tone even as her eyes devoured Luna's exposed asshole, "is reverence. You are not simply performing a sexual act. You are worshiping. Every touch, every lick, every kiss should communicate that you consider this the most sacred part of her body. That you are honored to be allowed access to it."

She leaned forward and pressed a soft, lingering kiss directly onto Luna's asshole. Just her lips, gentle and reverent. Luna moaned, her hips pushing back slightly, seeking more.

"Good girl, Luna. Stay still." Margot kissed again, and again, and again—soft pecks that circled Luna's rim, never quite pressing in, just honoring the skin. "The second principle is patience. You build slowly. You tease. You make her desperate for your tongue before you truly give it to her. By the time you penetrate, she should be begging."

She kissed Luna's asshole for what felt like an eternity, occasionally letting her tongue flick out to graze the puckered skin. Each time, Luna whimpered and squirmed.

"Please," Luna gasped. "Margot, please, I need—"

"Not yet, darling." Margot's tongue traced a slow circle around Luna's hole, spiraling outward and then back in, never quite touching the center. "See how she responds, Iris? Luna has been my assistant for three years. She's experienced countless tongues—mine, other masters', other initiates'. She's come from ass play more times than she can count. But she still trembles when I begin because she knows I'll make her wait, make her beg, make her earn my tongue."

Iris was mesmerized. Her hand had found its way between her own thighs without conscious thought, fingers pressing against her swollen clit through the silk of her dress. The fabric was soaked, transparent with her wetness.

"Don't be shy," Margot said, noticing. "Touch yourself. This is part of your learning—understanding your own arousal in response to the act, recognizing what turns you on, what makes your pussy wet. I want you dripping by the time I'm done with Luna. I want you so desperate to try it yourself that you can barely stand it."

Iris hiked up her dress with shaking hands and spread her legs. Her pussy was a mess—bare and swollen and glistening, her inner thighs slick. She touched her clit and nearly came immediately from that single contact.

"Fuck," she gasped.

"That's it." Margot's voice was approving. "Rub that clit while you watch me eat Luna's perfect ass. The third principle is exploration. The ass has thousands of nerve endings, so much sensitivity that most people never discover. You use different techniques to stimulate them all—flat tongue, pointed tongue, gentle suction, harder pressure, penetration, rimming the outer ring, everything."

She demonstrated, her tongue going flat and broad as she licked from Luna's pussy all the way up through her ass crack, collecting the slickness there. Luna cried out, her hips bucking.

"Mmmmm, you taste so good, chérie. Like honey and musk and desperation." Margot did it again, slower this time, her tongue dragging across every inch of sensitive skin. "Iris, watch how Luna's asshole clenches when I lick near it but don't touch it directly. See that? That's anticipation. That's hunger."

Iris watched, her fingers circling her clit faster. Luna's asshole was clenching rhythmically, opening slightly and then closing, like it was begging for Margot's tongue.

Margot changed tactics. She pointed her tongue and used just the tip to tap-tap-tap-tap against Luna's asshole in a rapid staccato rhythm, never penetrating, just stimulating the outer ring.

Luna screamed. "OH FUCK—"

"Too much?" Margot asked innocently, still tapping.

"No—god no—don't stop—"

"Then tell Iris what this feels like. Tell her what my tongue is doing to you."

"It's—oh god—it's like electricity. Like every tap sends shocks straight to my clit. I'm so close already and you haven't even—you haven't even put your tongue inside yet—"

"Do you want me inside?"

"YES. Please. Please Margot, I need your tongue in my ass, I need you to fuck me with it—"

"Since you asked so nicely." Margot sealed her mouth over Luna's asshole and sucked.

The sound Luna made was inhuman—a high, keening wail that echoed off the walls. Her whole body convulsed.

And then Margot's tongue pushed inside.

Iris could see it happen. Could see the exact moment that pink muscle penetrated Luna's tight ring, could see the way Luna's asshole stretched around it, could see Margot's jaw working as she thrust in and out, fucking Luna with her tongue like it was a small dick.

"Oh fuck oh god oh FUCK—" Luna was babbling now, her fists clenched in the velvet of the chaise, her ass pushing back to meet every thrust of Margot's tongue.

Iris was rubbing her clit frantically, her hips bucking, her free hand pinching her nipple through her dress. She'd never been this turned on in her entire life. Never imagined she could be. Her pussy was making obscene wet sounds, and she didn't even care.

Margot pulled back slightly, her lips and chin glistening with spit and Luna's musk. "The fourth principle—" she was slightly breathless now, her pupils dilated "—is enthusiasm. If you don't love it, if you don't crave it, she'll know. Your partner will feel your hesitation or disgust, and it will ruin the experience. But when you eat ass like it's the best thing you've ever tasted, when you moan and lose yourself in it, when you can't get enough—that's when it becomes transcendent."

She dove back in, and this time she was animalistic. She spread Luna wider, both hands gripping her ass cheeks hard enough to leave marks, her face buried so deep between them that Iris didn't know how she was breathing. Her tongue was everywhere—circling, penetrating, licking, sucking. The sounds were obscene: wet slurping, Margot's groans of genuine pleasure, Luna's broken cries and gasps.

"I'm gonna—oh fuck—Margot I'm gonna come—"

Margot reached around with one hand and found Luna's clit, rubbing it in fast circles while her tongue continued its relentless assault on Luna's asshole. Penetrating deep, twisting, pulling out to lick in broad strokes, then diving back in.

Luna came with a wail that rattled the glasses on the bar. Her asshole clenched around Margot's tongue, her pussy gushed fluid over Margot's fingers, her whole body went rigid and then started shaking uncontrollably. Margot didn't stop. She licked Luna through it, drawing out every aftershock, every spasm, until Luna collapsed forward onto the chaise, trembling and sobbing with overstimulation.

Iris came too, her orgasm hitting her like a physical blow. She cried out, her hand soaked, her thighs clamping together around her own fingers as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Her vision whited out. Her ears rang. She'd never come that hard from touching herself, maybe never come that hard period.

When she could focus again, Margot was standing, wiping her mouth and chin with a silk handkerchief embroidered with a crimson 'M.' She looked utterly composed despite what had just happened, despite the fact that her lips were still glistening, despite the fact that she'd just tongue-fucked another woman's ass so thoroughly that Iris could still hear the echoes of Luna's screams.

Luna was curled on the chaise, trembling, her breathing ragged. Margot helped her sit up, kissed her gently on the mouth—a tender kiss that somehow felt even more intimate than what had just happened—and wrapped the white robe around her shoulders.

"Thank you, ma belle. You were perfect as always."

"Mmmm." Luna's voice was wrecked. "Anytime. Fuck. I needed that."

She stood on unsteady legs and padded toward the door, pausing to touch Iris's shoulder. "Welcome to the Order, Iris. You're going to love it here." Then she was gone, leaving just Iris and Margot in the purple-and-gold room that smelled of sex and musk and something sacred.

Margot poured herself more wine, took a long sip, then turned those mercury eyes on Iris.

"That," she said, "is the foundation. That is what you will learn to do. Do you think you can learn this, Iris? Do you have the devotion, the hunger, the willingness to worship a woman's ass with the reverence it deserves?"

Iris nodded, unable to speak, her chest heaving, her pussy still pulsing with aftershocks.

"I need to hear you say it."

"Yes." Iris's voice was hoarse. "Yes, I want to learn. I need to learn. I want—fuck, Margot, I want to make a woman feel like that. I want to make her come so hard from my tongue that she forgets her own name."

Margot's smile was slow and satisfied and hungry. "Good. Then your initiation has officially begun. Your second lesson will be Thursday next week, same time. Between now and then, you'll need to prepare. Practice visualization, meditation. I'll give you reading materials. Study them carefully."

She moved to the bookshelf and selected several leather-bound volumes, stacking them in Iris's arms.

The Sacred Arts of Anilingus: A Manual
Techniques of the Tongue: An Illustrated Guide
The Philosophy of Worship: Essays on Intimacy and Devotion
Luna's own diary from her initiation three years ago

"Read these. Learn them. And Iris?"

"Yes?"

"Start training your tongue. Flexibility, strength, stamina—all essential. I recommend daily exercises. Stick your tongue out as far as it will go and hold for thirty seconds. Repeat twenty times. Do tongue rolls. Practice figure-eights in the air. It will feel ridiculous, but by your second lesson, I want that tongue ready to work."

She handed Iris one more book—a slim volume bound in red leather.

"This is Celeste's personal journal. She wanted you to have it. She documented every experience, every technique she learned, every woman she pleasured. Read it. Let it inspire you."

Iris clutched the books to her chest, her eyes stinging with sudden tears. "Thank you."

"Don't thank me yet. If you accept this path, it will change you fundamentally. You'll never experience sex the same way again. You'll never look at a woman's body the same way again. The ass will become your obsession, your meditation, your worship. Are you ready for that?"

Iris thought about the photograph of Celeste, tongue deep in another woman's ass, expression ecstatic. She thought about Luna's screams of pleasure. She thought about her own orgasm, the most intense of her life, from just watching.

"Yes," she said. "I'm ready."

"Then welcome to the Sapphic Order, Iris Mendoza. May you find pleasure, devotion, and transcendence in the worship of women."

Chapter 2: First Taste

Iris spent the week in a fugue state of obsession.

She called in sick to work on Friday, something she'd never done in four years of teaching. Couldn't face her students, couldn't pretend to care about Brontë or Austen or fucking Dickens when all she could think about was Margot's tongue disappearing between Luna's ass cheeks, the sounds Luna had made, the way her asshole had clenched and released.

She'd gone home Thursday night with Celeste's books clutched to her chest like religious texts, and in a way, they were. She'd locked her apartment door, stripped naked, and started reading.

The Sacred Arts of Anilingus: A Manual was over three hundred pages of detailed instruction, accompanied by anatomical drawings that were both clinical and obscenely erotic. It covered everything: the physiology of the anus and rectum, the thousands of nerve endings clustered around the rim, the psychological components of vulnerability and trust, the spiritual elements of worship and devotion.

But mostly it covered technique.

There were sections on tongue positions—flat and broad for sweeping strokes, pointed and firm for penetration, cupped for suction, flickering for teasing. Sections on breathing—how to manage air flow when your face is buried between someone's cheeks, how to use your nose for additional stimulation. Sections on hand placement—spreading, gripping, massaging. Sections on positions—receiver on hands and knees, receiver on back with legs raised, receiver standing, receiver sitting on giver's face.

That last one made Iris so wet she had to stop reading and touch herself. The thought of a woman lowering herself onto her mouth, using Iris's face for her pleasure, grinding her ass against Iris's eager tongue...

She came in four minutes, gasping Margot's name into her empty bedroom.

The Philosophy of Worship was more esoteric but equally arousing. It framed rimming not as a sex act but as a spiritual practice, a meditation on intimacy and vulnerability. The ass, it argued, was a woman's most private, most secret place. To offer it for worship required profound trust. To worship it required profound devotion.

"The tongue," one passage read, "is an instrument of love. When pressed against the tight ring of a woman's asshole, when penetrating that sacred space, it speaks a language beyond words. It says: I cherish every part of you. I find beauty in your most hidden places. I worship your vulnerability. I am honored to pleasure you in ways others fear."

Iris read that passage seventeen times, her fingers working her clit slowly, building toward another orgasm.

But it was Celeste's journal that destroyed her.

The entries spanned forty years, starting when Celeste was twenty-three and inducted into the Order. The early entries were almost scholarly—detailed descriptions of techniques she was learning, diagrams of tongue positions, notes on different women's responses. But as the years progressed, the entries became more personal, more passionate, more explicit.

June 14, 1982: Today I rimmed Catherine for three hours straight. THREE HOURS. My jaw ached, my tongue was numb, but I couldn't stop. She tastes like honey and salt and something darker, muskier. Something primal. When I pushed my tongue inside her and felt her asshole clench around it, felt her whole body shudder, I understood what Margot meant about worship. This isn't fucking. This is prayer.

September 3, 1985: New technique—alternating between broad flat licks from pussy to tailbone and then focused penetration of the asshole. Drive them crazy with the unpredictability. Used it on Diana tonight. She came so hard she squirted all over the sheets and then cried. Happy tears. She said no one had ever made her feel so cherished, so worshipped. That's the goal. That's always the goal.

March 22, 1989: I'm in love. Her name is Simone. She's a dancer—long legs, perfect ass, the most responsive body I've ever tasted. Last night I ate her ass for so long I lost track of time. When I finally came up for air, four hours had passed. FOUR HOURS. She'd come six times. I'd come twice just from the act itself, from the taste of her, from her moans vibrating through me. I want to spend the rest of my life with my face between her cheeks.

Iris touched herself while reading every entry, came at least once per session, sometimes twice. By Saturday night she'd read the entire journal twice and was starting her third read-through, focusing on the technical details, trying to memorize techniques.

And she practiced.

God, she practiced.

Saturday morning she stood in front of her bathroom mirror, tongue extended as far as it would go, holding the position until her jaw screamed. Thirty seconds. Twenty repetitions. Then tongue rolls—clockwise, counterclockwise, figure-eights. She felt ridiculous, but Margot's instructions were clear.

By Sunday her tongue was actually sore, like she'd worked out a muscle she'd never exercised before. Which she had.

Monday she practiced on her own hand, pressing her tongue flat against the space between her thumb and forefinger, imagining it was Luna's asshole. Licking in broad strokes, then pointing her tongue and pushing against her skin like she was trying to penetrate. It wasn't the same—couldn't be—but it helped her understand the mechanics, the movements.

Tuesday she bought a peach at the grocery store and practiced on that, sitting alone in her kitchen at midnight, tongue working the soft flesh, trying different angles and pressures. The produce guy had given her a weird look when she'd spent ten minutes selecting the perfect peach—one that was soft enough, the right size. If he only knew.

By Wednesday she was climbing the walls with anticipation and arousal. She'd masturbated twice that morning before work, once in her office between classes, and three times that night. Every orgasm just made her hungrier for Thursday, for her second lesson, for the moment when she'd finally get to taste a woman's ass for real.

She couldn't eat dinner Thursday evening. Her stomach was twisted with nerves and excitement. She showered for forty-five minutes, shaved everywhere twice to make sure she was perfectly smooth, lotioned her entire body, spent an hour on her hair and makeup.

Black dress again, but a different one—this time a wrap dress that could be opened with a single pull of the tie. Red heels instead of black. Dark red lipstick that made her lips look pornographic. And no underwear, obviously. She'd followed Margot's instruction so religiously that she hadn't worn underwear all week, even to teach her classes. The constant awareness of her bare pussy under her professional clothes had kept her in a state of perpetual arousal.

The Uber driver was different this time—a young guy who kept glancing at her in the rearview mirror. Could he tell? Could he see in her eyes what she was going to do tonight?

Iris arrived at the Crimson Lantern at exactly 8:30 PM, thirty minutes early. She couldn't wait anymore.

She knocked, and again the door opened immediately. But it wasn't Margot this time.

Luna stood in the doorway, wearing a flowing red silk robe and nothing else, her curls piled on top of her head in a messy bun. She smiled when she saw Iris, and it was warm and genuine and somehow still incredibly sexy.

"Iris! You're early. Margot's finishing with another initiate, but she'll be ready for you soon." Luna took her hand, pulled her inside. "Come on, I'll keep you company."

"Another initiate?" Iris tried to keep the jealousy out of her voice and failed completely.

Luna laughed, the sound like bells. "Don't worry, chica. You're Margot's only first-level initiate right now. This is a fourth-level student—very advanced. Very intense. Margot's been working with her for two years."

They walked through the corridors, past the now-familiar artwork, past the doors with their mysterious sounds. Luna led her to a small sitting room Iris hadn't seen before, decorated in soft golds and creams, with a low couch and a table spread with wine and cheese and fruit.

"Sit, relax. Wine?"

"God yes."

Luna poured two glasses and settled next to Iris on the couch, her thigh pressing against Iris's. The silk of her robe had fallen open slightly, revealing the curve of one breast, the dark nipple with its gold ring.

"So," Luna said, her eyes sparkling with mischief, "did you practice like Margot told you?"

Iris felt her cheeks burn. "Yes. Every day. The tongue exercises, the reading, everything."

"Did you read Celeste's journal?"

"Three times."

Luna's smile widened. "Fuck, that journal is hot. I read it during my own initiation. That entry about Simone? Where she ate her ass for four hours? I came so hard just reading it I almost passed out."

"Me too," Iris admitted. "Multiple times."

"Did you practice on anything? Any objects?"

"I... I practiced on a peach."

Luna burst out laughing, delighted. "Oh my god, that's amazing! I practiced on a plum. Margot suggested it—she said the texture is similar, helps you understand the give and resistance." She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Between you and me, it doesn't compare to the real thing. Nothing compares. The warmth, the taste, the way it responds to your tongue... you'll see."

Iris's pussy clenched. "Will I... tonight, will I actually...?"

"Get to taste ass for real? Oh absolutely. That's the whole point of the second lesson. Observation was last week. This week you participate. Margot will guide you through it, teach you directly, let you practice on me." Luna said it so casually, like they were discussing a pottery class. "I volunteered to be your practice subject. I like helping new initiates discover this side of themselves. Plus—" her smile turned wicked "—I love being rimmed, and Margot said you have real potential. She could tell just from watching you watch last week."

"She could?"

"Your focus, your arousal, the way you were touching yourself... Margot's been training initiates for fifteen years. She knows who has the hunger for this. And you, Iris? You've got it bad. You're going to be amazing at this."

Before Iris could respond, the door opened and Margot walked in, and Iris's brain short-circuited all over again.

Tonight Margot wore a black leather corset that pushed her small breasts up into visible swells, black leather pants that were somehow even tighter than last week's, and thigh-high boots with heels that added three inches to her already impressive height. Her platinum hair was slicked back, her lips were black, and her gray eyes were rimmed with dark kohl that made her look like some kind of dominatrix goddess.

"Iris," she said, and even her voice sounded different—deeper, more commanding. "You're early. Eager. I like that. Have you prepared as I instructed?"

"Yes, Margot. Every day. I practiced the tongue exercises, I read all the books, I studied Celeste's journal—"

"Show me."

"I'm sorry?"

"Your tongue. Show me what you've learned."

Iris's hands shook as she stood. Margot moved closer, towering over her in those boots, and gestured. "Stick your tongue out. As far as it will go."

Iris obeyed, extending her tongue until her jaw ached.

"Hold it. Thirty seconds."

It was harder than it had been in practice, maybe because Margot was staring at her with those intense eyes, maybe because Luna was watching too, maybe because her tongue was already tired from a week of constant exercise. But she held it, counting in her head, until finally Margot nodded.

"Good. Now show me your range of motion. Point it, flex it, roll it clockwise and counterclockwise. Figure-eights."

Iris demonstrated every technique she'd practiced, feeling simultaneously ridiculous and incredibly turned on by the clinical assessment of her tongue's capabilities.

"Excellent," Margot said finally. "You've been diligent. Your tongue has much better flexibility and control than it did last week. Now—" she traced one leather-clad finger down Iris's throat, between her breasts, stopping just above her stomach "—tell me what you learned from the reading. What is the first principle?"

"Reverence," Iris said immediately. "Every touch should communicate worship, that you consider her ass sacred."

"Second principle?"

"Patience. Build slowly, tease, make her desperate."

"Third?"

"Exploration. Use different techniques—flat tongue, pointed tongue, suction, penetration—stimulate all the nerve endings."

"Fourth?"

"Enthusiasm. If you don't love it, she'll know. You have to crave it, lose yourself in it."

Margot's smile was approving. "Perfect. You've studied well. Now tell me—are you nervous about tonight?"

"Terrified," Iris admitted. "And so turned on I can barely think straight."

"Good. Fear and arousal together create the proper mindset for learning. Come with me. It's time for your second lesson."

She led them back to room 333, which had been transformed since last week. The chaise lounge was still there, but now there was also a massage table set up in the center of the room, covered in soft burgundy fabric. Candles burned everywhere, casting flickering shadows. The air was heavy with incense—sandalwood and jasmine and that darker, muskier scent Iris now recognized as arousal.

"Tonight," Margot said, closing the door behind them, "you will rim Luna under my direct supervision. I will guide your every movement, correct your technique, teach you what works and what doesn't. Luna will provide feedback—she'll tell you what feels good, what needs adjustment. This is a learning experience, not a performance. Mistakes are expected. Questions are encouraged. Understood?"

"Yes," Iris breathed.

"Luna, ma belle, assume the presentation position on the table."

Luna dropped her robe without hesitation, revealing her naked body in the candlelight, and climbed onto the massage table. But instead of the on-hands-and-knees position from last week, she lay on her back, then pulled her knees up to her chest, hands gripping the backs of her thighs to hold her legs spread wide and raised high.

The position displayed everything—her bare pussy, glistening and swollen, and above it, her ass, the cheeks naturally spread from the angle, her asshole exposed and vulnerable. Even from across the room, Iris could see it clench.

"This position," Margot said, moving to stand beside the table, "is ideal for beginners. You have easy access, good visibility, and the receiver is comfortable enough to relax fully. Later you'll learn other positions, but we'll start here. Come closer, Iris. Kneel between her legs."

Iris's legs were shaking so badly she almost fell. She knelt on the floor between Luna's spread thighs, and suddenly she was face-to-face with Luna's ass for the first time. Close enough to see every detail—the smooth dark skin, the tight pink ring of her asshole, the way it pulsed with Luna's heartbeat. Close enough to smell her, that intoxicating mixture of musk and arousal.

"Oh god," Iris whispered.

"Beautiful, isn't it?" Margot's hand came to rest on Iris's shoulder. "Take a moment. Look at her. Really see her. Luna is offering you something sacred—her vulnerability, her trust, access to her most intimate place. Before you touch her, I want you to thank her."

"Thank you," Iris said, her voice shaking. "Luna, thank you for trusting me with this."

Luna smiled down at her, warm and encouraging. "You're welcome, mami. I'm honored to help you learn. Now come make me feel good."

"Start with your hands," Margot instructed. "Place them on her ass cheeks. Spread her wider. Get familiar with the territory."

Iris reached out with trembling hands and placed her palms on Luna's ass. The skin was so soft, so warm. She'd touched women before—breasts, pussies, hips—but something about this felt different. More intimate. More forbidden.

She spread Luna wider, and Luna's asshole stretched slightly, the ring of muscle opening just a bit.

"Good. Now—and this is important—lower your face. Get close. Breathe her in. Let her scent fill your lungs. This is part of the worship."

Iris lowered her face until she was inches away from Luna's ass. She breathed in deeply, and the smell hit her like a drug—sweet and musky and dark and absolutely intoxicating. Her pussy clenched so hard she gasped.

"That's it," Margot purred. "Your body knows what it wants. Now, the first touch. Remember the principle of reverence. A kiss, Iris. Press your lips to her asshole and kiss it like you'd kiss her mouth. Soft. Loving. Worshipful."

Iris's heart was hammering so hard she could hear it in her ears. She leaned forward those final few inches, and then her lips made contact with Luna's asshole for the first time.

The world stopped.

Luna's skin was impossibly soft against her lips, warm and smooth, and the moment Iris pressed in for a real kiss, Luna moaned. That sound—that genuine sound of pleasure—shot straight to Iris's clit.

"Oh fuck," Luna breathed. "Iris, that's—god yes—"

"Another kiss," Margot commanded. "And another. Cover her asshole with kisses. Show her you worship it."

Iris obeyed, pressing kiss after kiss to Luna's tight ring, soft pecks that gradually became more lingering, more passionate. Her hands gripped Luna's ass tighter, spreading her, giving herself better access. And with each kiss, Luna moaned louder, her hips squirming.

"Now use your tongue. Just a little. Let it flick out during your next kiss, let her feel it."

Iris kissed again, and this time she let her tongue slip out, just the tip, barely grazing Luna's asshole. The taste hit her—salty-sweet-musky-perfect—and she moaned into the kiss, unable to help herself.

"Yes," Margot hissed. "You taste good, don't you? You like it. I can see it in your eyes, hear it in your voice. You're a natural at this, Iris. Now lick. Broad strokes, flat tongue. Lick from the bottom of her asshole to the top. Slow."

Iris extended her tongue, pressed it flat, and licked. The texture was incredible—smooth skin giving way to the slightly rougher ring of muscle, all of it warm and responsive and perfect. Luna's asshole clenched against her tongue, and Luna cried out.

"Fuck yes—Iris—oh god your tongue feels amazing—"

Iris licked again, slower this time, savoring every inch. The taste was stronger now, coating her tongue, and it was addictive. She wanted more.

"Again," Margot ordered. "Lick her from her pussy to her asshole. Get your tongue wet with her juices first, then drag it all the way up."

Iris dropped lower and ran her tongue through Luna's pussy lips, collecting the slickness there. Luna was soaking wet, dripping, and she tasted incredible—tangy and sweet. Then Iris dragged her tongue up, through Luna's perineum, over her asshole, all the way to her tailbone.

Luna screamed.

"Holy fuck—yes—do that again—"

Iris did it again. And again. And again. Each time, Luna's responses got louder, more desperate, her hips bucking up to meet Iris's tongue.

"Excellent technique," Margot said, and Iris felt a surge of pride even as she continued licking. "Now focus on the asshole itself. Point your tongue. Use the tip to trace circles around the rim. Tease her. Make her beg."

Iris pointed her tongue and began tracing slow circles around Luna's asshole, never quite touching the center, just spiraling around it. Luna's whole body was trembling now.

"Please," Luna gasped. "Please Iris, I need—I need more—"

"Not yet," Margot said firmly. "She'll beg harder than that. Keep teasing, Iris. Show her who's in control."

Iris continued the circles, occasionally letting her tongue dip closer to the center before pulling away. Luna was making incoherent sounds now, her hands gripping her thighs so hard her knuckles were white.

"Please—god—Iris please—I need your tongue inside me—need you to fuck me with it—please—"

"Now," Margot said. "Push inside. Penetrate her. But slowly—don't force it. Let her asshole open for you."

Iris pointed her tongue and pressed it against the center of Luna's asshole. There was resistance at first, the tight ring of muscle refusing entry, but she kept pressure steady, patient, and then suddenly Luna's asshole opened and her tongue pushed inside.

They both moaned at the same time.

The sensation was overwhelming—the heat, the tightness, the way Luna's asshole clenched around her tongue like it was trying to pull her deeper. Iris pushed in as far as she could go, her nose pressed against Luna's skin, her face buried completely between Luna's cheeks.

"Fuck her with it," Margot commanded, her voice rough with arousal. "In and out. Make her feel it."

Iris began thrusting her tongue, in and out of Luna's ass, and Luna was sobbing with pleasure now, her whole body shaking. The taste was stronger inside—earthier, darker, more intimate—and Iris loved it. She fucking loved it. This was what she'd been missing her whole life, what she'd been too scared to try, and now that she'd finally tasted it, she never wanted to stop.

"I'm—oh fuck—Iris I'm gonna come—don't stop—please don't stop—"

Margot reached over and began rubbing Luna's clit with fast, firm circles. "Come for her, Luna. Come from her tongue in your ass. Show her what she's capable of."

Luna came with a wail that probably echoed through the entire building. Her asshole clenched rhythmically around Iris's tongue, her pussy gushed fluid over Margot's hand, and her whole body went rigid before dissolving into shudders. Iris kept her tongue inside, kept moving it gently, drawing out every wave of pleasure until Luna finally went limp, gasping for air.

"Please—stop—too sensitive—"

Iris pulled back, her face wet with spit and Luna's taste, her lips swollen, her jaw aching. She'd never felt more alive.

Margot helped Luna lower her legs, stroked her hair. "Beautiful work, chérie. Rest now." Then she turned those mercury eyes on Iris, and they were blazing with hunger and approval.

"Stand up."

Iris stood on shaking legs. Her dress was still on, but it felt wrong now, restrictive. She wanted to be naked, wanted to feel air on her skin.

"That," Margot said, circling her slowly like a predator, "was exceptional for a first time. Your instincts are remarkable. You made Luna come in under ten minutes of penetration. Most first-level initiates take twice that long."

"Thank you," Iris breathed.

"But you're not done yet. Luna was the practice. Now—" Margot's hand shot out and pulled the tie on Iris's wrap dress, and it fell open, revealing her naked body beneath "—now you rim me."

Iris's brain short-circuited. "What?"

"You heard me." Margot was already stripping off her corset, revealing her small perfect breasts, her pale skin, her lean muscled body. The leather pants followed, and then she was naked except for those thigh-high boots. Her pussy was waxed completely bare, her lips already glistening. "I want to feel what Luna felt. I want your tongue in my ass. Consider it your final exam for this lesson."

She moved to the massage table and climbed on, but unlike Luna's on-her-back position, Margot got on her hands and knees, back arched deeply, ass raised high and spread wide.

"Well?" she said, looking back over her shoulder. "I'm waiting. Show me you've learned the principles."

Iris's pussy was dripping down her thighs. Her hands were shaking. This was Margot. Margot, who'd trained initiates for fifteen years. Margot, who could make a woman come in under a minute. Margot, whose ass was now presented before her like an offering.

She approached the table, knelt behind Margot, and placed her hands on Margot's ass cheeks. The skin was impossibly pale and smooth, and when Iris spread her, Margot's asshole was pink and tight and absolutely perfect.

"Reverence," Iris whispered, more to herself than to Margot.

She leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to Margot's asshole. Margot moaned—actually moaned—and the sound gave Iris confidence.

She kissed again, and again, covering Margot's rim with worshipful kisses. Then she let her tongue flick out, tasting for the first time. Margot tasted different from Luna—less sweet, more musky, with an edge of something almost spicy.

"Don't tease," Margot growled. "I've been wet since you walked in. Lick me. Now."

Iris obeyed, dragging her tongue in long, broad strokes over Margot's asshole. Margot's hips pushed back immediately, seeking more pressure, more contact.

"Harder. I'm not fragile."

Iris pressed her tongue harder, licking with more force, and Margot groaned. "Yes—fuck—just like that—"

Emboldened, Iris pointed her tongue and pushed against Margot's asshole, seeking entry. Margot's ass opened for her immediately, easily, and Iris's tongue slipped inside.

The moan Margot made was inhuman.

"Deeper—get your tongue as deep as you can—fuck me with it—"

Iris pushed her tongue in as far as it would go, her face pressed completely between Margot's cheeks, and began thrusting. Fast, hard, relentless. Margot was chanting now, a litany of obscenities and encouragement.

"Yes—fuck yes—your tongue is perfect—don't stop—make me come—I want to come on your face—"

One of Margot's hands reached between her own legs, fingers finding her clit, rubbing frantically. The other hand reached back and gripped Iris's hair, holding her face in place, grinding her ass against Iris's mouth.

"Fuck—fuck—FUCK—"

Margot came hard, her asshole clenching around Iris's tongue so tight it almost hurt, her whole body convulsing. Iris kept her tongue moving, kept fucking her through it, and Margot came again, and then a third time, each orgasm crashing into the next until she finally collapsed forward onto the table, trembling and gasping.

Iris pulled back, her face absolutely soaked, her jaw screaming, her pussy throbbing with need. She'd just made Margot Desrosiers come three times from rimming. Holy shit.

Margot lay there for a long moment, catching her breath, and then she rolled over and sat up, her eyes unfocused, her lips parted.

"Fuck," she said simply. "Iris, that was—you're—" She actually seemed at a loss for words. "You're going to be one of our greatest masters. I can feel it."

"Thank you," Iris managed.

"Don't thank me yet. You still have three more levels of initiation." Margot slid off the table and moved to her discarded clothing, pulling on the leather pants but leaving her torso bare. "But after tonight, I have no doubts you'll reach the fifth level. You have the hunger, the skill, and most importantly, the devotion. Celeste would be so proud."

Luna had recovered enough to sit up on the chaise lounge, and she was grinning. "That was so fucking hot. Both of you. Iris, you made me come harder than I've come in months, and I get rimmed like three times a week."

"Your next lesson," Margot said, pouring wine for all three of them, "will be in two weeks. You'll learn advanced techniques—suction, tongue-fucking combinations with fingering, how to make a woman squirt from anal stimulation alone. And—" her smile turned wicked "—you'll learn to receive. Someone will rim you for the first time. How does that sound?"

Iris's pussy clenched so hard she gasped. "I want that. God, I want that."

"Good. Then continue your training. Practice daily. And Iris?"

"Yes?"

"You can take off that dress now. No need to hide that gorgeous body from us."

Iris let the dress fall to the floor, standing naked in the candlelight, and for the first time in her life, she felt no shame. Only power. Only hunger.

Only devotion to her new calling.

Chapter 3: Surrender

The two weeks between lessons felt like two years.

Iris was a mess—distracted, obsessed, constantly aroused. She taught her classes on autopilot, barely registering her students' questions about Jane Eyre or Middlemarch. All she could think about was the taste of Luna's ass on her tongue, the feeling of Margot's asshole clenching around it, the sounds they'd made, the way they'd come for her.

And the promise Margot had made: You'll learn to receive. Someone will rim you for the first time.

That promise haunted her dreams, invaded her waking thoughts, made her pussy perpetually wet. She'd never considered it before—never imagined what it would feel like to have someone's tongue on her asshole, in her asshole. But now she couldn't stop imagining it.

She touched herself constantly. In bed before sleep, in the shower every morning, between classes in her locked office with her hand shoved down her pants, biting her lip to stay quiet. She'd come seventeen times in the first week alone, and each orgasm just made her hungrier for the next lesson.

She practiced her tongue exercises religiously, but now she also started preparing her body for receiving. She read the relevant chapters in The Sacred Arts—the sections on hygiene, on relaxation techniques, on the psychology of vulnerability. The book recommended daily self-exploration, getting comfortable with touching her own ass, understanding her own responses.

So she did.

The first time she touched her own asshole in the shower, she'd been nervous, embarrassed even though she was alone. But she'd followed the book's instructions—used plenty of soap and water, relaxed her breathing, started with just gentle circles around the rim with one soapy finger.

The sensation had shocked her. It was more sensitive than she'd expected, sent little sparks of pleasure shooting through her body in ways she didn't anticipate. She'd circled and teased until her legs were shaking, then carefully—so carefully—pressed the tip of her finger inside.

The penetration was strange at first, uncomfortable, but as she relaxed and pushed deeper, the discomfort transformed into something else. Something intense and full and weirdly pleasurable. She'd fingered her ass while rubbing her clit with her other hand and come so hard she'd had to grab the shower wall to stay standing.

After that, she practiced every day. Working her way up to two fingers, learning what angles felt good, discovering that she could come from anal penetration alone if she did it right. By the end of the second week, she could take three fingers comfortably, and the orgasms from anal play were different—deeper, more intense, like they came from somewhere more primal.

She bought her first butt plug online—a small silicone one in purple, tapered and smooth. The first time she wore it, she could barely function. She'd gone grocery shopping with it inside her, and every step sent little waves of sensation through her body. She'd gotten wet enough that she worried people could smell her arousal in the checkout line.

By the time Thursday arrived, she was climbing the walls with need and anticipation and terror.

She showed up at the Crimson Lantern at 8:30 PM sharp, wearing a burgundy silk dress that tied at the side—easy removal—and her nicest black heels. No underwear, obviously. She'd spent two hours preparing—showered thoroughly, used an enema kit for the first time in her life (the book had recommended it, though it emphasized it wasn't required), shaved everything, moisturized, perfumed. She'd even worn her purple plug for three hours that afternoon to help relax her muscles, though she'd removed it before coming.

She was as ready as she'd ever be.

Luna answered the door this time, wearing a sheer black negligée that hid nothing and heels that made her legs look impossibly long. She took one look at Iris and grinned.

"Oh honey, you look terrified. Come here." She pulled Iris into a hug, and despite everything, it helped. Luna smelled like jasmine and something warmer, and her body was soft and comforting. "You're going to love this, I promise. Being rimmed is fucking incredible. Life-changing. And Margot is a master—literally. She's going to make you feel things you didn't know were possible."

"I'm nervous," Iris admitted into Luna's shoulder.

"Good nervous or bad nervous?"

"Both? I want this so badly, but I'm scared I won't be able to relax, or that I'll hate it, or—"

"You won't hate it." Luna pulled back, her hands on Iris's shoulders, her dark eyes serious. "Trust me. Trust Margot. Trust your body. You're going to come so hard you'll forget your own name, and then you're going to beg for more. I've seen it happen with every initiate. Now come on—Margot's waiting, and she's very excited about tonight."

She led Iris through the familiar corridors, but instead of going to room 333, they turned down a different hallway, stopping at a door marked with an ornate 444.

"This is Margot's private chamber," Luna whispered. "She only brings initiates here for third-level lessons and above. It's an honor."

She opened the door, and Iris's breath caught.

The room was twice the size of 333, decorated in deep blacks and silvers and crimson. A massive four-poster bed dominated the center, covered in silk sheets and piled with pillows. There was a full wall of mirrors, reflecting everything, making the space feel infinite. Candles burned everywhere—on surfaces, in wall sconces, suspended in chandeliers—casting flickering shadows that danced across the walls. The air was heavy with incense and something else, something that made Iris's pussy clench immediately.

And Margot was already naked, reclining on the bed like a goddess receiving tribute.

She looked different without clothes in this setting—less intimidating, more sensual. Her lean body was all sharp angles and pale skin, her small breasts high and firm, her stomach flat and muscled, her hips narrow. Between her legs, her pussy was bare and glistening, already aroused. She'd painted her nails black to match her lips, and her platinum hair was loose for once, falling in a sleek curtain to her shoulders.

"Iris," she purred, sitting up. "Right on time. Come in. Close the door."

Iris obeyed on autopilot, her legs carrying her forward even as her brain screamed that she wasn't ready for this.

"You look beautiful," Margot said, standing and moving toward her with predatory grace. "And nervous. That's good—nervousness means you understand the significance of what's about to happen. Tonight you surrender control. Tonight you learn what it feels like to be worshipped. To have someone's mouth on your most intimate place. To be vulnerable and trusting and utterly at our mercy."

"Our?" Iris's voice came out as a squeak.

"Luna will assist me tonight. Two tongues are better than one, especially for a first time." Margot circled Iris slowly, her fingers trailing across Iris's shoulders, down her spine. "We're going to take you apart piece by piece and put you back together. By the time we're done, you'll understand why this practice is called worship."

She stopped in front of Iris and untied her dress with one smooth pull. The burgundy silk pooled at Iris's feet, leaving her naked except for her heels.

"Perfect," Margot breathed, her eyes raking over Iris's body—her full breasts with their hard nipples, her soft stomach, her wide hips, her thick thighs, the bare pussy between them already glistening with arousal. "You prepared thoroughly. I can see it. Smell it. You even used the plug today, didn't you? To help relax."

"How did you—"

"I can tell by the way you're standing, the slight openness in your posture. Good girl. That will help." Her hand came up and cupped Iris's jaw, tilting her face up. "Last chance to back out. Once we begin, you don't come until I give you permission. You don't touch yourself unless instructed. You surrender completely. Can you do that?"

Iris's pussy clenched so hard she gasped. "Yes."

"Yes what?"

"Yes, Margot. I surrender. I'm yours."

Margot's smile was wicked and approving. "Then get on the bed. On your back. We'll start in the easiest position—you won't have to hold yourself up or maintain any difficult poses. Just lie back and let us worship you."

Iris kicked off her heels and climbed onto the massive bed. The silk sheets were cool against her overheated skin. She lay back against the mountain of pillows, and immediately felt exposed—her legs together, her arms at her sides, her whole body on display in this room of mirrors where she could see herself from every angle.

Margot and Luna climbed onto the bed on either side of her, both naked now, Luna having shed the negligée. They were opposites—Margot all pale angles and sharp edges, Luna all dark curves and soft skin—but both were devastatingly beautiful.

"We'll start slowly," Margot said, her hand coming to rest on Iris's stomach. "Build your arousal gradually. Luna and I will touch you, kiss you, prepare your body. You'll be so turned on that by the time our mouths reach your ass, you'll be begging for it. Understood?"

"Yes."

"Good. Now spread your legs. Let us see all of you."

Iris spread her legs, and both women made appreciative sounds. Her pussy was already soaked, lips swollen and dark with arousal, clit peeking out from its hood.

"Beautiful," Luna murmured. "So wet already. You really want this, don't you mami?"

"So badly," Iris admitted.

"Then let us give it to you."

They started with kisses—Margot claiming Iris's mouth in a deep, demanding kiss that made Iris's toes curl, while Luna kissed down her neck, her collarbone, the swell of her breast. Four hands roamed her body, mapping every curve, every sensitive spot. Luna's mouth found her nipple and sucked hard while Margot's hand slid between her thighs, fingers ghosting over her clit without actually touching it.

Iris moaned into Margot's mouth, her hips bucking up seeking more contact.

"Patience," Margot whispered against her lips. "We have all night."

They took their time, worshipping every inch of her body. Luna sucked and bit at her nipples until they were swollen and aching. Margot kissed down her stomach, her hip bones, the inside of her thighs—everywhere except where Iris needed her most. Hands caressed her, teased her, drove her slowly out of her mind.

"Please," Iris finally gasped. "Please touch me—I need—"

"What do you need?" Margot asked, her breath hot against Iris's inner thigh.

"Your mouth—your tongue—please—"

"Where? Be specific."

"My pussy—please lick my pussy—"

Margot's tongue dragged through Iris's folds in one long, slow stroke, and Iris nearly came right then. Luna pinched her nipples at the same time, and the dual sensations were almost too much.

"Not yet," Margot commanded, pulling back. "You don't come until I say."

She licked again, this time focusing on Iris's clit, circling it with the tip of her tongue. Luna moved down to join her, and suddenly there were two mouths on Iris's pussy—Margot sucking her clit while Luna's tongue pushed inside her, fucking her with deep thrusts.

Iris was making sounds she didn't recognize, her hands fisting in the silk sheets, her hips rolling up to meet their mouths. She was so close, right on the edge, her whole body trembling with the need to come.

"Stop," Margot said, and both mouths disappeared.

Iris whimpered at the loss, her pussy clenching around nothing.

"Roll over," Margot commanded. "On your stomach. We're going to worship your ass now."

Iris rolled over with shaking limbs, her face buried in the pillows, her ass raised slightly by the position. She could see herself in the wall of mirrors—her flushed face, her spread legs, her ass presented for their pleasure.

She felt incredibly vulnerable. More vulnerable than she'd ever felt during sex. Because this was different. This wasn't just exposure—this was surrender. This was offering the most private, most taboo part of herself for their mouths, their pleasure, their worship.

"Breathe," Luna said softly, her hand rubbing soothing circles on Iris's lower back. "Relax. We're going to make you feel so good, chica. Just let go and trust us."

Iris took a deep breath, tried to relax her muscles, her mind, her fear.

"That's it," Margot murmured. She placed her hands on Iris's ass cheeks, not spreading yet, just touching, massaging. "Such a beautiful ass. Full and round and perfect. I've been imagining this for two weeks—imagining what you'd taste like, how you'd respond, what sounds you'd make when I finally got my tongue on you."

Her hands began kneading Iris's ass, deeper now, working the muscles, helping her relax. Luna joined in, both sets of hands working in tandem, and Iris felt herself melting into the bed, tension seeping out of her body.

"Good girl," Margot praised. "Now I'm going to spread you. Don't tense up. Just breathe."

She spread Iris's ass cheeks slowly, exposing her completely. Iris felt the cool air kiss her asshole and had to fight the urge to clench.

"Perfect," Margot breathed. "Luna, come see. Look at her asshole—so tight, so pink, already clenching with anticipation."

Iris could feel their eyes on her, could see in the mirror the way they were both staring at her spread ass with hunger and appreciation. It should have been humiliating. Instead, it was the most erotic thing she'd ever experienced.

"I want the first taste," Luna said. "May I?"

"Of course, ma belle. Show her what she's been missing."

Iris tensed, waiting, and then—

Luna's tongue pressed against her asshole, flat and warm and soft, and Iris's entire world exploded.

The sensation was nothing like she'd expected. Not uncomfortable or weird or gross—it was incredible. Electric. Luna's tongue was so soft, so warm, and it sent pleasure racing through her body in ways she didn't know were possible. Her asshole was so much more sensitive than she'd ever imagined, thousands of nerve endings lighting up at once.

"Oh fuck—oh god—Luna—"

"That's it," Margot purred, still holding Iris's ass spread for Luna's access. "Feel her tongue. Feel how good it is. This is what you've been giving others, and now you get to receive it. Now you understand why women beg for this, why they come so hard from it."

Luna licked again, this time in a long slow stroke from Iris's pussy—oh god, collecting her wetness—all the way up to her tailbone. Iris's hips bucked involuntarily, pushing back against Luna's mouth.

"She likes it," Luna said, her voice muffled. "She's already trying to fuck my face. So eager."

"Then give her more."

Luna began licking in earnest now—long broad strokes, then focused circles around Iris's rim, then pointed tongue tapping against the center. Each technique sent different sensations through Iris's body, built the pleasure higher and higher until she was panting into the pillows, her hands gripping the sheets so hard her knuckles were white.

"Please—please I need—"

"Need what?" Margot asked.

"Need—need her tongue inside—please—"

"Are you begging us to penetrate your ass, Iris? To tongue-fuck your tight little asshole?"

"Yes—fuck yes—please—"

"Luna, she's ready. Push inside."

Luna pointed her tongue and pressed it against Iris's asshole, and this time when Iris felt the pressure, she consciously relaxed, opened herself, let Luna's tongue slip past that tight ring of muscle and inside.

The penetration was overwhelming—the fullness, the heat, the intimacy of it. Luna's tongue pushed deeper, deeper, until Iris could feel it curling inside her, could feel Luna's lips pressed against her rim, could feel Luna's nose pressing into her skin.

And then Luna started moving—fucking her with her tongue, in and out, twisting and curling and reaching places that made Iris scream into the pillows.

"Look at yourself," Margot commanded, and Iris forced her eyes open, forced herself to look in the mirror.

The sight was obscene and beautiful—her own face, flushed and desperate, mouth open in a silent moan. Her body spread out on the silk sheets. Luna's face buried between her ass cheeks, only her curls visible, her head moving as she tongue-fucked Iris's ass with obvious enthusiasm.

"That's you being worshipped," Margot said, her own hand moving between her legs, fingers rubbing her clit as she watched. "That's what devotion looks like. Luna is inside your ass right now, tasting you, pleasuring you, and she's loving every second of it. Just like you loved rimming us. This is the cycle—we worship each other, pleasure each other, bring each other to transcendence."

Luna's tongue went deeper, and Iris felt something building inside her—different from a clitoral orgasm, different from a g-spot orgasm, something deeper and more intense.

"I'm—oh fuck—I think I'm—"

"Not yet," Margot said sharply. "You don't come until both of us have tasted you. Luna, switch with me."

Luna pulled her tongue out slowly—the withdrawal almost as intense as the penetration—and moved aside. Margot took her place immediately, her hands spreading Iris even wider, and her tongue was on Iris's asshole before Iris could even process the change.

Margot's technique was different from Luna's—more aggressive, more demanding. Her tongue pushed inside hard and fast, no teasing, no buildup, just immediate deep penetration that made Iris's vision white out for a moment.

"Fuck—Margot—oh god—"

Margot's tongue was longer than Luna's, or maybe she just knew how to use it better after years of practice, because she reached places inside Iris that sent pleasure ricocheting through her entire body. She twisted her tongue, curled it, dragged it against Iris's inner walls in ways that shouldn't be possible.

And then Luna moved to Iris's side, lifted her hips slightly, and—oh fuck—her mouth found Iris's clit.

The dual stimulation was too much. Margot's tongue in her ass, Luna's mouth on her clit, both of them working in perfect synchronization, and Iris couldn't—she couldn't hold back—

"Please—Margot please—can I come—I need to come—please let me—"

"Come," Margot commanded, her voice muffled by Iris's ass. "Come right now with my tongue in your ass and Luna's mouth on your clit. Show us how good we make you feel."

Iris came apart.

The orgasm was cataclysmic—starting deep in her ass where Margot's tongue was still thrusting, spreading through her pussy where Luna was sucking her clit, radiating outward through her entire body until even her fingers and toes were tingling. She screamed into the pillows, her asshole clenching rhythmically around Margot's tongue, her pussy gushing fluid over Luna's face, her whole body convulsing with the intensity of it.

It went on forever—wave after wave after wave—and Margot and Luna didn't stop, kept licking and sucking and driving her higher until she came again, and then a third time, orgasms crashing into each other until Iris couldn't tell where one ended and another began.

Finally—finally—they pulled back, and Iris collapsed completely, boneless and trembling and gasping for air.

"Holy shit," she managed to whisper.

"That's level three," Margot said, her voice satisfied and smug. She moved up the bed to lie beside Iris, her hand stroking her hair. "You've learned to give and to receive. You understand both sides of the worship now. How do you feel?"

"I feel—" Iris tried to find words and failed. "I didn't know. I didn't know I could feel like that. I didn't know my body could do that."

"Most people don't," Luna said, curling up on Iris's other side. "Most people never discover what their ass is capable of. But you're not most people anymore. You're one of us now."

Iris could still feel the phantom sensation of their tongues inside her, could still taste Luna on her own lips from earlier, could still smell the musk of sex and arousal that filled the room.

"I want more," she said, surprising herself. "I know I just came three times, but I want—I want to do it again. I want to keep learning."

Margot laughed, delighted. "And that, chérie, is why you'll become a master. That hunger is essential. Most initiates need at least an hour to recover after their first receiving experience. But you're already ready for more. Celeste was right about you."

"What happens next?" Iris asked. "What's level four?"

"Level four is advanced techniques," Margot said, trailing her fingers down Iris's spine. "Toys, plugs, combinations of rimming with penetration. Learning to make a woman squirt from anal stimulation alone. Learning to rim multiple partners in sequence. It's intensive and intense."

"And level five?"

"Level five is mastery. You'll rim the Grand Mistress—she's the one I mentioned, who replaced Rosalind Thorne. Her name is Cassandra Blackwood, and she's been with the Order for forty-three years. She's tasted and been tasted by over five hundred women. Making her come is considered the ultimate test of skill and devotion."

Iris's pussy clenched despite her exhaustion. "When can I try for level four?"

"Eager little thing," Luna teased. "I love it."

"Two weeks," Margot said. "Same schedule. But between now and then, I want you to practice receiving as well as giving. Use toys on yourself, experiment with what feels good, learn your own body's responses. And—" her smile turned wicked "—I'm assigning you homework."

"Homework?"

"Find a woman—someone you're attracted to, someone you trust—and rim her. Outside of the Order. Practice your skills in a real-world scenario. See how your training translates to spontaneous encounters."

Iris's mind immediately went to Professor Diane from the Renaissance department. The one she'd chickened out with years ago. They'd been friendly lately, flirtatious even. Maybe...

"I can see you already have someone in mind," Margot said, reading her expression. "Good. Seduce her. Make her come from your tongue in her ass. Show her what you've learned. And then come back and tell us all about it."

"That's—" Iris felt simultaneously terrified and excited. "That's my homework? To rim someone?"

"Consider it field research," Luna giggled. "Trust me, it's the best kind of homework."

Margot kissed Iris then—deep and thorough, and Iris could taste herself on Margot's tongue, could taste the intimacy they'd just shared. When they finally broke apart, Margot's mercury eyes were blazing.

"You're going to be magnificent," she whispered. "I can feel it. You're going to join the pantheon of great masters—Celeste, Rosalind, Genevieve herself. Women will beg for your tongue. They'll worship you in return for the worship you give them."

"I want that," Iris said, and meant it with every fiber of her being. "I want to be great at this. I want to make women come so hard they forget their own names. I want to be worshipped and to worship in return."

"Then you will be," Margot said simply. "The Order has chosen you. Celeste chose you. And now you've chosen yourself. Welcome fully into our world, Iris Mendoza. May your tongue bring pleasure, devotion, and transcendence to all who receive it."

Luna raised an imaginary glass. "To Iris. Future master of the sacred arts."

Iris smiled, exhausted and satisfied and already hungry for more. "To the Order. To worship. To ass."

They laughed together, three naked women tangled in silk sheets in a room of mirrors and candles, bound together by the most intimate act imaginable.

And Iris had never felt more at home in her life.

Chapter 4: The Secret Curriculum

Iris spent three days planning her seduction of Professor Diane Castellanos like it was a military campaign.

She'd chosen Diane for several reasons. First, there was history—that almost-hookup two years ago at the faculty holiday party, the one that ended with Iris fleeing in panic before she could do what she really wanted. Second, Diane was gorgeous—forty-three years old with silver streaking through her dark hair, sharp cheekbones, a body that was all lean muscle from daily yoga, and an ass that Iris had fantasized about for years. And third, Diane had been giving her looks lately. Lingering eye contact during department meetings, fingers brushing when they passed papers, comments that could be interpreted as innocent or as blatant flirtation depending on how you looked at them.

"That's a stunning dress, Iris. The way it hugs your curves is quite... distracting."

"I've been thinking about you. About our conversation last week. About several things, actually."

"We should grab drinks sometime. Just the two of us. I feel like we have unfinished business."

Oh, they definitely had unfinished business.

But Iris couldn't just proposition her outright. This had to be seduction, gradual and deliberate, building tension until Diane was the one making the first move—or at least until it seemed that way. Iris had learned from Margot that the best worship came from anticipation, from making someone desperate for your touch before you gave it to them.

So she started small.

Monday morning, she wore her tightest pencil skirt to the department meeting, the one that made her ass look incredible, and sat directly across from Diane. Every time she caught Diane looking—and Diane looked often—Iris held eye contact for just a beat too long before smiling and looking away. Creating heat without acknowledging it.

After the meeting, she lingered, organizing her papers slowly until most of their colleagues had left. Diane was doing the same thing, and when their eyes met, Iris's stomach flipped.

"Coffee?" Diane asked, her voice casual but her eyes intense. "I need caffeine before my eleven o'clock seminar."

"I'd love that."

They walked to the faculty lounge together, their shoulders brushing occasionally in the narrow hallway. Iris was acutely aware of her body—the sway of her hips, the way her skirt hugged her ass, the fact that she wasn't wearing underwear beneath it. She'd stopped wearing underwear entirely since joining the Order, and the constant awareness of her nakedness under her clothes kept her in a perpetual state of arousal.

The lounge was empty, thank god. They made their coffee in comfortable silence, but Iris could feel the tension crackling between them like electricity.

"So," Diane said, leaning against the counter, her eyes roaming over Iris in a way that was definitely not professional. "You seem different lately. More confident. There's something about you that's... changed."

"I've been exploring new interests," Iris said carefully. "Expanding my horizons. Trying things I was too afraid to try before."

"What kind of things?"

Iris took a sip of her coffee, let the pause build. "Personal things. Intimate things. Things I'm still learning about myself."

Diane's pupils dilated. "That sounds fascinating. I've always thought you were too cautious, too controlled. It's good to see you letting yourself be more... adventurous."

"What about you?" Iris asked, taking a step closer. "Are you adventurous, Diane?"

"I used to be." Diane's voice dropped lower. "Before my divorce, before I got so buried in work that I forgot what it felt like to want something—someone—badly enough to take risks for it. But lately I've been thinking about changing that. About being adventurous again."

They were standing very close now, close enough that Iris could smell Diane's perfume—something with notes of bergamot and cedar. Close enough to see the faint freckles across Diane's collarbone, the pulse point in her throat that was beating fast.

"Maybe we could be adventurous together," Iris said softly.

Diane's breath hitched. "Are you propositioning me, Dr. Mendoza?"

"Would you say yes if I was, Dr. Castellanos?"

The air between them was molten, thick with possibility. Diane's hand came up, fingers brushing Iris's wrist, and the touch sent electricity shooting up her arm.

"Come to my office after your last class today," Diane whispered. "Four-thirty. We'll talk about... expanding horizons."

Then she left, coffee in hand, and Iris stood there trembling and so wet she could feel it on her inner thighs.
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The rest of the day was torture. Iris taught two classes and retained absolutely nothing about what she'd said. Her mind was consumed with planning, with anticipation, with the memory of Diane's hand on her wrist and the promise in her eyes.

She went home between her last class and the meeting, showered again, prepared her body with the same thoroughness she'd used before her third-level lesson. She even wore the purple plug for an hour, both to relax herself and to heighten her arousal. By the time she removed it and dressed, she was shaking with need.

She chose her outfit carefully—a wrap dress in deep green that could be removed with a single pull of the tie, a black bra that made her breasts look incredible (even though she hoped it wouldn't stay on long), and once again, no underwear. She left her hair down, wild and curly. Minimal makeup except for red lipstick that made her look like she was ready to devour someone.

Which she was.

She arrived at Diane's office at exactly 4:30, knocking softly on the heavy wooden door.

"Come in," Diane's voice called, and Iris entered, closing the door behind her and—after a moment's hesitation—locking it.

Diane's office was beautiful—floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, a massive oak desk covered in papers and books, a leather couch against one wall, tall windows that looked out over the campus quad. And Diane herself, standing by the window, backlit by the late afternoon sun, wearing tailored black slacks and a white silk blouse that was unbuttoned just enough to be suggestive.

"You locked the door," Diane observed.

"I thought we might want privacy. For our... conversation."

Diane smiled, slow and predatory. "Come here."

Iris crossed the office on trembling legs. When she reached Diane, they stood there for a long moment, just looking at each other, the tension so thick it was hard to breathe.

"I've wanted this for a long time," Diane said softly. "Since that night at the holiday party. When you ran away, I thought I'd misread the signals, that you weren't interested. But you were just scared, weren't you?"

"Terrified," Iris admitted. "Not of you. Of what I wanted to do to you. I wasn't ready then. But I am now."

"And what did you want to do to me?"

Iris stepped closer, her hands coming up to rest on Diane's hips. "Everything. I wanted to kiss you. Touch you. Taste every inch of your body. I wanted to worship you in ways I'd never done with anyone before."

"Worship?" Diane's breathing was getting faster. "That's an interesting choice of words."

"I mean it literally." Iris's hands slid around to cup Diane's ass through her slacks, and Diane gasped. "I want to worship your body, Diane. Especially this gorgeous ass I've been fantasizing about for two years."

Diane's hands fisted in Iris's dress. "Jesus Christ, Iris. Where did this confidence come from?"

"I told you. I've been expanding my horizons. Learning new things. And I want to show you what I've learned." She pulled Diane closer, their bodies flush together, and lowered her voice to a whisper. "I want to make you come so hard you forget your own name. I want to taste parts of you that maybe no one's ever tasted before. Will you let me?"

"Yes," Diane breathed. "Fuck yes."

Iris kissed her then—deep and hungry and demanding, pouring two years of frustration and desire into it. Diane kissed back with equal fervor, her hands in Iris's hair, pulling her closer. They stumbled backward until Diane's back hit the bookshelf, and books tumbled to the floor, forgotten.

Iris kissed down Diane's jaw, her throat, sucking hard enough to leave marks she didn't care who saw. Her hands worked at the buttons of Diane's blouse, and Diane helped, shrugging out of it and tossing it aside. She wore a pale blue bra beneath, lace and delicate, and Iris unhooked it with practiced ease.

Diane's breasts were small and perfect, her nipples already hard. Iris took one in her mouth, sucking and biting while her hands worked at Diane's slacks, unbuttoning and unzipping and pushing them down over her hips.

"Wait," Diane gasped. "The couch—more comfortable—"

They moved to the leather couch, shedding the rest of their clothes along the way. Diane's body was even more beautiful naked—lean and strong from years of yoga, with just enough softness in the right places. Her skin was olive-toned and smooth, and between her legs she was waxed bare, her pussy already glistening with arousal.

And her ass. God, her ass. Round and high and perfect, just begging to be touched, kissed, worshipped.

Iris pushed Diane down onto the couch, straddling her, kissing her deeply while their naked bodies pressed together. Diane's hands roamed everywhere—cupping Iris's breasts, squeezing her ass, sliding between her thighs to find her soaking wet.

"Fuck, you're drenched," Diane gasped.

"I've been wet since this morning. Since you invited me here. Since I started thinking about all the things I want to do to you." Iris kissed down Diane's body—her breasts, her stomach, her hip bones. "Lie back. Let me show you."

Diane lay back against the arm of the couch, and Iris settled between her legs, staring at Diane's bare pussy like it was a work of art. She leaned in and licked through Diane's folds, tasting her for the first time, and they both moaned.

Diane tasted incredible—tangy and sweet and musky all at once. Iris licked again, this time focusing on her clit, circling it with the tip of her tongue in the patterns she'd practiced. Diane's hips bucked up immediately, seeking more pressure.

"Oh fuck—Iris—your tongue—"

Iris sucked Diane's clit into her mouth, flicking it rapidly with her tongue while two fingers slid inside Diane's pussy, curling to find her g-spot. Diane was already close, Iris could tell—her pussy was clenching around Iris's fingers, her thighs trembling, her breathing ragged.

But Iris didn't want her to come yet. Not like this. She wanted Diane desperate, overwhelmed, completely undone before she gave her what she really wanted to give.

She pulled back, and Diane whimpered at the loss.

"Not yet," Iris said, echoing Margot's words from her own lessons. "I want you so desperate you'll beg me. I want you to need my tongue so badly you'll let me have you any way I want."

"I already need you—please—"

"Any way?" Iris kissed the inside of Diane's thigh. "Even if I want to taste parts of you that you've maybe never offered before?"

Diane's eyes widened slightly as understanding dawned. "You mean—"

"Your ass." Iris said it plainly, no shame, just hunger. "I want to eat your ass, Diane. I want to bury my face between your cheeks and lick you there until you come. Will you let me?"

Diane's breath came in short gasps. "I've never—no one's ever—"

"I know. That's what makes it so perfect. I'll be the first. The only one so far. And I promise you'll love it. I promise I'll make you feel things you've never felt before."

"I don't know if I—"

"Trust me," Iris whispered, her hands stroking Diane's thighs. "Trust that I know what I'm doing. Trust that I'll make you feel incredible. Let me worship you, Diane. Every part of you. Especially the parts you've kept hidden."

Diane stared at her for a long moment, and Iris could see the war playing out behind her eyes—curiosity versus fear, desire versus shame. Finally, desire won.

"Okay," Diane whispered. "Show me. Teach me. Make me feel it."

Iris's pussy clenched so hard she almost came untouched. "Turn over. Get on your hands and knees. I want access to all of you."

Diane obeyed with trembling limbs, positioning herself on the couch with her ass raised high. The position was obscene and vulnerable and perfect, especially in the context of her professional office with books and papers scattered everywhere.

Iris knelt behind her on the couch, her hands immediately going to Diane's ass, massaging and kneading the firm flesh. "You have such a beautiful ass. I've fantasized about this for so long. About spreading you open and tasting you here."

"I'm nervous," Diane admitted.

"I know. That's natural. But I promise—the moment my tongue touches you there, you'll understand why I've been so desperate for this. Just breathe and trust me."

She spread Diane's cheeks slowly, exposing her completely. Diane's asshole was perfect—small and tight, the skin slightly darker than the rest of her, already clenching with anticipation. Above it, her pussy was dripping, wetness coating her inner thighs.

"So fucking beautiful," Iris breathed. Then, remembering Margot's lessons, she leaned forward and pressed a soft, reverent kiss directly onto Diane's asshole.

Diane's entire body jerked, a strangled sound escaping her throat.

"Good?" Iris asked.

"I—oh god—that felt—different. Strange but—do it again."

Iris kissed her again, and again, covering Diane's rim with soft worshipful kisses. With each one, Diane relaxed more, her body learning to associate the touch with pleasure rather than fear.

"Now I'm going to use my tongue," Iris said. "Just a little at first. Tell me if anything feels bad."

She licked, one long slow stroke across Diane's asshole, and Diane moaned—a deep, genuine sound of pleasure.

"Oh fuck—Iris—that's—that feels incredible—"

Encouraged, Iris licked again, this time pressing her tongue harder, really tasting Diane. She tasted clean and slightly salty and earthy in a way that made Iris's own pussy throb with need. She licked in broad strokes, then tight circles, then pointed her tongue and tapped against the center of Diane's asshole in that rapid rhythm Margot had taught her.

Diane was making continuous sounds now—gasps and moans and broken words that might have been Iris's name. Her hips were pushing back, unconsciously seeking more contact, more pressure.

"Please—oh god Iris—more—I need more—"

"You want my tongue inside you?" Iris asked, though she already knew the answer.

"Yes—fuck yes—please—I didn't know—I didn't know it could feel like this—"

Iris pointed her tongue and pushed against Diane's asshole, applying steady pressure. There was resistance at first—Diane's body instinctively clenching against the invasion—but Iris was patient, kept the pressure consistent, and gradually Diane relaxed and opened and Iris's tongue slipped inside.

They both cried out at the penetration.

Diane's asshole was so tight, so hot, clenching around Iris's tongue in rhythmic pulses. Iris pushed deeper, as far as her tongue would reach, and began moving—in and out, fucking Diane with her tongue while one hand reached around to rub Diane's clit in firm circles.

"Oh fuck oh god oh FUCK—" Diane was sobbing now, her whole body trembling. "I'm gonna—I'm so close—don't stop—please don't stop—"

Iris doubled her efforts, tongue thrusting faster, fingers on Diane's clit moving in the perfect rhythm. She could feel Diane's orgasm building, could feel her asshole clenching tighter, her pussy dripping more wetness, her whole body tensing.

"Come for me," Iris commanded, pulling her tongue out just long enough to speak before diving back in. "Come with my tongue in your ass. Let me feel it."

Diane came with a scream she barely managed to muffle by biting down on a throw pillow. Her asshole clenched around Iris's tongue so tight it almost hurt, her pussy gushed fluid over Iris's hand, and her whole body convulsed with the force of it. Iris kept her tongue moving, kept her fingers on Diane's clit, drawing out every wave until Diane finally collapsed forward onto the couch, trembling and gasping.

Iris pulled back slowly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, her own pussy throbbing with sympathetic pleasure and unfulfilled need.

"Holy shit," Diane managed after a long moment, her voice wrecked. "Holy fucking shit. That was—I've never—"

"I know." Iris climbed up to lie beside her, pulling Diane into her arms. "You were amazing. So responsive, so beautiful. Did you like it?"

"Like it?" Diane laughed, slightly hysterical. "Iris, I think you broke my brain. That was the most intense orgasm of my life. Where the hell did you learn to do that?"

Iris smiled, mysterious. "I've been taking some... extracurricular classes. Private instruction in certain specialized techniques."

"I need to know who's teaching these classes because I want to send them a thank you card." Diane kissed her, deep and thorough, apparently unbothered by where Iris's mouth had just been. "Can I—will you let me try? On you? I want to make you feel what I just felt."

Iris's pussy clenched. "You don't have to—"

"I want to. God, I want to. Lie back. My turn to explore."

They switched positions, and Iris lay back against the couch cushions, her heart racing. Diane kissed down her body slowly, taking her time, clearly nervous but determined. When she reached Iris's pussy, she spent long minutes licking and sucking and making Iris writhe and moan. But then she went lower, and Iris felt Diane's hot breath against her asshole.

"Tell me if I'm doing it wrong," Diane whispered.

"There's no wrong way," Iris managed. "Just—oh fuck—"

Diane's tongue touched her asshole for the first time—tentative and soft—and Iris nearly came immediately. Having someone's tongue on her ass was still so new, so intense, and knowing it was Diane, knowing Diane was nervous but trying anyway, made it even hotter.

Diane licked again, more confident now, and Iris's hips bucked up involuntarily. "Yes—fuck yes Diane—that's perfect—"

Encouraged, Diane began licking in earnest, copying the techniques Iris had used on her. Broad strokes, tight circles, pointed tongue tapping. She was a quick learner, paying attention to Iris's reactions, doing more of what made Iris moan louder.

"Can I—" Diane pulled back slightly. "Can I put my tongue inside you?"

"Please," Iris gasped. "Please fuck me with your tongue—"

Diane pushed inside, and Iris saw stars. The sensation was everything she remembered from her lesson with Margot and Luna, that overwhelming fullness and intimacy, but somehow even more intense because this was her seduction, her conquest, proof that she could take what she'd learned and use it to bring pleasure to others.

Diane's tongue was shorter than Margot's, less experienced than Luna's, but she made up for it with enthusiasm. She fucked Iris's ass with genuine hunger, one hand reaching up to rub Iris's clit in clumsy but effective circles.

Iris came fast and hard, her asshole clenching around Diane's tongue, her pussy dripping, her whole body arching off the couch as pleasure crashed through her in waves. Diane kept licking through it, clearly enjoying Iris's responses, and that made Iris come again almost immediately, a second orgasm following the first before she'd even finished the first.

When it finally ended, Iris collapsed, boneless and satisfied and proud. She'd done it. She'd seduced Diane, introduced her to rimming, made her come, and gotten eaten in return. Mission accomplished.

They lay tangled together on the couch for a long time, catching their breath, occasionally laughing at the absurdity of having just done that in Diane's office.

"So," Diane finally said, "those extracurricular classes you mentioned. Are they accepting new students?"

Iris laughed. "They're pretty exclusive. Invitation only."

"Damn. Well, if you ever decide to start your own classes, I'm signing up immediately. That was—fuck, Iris. That was transformative."

"Would you want to do it again? Sometime?"

"Absolutely. My place next time? More privacy, more comfort, more time to explore." Diane kissed her softly. "I can't believe I went forty-three years without experiencing that. Thank you for being brave enough to suggest it."

"Thank you for trusting me."

They eventually got dressed, stealing kisses between putting on clothes, and Iris left Diane's office feeling powerful and satisfied and already planning her report to Margot.
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She went straight to the Crimson Lantern from campus, not even bothering to go home first. She needed to tell Margot about her success, needed to hear her approval, needed to process what had just happened.

Luna answered the door, took one look at her, and grinned. "Someone got laid. And not just any laid—you've got that specific glow. You did your homework, didn't you?"

"Is Margot available?"

"For you? Always. Come on."

They found Margot in room 333, reading a leather-bound book and drinking wine. She looked up when they entered, and her eyes raked over Iris with immediate understanding.

"You rimmed her," Margot said. Not a question.

"Yes. Professor Diane Castellanos. Renaissance literature. I've wanted her for two years, and today I finally—" Iris couldn't help the proud smile spreading across her face. "I made her come so hard she screamed into a pillow. And then she rimmed me back. She'd never done it before, never even considered it, but after experiencing it herself, she wanted to try."

Margot set down her book, her expression pleased and hungry. "Tell me everything. Every detail. I want to know exactly how you seduced her, how you introduced the idea, how she responded."

Iris told them everything—the week of building tension, the coffee conversation, the meeting in Diane's office, the seduction, the rimming, Diane's reactions, the reciprocation. She left nothing out, and by the time she finished, both Margot and Luna were visibly aroused.

"Exceptional work," Margot said. "You applied the principles perfectly—reverence, patience, exploration, enthusiasm. You read her responses, adjusted your technique, made her comfortable enough to overcome her fear and hesitation. And you successfully converted someone new to our practice. That's advanced-level skill."

"Does this mean I'm ready for level four?"

"More than ready. In fact—" Margot stood and moved to the wooden chest in the corner, opening it to reveal an array of toys Iris hadn't seen before "—I think we should begin level four tonight. If you're not too exhausted."

Iris's pussy clenched despite having just come an hour ago. "I'm ready."

"Good. Then let's begin. Level four is about combining rimming with other forms of stimulation. Tonight you'll learn to use toys—plugs, vibrators, dildos—while rimming. You'll learn to make a woman squirt from anal play alone. And you'll learn to serve multiple partners in sequence without losing stamina or enthusiasm."

Luna clapped her hands excitedly. "Oh this is going to be so fun. Level four was my favorite."

Margot selected several items from the chest—a curved glass dildo, a purple vibrating plug, a set of three graduated metal plugs, and something else Iris didn't recognize, long and flexible with a bulbous end.

"Strip," Margot commanded. "Both of you. We have a long night ahead, and by the end of it, Iris, you'll be one step closer to mastery."

Iris stripped out of her clothes, her body already responding to the promise in Margot's voice. She'd gone from teaching Victorian literature this morning to eating her colleague's ass this afternoon to training for advanced rimming techniques tonight.

Her life had become unrecognizable in the best possible way.

"Now," Margot said, running her fingers over the toys almost lovingly, "let me teach you how to truly worship a woman's ass. Everything you've learned so far has been foundation. This is where it gets interesting."

She turned those mercury eyes on Iris, and they were blazing with hunger and approval.

"Welcome to level four, Iris. Let's see how dedicated you really are to the sacred arts."

Chapter 5: Ascension

Six months.

That's how long it took Iris to progress from level four to level five. Six months of intensive training, practice, exploration, and transformation that fundamentally rewrote who she was as a person and a lover.

Level four had been brutal and beautiful. Margot had put her through exercises that pushed her stamina, her technique, her devotion to their absolute limits. She'd learned to rim while using toys—vibrators pressed against clits, dildos fucking pussies, plugs stretching asses even wider for her tongue. She'd learned the precise angles and pressures required to make a woman squirt from anal stimulation alone, spending an entire session making Luna gush over and over until they were both soaked and exhausted.

She'd learned to serve multiple partners in sequence, rimming five different women in one marathon three-hour session, each with different preferences and responses that she had to read and adapt to without breaking her focus or enthusiasm. By the end, her jaw had been screaming and her tongue was numb, but she'd made all five women come, and the pride she felt was indescribable.

Between official lessons, she continued her "homework" with Diane, who had become not quite a girlfriend but definitely more than a fuck buddy. They spent long weekends at Diane's house exploring every possible variation of ass worship—different positions, different toys, different combinations of stimulation. Diane had become addicted to being rimmed, and Iris never tired of giving it to her.

But Iris also branched out, applying her skills with other women. A visiting professor from Berkeley who she'd met at a conference. A bartender at the Crimson Lantern's ground-floor public bar who recognized the look in Iris's eyes and invited her home. Two women from a queer book club Iris had joined, on separate occasions, both of whom had been curious about rimming but too shy to ask their regular partners.

Every woman Iris touched, she worshipped thoroughly. Every ass she tasted, she devoted herself to completely. And her reputation began to grow—whispers in San Francisco's queer community about a literature professor who could make you come harder from her tongue in your ass than anyone else could make you come from conventional sex.

Those whispers reached the Order, and Margot had smiled with fierce pride when she heard them.

"You're ready," she'd said last week. "You've mastered every technique, exceeded every expectation. You've converted dozens of women to our practice. You've proven your devotion, your skill, and your hunger. It's time for your final test."

The fifth level. The ultimate trial. Rimming the Grand Mistress Cassandra Blackwood in front of the entire assembled Order.

And now, tonight—a Saturday in late September—Iris stood outside the Crimson Lantern at 9 PM, dressed in the ceremonial robe Margot had given her (deep purple silk that tied at the waist, nothing underneath), her heart hammering so hard she could barely breathe.

This was it. The culmination of six months of training, two years of fantasies, a lifetime of hidden hungers finally brought into the light.

She knocked, and Luna answered, also wearing a ceremonial robe—hers was crimson. Luna smiled, warm and excited and proud.

"Tonight's your night, mami. You ready to become a master?"

"I think so. I hope so. Fuck, I'm terrified."

"Good. You should be. What you're about to do is sacred—the most important moment of your initiation. But you're going to be amazing. I've watched you grow from that nervous woman who could barely touch Luna's ass to someone who makes women beg for your tongue. You've earned this."

She led Iris through the corridors, but instead of going to room 333 or 444, they went down—down a staircase Iris had never noticed before, down into what must be the basement level of the building. The air grew warmer, heavier with incense and anticipation. Iris could hear voices, many voices, echoing from below.

They emerged into a massive chamber that took Iris's breath away.

The room was circular, like an ancient temple, with burgundy walls covered in artwork depicting the history of the Order—paintings of women worshipping each other's asses throughout the centuries, from ancient Greece to Victorian England to the modern day. Candles burned in wall sconces and chandeliers, casting everything in flickering golden light. And in the center of the room was a raised platform with a velvet-covered altar, and on that altar—

Cassandra Blackwood.

The Grand Mistress was sixty-eight years old and absolutely stunning. Her body was still strong and vital, maintained through decades of yoga and dedication. Her hair was long and silver, falling in waves to her waist. Her skin was pale and smooth, lined with age but beautiful because of it, not despite it. She wore absolutely nothing, lying on her back on the altar with her legs raised and spread, held in place by leather straps attached to posts at each corner. The position displayed everything—her bare pussy, still beautiful and responsive at her age, and her ass, spread and exposed and waiting.

Around the room, arranged in concentric circles, sat at least fifty women—all members of the Order, all here to witness Iris's final test. Iris recognized some of them from her training sessions. Others were strangers. All of them watched her with expressions ranging from curiosity to hunger to pride.

And standing beside the altar, wearing a black ceremonial robe embroidered with silver thread, was Margot.

"Iris Mendoza," Margot's voice rang out, formal and commanding. "You have completed the first four levels of initiation. You have learned to give and to receive. You have mastered basic and advanced techniques. You have spread the practice to uninitiated women. Tonight you face your ultimate test—to worship the Grand Mistress, to bring her to climax through devotion of her ass alone, to prove yourself worthy of the title of Master. Do you accept this challenge?"

"I do." Iris's voice was steady despite her pounding heart.

"Then approach the altar. Remove your robe. Stand before us as you came into this world—naked, vulnerable, honest. Let us see the woman who seeks to join our ranks."

Iris walked to the platform, climbed the three steps, and stood before Cassandra. She untied her robe and let it fall, and suddenly she was naked in front of fifty women, completely exposed under their gaze.

It should have been terrifying. Instead, it was empowering.

She was proud of her body now—proud of her curves, her softness, her strength. Proud of what this body could do, what pleasure it could give and receive. She stood tall and unashamed as the Order examined her.

"Beautiful," someone murmured from the audience.

"Celeste would be so proud," another voice said.

At the mention of her aunt's name, Iris felt tears prick her eyes. She was doing this for Celeste, in memory of her, carrying on her legacy.

Cassandra spoke for the first time, her voice rich and warm despite her age. "Come closer, child. Let me see you properly."

Iris approached until she was standing right beside the altar, close enough to see Cassandra's face clearly. The Grand Mistress's eyes were pale blue, almost white, and they held centuries of wisdom and pleasure.

"You have Celeste's eyes," Cassandra said softly. "And her hunger. I can see it. She was one of my favorite lovers, did you know? We were together on and off for fifteen years. She could make me come in under a minute with just her tongue. Her record with me was forty-seven seconds—the photograph you saw was taken just after she achieved that. It remains unbroken to this day."

"I know," Iris whispered. "I read her journal. All of it. Multiple times."

"Then you understand what devotion means. What worship requires. Show me, Iris. Show me you've learned what Celeste tried to teach you from beyond the grave. Make me come. Take as long as you need—there is no time limit. But you must make me climax from rimming alone. No touching my clit, no penetrating my pussy. Only your mouth on my ass. Can you do that?"

"Yes, Grand Mistress."

"Then begin."

Margot handed Iris a small pillow to kneel on—the only concession to comfort—and Iris positioned herself between Cassandra's spread legs. This close, she could see everything in intimate detail. Cassandra's pussy was still beautiful, her lips swollen despite her age, her clit visible and hard. Above it, her asshole was tight and small, the skin slightly darker, already clenching in anticipation.

The room had gone completely silent. Fifty women watching, waiting.

Iris took a deep breath and placed her hands on Cassandra's ass cheeks, spreading her wider. The Grand Mistress's skin was soft as silk, warm and alive beneath her palms.

Reverence, Iris thought. This is worship. This is sacred.

She leaned forward and pressed a soft kiss directly onto Cassandra's asshole.

Cassandra made a small sound—approval and pleasure combined—and Iris felt a surge of confidence.

She kissed again, and again, covering Cassandra's rim with reverent kisses, each one longer and more passionate than the last. Her hands massaged Cassandra's ass, working the muscles, helping her relax into the pleasure.

"Good," Cassandra murmured. "Very good. You've learned patience. Continue."

Iris let her tongue flick out during the next kiss, just barely grazing Cassandra's asshole, and the Grand Mistress's hips twitched. Encouraged, Iris began licking—broad flat strokes that covered Cassandra's entire rim, then tight circles that spiraled inward, then pointed tongue tapping against the center in rapid rhythm.

Cassandra's breathing was getting faster, her body responding despite decades of experience and thousands of tongues. That meant something. That meant Iris was doing it right.

Patience, she reminded herself. Build slowly. Make her desperate.

She licked from Cassandra's pussy—oh god, she tasted incredible, tangy and rich—all the way up to her tailbone, collecting wetness and using it to make her tongue glide more smoothly over Cassandra's asshole. She did this over and over, long slow licks that made Cassandra's thighs tremble.

"More," Cassandra gasped. "Give me your tongue inside. I want to feel you."

Iris pointed her tongue and pushed against Cassandra's asshole, applying steady pressure. There was resistance—even relaxed, Cassandra's ass was incredibly tight—but Iris was patient, kept the pressure consistent, and gradually Cassandra opened and Iris's tongue slipped inside.

The Grand Mistress moaned, and the sound echoed through the chamber, and someone in the audience gasped.

Iris pushed deeper, as deep as her tongue would go, feeling the heat and tightness of Cassandra's ass clenching around her. She began moving—slow thrusts at first, in and out, letting Cassandra get used to the sensation, the penetration, the fullness.

"Yes," Cassandra breathed. "Oh yes, just like that. You have excellent technique. Strong tongue, good stamina. Like your aunt. Faster now. Fuck me faster."

Iris obeyed, increasing her pace, tongue thrusting in and out of Cassandra's ass with growing speed and force. She could taste Cassandra more strongly now—earthier, darker, intimate in a way that made her own pussy throb with sympathetic arousal.

She varied her technique, remembering everything she'd learned. Deep thrusts, shallow teasing, twisting her tongue to hit different angles, using the flat of her tongue to lick the inner walls, using the point to penetrate as far as possible. She read Cassandra's responses—the way her breathing changed, her thighs trembled, her asshole clenched—and adjusted accordingly.

Minutes passed. Five, ten, fifteen. Iris's jaw was starting to ache, but she didn't stop, didn't slow. This was her test. This was everything.

"Good," Cassandra moaned. "So good. You're getting me close. Don't change what you're doing. Keep that exact rhythm."

Iris maintained her pace—medium-deep thrusts, steady and consistent, her tongue curling slightly on each penetration to stroke Cassandra's inner walls. She could feel it building in Cassandra's body—the tension, the climbing pleasure, the approaching climax.

"I'm—oh god—I'm going to—"

Cassandra came with a cry that sounded almost like prayer. Her asshole clenched around Iris's tongue so tight it bordered on painful, her whole body going rigid for a long moment before dissolving into shudders. Iris kept her tongue moving gently, drawing out every wave, every aftershock, until Cassandra finally went limp, gasping for breath.

Iris pulled back slowly, her face wet with spit and Cassandra's taste, her jaw screaming, her own pussy throbbing with need and triumph.

She'd done it. She'd made the Grand Mistress come.

The room erupted in applause—fifty women clapping and cheering and calling out approval. Iris knelt there, trembling, barely able to process what had just happened.

Cassandra sat up slowly, the leather straps releasing automatically, and she looked at Iris with something like awe.

"Twenty-three minutes," she said. "You made me come in twenty-three minutes. Do you know how remarkable that is? Most initiates take forty minutes or more. Some never succeed at all and have to try again. But you—" she reached out and cupped Iris's face "—you have genuine mastery. Raw talent refined through devoted practice. You've earned your place among us."

Margot stepped forward, and in her hands was a silver collar—delicate and beautiful, engraved with intricate patterns. "Iris Mendoza, by the power vested in me as Master Instructor of the Sapphic Order, I declare you a Master of the Sacred Arts. You have proven your devotion, your skill, your hunger. You are hereby granted all rights and privileges of our sisterhood. You may train initiates, you may participate in all ceremonies, and you wear the collar of mastery as a symbol of your achievement."

She fastened the collar around Iris's throat, and it felt right—like coming home, like finding her purpose, like becoming who she was always meant to be.

The applause grew louder, and women began approaching the altar—some to congratulate her, some to introduce themselves, some to whisper that they'd like to schedule time with her, to experience her tongue for themselves.

Luna appeared with Iris's robe, helping her dress, pulling her into a tight hug. "You did it! Fuck, Iris, you were amazing! Twenty-three minutes! That's faster than I managed on my test!"

Other women Iris recognized from her training approached—masters who'd helped with various lessons, initiates who'd been subjects for her practice. All of them offered congratulations, praise, welcoming her officially into their ranks.

But the most important moment came when an older woman approached—maybe seventy, with snow-white hair and kind eyes. She carried something wrapped in purple velvet.

"I'm Margaret Hawthorne," she said. "I was Celeste's closest friend in the Order. We were lovers for eight years. She made me promise that if you ever made it to mastery, I would give you this."

She handed Iris the velvet bundle, and when Iris unwrapped it, she found a leather-bound book—smaller than the journal she'd read, more intimate.

"This is Celeste's private diary from her final year," Margaret explained. "The year before she died. She wrote it specifically for you, knowing—hoping—you'd eventually join us. She wanted you to know how proud she was of you, even if she couldn't be here to see it."

Iris clutched the diary to her chest, tears streaming down her face now. "Thank you. Thank you so much."

Margaret squeezed her shoulder. "Read it when you're ready. She loved you so much, Iris. Everything she did—introducing you to the Order, leaving you that key—it was because she wanted you to find this joy, this purpose, this community. You've honored her legacy beautifully."
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Later that night, after the ceremony ended and most of the members had left, Iris sat in room 333 with Margot and Luna, still wearing her robe and her new collar, Celeste's diary open in her lap.

The entry on the first page was dated exactly one year before Celeste died.

My dearest Iris,

If you're reading this, it means you've done it. You've completed the initiation, earned your mastery, found your place in the Order. I knew you would. I've always known.

I've watched you your whole life, sweet girl. Watched you struggle with desires you didn't understand, with hungers you were too afraid to acknowledge. Watched you date men who never satisfied you, watched you have brief fumbling experiences with women that left you feeling empty. And I knew—I KNEW—that you were one of us. That you needed what the Order could give you.

So I planned. I left you the key, the invitation, the path to discovering who you really are. I'm sorry I couldn't be there to guide you in person, but Margot is the best instructor I've ever known. If she trained you, then you're extraordinary.

I want you to know that every woman I ever rimmed, every ass I ever worshipped, I thought of you. I thought: "Someday Iris will do this. Someday she'll know this pleasure, give this pleasure, find this community." It sustained me through my final years—the knowledge that you would carry on what I loved most.

You're a Master now. That means you have responsibilities. Train initiates with patience and care. Spread the practice to women who need it. Never lose your hunger, your devotion, your joy in worship. And remember—this isn't about sex. It's about intimacy, vulnerability, trust, love. It's about finding the sacred in the profane, the beautiful in the taboo.

I died happy, Iris. I died with a woman's ass in my mouth, giving pleasure until my last breath. Most people would call that tragic. I call it perfect. I hope when your time comes, you're equally lucky.

I love you. I'm proud of you. And I'm with you always, in every lick, every kiss, every moment of worship.

Your devoted aunt,
Celeste

Iris closed the diary, tears streaming down her face, but she was smiling. Smiling because Celeste was right. She'd found her purpose, her community, her joy.

"You okay?" Luna asked softly, rubbing her back.

"I'm perfect," Iris said, and meant it. "I'm exactly where I'm supposed to be."

Margot raised her wine glass. "To Iris. To Celeste. To the Order. To the sacred art of ass worship. May we continue practicing, perfecting, and spreading our devotion for generations to come."

They clinked glasses, and Iris took a sip, feeling the warmth of the wine and the warmth of belonging, of purpose, of home.
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Six Months Later

Professor Iris Mendoza stood at the front of her Victorian Literature seminar, discussing Jane Eyre, but her mind was partially elsewhere. Tonight was Thursday, which meant tonight she had two initiates scheduled for lessons—one at 6 PM, one at 8 PM. Both were first-level, which meant observation and basic technique instruction. She was looking forward to it.

She was also meeting Diane for dinner before her lessons. Their relationship had evolved into something comfortable and affectionate—not quite love, but deep caring and incredible sex. Diane had started attending Order gatherings as an associate member, not quite ready for formal initiation but deeply committed to the practice.

And on Saturday, Iris was scheduled to rim the Grand Mistress again—this time not as a test, but as an honor. Cassandra had requested her specifically, saying Iris's tongue was one of the best she'd experienced in decades. The compliment had made Iris's heart soar.

Her life had become unrecognizable from two years ago. She still taught literature, still published academic articles, still maintained her professional facade. But underneath that, she had a secret life—a rich, fulfilling, deeply satisfying life where she worshipped women's asses and trained others to do the same, where she was respected and desired for her skills, where she belonged to a community that understood and celebrated her deepest hungers.

She thought about Celeste often. Wondered if Celeste could see her, if she was proud. Iris liked to think she was. Liked to imagine Celeste smiling down from wherever she was, pleased that her niece had found the same joy she'd known.

After class, one of her students—a senior named Alex with bright eyes and an intensity that Iris recognized—lingered behind.

"Professor Mendoza? Can I ask you something personal?"

"Of course."

Alex hesitated, then: "You seem really confident lately. Really comfortable with yourself. I was wondering... how did you get there? I mean, I struggle with accepting certain things about myself, about what I want. And you just seem so... at peace."

Iris smiled, remembering her own journey. "I found a community that accepted me. People who didn't judge me for my desires, who helped me explore them safely and joyfully. And I learned that the things we're taught to be ashamed of are often the things that can bring us the most fulfillment. Does that help?"

"Yeah. Actually, it does. Thank you."

As Alex left, Iris wondered if someday, years from now, she might receive a key in the mail. Might find herself standing outside the Crimson Lantern, nervous and desperate and ready. Might discover the same transformation Iris had found.

The Order was always looking for new members. And Iris had developed a good eye for potential.

She gathered her things, checked her reflection in her office window—she looked good, professional but with an edge of something else, something secret and satisfied—and headed out.

She had a full life ahead of her. Literature to teach, articles to write, women to seduce, asses to worship, initiates to train. A community that loved her, a purpose that fulfilled her, skills that brought pleasure to dozens of women.

Celeste had given her the key to all of it. And Iris would spend the rest of her life honoring that gift.

As she walked across campus toward her car, the sun setting over San Francisco, Iris Mendoza—literature professor, Master of the Sapphic Order, devoted worshipper of women's asses—smiled.

She'd found exactly where she belonged.

And the worship was only beginning.


Between Her Cheeks: A Lesbian Love Story

Chapter 1: First Taste

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You're not looking at the art."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I like details," Margot managed.

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

Margot's breath caught audibly. "I—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I—I can't—"

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

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

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

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

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

"Both," Margot gasped.

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

Margot could only nod, trembling.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes." No hesitation this time.

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

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

"Where?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"No. I—I wanted—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then Valentina dropped to her knees.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I need—I'm going to—"

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

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

"I—what?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"No," Margot admitted, her voice shaking.

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

"No."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Say it."

"I'm yours," Margot whispered.

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

Margot believed her.


Chapter 2: The Arrangement

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Have you touched yourself thinking about it?"

"Yes." No point lying.

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

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

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

Holy shit. She wants—this is actually—

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh my god—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I can't—too much—"

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

Jesus Christ, she's trying to kill me.

"Okay," Margot whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Margot could only nod weakly.

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

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

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

But she couldn't bring herself to care.


Chapter 3: Obsession Takes Root

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes."

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

"Yes," Margot whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

God yes please—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck fuck fuck—so good—can't think—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh god. Yes. I did say that.

Margot nodded weakly.

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



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

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

"You're gorgeous," Margot breathed honestly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

"Stand up. Walk around."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4: Breaking Point

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

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

Oh god. I'm still wearing it.

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

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

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

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

You're evil.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

Valentina...

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

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

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

Stop. Don't come. Just get close.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Please what?

Please let me come.

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

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



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

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

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

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

"Margot? Are you listening?"

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

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

"I'm fine. Just—didn't sleep well."

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

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

Another hour. Maybe two.

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

A video?!

Did I stutter? Video. Or no tongue tomorrow.

You're insane.

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes."

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

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

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

"Yes," Margot gasped.

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

Margot whimpered, her fingers working her clit faster.

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

"Oh god—"

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

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

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

"Yes," Margot whispered, barely conscious.

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



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

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

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

"Three minutes—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Okay," Margot whimpered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Please what? What do you need?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

Oh god. How many plugs are there?

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

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

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

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

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

"Full. Good. Not too much."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Can't—can't move—" Margot managed.

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

Wait. What? Her fist?!

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



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

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

"Wrecked. Destroyed. Yours."

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes."

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Good. Full. Not too much."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

"Confused about what?"

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

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

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

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

"But?"

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

"So what do we do?"

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

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

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

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

"Okay."

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

And she meant it.


Chapter 5: Complete Surrender

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Sore. Really sore. But—good sore."

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

"Yes. But I like it."

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

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

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

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

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

"Different how?"

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

"Why not?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

"Mmm. Copy editing posture."

"You need to take better care of yourself."

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

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

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

"Still tender?"

"Yes," Margot gasped.

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

"Yes. Please."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"This is going to complicate things."

"I don't care."

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes," Margot breathed. "Please."



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"A little. But it feels good."

"Tell me if it's too much."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"This is terrifying."

"I know."

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

"Me either."

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I had a good teacher."

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

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

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



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

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

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

"How does it feel?" Margot asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes—please—yes—"

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

"I'd like that. A lot."

"What about the gallery? Your schedule?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I'll be here," Margot promised.

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



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

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

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

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

Promises, promises.

Don't tempt me.

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

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

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

Good. That was the plan.

Evil woman. I love you.

Love you too. See you Tuesday.

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

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

Somehow, that felt perfect.



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

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

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

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

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

"Never. Just admiring you."

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

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

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

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

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

"What did you have in mind?"

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

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

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

"I love you too."

And she meant it. Completely, desperately, permanently.

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

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

She'd found home.


Deeper Study: Exploration In The PNW

Chapter 1: Spores

Dr. Kaya Chen's thighs burned as she navigated the steep hillside, her headlamp beam cutting through the oppressive darkness of the Pacific Northwest forest. October nights came early this far north, and the temperature had dropped to near freezing, but sweat still dampened her thermal shirt. Three months of tracking the Mycena luxaeterna colony had led to this—the most concentrated bloom she'd ever documented. The bioluminescent mushrooms pulsed with otherworldly blue-green light, transforming the rotting Douglas fir into something from a fever dream, each cap glowing like a tiny star.

"Holy fucking shit."

Kaya's pulse quickened at the voice behind her, the way it always did when Dr. Sienna Reeves spoke. She turned to find her research partner scrambling up the incline, her athletic body moving with the fluid grace that had distracted Kaya countless times over their eight months of isolation. Sienna's auburn hair was pulled back in a messy bun, strands escaping to frame her sharp-featured face. Mud streaked her jawline and throat, and her fitted thermal shirt clung to her frame, damp with exertion despite the chill. The fabric outlined the subtle curves of her small breasts, the definition of her abs, the lean strength of her arms.

Kaya swallowed hard, forcing herself to look back at the mushrooms. Professional. She could be professional, even if her body had other ideas. "The mycelial network must extend for acres. Look at the density, the way they're clustered in these radiating patterns—"

"Kaya." Sienna's hand landed on her shoulder, and even through two layers of clothing, the touch sent electricity skittering down Kaya's spine. Her fingers squeezed gently, warm and solid, and Kaya had to suppress a shiver that had nothing to do with the cold. "This is incredible. You were right about the bloom cycle."

Pride and something far more dangerous bloomed in Kaya's chest. Sienna's praise always hit differently—made her feel seen in a way that went beyond professional acknowledgment. She turned slightly, finding Sienna's face close enough that she could see the individual freckles scattered across her nose and cheeks, count the gold flecks in those green eyes. Close enough to smell her—pine soap and clean sweat and something uniquely Sienna, earthy and warm and absolutely intoxicating.

"I need samples," Kaya managed, her voice coming out rougher than intended. She pulled out her specimen container with trembling fingers, hyperaware of Sienna's proximity, the way their knees brushed as they crouched together.

The contact was innocent, necessary in the cramped space, but Kaya's body reacted like she'd been touched somewhere far more intimate. Heat pooled low in her belly, and she pressed her thighs together, trying to ignore the sudden, insistent throb between her legs.

This was the problem with eight months of isolation with the most gorgeous woman Kaya had ever met. Every casual touch felt loaded with meaning. Every shared glance lingered too long. Every night alone in her room, Kaya lay awake listening to the sounds of Sienna moving around the cabin, imagining what it would feel like to cross that hallway, to knock on her door, to finally give in to the want that had been building since July.

Since July 15th, specifically. The day Sienna had bent over to examine a specimen and her shirt had ridden up, exposing the small of her back, the dimples just above her ass. Kaya had excused herself and spent twenty minutes in her room with her hand between her legs, biting her pillow to muffle the sounds as she came thinking about that strip of freckled skin.

"Here, let me steady it—" Sienna leaned in, and suddenly her breast was pressed against Kaya's arm, firm and warm even through layers of fabric. The contact was practical, innocent, but it made Kaya's breath catch audibly.

Sienna went still. When Kaya dared to glance up, she found Sienna staring at her with an intensity that made her stomach flip. For a moment, neither of them moved. The air between them felt charged, dangerous, like the moment before lightning strikes.

Then Sienna shifted, increasing the pressure of her breast against Kaya's arm, and her lips curved into something that wasn't quite a smile. "Sorry," she murmured, but she didn't sound sorry at all. "Tight space."

"Yeah," Kaya managed weakly. Her hand shook as she positioned the collection tool, acutely aware of every point of contact between their bodies—Sienna's breast, her thigh pressed against Kaya's, the way her breath ghosted across Kaya's cheek.

"The luminescence is responding to touch," Sienna said, her voice lower than necessary. She reached past Kaya, fingers hovering over a cluster of mushroom caps. "Watch this."

When Sienna's fingertips made contact, the mushrooms pulsed brighter, a wave of light rippling through the entire colony. It was beautiful, mesmerizing, but Kaya could barely focus on the phenomenon. All she could think about was how close Sienna's hand was to hers, how easy it would be to close that distance, to let their fingers intertwine.

"That's fascinating," Kaya breathed. "They shouldn't react to touch like that. The mechanism would have to be—"

The log shifted beneath them.

Later, Kaya would remember it in slow motion—the way the ancient wood crumbled, how the entire colony released its spores in a massive, glittering cloud that erupted upward like a living thing. But in the moment, everything happened at once. The air turned thick with luminescent particles, choking and sweet and utterly overwhelming.

Kaya gasped, inhaling deeply on instinct. The spores flooded her mouth and throat, tasting like honey and flowers and something else, something that made her tongue tingle and her lips go numb. Beside her, Sienna coughed violently, her hand finding Kaya's forearm and gripping hard enough to leave marks.

"Fuck—Kaya—" Sienna's words dissolved into another cough, and then they were stumbling backward, away from the log. But the spores clung to them, coating their hair and clothes, settling into every crevice of exposed skin. The cloud followed them like sentient fog, reluctant to release its grip.

Kaya's skin began to tingle. Not unpleasantly—the opposite. It started at her lips and tongue where the spores had made first contact, then spread like wildfire. Every nerve ending lit up like she'd been plugged into an electrical current. Her clothes suddenly felt abrasive, too rough, too restrictive. The seams of her sports bra chafed against her nipples, and the sensation that should have been irritating instead sent sparks of pleasure straight to her core.

"The cabin," she gasped, stumbling over a root. "We need to—to document effects—record observations—"

But forming coherent scientific thoughts was becoming increasingly difficult. Her body was taking over, screaming for relief from the hypersensitivity. The friction of her thighs rubbing together as she walked made her whimper—an actual, audible sound of need that she couldn't suppress.

Sienna grabbed her hand to steady her over a fallen log, and the touch blazed like a brand. Kaya looked up and found Sienna staring at her with pupils so dilated her green eyes looked black, fathomless. Sienna's lips were parted, her breathing ragged and harsh. A pulse point in her throat fluttered visibly, rapid and wild.

"Do you feel—?" Sienna started, her voice wrecked and rough in a way Kaya had never heard before.

"Yes." Kaya squeezed her hand, unable to let go even though she knew she should. "God, yes. My skin, everything—"

"Burning," Sienna finished. But it wasn't a painful burn—it was the ache of arousal magnified a hundredfold. Her thumb stroked across Kaya's knuckles, and the simple touch made Kaya's knees weak.

They should have let go. Maintained professional distance. But neither of them did. They held hands as they stumbled through the forest, and every squeeze, every brush of fingers felt intimate and necessary.

The two-mile hike back to the cabin became an eternity of exquisite torture. Kaya found herself cataloging Sienna's body in obsessive detail, unable to stop herself. The long lines of her legs in those cargo pants, how they hugged her thighs with each step. The swell of her ass, the way it moved as she climbed over obstacles. The subtle bounce of her breasts beneath her thermal shirt. The column of her throat when she tipped her head back to catch her breath, tendons standing out, skin flushed and damp.

Details Kaya had consciously avoided noticing before suddenly demanded attention. The way Sienna's tongue darted out to wet her lips. The hollow at the base of her throat where Kaya desperately wanted to press her mouth. The strength in her shoulders, her arms, hands that Kaya had fantasized about more times than she could count.

Her underwear was soaked. She could feel the dampness, the way the fabric clung to her swollen pussy lips. Her clit throbbed with every heartbeat, insistent and demanding. She was so turned on she felt dizzy with it, lightheaded, like all the blood in her body had rushed south.

Beside her, Sienna stumbled, and Kaya caught her elbow. Even through the jacket sleeve, the touch made Sienna gasp—"oh"—a small, breathy sound that went straight to Kaya's cunt.

"Sorry," Sienna panted. "Everything is just—so sensitive—"

"I know." Kaya's voice came out husky. "Me too."

Their eyes met in the darkness, and the want there was unmistakable. Raw and desperate and mirrored. Sienna's gaze dropped to Kaya's mouth, lingered there with naked hunger before dragging back up.

"We should hurry," Sienna said roughly. "Before—"

She didn't finish the sentence, but she didn't need to. Before they did something they couldn't take back. Before the spores pushed them past the point of professional restraint. Before they stopped caring about consequences.

They moved faster, practically running the last half mile. By the time the cabin came into view, Kaya was trembling with need. Her entire body felt like an exposed nerve, hypersensitive and aching. Every breath made her nipples drag against her sports bra. Every step sent friction against her clit. She was so aroused it was almost painful, an insistent throb that demanded attention.

Sienna fumbled with the door, cursing under her breath as the key stuck in the lock. Kaya stood too close behind her, close enough to feel the heat radiating off Sienna's body, to smell the sweat and pheromones that made her mouth water. Close enough that when Sienna finally got the door open and stumbled forward, Kaya stumbled with her, their bodies colliding.

"Fuck—sorry—" Sienna steadied herself against the wall, but she didn't move away. They stood pressed together in the narrow entryway, breathing hard, the air between them electric.

Kaya's hands had somehow found Sienna's hips. She didn't remember putting them there, but now her fingers dug into Sienna's waist, feeling the lean muscle beneath her grip. Sienna's back was pressed against her front, and through their layers of clothing, Kaya could feel everything—the rapid rise and fall of her breathing, the way her body trembled.

"I need to shower," Sienna said, but she made no move to step away. "Get this shit off my skin. It's driving me insane."

"Yeah," Kaya agreed, but her hands tightened on Sienna's hips. "Shower. Good idea."

For a long moment, neither of them moved. Then Sienna turned in Kaya's grip, and suddenly they were face to face, inches apart. Kaya could count her freckles. Could see the silver flecks in her green eyes. Could watch her throat work as she swallowed hard.

"Kaya," Sienna breathed. Just her name, but it sounded like a prayer. A question. A plea.

Kaya's heart hammered against her ribs. This was it—the moment where they either stepped back and pretended nothing was happening, or they crossed a line they could never uncross. Eight months of tension, of stolen glances and carefully maintained distance, of lying alone at night wanting something she'd convinced herself she couldn't have.

Sienna's hand came up, fingers tracing the edge of Kaya's jaw with feather-light touches that nevertheless felt branded into her skin. "Tell me I'm not imagining this. Tell me you feel it too."

"I feel it," Kaya whispered. Her hands slid from Sienna's hips to her waist, thumbs brushing the strip of skin where her shirt had ridden up. Sienna's breath hitched, and Kaya felt the muscles in her abdomen contract under her touch. "I've felt it for months."

"Months?" The word came out strangled. Sienna's pupils dilated further, something Kaya wouldn't have thought possible. "Why didn't you—"

"Professional boundaries," Kaya managed, even as her thumbs stroked higher, finding the edge of Sienna's sports bra. "We're colleagues. We have to work together. It would complicate everything—"

"Fuck professional boundaries." Sienna's hands fisted in Kaya's flannel shirt, pulling her impossibly closer. "I've been going insane. Watching you walk around in those little sleep shorts. Listening to you shower. Lying in bed knowing you're twenty feet away and I can't—can't—"

She cut herself off with a groan, her forehead dropping to rest against Kaya's. Their breaths mingled, rapid and harsh. Kaya's entire body thrummed with need, with eight months of want finally bubbling to the surface.

"The spores," she tried weakly. "This might not be—it's affecting our judgment—"

"I don't care." Sienna's voice dropped to a growl that sent shivers down Kaya's spine. "I wanted you before the spores. I've wanted you since July. Since you showed me the dark-spored colonies and got so excited you literally jumped up and down."

Kaya remembered that day. Remembered her elation at the discovery, the way she'd been unable to contain her enthusiasm. "July 15th," she whispered.

"July 15th," Sienna confirmed. Her hands slid up Kaya's arms, over her shoulders, fingers tangling in her hair. "You were wearing those little shorts, and when you jumped, they rode up, and I saw your thighs, your ass, and I had to go back to my room and—"

She broke off, biting her lip, but Kaya needed to hear it. "And?"

"And touch myself," Sienna finished, her cheeks flushing. "Thinking about you. About your legs. Your mouth. What you'd sound like if I made you come."

"Oh fuck," Kaya whimpered. The confession shattered something in her, some last wall of restraint. Her hands slid under Sienna's shirt, finally touching bare skin, and Sienna arched into the touch with a gasp—"ahhhh"—that made Kaya's cunt clench.

"Every night," Sienna continued, emboldened by Kaya's reaction. "Every fucking night I lie there and think about you. About doing this—" Her hands slid down to cup Kaya's breasts through her layers of clothing, and even through the fabric, the pressure made Kaya moan. "And this—" Her thumb found Kaya's nipple, circling it until it peaked hard and sensitive.

"Sienna—" Kaya's head fell back, exposing her throat. Sienna immediately took advantage, her mouth finding the sensitive skin below Kaya's ear, lips and tongue and teeth that made Kaya's knees buckle.

"Tell me," Sienna demanded against her skin. "Tell me you've thought about me too."

"Yes," Kaya gasped out. Her hands found Sienna's ass, pulling her flush against her body, and the full-body contact made them both groan. "God, every night. I touch myself and think about you. About your hands, your mouth, what you'd taste like—"

Sienna pulled back just enough to look at her, and the hunger in her eyes was almost feral. "Show me."

"What?"

"Show me how you touch yourself thinking about me." Sienna's hand found Kaya's, bringing it between their bodies. "I want to watch. Want to see what you do when you're alone, thinking about me."

The request should have embarrassed her, but the spores had burned away shame along with inhibition. Kaya held Sienna's gaze as she slid her hand down her own body, over her breast, her stomach, to the button of her jeans.

"I think about your hands doing this," she whispered, popping the button open. The zipper followed with a metallic rasp that sounded obscenely loud in the quiet cabin. "I imagine it's you touching me, not myself."

Sienna's breathing had gone ragged, her eyes tracking every movement. "What else?"

Kaya slid her hand into her jeans, over her underwear, and pressed against her throbbing clit. Even through the fabric, the pressure made her moan—"mmmm"—her hips rolling forward involuntarily. "I think about your mouth. About how you'd kiss me, touch me, taste me."

"Fuck," Sienna breathed. Then, "Stop."

Kaya froze, her hand stilling. "What—?"

"I want to do it." Sienna's hand covered hers, pressing down, adding pressure that made stars explode behind Kaya's eyes. "I want to be the one touching you. I'm done imagining. I want the real thing."

She kissed Kaya then, and it wasn't gentle. Sienna's mouth claimed hers with eight months of pent-up hunger, tongue pushing past her lips, demanding entry. Kaya opened for her with a moan—"mmmmph"—that was swallowed by Sienna's kiss. She tasted like spores and desire and desperation, and when her teeth caught Kaya's lower lip, biting down just this side of painful, Kaya's knees actually buckled.

Sienna caught her, one arm wrapping around her waist while the other hand—god, her hand—slid into Kaya's jeans, under her underwear, fingers finding soaked flesh with unerring accuracy.

"Holy shit," Sienna groaned into her mouth. "You're so wet."

"Your fault," Kaya gasped. Her hips rolled forward, seeking more contact, more pressure. "You and your—ahhhh—your hands and your mouth and—fuck—"

Sienna's fingers found her clit, circling it with perfect pressure, and Kaya's words dissolved into incoherent sounds. She clutched at Sienna's shoulders, fingernails digging in through her thermal shirt, needing something to anchor her as pleasure threatened to overwhelm her senses.

"That's it," Sienna encouraged roughly. "Let me hear you. I've wanted to hear these sounds for so long."

Her fingers slid lower, teasing Kaya's entrance, and Kaya spread her legs wider in shameless invitation. "Please," she whimpered. "Please, Sienna, I need—"

"What do you need?" Sienna's lips found her ear, teeth grazing the sensitive skin. "Tell me. I want to hear you say it."

"I need you inside me," Kaya gasped out. "I need your fingers, I need you to fuck me, I need—oh god—"

Two fingers pushed inside her, and Kaya's back arched, a cry—"ahhhhh"—tearing from her throat. Sienna didn't go slow, didn't ease her in—she set a hard, fast rhythm that had Kaya seeing stars, her thumb working Kaya's clit while her fingers curled to hit that perfect spot.

"Yes," Kaya sobbed. "Yes, like that, don't stop, please don't stop—"

"Never," Sienna promised. Her free hand yanked up Kaya's shirts, both thermal and flannel at once, exposing her sports bra. She pushed the fabric up roughly, freeing Kaya's breasts, and her mouth immediately closed over a nipple, sucking hard.

The dual stimulation was almost too much. Kaya's hands fisted in Sienna's hair, holding her in place, her hips grinding down on Sienna's hand with desperate, jerky movements. The wet sounds—schlick schlick schlick—filled the entryway along with their ragged breathing and Kaya's increasingly desperate moans.

"Look at you," Sienna murmured against her breast. "So fucking gorgeous. Taking my fingers so well. Is this what you imagined? Is this what you wanted?"

"Better," Kaya gasped. "So much better, I'm—I'm gonna—oh fuck—"

"Come for me," Sienna commanded. "I want to feel you come on my fingers. Want to hear you scream my name."

Her fingers thrust harder, faster, her thumb pressed firm circles on Kaya's clit, and her teeth scraped Kaya's nipple, and it was too much, too good, too intense. Kaya's orgasm hit like a tidal wave, pleasure exploding through her body in waves that left her shaking. She cried out—"SIENNA"—her pussy clenching around Sienna's fingers, her entire body convulsing.

Sienna didn't let up, fucking her through it, wringing out every last aftershock until Kaya collapsed against her, boneless and trembling. Only then did she withdraw her fingers carefully, bringing them to her mouth and sucking them clean with a moan that made Kaya's spent pussy clench with renewed interest.

"Holy shit," Kaya panted when she could form words again. Her mind was still hazy, limbs heavy with satisfaction, but beneath the languor, desire still simmered. The spores, the months of wanting—neither was satisfied by a single orgasm.

"You taste incredible," Sienna murmured, pressing kisses along Kaya's jaw, her throat. "Even better than I imagined."

Kaya's hands found Sienna's waist, sliding up under her thermal shirt to feel heated skin, the ridge of her ribs, the subtle definition of her abs. Higher, to cup her breasts through her sports bra, and the small, needy sound Sienna made went straight to Kaya's core.

"My turn," Kaya breathed. She pushed Sienna back until her shoulders hit the wall, then dropped to her knees.

"Kaya—" Sienna's protest died as Kaya yanked her cargo pants open, dragged them down her legs along with her boy-short underwear. And then Sienna was exposed, legs spread, pussy glistening and swollen, and Kaya's mouth watered.

"I've fantasized about this," Kaya said, looking up at Sienna from her knees. "About tasting you. Making you come."

"Then do it," Sienna breathed.

Kaya leaned forward and licked her, one long, slow stroke from entrance to clit, and Sienna's knees nearly buckled. She tasted like salt and musk and pure arousal, and Kaya moaned at the flavor, pressing closer, using her tongue in slow, thorough exploration.

"Oh fuck oh fuck," Sienna chanted, one hand fisting in Kaya's hair, the other braced against the wall. Her hips rolled forward, riding Kaya's face, and Kaya loved it—loved the desperate sounds, the way Sienna's thighs trembled, the slick arousal coating her lips and chin.

She sealed her lips around Sienna's clit and sucked, and Sienna's cry—"ahhhhh"—echoed through the cabin. Her grip in Kaya's hair tightened to the point of pain, but Kaya didn't care. She slid two fingers inside, curling them, and Sienna's legs nearly gave out.

"Bed," Sienna gasped. "Please, I need—I'm gonna fall—"

Kaya pulled back reluctantly, standing and steadying Sienna who was indeed swaying on her feet. "Bedroom," she agreed.

They stumbled down the hallway, leaving a trail of clothing—shirts, bras, Sienna's boots that she kicked off. By the time they reached Sienna's room, they were completely naked, and Kaya took a moment to just look.

Sienna was perfect. All lean muscle and freckled skin, small breasts with peaked pink nipples, the damp auburn hair between her legs. The flush that spread from her cheeks down her throat to her chest. The way her eyes darkened with renewed hunger as she looked at Kaya in return.

"You're staring," Sienna said, but she was smiling.

"You're beautiful," Kaya replied honestly. "I could stare at you for hours."

"Later." Sienna pushed her onto the bed, climbing over her. "Right now I need to finish what you started."

She kissed Kaya deeply, and Kaya could taste herself on Sienna's tongue mixing with Sienna's own flavor. Their bodies aligned perfectly—breasts pressing together, hips grinding, the slick slide of arousal. Sienna's thigh pressed between Kaya's legs, and she was already wet again, sensitive but desperate for more.

"I want you to ride my face," Sienna murmured against her lips.

"What?" Kaya's brain struggled to process the words.

"I want you to sit on my face and ride me until you come." Sienna's grin was pure sin. "I want to taste you properly. Want to feel you grind against my mouth."

"Oh god," Kaya whimpered, but she was already moving, shifting as Sienna lay back, already positioning herself over Sienna's face.

"Perfect," Sienna breathed, and then pulled Kaya down.

The first touch of Sienna's tongue made Kaya cry out. Still sensitive from her first orgasm, every sensation was magnified. Sienna's hands gripped her ass, holding her in place, and her tongue worked magic—long, slow licks interspersed with fast flicks against her clit that had Kaya seeing stars.

"Fuck—Sienna—ahhh—" Kaya rocked her hips, finding a rhythm, and Sienna moaned encouragement, the vibrations adding another layer of sensation. One of Sienna's hands slid between her own legs, and Kaya could see her touching herself, could hear the wet sounds, and it was almost too hot to handle.

"Don't—ahhh—don't touch yourself," Kaya managed. "I want to—let me—"

She shifted, turning, straddling Sienna's face in reverse so she could lean forward and return the favor. Now she could see Sienna's pussy, swollen and dripping, and she wasted no time sealing her mouth over it.

They devoured each other, tongues and lips and teeth, moans muffled against wet flesh. The bedroom filled with obscene sounds—schlick and wet sucking and desperate whimpers. Kaya's second orgasm built fast, pleasure coiling tight in her core.

Sienna's tongue pushed inside her, and Kaya came with a muffled scream, her thighs clamping around Sienna's head. She didn't stop working Sienna through her own pleasure, and moments later Sienna followed, her hips bucking, her cry of release vibrating through Kaya's body.

They collapsed together, breathing hard, limbs tangled. The spores' effects were finally beginning to fade, leaving behind a pleasant languor and the satisfied ache of well-used muscles.

"Holy shit," Sienna finally said. "That was—"

"Incredible," Kaya finished. She rolled to face Sienna, finding her flushed and disheveled and absolutely gorgeous. "We should probably discuss what just happened."

"Tomorrow," Sienna said firmly. She pulled Kaya close, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead. "Tonight we're just going to enjoy this."

Kaya settled against her, feeling the steady beat of Sienna's heart, and smiled. Tomorrow they'd deal with consequences and professional complications. Tonight, she had everything she'd wanted for eight months.

Chapter 2: Morning

Kaya woke to golden light filtering through the curtains and the warm press of Sienna's body against her back. For a moment, still caught in the haze between sleep and consciousness, she thought she might be dreaming. But then Sienna shifted, her arm tightening around Kaya's waist, her breath ghosting warm across the back of Kaya's neck, and reality crashed over her in a wave of sense memory.

Last night happened.

Her body certainly remembered. She was deliciously sore in places that told the story of Sienna's fingers, her mouth, the way she'd taken Kaya apart piece by piece. Her thighs ached. Her lips felt swollen. And between her legs, she was wet again, arousal already building just from the feel of Sienna's naked body curved around hers.

"You're awake," Sienna murmured against her shoulder, lips brushing skin. "I can tell by your breathing."

Kaya rolled over to face her, and her breath caught. Morning light painted Sienna in shades of gold and amber, highlighting the auburn in her messy hair, the scatter of freckles across her nose and cheeks, the sleepy satisfaction in those green eyes. She looked thoroughly fucked and absolutely gorgeous.

"Hi," Kaya said softly.

"Hi yourself." Sienna's hand came up to cup her cheek, thumb stroking her cheekbone. "Any regrets?"

"None." The answer came easily, honestly. "You?"

"God no." Sienna's grin was pure sin. "Though I do regret that we waited eight months when we could've been doing that the whole time."

Kaya laughed, the sound turning into a gasp as Sienna's thigh pressed between her legs, finding her wet and ready. "Sienna—"

"Still sensitive?" Sienna's voice dropped to that rough register that went straight to Kaya's cunt. Her thigh pressed harder, rocking gently, and Kaya's hips rolled forward involuntarily seeking friction.

"Yes," Kaya breathed. "But I don't—ahh—I don't want you to stop."

"Good." Sienna captured her mouth in a slow, deep kiss that tasted like sleep and lingering arousal. Her hands mapped Kaya's body with deliberate thoroughness—the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips, sliding down to grip her ass and pull her harder against that perfect pressure.

Kaya moaned into the kiss—"mmmm"—her hands finding Sienna's hair, tangling in the sleep-mussed strands. The slow grind was maddening, not quite enough but so good, building heat low in her belly.

"I want to take my time with you this morning," Sienna murmured against her lips. "Want to explore every inch of you. Find out what makes you whimper, what makes you scream, what makes you beg."

"Fuck," Kaya whimpered, proving Sienna's point. Her clit throbbed against Sienna's thigh, and she rocked harder, chasing the friction.

"Not yet." Sienna pulled back, and Kaya actually whined at the loss of contact. "Shower first. We're both covered in dried sweat and spores and—" Her nose wrinkled. "Various other fluids."

Kaya had to admit she had a point. They'd collapsed in bed last night without cleaning up, and while she'd been too satisfied to care then, morning brought awareness of being sticky and grimy.

"Shower together?" she suggested, already sliding out of bed.

Sienna's eyes darkened, tracking the movement of Kaya's naked body with hungry appreciation. "Absolutely."

The cabin's bathroom was small, the shower barely big enough for one person, let alone two. But they made it work, bodies pressed together under the hot spray. Kaya tipped her head back, letting water cascade over her face and hair, washing away the last clinging remnants of bioluminescent spores.

"Let me," Sienna said softly. She squeezed shampoo into her palm and worked it into Kaya's hair, fingers massaging her scalp with firm, slow circles that made Kaya's eyes flutter closed.

"That feels amazing," she sighed.

"You have beautiful hair." Sienna's fingers worked through the long dark strands, thorough and gentle. "I've wanted to touch it for months. Wanted to fist my hands in it and pull while I—" She cut herself off, clearing her throat.

"While you what?" Kaya opened her eyes, finding Sienna's face flushed. "Tell me."

"While I fucked you," Sienna finished, her voice rough. "With my fingers, my tongue, anything you'd let me use. I wanted to hear you moan my name with my hands in your hair."

"Oh god." Kaya's knees went weak, and only Sienna's steadying grip on her hips kept her upright. "You can't just say things like that."

"Why not?" Sienna pulled her close, their wet bodies sliding together. "It's true. I've had so many fantasies about you."

"Tell me." Kaya's hands found Sienna's ass, gripping firm flesh. "Tell me what you fantasized about."

Sienna's breath hitched. "Everything. I fantasized about waking you up with my mouth between your legs. About bending you over the lab table and making you come while you tried to keep quiet. About fucking you in the shower—" She grinned. "Which we're about to remedy."

Her hand slid down Kaya's stomach, between her legs, fingers finding her clit with practiced ease. The angle was awkward given their position, but Sienna made it work, circling that sensitive bundle of nerves while her other hand cupped Kaya's breast, thumb teasing her nipple.

"Yes," Kaya gasped, her hips rocking forward. Water streamed over them, warm and slick, adding sensation. "More, please—"

"So polite," Sienna murmured, teeth finding Kaya's earlobe and biting gently. "But I like it better when you're demanding. When you tell me exactly what you want."

"I want—ahhh—I want your fingers inside me." Kaya's head fell back against the tile wall. "I want you to fuck me hard. I want—oh fuck—"

Two fingers pushed inside her, and the stretch was perfect. Sienna set a hard, fast rhythm, her palm grinding against Kaya's clit with each thrust. The wet sounds—schlick schlick schlick—competed with the shower spray, obscene and beautiful.

"Like this?" Sienna's voice was rough, strained. Her own arousal was evident in the flush spreading down her chest, the way her nipples were peaked hard, the rapid flutter of her pulse. "Is this what you want?"

"Yes—fuck yes—don't stop—" Kaya's hands scrabbled for purchase on the wet tile, finding nothing, settling for gripping Sienna's shoulders hard enough to leave marks. Her orgasm built fast, pleasure coiling tight and hot in her core.

"Come for me," Sienna commanded. "I want to feel you come on my fingers again. Want to watch your face when you fall apart."

Her thumb found Kaya's clit, pressing firm circles, and that was it—Kaya came with a cry that echoed off the bathroom tiles, her pussy clenching around Sienna's fingers, her entire body shaking. Sienna held her through it, kept her upright when her legs threatened to give out, kissed her softly as she came down.

"God," Kaya panted when she could breathe again. "You're going to kill me."

"What a way to go though." Sienna's grin was unrepentant. She withdrew her fingers slowly, and Kaya watched as she brought them to her mouth, sucking them clean with a moan that made Kaya's spent pussy clench.

"My turn," Kaya said, spinning them so Sienna's back was against the wall. She dropped to her knees on the shower floor, looking up at Sienna with naked hunger. "Spread your legs for me."

Sienna obeyed instantly, bracing herself against the wall, and Kaya had the perfect view—Sienna's pussy, swollen and glistening, flushed dark pink with arousal. She leaned forward and licked slowly from entrance to clit, and Sienna's knees buckled.

"Oh fuck," Sienna gasped, one hand fisting in Kaya's wet hair. "Kaya—"

Kaya took her time, using her tongue in long, slow strokes, learning what made Sienna gasp, what made her hips buck, what made her thighs tremble. She sealed her lips around Sienna's clit and sucked, and Sienna's cry—"ahhhhh"—was the most beautiful sound Kaya had ever heard.

"More," Sienna demanded, her grip in Kaya's hair tightening. "Use your fingers, please, I need—"

Kaya slid two fingers inside her, curling them to hit that spot that made Sienna see stars. She set a hard rhythm, fucking her with her fingers while her tongue worked her clit, and within minutes Sienna was shaking, her thighs clamping around Kaya's head as she came with a scream that definitely carried to the other end of the cabin.

They finished showering in lazy, satisfied silence, trading slow kisses and gentle touches. By the time they stumbled back to the bedroom wrapped in towels, Kaya felt clean and deliciously used, every nerve ending still singing with pleasure.

"Breakfast?" Sienna suggested, but her eyes were already darkening again, tracking the path of water droplets rolling down Kaya's chest.

"Or," Kaya dropped her towel deliberately, "we could stay in bed a while longer."

"Fuck breakfast." Sienna's towel joined Kaya's on the floor. She pushed Kaya onto the bed, climbing over her with predatory grace. "I have a better idea of what I want to eat."

Her mouth found Kaya's breast, sucking a nipple between her lips while her hand teased the other. Kaya arched into the touch with a moan—"mmm"—her hands finding Sienna's hair, holding her in place. The pleasure was softer now, slower, but no less intense.

"I want to try something," Sienna murmured against her skin, lips tracing a path down Kaya's stomach. "Something I've fantasized about."

"Anything," Kaya breathed. After last night and this morning, she trusted Sienna completely. "Whatever you want."

Sienna's eyes flashed with heat. "Roll over. Get on your hands and knees."

Kaya's breath caught, but she obeyed, positioning herself on all fours. The position made her feel exposed, vulnerable in the best way. She could feel Sienna's gaze on her, hot and appreciative.

"Fuck, you're gorgeous," Sienna breathed. Her hands found Kaya's ass, squeezing and kneading. "I've fantasized about having you like this. About seeing you spread open for me."

"Sienna—" Kaya's voice came out breathy, needy.

"Wider," Sienna commanded softly. "Spread your knees wider for me."

Kaya obeyed, lowering her chest to the mattress, arching her back, presenting herself. The position made her acutely aware of how exposed she was—her pussy, her ass, everything on display.

Sienna's hands traced up the backs of her thighs, thumbs brushing perilously close to her center. "I want to taste all of you," she murmured. "Every inch. Is that okay?"

"Yes," Kaya gasped. She knew what Sienna was asking, what she was offering, and heat pooled low in her belly at the thought. "Please."

Sienna's mouth found her pussy first, licking and sucking, building pleasure until Kaya was whimpering into the sheets. Then her tongue moved higher, teasing, circling, and Kaya's breath caught.

"Oh fuck," she gasped as Sienna's tongue flicked across her asshole. The sensation was shocking, foreign, utterly incredible. No one had ever done this to her before, and the intimacy of it made her tremble.

"Good?" Sienna asked, her breath hot against sensitive skin.

"So good," Kaya managed. "Please don't stop."

Sienna's tongue returned, more confident now, licking in slow circles that made Kaya's toes curl. One hand reached around, fingers finding Kaya's clit, and the dual stimulation was almost too much. Kaya buried her face in her arms, muffling her moans—"mmmph oh god"—as pleasure built.

"Let me hear you," Sienna commanded, her fingers pressing harder against Kaya's clit. "I want to hear every sound you make."

"Fuck—Sienna—ahhh—" Kaya's inhibitions shattered. She stopped trying to muffle herself, letting her moans echo through the room. Sienna's tongue worked magic, alternating between her pussy and her ass, her fingers never stopping their relentless circles on her clit.

"You taste so fucking good," Sienna groaned against her. "I could do this for hours. Watch you fall apart on my tongue."

The filthy words combined with the sensations pushed Kaya over the edge. Her orgasm hit hard, pleasure exploding through her body in waves that left her shaking and gasping. She collapsed onto the mattress, boneless, and Sienna followed her down, pressing soft kisses along her spine.

"Holy shit," Kaya panted when she could form words. "That was—I've never—"

"Never?" Sienna sounded pleased, smug even. She settled beside Kaya, pulling her close. "I'm glad I was your first."

Kaya rolled to face her, finding Sienna flushed and obviously aroused. "My turn," she said firmly. "I want to return the favor."

"You don't have to—"

"I want to." Kaya pushed Sienna onto her back, settling between her spread legs. "I want to taste all of you too."

She started slow, using her mouth on Sienna's pussy, learning her responses, building pleasure until Sienna was writhing against the sheets. Then she moved lower, kissing and licking, and when her tongue found Sienna's ass, Sienna's hips bucked violently.

"Oh fuck oh fuck—" Sienna's hands fisted in the sheets, her thighs trembling. "Kaya—"

Kaya took her time, exploring with her tongue while her fingers worked Sienna's clit. She loved the sounds Sienna made—broken moans and gasped curses and Kaya's name repeated like a prayer. Loved the way her body responded, the way she spread wider, offered herself completely.

"I'm—fuck—I'm gonna—" Sienna's warning came barely seconds before she came, her whole body going rigid, a keening cry tearing from her throat.

Kaya kept going, drawing out every last aftershock, until Sienna finally pushed her away with shaking hands. "Too much—too much—"

She crawled up the bed, collapsing beside Sienna, both of them breathing hard. For a long moment, they just lay there, limbs tangled, hearts racing in sync.

"We should probably get up eventually," Sienna said, but made no move to do so.

"Eventually," Kaya agreed, snuggling closer. "But not yet."

They had four more days alone in the cabin before the next supply run. Four more days to explore this new dynamic, to learn each other's bodies, to make up for eight months of denial.

Kaya planned to make every single hour count.

Chapter 3: Exploration

By evening, the cabin felt like its own universe—a pocket dimension where only they existed, where the rules of their previous professional relationship had been completely rewritten. Kaya stood at the stove stirring pasta sauce, hyper-aware of Sienna moving behind her, the subtle brush of her body as she reached past for wine glasses, the heat radiating from her skin.

They'd spent the afternoon attempting to work—downloading data, organizing samples—but every brush of hands over shared equipment had derailed into kissing, touching, whispered confessions of what they wanted to do to each other. Productivity had been abandoned around three when Sienna had bent over to retrieve a dropped pen and Kaya had lost all coherent thought at the sight of her ass in those fitted yoga pants.

Now Sienna pressed against her back, arms wrapping around her waist, lips finding the sensitive spot below her ear. "Smells good," she murmured.

"The sauce or me?" Kaya tilted her head, giving Sienna better access.

"Both." Sienna's teeth grazed her neck, and Kaya's grip on the wooden spoon tightened. "But I'm more interested in tasting you."

"Sienna—" The word came out breathy. "Let me at least feed you first. We haven't eaten since breakfast."

"Fine." Sienna's hand slid under Kaya's oversized sweater, finding bare skin, fingers tracing lazy patterns on her stomach. "But I'm having you for dessert."

They managed to get through dinner, though Kaya could barely taste the food. Every bite felt perfunctory, something to get through before they could touch again. Sienna's foot found hers under the table, toes sliding up her calf, and Kaya nearly choked on her wine.

"You're being a brat," she managed.

"Me?" Sienna's expression was pure innocence, but her foot kept moving higher. "I'm just eating dinner."

"You're being a tease." Kaya set down her fork with deliberate care. "And you know exactly what you're doing."

"Maybe." Sienna's grin was wicked. "What are you going to do about it?"

The challenge hung between them, electric and weighted. Kaya stood abruptly, her chair scraping against the floor. "Bedroom. Now."

"Fuck." Sienna was up instantly, and they didn't bother with the pretense of cleaning dishes. Those could wait. This couldn't.

They collided in the hallway, mouths finding each other with desperate hunger. Kaya backed Sienna against the wall, one hand fisting in her hair, the other sliding under her shirt to cup her breast. Sienna moaned into the kiss—"mmmph"—her hips grinding forward seeking friction.

"You've been driving me crazy all day," Kaya growled against her lips. "Every time you bent over, every time you bit your lip, every fucking look you gave me."

"Good." Sienna's hands found the hem of Kaya's sweater, yanking it over her head. "That was the point. I wanted you desperate for me."

"Mission accomplished." Kaya unhooked Sienna's bra with practiced ease—eight hours of practice, but practice nonetheless. The garment joined her sweater on the floor, and she immediately lowered her mouth to Sienna's breast, sucking a nipple between her lips.

"Ahh—fuck—" Sienna's back arched off the wall, pressing more of herself into Kaya's mouth. Her hands scrambled at Kaya's yoga pants, shoving them down her hips along with her underwear. "Bedroom," she gasped. "I need—I need space to do what I want to you."

They stumbled down the hall shedding the rest of their clothes, leaving a trail of fabric. By the time they tumbled onto the bed, they were completely naked, hands and mouths everywhere at once.

"I want to try something," Sienna said, pulling back enough to look at Kaya with darkened eyes. "Something new."

"Tell me." Kaya's pulse raced with anticipation. Everything they'd done so far had been incredible—she couldn't imagine what Sienna had in mind that could top it.

"This morning, when I—" Sienna's cheeks flushed, and Kaya found it adorable that she could still blush after everything they'd done. "When I used my tongue on you. On your ass. I want to do more of that. Want to really take my time with it."

Heat pooled low in Kaya's belly. "Yes," she breathed. "God, yes."

"And I want you to do it to me too." Sienna's voice dropped to that rough register that made Kaya's pussy clench. "I want us to do it at the same time. I've fantasized about sixty-nine, but with—with that added."

"Oh fuck." The image Sienna painted made Kaya dizzy with want. "Yes. How do you want me?"

"On top of me." Sienna lay back against the pillows, spreading her legs in invitation. "I want to look up and see you while I taste you."

Kaya straddled her in reverse, positioning herself so her pussy was directly over Sienna's mouth. The view was incredible—Sienna's body spread beneath her, her breasts rising and falling with rapid breaths, her pussy already glistening with arousal. And Kaya knew Sienna had an equally perfect view of her.

"Fuck, you look good like this," Sienna breathed, hands gripping Kaya's ass, squeezing and spreading. "So good. I can see everything."

"Touch me," Kaya demanded, lowering herself slightly. "Please, I need—"

Sienna's tongue made contact, and Kaya cried out—"ahhh"—at the sensation. Sienna licked slowly from her clit up to her entrance, then higher, circling her asshole with teasing flicks that made Kaya's thighs tremble.

"More," Kaya gasped, grinding down slightly. "Please, more—"

But she couldn't just take—she needed to give too. She lowered herself, spreading Sienna's legs wider, and pressed her mouth to Sienna's pussy. The taste exploded on her tongue—salt and musk and pure arousal—and she moaned into wet flesh, the vibrations making Sienna buck beneath her.

They found a rhythm together, tongues working in synchronization. Kaya licked and sucked at Sienna's clit while Sienna's tongue explored her with thorough attention, moving between her pussy and her ass until Kaya couldn't tell where one sensation ended and another began.

"So good," Sienna mumbled against her, the words muffled but comprehensible. "You taste so fucking good everywhere."

Kaya pulled back just long enough to gasp, "So do you," before diving back in. She moved lower, her tongue finding Sienna's asshole, circling it with slow, deliberate attention.

Sienna's hips bucked violently, a muffled cry vibrating against Kaya's pussy. Her grip on Kaya's ass tightened almost painfully, fingers digging into soft flesh as her thighs trembled on either side of Kaya's head.

Kaya pressed her tongue more firmly, licking in long strokes, and Sienna's response was immediate and intense. Her own tongue worked faster against Kaya, alternating between her clit and her ass with single-minded determination that had Kaya seeing stars.

The wet sounds filled the room—schlick and sucking and muffled moans from both of them. Kaya's jaw ached but she didn't care, too focused on the sounds Sienna was making, the way her body writhed beneath her, the taste of her on Kaya's tongue.

Sienna's hand slid between them, fingers finding Kaya's clit and pressing firm circles. The added stimulation combined with her tongue was too much—pleasure built fast and sharp, coiling tight in Kaya's core.

"Sienna—" Kaya pulled back to gasp her warning. "Fuck, I'm gonna—"

"Come," Sienna commanded, her fingers moving faster. "Come on my face. I want to feel it, taste it, I want—mmmph—"

Kaya sealed her mouth back over Sienna's clit and sucked hard, and they came together—a tangle of cries and shaking limbs and pleasure that seemed to go on forever. Kaya's orgasm rolled through her in waves, each one cresting higher than the last, until she collapsed forward, boneless and trembling.

They lay there for long moments, breathing hard, Kaya's face still pressed against Sienna's inner thigh. Finally she found the energy to move, rolling off and flopping onto the bed beside Sienna.

"Holy shit," she panted.

"Yeah." Sienna turned her head, and Kaya saw her own satisfaction reflected in those green eyes—plus something deeper, something that made her chest tight. "That was—"

"Incredible," Kaya finished. She reached out, threading their fingers together. "You're incredible."

"We're incredible together." Sienna brought their joined hands to her lips, pressing a kiss to Kaya's knuckles. "I can't believe we waited eight months for this."

"We have four more days to make up for lost time." Kaya rolled onto her side, propping herself up on one elbow. "What else have you fantasized about?"

Sienna's cheeks flushed. "A lot of things."

"Tell me." Kaya's free hand traced patterns on Sienna's stomach, fingernails scratching lightly. "I want to know every dirty thought you've had about me."

"Fuck." Sienna's breath hitched. "You really want to know?"

"Every single one."

"I've fantasized about you dominating me," Sienna admitted, her voice dropping. "About you telling me exactly what to do, how to touch you, making me beg for permission to come."

Heat shot through Kaya's body at the confession. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." Sienna's pupils dilated. "And I've fantasized about dominating you. About tying you up, making you wait, teasing you until you're desperate and begging and—" She cut herself off with a groan.

"Keep going," Kaya encouraged. Her hand slid lower, fingers finding Sienna's pussy, already wet again. "What else?"

"I've fantasized about using toys on you," Sienna gasped as Kaya's fingers circled her clit. "About watching you come on a dildo while I hold you down and tell you how gorgeous you look."

"Do you have toys?" Kaya's voice came out husky.

"In my bag." Sienna's hips rocked up into Kaya's touch. "Bottom compartment. I brought them just in case I needed—ahh—needed relief."

"Show me." Kaya pulled her hand away, ignoring Sienna's whimper of protest. "I want to see what you use when you think about me."

Sienna practically flew out of bed, rummaging in her duffel bag. She returned with a small pouch, emptying the contents onto the mattress. A vibrator—sleek and purple. A dildo—realistic and intimidating in its size. And—

"Fuck," Kaya breathed, picking up the strap-on harness. "You brought this to a research station?"

"I told you," Sienna's grin was unrepentant, "just in case."

"Have you used it before?" Kaya examined the harness, the attached dildo slightly smaller than the standalone one but still substantial.

"A few times. With my ex." Sienna's hand found Kaya's thigh, stroking upward. "But I've never wanted to use it on anyone the way I want to use it on you."

"Then use it on me." Kaya set the harness aside, reaching instead for the standalone dildo. "But first, I want to watch you use this."

"What?"

"I want to watch you fuck yourself with it." Kaya's voice came out commanding, surprising herself. "I want to see what you look like when you're thinking about me. Show me how you touch yourself."

Sienna's breath came faster, her cheeks flushing dark. "You want to watch?"

"I want to watch." Kaya settled back against the headboard, spreading her legs slightly. "And maybe I'll touch myself too. Put on a show for each other."

"Fuck." Sienna grabbed the dildo with trembling hands. She lay back against the pillows, spreading her legs wide, and Kaya had a perfect view of her pussy—swollen and wet and ready.

"Tell me what you think about," Kaya commanded softly. "When you use that. Tell me your fantasies."

Sienna pressed the dildo against her entrance, teasing herself. "I think about you," she gasped. "About your hands, your mouth. I imagine it's you inside me, fucking me."

She pushed the dildo in slowly, and Kaya watched it disappear into Sienna's body with rapt attention. The sight was obscene and beautiful—the way Sienna's pussy stretched to accommodate it, the way her hips rolled up to take it deeper.

"Fuck," Kaya breathed. Her own hand found her clit, circling slowly. "You look so good like that. Taking it so well."

"I'm thinking about you," Sienna panted, starting to move the dildo in slow thrusts. "About you watching me. About how you'd feel inside me instead of this."

"Tell me more." Kaya's fingers moved faster, pleasure building. "What else?"

"I think about—ahh—about you fucking my ass." Sienna's confession came out strangled. "About you stretching me open, filling me up, making me take everything you give me."

"Holy shit." Kaya's orgasm hit unexpectedly, pleasure spiking through her at Sienna's words. She cried out—"oh fuck"—her body shaking, but she didn't stop watching Sienna, didn't stop drinking in the sight of her.

"Kaya—" Sienna's movements grew frantic, the dildo pumping faster. "Please, I need—"

"Come," Kaya commanded. "Come for me. Let me see you."

Sienna came with a scream, her back arching off the bed, the dildo buried deep inside her as her pussy clenched around it. She rode out the aftershocks with small, jerky movements before finally stilling, chest heaving.

"Fuck," she panted. "That was—"

"So hot." Kaya crawled over to her, capturing her mouth in a deep kiss. "Watching you was the hottest thing I've ever seen."

"Next time I want to use the strap-on," Sienna murmured against her lips. "Want to fuck you properly. Want to see you take my cock."

The crude words sent another wave of heat through Kaya's body. "Yes. Tomorrow. Tonight I just want to hold you."

They cleaned up and curled together in bed, limbs tangled, hearts still racing. Outside, the forest was dark and silent. Inside, wrapped in Sienna's arms, Kaya felt like she'd finally found home.

"Four more days," Sienna whispered into her hair.

"Four more days," Kaya agreed. But already she was wondering what would happen when they had to leave this bubble, return to the real world where their relationship would be scrutinized and complicated.

Tomorrow's problem, she decided. Tonight she just wanted this—Sienna's warmth, her steady breathing, the perfect fit of their bodies together.

Tomorrow they'd figure out the rest.

Chapter 4: Devotion

Kaya woke to Sienna's mouth on her neck, teeth scraping sensitive skin, hands already roaming her body with purposeful intent. Morning light filtered through the curtains, painting them both in shades of amber and gold, but Sienna clearly had no interest in slowly easing into the day.

"Good morning to you too," Kaya gasped as Sienna's hand cupped her breast, thumb circling her nipple until it peaked hard.

"I've been awake for an hour," Sienna murmured against her throat. "Watching you sleep. Planning all the things I want to do to you." Her teeth found Kaya's earlobe, biting gently. "And I can't wait any longer."

"Sienna—" The word turned into a moan as Sienna's hand slid down her stomach, between her legs, finding her already wet. "Fuck, what were you planning?"

"Everything." Sienna's fingers circled her clit with maddening lightness. "I want to use the strap-on on you. Want to fuck you until you're screaming my name. Want to make you come so many times you forget your own name."

Heat shot through Kaya's body, settling low and insistent between her legs. "Yes," she breathed. "God, yes. Whatever you want."

"Whatever I want?" Sienna pulled back to look at her, green eyes dark with hunger. "That's dangerous permission to give me."

"I trust you." And Kaya realized she meant it completely. Despite only crossing this line two days ago, she trusted Sienna with her body, her pleasure, her vulnerability.

"Then stay here." Sienna kissed her deeply before sliding out of bed. "Don't move. Don't touch yourself. Just wait for me."

Kaya watched as Sienna retrieved the harness from where they'd left it last night, watched her step into it and adjust the straps with practiced efficiency. The sight was incredibly erotic—Sienna's naked body, all lean muscle and freckled skin, the purple dildo jutting from her hips looking natural and obscene at once.

"Fuck," Kaya breathed. "You look—"

"Hot?" Sienna grinned, stroking the dildo with one hand. "Because you look like you want to worship this cock."

The crude words made Kaya's pussy clench. "Maybe I do."

"On your knees then." Sienna's voice dropped to that commanding register that made Kaya's brain short-circuit. "Come here and show me how much you want it."

Kaya slid off the bed and knelt before Sienna, eye-level with the dildo. She'd never done this before—never been with someone who wore a strap-on—but the idea of sucking it while Sienna watched made her mouth water.

"That's it," Sienna encouraged as Kaya leaned forward, lips parting. "Get it nice and wet for me. Show me how you'd suck my cock."

Kaya took the dildo into her mouth, closing her lips around the silicone shaft. It tasted like nothing, clinical and fake, but the way Sienna groaned made it worth it. She hollowed her cheeks, taking it deeper, and Sienna's hand fisted in her hair.

"Fuck, look at you," Sienna breathed. "So pretty with your mouth full. Taking it so well." Her hips rolled forward slightly, pushing the dildo deeper, and Kaya's eyes watered but she didn't pull back. "That's my girl. Just like that."

The praise sent warmth flooding through Kaya's chest even as arousal built between her legs. She worked the dildo with her mouth, using her tongue and lips, looking up at Sienna through her lashes. The sight of Sienna watching her with dark, hungry eyes made her whimper around the silicone.

"Enough." Sienna pulled back, the dildo sliding from Kaya's mouth with an obscene pop. "Get on the bed. On your back. I want to see your face when I fuck you."

Kaya scrambled onto the mattress, lying back against the pillows, spreading her legs in invitation. Sienna climbed over her, settling between her thighs, and the weight of her body felt perfect, grounding.

"You're so wet," Sienna murmured, running the dildo through Kaya's folds, coating it in her arousal. "I've barely touched you and you're already dripping."

"Your fault," Kaya gasped, her hips rolling up seeking more pressure. "You and your dirty mouth and—ahh—"

Sienna pushed inside slowly, the dildo stretching her open inch by inch. The sensation was intense—fuller than fingers, more pressure, a delicious ache that made Kaya's toes curl. She gripped Sienna's shoulders, nails digging into skin, her mouth falling open on a silent moan.

"Breathe," Sienna coached softly, pausing when she was fully seated. "Tell me how it feels."

"So good," Kaya managed. "So full. You can—you can move."

Sienna started slow, pulling out and pushing back in with gentle rolls of her hips. Each thrust made Kaya gasp, pleasure building with every movement. But she needed more—harder, faster, deeper.

"More," she demanded. "Fuck me harder. I can take it."

"Fuck, you're perfect." Sienna's pace increased, her hips snapping forward with more force. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room along with their ragged breathing and Kaya's increasingly desperate moans.

"Yes—fuck yes—" Kaya's head thrashed against the pillows, her body arching to take Sienna deeper. The angle was perfect, the dildo hitting spots inside her that made her see stars. "Just like that, don't stop, please don't stop—"

"Not stopping," Sienna promised roughly. One hand slid between them, fingers finding Kaya's clit and rubbing firm circles. "I want to feel you come on my cock. Want to watch you fall apart."

The dual stimulation was overwhelming. Kaya's orgasm built fast, pleasure coiling tight and hot in her core. Sienna's hips pistoned relentlessly, the dildo stretching her, filling her, while her fingers worked magic on her clit.

"Sienna—fuck—I'm—" Kaya's warning dissolved into a scream as she came, her pussy clenching around the dildo, her entire body convulsing. Sienna fucked her through it, drawing out every last wave until Kaya collapsed boneless against the mattress.

"Holy shit," she panted when she could breathe again.

"We're not done." Sienna pulled out carefully, and Kaya whimpered at the loss. "Roll over. On your hands and knees."

Kaya obeyed with trembling limbs, positioning herself, and Sienna's hands immediately found her ass, squeezing and spreading.

"I want to try something," Sienna said, her voice rough with arousal. "Something we talked about last night."

Kaya's breath caught. "My ass?"

"If you'll let me." Sienna's hand stroked down her spine, gentle and reassuring. "We'll go slow. I'll make it good for you."

"Yes." Kaya dropped to her forearms, arching her back, presenting herself completely. "I want you to. Want you to be my first."

"Fuck." Sienna leaned forward, pressing kisses along Kaya's spine. "I'll take care of you. Promise."

Her mouth moved lower, and then her tongue was there—licking, circling, making Kaya gasp and shiver. Sienna took her time, using her tongue to relax the tight ring of muscle, getting her wet and ready. When she pulled back, Kaya heard the distinctive click of a bottle opening.

"This is lube," Sienna explained, and Kaya felt cool liquid dripping onto her skin. "Tell me if anything hurts. If you need me to stop, just say the word."

"Okay." Kaya's heart raced with anticipation and nervous energy, but she trusted Sienna completely.

Sienna's finger circled her hole, spreading lube, pressing gently. The sensation was strange but not unpleasant—pressure and fullness as the tip of her finger breached the tight muscle. Kaya breathed through it, consciously relaxing, and Sienna slid deeper.

"Oh," Kaya gasped. The sensation was intense, foreign, but undeniably erotic. Sienna's other hand reached around, fingers finding her clit, and the combination made her moan.

"Good?" Sienna asked, working her finger slowly in and out.

"Yes," Kaya managed. "More."

A second finger joined the first, stretching her wider, and Kaya's breath hitched. It burned slightly but Sienna's patient movements and the steady stimulation on her clit kept pleasure at the forefront. By the time Sienna had three fingers working inside her, Kaya was pushing back against her hand, desperate for more.

"You're ready," Sienna said, withdrawing her fingers. "But we're not using the dildo for this. Not your first time. I want to taste you while I'm inside you."

Before Kaya could respond, Sienna was lying on her back, positioning herself beneath Kaya. "Sit on my face," she commanded. "But facing away from me this time."

Kaya straddled Sienna's face in reverse, and immediately Sienna's mouth was on her pussy, licking and sucking while her lubed fingers found Kaya's ass again. The dual sensation made Kaya cry out—"ahhh"—her thighs trembling on either side of Sienna's head.

Two fingers pushed into her ass while Sienna's tongue worked her clit, and Kaya's brain short-circuited. The fullness, the slight burn, the overwhelming pleasure—it was too much and not enough all at once.

"Fuck—Sienna—oh god—" Kaya rocked her hips, riding Sienna's face while taking her fingers deeper. The position let her control the depth, the pace, and she found a rhythm that had her gasping and moaning with every movement.

Sienna added a third finger, stretching her wider, and Kaya's eyes rolled back in her head. The burn intensified but so did the pleasure, especially when Sienna's tongue flicked rapidly against her clit.

"I'm gonna come," Kaya gasped. "Fuck, I'm—"

Her orgasm hit like a freight train, more intense than anything she'd experienced before. Pleasure exploded through her body, radiating from where Sienna's fingers were buried deep and her tongue worked relentlessly. Kaya screamed—"SIENNA"—her body shaking violently as wave after wave crashed over her.

She collapsed forward, barely catching herself on her hands, Sienna's fingers still inside her as aftershocks rippled through her body. Finally Sienna withdrew carefully, and Kaya rolled off her, boneless and spent.

"Holy fucking shit," she panted.

Sienna crawled up beside her, face glistening with Kaya's arousal, eyes dark with satisfaction and lingering hunger. "Good?"

"Incredible." Kaya captured her mouth in a kiss, tasting herself on Sienna's lips. "Your turn. I want to do that to you."

"Yes," Sienna breathed. "But later. Let me just hold you for a minute."

They curled together, hearts racing in sync, bodies sweat-slicked and satisfied. Outside, birds called in the forest. Inside, wrapped in each other's arms, they existed in their own perfect bubble.

"Two more days," Sienna whispered.

Kaya's chest tightened. "I don't want to think about leaving yet."

"Me neither." Sienna pressed a kiss to her forehead. "But whatever happens when we get back, whatever complications we face—I want this. Want you. We'll figure it out."

"Promise?"

"Promise."

Kaya believed her. They'd crossed too many lines to go back now. Whatever came next, they'd face it together.

Chapter 5: Home

Their last full day together dawned cold and crisp, frost coating the cabin windows in delicate patterns. Kaya woke alone in bed, panic flaring briefly before she heard sounds from the kitchen—the clink of mugs, the hiss of the coffee maker. She pulled on one of Sienna's oversized flannels and padded out to find her girlfriend—girlfriend, her mind supplied, testing the word—standing at the stove making pancakes.

"Hey." Sienna turned, and her smile was soft and genuine. "Morning, beautiful."

"You made breakfast." Kaya wrapped her arms around Sienna from behind, pressing her face between her shoulder blades. "You trying to romance me?"

"Maybe." Sienna's free hand found hers, threading their fingers together. "Is it working?"

"Absolutely." Kaya pressed a kiss to her spine. "Though you could've stayed in bed. I had plans to wake you up properly."

"Yeah?" Sienna flipped a pancake with practiced ease. "What kind of plans?"

"The kind involving my mouth between your legs." Kaya's hand slid down, cupping Sienna through her sleep shorts. "The kind where I make you come before you're fully awake."

Sienna's breath hitched. "Breakfast can wait," she said roughly, turning off the stove.

But Kaya pulled back with a grin. "Nope. You started cooking, we're finishing it. Besides—" She hopped onto the counter, spreading her legs slightly. "We have all day. I plan to make every single hour count."

They ate breakfast trading heated looks, every bite feeling like foreplay. Sienna's foot found Kaya's under the table, toes sliding up her calf, and Kaya had to suppress a moan. When they finally finished, plates abandoned in the sink for later, they didn't make it to the bedroom.

Sienna backed Kaya against the wall, kissing her deeply, hands sliding under the borrowed flannel to find bare skin. "I love seeing you in my clothes," she murmured against Kaya's lips. "Almost as much as I love seeing you out of them."

She pushed the flannel off Kaya's shoulders, letting it pool on the floor, leaving her completely naked. Her hands mapped Kaya's body with reverent attention—the curve of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips.

"Sienna—" Kaya gasped as Sienna's mouth found her breast, tongue circling her nipple before sucking it between her lips. Her hands fisted in Sienna's hair, holding her close.

"I want to try something," Sienna said, pulling back slightly. "Something we haven't done yet."

"What?" Kaya's voice came out breathy, desperate.

"I want us both—" Sienna's cheeks flushed. "At the same time. I want to taste your ass while you taste mine. Really explore each other."

Heat flooded Kaya's body. "Yes," she breathed. "God, yes."

They stumbled to the bedroom, shedding the rest of their clothes. Sienna lay on her side, pulling Kaya down to mirror her position—heads at opposite ends, bodies aligned. The view was incredible—Sienna's pussy inches from Kaya's face, her ass exposed and vulnerable.

"Ready?" Sienna's breath ghosted across Kaya's most intimate places.

"Yes."

They moved together, mouths finding flesh at the same moment. Kaya started with Sienna's pussy, licking slowly through her folds, savoring her taste and the sounds she made—small gasps and moans that vibrated against Kaya's own skin. Then she moved lower, her tongue finding Sienna's asshole, circling it with gentle pressure.

Sienna's hips jerked, a strangled cry escaping her throat. Her own tongue mirrored the action, licking Kaya with broad strokes that made her toes curl. They found a rhythm together, exploring with increasing confidence, learning what made the other gasp, what made their thighs tremble.

"Fuck," Sienna panted, pulling back slightly. "Your tongue feels so good. Don't stop."

"Not stopping," Kaya promised, diving back in. She alternated between Sienna's pussy and her ass, using her tongue and occasionally her fingers, finding the combination that made Sienna writhe against the sheets.

Sienna did the same, her mouth and hands working in perfect synchronization. When she slid two fingers into Kaya's pussy while her tongue worked her ass, Kaya nearly came on the spot. The dual penetration was overwhelming—pleasure building from multiple points, her entire body singing with sensation.

"More," Kaya gasped. "Your fingers—in my ass—please—"

Sienna pulled back long enough to grab the lube from the nightstand, slicking her fingers before returning to position. She pressed one finger against Kaya's asshole, pushing inside slowly while her tongue went back to work on her clit.

The combination was almost too much. Kaya's mouth went slack against Sienna's skin, her brain struggling to process the intensity of sensation. But she forced herself to focus, to give Sienna the same pleasure she was receiving. She added her own fingers, one sliding into Sienna's ass while she sucked her clit between her lips.

They worked each other with increasing desperation, fingers and tongues and lips, the wet sounds filling the room along with their muffled moans. Kaya felt her orgasm building, pleasure coiling tight and hot in her core.

"Sienna—" Her warning came out muffled against flesh. "Fuck, I'm gonna—"

"Me too," Sienna gasped. Her fingers worked faster, her tongue more insistent, and Kaya matched her pace, determined they'd come together.

Their orgasms hit simultaneously—a tangle of cries and shaking limbs and pleasure so intense Kaya saw stars. She cried out—"ahhhhh"—against Sienna's skin while Sienna's scream vibrated through her body, extending her own climax until she thought she might pass out from the intensity.

They collapsed together, breathing hard, limbs tangled. For long moments they just lay there, hearts racing, bodies sweat-slicked and trembling.

"Holy shit," Kaya finally managed.

"Yeah." Sienna shifted, turning so they were face to face, and pulled Kaya close. "That was—"

"Perfect." Kaya kissed her softly. "You're perfect."

"We're perfect together." Sienna's hand cupped her cheek, thumb stroking her cheekbone. "I love you."

The words hung between them, huge and terrifying and absolutely right. Kaya's chest felt tight, her eyes stinging with sudden tears. "I love you too," she whispered. "I think I have for months."

"Definitely since July," Sienna teased gently, but her own eyes were suspiciously bright.

They spent the afternoon in bed, trading lazy kisses and soft touches, mapping each other's bodies with new tenderness. Eventually hunger drove them to the kitchen for sandwiches, which they ate naked at the table because they could, because in this bubble they'd created, normal rules didn't apply.

"Tomorrow we have to go back," Kaya said quietly.

"I know." Sienna's hand found hers across the table. "We need to talk about what that means."

"We'll have to report the relationship to the department. There'll be paperwork, possibly reassignment—"

"I don't care." Sienna's voice was fierce. "Whatever bureaucratic hoops we have to jump through, whatever complications arise—you're worth it."

"You might not be able to work with me anymore." Kaya's throat felt tight. "They might split us up, send one of us to a different project—"

"Then we'll figure it out." Sienna moved around the table, pulling Kaya into her lap. "We'll do long distance if we have to. We'll video call every night. We'll make it work because the alternative—going back to just colleagues, pretending this didn't happen—that's not an option."

"No," Kaya agreed, wrapping her arms around Sienna's neck. "It's not."

"I want this," Sienna said firmly. "I want you. In my bed, in my life, for however long you'll have me. We'll deal with the department, with the logistics, with whatever comes. Together."

"Together," Kaya echoed, and kissed her deeply.

They made love again that evening, slow and tender, taking their time. Sienna used the strap-on again, but gently this time, making Kaya come with long, slow strokes while whispering declarations of love against her skin. Afterward, Kaya returned the favor, her mouth and fingers bringing Sienna to climax three times before she begged for mercy.

As darkness fell, they lay tangled together, watching shadows play across the ceiling.

"I don't want to sleep," Kaya admitted. "Don't want to waste our last night."

"We're not wasting anything." Sienna pressed a kiss to her forehead. "We're building something. This is just the beginning."

"Promise?"

"Promise." Sienna's arms tightened around her. "This isn't ending tomorrow. It's just changing venues."

Kaya believed her. Whatever complications awaited them—and there would be complications, she had no illusions about that—they'd face them together. They'd already crossed every line that mattered. A little departmental bureaucracy wasn't going to stop them now.

"I love you," she whispered into the darkness.

"I love you too." Sienna's voice was soft, certain. "Now and when we get back and every day after."

They did eventually sleep, wrapped around each other, hearts beating in sync. And when morning came—too soon, too bright—they packed their samples and cleaned the cabin and prepared to return to reality.

But reality now included this—them, together, committed. The spores had been the catalyst, but what they'd built over these four days was real and lasting. They'd gone from colleagues to lovers, from professional distance to intimate connection.

And as they drove away from the cabin, hands clasped between them, Kaya felt not fear but anticipation. Whatever came next, they'd face it together.

That was enough. That was everything.


Spread Wide: A Lesbian Rim Story

Chapter 1: The Studio

Maya pressed her forehead against the rain-streaked window of the downtown yoga studio, watching February's grey drizzle transform Reno's streets into rivers of reflected neon. At thirty-two, she'd taught hundreds of classes in this converted warehouse space, but today marked something different—her first private session with Simone Duchamp, the French photographer whose exhibition at the Nevada Museum of Art had the entire city buzzing.

The woman arrived exactly on time, water beading on her leather jacket like diamonds. Maya's breath caught. The photos in the exhibition brochure hadn't done her justice. Simone stood nearly six feet tall in her boots, with that effortless Parisian elegance that made American women feel perpetually underdressed. Her dark hair fell in deliberate waves past her shoulders, and her eyes—Jesus, those eyes—were the color of expensive cognac with flecks of gold that caught the studio's soft lighting.

"You must be Maya." Simone's accent wrapped around each syllable like silk. She extended a hand, her fingers long and elegant, nails painted a deep burgundy that matched her lips. Maya noticed the calluses on her fingertips—evidence of years manipulating camera equipment and developing chemicals.

"Yes, welcome." Maya's voice came out steadier than she felt. She'd chosen her outfit carefully that morning—black leggings that hugged every curve, a cropped sports bra that showed the toned valley of her abs, her honey-colored hair pulled into a high ponytail that exposed the delicate lines of her neck and shoulders. "Let me take your coat."

Simone shrugged out of the leather, revealing a body that made Maya's mouth go dry. Beneath, she wore a simple black tank top and grey yoga pants that clung to thighs muscled from years of crouching with heavy cameras. Her arms were lean and defined, decorated with a constellation of small tattoos—a vintage Leica camera on her left forearm, French words Maya couldn't quite read curling along her right bicep, and what looked like coordinates on her wrist.

"I must confess something," Simone said, setting down a battered leather bag. "I have never done yoga. Not once. But I've been watching you teach through the window for weeks now, and I thought... perhaps I should learn."

The admission hung in the air between them. Maya felt heat bloom across her chest, creeping up her neck. She'd caught glimpses of Simone before—pausing outside during evening classes, camera in hand, though she'd never seen her actually take a photograph.

"Then we'll start with the basics." Maya gestured to the mat she'd laid out in the center of the studio floor. "Mountain pose. Just standing, but with intention. Let me show you."

She moved to her own mat, bare feet whispering against the cork surface. The studio was warm—she kept it heated to eighty degrees—and already she could feel sweat beginning to gather at the small of her back. Maya demonstrated the pose, hands at her sides, spine straight, weight distributed evenly. "Your turn."

Simone stepped onto her mat, mimicking the position. But her shoulders hunched forward slightly, her weight shifted too far onto her heels.

"May I?" Maya asked, approaching. "I need to adjust your alignment."

"Please."

The first touch of Simone's skin against her palms sent electricity crackling up Maya's arms. She placed her hands on those broad shoulders, feeling the heat of her through the thin tank top. Beneath her fingers, Simone's muscles were taut, coiled tight with the kind of tension that came from carrying professional equipment and artistic pressure.

"Relax," Maya murmured, moving closer. She could smell Simone's perfume now—something expensive and complex, with notes of tobacco leaf and vanilla. "Yoga isn't about forcing your body into positions. It's about listening to what it needs."

She ran her hands down Simone's spine, feeling the vertebrae beneath her fingertips, the way the photographer's breathing hitched at the contact. Maya's own pulse quickened. This was professional, she told herself. Just instruction. But when her hands reached the small of Simone's back, pressing gently to encourage a slight arch, she felt the other woman lean back into her touch.

"Better?" Maya's lips were close to Simone's ear now.

"Mmm, oui." The sound rumbled through Simone's chest, vibrating against Maya's palms.

They moved through basic poses—downward dog, where Maya guided Simone's hips higher, hands firm on the curve where ass met thigh; child's pose, where she pressed gently on the photographer's lower back, feeling the way her body softened into the stretch; warrior two, where she stood behind Simone and adjusted her stance, fingers splaying across hip bones that jutted beneath expensive yoga pants.

Forty minutes in, sweat glistened on both their bodies. The studio's humidity made Maya's sports bra cling to her breasts, made Simone's tank top transparent in places. They'd barely spoken beyond Maya's quiet instructions, but the air between them thrummed with something electric and dangerous.

"Let's try pigeon pose," Maya said, her voice rougher than usual. "It's intense, but it opens the hips beautifully. Perfect for releasing... tension."

She demonstrated first, bending her right leg beneath her, extending her left leg behind, then folding forward until her forehead touched the mat. The pose pressed her ass high in the air, stretched the muscles of her glutes and thighs in ways that made her hyper-aware of every inch of her body.

When she rose and turned to Simone, the photographer was staring at her with undisguised hunger.

"Your turn," Maya breathed.

Simone lowered herself into position, but her hip flexibility wasn't quite there yet. She couldn't fold forward completely, couldn't relax into the stretch.

"I need to help you," Maya said. It wasn't a question.

She moved behind Simone, straddling the photographer's extended leg. Then, slowly, she lowered her weight onto Simone's back, pressing her down toward the mat. Their bodies aligned—Maya's breasts against Simone's shoulder blades, her hips against the curve of Simone's ass, her thighs bracketing Simone's body.

"Breathe," Maya whispered against the back of Simone's neck. "Just breathe and let gravity do the work."

Simone's breathing came faster now, shallow pants that made her whole body move beneath Maya's. The position pressed them together intimately, undeniably sexual despite the pretense of instruction. Maya could feel Simone's heart hammering, could smell the musk of her sweat mixing with that expensive perfume.

"Maya." Simone's voice was strangled. "I must tell you something."

"Tell me." Maya let her lips brush the shell of Simone's ear.

"I did not come here for yoga."

"I know."

Simone's hands clenched into fists against the mat. "I have been obsessed with you for weeks. Watching you move, watching your body. The way you command this space. The way other students look at you—like they would give anything to have your attention. I wanted that attention. I needed it."

Maya's breath came harder now. Her hips pressed more firmly against Simone's ass, and she felt the photographer push back against her.

"What do you want, Simone?" The question escaped before Maya could stop it. "Right now. What do you want from me?"

The photographer turned her head as much as the pose would allow, those cognac eyes finding Maya's. "Everything," she said simply. "I want to taste every inch of you. I want to worship your body the way I worship light and shadow through my lens. I want to make you come so hard you forget your own name. And Maya?"

"Yes?"

"I especially want my tongue buried so deep in your ass that you can't remember what it's like to not have me there."

The words hit Maya like a physical blow. Heat flooded between her thighs, making her pussy clench around nothing. She'd had lovers before—men and women both—but no one had ever said anything so filthy, so direct, with such casual elegance.

"The door," Maya managed. "Lock the door."

Simone was up in seconds, moving with surprising grace for someone who'd never done yoga. The deadbolt clicked home with a sound that seemed to echo through the empty studio. When she turned back, her tank top was already coming off, revealing small breasts with dusky pink nipples peaked hard in the warm air. She had more tattoos—a camera shutter design over her heart, script Maya couldn't read curving beneath her left breast.

"Come here," Simone commanded, and something in her voice made Maya obey immediately.

They met in the center of the studio, between the mats, and when Simone kissed her it was like being consumed by flame. The photographer's lips were soft but demanding, her tongue sliding past Maya's teeth to explore and conquer. She tasted like coffee and something sweeter—maybe she'd had a pastry on the way over. Her hands tangled in Maya's ponytail, tugging hard enough to make her gasp.

"I have thought about this constantly," Simone murmured against Maya's mouth. "Every photograph I have taken for the past month has been torture, because none of them were of you. None captured the way your ass curves in these pants, the way your muscles shift beneath your skin when you move."

She walked Maya backward until her legs hit the edge of one of the mats. Then she was pushing her down, following her body to the floor. Simone's weight pressed Maya into the cork, and Maya wrapped her legs around the photographer's waist, grinding up against her.

"Fuck," Simone breathed. She kissed down Maya's neck, teeth scraping over her pulse point, tongue soothing the sting. "You taste like salt and honey."

Her hands found Maya's sports bra, peeling it up and over her head. Maya's breasts spilled free—full and heavy, nipples already tight with arousal. Simone stared at them like they were art, then lowered her mouth to one peaked tip.

"Ahhhh, fuck—" Maya's back arched off the mat. Simone's tongue was wicked, circling and flicking before she drew the nipple fully into her mouth and sucked hard. The sensation shot straight to Maya's clit, making her grind harder against Simone's stomach.

The photographer switched to the other breast, lavishing it with the same attention while her hands mapped the landscape of Maya's body—tracing the definition of her abs, the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips. When she hooked her fingers into the waistband of Maya's leggings, she paused.

"May I?"

"Please." Maya lifted her hips, desperate now.

Simone peeled the leggings down slowly, revealing inch after inch of tanned skin. Maya wore nothing underneath—she never did during her own practice—and when the fabric finally cleared her feet, she lay completely bare beneath Simone's hungry gaze.

"Mon Dieu," Simone whispered. Her hands traced up Maya's inner thighs, spreading them wider. "You are a masterpiece."

Maya's pussy was already slick, lips swollen and flushed dark pink. She'd kept herself waxed smooth, and in the studio's warm lighting, her arousal glistened unmistakably. But Simone didn't touch her there—not yet. Instead, she pressed kisses to Maya's hip bones, her lower belly, the sensitive skin of her inner thighs.

"Please," Maya heard herself beg. "Simone, please—"

"Patience, chérie." The photographer's breath ghosted over Maya's aching cunt, making her hips buck. "I want to savor this. Every moment. Every taste."

She continued her torturous path—kissing down one thigh to the knee, then back up the other, always skirting around where Maya needed her most. Her hands gripped Maya's ass, fingers digging into the firm muscle, kneading and spreading.

"Roll over," Simone commanded suddenly. "On your hands and knees."

Maya obeyed, her body moving before her brain could process the instruction. She positioned herself in tabletop pose—one she'd done a thousand times in class, but never like this. Never naked and desperate, with a beautiful woman kneeling behind her.

Simone's hands returned to Maya's ass, and this time there was no pretense of yoga adjustment. She groped and squeezed, fingers spreading Maya's cheeks, exposing everything. Cool air hit Maya's most intimate places, making her gasp.

"Perfect," Simone murmured. "Absolutely perfect. Drop your chest to the mat. Yes, like that. Arch your back more. Present yourself to me, Maya."

The position pushed Maya's ass even higher, made her feel vulnerable and exposed and so fucking aroused she thought she might die from it. She could feel Simone staring at her, and the knowledge made her pussy clench, made a fresh wave of wetness drip down her inner thigh.

"I have never seen anything more beautiful," Simone said, and Maya could hear the thickness in her voice—pure lust barely contained. "Your pussy is gorgeous, yes, but this—" Her thumb brushed over Maya's asshole, making her whole body jerk. "This is what I have been dreaming about. This tight little hole that I am going to worship with my tongue until you scream."

"Yes," Maya whimpered. "Please, yes—"

Simone spread her cheeks wider, and then Maya felt it—the first wet swipe of tongue against her asshole. The sensation was electric, taboo, so intense that Maya cried out and nearly collapsed forward.

"Stay still," Simone ordered, her voice muffled against Maya's ass. "Let me taste you properly."

She licked again, this time slower, more deliberate. Her tongue traced circles around the tight ring of muscle, teasing and exploring. Maya had been rimmed before, but never like this—never with such focused intensity, such obvious hunger. Simone ate her ass like it was the most delicious thing she'd ever tasted, making obscene wet sounds that echoed through the empty studio.

"Mmmmph," Simone moaned against her, and the vibration made Maya's toes curl. The photographer's hands kept her spread wide, exposing her completely while that wicked tongue worked her over. Simone would circle her rim, then flatten her tongue and lick from Maya's dripping pussy all the way up to her tailbone, gathering her wetness and using it as lubricant to make the next pass even slicker.

"Fuck, fuck, oh god—" Maya couldn't form coherent thoughts anymore. Her arms trembled with the effort of holding herself up. Pleasure radiated from her ass through her entire body, concentrating in her clit until she thought she might come just from this.

Simone's tongue pressed more firmly now, pushing slightly inside. The pressure made Maya's asshole flutter and clench, resisting and inviting in equal measure. The photographer growled—actually growled—and doubled her efforts, pointing her tongue and pressing harder, working it past the initial resistance.

"Ah! Ah! Sim—Simone—" Maya's voice broke on a sob of pleasure. She could feel it now—Simone's tongue inside her ass, maybe half an inch, maybe more, pushing and wriggling and fucking her with short, shallow thrusts that made her vision blur.

The photographer pulled back briefly, but only to spit directly onto Maya's asshole—a filthy, degrading gesture that somehow made Maya even wetter. Then Simone dove back in with renewed fervor, her tongue plunging deeper this time, aided by her saliva.

"Shlllrrrp—mmmph—" The sounds Simone made were pornographic, wet and hungry. Her face was buried so deep in Maya's ass that her nose pressed against her pussy, and every time she breathed in, Maya felt it—hot air rushing over her swollen lips.

One of Simone's hands released Maya's cheek and snaked around to find her clit. The first touch made Maya scream, her whole body convulsing. The photographer rubbed tight circles over the engorged nub while her tongue continued its assault on Maya's ass, creating a dual stimulation that pushed Maya rapidly toward the edge.

"I'm gonna—oh fuck, I'm gonna come—" Maya gasped out the warning, her thighs quaking.

Simone responded by pushing her tongue even deeper, filling Maya's ass as much as she could while her fingers worked frantic patterns on her clit. The combination was devastating. Maya's orgasm built and built and built—

Then broke over her like a wave.

"FUCK!" Maya screamed loud enough that anyone passing by the studio would definitely hear. Her asshole clenched rhythmically around Simone's tongue, her pussy gushed wetness that Simone caught with her palm, her entire body seized with the force of her climax. It seemed to last forever, rolling through her in waves that left her gasping and shaking.

Simone worked her through it, only gradually slowing her tongue's movements as Maya came down from the peak. When she finally pulled back, Maya collapsed forward onto the mat, boneless and spent.

"Holy shit," Maya panted. "That was... you are..."

She felt Simone move beside her, then strong arms were pulling her close. The photographer's face was flushed, her lips swollen and shining with Maya's arousal. She looked utterly debauched and impossibly pleased with herself.

"That was perfection," Simone said, kissing Maya's temple. "But chérie? We have only just begun."


Chapter 2: First Lesson

Maya's heart still hammered against her ribs as she lay tangled with Simone on the yoga mat, their skin slick with sweat in the studio's humid warmth. The photographer's fingers traced lazy patterns across Maya's hip, occasionally dipping lower to brush the curve of her ass—a possessive touch that made Maya's breath catch all over again.

"You taste even better than I imagined," Simone murmured against Maya's neck, her French accent thicker now, roughened by arousal. "And I have spent many, many hours imagining."

Maya turned in her arms, wanting to see those cognac eyes up close. Simone's face was still flushed, her lips swollen and glistening with evidence of what she'd just done. The sight made heat pool low in Maya's belly despite having just come harder than she had in months.

"My turn," Maya said, surprised by the huskiness of her own voice.

Simone's eyes darkened. "Oh?"

"You think you're the only one who's been watching?" Maya sat up, pushing Simone onto her back. The photographer went willingly, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "I've seen you outside this studio for weeks. Noticed the way you'd pause during evening classes, camera in hand but never actually taking pictures. Just... watching me."

She straddled Simone's hips, feeling the heat of the other woman's body through those grey yoga pants. Simone's hands immediately went to Maya's thighs, gripping hard enough to leave marks.

"Every time I bent over," Maya continued, rolling her hips slowly, "every time I adjusted a student's pose, every time I stretched in front of these windows—I wondered if you were out there. Wondered what you were thinking. What you wanted to do to me."

"Maya—" Simone's voice was strained.

"But you know what I thought about?" Maya leaned down, her breasts brushing against Simone's as she brought her lips to the photographer's ear. "I thought about getting you alone in here. Stripping you naked. Learning every inch of your body with my hands, my mouth, my tongue."

She punctuated the last word with a bite to Simone's earlobe, hard enough to make the woman gasp and buck beneath her.

"And there was one thing in particular I couldn't stop imagining," Maya whispered. "The way your ass would look in these tight pants. The way it would feel under my hands. The way it would taste when I finally got my mouth on it."

Simone's fingers dug harder into Maya's thighs. "Merde," she breathed. "You are going to kill me."

"No." Maya sat up, reaching for the waistband of Simone's yoga pants. "But I am going to make you come so hard you see stars. And I'm going to do it with my tongue buried in your ass, just like you did to me."

She peeled the pants down slowly, revealing long legs corded with lean muscle. Simone wore simple black boy shorts underneath—cotton, not lace, somehow sexier for their practicality. When Maya hooked her fingers into the waistband, Simone lifted her hips without being asked.

The photographer was breathtaking naked. Her body was all elegant lines and subtle curves—small breasts with those dusky nipples Maya wanted to bite, a flat stomach marked with the faint definition of abs, hip bones that jutted sharply, and an ass that made Maya's mouth literally water. It was high and firm, the kind of ass that came from years of physical work rather than hours in a gym. The cheeks were perfectly rounded, muscled but soft, and between them—

Maya forced herself to look away before she lost all control and just dove in immediately. She wanted to savor this. Wanted to make Simone as desperate as she'd been.

"On your stomach," Maya commanded, channeling every bit of the authority she used when teaching difficult poses. "Arms above your head. Don't move unless I tell you to."

Simone obeyed, stretching out on the mat like a cat. The position made her back arch slightly, pushing her ass up in invitation. Maya knelt beside her, taking a moment to just look. Simone's skin was pale cream marked with freckles across her shoulders, and when Maya traced one finger down her spine, she felt the photographer shiver.

"Beautiful," Maya murmured. She let her hands roam, mapping the topography of Simone's back—the sharp angles of shoulder blades, the dimples at the base of her spine, the way her waist tapered before flaring into those gorgeous hips. Every touch made Simone's breathing quicken, made her press harder into the mat.

When Maya's hands finally reached Simone's ass, she took her time. She cupped both cheeks, testing their weight, kneading the firm flesh until Simone was squirming beneath her. The photographer's thighs fell open slightly, and Maya caught a glimpse of slick arousal coating her inner thighs.

"Already so wet," Maya observed, letting one finger trail through that wetness without actually touching where Simone needed her. "Just from eating my ass? Or from thinking about me returning the favor?"

"Both," Simone gasped. "Maya, please—"

"Please what?"

"Touch me. Taste me. Anything. I am going insane."

Maya smiled and spread Simone's cheeks, exposing her completely. The photographer's pussy was flushed dark pink, lips swollen and glistening, and above it, her asshole was a tight ring of darker skin that clenched under Maya's gaze.

"Fucking perfect," Maya breathed. She lowered her face, inhaling deeply. Simone smelled like musk and arousal and something uniquely her—that expensive perfume mixed with sweat and desire. The scent made Maya's mouth flood with saliva.

She started slow, pressing kisses to the curve where Simone's ass met her thighs, then to the fullest part of each cheek. Simone's hands clenched into fists above her head, her whole body tense with anticipation. When Maya finally dragged her tongue up Simone's crack—one long, slow lick from pussy to tailbone—the photographer made a sound somewhere between a moan and a sob.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, Maya—"

Maya did it again, this time letting her tongue linger at Simone's asshole, circling but not pressing in. The muscle fluttered beneath her touch, and she felt Simone's entire body shudder. She tasted clean and slightly salty, and Maya found herself moaning against her.

"More," Simone begged. "Please, I need more—"

Maya spread her wider, using her thumbs to pull Simone's cheeks apart until her asshole was completely exposed and vulnerable. The sight made her clit throb. She could see everything—the way the tight ring of muscle clenched and relaxed, the way Simone's pussy dripped steadily onto the mat, the way her whole body trembled with need.

"You have the most beautiful ass I've ever seen," Maya said, then sealed her mouth over Simone's hole and sucked.

"FUCK!" Simone's hips jerked, but Maya held her down, keeping her mouth locked in place. She sucked and licked, working her tongue in circles around the rim before finally pushing inside.

The resistance was incredible—Simone was so tight that Maya had to work for every millimeter. But the photographer was so aroused that her body gradually yielded, allowing Maya's tongue to penetrate her ass inch by delicious inch.

"Ahhhh, ahhhh, yesssss—" Simone's voice broke into incoherent sounds of pleasure. Her hands clutched at the edges of the mat, seeking purchase while Maya's tongue fucked her steadily.

Maya pulled back to spit directly onto Simone's hole, watching it clench and flutter, then dove back in. This time she went deeper, pushing her tongue as far as it would go while her nose pressed against Simone's taint. The photographer tasted incredible—clean and slightly bitter and so fucking intimate that Maya felt drunk on it.

"Shlllrrp—mmph—" Maya made obscene wet sounds as she ate Simone's ass, not caring how she looked or sounded, only caring about giving this woman as much pleasure as possible. She varied her technique—sometimes pointing her tongue and fucking Simone with rapid shallow thrusts, sometimes flattening it and licking long, slow stripes, sometimes sealing her lips around the rim and sucking until Simone screamed.

"Maya, Maya, oh god, I'm going to—I can't—" Simone babbled, her accent so thick Maya could barely understand the words. "Please, I need—my pussy—please—"

Maya kept her tongue buried in Simone's ass but reached beneath her, finding the photographer's clit swollen and throbbing. The instant she touched it, Simone convulsed.

"YES! Oh fuck, yes, don't stop, please don't stop—"

Maya rubbed tight circles on Simone's clit while continuing to tongue-fuck her ass, and within seconds she felt the photographer's whole body go rigid. Simone's asshole clamped down hard on Maya's tongue, pulsing rhythmically as her orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy gushed so much wetness that it coated Maya's hand, dripped onto the mat in an obscene puddle.

"AHHHHH FUCK!" Simone's scream echoed through the studio, loud enough that Maya distantly worried about the neighboring businesses. But she didn't stop—she worked Simone through the orgasm, only gradually slowing her movements as the photographer's body went limp.

When Maya finally pulled back, gasping for air, her face was soaked. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, staring at Simone's trembling form with satisfaction. The photographer's asshole was red and swollen from the attention, twitching visibly in the aftermath.

"Holy shit," Simone panted into the mat. "That was... I have never... merde."

Maya crawled up beside her, rolling Simone onto her side so they faced each other. The photographer's eyes were glazed, unfocused, and when Maya kissed her she could taste herself on Simone's lips mixing with Simone's taste on her own tongue.

"Good?" Maya asked with a smirk.

"Good?" Simone laughed, the sound breathless and disbelieving. "Maya, I literally saw the universe. I think I left my body. That was..." She trailed off, shaking her head.

They lay there for several minutes, catching their breath, letting their racing hearts slow. The studio felt like their own private world—humid and warm, smelling of sex and sweat, lit by the grey February light filtering through rain-streaked windows.

Eventually, Simone propped herself up on one elbow, studying Maya's face with an intensity that made her blush.

"What?" Maya asked.

"I am trying to figure out how to ask something without sounding completely insane."

"After what we just did, I don't think anything you ask could sound insane."

Simone traced one finger along Maya's collarbone, down between her breasts, across her stomach. "I want more of this. Not just today. I want... access to you. I want to explore every fantasy I have had about your body. I want to learn what makes you scream, what makes you beg, what makes you come so hard you forget your own name."

Maya's breath hitched. "That sounds like you're asking me to be more than a one-time hookup."

"Yes." Simone's eyes held hers, serious despite their post-orgasmic haze. "I am asking if you will be mine. Exclusively. At least while I am in Reno for my exhibition. And after that..." She shrugged. "We will see what happens. But Maya, I have not felt this level of desire for anyone in years. Maybe ever. I do not want to walk away from this."

Maya should have been scared. Should have protested that they barely knew each other, that this was moving too fast, that she didn't do intense relationships. But looking into Simone's eyes, tasting her still on her lips, feeling the warmth of her body pressed close—she found she didn't want to walk away either.

"Okay," Maya heard herself say. "Yes. I'll be yours."

Simone's smile was blinding. She kissed Maya deeply, possessively, her hand tangling in Maya's hair. When they finally broke apart, both were breathing hard again.

"Good," Simone murmured. "Because I have so many ideas of what I want to do to you. What I want to watch you do to me. And chérie?"

"Yes?"

"We are going to need much more privacy than this studio provides."

Maya laughed, feeling lighter than she had in months. "My apartment is ten minutes away."

"Perfect." Simone sat up, reaching for her scattered clothes. "But we should probably make ourselves presentable first. I do not think your other students would appreciate finding us like this."

They dressed quickly, stealing kisses between pulling on sports bras and leggings. Maya caught sight of their reflection in the studio's mirrors—both flushed and disheveled, hair wild, lips swollen. They looked thoroughly fucked, and anyone who saw them would know exactly what they'd been doing.

"I should cancel my evening classes," Maya said, checking her phone. It was barely past one—she had four more classes scheduled before close.

"Yes," Simone agreed immediately. "Cancel everything. We have much more important things to do."

Maya sent quick messages to her students, citing a sudden illness. It wasn't entirely untrue—she felt feverish with desire, sick with need for this woman she'd just met. Within minutes, her schedule was clear.

They gathered their belongings, and Maya locked up the studio. The rain had intensified, February wind whipping it sideways across the street. Simone pulled her leather jacket tight, but Maya saw her shiver.

"My car's just there," Maya pointed to her beat-up Honda across the street. "Come on."

They ran through the rain, laughing like teenagers, and tumbled into the car soaked and breathless. Maya started the engine, cranking the heat, and Simone immediately leaned across the console to kiss her.

"Ten minutes?" Simone asked against her lips.

"If I speed, eight."

"Then speed, chérie. Because I am already thinking about all the things I want to do to your ass in a proper bed."

Maya's pussy clenched at the words. She pulled into traffic, maybe driving a bit faster than strictly legal, while Simone's hand found her thigh and began a slow, torturous climb toward the apex.

"You are trying to kill us both," Maya gasped when those fingers brushed over her center through her leggings.

"No," Simone corrected, pressing harder. "I am just making sure you are properly motivated to get us there quickly."

They made it in seven minutes.


Chapter 3: Midnight Confession

Maya's apartment was a converted loft above a vintage bookstore in downtown Reno, all exposed brick and tall windows that normally flooded the space with light. Today, grey rain obscured the view, creating a cocoon of privacy. She'd barely gotten the door unlocked before Simone was on her, pressing her against the wall, kissing her with bruising intensity.

"Bedroom," Maya gasped between kisses. "Down the hall—"

"No." Simone's hands were already working Maya's leggings down her hips. "Here. Now. I cannot wait another second."

She dropped to her knees right there in the entryway, pulling Maya's leggings and shoes off in one smooth motion. Maya braced herself against the brick wall, already trembling, as Simone spread her thighs apart.

"I have been thinking about this pussy the entire drive," Simone murmured, her breath hot against Maya's inner thigh. "The way it tastes. The way it clenches. The way it drips when I eat your ass."

She dragged her tongue through Maya's folds—one long, slow lick that made Maya's knees buckle. Simone caught her hips, holding her steady, then sealed her mouth over Maya's clit and sucked hard.

"Oh fuck!" Maya's head slammed back against the brick. Simone's tongue was relentless, circling and flicking her clit with practiced precision. But just when Maya felt her orgasm building, Simone pulled back.

"Not yet," the photographer said, her lips shining with Maya's arousal. "Turn around. Hands on the wall. Show me that beautiful ass."

Maya obeyed on shaking legs, presenting herself. She heard Simone make a satisfied sound behind her, then felt strong hands spreading her cheeks apart. Cool air hit her exposed holes, making her shiver.

"I love how pink you get here," Simone said, one finger tracing around Maya's asshole. "How your body responds to me. Watch—" She pressed her thumb against the tight ring of muscle, not penetrating, just applying steady pressure. Maya's hole fluttered and clenched, trying to draw her in. "See? Your ass wants my tongue again already."

"Yes," Maya whimpered. "Please, Simone, please—"

The photographer leaned in and licked a broad stripe from Maya's clit all the way up to her tailbone, gathering wetness. Then she focused on Maya's asshole, circling it with the tip of her tongue before pushing inside.

"Mmmmph—" The sound Maya made was barely human. Standing like this, she felt even more exposed, more vulnerable. Simone's tongue worked deeper with each thrust, fucking her ass while one hand reached around to rub her clit.

"You taste so fucking good," Simone growled against her. "I could eat this ass for hours. Days. I want to wake up every morning with my face buried between these cheeks."

The filthy words combined with the dual stimulation pushed Maya rapidly toward climax. Her thighs shook, her pussy clenched around nothing, and when Simone pinched her clit at the same moment she thrust her tongue as deep as it would go, Maya came with a scream that probably echoed through the entire building.

"FUCK! Simone! Oh god, oh god—"

Her asshole spasmed around Simone's tongue, milking it rhythmically while her pussy gushed wetness down her thighs. The orgasm seemed to last forever, rolling through her in waves that left her gasping and barely able to stand.

Simone caught her before she collapsed, turning her around and kissing her deeply. Maya could taste herself on the photographer's tongue—that intimate, slightly bitter flavor that made her clit throb all over again.

"Bedroom," Simone commanded, and this time Maya led the way on unsteady legs.

Her bedroom was simple—a queen bed with white sheets, a dresser, floor-to-ceiling windows that currently streamed with rain. Simone took it all in, then stripped off her own clothes with efficient movements. Within seconds she stood gloriously naked, water droplets still clinging to her skin from their run through the rain.

"You have toys," Simone said. It wasn't a question.

Maya's cheeks heated. "In the nightstand."

Simone opened the drawer, examining the contents with the same artistic focus she probably applied to her photography. Maya's collection was modest but well-curated—a few different vibrators, a small plug, lube, a strap-on harness with several dildo attachments.

"This," Simone selected the plug, holding it up. It was small, glass, with a heart-shaped crystal at the base. "I want to see this in your ass while I eat your pussy. Will you let me?"

Maya's breath caught. "Yes. God, yes."

"Good girl." Simone retrieved the lube as well, then guided Maya to the bed. "On your back. Legs up."

Maya positioned herself, knees pulled toward her chest, completely exposed. Simone knelt between her legs, and Maya watched her warm the lube between her palms before applying it generously to the plug and Maya's asshole.

"Relax," Simone murmured. She pressed the tip of the plug against Maya's entrance, applying steady pressure. The glass was cool and unyielding, so different from a tongue. Maya breathed deeply, forcing her body to accept the intrusion.

"That's it," Simone encouraged as the plug slipped past the initial resistance. "Taking it so well. Almost there—"

The widest part stretched Maya impossibly, made her gasp and squirm. But then it was in, her asshole closing around the narrow neck, the crystal heart nestled between her cheeks. The fullness was intense, made her pussy clench with need.

"Perfect," Simone breathed. She ran her hands up Maya's thighs, spreading them wider. "Now I'm going to make you come with my mouth while you're plugged. And you're going to feel every contraction around that glass. Every pulse. Every clench."

She lowered her face to Maya's pussy and got to work. Her tongue was everywhere—lapping at Maya's entrance, fucking inside her, dragging up to circle her clit. Maya writhed beneath the attention, hyper-aware of the plug in her ass, the way it amplified every sensation.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck—" Her hands fisted in Simone's hair, holding her in place. The photographer sealed her lips around Maya's clit and sucked while simultaneously pushing two fingers deep into her pussy.

The dual penetration—plug in her ass, fingers in her cunt—was overwhelming. Maya's second orgasm built faster than the first, her body already sensitized and desperate. When Simone curled her fingers forward, hitting that perfect spot, Maya came apart completely.

"SIMONE!" Her scream was hoarse. Her pussy clamped down on Simone's fingers while her ass spasmed around the plug, and the combination of sensations was so intense she saw actual stars. Wetness gushed from her pussy, soaking Simone's hand and chin, dripping down onto the sheets.

"Good girl," Simone purred, working her through the aftershocks. "Such a good girl for me. Did you feel how hard your ass squeezed that plug? How your whole body trembled?"

Maya could only whimper in response. Simone slowly withdrew her fingers, then—to Maya's shock—brought them to her own mouth and sucked them clean.

"Delicious," she declared, her eyes dark with lust. "But now it's my turn. And Maya? I have a very specific request."

"Anything," Maya breathed.

Simone's smile was wicked. She moved to lie on her back, head at the foot of the bed. "I want you to sit on my face. Put your pussy right on my mouth so I can eat you while you eat my ass. Can you do that for me?"

Maya's spent pussy clenched at the suggestion. She'd never done sixty-nine in quite that configuration, but the mental image made her mouth water. "Yes."

She straddled Simone's face carefully, mindful of the plug still lodged in her ass. The photographer immediately pulled her down, eliminating any distance, and Maya felt that talented tongue slide through her folds. At the same time, she found herself staring directly at Simone's pussy and ass, both glistening with arousal.

Maya lowered her mouth to Simone's cunt first, licking through her folds and savoring her taste. The photographer was soaked, her arousal coating her inner thighs, and Maya lapped it up eagerly. She sucked Simone's clit between her lips while reaching beneath to spread her cheeks, exposing her asshole.

"Yes," Simone moaned against Maya's pussy. "Eat my ass, chérie. Please—"

Maya sealed her mouth over Simone's hole and pushed her tongue inside. The position was perfect—she could tongue-fuck Simone's ass deeply while Simone ate her pussy, both of them working each other toward simultaneous orgasms. The plug in Maya's own ass added an extra edge, making her feel deliciously full and dirty.

"Mmmmph—shlllrrp—" The wet sounds of them eating each other filled the bedroom, punctuated by increasingly desperate moans. Maya pushed her tongue as deep into Simone's ass as she could, feeling the tight muscle pulse around her. Meanwhile, Simone's tongue worked magic on her clit, circling and flicking with perfect pressure.

Maya pulled back briefly to spit on Simone's asshole, then dove back in with renewed vigor. She alternated between tongue-fucking her and sucking on the rim, occasionally dropping lower to lick through Simone's pussy before returning to her main focus.

"Fuck, Maya, I'm going to—" Simone's words were muffled against Maya's cunt. Her thighs began to shake, her asshole clenching rhythmically around Maya's invading tongue.

Maya doubled her efforts, pushing her tongue as deep as possible while reaching around to rub Simone's clit. The photographer's whole body went rigid, then she was screaming into Maya's pussy, the vibrations sending Maya over the edge as well.

They came together, bodies locked in mutual pleasure. Maya felt Simone's asshole spasm wildly around her tongue while her own pussy gushed onto Simone's face. The plug in her ass pulsed with each contraction, amplifying the sensations until Maya thought she might actually pass out from the intensity.

When they finally collapsed apart, both were gasping, covered in each other's arousal, trembling with aftershocks. Maya carefully removed the plug from her ass—the sensation of it sliding free made her whimper—then crawled up the bed to collapse beside Simone.

"Holy shit," Maya panted. "That was—"

"Incredible," Simone finished. She pulled Maya close, kissing her deeply. They could taste themselves on each other's tongues, an intimate exchange that made Maya's heart clench.

They lay there for long minutes, catching their breath, listening to rain drum against the windows. Eventually, Simone's fingers began tracing patterns on Maya's hip again, dipping lower to tease the curve of her ass.

"I have a confession," Simone said quietly.

"What?"

"I have wanted to do this—all of this—since the first time I saw you teaching a class. You were demonstrating upward dog, and your ass in those leggings..." She shook her head. "I became obsessed. I started finding excuses to walk past your studio. Taking different routes to my own studio just to catch glimpses of you."

Maya turned to look at her. "Stalker," she teased.

"Perhaps a little." Simone didn't look remotely apologetic. "But I never approached you because I was afraid. Afraid you would not be interested in women. Afraid you would think I was insane. Afraid that the reality could not possibly live up to my fantasies."

"And?" Maya prompted.

"And I was wrong. The reality is so much better than any fantasy." Simone cupped Maya's face, her thumb brushing over her kiss-swollen lips. "You are better than I ever imagined."

Something warm bloomed in Maya's chest. "I feel the same way. About you."

They kissed again, slower this time, tender rather than desperate. But even in the gentleness, Maya could feel the hunger still simmering between them. They weren't done—not by a long shot.

"Stay tonight," Maya whispered against Simone's lips. "Stay as long as you want."

"I have no intention of leaving," Simone replied. "In fact, I think we should order food and spend the rest of the evening exploring exactly how many times I can make you come with my tongue in your ass."

Maya's pussy clenched at the suggestion. "What about you? Don't you want—"

"Oh, I want many things." Simone's hand slid between Maya's legs, fingers finding her still-sensitive clit. "I want to strap on one of those toys and fuck you while eating your ass. I want to watch you touch yourself while I prepare your ass with my fingers. I want to see how much you can take, how desperate I can make you."

Her fingers circled Maya's clit with maddening lightness. "But mostly? I want to worship your body the way it deserves. Spend hours learning every response, every sound, every way to make you scream my name."

"Fuck," Maya breathed. Her hips rolled, seeking more pressure. "How are you making me want you again already?"

"Because we are perfect together," Simone said simply. She increased the pressure on Maya's clit, her other hand sliding down to tease her entrance. "Our bodies, our desires—they fit. And I intend to prove it to you over and over until you believe it as deeply as I do."

She pushed two fingers inside Maya's pussy, making her gasp. "Now, shall we see how many times I can make you come before we order dinner? I am thinking at least three more. And Maya?"

"Yes?"

"Each one will be with my tongue in your ass. Because I cannot get enough of eating you there. The taste, the tightness, the way you scream when you come with my tongue inside you—it is perfect."

Maya moaned, already grinding down on Simone's fingers. "You're going to ruin me for anyone else."

"Good," Simone growled. "That is exactly the plan."


Chapter 4: Complete Surrender

The rain continued its steady percussion against Maya's bedroom windows as evening descended over Reno. They'd ordered Thai food around six—pad see ew and drunken noodles that they ate naked in bed, feeding each other between kisses. Now, three hours later, the containers sat abandoned on the nightstand while Simone slowly drove Maya out of her mind.

The photographer had positioned Maya on her hands and knees at the edge of the bed, ass high in the air, and had been eating her out for what felt like an eternity. But Simone wouldn't let her come. Every time Maya got close, the photographer would pull back, leaving her gasping and desperate.

"Please," Maya whimpered for what must have been the twentieth time. "Simone, please, I need—"

"What do you need, chérie?" Simone's voice was maddening—calm, collected, while Maya was falling apart. "Use your words."

"I need to come. Please let me come."

"How?"

Maya knew what she wanted. What she needed. "Your tongue. In my ass. Please fuck my ass with your tongue and let me come."

"Since you asked so nicely." Simone spread Maya's cheeks wide, exposing her completely. Maya's asshole was already slick from earlier attention, red and swollen, twitching visibly with need. "But first, I think we should prepare you properly."

She retrieved the lube from where it had fallen onto the floor, warming it between her palms. Then Maya felt her finger—just one—press against her asshole. The intrusion was slow, deliberate, Simone working her finger past the initial resistance with patient circles.

"Relax," Simone murmured. "Let me in. That's it, good girl."

The finger pushed deeper, and Maya felt herself stretch around it. The sensation was intense—more substantial than a tongue but not quite as filling as the plug had been. Simone began to fuck her slowly with that single digit, pulling almost all the way out before pushing back in.

"You take it so beautifully," Simone praised. "Your ass grips my finger like it never wants to let go. Shall we try two?"

"Yes," Maya gasped. "Please, yes."

Simone withdrew, added more lube, then pressed two fingers against Maya's entrance. The stretch was significantly more intense, made Maya's breath hitch and her hands clutch the sheets. But Simone was patient, working them in gradually, letting Maya's body adjust to the intrusion.

"Breathe," Simone coached. "Push out against me. Yes, just like that—"

Both fingers slipped inside, and Maya moaned at the fullness. Simone held still for a moment, letting her adjust, then began a slow pumping rhythm. In and out, gradually increasing speed, occasionally scissoring her fingers to stretch Maya even wider.

"Fuck, fuck, oh god—" Maya's arms trembled with the effort of holding herself up. Her pussy was soaked, dripping steadily onto the sheets, her clit so swollen and sensitive that even the air felt like too much stimulation.

"You're doing so well," Simone praised. "Taking my fingers so deep in your ass. I can feel you clenching around me, trying to pull me deeper. Do you want more?"

"Yes! Please, more!"

Simone added more lube, then pressed three fingers against Maya's stretched hole. This was the most Maya had ever taken, and the burn was intense as Simone worked them inside. She went slowly, letting Maya's body accommodate the intrusion inch by inch.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, it's so much—" Maya wasn't sure if she was complaining or praising. The sensation bordered on too much, but in the best possible way. She felt impossibly full, stretched wide, completely at Simone's mercy.

"You can take it," Simone assured her. "Your beautiful ass was made to be filled. Look how well you're taking three of my fingers. So tight and hot around me."

She began to fuck Maya with those three fingers, establishing a steady rhythm. Maya's whole body shook with each thrust, her asshole gripping and releasing, adjusting to the width. And then Simone lowered her face and sealed her mouth around Maya's rim, tongue lapping at where her fingers disappeared inside.

"FUCK!" Maya screamed. The dual sensation—fingers pumping inside while Simone's tongue worked around them—was overwhelming. Her pussy clenched desperately, aching to be filled, while her ass stretched wider than ever before.

Simone pulled her fingers out slowly, then replaced them with her tongue, pushing it as deep as possible into Maya's well-stretched hole. The difference was incredible—where fingers had been firm and demanding, tongue was soft and flexible, able to reach places fingers couldn't.

"Mmmmph—shlllrrp—ahhhh—" Simone made obscene sounds as she ate Maya's ass, her hands keeping her spread impossibly wide. She tongue-fucked her with rapid shallow thrusts, then would slow down and lick long, sensuous stripes from Maya's dripping pussy up to her tailbone.

"I'm going to come," Maya gasped out. "Simone, I can't hold it—"

"Then don't." Simone reached beneath Maya's body, finding her clit with slick fingers. "Come for me. Come with my tongue buried in your ass. Let me feel you fall apart."

She rubbed tight circles on Maya's clit while simultaneously pushing her tongue as deep as it would go, and Maya's orgasm hit like a freight train. Her whole body convulsed, asshole clamping down on Simone's tongue so hard the photographer groaned against her. Maya screamed herself hoarse, tears streaming down her face from the intensity, her pussy gushing so much wetness it formed a puddle on the sheets beneath them.

"That's it, that's it," Simone encouraged, working her through the waves. "Such a good girl. Coming so hard for me. Feel how your ass is milking my tongue? How desperate your body is?"

When the orgasm finally subsided, Maya collapsed forward onto the bed, unable to hold herself up any longer. Simone crawled up beside her, gathering her into her arms, pressing soft kisses to her sweat-damp skin.

"You are magnificent," Simone whispered. "The way you come, the sounds you make, how your body responds to me—it is art."

Maya could only whimper in response, her vocal cords strained from screaming. She felt wrung out, used in the best possible way, more satisfied than she could ever remember being.

They lay quietly for several minutes, Maya slowly returning to her body, becoming aware of sensations beyond the overwhelming pleasure—the softness of the sheets, the warmth of Simone's body, the continued drumming of rain against the windows.

"Your turn," Maya finally managed, her voice hoarse.

"Maya, you can barely move—"

"I don't care." Maya pushed herself up on trembling arms. "You've been taking care of me all evening. Let me return the favor."

Simone's eyes darkened. "And what exactly did you have in mind?"

Maya reached for the nightstand drawer, pulling out the strap-on harness and selecting a medium-sized dildo—realistic in shape, dark purple silicone. "I want to fuck you. Your pussy and your ass. I want to make you come so hard you see stars."

"Mon Dieu," Simone breathed. "Yes. Please, yes."

Maya stood on shaking legs, fastening the harness around her hips. The dildo jutted out obscenely, and when she caught sight of herself in the mirror across the room—naked except for the strap-on, her body flushed and marked with evidence of Simone's attention—she felt a surge of power.

"On your back," Maya commanded. "Legs up. Show me everything."

Simone obeyed immediately, arranging herself at the center of the bed with her knees pulled toward her chest. The position exposed her completely—pussy swollen and glistening, asshole clenching with anticipation. Maya knelt between her legs, taking a moment to just appreciate the view.

"You are so fucking beautiful," Maya said, trailing her fingers through Simone's wetness. The photographer was soaked, arousal coating her inner thighs, and when Maya pushed two fingers inside her pussy, she went in easily.

"Ahhhh—" Simone's back arched off the bed. "More. Please, I need more."

Maya added a third finger, fucking her steadily while her thumb found Simone's clit. The photographer's hips bucked, grinding down on Maya's hand, seeking more friction. Her pussy gripped Maya's fingers tightly, muscles fluttering with each thrust.

"So wet for me," Maya observed. "So desperate. Have you been like this all evening? Aching and empty while you made me come over and over?"

"Yes," Simone gasped. "Could not stop thinking about your cock inside me. About you fucking me hard and deep—"

Maya withdrew her fingers, positioning the dildo at Simone's entrance. "Like this?"

She pushed inside in one smooth thrust, burying the toy to the hilt. Simone's scream was guttural, her hands clutching at the sheets as Maya's hips met her ass.

"Fuck! Yes! Just like that!"

Maya established a rhythm—hard, deep thrusts that made the bed frame creak and Simone's breasts bounce with each impact. The base of the dildo pressed against Maya's clit with every thrust, sending pleasure sparking through her own still-sensitive body.

"You feel so good," Maya panted. "So tight around my cock. Taking it so well."

She fucked Simone harder, changing angles until she found the spot that made the photographer's eyes roll back. Simone's legs wrapped around Maya's waist, pulling her deeper, and Maya leaned down to capture one of those small breasts in her mouth.

"Maya, Maya, oh god—" Simone's fingers tangled in Maya's hair, holding her against her breast while Maya sucked and bit at the sensitive nipple. The combination of sensations—cock pounding into her pussy, mouth on her breast, Maya's weight pressing her into the mattress—pushed Simone rapidly toward climax.

"Going to come," Simone warned. "Don't stop, please don't stop—"

Maya thrust harder, faster, the wet sounds of the dildo pumping in and out of Simone's pussy filling the room. She could feel Simone's body tightening, coiling like a spring about to release—

"NOW! Oh fuck, I'm coming—" Simone's whole body went rigid, then she was convulsing beneath Maya. Her pussy clamped down on the dildo so hard Maya could barely move, her thighs shaking violently, wetness gushing around the toy.

Maya worked her through it, gradually slowing her thrusts until Simone's body went limp. She carefully withdrew the dildo, watching Simone's pussy clench around nothing, gaping slightly from the thorough fucking.

"Beautiful," Maya murmured. But she wasn't done. "Now for your ass."

Simone's eyes flew open. "What?"

"You heard me." Maya grabbed the lube, coating the dildo generously. "I'm going to fuck your ass now. Unless you don't want—"

"No!" Simone interrupted. "I want. God, I want. But please—go slow. I have not done this in a long time."

"I'll take care of you," Maya promised. She helped Simone roll onto her stomach, then positioned her on her hands and knees. The photographer's ass was gorgeous from this angle—cheeks firm and round, asshole a tight ring of darker skin that clenched under Maya's gaze.

Maya started with her fingers, pressing one against Simone's entrance. The photographer was tense, her whole body rigid with anticipation and perhaps a touch of nervousness.

"Relax," Maya soothed, using her free hand to massage Simone's lower back. "Breathe deep. Push out against me."

She worked her finger inside slowly, giving Simone time to adjust. The heat and tightness were incredible—so much more resistant than her pussy had been. Maya pumped gently, gradually increasing depth, adding lube when needed.

"How does it feel?" Maya asked.

"Good," Simone panted. "Strange but good. Like pressure and fullness and—ahhhh—"

Maya had curled her finger slightly, finding a sensitive spot that made Simone's back arch. She worked that area, watching Simone's breathing quicken, seeing her hands clutch the sheets.

"Ready for two?"

"Yes. Please."

Maya added more lube and worked a second finger alongside the first. The stretch made Simone gasp, but she didn't ask Maya to stop. Instead, she pushed back against the intrusion, taking both fingers deeper.

"That's it," Maya praised. "You're doing so well. Taking my fingers so deep in your ass. Such a good girl for me."

She scissored her fingers, stretching Simone wider, preparing her for what was coming. The photographer moaned continuously now, a litany of French and English that Maya couldn't quite follow but understood perfectly. After several minutes of preparation, Maya judged her ready.

"I'm going to put my cock in now," Maya warned. "Tell me if it's too much."

She positioned the dildo at Simone's entrance, pressing forward slowly. The resistance was intense—even with preparation, Simone's ass fought the intrusion. Maya held steady pressure, letting Simone's body gradually yield.

"Breathe," Maya reminded her. "Push out. Let me in."

The tip breached Simone's hole, and they both gasped—Simone at the stretch, Maya at the sight of the dildo disappearing inside. Inch by inch, Maya pushed deeper, pausing frequently to let Simone adjust.

"So big," Simone panted. "Feels so full—"

"You're taking it perfectly," Maya assured her. "Look how well your ass is swallowing my cock. Almost there—"

Finally, her hips pressed against Simone's ass, the dildo buried completely. Maya held still, letting Simone breathe through the fullness, adjust to the invasion. After a moment, the photographer pushed back experimentally, making them both moan.

"Move," Simone commanded. "Please, I need you to move."

Maya withdrew slowly, watching the dildo emerge slick with lube, then pushed back in. Simone's moan was long and low, vibrating through her whole body. Maya established a rhythm—slower than when she'd fucked Simone's pussy, but deep and thorough, making sure each thrust pressed against sensitive nerve endings.

"Fuck, fuck, Maya—" Simone's arms gave out, her chest pressed to the mattress while her ass stayed high. The position let Maya go even deeper, and she increased her pace slightly.

She reached around to find Simone's clit, rubbing tight circles while continuing to pound into her ass. The dual stimulation made Simone writhe, her asshole gripping the dildo almost painfully tight.

"Going to come again," Simone gasped. "From your cock in my ass, I'm going to—"

"Do it," Maya urged. "Come for me. Show me how good it feels to have your ass fucked."

She thrust harder, fingers working Simone's clit frantically, and felt the moment Simone's body tipped over the edge. Her asshole spasmed around the dildo, gripping and releasing rhythmically while she screamed into the mattress. Maya fucked her through it, prolonging the orgasm until Simone was sobbing with overstimulation.

"Please," Simone finally begged. "Too much, it's too much—"

Maya carefully withdrew, watching Simone's asshole gape slightly before slowly closing. The photographer collapsed completely, her whole body trembling with aftershocks.

Maya removed the harness and lay down beside her, pulling her close. Simone's face was wet with tears, her breathing ragged, her body limp and sated.

"You okay?" Maya asked softly.

"More than okay," Simone managed. "That was... I have never... Maya, that was incredible."

They held each other as the adrenaline faded, becoming aware of their surroundings again—the rain had finally stopped, leaving the city quiet and glistening. It was nearly midnight now, they'd been at this for hours, and both were exhausted in the best possible way.

"Stay," Maya whispered. "Not just tonight. Stay for however long you're in Reno. Move your things in. Let me wake up with you every morning and fall asleep with you every night."

Simone pulled back to look at her, those cognac eyes searching Maya's face. "You are serious."

"Completely."

"We have known each other for less than twelve hours."

"I know. And I've never felt this way about anyone in my life."

Simone smiled—soft and genuine and beautiful. "Then yes. I will stay. For as long as you will have me."

They kissed, tender and sweet, so different from the desperate passion of earlier but no less intense. When they finally separated, both were smiling.

"We should shower," Maya said. "Clean up. Maybe actually sleep at some point."

"Or," Simone countered, her hand sliding down Maya's stomach, "we could see how many more times we can make each other come before sunrise."

Maya's pussy clenched despite her exhaustion. "You're insatiable."

"Only for you, chérie. Only for you."


Chapter 5: Forever Yours

Three weeks had passed since that rain-soaked February afternoon when Simone first walked into Maya's studio. Three weeks of Simone's belongings gradually taking over Maya's apartment—camera equipment filling the spare room, French skincare products crowding the bathroom counter, leather jackets hanging beside Maya's yoga gear in the closet. Three weeks of falling asleep tangled together and waking up to Simone's mouth on her body.

Tonight was special. Simone's photography exhibition was opening at the Nevada Museum of Art, and Maya had promised to attend. But first, they had the entire afternoon to themselves.

Maya lay on her stomach across the bed, completely naked, watching Simone work at the makeshift desk they'd set up near the windows. The photographer wore only an oversized button-down shirt, her hair piled messily on top of her head, glasses perched on her nose as she edited photos on her laptop. She looked adorably domestic, and Maya felt her heart swell with affection.

"You are staring at me again," Simone said without looking up, a smile playing at her lips.

"Can you blame me? You're gorgeous when you're concentrating."

Simone saved her work and closed the laptop, turning to face Maya fully. Her eyes traveled slowly down Maya's body—the curve of her spine, the swell of her ass, her legs slightly parted. "And you are gorgeous always. Especially like this, spread out and waiting for me."

She stood and walked to the bed, trailing one finger down Maya's spine. "I have been thinking about you all morning. Could barely focus on editing because I kept remembering last night. The way you tasted. The sounds you made when I had my tongue buried in your ass."

Maya's breath hitched. Last night had been intense—they'd experimented with Maya riding Simone's face while the photographer ate her ass, and Maya had come so hard she'd nearly blacked out.

"I want to try something new," Simone continued, her finger now tracing the cleft of Maya's ass. "Something we have not done yet."

"What's that?"

Simone retrieved something from the nightstand—the glass plug they'd used before, along with a larger one Maya hadn't seen. It was also glass, but significantly bigger, with a jeweled base.

"I want to see how much you can take," Simone explained. "Start with the small plug, then work up to this one. And while you are stretched around it, I want to eat your pussy until you come. Then I want to remove the plug and replace it with my tongue, fucking your well-stretched ass until you come again."

Maya's pussy clenched at the description. "Yes. God, yes."

Simone smiled wickedly. "Good girl. On your hands and knees."

Maya positioned herself, already trembling with anticipation. She heard Simone uncapping the lube, felt cool gel being drizzled directly onto her asshole. Then the familiar pressure of the small plug pressing against her entrance.

After three weeks of near-constant anal play, Maya's body accepted the intrusion easily. The plug slipped inside with minimal resistance, her asshole closing around the narrow neck. The fullness was pleasant but not overwhelming—she'd become so accustomed to being filled there.

"Look at you," Simone murmured. "Taking it so easily now. Remember the first time? How nervous you were? And now your beautiful ass just swallows it up like it belongs there."

She twisted the plug, making Maya gasp, then slowly pulled it out. More lube, and then Maya felt the larger plug pressing against her. This was significantly bigger—the widest part had to be at least two inches across. The stretch was intense, made Maya grit her teeth as Simone worked it inside.

"Breathe," Simone coached. "Push out. You can take it. Your ass was made for this."

Inch by agonizing inch, the plug breached Maya's hole. The burn was incredible, bordering on too much, but Maya wanted it. Wanted to be stretched wide, wanted to feel impossibly full, wanted to prove she could take whatever Simone gave her.

"Almost there," Simone encouraged. "Just a bit more—yes! There!"

The widest part finally pushed past Maya's rim, and her asshole closed around the narrower neck. The plug was fully seated, the jeweled base nestled between her cheeks. Maya felt obscenely full, stretched wider than ever before, and when she clenched experimentally around it, the pressure was almost overwhelming.

"Perfect," Simone breathed. "Absolutely perfect. Stay just like that."

She lowered her face to Maya's pussy, which was already dripping with arousal. Her tongue lapped through Maya's folds, gathering her wetness, before focusing on her clit. The sensation was amplified tenfold by the plug—Maya could feel every lick, every suck, as if the fullness in her ass made her entire lower body more sensitive.

"Oh fuck," Maya moaned. Her arms trembled with the effort of holding herself up while Simone worked her over. The photographer's tongue was relentless, circling her clit with perfect pressure while occasionally dipping lower to fuck into her pussy.

Simone reached up and twisted the plug, making Maya scream. The movement sent shockwaves of sensation through her entire body, and when Simone sealed her lips around Maya's clit and sucked hard while pulling gently on the plug, Maya's orgasm hit without warning.

"SIMONE!" Her whole body convulsed, asshole clamping down on the plug so hard it was almost painful. Her pussy gushed wetness onto Simone's face, her thighs shook violently, and she would have collapsed if Simone's hands hadn't been gripping her hips.

"Good girl," Simone purred. "Such a good girl, coming so hard with your ass stretched wide. But we are not done yet."

She slowly worked the plug out of Maya's ass, and the sensation of it sliding free—the widest part stretching her open again before popping out—made Maya whimper. She felt empty, used, her asshole gaping slightly before gradually closing.

"Beautiful," Simone said reverently. "Look how your ass stays open for me. Like it is begging to be filled again."

Before Maya could catch her breath, Simone's tongue was there, pushing inside her well-stretched hole. With no resistance to work past, Simone's tongue penetrated deeply immediately, and the feeling was indescribable. Maya's asshole was so sensitive from the plugging that every touch felt magnified.

"Mmmmph—shlllrrp—fuck—" Simone ate her ass with abandon, her tongue plunging deep and fast, hands spreading Maya's cheeks impossibly wide. She made obscene wet sounds, occasionally pulling back to spit directly onto Maya's hole before diving back in.

Maya's second orgasm built faster than the first, her body still sensitive and primed. When Simone reached around to rub her clit while continuing to tongue-fuck her ass, Maya came apart again with a scream that probably disturbed the neighbors.

This time she did collapse, boneless and spent, while Simone crawled up beside her and pulled her close.

"I love you," Simone said suddenly.

Maya's eyes flew open. They'd been living together, fucking constantly, but neither had said those words yet. "What?"

"I love you," Simone repeated, meeting her gaze steadily. "I know it has only been three weeks. I know that is insane. But Maya, I love you. The way you move, the way you think, the way you give yourself to me so completely. I love all of it. I love you."

Maya felt tears prick her eyes. "I love you too. God, I love you so much."

They kissed, deep and tender, pouring everything they felt into it. When they finally separated, both were crying and smiling.

"I have another surprise," Simone said. "For tonight, after the exhibition opening."

"What kind of surprise?"

"The kind that involves you, me, and something I have been saving for a very special occasion." She reached for the nightstand again, pulling out a box Maya had never seen before.

Inside was the most beautiful strap-on Maya had ever laid eyes on. The dildo was substantial—at least eight inches long and thick, made of black silicone with realistic veining. But what made it special was the base—it was designed to stimulate the wearer's clit with every thrust.

"I want you to fuck me with this," Simone said. "After the opening, when we come home—I want you to take my ass with this cock while I am on my back so I can see your face. I want to watch you while you claim me completely."

Maya's breath caught. "Simone—"

"I want to belong to you," Simone continued. "Fully. Completely. I want you to own my body, my pleasure, everything. Will you do that for me?"

"Yes," Maya breathed. "Yes, absolutely yes."

They kissed again, but this time it quickly turned heated. Simone pushed Maya onto her back and straddled her face, lowering her pussy to Maya's eager mouth. Maya licked through her folds, tasting her arousal, while Simone ground down on her tongue.

"That's it," Simone panted. "Eat my pussy just like that. Get me ready for what comes later. Because tonight, chérie, tonight you are going to fuck my ass so hard I feel it for days."

Maya moaned against her, doubling her efforts. She sucked Simone's clit between her lips while reaching up to knead her ass, fingers dipping into her crack to tease her asshole. Simone rode her face shamelessly, chasing her pleasure, and when Maya pushed one finger into her ass while sucking hard on her clit, Simone came with a shout.

They spent the next hour trading orgasms, unable to keep their hands off each other despite needing to get ready for the exhibition. Finally, reluctantly, they dragged themselves to the shower.

Even there, Simone couldn't resist pressing Maya against the tile and dropping to her knees, eating her ass under the hot spray until Maya came screaming. Maya returned the favor, finger-fucking Simone's ass while the photographer braced herself against the shower wall and sobbed with pleasure.

By the time they finally got out, they were running late. Maya threw on a simple black dress that hugged her curves, while Simone chose tailored pants and a crisp white shirt. They looked respectable, professional, and no one would ever guess they'd spent the afternoon with their tongues buried in each other's asses.

The exhibition opening was beautiful. Simone's work was stunning—large-format prints that captured Reno's urban landscape in ways Maya had never considered. The photographer worked the room with practiced ease, discussing her artistic process with collectors and critics while Maya stood back and watched with pride.

But every so often, Simone would catch Maya's eye across the gallery, and the look that passed between them was pure heat. Maya knew they were both thinking about what was waiting for them at home. About the new toy sitting in its box. About the promises made in the afternoon light.

The opening felt endless, but finally—finally—it was over. They made their excuses and escaped into the February night, practically running to Maya's car.

"Drive fast," Simone commanded, her hand already sliding up Maya's thigh.

Maya did, her pussy throbbing with anticipation. They barely made it through the apartment door before they were tearing at each other's clothes, leaving a trail of expensive fabric between the entryway and the bedroom.

Simone retrieved the new strap-on while Maya watched, already naked and aching. The photographer helped her into the harness, adjusting the straps until the base pressed firmly against Maya's clit. The dildo jutted out obscenely, and Maya couldn't help but stroke it, imagining how it would feel to claim Simone completely.

"On your back," Maya commanded, surprised by the authority in her own voice. "Legs up. Show me what's mine."

Simone obeyed immediately, arranging herself at the center of the bed. Maya knelt between her legs, taking a moment to appreciate the view—Simone's pussy already glistening, her asshole clenching with anticipation.

"I'm going to prepare you thoroughly," Maya said, uncapping the lube. "Make sure you can take every inch of this cock. Because I'm going to fuck your ass until you scream, and I want you to feel nothing but pleasure."

She started with one finger, working it inside Simone's ass slowly despite her body's eagerness. Three weeks of practice had made Simone more receptive, but Maya still took her time, pumping gently while Simone's breathing quickened.

"More," Simone begged. "Please, Maya, I need more."

Maya added a second finger, then a third, stretching Simone wide. She worked them deep, curling to find sensitive spots, watching Simone's face contort with pleasure. When she added a fourth finger, Simone's back arched off the bed.

"Fuck! Yes! Just like that!"

Maya fucked her with four fingers, Simone's asshole stretching obscenely around them. She could feel how ready Simone was, how desperately her body wanted to be filled. Finally, she withdrew her fingers and positioned the dildo at Simone's entrance.

"Look at me," Maya commanded. "I want to see your eyes when I take your ass."

Simone met her gaze, those cognac eyes dark with lust and love and trust. Maya pressed forward slowly, watching Simone's face as the thick head breached her hole. The photographer's mouth fell open, a long moan escaping as Maya pushed deeper.

Inch by inch, the dildo disappeared inside Simone's ass. Maya went slowly despite her desperate need to thrust hard, wanting Simone to feel every second of penetration. When she was finally fully seated, both were breathing hard.

"Okay?" Maya asked.

"More than okay," Simone gasped. "You feel so big inside me. So deep. Please move. I need you to move."

Maya withdrew slowly, then thrust back in. The base of the dildo pressed against her clit perfectly, sending pleasure sparking through her own body. She established a rhythm—deep, thorough thrusts that made Simone moan with each impact.

"You take my cock so well," Maya praised. "Your ass was made to be fucked. Made to be claimed. Made to be mine."

"Yours," Simone agreed breathlessly. "All yours. Forever yours."

Maya increased her pace, fucking into Simone's ass harder now. The position—Simone on her back, legs spread wide—let them maintain eye contact, let Maya watch every expression of pleasure that crossed the photographer's face. It was intimate in a way that other positions weren't, vulnerable and trusting and perfect.

She reached between them to find Simone's clit, rubbing circles in time with her thrusts. The dual stimulation made Simone writhe beneath her, asshole gripping the dildo tightly.

"I'm going to come," Simone warned. "Maya, I'm going to—"

"Come for me," Maya urged. "Come with my cock buried in your ass. Let me feel you fall apart."

She thrust harder, deeper, fingers working Simone's clit frantically. The photographer's whole body went rigid, then she was screaming, her asshole spasming around the dildo while her pussy clenched around nothing. The rhythmic contractions pushed Maya over the edge as well—the base grinding against her clit finally providing enough stimulation to trigger her own orgasm.

They came together, bodies locked in mutual pleasure, and Maya felt something shift between them. This wasn't just sex anymore. This was love. This was claiming and being claimed. This was forever.

When their orgasms subsided, Maya carefully withdrew and removed the harness before collapsing beside Simone. The photographer immediately rolled into her arms, and they held each other as their breathing slowly returned to normal.

"I meant what I said earlier," Simone murmured against Maya's shoulder. "I love you. And I want to stay. Not just for the exhibition. Not just for a few months. I want to make a life here with you."

Maya pulled back to look at her. "What about Paris? Your career there?"

"I can photograph anywhere. But I can only love you here." Simone cupped Maya's face tenderly. "You are worth staying for. Worth building a life with. If you will have me."

"Yes," Maya said immediately. "Yes, stay. Forever if you want."

"Forever sounds perfect."

They kissed, sealing the promise, and Maya knew with absolute certainty that this was right. That Simone was right. That they were right together.

Later, much later, after they'd made love twice more and finally exhausted themselves completely, they lay tangled together in the dark. Rain had started again, gentle this time, creating a soothing soundtrack.

"Thank you," Simone whispered.

"For what?"

"For letting me worship your body. For trusting me enough to give yourself completely. For being everything I needed without even knowing I needed it."

Maya kissed her forehead. "Thank you for seeing me. For wanting me. For loving me."

"Always," Simone promised. "I will always love you. Will always want to taste every inch of you. Will always crave the way you surrender to pleasure when my tongue is buried in your ass."

Maya laughed softly. "You're insatiable."

"Only for you, chérie. Only ever for you."

They drifted off to sleep wrapped around each other, rain drumming gently against the windows, and Maya thought about how three weeks ago she'd been teaching a private yoga class to a beautiful stranger. How that stranger had become her lover, her partner, her everything.

How sometimes the best things in life came when you least expected them. How sometimes you just needed to be brave enough to take what was offered. How sometimes forever started with a simple yoga class and a tongue in your ass.

And really, Maya thought as she fell asleep with Simone's heartbeat steady against her own, what more could anyone ask for than that?


Tasting Every Inch: A Lesbian Rim Story

Chapter 1: The Dinner Party

Margot had been watching Claire all evening, and she was reasonably certain Claire knew it.

Not that Margot was being obvious about it—she'd learned years ago how to mask interest at gatherings like this, how to perform the role of attentive dinner guest while her actual attention wandered elsewhere. Sandra's dinner parties required a particular kind of social finesse, the sort where everyone knew everyone else's business and the walls had ears and gossip traveled faster than the Cabernet being poured with excessive generosity. You couldn't just stare at someone across a table set with actual silver and hand-folded napkins. You had to be subtle.

But subtlety didn't mean Margot wasn't watching.

She'd been watching the way Claire held her wine glass—fingers curled around the stem rather than the bowl, a detail Margot found inexplicably attractive. She'd been watching the way Claire laughed at Richard's tedious story about his boat, head tilted slightly, dark hair catching the candlelight in a way that made Margot want to touch it. She'd been watching the way that dress—deep burgundy, almost black depending on the angle, with a neckline that suggested rather than displayed—moved when Claire stood to help clear the appetizer plates, fabric clinging to the curve of her hips in a manner that should probably be illegal at dinner parties.

They'd met before. Twice, actually. The first time had been at Sandra's birthday party back in June, one of those sprawling backyard affairs with string lights and a bartender and too many people Margot didn't know. She'd been standing by the dessert table, contemplating a third piece of cake, when Claire had appeared beside her with a conspiratorial smile and said, "The lemon bars are better than they look, but worse than you're hoping." They'd talked for forty-five minutes after that, standing in the corner of Sandra's garden while the party continued around them, and Margot had gone home that night thinking about Claire's laugh and the way she'd touched Margot's arm when making a point and wondering if she'd imagined the charge in the air between them.

The second time had been in September, at a gallery opening that neither of them had particularly wanted to attend. The art had been aggressively pretentious—lots of blank canvases with titles like "Untitled (Absence VII)"—and the champagne had been cheap enough to give Margot an immediate headache. But Claire had been there, looking bored and beautiful in black pants and a silk blouse, and they'd ended up standing in front of the same inexplicable sculpture making quiet sarcastic comments until the gallery owner shot them a look. Claire had suggested they leave, and they'd ended up at a dive bar three blocks away, drinking beer and talking about books and failed relationships and the particular hell of dating in your thirties. Margot had wanted to kiss her that night. Had thought about it seriously, sitting in that sticky booth with Claire's knee pressed against hers under the table. But she'd chickened out, gone home alone, and spent the next two weeks replaying the conversation and wondering what would have happened if she'd been braver.

And now here they were again, at Sandra's dining room table, pretending to care about the school board election while Margot tried not to stare and Claire tried not to be stared at and the air between them felt thick with something unspoken.

"Margot, you're in marketing, aren't you?" Linda, seated to Margot's left, was looking at her expectantly. "What do you think about this whole influencer situation?"

Margot had absolutely no idea what influencer situation Linda was referring to, but she smiled and said something vague about authenticity and engagement metrics, and Linda nodded like Margot had just shared profound wisdom. Across the table, Claire caught her eye and the corner of her mouth twitched—just barely, just enough that Margot knew they were sharing the same thought about how utterly boring this conversation was.

The first course arrived. Some kind of soup—butternut squash, maybe, with a swirl of cream and a sprinkling of herbs that Sandra probably thought was fancy. It was actually quite good, though Margot barely tasted it. She was too aware of Claire sitting diagonal from her, too conscious of the way Claire's foot had briefly brushed against hers under the table ten minutes ago. Accident or intentional? Margot still hadn't decided.

"Claire, how's the new job?" Richard asked, leaning back in his chair with the confident posture of a man who'd never doubted his place in any room.

"It's good," Claire said, dabbing her mouth with her napkin. "Busy. I'm managing a team now, which is a learning curve."

"What field?" Margot asked, even though she already knew—they'd talked about it at that dive bar in September. But it gave her an excuse to look directly at Claire, to watch the way her eyes lit up slightly when she answered.

"Urban planning. I'm working on a waterfront development project right now." Claire's gaze held Margot's for a beat longer than strictly necessary. "It's complicated. Lots of competing interests."

"I'm sure you're handling it beautifully," Margot said, and meant it in more ways than one.

Claire's lips curved into a smile that made Margot's stomach flip. "I'm certainly trying."

The conversation moved on—something about property values, then someone's daughter's wedding, then a debate about the best place to get fresh pasta that got surprisingly heated. Margot contributed when required, but her focus kept sliding back to Claire. The way she gestured when she spoke. The way she listened, fully present, when others talked. The way her fingers played absently with her necklace—a simple gold chain—when she was thinking.

By the time Sandra brought out the main course—lamb, perfectly cooked, with roasted vegetables and some kind of reduction that probably had a French name—Margot had reached a decision. She was done pretending. Done playing it safe. Life was too short to spend another evening making polite conversation while what she actually wanted was sitting right there across the table looking like every fantasy Margot had entertained since September.

She just needed an opening.

It came during a lull in conversation, when plates were mostly empty and people were leaning back in their chairs, slightly drunk and pleasantly full. Margot stood, murmured something about the restroom, and headed down the hall toward the powder room.

She'd barely made it past the family photos lining the hallway when she heard footsteps behind her.

"That's the powder room," Claire's voice was low, close. Margot turned to find her standing there, eyes dark in the dim hallway light. "But the guest room is down here. More private."

Margot's heart slammed against her ribs. "Is that right?"

"Mm." Claire stepped closer, close enough that Margot could smell her perfume—something with jasmine and amber. "Unless you actually need the powder room. In which case, ignore me and my terrible suggestions."

"Your suggestions don't seem terrible," Margot managed, mouth suddenly dry.

Claire's hand found Margot's wrist, fingers circling it gently, thumb pressing against the inside where Margot's pulse was absolutely racing. "No?"

"No."

"Good." Claire tugged her gently down the hall, past the powder room, past the linen closet, to a door at the end that opened into what was clearly Sandra's guest room—queen bed with a cream duvet, abstract art on the walls, soft lighting from a bedside lamp someone had left on.

They stepped inside. Claire closed the door behind them, turned the lock with a quiet click that felt impossibly loud, and then she was kissing Margot, backing her up against the door with a confidence that made Margot's knees go weak.

Claire kissed like she'd been thinking about it. Like she'd planned it, rehearsed it, imagined exactly how she wanted it to go. Her mouth was hot and insistent, tongue sliding against Margot's with a skill that suggested experience and enthusiasm in equal measure. Margot grabbed her hips, fingers digging into that burgundy fabric, pulling Claire closer until their bodies were flush and she could feel the rapid beat of Claire's heart.

"I've been thinking about you," Claire breathed against Margot's mouth, pulling back just enough to speak. Her hands came up to frame Margot's face, thumbs brushing her cheekbones. "Since September. Since that terrible gallery with the terrible champagne."

"The champagne was truly awful," Margot agreed, slightly breathless, brain struggling to form coherent thoughts with Claire this close.

"The champagne was awful," Claire repeated, kissing her again—quick and fierce. "But you were—" She made a frustrated sound, like words weren't adequate. "I kept thinking about what you'd taste like. Kept imagining—" She broke off, kissed Margot's jaw, her neck, teeth grazing the sensitive spot below her ear that made Margot gasp. "I wanted to find out."

"And now?" Margot's voice came out rough, needy.

Claire pulled back to meet her eyes, and the hunger there was unmistakable. "Now I want to find out properly."

Then she was sinking to her knees, movements graceful and deliberate, hands sliding up Margot's legs under her skirt with clear intent. Margot's breath stuttered in her chest. One hand braced against the door, the other found Claire's hair—softer than it looked, slightly shorter than shoulder-length, perfect to grip.

"Tell me if you want me to stop," Claire said, looking up at her. Her pupils were blown wide, lips already kiss-swollen.

"Don't stop," Margot said immediately. "Please don't stop."

Claire smiled—sharp and satisfied—and pushed Margot's skirt up over her hips, bunching the fabric at her waist. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of Margot's underwear—plain black cotton, nothing fancy, Margot hadn't exactly planned for this—and tugged them down. Margot stepped out of them, acutely aware of how exposed she was, how her arousal was probably obvious, how her hands were shaking slightly.

Claire leaned in, breath hot against Margot's thigh, and pressed a kiss there. Then another, higher. Then—

"Oh—"

Claire's tongue was wet and warm against her pussy, a long slow lick from bottom to top that made every nerve ending in Margot's body light up. She did it again, taking her time, savoring it, and Margot had to bite down on her lip hard to keep from making noise. They were still at Sandra's dinner party. The dining room was maybe thirty feet away. Anyone could come looking for them.

But then Claire's tongue found her clit and Margot stopped caring about logistics.

Claire worked with focused attention, tongue circling and pressing, occasionally dipping lower to lap at Margot's entrance before returning to that bundle of nerves. Her hands gripped Margot's hips, holding her steady against the door, and she made soft pleased sounds—little "mmm"s and hums that vibrated against sensitive flesh and made Margot's thighs tremble.

"God, Claire—" Margot's fingers tightened in her hair, hips rolling despite her efforts to stay still. "That's—fuck—"

Claire hummed again, clearly enjoying the effect she was having. She varied her pace, alternating between broad flat strokes and focused attention, between gentle and demanding, like she was learning what made Margot gasp versus what made her grip the doorframe. And she was learning fast—within minutes she'd found a rhythm that had Margot panting, had her biting down on her free hand to muffle the sounds threatening to escape.

Then Claire pulled back.

Margot looked down, dazed and confused and on the edge of something explosive. Claire was grinning up at her, chin shiny, eyes absolutely wicked.

"Turn around," Claire said.

Margot's brain stuttered, trying to process. "What?"

"Turn around. Face the door." Claire's voice was low, certain, thick with want. "I want to taste all of you."

The implications of that statement hit Margot like a freight train. Her pulse kicked into overdrive. "Claire—"

"Trust me." Claire's hands were still on her hips, thumbs rubbing small circles. "Please?"

Margot should have hesitated. Should have questioned what exactly Claire meant by "all of you" and whether she was ready for that and what the etiquette was for this kind of situation. But something in Claire's voice—that combination of confidence and pleading—made the decision for her.

She turned around, pressing her palms flat against the door, skirt still bunched at her waist, heart hammering so hard she could hear it.

For a moment there was nothing. Then she felt Claire's hands on her hips again, felt her lean in close enough that her breath ghosted over Margot's lower back.

"You're so fucking beautiful," Claire murmured, and then her hands were spreading Margot's ass cheeks, pulling her open, and—

"Jesus—fuck—"

Claire's tongue dragged slow and deliberate up the crack of her ass, starting low and moving higher, and the sensation was so intense, so unexpected, so overwhelming that Margot's knees buckled. Claire caught her, held her steady with surprising strength, and did it again—this time with more pressure, more intent, tongue tracing the cleft before settling on her hole.

Margot pressed her forehead against the door, biting down hard on her knuckles. Every nerve ending she possessed felt like it was on fire. Claire's tongue worked in slow circles around her rim, wet and hot and absolutely obscene, occasionally pressing slightly—just slightly—and making Margot see stars.

"Oh god oh god oh god—" The words came out muffled against her hand, desperate and broken.

Claire made a hungry sound—almost a growl—and doubled down. Her tongue moved with purpose now, circling and pressing, occasionally pulling away to lick lower at Margot's dripping cunt before returning to focus on that tight ring of muscle. The wet sounds were filthy, would have been embarrassing if Margot had any brain cells left for embarrassment, but all she could focus on was the sensation, the heat, the way Claire's grip on her ass tightened like she couldn't get enough.

"You taste so good," Claire mumbled against her, words barely intelligible. "So fucking good, Margot—"

She sealed her mouth over Margot's hole and her tongue pressed inside—just the tip, just enough to make Margot's entire body jerk—and Margot had to slap her palm over her mouth to keep from crying out. Claire worked slowly, patiently, tongue pressing and retreating, pressing a bit deeper, pulling back to circle and lap before pressing in again.

Margot was shaking, could feel arousal literally dripping down her thighs, could hear the obscene wet sounds of Claire's tongue and mouth working her. When Claire's tongue pushed deeper—not far, couldn't go far, but enough—Margot genuinely saw white spots in her vision.

"Please—" She didn't even know what she was begging for. More? Less? Everything?

Claire answered by sliding one hand around Margot's hip, finding her clit with two fingers, and applying steady pressure while her tongue continued its devastating work. The dual sensation—tongue pressing into her ass while fingers circled her clit—was overwhelming, impossible, perfect.

Margot came with a muffled scream against her palm, body convulsing, legs shaking so badly that only Claire's grip and the door kept her upright. The orgasm rolled through her in waves, each one stronger than the last, Claire's tongue still working her through it, gentler now but persistent, drawing out every last tremor until Margot was gasping and shuddering and had to reach back to weakly push at Claire's head because it was too much, too intense, bordering on painful.

Claire finally pulled away, sitting back on her heels. Margot stayed against the door for a long moment, trying to remember how breathing worked, how standing worked, how anything worked. When she finally turned around—carefully, because her legs felt like jelly—she found Claire still on the floor, looking enormously pleased with herself, chin and mouth shiny.

"Holy shit," Margot managed, voice wrecked.

Claire grinned. "Good?"

"That's not—that doesn't even come close to describing—" Margot slid down to sit on the floor beside her, not trusting her legs. "Where did you learn to do that?"

"Practice," Claire said lightly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. But her cheeks were flushed, her breathing was fast, and when Margot looked closely she could see Claire's nipples hard against the fabric of her dress. "And wanting to. Really, really wanting to."

They sat there in silence for a moment, shoulders touching, both trying to regulate their breathing and process what had just happened. From down the hall came the distant sound of laughter—someone telling a story, probably Richard going on about his boat again.

"We should probably get back," Claire said eventually, though she made no move to stand.

"Probably," Margot agreed, also not moving. Her body still felt liquid, boneless. Then, quieter: "Can I see you again? Somewhere that isn't Sandra's house?"

Claire turned to look at her, and her smile shifted—less sharp, more soft, genuinely warm. "I was really hoping you'd ask that."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah." Claire pulled out her phone, handed it to Margot. "Put your number in."

Margot did, fingers still slightly unsteady, and sent herself a text so she'd have Claire's number too. They sat there for another minute, close together on Sandra's guest room floor, before Claire finally stood and offered Margot a hand.

"You go first," Claire said, smoothing down her dress. "I'll wait a few minutes."

"Okay." Margot stood, adjusted her skirt, tried to assess how obviously she looked like she'd just been thoroughly fucked. Her underwear was still on the floor. She bent to retrieve it, shoved it in her jacket pocket. "Claire?"

"Yeah?"

"That was..." Margot searched for adequate words, failed. "Thank you."

Claire stepped close, cupped Margot's face, and kissed her once—soft and sweet and tasting like Margot herself. "Text me tomorrow," she said against Margot's lips. "We're not done."

Margot's stomach flipped. "No?"

"Not even close." Claire pulled back, eyes dark with promise. "Now go, before someone notices we're both missing."

Margot slipped out of the guest room on shaky legs, headed back toward the dining room. Her face felt flushed, her body still humming, her mind replaying every moment on a loop. When she returned to the table, Sandra was serving dessert—panna cotta, elaborate and perfect—and no one seemed to notice she'd been gone longer than a bathroom trip should take.

She sat down, accepted her dessert with a smile, and tried to focus on the conversation happening around her. Five minutes later, Claire returned, sliding into her seat with casual grace, catching Margot's eye across the table with the smallest of smirks.

Margot's phone buzzed in her pocket.

She pulled it out under the table, glanced at the screen.

Claire: Tomorrow. Your place or mine?

Margot smiled into her panna cotta and typed back.

Margot: Mine. 7pm?

Claire: Perfect. Wear a skirt.

Margot put her phone away, pulse racing all over again, and knew with absolute certainty that she was in for the best kind of trouble.

Chapter 2: Second Helpings

Margot had cleaned her apartment three times.

The first time had been Tuesday morning, a frantic vacuuming and surface-wiping motivated by the sudden realization that Claire might actually judge her based on the state of her living space. The second time had been Wednesday evening, when she'd noticed dust on the bookshelf and convinced herself that dust was a dealbreaker. The third time—Thursday afternoon, roughly four hours before Claire was scheduled to arrive—was pure anxiety, the kind that made her rearrange throw pillows and wipe down already-clean counters while her brain spiraled through every possible way tonight could go wrong.

She'd changed outfits six times. Claire had said to wear a skirt, which should have simplified things, but somehow made it worse. Too short seemed desperate. Too long seemed prudish. She'd finally settled on a black skirt that hit mid-thigh—casual enough to feel effortless, short enough to be interesting—paired with a soft gray sweater because it was February and she wasn't about to freeze for the sake of aesthetics.

Now it was 6:47 PM and Margot was pacing her living room, phone in hand, checking the time every thirty seconds like that would make it move faster.

They'd texted over the past few days. Nothing too heavy—just enough to confirm this was real, that Monday night at Sandra's had actually happened and wasn't some elaborate stress-induced hallucination. Claire had sent her a photo of her coffee Wednesday morning with the caption thinking about dessert, and Margot had nearly choked on her own latte. She'd responded with which kind? and Claire had written back the kind I didn't get to finish.

Margot had been thinking about that text for two days straight.

At 6:52 her doorbell rang and Margot's heart launched itself into her throat. She took three seconds to breathe, smooth down her skirt, and attempt to look like a person who hadn't spent the last four hours in a cleaning frenzy, then opened the door.

Claire stood in the hallway looking unfairly beautiful in dark jeans and a leather jacket, holding a bottle of wine and smiling like she knew exactly what she was doing to Margot's pulse.

"Hi," Claire said.

"Hi." Margot stepped aside to let her in, acutely aware of how small her apartment suddenly felt with Claire in it. "You found it okay?"

"GPS is a modern miracle." Claire handed her the wine—a nice Pinot Noir, definitely not cheap—and shrugged off her jacket. Underneath she wore a simple black top that clung in all the right places. "Your building has good security. The guy downstairs looked at me like I might be casing the joint."

"That's Marcus. He takes his job very seriously." Margot carried the wine into the kitchen, grateful for something to do with her hands. "Want a glass now, or...?"

"Now's good." Claire followed her, leaning against the counter, eyes tracking Margot's movements. "Nice place."

"Thanks. It's small, but—" Margot uncorked the wine, poured two glasses, tried to remember how to act like a normal human. "It works."

"I like it." Claire accepted her glass, took a sip, then set it down and stepped closer. "I like the bookshelf. I like the art. I like that you're wearing a skirt like I asked."

Margot's mouth went dry. "I'm very good at following instructions."

"Are you?" Claire's hand came up to touch the hem of Margot's sweater, fingers playing with the fabric. "That's useful information."

They stood there for a moment, close enough that Margot could smell Claire's perfume again—that same jasmine and amber from Monday—and feel the heat radiating off her body. The air between them felt charged, heavy with anticipation.

"I've been thinking about you," Margot said quietly. "All week."

"Yeah?" Claire's fingers slid up under the hem of her sweater, just slightly, touching bare skin above Margot's waistband. "What were you thinking?"

"About Monday. About your mouth. About—" Margot's breath hitched as Claire's fingers traced small circles on her hip. "About what you said. That we weren't done."

"We're not." Claire leaned in, lips brushing Margot's ear. "Not even close."

Then she was kissing her, backing Margot up against the counter, and any pretense of taking things slow evaporated. Claire kissed like she was starving for it, tongue sliding into Margot's mouth with confident hunger, hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. Margot kissed back just as desperately, fingers tangling in Claire's hair, pulling her closer.

"Bedroom?" Claire murmured against her mouth.

"Down the hall, last door."

They barely made it. Claire kept stopping to kiss her, to press her against the wall, to slide her hands up under Margot's sweater and make her gasp. By the time they stumbled into Margot's bedroom—thankfully clean, sheets freshly changed that morning in a fit of optimistic preparation—Margot was already trembling.

Claire pushed her gently toward the bed. "Lie down."

Margot obeyed, settling back against her pillows, watching as Claire kicked off her shoes and climbed onto the bed with predatory grace. She settled between Margot's legs, hands sliding up her thighs, pushing her skirt higher.

"I didn't get to take my time on Monday," Claire said, fingers tracing patterns on Margot's inner thighs. "Too risky. Too quick. But now—" She leaned down, pressed a kiss to Margot's knee. "Now I get to do this properly."

"Claire—" Margot's voice came out breathless, needy.

"Shh." Another kiss, higher. "Let me."

Claire took her time, kissing her way up Margot's thighs with maddening patience, occasionally scraping her teeth against sensitive skin in a way that made Margot's hips jerk. When she finally reached the edge of Margot's underwear—black lace this time, because if she was doing this she was doing it right—she hooked her fingers into the waistband and tugged them down slowly, maintaining eye contact the entire time.

Margot lifted her hips to help, and then she was bare from the waist down, skirt bunched around her middle, completely exposed. Claire made an appreciative sound low in her throat.

"Fuck, you're already so wet," she murmured, spreading Margot's legs wider. "Were you thinking about this? About me?"

"Yes," Margot admitted, cheeks flushing. "All day. All week."

"Good." Claire settled on her stomach between Margot's thighs, breath hot against soaked flesh. "Tell me what you want."

"Your mouth," Margot said immediately. "Your tongue. I want—" She broke off, embarrassed.

"Say it." Claire's fingers dug into her thighs. "Tell me."

"I want your tongue in my ass again," Margot whispered. "I haven't stopped thinking about it."

Claire's eyes went dark, pupils blown wide. "Fuck, Margot—"

Then she dove in, and Margot's entire world narrowed to sensation.

Claire started at her cunt, tongue dragging through wetness with obvious enthusiasm, lapping and sucking and making obscene hungry noises. She worked Margot's clit with focused attention, circling and flicking until Margot was panting and gripping the sheets. But just when Margot thought she might come from that alone, Claire pulled back.

"Not yet," she said, voice rough. "Turn over."

Margot rolled onto her stomach, pulse racing, and felt Claire's hands on her hips, lifting slightly, positioning her. A pillow appeared under her hips, elevating her ass, and then Claire's hands were spreading her cheeks and—

"Oh fuck—nnngh—"

Claire's tongue traced the crack of her ass, slow and deliberate, before settling on her hole. She licked in broad strokes first, getting everything wet and slick, before focusing in with the tip of her tongue, circling that tight ring of muscle over and over. The sensation was overwhelming—so much more intense than Monday when Margot had been standing, braced against a door, trying to stay quiet. Now she could just lie here and take it, could bury her face in her pillow and moan as loud as she wanted.

And she did moan. Long shaky sounds that she barely recognized as coming from her own throat. Claire's tongue worked tirelessly, alternating between broad licks and focused pressure, occasionally pulling away to kiss her ass cheeks or bite gently before returning to her task.

"Ahhh—Claire—mmm—" The sounds were incoherent, desperate.

Claire responded by pressing her tongue harder, the tip pushing slightly—just slightly—past that initial resistance. Margot's hands fisted in the sheets, every muscle tensing and releasing. It felt dirty and perfect and absolutely addictive. The wet sounds were obscene, filthy, made even worse by the hungry noises Claire kept making—little groans and sighs like she was getting off on this as much as Margot was.

"You taste so fucking good here," Claire mumbled against her, words muffled and hot. "So perfect. I could do this for hours."

"Please—" Margot wasn't even sure what she was begging for.

Claire's tongue pressed deeper—not far, couldn't go far, but enough that Margot felt the stretch, the invasion, the impossible sensation of being breached somewhere she'd never really explored before. It should have felt weird or uncomfortable, but instead it felt amazing, every nerve ending lighting up in ways she hadn't known were possible.

Claire worked slowly, patiently, tongue pressing and retreating, pressing a bit deeper each time, letting Margot adjust. One of her hands slid underneath, found Margot's clit, and started rubbing in steady circles. The dual sensation—tongue in her ass, fingers on her clit—was almost too much.

"I'm gonna—fuck—Claire I'm gonna—"

"Come for me," Claire said against her, tongue still working. "Let me feel it."

Margot came with a cry muffled into her pillow, body convulsing, thighs shaking. The orgasm rolled through her in long intense waves, made more powerful by the continued pressure of Claire's tongue and fingers drawing it out, extending it, until Margot was gasping and shuddering and oversensitive.

Claire finally pulled away, pressed a soft kiss to the small of Margot's back. "Good?"

"I can't—" Margot turned her head, trying to catch her breath. "I can't feel my legs."

Claire laughed, crawling up to lie beside her, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "That's the goal."

They lay there for a moment, Margot gradually remembering how her body worked, Claire watching her with obvious satisfaction. Then Margot rolled over, propped herself up on one elbow, and met Claire's eyes.

"Your turn," she said.

Claire's eyebrows rose. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." Margot sat up, suddenly decisive despite her still-shaky limbs. "Take your clothes off."

Claire complied with gratifying speed, stripping off her top and jeans to reveal simple black underwear—matching bra and boyshorts—that somehow looked sexier than anything elaborate could have. Her body was lean and toned, the kind that suggested regular yoga or running or some other activity Margot would definitely ask about later. Right now she had other priorities.

"Lie back," Margot said, channeling the same authoritative tone Claire had used earlier.

Claire settled against the pillows, watching Margot with dark eager eyes. Margot hooked her fingers into Claire's boyshorts and tugged them down, revealing the neat patch of dark hair and the obvious evidence of arousal. Claire spread her legs willingly, shameless.

Margot had been thinking about this all week too—about reciprocating, about making Claire feel what she'd felt, about tasting and exploring and driving her just as crazy. She settled between Claire's thighs, pressed kisses to soft skin, breathed in the scent of arousal.

"Tell me what you like," Margot said, glancing up.

"Everything," Claire said immediately, voice already rough. "But especially—" She hesitated, bit her lip.

"Tell me."

"What I did to you," Claire said quietly. "I love it. Giving and receiving. Especially receiving."

Heat flooded Margot's body. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." Claire's cheeks were flushed, eyes bright. "I've been thinking about your tongue since Monday."

"Then I better not disappoint." Margot leaned in and got to work.

She started at Claire's cunt, tongue dragging through slickness, tasting salt and something uniquely Claire. She was soaked, clearly had been turned on the entire time she'd been going down on Margot, and the knowledge of that was incredibly hot. Margot licked and sucked enthusiastically, finding Claire's clit and circling it, paying attention to what made Claire gasp versus what made her hips roll.

"Mmm—yes—fuck just like that—" Claire's hand came down to tangle in Margot's hair, not directing, just holding on.

Margot worked her thoroughly, building her up, listening to the way Claire's breathing changed, the way her thighs started to tremble. But before she could get too close, Margot pulled back.

Claire made a frustrated sound. "Don't stop—"

"I'm not." Margot pressed a kiss to her inner thigh. "But I want to taste all of you too."

Claire's eyes went wide, then darker. "Oh fuck yes—"

Margot hooked her hands under Claire's knees, pushed them up and back, exposing her completely. Claire was gorgeous like this—open and vulnerable and eager, flushed and wet and perfect. Margot took a moment to just look, to appreciate, before leaning in.

She started with broad licks, getting everything wet, learning the territory. Claire made encouraging noises—breathy moans and whispered "yes"es—that spurred Margot on. When her tongue finally traced over Claire's hole, circling that tight entrance, Claire let out a full-body shudder.

"Oh god—Margot—yes—"

Margot focused there, licking in circles, applying pressure with the flat of her tongue, getting everything slick and sensitive. Claire tasted slightly different here—earthier, more intimate—but Margot found she loved it, loved the obscenity of it, loved the way Claire was falling apart above her.

"More—please—aahhh—" Claire's hips rolled, trying to get more contact.

Margot obliged, pointing her tongue and pressing gently. There was resistance at first—more than she'd expected—but she worked patiently, circling and pressing, circling and pressing, until she felt Claire start to relax, to open. The tip of her tongue slid past that initial ring and Claire keened, a high desperate sound that went straight to Margot's cunt.

"Fuck fuck fuck—don't stop—ohhhh—"

Margot didn't stop. She worked her tongue deeper—slowly, carefully, paying attention to Claire's reactions. Her jaw was starting to ache but she didn't care, too focused on the task, on the way Claire was shaking and gasping above her. She brought one hand around to find Claire's clit, rubbing in time with the thrusts of her tongue.

"I'm close—oh god I'm so close—nnngh—" Claire's voice was wrecked, desperate.

Margot doubled down, tongue pressing deeper, fingers working faster, and Claire came with a full-throated cry, body arching off the bed, thighs clamping around Margot's head. Margot kept going, tongue and fingers drawing it out, until Claire was gasping and pushing weakly at her head in surrender.

Margot pulled back, wiping her mouth, grinning up at Claire's flushed face and dazed expression.

"Holy shit," Claire panted.

"Good?" Margot crawled up to lie beside her.

"That's—you're—" Claire turned her head to look at her, eyes still slightly unfocused. "Where have you been all my life?"

Margot laughed, ridiculously pleased. "Apparently going to Sandra's dinner parties."

"Best dinner parties ever," Claire muttered, then pulled Margot into a kiss—deep and filthy and tasting like both of them.

They lay there for a while, catching their breath, trading lazy kisses. Eventually Claire sat up, stretched, and looked around.

"So," she said. "What's for actual dinner? Because I'm starving."

Margot laughed. "I have absolutely no food in my apartment. I forgot to plan that part."

"Chinese delivery?"

"Perfect."

They ordered too much food, ate it in bed wearing minimal clothing, and talked about everything—jobs and families and the weird politics of Sandra's friend group and books they'd read recently. It felt easy, natural, like they'd been doing this for years instead of days.

After dinner, Claire kissed her again, slow and thorough, and murmured, "Ready for round two?"

Margot absolutely was.

This time was slower, more exploratory. They took turns, learning each other's bodies, figuring out what worked and what worked even better. Claire showed Margot how she liked her ass eaten—on her back with her legs pulled up, making eye contact, dirty talk encouraged—and Margot discovered she was very good at dirty talk when properly motivated. Margot showed Claire how much she could take when properly relaxed—Claire's tongue pressing deep, fingers working her clit, until Margot came so hard she actually cried a little.

By the time they finally collapsed, exhausted and satisfied and thoroughly debauched, it was past midnight. Claire traced lazy patterns on Margot's hip.

"Stay," Margot said quietly. "Tonight. If you want."

Claire smiled, pressed a kiss to her shoulder. "I want."

They fell asleep tangled together, and when Margot woke the next morning to find Claire still there—rumpled and beautiful in the early light—she felt something shift in her chest. Something that felt suspiciously like the beginning of falling.

But that was a thought for later. Right now, Claire was waking up, smiling at her, and suggesting they test out Margot's shower.

And Margot, as it turned out, was still very good at following instructions.

Chapter 3: Sunday Morning

Margot woke to sunlight streaming through her bedroom window and the warm weight of Claire's arm draped across her waist.

For a moment she just lay there, disoriented, trying to piece together why she felt so thoroughly satisfied and why every muscle in her body ached in the most pleasant way possible. Then memory flooded back—Thursday night, the dinner that had turned into marathon sex, the shower at two AM that had turned into more sex, finally collapsing into bed around three and passing out in a tangle of limbs.

She turned her head carefully, not wanting to wake Claire, and just looked at her. Claire's face was soft in sleep, dark hair spread across Margot's pillow, one hand tucked under her cheek. She looked younger like this, unguarded, and something in Margot's chest did a complicated flip.

This was supposed to be casual. Fun. A hookup that had extended past one night but didn't need to mean anything serious. Except Margot was lying here at—she squinted at her alarm clock—nine thirty-seven on a Friday morning, watching Claire sleep, and all she could think was how much she didn't want this to end.

Dangerous territory.

Claire's eyes fluttered open, catching Margot staring. A slow smile spread across her face.

"Morning," she murmured, voice rough with sleep.

"Morning." Margot smiled back, suddenly shy despite everything they'd done to each other over the past twelve hours. "Sleep okay?"

"Like the dead." Claire stretched, the movement pressing her body closer to Margot's. "What time is it?"

"Almost nine-thirty."

"Shit, really?" Claire sat up slightly, looking around for her phone. "I should probably—I have work—" But she didn't move, didn't actually reach for her phone, just settled back against the pillows and looked at Margot with an expression that suggested leaving was the last thing she wanted to do.

"Do you have to go right now?" Margot asked, trying to keep her voice casual.

"I should." Claire's hand found Margot's hip under the covers, fingers tracing lazy circles. "But I don't want to."

"Then don't." Margot leaned in, kissed her softly. "Stay a little longer."

"Okay," Claire agreed immediately, kissing her back. "But only if you feed me. I'm absolutely starving."

They eventually made it out of bed, both wrapping themselves in whatever clothing they could find—Margot in an oversized t-shirt and underwear, Claire in her shirt from last night and nothing else. Margot made coffee while Claire raided her fridge, declaring the situation "dire" and ordering groceries on her phone to be delivered later.

"You can't survive on coffee and condiments," Claire said, leaning against the counter with her mug. "When's the last time you actually cooked?"

"Does toast count?"

"Absolutely not."

They ended up ordering breakfast from a place down the street—pancakes and eggs and bacon and enough food for four people. While they waited for delivery, they migrated to the couch, Claire curling up against Margot's side like they'd been doing this for years instead of hours.

"Can I ask you something?" Claire said, fingers playing with the hem of Margot's shirt.

"Of course."

"When did you know you were into this?" Claire's voice was carefully casual. "The ass stuff, I mean."

Margot felt her cheeks heat. "Honestly? Monday night. At Sandra's. When you did it the first time."

Claire pulled back to look at her, eyebrows raised. "Really? I was your first?"

"For that specifically, yeah." Margot tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, feeling unexpectedly vulnerable. "I'd thought about it before, but never actually tried it. And then you just—did it—and I basically lost my mind."

A slow grin spread across Claire's face. "I could tell. You made these sounds—" She broke off, expression turning heated at the memory.

"You weren't exactly quiet either," Margot pointed out.

"I was very focused on not getting us caught." Claire's fingers traced up Margot's thigh. "If we'd been somewhere private, I would've made you scream."

Margot's breath hitched. "Big talk."

"Is it?" Claire shifted, moving to straddle Margot's lap, settling her weight there with clear intent. "Want me to prove it?"

"Our breakfast is coming—"

"Then I better be quick." Claire leaned in, kissed her deeply, tongue sliding into her mouth with practiced ease. Her hands slid up under Margot's shirt, finding bare skin, mapping the curve of her ribs.

Margot kissed back helplessly, hands coming up to grip Claire's hips, feeling the heat of her through the thin fabric of her shirt. Claire rolled her hips slowly, deliberately, and even through layers of clothing the friction made Margot gasp into her mouth.

"You're so easy to get worked up," Claire murmured against her lips, sounding pleased. "I love that about you."

"Not my fault you're—ah—" Margot lost her train of thought as Claire's fingers found her nipple, rolling it gently.

"I'm what?" Claire pulled back slightly, eyes dark and teasing.

"Ridiculously hot," Margot managed. "And good with your mouth. And—fuck—"

Claire had slid off her lap, kneeling on the floor between Margot's legs, pushing her thighs apart. "Keep going, I'm enjoying the compliments."

"Claire, the food—"

"Will be here in fifteen minutes." Claire hooked her fingers into Margot's underwear, tugged them down. "That's plenty of time."

She was right. It took less than five minutes of Claire's tongue working her clit with focused determination before Margot was coming, one hand clamped over her mouth to muffle the sounds, the other fisted in Claire's hair. Claire worked her through it, only pulling back when Margot weakly pushed at her head.

"Told you I'd be quick," Claire said smugly, climbing back onto the couch just as the doorbell rang.

Margot stared at her, dazed and boneless. "You're terrible."

"You love it." Claire kissed her quickly, then stood to answer the door, leaving Margot to hastily pull her underwear back on and try to look like a person who hadn't just been thoroughly fucked on her own couch.

They ate breakfast at Margot's tiny kitchen table, feeding each other bites of pancake, playing footsie underneath like teenagers. It felt domestic in a way that should have scared Margot but somehow didn't. Claire told stories about her coworkers, about the nightmare client who kept changing their mind about the waterfront project, about her sister who was getting married in May. Margot talked about her job, about her own family drama, about the book she was reading that she couldn't decide if she loved or hated.

"What are you doing tomorrow?" Claire asked, soaking up syrup with her last piece of pancake.

"Tomorrow's Saturday. No plans." Margot tried to sound casual, but her heart was racing. "Why?"

"Come to my place." Claire met her eyes across the table. "I'll cook you actual food. We can watch a movie. And—" She paused, smile turning wicked. "I have some toys I think you'd like."

Margot's brain short-circuited. "Toys?"

"Mm." Claire leaned back in her chair, clearly enjoying Margot's reaction. "Nothing too intense. But I've been thinking about what you'd look like with a plug in your ass while I go down on you. And I really, really want to find out."

Heat flooded Margot's body. "Jesus Christ, Claire."

"Is that a yes?"

"That's absolutely a yes."

Claire grinned, satisfied. They cleaned up breakfast together, moving around each other in Margot's small kitchen with surprising ease, and then Claire reluctantly announced she really did need to go home, shower, change, and show up for at least part of her workday.

They kissed goodbye at the door—long and deep and full of promise—and Claire made Margot promise to text her later. Margot stood in her doorway watching Claire walk down the hall toward the elevator, and when Claire turned back to blow her a kiss, Margot felt that dangerous feeling in her chest again.

Falling. Definitely falling.

She spent the rest of Friday in a pleasant haze, half-assing her own work from home while replaying the past twenty-four hours on a loop. Claire texted her around two with a photo of her computer screen and the caption dying of boredom, save me. Margot responded with think about tomorrow night, and Claire sent back a string of emojis that made Margot laugh out loud.

She went to bed early that night, too keyed up to focus on anything, and dreamed about Claire's mouth and hands and the promise of tomorrow.
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Saturday arrived with the kind of nervous anticipation usually reserved for first dates, even though this was technically their third time together. Margot changed outfits four times before settling on jeans and a soft blue sweater—casual but cute, comfortable but flattering. Claire had texted her the address that morning along with come over at 7, and wear comfortable underwear.

Margot had spent an embarrassing amount of time trying to figure out what "comfortable underwear" meant in this context before deciding on simple black cotton that fit well and didn't have any awkward seams. She'd showered, shaved everything she could reach, and applied the nice lotion that made her skin soft. She felt like she was preparing for something momentous.

Which was ridiculous. It was just sex. Really good sex with someone she was maybe developing serious feelings for, but still. Just sex.

She arrived at Claire's apartment at seven-oh-three, standing outside the door for a full minute trying to calm her racing heart before finally knocking.

Claire answered immediately, barefoot in dark jeans and a loose white button-down, hair still slightly damp like she'd just showered. She looked unfairly beautiful and completely at ease.

"Hi," Claire said, smiling.

"Hi." Margot stepped inside, taking in the space—bigger than her apartment, with actual rooms instead of a studio layout, decorated in warm neutrals with plants on every available surface. "Nice place."

"Thanks. I like having space for all my bad decisions." Claire closed the door, locked it, then immediately pulled Margot into a kiss. "Missed you."

"It's been like thirty hours," Margot said against her mouth, but she was grinning.

"Long thirty hours." Claire kissed her again, deeper, hands sliding up into Margot's hair. When she finally pulled back they were both breathing hard. "Come on, I actually did cook. We should eat before I get distracted."

Dinner was pasta with homemade sauce—actually homemade, Claire had apparently spent the afternoon cooking—and a salad and bread and more wine. They ate at Claire's dining table, which had candles on it, and Margot tried very hard not to think about how much this felt like a real date.

"So," Claire said, twirling pasta on her fork. "How adventurous are you feeling tonight?"

Margot's pulse kicked up. "Depends on what you have in mind."

"Well." Claire took a sip of wine, eyes sparkling with mischief. "I mentioned toys. I have a set of plugs—different sizes, all body-safe silicone. I thought we could start small, see how you like it. And if you're into it, we can work up from there."

Margot's throat went dry. "Work up to what?"

"Bigger sizes. More intense sensations. Maybe eventually I fuck you with a strap while you have a plug in." Claire said it casually, like she was discussing the weather, but her eyes were dark and heated. "But we go at your pace. This is supposed to be fun, not stressful."

"I'm not stressed," Margot said, which was only partially true. She was definitely nervous, but also incredibly turned on. "I'm interested."

"Good." Claire reached across the table, took Margot's hand. "We'll take it slow. And if you don't like something, you tell me immediately. Okay?"

"Okay."

They finished dinner, cleared the dishes together, and then Claire led Margot to her bedroom—larger than Margot's, with a queen bed covered in soft gray sheets and more plants on the windowsill. Claire disappeared into the bathroom for a moment, returning with a small box.

"Come here," she said, sitting on the edge of the bed and patting the space beside her.

Margot sat, heart pounding, as Claire opened the box to reveal three silicone plugs in graduated sizes, along with a bottle of lube. The smallest was barely bigger than Margot's thumb, tapered and smooth. The largest was considerably more substantial.

"We'll start with the small one," Claire said, holding it up. "It's designed for beginners. Comfortable to wear, easy to insert. We'll use plenty of lube, and I'll work you up to it first with my tongue. Sound good?"

Margot nodded, not trusting her voice.

"I need you to say it," Claire pressed gently. "Tell me you want this."

"I want this," Margot said, meeting her eyes. "I want you to—to use that on me."

Claire's expression softened, heated. "Good girl."

The praise sent a shiver down Margot's spine. Claire set the box aside, then leaned in to kiss her—slow and thorough, taking her time, clearly in no rush. Her hands slid under Margot's sweater, exploring familiar territory, relearning the shape of her.

"Take this off," Claire murmured against her mouth, tugging at the sweater.

Margot pulled it over her head, revealing the simple black bra underneath. Claire made an approving sound, fingers tracing the edge of the fabric before unhooking it and sliding it off. She guided Margot to lie back, then spent several long minutes just touching and kissing—her neck, her collarbones, her breasts, taking her time until Margot was squirming and breathing hard.

"Claire," Margot finally gasped. "Please."

"Please what?" Claire's mouth was on her ribs, working lower.

"Touch me. More. I need—"

"I know what you need." Claire unbuttoned Margot's jeans, slid them down along with her underwear, leaving her completely bare. "So pretty like this. Spread out for me."

Margot's face flushed but she obeyed, letting her legs fall open, exposing herself completely. Claire settled between her thighs, and for a moment just looked at her with an expression of pure hunger.

"I'm going to make you feel so good," Claire promised, and then her mouth was on Margot and all coherent thought evaporated.

Claire took her time, working Margot up slowly and thoroughly. She used her tongue and lips and occasionally her fingers, building pleasure in steady waves, bringing Margot close to the edge and then backing off. By the time she finally moved lower—kissing down past Margot's cunt, spreading her open, tongue tracing that familiar path—Margot was already shaking.

"Oh god—yes—mmmm—" The sounds spilled out of her uncontrolled as Claire's tongue circled her hole, getting everything wet and relaxed.

Claire worked patiently, thoroughly, tongue pressing and circling until Margot was loose and gasping and practically begging for more. Then she pulled back, reaching for the lube and the small plug.

"Ready?" she asked, warming the lube between her fingers.

"Yes," Margot breathed.

She felt Claire's lubed fingers first, circling and massaging, one finger pressing gently inside—just the tip, just enough to stretch slightly. It felt strange at first, unfamiliar, but Claire worked slowly and Margot's body gradually relaxed into it. When Claire's finger slid deeper, Margot made a sound she didn't recognize.

"Ohhh—"

"Good?" Claire's other hand was on Margot's hip, grounding.

"Yeah—weird but good—"

"It gets better." Claire worked her finger slowly in and out, letting Margot adjust, occasionally adding more lube. When she added a second finger, Margot's back arched off the bed.

"Fuck—Claire—ahhhh—"

"You're doing so well," Claire murmured, voice thick with arousal. "Taking my fingers so perfectly. You ready for the plug?"

"Yes—please—yes—"

Margot felt the cool silicone press against her, slick with lube. Claire worked it slowly, letting Margot's body adjust to the stretch. There was pressure, then the slight burn of being opened, and then suddenly it slid home and Margot gasped at the fullness.

"Oh—oh fuck—"

"Breathe," Claire coached. "Just breathe. Let your body adjust."

Margot breathed, feeling the plug settle inside her, the tapered base sitting snugly between her cheeks. It felt strange and intense and overwhelming, but also incredibly hot. She felt full, claimed, intensely aware of every nerve ending.

"How does it feel?" Claire asked, hands gentle on Margot's thighs.

"Full," Margot managed. "Really full. But good. Really good."

"Good." Claire leaned down, pressed a kiss to Margot's inner thigh. "Now I'm going to make you come with it inside you, and you're going to feel things you've never felt before."

She wasn't wrong.

Claire's mouth returned to Margot's clit, tongue working with focused determination while the plug sat heavy and present inside her. Every movement, every lick, every touch seemed amplified, intensified by the fullness. When Claire's fingers slid into her cunt—easily, because Margot was absolutely soaked—the dual sensation made Margot cry out.

"Oh god oh god oh fuck—Claire—nnnngh—"

Claire worked her mercilessly, tongue and fingers moving in rhythm, and the pressure from the plug made everything feel tighter, more intense. Margot could feel every movement, every stretch, every point of contact. When Claire curled her fingers inside, pressing against that front wall while her tongue flicked Margot's clit, Margot came so hard she literally screamed.

The orgasm seemed to go on forever, rolling through her in waves, every muscle clenching around the intrusion inside her in a way that made the sensations even more intense. Claire worked her through all of it, only slowing when Margot was gasping and shaking and weakly trying to push her away.

"Too much—can't—oh god—"

Claire pulled back, pressed kisses to Margot's thighs, her hips, her stomach, giving her time to come down. Margot lay there panting, staring at the ceiling, trying to process what had just happened.

"Still with me?" Claire asked, crawling up to lie beside her.

"That was—" Margot turned her head to look at her. "I can't even describe that."

Claire grinned, looking enormously pleased with herself. "Intense?"

"That doesn't even cover it." Margot shifted slightly and felt the plug move inside her, sending another shiver through her body. "How long can I wear this?"

"As long as you're comfortable. Hours, if you want." Claire's hand traced patterns on Margot's stomach. "Why?"

"Because I want to wear it while I fuck you," Margot said, decision made. "I want to feel it while I'm going down on you."

Claire's eyes went dark. "Fuck, Margot—"

"Is that a yes?"

"That's absolutely a yes." Claire was already moving, stripping off her own clothes with gratifying speed. "Get over here."

Margot moved carefully, acutely aware of the plug with every motion, and positioned herself between Claire's legs. Claire was soaked, clearly had been getting off on everything they'd been doing, and Margot dove in eagerly.

The plug shifted with every movement, a constant presence and reminder, making every sensation feel heightened. Margot licked and sucked enthusiastically, paying attention to what made Claire gasp versus what made her moan, and when she finally moved lower—tongue tracing over Claire's hole, circling and pressing—Claire's hands fisted in the sheets.

"Yes—fuck yes—right there—ahhhhh—"

Margot worked her the way Claire had worked her, patient and thorough, getting everything wet before pressing her tongue inside. The plug in her own ass seemed to pulse with every movement, creating sympathetic sensations that made her cunt throb. She brought one hand up to Claire's clit, rubbing in steady circles while her tongue pressed deeper.

"Oh fuck—Margot—I'm gonna—mmmm—"

Claire came with her hands buried in Margot's hair, thighs clamped around her head, crying out so loudly Margot briefly worried about the neighbors. Margot worked her through it, only pulling back when Claire went boneless.

They lay there for a while, tangled together, both catching their breath. Eventually Claire stirred, pressing a kiss to Margot's shoulder.

"Ready to take it out?" she asked gently.

"Not yet," Margot said. "Is that okay?"

"More than okay." Claire's hand found hers, squeezed. "We can leave it in as long as you want. Maybe watch that movie I promised you?"

They did exactly that—threw on comfortable clothes (carefully, in Margot's case), curled up on Claire's couch with a blanket, and put on some comedy neither of them really watched because they were too busy kissing and touching and talking. Margot wore the plug for another hour before finally admitting she was ready for it to come out, and Claire helped her remove it carefully, then held her while her body adjusted to the absence.

"How do you feel?" Claire asked, fingers combing through Margot's hair.

"Good. Tired. Really, really satisfied." Margot tilted her head back to look at her. "Thank you."

"For what?"

"For this. For being patient. For—" Margot hesitated, then decided to be brave. "For making me feel safe enough to try new things."

Claire's expression softened. "You make it easy." She leaned down, kissed Margot's forehead. "Stay tonight?"

"Yeah," Margot agreed. "I'd like that."

They eventually migrated to Claire's bed, too tired for another round but happy to just sleep tangled together. As Margot drifted off—comfortable and satisfied and feeling dangerously close to something she wasn't ready to name—Claire's voice came soft in the darkness.

"Margot?"

"Mm?"

"I really like you. Like, a lot. This isn't just casual for me anymore."

Margot's eyes opened, heart suddenly pounding. She turned in Claire's arms to face her. "It's not casual for me either."

Claire smiled, relief evident even in the dim light. "Good. That's—good."

They fell asleep holding hands, and when Margot woke the next morning to Claire kissing her shoulder and suggesting they test out the medium-sized plug, she realized she was absolutely, completely, irrevocably falling in love.

But that was okay. Because from the way Claire was looking at her—like she was precious, like she was wanted, like she was everything—Margot was pretty sure Claire was falling too.

Chapter 4: Instruction

Three weeks had passed since that first dinner party at Sandra's, and Margot's life had become a beautiful blur of Claire.

They'd fallen into a rhythm that felt simultaneously brand new and like they'd been doing it forever. Claire stayed over at Margot's place on Tuesdays and Thursdays—the nights when her commute was easier from that side of town. Margot stayed at Claire's on Fridays and usually through the weekend, leaving Sunday evenings to return to her own apartment and pretend she had her life together enough to do laundry and meal prep. They texted constantly throughout the day—random thoughts, photos of their coffee, complaints about work, increasingly filthy suggestions for what they'd do to each other later.

The sex had been... educational.

That was the word Margot kept coming back to, though it felt inadequate. Claire had patience and creativity and an apparently endless supply of toys that she introduced gradually, carefully, always checking in and making sure Margot was comfortable. They'd worked through the full set of plugs over the course of two weeks—small to medium to large, each size requiring adjustment and time and Claire's skilled tongue and fingers working Margot open until she could take it. Margot had discovered she loved the feeling of fullness, loved the way wearing a plug made every other sensation more intense, loved the slight taboo thrill of it.

She'd also discovered she loved doing it to Claire just as much as receiving.

There was something incredibly intimate about it—the trust required, the vulnerability, the care needed to make it good instead of uncomfortable. Claire had taught her technique, had guided her through the process of properly preparing someone, of reading body language and knowing when to push forward versus when to slow down. Margot had become almost obsessed with it, with the way Claire looked when she was opened and filled, with the sounds she made, with the way she came harder with something in her ass.

But tonight was different.

Tonight, Claire had texted her that morning with a simple message: Come over at 8. I want to teach you something new.

Margot had spent the entire day distracted, speculation running wild. What could possibly be new at this point? They'd covered so much ground already—toys and positions and every possible variation of oral she could imagine. What else was there?

She'd found out an hour ago when a package had arrived at her apartment—delivered via courier, which seemed excessive until she opened it and found a note in Claire's handwriting.

Wear this tonight. Nothing else underneath. -C

Inside the box was a dress—deep green, soft fabric, with a wrap style that tied at the waist. Simple but elegant, the kind of thing that looked casual but felt deliberate. And underneath the dress, carefully wrapped in tissue paper, was a plug. Not one from Claire's existing collection, but something new—medium-sized, black silicone, with a smooth tapered shape Margot recognized from their previous explorations.

Her hands had actually shaken as she held it, reading the implications. Claire wanted her to insert it herself, before coming over, and wear it during the trip to her apartment. The thought was both terrifying and incredibly arousing.

She'd taken her time getting ready—showered, made sure everything was thoroughly clean, applied lotion to her skin until it was soft. She'd stood in her bathroom with the plug and a bottle of lube, heart racing, and carefully worked herself open. It was different doing it herself versus having Claire do it—more awkward, harder to relax, but also weirdly empowering. She'd taken it slow, used plenty of lube, and eventually managed to work the plug inside. The fullness was immediately intense, present with every tiny movement.

Getting dressed had been an adventure. The dress slid over her skin, hem hitting mid-thigh, and she was acutely aware that she was completely bare underneath except for the plug. No bra, no underwear, just skin and fabric and silicone. Walking felt strange, every step making her aware of the intrusion, and by the time she'd made it downstairs to call a rideshare she was already wet and flustered.

The drive to Claire's apartment was torture. Every bump in the road, every turn, every moment of sitting on the seat made the plug shift and press and remind her exactly what she was doing. The driver made polite small talk about the weather and Margot responded on autopilot, desperately trying to seem normal while her entire body felt electrified with sensation and anticipation.

By the time she reached Claire's building she was wound so tight she felt like she might vibrate out of her skin.

She made it to Claire's door, knocked, and tried to remember how to breathe normally.

Claire answered almost immediately, and Margot's breath caught. She was wearing black pants that looked suspiciously like leather and a simple white tank top, hair pulled back, and she looked at Margot with an expression of pure heat.

"Hi," Claire said, voice low.

"Hi," Margot managed.

"Did you wear it?"

Margot nodded, not trusting her voice.

"Good girl." Claire stepped aside to let her in, and Margot walked past her into the apartment, acutely aware of Claire's eyes tracking her movement. The door closed, locked, and then Claire's hands were on her waist from behind, pulling her back against her body. "How does it feel?"

"Intense," Margot breathed. "I've been aware of it every second."

"Good." Claire's lips found her neck, kissing softly. "That's exactly what I wanted. I wanted you thinking about it, anticipating what we'd do tonight, getting worked up during the whole trip over here."

"Mission accomplished," Margot said weakly as Claire's teeth grazed her pulse point.

"Come with me." Claire took her hand, led her through the apartment—past the living room, past the kitchen, down the hall to her bedroom. But instead of the bed, Claire guided her to the armchair in the corner, positioned at an angle that faced the full-length mirror mounted on the closet door. "Sit."

Margot sat carefully, the plug pressing deeper with the position, making her gasp softly.

"Spread your legs," Claire instructed, kneeling in front of her. "I want to see you."

Margot obeyed, letting her legs fall open, and watched in the mirror as the dress fell away, exposing her completely. She could see herself—flushed and aroused, legs spread, the base of the plug visible between her cheeks. It was obscene and incredibly hot.

"Look at you," Claire murmured, hands sliding up Margot's thighs. "So perfect. So obedient. You did exactly what I asked."

"I wanted to," Margot admitted. "I've been thinking about this all day."

"I know. I've been thinking about it all day too." Claire's fingers traced patterns on her inner thighs, deliberately avoiding where Margot wanted them most. "I've been thinking about all the things I want to teach you tonight."

"What things?" Margot's voice came out breathless.

"Patience, for one." Claire smiled wickedly. "And control. And how good it can feel to let someone else be completely in charge."

Margot's pulse kicked into overdrive. "Claire—"

"Shh." Claire pressed a finger to her lips. "Tonight, you don't make decisions. You just feel and respond and trust me. Can you do that?"

Margot nodded, something in her chest loosening at the permission to just let go.

"I need to hear you say it," Claire pressed.

"Yes," Margot said. "I trust you. I want this."

"Good." Claire stood, walked over to her dresser, and returned with several items—a blindfold, another bottle of lube, and something Margot didn't immediately recognize. Claire caught her looking and held it up. "Vibrator. Small one. I'm going to put it against your clit and turn it on low, and you're going to sit here and feel it while I work on other things. You don't get to come until I say so. Understand?"

Margot's mouth went dry. "Yes."

"Yes what?"

"Yes, I understand."

"Good girl." Claire knelt again, positioned the small bullet vibrator against Margot's clit, and turned it on. The sensation was immediate—a low steady buzz that felt good but not overwhelming. Enough to be present, to build slowly, but not enough to push her over the edge quickly. "How's that?"

"Good," Margot managed. "Really good."

"It's going to stay there. You're going to sit here and watch yourself in the mirror and feel it and the plug and not come until I give you permission." Claire stood, walked around behind the chair, and gently fitted the blindfold over Margot's eyes. The world went dark. "Actually, you're going to just feel. No watching."

The loss of sight made every other sensation amplify. Margot could hear her own breathing, rapid and shallow. Could feel the vibrator buzzing steadily against her clit, the plug heavy and full inside her, the soft fabric of the dress against her skin. Could smell Claire's perfume as she moved around the room doing something Margot couldn't see.

"Claire?" Her voice sounded small.

"I'm here." Claire's hand touched her shoulder, grounding. "I'm right here. Just relax and feel."

Time became strange. Without sight, without anything to focus on except sensation, Margot lost track of how long she sat there. The vibrator built pleasure slowly, steadily, a rising tide that never quite crested. The plug sat heavy and present, occasionally shifting when she moved and sending sparks up her spine. Her cunt was dripping, she could feel wetness on her thighs, could hear the quiet buzz of the vibrator.

She heard Claire moving around, heard drawers opening and closing, heard water running in the bathroom. But Claire didn't touch her, didn't speak, just let her sit there marinating in sensation and anticipation.

"Please," Margot finally gasped. "Claire, please—"

"Please what?" Claire's voice came from somewhere to her left.

"Touch me. More. I need—"

"Not yet." Claire's hands landed on her shoulders, massaging gently. "You're doing so well. Just a little longer."

Margot whimpered, hips rolling involuntarily, seeking more friction from the vibrator. But it stayed maddeningly steady, not enough to push her over but more than enough to keep her desperately aroused.

Finally—after what felt like hours but was probably only fifteen minutes—she felt Claire's hands on her thighs again.

"Stand up," Claire instructed, removing the vibrator. The sudden absence made Margot gasp.

She stood on shaky legs, and felt Claire's hands steadying her, guiding her forward a few steps, then encouraging her to bend over. Her hands found a surface—the bed, she realized—and she braced against it, ass in the air, acutely aware of the plug.

"Stay just like that," Claire said. "I'm going to remove the plug now. Deep breaths."

Margot breathed as she felt Claire's hands spreading her cheeks, felt the gentle tug as Claire slowly worked the plug out. The sensation was intense—not quite pleasure, not quite discomfort, but overwhelming. When it finally slipped free, Margot felt impossibly empty.

"Good," Claire murmured. "So good. Now I'm going to work you open a bit more. We're going to try something bigger."

Margot heard the click of a lube bottle, felt Claire's slick fingers circling her hole, massaging and relaxing. One finger pressed inside easily—she was already stretched from the plug—and then a second, working slowly, scissoring gently.

"Ahh—" The sound escaped before Margot could stop it.

"Feel good?" Claire's other hand stroked her lower back.

"Yes—more—please—"

"Greedy," Claire said fondly, and added a third finger.

The stretch was more intense now, bordering on overwhelming, but Claire worked patiently, letting Margot's body adjust. She moved her fingers slowly in and out, occasionally pressing deep and making Margot cry out. More lube, more gentle stretching, and then Margot felt something larger pressing against her—silicone, cool and slick.

"This is bigger than what you've taken before," Claire said. "We'll go slow. Tell me if it's too much."

It was a plug—had to be, based on the shape—but larger than the one Margot had worn over. Claire worked it slowly, pressing and retreating, letting Margot's body gradually open and accept it. The stretch burned slightly, intense and overwhelming, but not quite painful. Margot focused on breathing, on relaxing, on trusting Claire's hands.

"That's it," Claire coached. "You're doing beautifully. Just a little more—"

The widest part stretched her impossibly, and then suddenly it slipped past and seated fully and Margot cried out at the fullness.

"Oh fuck—oh god—Claire—"

"Breathe," Claire soothed, hands gentle on her hips. "Just breathe. Let your body adjust."

Margot breathed, feeling impossibly full, stretched in ways she'd never experienced. It was intense and overwhelming and absolutely incredible. She felt claimed, opened, used in the best possible way.

"How does it feel?" Claire asked.

"So full," Margot gasped. "So fucking full—"

"Good. Now stay just like that." Claire's hands left her hips, and Margot heard her moving, heard clothing rustling. Then Claire was back, pressing against her from behind, and Margot felt something hard press against her cunt—the strap, she realized with a jolt. "I'm going to fuck you now. With the plug inside. It's going to feel intense. You still trust me?"

"Yes," Margot gasped. "Please—yes—"

She felt Claire position the dildo at her entrance, felt the blunt pressure as Claire slowly pressed inside. With the plug already filling her ass, the sensation was overwhelming—impossibly full, stretched beyond what she thought possible. Claire moved slowly, carefully, pressing in inch by inch until she was fully seated.

"Oh my god—" Margot's hands fisted in the sheets, every nerve ending on fire.

"Okay?" Claire's hands were on her hips, holding her steady.

"Yes—fuck—yes—don't stop—"

Claire started moving—slow, shallow thrusts at first, letting Margot adjust to the dual fullness. The sensations were overwhelming—she could feel everything, the dildo and the plug separated by thin walls of tissue, pressing against each other, creating pressure and friction everywhere. Claire gradually increased her pace, thrusts getting deeper, harder, and Margot was making sounds she'd never heard herself make—desperate broken cries of pleasure.

"Ahhh—fuck—Claire—oh god oh god—nnngh—"

"You feel so good," Claire panted above her, hips snapping forward in steady rhythm. "So tight. Taking everything so perfectly."

One of Claire's hands snaked around to find Margot's clit, rubbing in fast circles, and the combination of sensations—dildo in her cunt, plug in her ass, fingers on her clit—was too much. Margot came with a scream, body convulsing, every muscle clenching around the intrusions in a way that made the pleasure almost painful in its intensity.

Claire fucked her through it, movements not slowing, drawing it out until Margot was sobbing into the sheets. But she didn't stop—just adjusted her angle slightly and kept going, building Margot toward a second orgasm before the first had even fully subsided.

"Can't—too much—Claire—"

"You can," Claire said firmly, fingers still working her clit. "You can give me another one. Come on, baby—"

The endearment combined with the relentless stimulation pushed Margot over the edge again, a second orgasm crashing through her barely two minutes after the first. This one felt different—deeper, rolling through her entire body in waves that seemed endless. She was vaguely aware of crying, of making sounds that didn't resemble words, of her body doing things completely outside her control.

When Claire finally stilled, finally stopped, Margot collapsed forward onto the bed, boneless and shaking. She felt Claire carefully withdraw the dildo, heard her moving around, and then gentle hands were removing the blindfold.

Light flooded in, disorienting. Margot blinked, trying to focus, and saw Claire's face above her—tender and concerned and satisfied.

"Hey," Claire said softly. "You with me?"

"I think so," Margot managed, voice wrecked. "That was—"

"Intense?"

"That doesn't even begin to cover it." Margot tried to move and winced. "I can't feel my legs."

Claire laughed softly. "That's normal. Just rest for a minute. I'm going to take the plug out, okay?"

"Okay."

Claire worked carefully, removing the large plug slowly and gently. The sensation of it coming out was almost as intense as it going in, and Margot whimpered at the loss. She felt impossibly empty, loose, thoroughly used.

"Stay here," Claire instructed, disappearing into the bathroom. Margot heard water running, and then Claire was back with a warm washcloth, carefully cleaning her with gentle touches. The care was almost as overwhelming as the sex had been.

When Claire was satisfied she'd cleaned everything thoroughly, she helped Margot move up the bed properly, arranged pillows, and curled up beside her. Margot immediately turned into her, burying her face in Claire's neck.

"Thank you," she mumbled against Claire's skin.

"For what?"

"For that. For—" Margot struggled to find words. "For pushing me. For being patient. For making me feel safe enough to completely let go."

Claire's arms tightened around her. "You make it easy. You're so responsive, so trusting. It's incredibly hot."

They lay there for a while, Margot gradually coming back to herself, feeling her heartbeat slow and her breathing regulate. Eventually she pulled back enough to look at Claire.

"What about you?" she asked. "You didn't—"

"Later," Claire said, fingers combing through Margot's hair. "Right now I just want to hold you. Make sure you're okay."

"I'm more than okay," Margot assured her. "That was possibly the most intense experience of my life."

Claire smiled, pleased. "Good. That was the goal."

"You succeeded." Margot kissed her softly. "But I'm serious about returning the favor. Once I remember how my body works."

"I'll hold you to that."

They dozed for a bit, tangled together, and when Margot woke she felt more grounded, more present. Her body still ached in interesting places, but in a satisfied way rather than uncomfortable. She stretched carefully, testing her limits, and found herself grinning.

"What?" Claire asked, watching her.

"I'm just thinking about how vanilla I was a month ago," Margot said. "And look at me now."

"Any regrets?"

"Not even one." Margot rolled on top of Claire, settling her weight there. "But now it's your turn, and I've been learning from the best."

She kissed her way down Claire's body, taking her time, relearning every curve and hollow. Claire had gotten rid of the strap at some point, was back in just her tank top and those leather pants, and Margot worked the pants down with deliberate slowness.

"Someone's feeling confident," Claire observed, but her voice was breathless.

"You taught me well." Margot kissed her hip bone, her inner thigh, deliberately avoiding where Claire clearly wanted her. "And I'm a very dedicated student."

She took her time working Claire up—using everything she'd learned over the past few weeks, paying attention to what made her gasp versus moan, building her up slowly. When she finally moved lower, spreading Claire open and dragging her tongue over her hole, Claire's hands fisted in the sheets.

"Fuck—Margot—yes—"

Margot worked her thoroughly, getting her wet and relaxed, before reaching for the lube and the medium plug from Claire's collection. She'd gotten good at this—the careful preparation, the patient stretching, reading Claire's body to know when to press forward versus when to slow down. She worked the plug in slowly, watching Claire's face, seeing the moment it seated fully and Claire's expression went slack with pleasure.

"Oh god—"

"Good?" Margot asked, though she already knew the answer.

"So good—don't stop—"

Margot didn't stop. She returned her mouth to Claire's clit, tongue working in steady rhythm while the plug sat heavy inside her. She added her fingers, two of them sliding easily into Claire's cunt, curling to find that spot that made her cry out. The combination of sensations—tongue on her clit, fingers in her cunt, plug in her ass—had Claire coming in less than five minutes, back arching off the bed, thighs clamping around Margot's head.

Margot worked her through it, only pulling back when Claire went boneless. She carefully removed the plug, cleaned everything up, and crawled back up to lie beside her.

"Okay," Claire panted. "You definitely learned well."

"I had a good teacher."

They lay there catching their breath, hands linked between them, and Margot felt that dangerous feeling in her chest again—the one that felt suspiciously like love. She'd been trying not to think about it too hard, trying not to examine what this thing between them had become. But lying here in Claire's bed, body satisfied and heart full, it was getting harder to ignore.

"Claire?" she said quietly.

"Yeah?"

"This—us—" Margot struggled for words. "It's not casual anymore, right? We're on the same page about that?"

Claire turned to look at her, expression soft. "We're definitely on the same page. I'm not seeing anyone else. Don't want to see anyone else. I just want—" She paused, like she was weighing her words. "I want this. You. Whatever this is becoming."

Relief flooded through Margot. "Me too."

"Good." Claire kissed her forehead. "Because I was getting worried you were going to friend-zone me after all this excellent sex."

Margot laughed. "Pretty sure you can't friend-zone someone who's had their tongue in your ass."

"Fair point."

They eventually got up, ordered food because neither of them had the energy to cook, and spent the rest of the evening curled up on Claire's couch talking about everything and nothing. Margot stayed the night—of course she did—and when she woke the next morning to Claire kissing her awake and suggesting round two, she couldn't think of anywhere else she'd rather be.

Over breakfast—actual breakfast that Claire made, because she was apparently determined to keep Margot fed—Claire looked at her with a thoughtful expression.

"What are you doing next weekend?" she asked.

"Nothing planned. Why?"

"My sister's engagement party is Saturday. In wine country, about two hours north. I was going to skip it because weddings stress me out, but—" Claire hesitated. "Would you want to come with me? As my girlfriend?"

Margot's heart did a complicated flip at the word. "Girlfriend?"

"If you want to be," Claire said quickly. "No pressure. I just—I'd like to introduce you to my family. If you're interested."

"I'm interested," Margot said, grinning. "And yes, I want to be your girlfriend. And yes, I'll come to your sister's engagement party."

Claire's face lit up. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." Margot leaned across the table to kiss her. "But fair warning—I'm terrible at small talk with strangers."

"That's okay. I'll just tell them you're really good with your tongue. That should make things less awkward."

Margot choked on her coffee. "Please do not do that."

"No promises," Claire said wickedly, and Margot realized she was absolutely, completely, head-over-heels in love with this ridiculous woman.

And based on the way Claire was looking at her—like she'd hang the moon if Margot asked—the feeling was entirely mutual.

Chapter 5: Devotion

The drive to wine country started innocently enough.

Claire had picked Margot up at nine AM on Saturday morning in her sensible Honda—packed overnight bag in the trunk, travel mug of coffee in the cup holder, NPR playing softly on the radio. They'd been dating officially for two weeks now, though it felt both longer and shorter than that simultaneously. Longer because Margot couldn't really remember what her life had been like before Claire consumed most of her waking thoughts. Shorter because two weeks didn't seem like enough time to feel this completely, irrevocably in love with someone.

Not that she'd said it out loud yet. That felt like something that required the right moment, the right setting, not just blurting it out over morning coffee or in the middle of sex no matter how incredible the sex was.

"You okay?" Claire glanced over at her, one hand on the wheel, the other reaching across to squeeze Margot's knee. "You're quiet."

"Just thinking," Margot said, which was true if incomplete.

"Nervous about meeting my family?"

"A little," Margot admitted. "What have you told them about me?"

"That you're smart and funny and beautiful and you make me really happy." Claire's thumb rubbed small circles on Margot's knee. "My sister's excited to meet you. Fair warning though—she's going to interrogate you about your intentions."

"My intentions are thoroughly impure," Margot said, and was rewarded with Claire's laugh.

"Save that energy for later. We have a hotel room and I fully plan to take advantage of it."

Heat flooded Margot's body at the implication. They'd talked about it earlier in the week—the engagement party was in the evening, but Claire had booked them a room at the venue for the night. Privacy. A whole night away from their normal lives. The possibilities had been occupying significant real estate in Margot's mind.

"What are you thinking about?" Claire asked, clearly reading something in Margot's expression.

"The hotel room," Margot said honestly. "And what we might do in it."

"Oh?" Claire's hand slid slightly higher on Margot's thigh. "Any specific ideas?"

"A few." Margot's breath hitched as Claire's fingers traced patterns through her jeans. "But they require fewer clothes and more privacy than a moving vehicle allows."

"Probably for the best. I'd hate to crash because I was distracted by making you come."

"Claire—" Margot's voice came out strangled.

"What? I'm just being safety-conscious." But Claire's smile was absolutely wicked as her hand retreated back to a more appropriate position on Margot's knee.

They drove north through increasingly scenic countryside—rolling hills covered in bare winter vines, occasional clusters of trees, sky that impossible California blue that made everything look like a postcard. Claire told stories about her sister—Emily, three years younger, a lawyer, recently engaged to another lawyer named Rachel who Claire described as "terrifyingly competent and somehow perfect for my disaster of a sister." About their parents who were divorced but friendly, both remarried, all attending today which would either be fine or a complete disaster depending on how much wine everyone consumed.

"So no pressure," Margot said dryly.

"None at all. Just my entire family meeting the first person I've been serious about in three years. Totally casual."

Margot's head whipped around. "Three years?"

Claire glanced at her, expression suddenly vulnerable. "Yeah. My last relationship ended badly and I kind of threw myself into work for a while. Didn't date much. And then I met you at Sandra's birthday party and—" She paused, fingers tightening on the steering wheel. "Everything changed."

Margot's chest felt too full. "For me too," she said quietly. "In case that wasn't obvious."

"It's nice to hear anyway."

They arrived at the venue around eleven—a beautiful winery estate with manicured grounds and a main building that looked like it belonged in Tuscany. Claire checked them in while Margot tried not to gawk at how fancy everything was. Their room was on the second floor, overlooking the vineyards, with a king bed covered in white linens and a bathroom that had both a massive tub and a separate shower.

"This is gorgeous," Margot said, dropping her bag and immediately going to the window.

"Emily went all out." Claire came up behind her, arms sliding around her waist. "We have about three hours before we need to start getting ready. Any ideas how we should spend that time?"

Margot turned in her arms, already feeling heat building. "I might have a few thoughts."

"Yeah?" Claire's hands slid down to cup Margot's ass, pulling her closer. "Share with the class."

"Well—" Margot walked her fingers up Claire's chest. "I was thinking we could christen this very nice bed. Thoroughly."

"I like the way you think." Claire kissed her, slow and deep, tongue sliding against hers with familiar confidence.

They shed clothes between kisses—Margot's sweater hitting the floor, Claire's jeans following, a trail of fabric leading to the bed. By the time they fell onto the mattress they were down to underwear and Margot was already breathing hard.

Claire rolled on top of her, settling her weight there, and kissed her way down Margot's neck. "I've been thinking about this all week," she murmured against Margot's collarbone. "About having you alone. No interruptions. No need to be quiet."

"So you're planning to make me loud?" Margot's fingers tangled in Claire's hair.

"That's exactly what I'm planning." Claire's teeth grazed the sensitive spot below Margot's ear, making her gasp. "I want to hear every sound you make."

She worked her way down Margot's body methodically—kissing and licking and occasionally biting, paying attention to all the spots she'd learned over the past month. When she reached Margot's breasts she spent several long minutes there, alternating between gentle and demanding, until Margot was squirming and panting beneath her.

"Claire—please—"

"Please what?" Claire's tongue circled one nipple while her fingers played with the other.

"More—touch me—oh god—"

"I am touching you." But Claire's hand was already sliding down, slipping under the waistband of Margot's underwear. Her fingers found wetness immediately and she made an approving sound. "So wet already. Were you thinking about this the whole drive?"

"Yes," Margot admitted breathlessly.

"Good girl." Claire's fingers circled her clit, not enough pressure to do more than tease. "Tell me what you want."

"Your mouth," Margot said immediately. "I want your mouth on me."

"Where?" Claire's fingers continued their maddening teasing.

"Everywhere. My clit. My—" Margot's courage faltered.

"Say it." Claire's fingers stilled. "Tell me what you want."

"My ass," Margot whispered. "I want your tongue in my ass."

"Fuck, I love when you ask for what you want." Claire was already moving, pulling Margot's underwear down and off. "Roll over."

Margot obeyed, settling on her stomach, anticipation making her shake. She felt Claire's hands on her hips, positioning her, placing a pillow underneath to elevate her ass. Then Claire's hands were spreading her open and—

"Ahhh—yes—"

Claire's tongue dragged over her hole, slow and deliberate, before settling into a rhythm of circles and pressure. She worked patiently, getting everything wet, before pressing the tip of her tongue inside. The sensation was immediately overwhelming and Margot buried her face in the pillow to muffle her sounds.

"Uh-uh." Claire pulled back. "No hiding. I want to hear you."

"Someone might—"

"These walls are thick and I don't care." Claire's tongue returned. "Let me hear you."

So Margot did. She let herself moan and gasp and make desperate pleading sounds as Claire worked her open with tongue and then fingers, stretching and preparing her. Claire took her time—more time than usual, working three fingers in slowly until Margot was loose and gasping and begging for more.

"I want to try something," Claire said, voice rough. "We've worked up to the large plug but I have something slightly bigger. If you're interested."

"What is it?" Margot turned her head to look back.

Claire showed her—it was a dildo, but smaller and shorter than the one she used in the strap, clearly designed for anal. Silicone, with a tapered tip and a flared base. Not enormous but definitely larger than anything Margot had taken before.

"That's—" Margot's voice caught. "That's big."

"It is. But I think you can take it if we go slow." Claire's hand rubbed soothing circles on Margot's lower back. "But only if you want to. We can stick with what we know works."

Margot thought about it. Thought about the trust she had in Claire, about how carefully she always worked her open, about how good it felt to be filled and stretched and used. About how she wanted to see how far she could go, how much she could take.

"Okay," she said. "But slow."

"Always slow." Claire kissed her shoulder blade, then reached for the lube.

She worked Margot open even more—four fingers, more lube, patient stretching until Margot felt impossibly loose. Then she felt the cool silicone pressing against her, and Claire's steady voice.

"Deep breaths. Relax. Let your body open."

Margot breathed, focused on relaxing every muscle, and felt the toy press forward. The stretch was intense—more than she'd experienced, bordering on too much. But Claire worked patiently, pressing forward and retreating, adding more lube, coaching Margot through breathing.

"You're doing so well," Claire murmured. "Almost past the widest part—just a little more—"

The stretch peaked, almost painful, and then suddenly it slipped past and seated fully and Margot cried out at the overwhelming fullness.

"Oh fuck—oh my god—Claire—"

"Breathe," Claire coached, hands gentle on her hips. "Just breathe and let your body adjust. You took all of it. You're doing beautifully."

Margot breathed, feeling impossibly full, stretched beyond anything she'd experienced. It was intense and overwhelming and made her feel claimed in a way that was almost emotional. After a moment the initial intensity faded to a deep satisfying fullness.

"Okay?" Claire asked.

"Yeah," Margot managed. "Really okay. It's just—so much—"

"I know. You look incredible like this." Claire's hand stroked her back. "Can you take more?"

"More?" Margot's voice came out strangled.

"I want to fuck your pussy while that's inside you. Make you come with both holes filled. But only if you can handle it."

Heat flooded through Margot. "Yes. God yes."

She heard Claire moving, heard the sound of the strap being secured. Then Claire was positioning herself, and Margot felt the blunt pressure of the dildo against her cunt. With the toy already filling her ass, the stretch when Claire pressed inside was overwhelming—impossibly full, almost too much, but not quite.

"Holy shit—" Margot's hands fisted in the sheets as Claire slowly seated herself fully.

"Okay?" Claire's voice was strained, clearly affected by the sight.

"So full—can't—fuck—"

"I know baby, I know." Claire started moving—shallow thrusts at first, letting Margot adjust to the dual fullness. "You're taking everything so perfectly. Both holes filled. Looking so fucking gorgeous."

The sensations were overwhelming. Every thrust made the toy in her ass shift and press, creating friction and fullness everywhere. Claire gradually increased her pace, one hand coming around to find Margot's clit, and the combination was almost too much to process.

"Ahhhh—Claire—fuck fuck fuck—oh god—nnngh—"

"That's it," Claire panted, hips snapping forward in steady rhythm. "Let me hear you. Tell me how it feels."

"So full—so good—can't—I'm gonna—oh fuck I'm gonna come—"

"Come for me," Claire demanded, fingers working faster. "Come with both your holes filled. Show me how good it feels."

Margot came with a scream that was probably audible three rooms over, body convulsing, every muscle clenching around the intrusions in a way that made the orgasm almost painfully intense. It rolled through her in waves, each one stronger than the last, Claire fucking her through all of it until Margot was sobbing and shaking.

Claire finally stilled, carefully withdrew from Margot's cunt, and then slowly—so slowly—worked the toy out of her ass. Margot whimpered at the sensation, feeling impossibly empty once it was gone.

"Shh, I've got you." Claire was there immediately, gathering her close, pressing kisses to her face. "You did so well. Took everything so beautifully. I'm so proud of you."

The praise combined with the aftershocks made Margot's eyes water. She buried her face in Claire's neck, shaking, overwhelmed by sensation and emotion.

"Hey." Claire pulled back enough to see her face, expression concerned. "You okay? Was it too much?"

"No," Margot managed. "It was perfect. I just—" She struggled for words. "I feel so much right now."

"Good feelings or bad feelings?"

"Good. Really good. Just—intense." Margot took a shaky breath. "I love you."

The words were out before she could stop them, hanging in the air between them. Claire went very still.

"You—what?"

"I love you," Margot repeated, committed now. "I know it's only been a month and maybe that's too soon to say but I do. I love you."

Claire's face did something complicated, and then she was kissing Margot desperately, deeply, like she was trying to communicate everything she couldn't put into words. When she finally pulled back her eyes were bright.

"I love you too," she said, voice rough. "I have for weeks. I just didn't want to scare you off by saying it too soon."

Margot laughed, shaky and relieved. "We're idiots."

"Complete idiots." Claire kissed her again, softer this time. "I love you so much."

They lay there for a long time, tangled together, trading kisses and quiet words. Eventually Claire insisted on getting up to properly clean them both, running a warm bath and helping Margot into it despite her weak protests that they'd be late.

"We have time," Claire assured her, climbing in behind her so Margot could lean back against her chest. "And I need to take care of you properly after that."

They soaked until the water started cooling, washing each other with gentle touches, and Margot felt herself gradually coming back to earth. By the time they got out she felt more grounded, more present, though her body still ached in interesting places.

Getting ready for the party was a joint effort—Margot doing her makeup at the bathroom mirror while Claire got dressed, trading the mirror back and forth, helping each other with zippers and clasps. Margot had brought a simple black dress that Claire immediately declared was "unfairly hot," and Claire wore dark gray pants with a burgundy top that made Margot want to skip the party entirely and stay in the room.

They made it downstairs with five minutes to spare, and Margot's nerves kicked back in as they approached the event space where people were already gathering.

"You're going to be great," Claire assured her, squeezing her hand. "And if anyone gives you trouble, we'll leave early and come back upstairs."

"Deal."

Meeting Claire's family turned out to be less terrifying than anticipated. Emily was warm and enthusiastic, pulling Margot into a hug and immediately launching into stories about Claire as a child that made Claire groan. Rachel was indeed terrifyingly competent but also funny and clearly head-over-heels for Emily. Claire's mom was kind and asked thoughtful questions about Margot's work. Her dad was quieter but smiled warmly when Claire introduced them.

The party itself was beautiful—good food, better wine, toasts that made people laugh and cry. Margot found herself relaxing, enjoying watching Claire interact with her family, seeing this other side of her. When Claire caught her eye from across the room and smiled, Margot felt that fullness in her chest again.

They stayed until it was socially acceptable to leave, making excuses about the long drive tomorrow, and escaped back to their room around ten. The second the door closed behind them, Claire was on her, backing her up against the wall and kissing her hungrily.

"I've been wanting to do this all night," Claire murmured against her mouth. "Watching you in that dress, being charming to my family, all I could think about was getting you alone again."

"We have all night," Margot pointed out, already breathless.

"Good. Because I'm not done with you yet."

They shed their party clothes more carefully this time—the dresses were nice, after all—and fell into bed in just underwear. But instead of immediately escalating, Claire pulled Margot close and just held her.

"Thank you," Claire said quietly. "For coming today. For meeting everyone. For being—" She paused. "For being you."

"Thanks for inviting me." Margot traced patterns on Claire's shoulder. "Your family's really nice."

"They loved you. Emily already texted me that she approves."

"That's a relief."

They lay there in comfortable silence for a while, just touching and existing together. Eventually Claire's touches turned more purposeful, hands wandering, and Margot felt arousal building again despite how thoroughly she'd been fucked earlier.

"Your turn," Margot said, pushing Claire onto her back and settling between her legs. "I've been waiting to get my mouth on you all day."

She took her time, working Claire up slowly and thoroughly, using everything she'd learned about what Claire liked. When she finally moved lower, spreading Claire open and dragging her tongue over her hole, Claire's hands immediately found her hair.

"Fuck yes—Margot—right there—"

Margot worked her open patiently, tongue and then fingers, stretching and preparing. She grabbed the medium plug from Claire's bag—Claire had packed their favorites, apparently planning ahead—and worked it in slowly until it seated fully.

"Ohhhh—" Claire's back arched. "God I love that—"

Margot returned her mouth to Claire's clit, tongue working steadily while her fingers found their way into Claire's cunt. The combination had Claire falling apart in minutes, coming with Margot's name on her lips.

But Margot wasn't done. She carefully removed the plug, added more lube, and worked Claire open more. Then she grabbed the toy they'd used earlier—the one slightly larger than the plugs—and carefully worked it into Claire's ass while Claire gasped and trembled beneath her.

"Jesus—Margot—that's so big—"

"You can take it," Margot encouraged, working slowly. "You've been teaching me for weeks. Now let me show you what I learned."

She got the toy fully seated, then positioned herself between Claire's legs and went down on her with focused determination. Claire came twice more—once from Margot's tongue alone, once from Margot's tongue and fingers working together—before finally pushing weakly at her head in surrender.

"Can't—too much—oh my god—"

Margot carefully removed the toy, cleaned everything up, and crawled up to hold Claire while she came down from her high. They lay there in the dark, exhausted and satisfied, legs tangled together.

"I love you," Claire murmured, already half-asleep.

"I love you too," Margot replied, pressing a kiss to her shoulder.

They fell asleep like that, wrapped around each other, and when Margot woke in the middle of the night to find Claire's hand tracing lazy patterns on her hip, she let herself be pulled into slow sleepy sex that was more about closeness than intensity. They moved together in the dark, trading touches and kisses, and when they finally came it was gentle and perfect.

The next morning they woke tangled together, sunlight streaming through the windows. They had a lazy morning—ordering room service, eating in bed, taking a long shower together that involved more kissing than actual washing. By the time they checked out around noon, Margot felt thoroughly satisfied and deeply in love.

The drive home was quieter than the drive up, both of them tired and content. Claire's hand stayed on Margot's thigh most of the drive, and Margot kept catching herself smiling at nothing.

"What are you thinking about?" Claire asked.

"How happy I am," Margot said honestly. "How a month ago I was at Sandra's dinner party being bored out of my mind, and now I'm here with you and everything's different."

"Good different?"

"The best different." Margot laced their fingers together. "I never expected this. Any of this."

"Me neither." Claire brought Margot's hand to her lips, kissed her knuckles. "But I'm really glad it happened."

"Me too."

They drove in comfortable silence for a while, and then Claire spoke again.

"So I was thinking—your lease is up in a few months, right?"

"Yeah, end of April. Why?"

"Maybe you could—" Claire hesitated. "Maybe you could not renew it. Move in with me instead."

Margot's heart skipped. "That's—that's a big step."

"I know. And if it's too soon, that's okay. But we're basically living together already, and I hate when you have to leave, and—" Claire glanced over at her. "I want you there all the time. I want to wake up with you every morning."

"I want that too," Margot said, surprised by how much she meant it. "Yes. Let's do it."

Claire's face lit up. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." Margot squeezed her hand. "Let's move in together and scandalize Sandra's dinner parties and live happily ever after."

"That sounds perfect."

And it was. Over the following months they merged their lives—Margot moved into Claire's apartment, they figured out whose furniture to keep and whose to donate, they learned each other's routines and habits and quirks. They went to more of Sandra's dinner parties and made their friends uncomfortable with how obviously in love they were. They explored more together—new restaurants, new positions, new toys and techniques that kept things interesting.

But through it all, the foundation stayed the same. Trust and communication and care. The willingness to be vulnerable, to ask for what they wanted, to push boundaries while respecting limits. And love—the kind that built slowly and lasted, that was based on genuine liking and respect as much as explosive chemistry.

Six months after that first dinner party, Claire proposed—nothing elaborate, just the two of them in their apartment on a random Tuesday, Claire getting down on one knee after they'd finished dinner and asking if Margot wanted to spend forever together.

Margot said yes before Claire had even finished the question.

And when they celebrated that night—making love slowly and thoroughly, taking their time to worship each other's bodies—Margot thought about how one dinner party had changed everything. How following an attraction had led to discovery and exploration and eventually this: a life built together, a love that felt both exciting and stable, a future that looked impossibly bright.

"I love you," she whispered against Claire's mouth.

"I love you too," Claire replied. "Forever."

And Margot believed her.
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