
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Backdoor To Taste

Chapter 1: The Language of Absence

Margot Raines had forgotten what rosemary tasted like, but she remembered exactly what a woman's skin tasted like in the hollow of her throat—salt and warmth and that indefinable something that made her teeth want to scrape gently along the tendon. The memory was more cruel than kind now.

The accident had been six months ago: a poorly maintained gas line in her downtown Manhattan apartment, the silent leak, the morning she'd woken to paramedics and oxygen masks and a growing realization that something fundamental had been stolen. Carbon monoxide poisoning didn't kill her, but it murdered every taste receptor in her mouth, left her tongue numb to everything except texture and temperature. For a food critic whose three-hundred-word review could close restaurants or launch careers from Tribeca to Tokyo, it was a death sentence to her profession. To her identity.

To the way she'd learned to seduce women—over tasting menus at Eleven Madison Park, sharing oysters at Grand Central Oyster Bar, feeding each other bites of dark chocolate torte at midnight in her kitchen while deciding whether to fuck on the counter or make it to the bedroom.

Now food was just shapes in her mouth. Wine was alcohol burn without nuance. And worst of all, when she'd tried to go down on her girlfriend two months after the accident, desperate to feel something, she'd realized she couldn't taste her anymore—couldn't lose herself in that salt-sweet musk, couldn't read her arousal by flavor alone. The relationship had ended three weeks later.

Which brought her here, to Atelier Olfactif, a boutique perfumery tucked into the Meatpacking District behind an unmarked door. The consultation had cost three thousand dollars just to book, and the waiver she'd signed had clauses about "unconventional therapeutic techniques" and "intimate sensory work" that her lawyer had advised against.

Margot signed anyway. Desperation looked good on her.

"Margot Raines?"

The voice slid through the frosted glass partition like fingers through silk—low and textured, the kind of voice that could talk you into things you'd convinced yourself you didn't want. When the woman emerged, Margot felt her breath catch in a way that was entirely, viscerally sexual.

She was tall, nearly six feet in the heeled boots she wore, with dark auburn hair that fell in waves to her shoulders, artfully disheveled in that way that suggested someone's hands had been in it recently. Her face was striking rather than conventionally pretty: strong nose, sharp cheekbones, a mouth so full and soft-looking that Margot immediately imagined it leaving lipstick prints on her inner thighs. Her eyes were aged whiskey, amber and gold and dangerous.

But it was her body that made Margot's pulse spike. She wore a black silk blouse unbuttoned just low enough to show the hollow of her throat and the suggestion of collarbones, tucked into high-waisted trousers that hugged curves that were lush and unapologetic. She moved like someone who knew exactly what her body did to people—fluid, confident, purposeful. When she extended her hand, Margot noticed the stains on her fingertips—amber, violet, something darker like wine or blood—and wondered inappropriately what else those fingers had touched.

"I'm Sienna Voss." Her handshake was firm, warm, held a beat too long. "Follow me."

Margot followed, watching the sway of Sienna's hips, the way her trousers pulled tight across her ass with each step. Christ, she needed to get a grip. This was a medical consultation, not a fucking date.

Except the studio beyond the partition looked nothing like a medical office and everything like a seduction chamber. The space was intimate, dimly lit with amber pendant lights that cast everything in warm shadows. One wall was all glass beakers and copper stills, brass scales and dark bottles with handwritten labels. But the other side held a low velvet chaise in deep burgundy, silk cushions, a daybed covered in what looked like expensive Egyptian cotton. The air itself felt thick, sensuous, layered with scents Margot could identify but not fully experience: night-blooming jasmine and worn leather, woodsmoke and clean sweat, something animal and musk underneath it all that made her thighs clench involuntarily.

"Sit." Sienna gestured to the chaise, and something about the command made Margot's stomach flip.

She sat. The velvet was butter-soft against her palms. Sienna didn't sit—she leaned against the workbench directly in front of Margot, her stance casual but somehow predatory, one ankle crossed over the other, arms folded under her breasts in a way that made them press against the silk of her shirt.

"Your medical records suggest the damage is neurological," Sienna said, her gaze traveling slowly down Margot's body—lingering on her mouth, her throat, the way her blouse gaped slightly between buttons, the nervous bounce of her knee. It wasn't clinical. It was hunger, barely veiled. "The receptors themselves might regenerate eventually, but the neural pathways? Those need to be... rewired. Retrained."

"And you can do that with perfume?" Margot tried to sound skeptical, professional, not like her voice was going husky.

"Not perfume." Sienna pushed off the workbench, closing the distance between them until she stood directly in front of Margot, close enough that Margot had to tilt her head back to maintain eye contact. Close enough that she could smell her—something dark and intoxicating, pepper and fig and underneath it a warm, clean scent that was just skin. "Scent as a neurological pathway. The olfactory nerve connects directly to the limbic system: emotion, memory, arousal. Taste and smell are so intertwined that your brain can't always distinguish them. If we can't reach your taste receptors conventionally..."

She paused, reaching out to brush a strand of hair behind Margot's ear—the touch light but deliberate, her fingertips grazing the sensitive skin there.

"...we access them through the backdoor."

The word hung between them, obscene and deliberate. Margot felt heat flood her face, her chest, lower.

"How?" Her voice came out rough, breathless.

Sienna smiled, and it was not a kind expression. It was knowing. Dangerous. The smile of someone who could read exactly what Margot was feeling, exactly where her mind had gone with that phrase.

"By teaching your body to associate scent with sensation so intensely that your brain rewires the connection. Touch. Temperature. Pressure." She reached down, taking Margot's wrist, her thumb pressing against Margot's racing pulse. "Pleasure. Pain. All of it linked to olfactory input until your neural pathways literally can't distinguish where smell ends and taste begins."

"That sounds—" Margot couldn't finish. Sienna had started tracing small circles on the inside of her wrist, and it was making her stupid.

"Intimate?" Sienna supplied. "It will be. Extremely. The work requires complete trust, complete surrender to sensation. I'll need access to your entire body. I'll touch you in ways that will feel sexual because arousal is one of the most powerful neural triggers we have." Her thumb pressed harder against Margot's pulse. "I'll need you to let me work every part of you, especially the parts most people don't let strangers touch. Especially the places that make you feel the most vulnerable, the most exposed."

Margot's breathing had gone shallow. "Are you talking about—"

"Yes." Sienna released her wrist, but only to brace her hands on the armrests of the chaise, caging Margot in, her face inches away. This close, Margot could see the subtle variations in her whiskey eyes, could see that her pupils were dilated, could see the faint sheen on her full lower lip where she'd just wet it with her tongue. "I'm talking about every part of you. Your mouth, obviously. But also your throat. Your breasts. Your stomach. Your thighs. Your cunt." The word was delivered clinically, but the effect was incendiary. "Your ass. Especially your ass."

Margot felt like every nerve ending in her body had suddenly woken up and started screaming. "Why especially—"

"Because rimming is one of the most powerful sensory experiences available to the human body, and one of the least explored," Sienna said, her voice dropping even lower, more intimate. "The nerve density around the anal opening rivals the genitals. The act requires absolute vulnerability, absolute trust. And the scent—" She breathed in deliberately, her gaze holding Margot's. "—the scent is primal, unmistakable. If I can link that scent to pleasure, to intense arousal, we can potentially jumpstart your entire sensory system."

Margot's mouth had gone dry. She was wet, undeniably, embarrassingly wet, and Sienna was close enough that she had to know, had to be able to smell it.

"You're proposing to..." Margot couldn't say it.

"Eat your ass until you come?" Sienna finished for her, one corner of her mouth lifting. "Among other things, yes. Multiple times. In different contexts with different scent profiles. While training you to associate specific fragrances with specific sensations. Until your brain learns to taste again through pure olfactory-tactile association."

She straightened, putting distance between them that felt simultaneously like relief and loss. "But not immediately. First I need to assess your current sensory response levels. Map your erogenous zones. Understand what makes your body respond." She walked to her workbench, selected a small dark bottle. "Which means today, we start with baseline touch testing."

"What does that mean?" Margot asked, her voice steadier than she felt.

Sienna turned back, bottle in hand, that predatory smile returning. "It means I'm going to touch you until I find out exactly what makes you forget your own name. And you're going to let me, because you want this badly enough to let a stranger do whatever it takes."

She crossed back to the chaise, her free hand going to the top button of Margot's blouse. "Take this off. Everything from the waist up."

Margot's hands moved before her brain could object, fingers fumbling with buttons. Sienna watched, unmoving, as Margot shed her blouse and bra, baring herself in the amber light. She felt her nipples tighten under that assessing gaze, felt goosebumps rise across her skin.

"Beautiful," Sienna murmured, and it sounded like an observation, not a compliment. "Lie back."

Margot did, the velvet cool against her bare back, and watched as Sienna uncorked the bottle, coating her fingers with something that caught the light like oil. Then she was leaning over Margot, one hand braced beside her head, the other bringing those slick fingers to Margot's sternum.

"This is jasmine absolute," Sienna said, dragging her fingers slowly down between Margot's breasts. "Tell me what you feel."

"Slick," Margot managed. "Warm. Your hand is—fuck—"

Sienna's fingers had circled one breast, spiraling inward until her thumb brushed Margot's nipple. "Not what you feel physically. What sensation does the scent trigger? Does it make you think of taste? Texture? Memory?"

Margot tried to focus, but Sienna's thumb was doing something utterly unfair to her nipple, rolling and pinching in a rhythm that was making her hips shift against the velvet. "Sweet," she gasped. "It makes me think of something sweet, like... like honey on skin, like licking—oh god—"

"Good girl," Sienna purred, and the praise made Margot moan. "That's the association we're building. Scent to sensation to taste memory. Now breathe in while I do this—"

Her fingers pinched harder, twisted, and Margot cried out, breathing in sharp and deep, the jasmine flooding her senses at the exact moment pain sparked into pleasure.

"You're very responsive," Sienna observed, her hand sliding lower, over Margot's stomach, to the waistband of her pants. "This is going to work beautifully. By the time we reach chapter five..." Her fingers popped the button. "You're going to taste everything again. Especially me."

Chapter 2: Mapping Hunger

Sienna's fingers rested against the open fly of Margot's pants, not moving, just touching the sensitive skin of her lower stomach where muscle met fabric. The jasmine oil had left a slick trail down her body, cooling in the studio air, making every nerve ending hyperaware.

"Lift your hips," Sienna commanded, her voice still maintaining that clinical edge even though there was nothing clinical about the way her gaze had darkened, the way her breathing had changed.

Margot lifted. Sienna peeled her pants and underwear down in one smooth motion, leaving her completely naked on the velvet chaise while Sienna remained fully clothed—and somehow that power imbalance made everything hotter, made Margot feel more exposed, more vulnerable, more desperate.

"Spread your legs."

Margot obeyed, her thighs falling open, and watched Sienna's expression shift—watched hunger flash naked across those sharp features before the professional mask slid back into place. But she'd seen it. Knew that whatever clinical detachment Sienna was pretending, she wanted this too.

"You're very wet," Sienna observed, still not touching, just looking at Margot's exposed cunt like she was cataloging details. "Arousal increases olfactory sensitivity by up to forty percent. Your body is already priming itself for the sensory work." She selected another bottle from her workbench, this one pale amber. "This is neroli. Orange blossom. I'm going to apply it to your inner thighs, your labia, your clitoris. I need you to tell me every association that comes up. Every taste memory, every phantom flavor."

She knelt between Margot's spread legs, her face level with Margot's cunt, close enough that Margot could feel her breath ghost over slick flesh. Then those oil-coated fingers were touching her inner thigh, drawing slow circles, spiraling inward with maddening patience.

"What do you feel?" Sienna asked, her thumb pressing into the crease where thigh met groin.

"Orange," Margot gasped. "But not like... not citrus. Sweeter. Rounder. Like—fuck, like candied peel, like the oils when you zest it, when it gets under your fingernails and you can taste it for hours—"

"Good." Sienna's fingers moved higher, tracing Margot's outer labia with feather-light touches that made her hips buck involuntarily. "And this? When I touch you here?"

"Floral," Margot managed, her hands fisting in the velvet beneath her. "But also... creamy? Like orange cream, like those Italian sodas, like—oh god—"

Sienna's thumb had found her clit, was circling it with the kind of precision that suggested she'd done this before, knew exactly what she was doing, knew exactly how to build pressure without giving release. The neroli oil made everything slicker, more sensitive, every nerve ending singing.

"You're making associations," Sienna murmured, her free hand spreading Margot's thigh wider, opening her completely. "Your brain is trying to translate scent and touch into taste. That's exactly what we want." She leaned closer, and Margot felt her breath directly against her cunt now. "Now I'm going to taste you myself. I need to understand your scent profile, how it changes with arousal, what base notes I'm working with."

"That's not—" Margot started, but Sienna's tongue had already made contact, was already dragging flat and slow from her entrance to her clit, and whatever protest Margot had been forming dissolved into a broken moan.

Sienna ate pussy like it was a form of meditation—focused, deliberate, thoroughly. Her tongue explored every fold, every ridge, alternating between broad strokes and precise flicks against Margot's clit. She used her fingers too, spreading Margot open, holding her exposed while her mouth worked. And she was vocal about it, humming appreciatively, making these soft sounds of pleasure that vibrated against sensitive flesh.

"You taste like copper and honey," Sienna said, pulling back just enough to speak, her lips glistening. "Salt and something darker, muskier. When you come, I want you to focus on the scent. The neroli mixing with your own arousal. I want you to breathe it in deep and tell me what phantom tastes appear."

Then she dove back in, her tongue fucking into Margot's entrance while her thumb found her clit, and Margot was gone—back arching off the chaise, one hand flying to Sienna's hair, gripping those auburn waves while she ground against that talented mouth. Sienna made an approving sound, encouraged it, her free hand gripping Margot's ass and pulling her harder against her face.

The orgasm built fast and overwhelming, starting as heat low in her spine and spreading outward like wildfire. Margot tried to do what Sienna had instructed—tried to focus on scent, on association—but it was impossible when that tongue was doing utterly obscene things to her clit, when Sienna's fingers had joined her tongue and were fucking into her with a rhythm that was destroying any capacity for rational thought.

"Come for me," Sienna commanded against her flesh. "Breathe in and come."

Margot shattered, her cry echoing off the studio walls, her thighs clamping around Sienna's head as pleasure ripped through her in waves. And she did breathe—gasped in huge lungfuls of air thick with neroli and jasmine and her own musk and something that was purely Sienna, that pepper-fig-skin scent, and for a moment—just a flickering instant—she swore she could taste it. Sweet and salt and complex and alive.

"I tasted—" she gasped as Sienna pulled back. "Just for a second, I—"

"I know." Sienna's smile was triumphant, feral. Her face was wet with Margot's arousal, her lipstick smeared, and she looked absolutely devastating. "That's the pathway opening. Your brain made the connection, even if it was fleeting." She stood, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "But we need to strengthen it. Make it consistent. Which means we need to push further."

She selected another bottle—this one dark, almost black. "Leather and tobacco. Heavier, more animal. I'm going to apply this somewhere more intense. Somewhere that will trigger deeper associations."

"Where?" Margot asked, still floating in post-orgasm haze.

"Turn over. On your stomach. Ass up."

The command sent fresh heat through Margot's core. She rolled, rearranged herself on the chaise until she was on her knees, shoulders down, ass raised. She felt obscenely exposed like this, her cunt still swollen and sensitive, everything on display.

She heard Sienna move behind her, felt the chaise dip as she knelt between Margot's spread legs. Then those oil-slicked fingers were back, this time tracing up the inside of her thigh from knee to apex, deliberately avoiding where Margot desperately wanted to be touched.

"The scent receptors in your nasal cavity are the most direct pathway to the limbic system," Sienna explained, her voice dropping to that low, intimate register. "But there are olfactory receptors throughout your body. In your gut. In your reproductive organs." Her fingers ghosted over Margot's cunt, barely touching, then moved higher. "And in the mucous membranes of your anal canal."

Her fingertip pressed against Margot's asshole—not penetrating, just circling, applying the barest pressure.

Margot jolted, her hands fisting in the cushions. "What are you—"

"The concentration of nerve endings here rivals your clitoris," Sienna continued, her finger still drawing those maddening circles. "And the scent association is primal, undeniable. If I can condition you to experience intense pleasure here, linked to specific fragrances, we can create a sensory bridge your brain can't ignore." She added more pressure, and Margot felt her body instinctively resist, then slowly, incrementally yield. "Have you ever been touched here before?"

"Yes," Margot admitted, her face burning despite everything that had already happened. "But not—it's been a while. Not since—"

"Since you could still taste your lovers properly?" Sienna supplied. Her finger breached the first ring of muscle, just to the first knuckle, and Margot made a sound that was half gasp, half moan. "Tell me what you feel right now. Besides the obvious physical sensation."

"Full," Margot managed. "Exposed. Like you're—god—like you're seeing parts of me I don't show anyone."

"And the scent?" Sienna's finger pressed deeper, and Margot could smell the leather-tobacco oil now, dark and rich and filthy in the best way.

"Earthy. Animal. Like—fuck—like aged whiskey and old books and something sweaty, something almost dirty but in a way that makes me want to—"

"Want to what?" Sienna added a second finger, stretching her slowly, carefully, and Margot's back arched, her ass pushing back against the intrusion.

"Want to taste it," Margot gasped. "Want to lick it off skin, want to—oh god, don't stop—"

Sienna didn't stop. She finger-fucked Margot's ass with the same focused attention she'd brought to eating her pussy, her other hand reaching around to find Margot's clit, creating this dual sensation that was making Margot's thighs shake. She added a third finger, and the stretch was intense, almost too much, but Margot found herself pushing back harder, chasing it.

"You're going to come again," Sienna told her. "And while you do, I want you to breathe in this scent and imagine you can taste me. Imagine my cunt against your mouth, imagine what I would taste like if you could—"

She twisted her fingers inside Margot's ass, pressed hard against her clit, and Margot came apart again, this orgasm somehow deeper and more devastating than the first, pleasure radiating from her core outward until every muscle locked up and she was sobbing Sienna's name into the velvet cushions.

When she could breathe again, think again, Sienna's fingers had withdrawn and those strong hands were rubbing soothing circles on her lower back.

"Rest," Sienna said, her voice gentler now. "We've done enough for today."

"That was—" Margot couldn't find words. "—I don't even know what that was."

"That was the beginning." Sienna helped her turn over, pulled a soft blanket over her naked body. "Your neural pathways are starting to rewire, but it's fragile. We need multiple sessions, escalating intensity. Next time—" She paused, her gaze holding Margot's. "—next time I'm going to use my mouth. Properly. The way this work truly demands."

Margot's exhausted body somehow found the energy to clench with renewed arousal. "When?"

"Three days. Your system needs time to process, to integrate the sensory data. But Margot—" Sienna leaned down, close enough that their lips almost brushed. "—don't touch yourself between now and then. Don't come. I need you desperate when you walk through that door again."

"That's—"

"Not a request." Sienna's hand found Margot's throat, not squeezing, just resting there possessively. "Three days. Desperate. Understanding?"

"Yes," Margot whispered.

Sienna smiled and finally, finally closed the distance between them, kissing her hard and deep, and Margot tasted herself on Sienna's tongue mixed with that dark perfume she wore, and for a flickering second, she swore she could taste it properly—could distinguish individual notes, could experience actual flavor.

When Sienna pulled away, Margot was breathless again.

"Three days," Sienna repeated. "And then I'm going to eat your ass until you remember how to taste the entire world."

Chapter 3: The Architecture of Surrender

Three days felt like three years.

Margot had never been good at following rules, but Sienna's command had burrowed into her brain and stayed there, a constant awareness that made every moment feel charged. She'd wake up wet, her hand drifting south automatically before she remembered and forced herself to stop. Showers were torture—the spray of water against her clit almost enough to tip her over despite her best intentions. By day two, she was walking around in a constant state of arousal, hyperaware of every sensation, every scent, every accidental brush of fabric against her nipples.

By day three, she was feral.

She arrived at Atelier Olfactif at exactly 7 PM as instructed, wearing a dress because anything with a waistband felt like too much friction. The studio was different this time—darker, more candles than electric lights, and the air was thick with something new. Vetiver and patchouli, earth and smoke, something that made her mouth water even though she still couldn't properly taste.

Sienna emerged from the back room wearing even less than last time—black silk robe that stopped mid-thigh, loosely belted, and Margot could see she was naked underneath. Her hair was down, loose waves framing her face, and she was barefoot. Somehow that detail—those bare feet on the polished floor—felt more intimate than everything they'd already done.

"You followed my instructions," Sienna observed, her gaze dragging down Margot's body with obvious approval. "I can smell how desperate you are from here."

Margot felt her face flush. "I did what you asked."

"Good girl." Sienna crossed to her, reaching up to cup Margot's face, her thumb tracing her lower lip. "Open."

Margot opened her mouth, and Sienna slid her thumb inside, pressing down on her tongue. The taste was oil and salt and skin, and Margot's eyes fluttered closed as she sucked instinctively.

"Still nothing?" Sienna asked.

"Texture," Margot managed around her thumb. "Warmth. But no flavor."

"Then we go deeper." Sienna withdrew her thumb, using that same hand to untie her own robe and let it fall. Her body was even more spectacular than Margot had imagined—full breasts with dark nipples already hard, soft stomach, wide hips, a dark thatch of hair between her thighs. She was curves and strength and unapologetic femininity, and Margot wanted to touch every inch.

"Undress," Sienna commanded. "Then on your knees."

Margot's hands shook as she pulled her dress over her head, let her underwear fall. When she sank to her knees on the cool floor, Sienna stepped closer, her hand threading through Margot's hair, gripping tight.

"Tonight we're going to push every boundary," Sienna said, her voice low and commanding. "I'm going to use your mouth first, because I want you to understand what complete surrender feels like. Then I'm going to eat your ass until you come so hard you forget your own name. And somewhere in that process, your brain is going to rewire itself because it won't have any other choice. Questions?"

"No," Margot breathed, already leaning forward, her mouth seeking the heat between Sienna's thighs.

Sienna's grip in her hair tightened, holding her back. "Not yet. First I want you to smell me. Really smell me. Tell me what your brain is trying to make sense of."

Margot breathed in deep, her nose almost touching Sienna's mound, and the scent was overwhelming—salt and musk and something darkly sweet, primal and female and utterly intoxicating. "Copper," she managed. "And... honey? No, darker. Like fig, ripe fig, and underneath something almost... smoky?"

"That's the pheromones your brain is picking up," Sienna explained, her hips shifting forward slightly. "Now taste. Even if you can't register flavor, I want your tongue on me. I want you to map every fold, every texture. Show me how desperate these three days made you."

She released Margot's hair, and Margot surged forward, her tongue finding Sienna's slit and dragging upward in one long, hungry lick. The texture was silk and slickness, ridges and heat, and even without proper taste, it was still the most erotic thing Margot had experienced in months. She gripped Sienna's ass, pulling her closer, burying her face between those thighs and eating her like she was starving for it.

Sienna tasted of salt and heat and arousal, and Margot worked her with everything she had—tongue fucking into her entrance, circling her clit, sucking and licking and losing herself in the act. She could feel Sienna's responses—the way her thighs trembled, the way her hips rolled, the breathy moans falling from her lips—and used them to guide her movements.

"Fuck, your mouth," Sienna gasped, her hand back in Margot's hair, controlling the rhythm now, basically riding Margot's face. "Right there, don't—yes—"

She came with a low cry, her whole body shuddering, and Margot felt the flood of wetness against her tongue, swallowed it down, wished desperately she could taste it properly. When Sienna pushed her away, Margot was breathing hard, her face wet, her cunt throbbing with need.

"Good," Sienna said, her voice rough. "Now on the massage table. Face down, ass up."

Margot had been too focused on Sienna to notice, but yes—there was now a padded massage table in the center of the room, draped in clean white sheets. She moved to it on shaky legs, positioning herself as instructed: chest and face pressed to the padded surface, ass raised high, legs spread wide. Completely exposed. Completely vulnerable.

She heard Sienna moving behind her, the clink of bottles, the sound of oil being warmed between palms. Then those hands were on her, starting at her shoulders, working down her spine with firm pressure, kneading the tension from her muscles. It felt clinical at first, professional, just a massage.

Until Sienna's hands reached her ass.

She gripped both cheeks, spreading them wide, and Margot felt cool air against her most intimate places. "Beautiful," Sienna murmured. "You're clenching already. Three days of denial has you desperate for anything."

"Please," Margot gasped into the sheets.

"Please what?" Sienna's thumbs traced the crease where ass met thigh, circling but not touching where Margot needed.

"Please touch me. Please eat me. Please anything, I need—"

"I know what you need." Sienna's thumb pressed against her asshole, circling the tight ring of muscle. "This is sandalwood oil. Warm, woody, slightly sweet. Breathe it in."

Margot breathed, and the scent was grounding, meditative, completely at odds with how desperately aroused she was. Then Sienna's thumb pushed inside, just to the first knuckle, and Margot moaned into the massage table.

"I'm going to open you up slowly," Sienna explained, her clinical tone back even as she did utterly filthy things. "Then I'm going to eat your ass so thoroughly you'll feel it for days. And while I do, you're going to focus on every sensation, every scent, and let your brain make whatever associations it needs to."

She worked Margot open with patient thoroughness—one finger, then two, then three, stretching and preparing her while occasionally reaching forward to stroke her clit just enough to keep her teetering on the edge but not enough to let her come. The sandalwood oil made everything slick and easy, and by the time Sienna withdrew her fingers, Margot was trembling, making wordless pleading sounds.

"Perfect," Sienna said. Then Margot felt her grip her ass cheeks again, spreading her impossibly wide, and then—

Sienna's tongue against her asshole, flat and wet and obscene.

Margot cried out, her hands fisting in the sheets as Sienna licked her with the same focused attention she'd brought to everything else. Long, slow strokes that circled her rim, then the pointed tip of her tongue pressing inside, breaching that tight ring of muscle and fucking into her in shallow thrusts that made Margot's whole body shake.

"Oh god, oh fuck, Sienna—" Margot couldn't form coherent sentences, could only feel—the slick slide of tongue against oversensitive flesh, the stretch as Sienna pushed deeper, the filthy wet sounds filling the studio, the scent of sandalwood mixing with sweat and arousal.

Sienna pulled back just enough to speak. "What do you smell?"

"Everything," Margot gasped. "Sandalwood and you and me and something—something I can almost—"

Sienna's tongue was back, licking and sucking, her fingers finding Margot's clit at the same time, and the dual stimulation was too much, not enough, everything. She ate Margot's ass like she was trying to crawl inside her, her tongue alternating between broad licks and pointed penetration, her fingers working Margot's clit with devastating precision.

"Come for me," Sienna commanded against her flesh. "Let go completely. Taste it. Taste everything."

The orgasm hit like lightning, blinding and total, every muscle locking as pleasure ripped through her in waves. And this time—this time—Margot could taste it. Not fully, not perfectly, but she could taste salt and sweet and something earthy and rich, could distinguish individual flavors for the first time in six months, and she sobbed with the overwhelming rush of it—pleasure and relief and sensation all crashing together.

Sienna didn't stop, kept eating her through the orgasm, pushing her into a second one that was somehow even more intense, and Margot was screaming now, her whole world reduced to Sienna's mouth and the miracle of taste slowly, incrementally returning.

When she finally collapsed, boneless and shaking, Sienna climbed onto the table with her, gathering her into strong arms and stroking her hair while Margot cried into her shoulder.

"I could taste," Margot managed between sobs. "Not everything, but I could—"

"I know, baby." Sienna held her tighter. "We did it. We opened the pathway. Now we just have to keep reinforcing it until it's permanent."

Margot pulled back enough to look at her, this woman who'd just given her back a piece of herself she'd thought was lost forever. "How many more sessions?"

"At least two more." Sienna brushed tears from Margot's cheeks with gentle thumbs. "Maybe more. This work isn't linear. But Margot—" She paused, something vulnerable flashing across her face. "—this isn't just clinical for me anymore. You know that, right?"

Margot's heart clenched. "Yeah. I know."

"Good." Sienna kissed her forehead, soft and tender. "Same time in three days. And this time, I want you to touch yourself between sessions. I want you thinking about me while you do it."

Chapter 4: The Cartography of Want

Margot touched herself that night in her apartment, still smelling sandalwood on her skin despite the shower, and came three times thinking about Sienna's mouth. The orgasms were good, but they weren't the same—missing that edge of surrender, that feeling of being completely owned by someone who knew exactly what they were doing.

More importantly, when she made herself breakfast the next morning, she could taste the coffee. Not perfectly—the flavors were muted, like listening to music through a wall—but she could distinguish bitter from sweet, could pick up hints of chocolate and caramel in the dark roast. She cried into her mug, overwhelmed with gratitude and something more complicated she wasn't ready to name.

Over the next three days, her taste continued sharpening. She could pick out garlic in pasta sauce, could taste the difference between red and white wine even if she couldn't identify the specific varietals yet. Her editor called with a potential restaurant review, and for the first time in six months, Margot said yes.

But mostly she thought about Sienna. The way she'd held her after, gentle and protective. The vulnerability that had flashed across her face when she'd admitted this wasn't just clinical anymore. Margot had tried not to read too much into it—tried to remind herself this was a paid service, that Sienna probably said things like that to all her clients—but she couldn't shake the hope blooming in her chest.

When she arrived at the studio three days later, she brought wine—a 2019 Châteauneuf-du-Pape that she could actually taste now, rich and peppery and complex. Sienna opened the door wearing jeans and a soft gray sweater, more casual than Margot had ever seen her, her hair in a messy bun with a pencil stuck through it.

"You brought wine," Sienna said, something soft in her expression.

"I can taste it again," Margot said. "Wanted to share."

They sat on the velvet chaise together, glasses in hand, and for the first time their interaction felt like a date rather than an appointment. Sienna told her about getting into perfumery after a career-ending hand injury had derailed her plans to be a surgeon—how she'd discovered that scent could heal in ways scalpels couldn't. Margot talked about falling in love with food writing as a way to translate sensory experience into language, about how losing her taste had felt like losing her voice.

"I've never done work like this before," Sienna admitted, halfway through her second glass. "The sensory rewiring, I mean. I've done arousal-based therapy, but never anything this... intimate."

"Intimate how?" Margot asked, even though her heart was already racing.

Sienna set down her glass, turned to face Margot fully. "I've never wanted to kiss a client before. Never gone home and touched myself thinking about them. Never—" She paused, vulnerability naked on her face. "—never felt like I was falling for someone while I was supposed to be healing them."

Margot's breath caught. "Sienna—"

"I know it's unethical," Sienna continued, her words tumbling out now. "I know I should refer you to someone else, maintain boundaries, but Margot, I—" She reached out, cupping Margot's face. "I don't want to stop. I want to finish this work with you, and then I want to take you to dinner somewhere expensive where you can taste every single course, and then I want to take you home and fuck you in my own bed without any clinical pretense."

Margot's answer was to kiss her—deep and desperate and honest, tasting wine and wanting on Sienna's tongue. They made out like teenagers, hands in each other's hair, bodies pressed together, until Sienna pulled back breathing hard.

"We should finish the session first," she said, even though her pupils were blown wide with desire. "One more intensive round to cement the neural pathways, and then—"

"And then we can be together for real?" Margot finished.

"Yeah." Sienna smiled, and it was the most genuine expression Margot had seen on her face. "For real."

She stood, offering her hand. "Come on. Let's make this last session count."

The studio had been transformed again—the massage table replaced with Sienna's actual bed, apparently brought from wherever she lived above the shop. It was covered in deep blue silk sheets, and the candles were different too—jasmine and rose, sweet and romantic rather than the heavier scents she'd used before.

"I want this to feel different," Sienna explained, starting to undress. "Not clinical. Not therapeutic. Just two women who want each other."

Margot stripped too, and they came together on the silk sheets, hands exploring, mouths everywhere. Sienna sucked marks into her throat, bit her shoulder, worked her way down to Margot's breasts and spent long minutes on each nipple—licking and sucking and using her teeth until Margot was writhing beneath her.

"I want to taste you properly this time," Margot said, pushing Sienna onto her back and settling between her thighs. "Want to remember what you taste like when I have you for real."

She ate Sienna's pussy with devotion, mapping every fold with her tongue, and this time she could taste her—salt and musk and something darkly sweet, hints of fig and honey and pure arousal. Sienna's hands gripped her hair, holding her in place while she ground against Margot's mouth, and when she came it was with Margot's name on her lips, her thighs clamping around Margot's head.

"My turn," Sienna said once she could breathe, flipping their positions with easy strength. "Last time I ate your ass, you could barely taste anything. Let's see what's changed."

She positioned Margot on hands and knees, then settled behind her, spreading her wide. "God, you're beautiful like this," Sienna murmured. "So wet, so open for me."

Her tongue found Margot's pussy first, licking her from clit to entrance in long, thorough strokes, and Margot could feel every sensation amplified now that her senses were returning. When Sienna's tongue moved higher, tracing the sensitive skin between her holes before settling on her rim, Margot moaned into the silk sheets.

"Still okay?" Sienna asked.

"More than okay," Margot managed. "Please, I need—"

Sienna didn't make her beg. She dove in, eating Margot's ass with the same passionate attention she'd brought to everything else, her tongue pushing inside, stretching her, while her fingers found Margot's clit. The dual stimulation was overwhelming, and Margot rocked back against Sienna's face, chasing the pleasure building in her core.

"I love how you taste," Sienna said between licks. "Love how desperate you get for this. Love—" She paused, her tongue pushing deep. "—love you."

The confession combined with the intensity of sensation sent Margot over the edge, her orgasm crashing through her with enough force to make her arms give out, her face pressed into the sheets while she sobbed Sienna's name and tried to process what she'd just heard.

Sienna didn't stop, kept working her through multiple peaks until Margot was shaking and oversensitive and begging for mercy. When she finally pulled away, she gathered Margot into her arms, holding her close while they both caught their breath.

"Did you mean it?" Margot asked against her shoulder. "What you said?"

"Yeah." Sienna kissed her temple. "I meant it. I love you. I know it's fast, I know it's complicated, but—"

"I love you too," Margot interrupted. "Have for a while now, actually."

They lay together in comfortable silence, fingers intertwined, until Sienna spoke again. "One more session. Next week. Not because you need it therapeutically, but because I want to take my time with you. Map every inch of your body properly. Make you come so many times you lose count."

"That sounds perfect," Margot said. "And after?"

"After, we go on a proper date. And then we figure out what this looks like when we're not in the studio."

Margot pulled back to look at her. "What if the only reason I fell for you was because of the therapy? What if outside of this context—"

"Then we figure that out too," Sienna said firmly. "But Margot, I don't think that's what this is. I think we found each other in an unconventional way, but what we have is real."

"Yeah," Margot agreed, kissing her softly. "It is."

Chapter 5: The Syntax of Forever

A week later, Margot arrived at Atelier Olfactif carrying takeout from Momofuku—pork buns, spicy noodles, ginger scallion fish. She could taste every component now, her palate fully restored, and she wanted to share that miracle with the woman who'd made it possible.

Sienna opened the door in nothing but a black silk robe, her hair loose around her shoulders, and pulled Margot inside with a hungry kiss that tasted like mint and promise.

"I've been thinking about you all week," Sienna murmured against her mouth. "Couldn't work, couldn't focus. Just kept remembering how you sounded when you came for me."

"Show me," Margot challenged, setting down the food. "Show me everything you've been thinking about."

Sienna's eyes darkened. She untied her robe, let it fall, and stood naked in the amber light of the studio. "I've been thinking about taking my time with you. No clinical pretense, no therapeutic framework. Just me worshipping every inch of your body until you're begging me to let you come."

She reached for the hem of Margot's shirt, pulling it over her head, then made quick work of her bra, pants, underwear, until they were both bare. The studio was warm, almost too warm, and Margot could smell the candles burning—night-blooming jasmine mixed with something darker, richer.

"What's that scent?" Margot asked as Sienna walked her backward toward the bed.

"Oud and jasmine. Wanted something that would remind you of tonight every time you smell it." Sienna pushed her down onto the silk sheets. "Wanted to claim you with scent the way you've claimed me with everything else."

She crawled over Margot, settling her weight on top of her, and they kissed like they had all the time in the world—deep, exploring kisses interrupted by laughter and whispered confessions. Sienna's hands were everywhere, mapping Margot's body with reverent attention, and when she finally started moving lower, kissing down her throat, her sternum, her stomach, Margot was already shaking with anticipation.

"I want to try something," Sienna said, settling between Margot's thighs. "Position yourself so you can reach me too. I want us doing this together."

It took some maneuvering, but they managed—Margot on her side, one leg draped over Sienna's shoulder, while Sienna mirrored the position, their faces level with each other's cunts. The angle was awkward but intimate, forcing them into complete vulnerability.

"Ready?" Sienna asked, her breath ghosting over Margot's slick flesh.

"Yes—oh fuck—"

They dove in simultaneously, tongues finding clits, mouths working in tandem. Margot could taste Sienna properly now—salt and musk and that fig-honey sweetness she remembered—and she moaned against her flesh, doubling her efforts. They ate each other with messy enthusiasm, the sounds obscene in the quiet studio, their hips rocking in rhythm.

Sienna came first, her thighs clamping around Margot's head while she cried out, but she didn't stop working Margot through it, her tongue relentless until Margot followed her over the edge, pleasure crashing through her in waves.

They separated, breathing hard, and Sienna pulled Margot into her arms. "I could do that for hours," she said. "Just stay in bed with you and make you come until neither of us can move."

"We have time," Margot said, kissing her shoulder. "We have all the time in the world now."

"Good." Sienna's hand traced down Margot's spine, over the curve of her ass. "Because I'm not done with you yet. Not even close."

She urged Margot onto her stomach, arranging pillows under her hips to raise her ass, spreading her legs wide. "I want to eat your ass one more time," Sienna said, her palms smoothing over Margot's cheeks. "Not as therapy. Just because I love doing it, love how you respond, love watching you fall apart when my tongue is inside you."

"Please," Margot breathed into the sheets.

Sienna spread her wide, and Margot felt that first lick—flat and wet and perfect—against her rim. She groaned, pushing back against Sienna's face, and Sienna made an approving sound, gripping her ass tighter as she worked her tongue in circles, then pushed inside with determined pressure.

The sensation was overwhelming now that Margot's senses were fully returned—she could feel every texture, every movement, could smell the oud mixing with their arousal, could hear the slick sounds of Sienna's tongue fucking into her ass with devoted enthusiasm. Sienna alternated between broad licks and pointed penetration, occasionally pulling back to suck at her rim before diving back in, and Margot was incoherent with pleasure, grinding back against that talented mouth.

"Touch yourself," Sienna commanded, her voice muffled against Margot's flesh. "Want to feel you come while I'm inside you."

Margot's hand flew to her clit, circling frantically while Sienna's tongue pushed deeper, and the combination sent her spiraling into an orgasm so intense she screamed, her whole body locking up while pleasure tore through her.

Sienna didn't stop—kept eating her through the aftershocks, pushing her into a second orgasm that was somehow even more devastating, until Margot was sobbing into the pillows, completely wrecked.

"I love you," Sienna said, placing gentle kisses on her ass, her lower back, working her way up her spine. "Love you so fucking much."

"Love you too," Margot managed, turning her head to find Sienna's mouth for a kiss that tasted like sex and commitment and future.

They made love twice more that night—once with Margot on top, riding Sienna's face while Sienna gripped her ass and controlled the rhythm, and once in the shower where the hot water made everything slippery and desperate and perfect. By the time they collapsed back onto the bed, both exhausted and satisfied, it was past midnight.

"Come home with me," Sienna said, her fingers tracing patterns on Margot's hip. "My actual home. Stay the night. Stay every night if you want."

"I want," Margot said. "But I should probably go back to my place at least long enough to pack some things. And feed my cat. And—"

"Tomorrow," Sienna interrupted. "Tonight, just stay."

So Margot stayed, falling asleep tangled in silk sheets and Sienna's limbs, breathing in oud and jasmine and the scent of her lover's skin.
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Six Months Later

Margot's review of Atelier Olfactif—now operating as both a perfumery and an exclusive sensory therapy practice—appeared in the Times on a Tuesday. She'd recused herself from writing about the therapeutic side (conflict of interest, obviously), but she could write about the custom perfumes Sienna created, about the way scent could transform experience, about falling in love with someone who understood that all the senses were interconnected.

They'd moved in together after three months, Sienna's loft above the studio becoming their shared space. Margot had gone back to food criticism full-time, her palate sharper than ever, and Sienna had started teaching workshops on sensory awareness and intimacy.

On the night the review published, they celebrated with the expensive wine and the pork buns, recreating that first meal. After, Sienna pulled Margot onto the couch, settling between her thighs with that familiar hungry expression.

"You know what I've been thinking about?" Sienna asked, her hands already working at Margot's jeans.

"What?" Margot laughed, helping shimmy out of her pants.

"How much I love eating your ass. How I'll never get tired of it. How I want to be doing this when we're old and gray."

"That's very romantic," Margot teased, but her breath hitched as Sienna positioned her—legs over the arm of the couch, ass exposed.

"I'm a romantic," Sienna agreed, spreading her wide. "I romance you with my tongue in your ass. It's my love language."

Then she was licking and sucking and fucking Margot with her mouth, and Margot could taste everything—the wine on her own tongue, the lingering spice from dinner, the oud perfume Sienna wore now, the scent of sex and love and home. Her senses were alive and whole, and the woman she loved was between her legs proving that some forms of healing looked a lot like worship.

When she came, gasping Sienna's name, she tasted joy on her tongue, complex and perfect and entirely her own.

"I love you," Margot said when she could form words again, pulling Sienna up for a deep kiss. "Thank you for giving me back my taste. Thank you for everything."

"Thank you for trusting me," Sienna countered. "For being brave enough to let me try something unconventional. For falling in love with me even though I was completely unprofessional about the whole thing."

"Best lack of professionalism ever," Margot said, and kissed her again, tasting their future on Sienna's lips—endless nights tangled together, endless meals shared and savored, endless moments of sensation and surrender and coming home to each other.

They made love on the couch, then moved to the bed, then woke at dawn to do it again, and every time Sienna's mouth found Margot's ass, every time that talented tongue worked her open, Margot tasted everything—pleasure and partnership and the specific flavor of being utterly, completely loved.


The Circuit: A Rimming Story

Chapter 1: Initiation

The basement reeked of leather polish and something sharper—sweat cut with expensive perfume, the kind that clung to skin after hours of close contact. Mara descended the concrete stairs, her boots echoing against walls plastered with faded posters advertising fights that happened before she was born. Except these weren't boxing matches.

THE CIRCUIT was printed in bold crimson across every flyer.

She'd heard rumors for months. Whispers in the back corners of queer bars in Brooklyn, coded language on private Discord servers. Women who could do things with their tongues that made champions weep. An underground competition so exclusive that even knowing it existed marked you as someone worth watching.

And now she was here.

The bouncer at the bottom—a woman built like a linebacker with a buzzcut bleached platinum—barely glanced at the invitation on Mara's phone before waving her through. "First door on the left. Rookie intake."

The hallway smelled like industrial cleaner trying to mask old cigarette smoke. Mara's palms were slick. She'd trained for this. Six months of obsessive practice with her ex-girlfriend, who'd laughed at first, then stopped laughing when Mara got good. Then stopped returning her calls entirely when Mara admitted what she was training for.

The door opened into a green room that looked like a high-end gym locker area. Leather benches, brushed metal lockers, lighting that actually made people look human instead of corpse-gray. Five women were already there, in various states of undress.

"You're the last one." The voice came from a woman perched on the far bench, one leg crossed over the other. Her name tag read SIMONE—COORDINATOR. She had dark brown skin that gleamed under the lights, hair in intricate cornrows that fell to her shoulders, and a body that looked like it spent serious time in the gym—broad shoulders, defined arms, thick thighs testing the seams of her leather pants. She wore a black sports bra that showed off the geometric tattoo spanning her collarbone. Her face was angular, striking rather than pretty, with full lips and eyes that assessed Mara like she was livestock.

Another baby thinking she can hang, Simone thought, but her expression stayed neutral.

"Mara Costas," Mara said, trying to sound more confident than she felt.

"Greek?"

"My dad's side."

"Good. We like Mediterranean tongues here." Simone's smile was sharp. "Strip down to your underwear. You'll get your uniform after orientation."

Mara's hands went to her belt. Around her, the other rookies were doing the same. She cataloged them quickly:

A petite Asian woman with jet-black hair in a high ponytail, maybe five-foot-two, with small breasts and a compact gymnast's build. Her stomach was flat and defined, her thighs muscular. She wore plain cotton panties, white. Her face was heart-shaped, delicate features, but her eyes were hard. Focused. Her name tag read YUKI.

Next to her, a curvy Latina woman with wavy brown hair cascading past her shoulders, probably mid-twenties. She had the kind of body that spilled over—heavy breasts straining against a red lace bra, soft stomach, wide hips, thick ass that made her black thong look like it was barely holding on. Her face was round and pretty, with a small nose and lips painted dark plum. She caught Mara looking and winked. CARMEN on her tag.

Across the room, a tall blonde—easily six feet—with an athletic build, long limbs, small breasts, narrow hips. She looked like she ran marathons. Her hair was pulled back in a severe bun, and her face was all sharp angles: prominent cheekbones, pointed chin, pale blue eyes that didn't seem to blink. She wore practical gray boyshorts. ASTRID.

The last rookie was Black, with natural hair in a short afro, medium height, lean and toned. Her skin was a rich deep brown, and she had a dancer's body—long neck, defined shoulders, small waist that flared into curved hips and a round ass. She wore a purple thong and matching bra. Her face was beautiful in that effortless way, with high cheekbones and full lips. JADE.

Mara pulled off her jeans and sweater, standing there in her plain black bra and panties. She was aware of her own body under their gazes—average height, olive skin, dark wavy hair falling to her mid-back, breasts on the smaller side but perky, toned stomach from all the core work she'd been doing, thighs that touched, ass that was round but not attention-grabbing. She had her mother's face: strong nose, full lips, dark eyes under thick brows.

"Good," Simone said, standing. She walked along the line of them, and the smell of sandalwood and vanilla followed her. "You're all here because someone vouched for you. Someone who's seen what you can do, or thinks you have potential. But potential means nothing in The Circuit. Results matter. Technique matters. Endurance matters."

She stopped in front of Yuki. "How long can you hold your breath?"

"Two minutes, fifteen seconds."

"Good." She moved to Carmen. "How flexible is your tongue?"

Carmen stuck it out—it was long, and she curled it up to touch her nose. Simone nodded.

When she got to Mara, she didn't ask a question. She just looked. Studied. Mara felt her skin heat.

She's nervous. Good. The nervous ones either wash out or become champions.

"The Circuit has three tiers," Simone continued, pacing. "Rookie League. Pro Division. Championship Circuit. You're starting at the bottom. Tonight, you'll compete in your first Initiation Match—it's not ranked, but it determines whether you're allowed to continue. Fail, and you're banned for life. No second chances."

The air in the room got heavier.

"The rules are simple. You'll be paired with a veteran—someone who's already in Pro Division. Your job is to make her come using only your tongue on her ass. No hands. No penetration. Just rimming. You'll be timed. Average completion time for rookies is twelve minutes. If you go over fifteen, you fail. If your partner doesn't climax, you fail. If you use anything other than your tongue, you fail."

Mara's pulse was hammering now. This was real. This was actually happening.

"Questions?"

Astrid raised her hand. "What if we make her come in under ten minutes?"

Simone's smile was wicked. "Then you get my attention. And trust me, in this world, that's worth more than money." She clapped her hands once. "Uniforms. Locker seven has your sizes—we take measurements when you register. Black boyshorts, sports bra. No jewelry. Hair tied back. You have five minutes."

The room erupted into motion. Mara went to locker seven, found her name on a plastic bag. Inside was exactly what Simone described—plain black athletic wear, almost clinical in its simplicity. She changed quickly, aware of the other women doing the same around her.

Carmen leaned over while adjusting her bra. "You look like you're about to pass out."

"I'm fine."

"Bullshit." Carmen's voice was warm, teasing. "I'm terrified too. But we're here, right? Might as well commit."

She's trying to make friends. Cute. Won't last past the first elimination.

Jade tied her hair up, her movements economical. "How'd you train?"

"With my ex," Mara said. "You?"

"Solo practice. Bought a strap-on with a realistic texture. Set a timer. Treated it like drills."

Yuki snorted. "I used my girlfriend's sister. She was into it."

"Jesus," Astrid muttered.

"What?" Yuki's expression was flat. "You think this is a game? I practiced on a real person because real people have reactions. Textures. Sweat. You can't simulate that."

Simone opened the door to the hallway. "Time's up. Line up."

They filed out, walking single-file down another corridor. The lighting changed—redder, dimmer. The smell shifted too: now it was definitely sweat, and something muskier underneath. Arousal. The air itself felt thick with it.

The corridor opened into an arena.

It wasn't huge—maybe the size of a high school gymnasium—but it was packed. Rows of seats rose up on all sides, filled with women. Some were in suits, looking like they'd come straight from corporate jobs. Others in leather and chains. Some in casual jeans and t-shirts. All of them watching the center of the room.

The floor was padded black mats. Five stations were set up, each with a raised platform—waist-high, padded in leather. At each station stood a woman.

These were the veterans. The Pro Division.

Mara's mouth went dry.

The one at the first station was a muscular butch with sleeve tattoos and a shaved head. She wore only a black thong, and her body was built—cut abs, thick thighs, an ass that looked like granite. REX on her bicep tattoo.

Next station: a curvy redhead with pale freckled skin, huge breasts barely contained in a leather harness, soft stomach, wide hips, and an ass that jiggled when she shifted her weight. Her face was pretty in a girl-next-door way, with green eyes and a smattering of freckles across her nose. FIONA.

Third station: a lean Asian woman with long straight black hair, small breasts, narrow hips, but an ass that was round and firm despite her overall slimness. She looked like a dancer. Her face was severe, beautiful in a cold way. MING.

Fourth station: a tall Black woman with goddess-level curves—full breasts, tiny waist, hips that flared dramatically, thighs thick and powerful, and an ass that looked like it belonged in a music video. She had box braids that fell to her waist and a face that could sell anything: full lips, high cheekbones, eyes that sparkled with amusement. KEISHA.

Fifth station: a petite Latina woman, maybe five feet tall, with a tight athletic build but an ass that was disproportionately large and round. She had long dark hair in a braid and a face that was cute rather than sexy—big eyes, small nose, full lips. LUCIA.

Simone walked to the center of the arena. Her voice boomed—there must have been a mic somewhere. "Welcome to Rookie Initiation! Tonight, five hopefuls will attempt to earn their place in The Circuit. Let's see if they have what it takes."

The crowd erupted in cheers and whistles.

"Yuki Tanaka—you're with Rex!"

Yuki walked forward, her face unreadable. Rex grinned down at her.

"Carmen Ruiz—you're with Fiona!"

Carmen's hips swayed as she approached her station. Fiona's smile was filthy.

"Astrid Larsen—you're with Ming!"

Astrid's expression didn't change. Ming nodded once.

"Jade Williams—you're with Keisha!"

Jade's eyes went wide for a second, but she recovered quickly. Keisha laughed, a low throaty sound.

"And Mara Costas—you're with Lucia!"

Mara's legs felt like jelly as she approached the fifth station. Lucia watched her with dark eyes, head tilted.

"First time?" Lucia asked. Her voice was soft, accented.

"Yeah."

"Relax. I'll go easy on you." Her smile was kind, which somehow made it worse.

She's sweet. I bet she tastes like honey. I wonder if she'll cry when I make her beg.

Simone raised her hand. "Veterans—assume position!"

In unison, all five women bent forward over their platforms, resting their torsos on the padded leather, asses raised high. Hands reached back, hooking thumbs into their thongs, pulling them aside.

Mara's eyes locked onto Lucia's ass. It was perfect—two round globes of firm flesh, olive-toned, with a small dark beauty mark on the left cheek. The thong pulled aside revealed everything: the tight pucker of her asshole, dusky pink, already slightly glistening like she'd oiled herself beforehand, and below it, the hint of her pussy lips, shaved smooth, also glistening.

The smell hit Mara then—sharp and sweet, musk mixed with whatever oil Lucia had used. Her mouth watered involuntarily.

"Rookies—on your knees!"

Mara dropped down. The mat was firm under her knees. She was inches away from Lucia's ass now, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating off her skin.

"When the bell rings, you begin. The timer starts. You don't stop until your partner comes or until fifteen minutes elapse. Understood?"

A chorus of "Yes" from the rookies.

"Good luck. You'll need it."

The bell rang—a sharp metallic sound that cut through the noise of the crowd.

Mara didn't think. She leaned in, tongue extended, and licked a long slow stripe from the bottom of Lucia's crack all the way up to the small of her back.

Lucia gasped—a sharp inhale that turned into a low "Mmmmm."

The taste exploded across Mara's tongue—salt and skin and that sweet oil, and underneath it something earthier, darker, the taste of ass. She did it again, dragging her tongue slowly, and Lucia's thighs trembled.

"Ohhhhh fuck," Lucia moaned, and the crowd roared.

Mara gripped Lucia's hips for balance, holding her steady, and focused her attention on the tight ring of muscle. She circled it with the tip of her tongue, slow and deliberate, tracing the edges, feeling how it clenched and relaxed under her attention.

"Yes," Lucia breathed. "Just like—ahhhh—just like that."

Mara flattened her tongue, pressing it directly against Lucia's hole, and moved in slow firm circles. Wet obscene sounds filled her ears—schlick schlick schlick—mixing with Lucia's increasingly desperate moans.

"Unnngh—god, your tongue—"

Mara could feel Lucia's heartbeat through her ass, could feel the muscle starting to relax, opening just slightly under the persistent pressure. She pointed her tongue, pressing gently inward, and Lucia's whole body jerked.

"Oh FUCK yes—"

The crowd was chanting something, but Mara couldn't process it. Her entire world had narrowed to this: the taste, the smell, the feel of Lucia's skin under her hands, the way her asshole fluttered and clenched every time Mara's tongue did something it liked.

She pulled back, blew cool air across the wet skin, and Lucia whimpered. Then she dove back in, tongue pointed, pushing just inside the ring—not deep, just enough to stretch it, to make Lucia feel invaded.

"Ahhhhh—Mara—fuck—"

Lucia's hips started moving, grinding back against Mara's face. Mara held firm, matching the rhythm, tongue working in steady pulses. In, out, circle, press, repeat. Her jaw was starting to ache but she didn't care.

She could feel Lucia getting close. The way her thighs were shaking, the way her breathing had gone ragged, the way her asshole was clenching rhythmically around Mara's tongue.

"I'm—oh god I'm—"

Mara doubled down, tongue moving faster, pressing deeper, and she reached one hand around to press flat against Lucia's lower stomach, feeling the muscles there starting to spasm.

"FUCK—"

Lucia came with a scream that echoed through the arena. Her whole body went rigid, ass clenching so tight around Mara's tongue it almost hurt, and Mara felt the gush of wetness that meant Lucia had come hard—not just clenching, but full-body shaking, sobbing pleasure.

The bell rang again.

"SIX MINUTES FORTY-TWO SECONDS!" Simone's voice boomed. "NEW ROOKIE RECORD!"

The crowd erupted. Mara sat back on her heels, face wet, jaw aching, heart hammering. Lucia slumped forward on the platform, still shaking, trying to catch her breath.

Holy shit, Lucia thought. She's a natural. God help us all.

Simone appeared beside Mara's station, eyes gleaming. "Well well well. Looks like we have a prodigy."

Mara looked up at her, still catching her breath, and Simone's smile was absolutely wicked.

"Welcome to The Circuit, rookie."


Chapter 2: The Qualifier

Mara's thighs burned as she followed Simone down another concrete hallway, this one narrower, the walls painted matte black. The smell had shifted—less perfume now, more raw sweat and sex. The kind that clung to everything. Her jaw still ached from Lucia, and her tongue felt thick and clumsy in her mouth, but adrenaline was keeping her upright.

Six minutes forty-two seconds. New rookie record.

Simone glanced back, those dark eyes assessing. "You surprised yourself."

"A little."

"Don't get cocky. That was the easy part." She stopped at a door marked PRO DIVISION - AUTHORIZED ONLY. "Lucia's a sweetheart. She gets off easy because she likes being eaten out. But in the Qualifier, you don't get to pick your partner. You get assigned based on who needs breaking in."

Mara's stomach dropped. "What's the Qualifier?"

"Your second test. Happens immediately after Initiation if you pass—and you passed spectacularly." Simone swiped a keycard, and the door clicked open. "In the Qualifier, you service three Pro Division members back-to-back. Fifteen minutes each. If you make all three come, you advance to Rookie League and start competing for rank. If you fail even one..." She shrugged. "You're done."

"Three," Mara repeated, her voice hollow.

"Three." Simone pushed the door open. "And they won't be sweet like Lucia."

The room beyond was smaller than the arena, more intimate. Padded mats covered the floor, and track lighting illuminated three leather-padded benches arranged in a triangle. At each bench stood a woman, and Mara's mouth went dry.

The first was a butch with a military-grade buzz cut, her scalp showing the faint shadow of dark hair. She had pale white skin covered in black ink—full sleeves on both arms, something script-heavy across her ribs, a pinup girl on her left thigh. Her body was built like she lived in the gym: broad shoulders that could carry weight, biceps that flexed when she crossed her arms, defined abs with a faint treasure trail leading down into her black boyshorts, thick muscular thighs, and an ass that was all hard muscle. Her face was handsome rather than pretty—strong jaw, straight nose, pale gray eyes that tracked Mara like a predator. She looked early thirties. TANK was tattooed in old English script across her collarbone.

Fresh meat. Let's see if she's got any spine.

The second woman was her opposite in every way. She was short—maybe five-foot-one—and curvy to the point of absurdity. East Asian, with long glossy black hair that fell in waves to her waist. Her face was doll-like: big dark eyes with expertly done winged eyeliner, small button nose, lips painted crimson and shaped in a permanent pout. But her body was pure sin—massive breasts straining against a red satin bra that looked two sizes too small, soft round belly that jiggled when she breathed, wide hips that flared dramatically, thick thighs that pressed together, and an ass so large and round it looked cartoonish. She wore matching red panties that were basically a thong, disappearing between those cheeks. She was maybe mid-twenties. MIKO on a nameplate hanging from a choker around her neck.

Another skinny bitch thinking she can handle me. They always look so confident before they realize how much work this ass requires.

The third made Mara's breath catch. She was tall—easily six feet—and built like an Amazon. Dark brown skin that gleamed under the lights, the kind of rich deep tone that made you want to touch just to feel the warmth. She had box braids pulled into a high ponytail, and her face was regal: high cheekbones, full lips, almond-shaped eyes, a straight nose. Her body was a masterpiece—broad shoulders, full breasts that sat high and firm, narrow waist that made her hips look even wider than they were, thick powerful thighs, and an ass that defied physics. It was huge, round, each cheek the size of Mara's head, and it sat high on her frame like it was sculpted specifically to be worshipped. She wore only a white thong, and every inch of her skin was on display. She looked about thirty. ZARA tattooed in elegant script along her inner forearm.

She's pretty. I wonder how long before she starts crying.

Simone walked to the center of the triangle. "Mara Costas, meet your Qualifier panel. Tank, Miko, Zara—she's all yours."

Tank stepped forward, rolling her shoulders. "Fifteen minutes each, yeah?"

"Correct. Mara, you'll rotate through all three. Order is up to you."

Mara looked between them. Strategy. Tank looked like she'd make it a power struggle—she'd want dominance, resistance. Miko looked like she'd need stamina and jaw strength just to navigate all that ass. Zara looked like a test of endurance and technique combined.

"Tank first," Mara said. Might as well get the hardest out of the way.

Tank's grin was sharp. "Smart girl." She walked to her bench, turned, and bent over it in one fluid motion. Her thong-clad ass was right there—tight, muscular, not an ounce of give. She reached back and hooked her thumbs in the waistband, dragging the fabric aside.

The smell hit Mara immediately: clean sweat and something sharper, muskier. Tank's asshole was pale pink against her white skin, tight and clenched. Below it, Mara could see the shadow of her pussy, neatly trimmed, already glistening.

"Timer starts when you make contact," Simone said from somewhere behind her. "Good luck."

Mara dropped to her knees, positioned herself, and leaned in. The second her tongue touched Tank's skin, a buzzer sounded.

She started the same way she'd done with Lucia—long slow lick from bottom to top, getting a sense of the terrain. Tank's skin tasted like salt and iron, sharp and clean. Her asshole clenched tight when Mara's tongue passed over it.

"Gonna have to do better than that, rookie," Tank said, her voice bored.

Mara flattened her tongue and pressed it directly against the tight ring, moving in firm circles. Tank's hips didn't move. Didn't react at all.

Make me work for it. Good.

Mara pointed her tongue, pushing gently at the center, trying to coax the muscle to relax. Nothing. Tank was locked down tight, and Mara realized with a sinking feeling that this was the test—not just technique, but persistence. Breaking through resistance.

She pulled back, spat directly onto Tank's asshole—a wet obscene sound—and dove back in, tongue working furiously. The added wetness helped, let her glide easier, and she felt Tank's breathing shift just slightly.

"Mmm," Tank hummed. "There we go."

Encouraged, Mara increased the pressure, her tongue moving in rapid tight circles, occasionally darting inward to test the give. Slowly, agonizingly slowly, she felt Tank starting to relax. The muscle softened under her attention, began to open.

"Fuck," Tank muttered. "You're... ahhhh... persistent."

Mara pushed her tongue inside—just the tip, but it was enough. Tank's whole body jerked, and Mara felt the shift: Tank was no longer resisting, she was wanting.

"Yessss," Tank hissed, and her hips started rocking back, chasing Mara's tongue.

Mara worked deeper, her tongue pushing in and out in steady thrusts. The taste was overwhelming now—pure ass, earthy and dark and addictive. Her hands gripped Tank's muscular cheeks, spreading them wider, giving herself better access.

"Unnngh—fuck fuck fuck—"

Tank's asshole was fluttering now, clenching rhythmically around Mara's tongue, and Mara could feel the wetness dripping from Tank's pussy, soaking the edge of her thong. She doubled down, tongue moving faster, and Tank started swearing in what sounded like German.

"Scheisse—I'm—ahhhhhhn—"

Tank came with a guttural groan, her whole body going rigid, and Mara felt the clench so tight it almost pushed her tongue out. She held firm, working through the orgasm, until Tank's body went limp.

Buzzer.

"Eleven minutes, eighteen seconds," Simone called. "Next."

Mara sat back, gasping. Her jaw was screaming now, and her tongue felt swollen. But there was no time. Miko was already bent over her bench, looking back over her shoulder with a smirk.

"Let's see if you can handle a real ass, beanpole."

Mara moved to Miko's station on shaking legs. When she got into position, her stomach dropped.

Miko's ass was... massive. Truly, absurdly huge. Each cheek was round and soft, covered in flawless pale skin, and when Miko pulled her thong aside, Mara could barely see her asshole—it was buried deep between those mounds of flesh.

Oh fuck.

"Timer starts on contact," Simone reminded her.

Mara gripped Miko's cheeks with both hands—they overflowed her grip, warm and soft—and spread them apart. There. Miko's asshole was darker than Tank's, a dusky rose color, and it was already slick with oil. The smell was different too: jasmine and vanilla mixed with arousal, sweet and thick.

She leaned in and licked—buzzer sounded—and Miko immediately moaned.

"Ohhhhh yessss—"

Miko was the opposite of Tank. She was loud, responsive, grinding back against Mara's face within seconds. Her ass cheeks kept trying to close, smothering Mara, and Mara had to fight to keep them spread, her face buried in softness.

"Right there—oh god—yesssss—"

Mara's tongue circled Miko's hole, which was already relaxed, practically begging for it. She pushed inside easily, and Miko's squeal was ear-splitting.

"AHHHHHHN—fuck me with it—please—"

The problem was access. Mara had to keep adjusting her grip to keep Miko's cheeks spread, and her arms were already tired. Sweat dripped down her back. She worked her tongue deeper, faster, and Miko's moans turned into a constant stream of "ahh ahh ahh" sounds.

"More—I need—unnnngh—"

Mara's lungs burned. She couldn't breathe properly with her face buried this deep, and every time she tried to pull back for air, Miko's ass would close around her, trapping her. Panic fluttered in her chest, but she shoved it down.

She found a rhythm: tongue thrust deep, pull back just enough to breathe through her nose, repeat. Miko's thighs started shaking, and the wetness from her pussy was running down Mara's chin now.

"Close—I'm so—ahhhhhh—"

Mara's tongue was cramping. She pushed through it, moving faster, and Miko reached back with one hand to grab Mara's hair, holding her in place.

"Don't stop don't stop don't—FUCK!"

Miko came screaming, her ass clenching and unclenching around Mara's tongue, and Mara felt a gush of wetness as Miko squirted, soaking the bench and Mara's sports bra.

Buzzer.

"Thirteen minutes, forty-one seconds."

Mara collapsed back, gasping for air. Her face was soaked. Her jaw felt dislocated. Her tongue was numb.

"One more, rookie," Simone said, her voice closer now. "Can you do it?"

Mara looked up at Zara, who was watching her with those dark eyes. Zara hadn't moved from her position—still bent over her bench, that impossible ass on full display, thong already pulled aside.

She's about to break. This will be fun.

"I can do it," Mara said, her voice ragged.

She crawled to Zara's station because her legs wouldn't hold her. When she knelt behind Zara, she almost laughed. Because of course. Of course this ass was somehow even more intimidating up close.

Zara's skin was flawless, not a mark or blemish, and her asshole was a perfect dark circle, already slightly open, glistening with arousal. The smell was intoxicating—cocoa butter and sweat and pure musk, sharp and sweet and overwhelming.

"Last one, baby girl," Zara said, her voice like honey. "Make it good."

Mara pressed her tongue flat against Zara's asshole—buzzer—and Zara sighed, a long satisfied sound.

"Mmmmmm—that's nice."

Mara's technique was sloppy now. She was too tired for finesse. She just licked and sucked and pushed her tongue inside, working on pure instinct. But Zara seemed to like it—her moans were low and constant, vibrating through her whole body.

"Yes—good girl—keep—ahhhh—"

Mara's vision was starting to blur. Her whole face was numb. But she kept going, tongue pushing deeper into Zara's ass, and Zara started rocking back, fucking herself on Mara's tongue.

"Harder—I want to feel it—"

Mara gripped Zara's ass cheeks, her fingers sinking into the soft flesh, and used the leverage to push her tongue as deep as it would go. Zara made a sound like a sob.

"Oh god—yes—just like that—don't you dare stop—"

The world narrowed to this: the taste of Zara's ass, the smell of her arousal, the wet sounds of Mara's tongue working inside her, the constant stream of Zara's moans. Mara's jaw locked up, a white-hot spike of pain, but she didn't stop.

"I'm—oh fuck I'm—"

Zara came differently than the others—quietly, her whole body shuddering, her asshole clenching so tight Mara couldn't move her tongue at all. And then wetness, gushing out of her pussy, running down her thighs, pooling on the mat.

Buzzer.

"Fourteen minutes, fifty-nine seconds."

Mara pulled back and immediately collapsed onto her side. She couldn't feel her face. Couldn't feel her tongue. Could barely breathe.

Simone crouched beside her, a water bottle in hand. "Drink."

Mara took it with shaking hands, gulping down half the bottle. It hurt to swallow.

"You passed," Simone said quietly. "All three. Congratulations."

Tank, Miko, and Zara were all recovering at their benches, looking various degrees of wrecked. Tank caught Mara's eye and nodded once—respect.

"Tomorrow night, you fight in your first ranked match," Simone continued. "Rookie League, bottom tier. Win, and you move up. Lose, and you fight again until you either advance or wash out after three losses." She stood, offering her hand. "But tonight? You've earned some rest."

Mara took her hand, let herself be pulled to her feet. Her legs were jelly, but she was standing.

I did it.

"One more thing," Simone said, her smile dangerous. "The Championship Circuit has its eye on you now. That record you set? Lucia's already talking. Word spreads fast here."

Mara's heart was still hammering. "Is that good?"

"Depends." Simone's eyes glittered. "Champions don't like being threatened. And you, Mara Costas, just announced yourself as a threat."

She turned and walked toward the door, leaving Mara standing in the middle of the room, face still wet, jaw still aching, and the taste of three different women still coating her tongue.

Zara pushed herself up from her bench, looked back at Mara, and smiled. "See you in the arena, rookie. Next time, you won't have a time limit saving you."

The door closed behind Simone with a heavy metallic click, and Mara was left alone with the three women she'd just made come, the smell of sex thick in the air, and the bone-deep knowledge that she'd just stepped into something far bigger—and far more dangerous—than she'd ever imagined.


Chapter 3: Semi-Finals Heat

The locker room reeked of wintergreen muscle balm and nervous sweat. Mara sat on the metal bench, her sports bra still damp from the shower she'd taken after the Qualifier, and rolled her jaw experimentally. Still sore. Her tongue felt thick and clumsy when she pressed it to the roof of her mouth, but at least the swelling had gone down.

Across the room, Yuki was doing stretches—deep lunges that made her thighs burn, her face blank and focused. Carmen sat nearby applying lipstick in a compact mirror, humming something under her breath. Jade paced, her footsteps echoing. Astrid was gone—she'd failed the Qualifier, couldn't make Ming come in time, and had been escorted out an hour ago with tears streaming down her face.

Four rookies remained.

The door opened and Simone walked in, her presence immediately commanding attention. She wore leather pants that clung to every curve and a black crop top that showed off her toned stomach. Gold hoops dangled from her ears, and her cornrows were tied back in a high ponytail. She smelled like bergamot and something darker, smokier.

"Congratulations on surviving Initiation and the Qualifier," she said, her voice cutting through the room. "Tonight, you enter Rookie League. This is where it gets real."

She pulled out a tablet, swiped through something. "Rookie League is a tournament bracket. You'll be matched against other rookies who've also passed their Qualifiers—some from tonight, some from previous cycles. Win three matches, you advance to Pro Division tryouts. Lose twice, you're eliminated permanently."

Mara's stomach tightened.

"Your matches will be public. Full arena. Paying audience. And unlike Initiation, your opponents will be trying just as hard as you are to win." Simone's smile was sharp. "You're not servicing veterans anymore. You're competing against equals."

"What's the win condition?" Jade asked.

"First to make your opponent come. You'll both be working on each other simultaneously—sixty-nine position, but for asses. Whoever breaks first loses." Simone tapped her tablet. "Matches are capped at twenty minutes. If neither competitor finishes, judges score based on technique, endurance, and crowd response."

"Jesus," Carmen muttered.

Simone's eyes found Mara. "Mara, you're up first. You drew someone... interesting."

The way she said it made Mara's skin prickle. "Who?"

"Gia Moretti. She's been in Rookie League for six weeks—ten matches, ten wins. She's one elimination away from Pro Division, and she's been asking for fresh blood." Simone's expression was unreadable. "She specifically requested you when she heard about your record."

Oh fuck.

"Why would she do that?" Mara asked.

"Because champions are built by beating the best available competition. And right now, you're the most talked-about rookie we've had in months." Simone stepped closer, and Mara could smell her—warm skin and expensive perfume. "She wants to break you publicly. Prove that your record was a fluke."

She thinks she's ready. She's not.

"When do I fight?"

"Twenty minutes. Get your head right." Simone turned to address the whole room. "The rest of you will fight tomorrow. Use tonight to watch, learn, and understand what you're up against."

She left, and the silence that followed was heavy.

Carmen moved to sit beside Mara. "You okay?"

"Yeah." Mara's hands were shaking slightly. "Just... processing."

"Ten wins is no joke. This Gia woman is serious."

Yuki spoke up from across the room, her voice flat. "Records mean nothing if you choke under pressure. Mara made three Pro Division members come in under fifteen minutes each. She's got this."

Mara looked at Yuki, surprised by the support. Yuki just shrugged. "I want to face you eventually. Can't do that if you lose in the first round."

Practical. I respect that.

"Thanks," Mara said.

The minutes crawled by. Mara tried to focus, tried to run through technique in her head, but her thoughts kept spiraling. Ten wins. Ten. Gia had to be good—really fucking good—to rack up that kind of record.

A buzzer sounded overhead. "MARA COSTAS, REPORT TO THE ARENA."

Mara stood, her legs unsteady. Carmen squeezed her shoulder. "Destroy her."

The walk to the arena felt surreal. The hallway was the same one from Initiation, but everything felt different now. Heavier. The crowd noise was louder—hundreds of voices, music thumping, the smell of alcohol and perfume and arousal thick in the air.

She emerged into the arena and the sound hit her like a physical wall. The stands were packed, women cheering and whistling. The lighting was dramatic—spotlights on the center mat, everything else dim. And standing in the middle, already waiting, was Gia Moretti.

Mara's breath caught.

Gia was... stunning. Italian, probably mid-twenties, with long dark hair that fell in loose curls to her mid-back. Her skin was olive-toned and flawless, and her face was the kind that belonged in Renaissance paintings—strong nose, full lips, dark eyes lined with kohl, high cheekbones. But her body was what stopped traffic.

She was average height, maybe five-foot-six, but curvy in a way that looked sculpted by gods. Full breasts that strained against her black sports bra, creating cleavage deep enough to get lost in. Her stomach was soft but toned, with just a hint of abs visible. Her hips flared dramatically, creating an hourglass that defied physics, and her thighs were thick and powerful. But her ass—fuck, her ass was a masterpiece. Round, high, firm but with enough give that it jiggled slightly when she shifted her weight. Each cheek was perfectly symmetrical, covered in smooth olive skin. She wore black boyshorts that hugged every curve.

Look at her. Skinny little thing. I'm going to enjoy this.

Gia's eyes locked on Mara as she approached, and her smile was predatory. "You're the record-breaker. Cute."

"You're Gia," Mara said, keeping her voice steady.

"That's right." Gia stretched her arms overhead, her whole body on display. "I've been waiting for someone interesting. Everyone else has been so... boring. But you? You made Lucia come in six minutes. That takes skill."

"Or Lucia just likes getting eaten out."

Gia's laugh was sharp. "Oh, you've got some spine. Good. I hate it when they just fold."

Simone's voice boomed over the speakers. "WELCOME TO ROOKIE LEAGUE! Tonight's main event: Gia Moretti, ten wins, zero losses, versus newcomer Mara Costas!"

The crowd roared.

"Rules are simple," Simone continued. "Sixty-nine position. First to make their opponent orgasm wins. Twenty-minute time limit. Techniques allowed: tongue only, no hands except for positioning. Any questions?"

Both women shook their heads.

"Positions!"

A large padded mat had been set up in the center, and Gia walked to it with the confidence of someone who'd done this a dozen times. She lay down on her back, and even from a distance, Mara could see the way her breasts moved, the way her thighs pressed together.

Mara's heart was hammering as she approached. This was it. Real competition.

She knelt at Gia's feet, then carefully positioned herself, lowering her hips over Gia's face while bringing her own face down toward Gia's center. The smell hit her immediately—jasmine body oil and clean sweat and arousal, sweet and musky.

Gia's hands gripped Mara's hips, positioning her exactly where she wanted. Mara mirrored the gesture, hooking her fingers in Gia's waistband and pulling the boyshorts down.

Gia's pussy was beautiful—waxed smooth, lips already glistening wet, and above it, her asshole was a perfect dark circle against her olive skin. The smell intensified, making Mara's mouth water.

"BEGIN!"

Mara didn't hesitate. She spread Gia's cheeks and dove in, tongue flat, licking a long stripe from asshole to tailbone. The taste exploded across her tongue—salt and skin and that sweet oil, addictive.

At the same time, she felt Gia's tongue on her own ass, and the sensation made her gasp. Gia was good—her tongue moved in fast tight circles, already zeroing in on Mara's hole, and the wetness, the pressure, the heat of it made Mara's thighs shake.

Focus. Don't let her win.

Mara pointed her tongue and pressed it against Gia's asshole, pushing inward. The muscle resisted for a second, then gave, and Mara's tongue slipped inside. Gia's whole body jerked.

"Mmmmph—" The sound was muffled because Gia's face was buried in Mara's ass, but Mara felt it vibrate through her.

Gia retaliated by sucking Mara's asshole into her mouth, her tongue pushing deep, and Mara almost came right then. The sensation was overwhelming—wet and hot and invasive in the best way.

No. Not yet. Hold on.

Mara worked her tongue deeper into Gia, thrusting in and out, and she could feel Gia's breathing getting ragged. But Gia wasn't giving up—her tongue was everywhere, circling, pushing, pulling back to lick and suck, and Mara's pussy was dripping now, wetness running down her thighs.

The crowd was screaming, but Mara couldn't hear individual words anymore. Just noise, white-hot and overwhelming, mixing with the wet sounds of tongues on skin, the smell of sex, the taste of Gia's ass coating her mouth.

"Ahhhhhn—" Gia moaned against Mara's skin, and Mara felt the shift—Gia was close. Her asshole was clenching rhythmically, fluttering around Mara's tongue.

Mara doubled down, tongue moving faster, pushing deeper, and she reached up to spread Gia's cheeks wider, giving herself better access. She could feel Gia's heartbeat through her ass, could feel the tension building in her body.

"Fuck—" Gia gasped, pulling her mouth away from Mara for just a second. "You fucking—ahhhhhh—"

And then Gia's tongue was back, more aggressive now, almost punishing. She pushed three fingers inside Mara's pussy—which was against the rules—but Mara was too far gone to care. The fullness, the pressure, combined with Gia's tongue on her ass, and Mara felt her orgasm building, a white-hot coil low in her belly.

No. Not yet. Make her come first.

Mara bit down gently on the rim of Gia's asshole—just enough pressure to surprise her—and Gia screamed.

"OH FUCK—"

Gia came hard, her whole body convulsing, her asshole clenching so tight around Mara's tongue it almost hurt. Mara felt the gush of wetness from Gia's pussy, soaking Gia's thighs and the mat beneath them.

The buzzer sounded.

"WINNER: MARA COSTAS!"

The crowd erupted. Mara pulled away, gasping, her face soaked, her own orgasm still hovering on the edge but not quite there. Gia lay beneath her, chest heaving, eyes glazed.

"Fuck," Gia panted. "Fuck, you're good."

Mara rolled off her, collapsing onto the mat beside her. Her whole body was shaking. "You almost had me."

"Almost doesn't count." Gia sat up slowly, running a hand through her hair. Her lipstick was smeared, her face flushed. "Jesus. Lucia wasn't exaggerating."

Simone appeared beside them, offering water bottles. "Excellent match. Mara advances to one-and-oh. Gia, you're now ten-and-one."

Gia took the water, chugged half of it, then looked at Mara with something like respect. "I'll see you in Pro Division. And next time, I won't go easy on you."

She didn't go easy. I just beat her straight up. But sure, let her think that.

Mara nodded, too exhausted to argue.

As they helped each other off the mat, the crowd still cheering, Mara caught a glimpse of the VIP section. Sitting there, watching with dark eyes and a knowing smile, was a woman Mara hadn't seen before.

She was probably early thirties, with platinum blonde hair cut in a severe bob, pale skin, and a body that looked like it was carved from marble—tall, lean, but with curves in all the right places. She wore a black suit tailored to perfection, and even from a distance, Mara could feel the weight of her gaze.

Simone followed Mara's eyes and her expression shifted. "That's Anya Volkov. Current reigning champion of The Circuit. She's held the title for two years."

"Why is she here?"

"Because," Simone said quietly, "champions always scout the competition. And you, Mara Costas, just made it onto her radar."

Anya raised her glass in a mock toast, that smile never faltering, and Mara felt a chill run down her spine.

This was only the beginning.


Chapter 4: Championship Bout

The championship floor smelled like leather and lust and expensive champagne someone had spilled on the mats three fights ago. Mara's muscles ached in places she didn't know could ache—her jaw felt permanently unhinged, her tongue thick and useless in her mouth, and her thighs burned from holding position for what felt like hours. But she'd won. Two more matches after Gia, both brutal, both close, and now she stood at three-and-oh.

One more win and she'd advance to Pro Division.

Simone appeared beside her with a protein shake that tasted like chalk and artificial strawberries. "Drink. You need the calories."

Mara chugged it, grimacing. Around her, the championship floor buzzed with activity. This wasn't the main arena—this was smaller, more exclusive, with only about fifty seats arranged around a raised platform. VIP section. The women here wore designer clothes and watches that cost more than Mara's rent, and they watched the competitors like they were evaluating racehorses.

"Your semi-final is in ten minutes," Simone said, checking her tablet. "Against Petra Kovač. She's four-and-oh, advanced from a different bracket. Croatian. Been training in European circuits for three years before coming here."

Mara's stomach dropped. "Three years?"

"She knows what she's doing. But so do you." Simone's dark eyes held hers. "You've got raw talent, Mara. She's got technique. This'll come down to who wants it more."

She's nervous. Good. Nerves mean she cares. Caring means she'll fight dirty.

A door opened across the room and Mara's breath caught.

Petra Kovač was a fucking amazon. Easily six-foot-two, with a swimmer's build—broad shoulders that tapered to a narrow waist, long muscular legs, arms corded with lean muscle. Her skin was pale, almost translucent, covered in freckles across her shoulders and chest. She had strawberry blonde hair pulled back in a tight French braid, and her face was striking rather than pretty—sharp cheekbones, a prominent nose, pale green eyes that assessed everything with cold calculation, a wide mouth with thin lips. Her breasts were small, barely there beneath her white sports bra, but her ass was magnificent—high, firm, each cheek perfectly round and muscular, the kind of ass that came from years of squats and deadlifts. She wore white boyshorts that showed off every line of muscle in her thighs and that perfect posterior. Maybe twenty-seven, twenty-eight years old.

Another little American thinking she can compete. I've broken stronger.

Petra's gaze found Mara across the room and she smiled—cold, confident. She said something to the woman beside her, a shorter brunette with an accent Mara couldn't place, and they both laughed.

"Don't let her get in your head," Simone murmured. "She does that. Psychs people out before the match even starts."

"I'm fine," Mara lied.

"COMPETITORS TO THE PLATFORM!"

The raised platform was different from the standard mats—this one was covered in black silk, and there were restraints built into the corners. Leather cuffs attached to short chains. Mara's pulse quickened.

"Modified rules for semi-finals," Simone explained as they walked toward the platform. "You'll both be restrained—wrists only, enough give to adjust position but not enough to use your hands for leverage. Pure tongue work. First to three orgasms wins."

"Three?" Mara's voice cracked.

"Three. And they have to be real—we have sensors that measure pelvic contractions, so no faking." Simone helped her onto the platform. "This is where amateurs wash out. Can you handle it?"

Mara looked across at Petra, who was being helped into her restraints by her coach. "I can handle it."

We'll see.

The silk was cool against Mara's back as she lay down. Simone secured the leather cuffs around her wrists—they were lined with soft fleece, comfortable but firm. Mara tested them. Maybe eight inches of chain, enough to shift position slightly but not much else.

Petra settled into position above her, that perfect muscular ass hovering inches from Mara's face. The smell hit immediately—clean sweat and something sharp, almost citrusy. Bergamot oil maybe. And underneath, the musk of arousal already building.

Mara felt Petra's weight settle, felt those long thighs frame her head, and then Petra's face was between her legs, breath hot against her skin.

"BEGIN!"

Petra didn't waste time. Her tongue was on Mara's asshole immediately, flat and wet and relentless, moving in fast tight circles that made Mara gasp. The technique was perfect—not too much pressure, not too little, just constant stimulation that built and built.

Fuck. She's good.

Mara fought through the sensation and focused on Petra's ass above her. She licked a long stripe up Petra's crack, tasting salt and that bergamot oil, and Petra's asshole was already slightly relaxed, like she'd prepared for this. Mara pointed her tongue and pushed inside—met resistance, but less than she'd expected.

Petra made a sound—"Mmph"—but didn't slow down. If anything, her tongue moved faster, and Mara felt her own asshole starting to relax, opening under the assault.

No. Focus. Make her come first.

Mara worked her tongue deeper into Petra's ass, thrusting in and out, and she could feel Petra's breathing change, could feel the muscle starting to flutter. But Petra was a fucking machine—her tongue never stopped, never faltered, and Mara's thighs were shaking now, her pussy dripping, wetness running down to soak into the silk beneath her.

"Ahhhhn—" Mara couldn't help the moan that escaped.

Petra pulled her tongue out of Mara's ass, sucked the rim into her mouth, and the sensation was so intense Mara almost came right there. Almost. She clenched down hard, fighting it, and redoubled her efforts on Petra's asshole, tongue moving in rapid strokes.

Petra's thighs trembled. Just slightly, but Mara felt it.

There. Weakness.

Mara changed tactics—she pulled her tongue out, licked around the rim in slow deliberate circles, then pushed back inside in one fast thrust. Petra's whole body jerked.

"Fuck—" The word was muffled but Mara heard it.

She repeated the pattern—slow circles, fast thrust, slow circles, fast thrust—and Petra's breathing was getting ragged now. But Petra wasn't giving up. She pushed two fingers into Mara's pussy—against the rules, but the judges didn't stop her—and curled them, finding Mara's G-spot while her tongue worked Mara's ass.

The double stimulation was too much. Mara came with a scream, her whole body convulsing, asshole clenching around nothing, pussy clamping down on Petra's fingers.

"FIRST ORGASM: MARA COSTAS!" the announcer boomed.

One down. Easy.

Petra didn't stop. The thirty-second reset period started, but Petra just kept licking, kept fingering, pushing Mara through the aftershocks straight into building again.

Vicious. I like it.

Mara gasped for air and focused. Petra's asshole was relaxed now, open, and Mara pushed her tongue as deep as it would go. She felt Petra's internal muscles clench, felt the way her whole body tensed, and Mara knew she was close.

She pulled out, blew cool air across the wet skin—Petra shuddered—then dove back in, tongue moving in rapid flicks directly on the sensitive rim.

"Ahhhh—shit—" Petra's accent got thicker when she was losing control.

Mara felt it building in Petra's body—the tension, the way her thighs started shaking, the way her asshole fluttered faster and faster. She pushed her tongue deep one more time and Petra broke.

"FUCK—"

Petra came hard, her ass clenching so tight around Mara's tongue it hurt, and Mara felt the gush of wetness from Petra's pussy, soaking Mara's chest and stomach.

"FIRST ORGASM: PETRA KOVAČ!"

They were tied. One-one.

Petra's tongue was back on Mara within seconds, and this time she was angry. The licks were harder, more aggressive, and she bit gently on Mara's rim, making Mara yelp. But Mara was getting into a rhythm now—she knew Petra's tells, knew exactly what made her weak.

She licked Petra's asshole in slow sensual strokes, occasionally dipping down to tongue the space between ass and pussy, and Petra's moans were constant now, vibrating through Mara's core.

Mara's second orgasm hit like a freight train—she didn't even feel it building, just suddenly she was coming, screaming into Petra's ass, her whole body shaking.

"SECOND ORGASM: MARA COSTAS!"

One-two. Petra was winning.

No. Fuck no.

Mara didn't wait for the reset. She immediately went back to work, tongue pushing deep into Petra's ass, and she found a spot—some internal place that made Petra howl when Mara's tongue hit it. She focused all her attention there, hitting it over and over, and Petra's technique fell apart.

Petra was just moaning now, grinding back against Mara's face, and Mara felt her building, felt the orgasm approaching like a storm.

"I'm—oh god I'm—gonna—"

Petra came screaming, her whole body convulsing, and the sensors must have registered it because the buzzer sounded.

"SECOND ORGASM: PETRA KOVAČ!"

Two-two.

The crowd was on its feet now, screaming. This was what they'd paid for—a real fight.

Both women were gasping, faces soaked, bodies trembling. The next orgasm would decide it.

Petra's tongue found Mara's asshole again, but she was tired now. Sloppy. Mara could feel it in the way her strokes were less precise, less controlled.

Mara was tired too—her tongue felt like dead weight—but she forced herself to focus. This was it. Everything came down to this.

She licked Petra's asshole in long slow strokes, building sensation gradually, letting it layer. Petra's moans got higher, more desperate, and Mara could feel her getting close. But Mara was close too—Petra's tongue was hitting all the right spots, and Mara's pussy was clenching, her thighs shaking.

Hold on. Just a little longer.

She pushed her tongue deep into Petra's ass, as deep as it would go, and moved it in rapid circles, hitting that spot she'd found earlier. Petra's whole body went rigid.

"NO—wait—I can't—AHHHHHHH—"

Petra came screaming, her asshole clenching so tight Mara's tongue went numb, and the buzzer sounded just as Mara felt her own orgasm starting to crest. She held on by sheer force of will, letting Petra's contractions milk her tongue while her own pussy throbbed desperately.

"THIRD ORGASM: PETRA KOVAČ! WINNER: MARA COSTAS!"

The crowd erupted. Mara collapsed back onto the silk, chest heaving, stars in her vision. She'd done it. Four-and-oh.

Simone was there immediately, unlocking the restraints, helping Mara sit up. Across the platform, Petra was being helped down by her coach, and when their eyes met, Petra nodded once. Respect.

"Finals tomorrow night," Simone said quietly, handing Mara water. "Against Anya Volkov."

Mara's blood went cold. "The champion?"

"She specifically requested you. Said she wants to defend her title against the rookie who's been making waves." Simone's expression was unreadable. "This is unprecedented, Mara. Rookies don't fight champions. But Anya's bored. She wants a challenge."

Oh, this little thing thinks she's special. I'm going to destroy her.

In the VIP section, Anya raised her glass again, that same cruel smile on her perfect face.

And Mara realized, with a sick feeling in her stomach, that everything up until now had just been the warm-up.


Chapter 5: The Crown

The locker room reeked of tiger balm and the kind of sweat that came from genuine fear. Mara sat on the metal bench, ice pack pressed against her jaw, watching condensation drip down the concrete walls. Her reflection in the mirror across the room looked like someone else—hollow eyes, hair plastered to her forehead, bruises blooming purple along her inner thighs from where Petra's legs had clamped around her head.

Four-and-oh. One fight away from Pro Division.

Except her opponent wasn't just anyone. It was Anya fucking Volkov. Two-year reigning champion. Thirty-eight consecutive wins. Zero losses.

I'm going to die.

The door opened and Simone walked in carrying a duffel bag that smelled like eucalyptus. She wore all black tonight—leather pants, silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to show the swell of her breasts, her cornrows twisted into an intricate crown braid. The scent of sandalwood and something darker followed her.

"How's the jaw?" Simone asked, setting the bag down.

"Feels like someone took a sledgehammer to it."

"Good. Pain means you're still feeling things." Simone pulled out a jar of something that looked like honey mixed with motor oil. "This is what the champions use. Muscle relaxant, mild stimulant, and it numbs just enough to take the edge off without killing sensation."

Mara watched as Simone scooped out a fingerful and began massaging it into Mara's jaw. The relief was immediate—warmth spreading through the joint, the tension melting away. Simone's fingers were strong, precise, and the intimacy of the gesture made Mara's skin prickle.

"Anya's different from everyone you've faced," Simone said quietly, still massaging. "She doesn't just win. She breaks people. Psychologically, physically. She wants you destroyed so thoroughly you never come back."

Great pep talk.

"Why did she request me specifically?"

Simone's hands stilled. "Because you're the first person in two years who's made people wonder if she might actually lose. That record with Lucia? The way you demolished Gia and Petra? The crowd loves you. And Anya can't stand the thought of someone else getting attention."

She thinks I'm a threat. Good. Let her be scared.

"What's her weakness?" Mara asked.

Simone's smile was sharp. "Pride. She's so convinced she's untouchable that she takes risks. Gets cocky. If you can survive the first ten minutes without breaking, you might have a chance."

The intercom crackled overhead. "MARA COSTAS, FIVE MINUTES TO GRAND CHAMPIONSHIP."

Mara's stomach dropped. Simone helped her to her feet, hands steadying her shoulders. "Remember—this isn't about technique anymore. This is about who wants it more. Can you look her in the eye and take what's yours?"

Mara thought about the last two years. The training. The sacrifice. The ex-girlfriend who'd laughed until she saw how serious Mara was. The nights spent practicing until her tongue went numb. All of it leading to this moment.

"Yeah," Mara said. "I can."

The walk to the Grand Arena felt like a death march. The hallway was different this time—red carpet, actual fucking red carpet, lined with photos of past champions. And there, at the end, was Anya's photo—platinum blonde hair, ice-blue eyes, that cruel knowing smile.

The crowd noise hit like a physical wall when the doors opened. The Grand Arena was massive—easily five hundred people packed into stadium seating that rose up on all sides. The lighting was theatrical, strobing purples and blues, and the bass from the sound system vibrated through Mara's chest.

In the center was a raised platform, maybe four feet high, covered in black silk and surrounded by cameras. This wasn't just a fight. This was a show.

And standing on that platform, already waiting, was Anya Volkov.

Mara's breath caught.

Anya was a fucking masterpiece. Thirty-two years old, Russian-German heritage, with features that looked like they'd been carved by someone who understood symmetry on a molecular level. Platinum blonde hair cut in a severe bob that ended at her sharp jawline, not a strand out of place. Pale skin—porcelain pale, the kind that showed every flush, every mark—and ice-blue eyes that tracked Mara's approach with predatory focus.

Her face was all angles: high cheekbones that could cut glass, a straight aristocratic nose, thin lips painted dark red, eyebrows perfectly shaped and a shade darker than her hair. A small mole above her left eyebrow, the only imperfection, and it somehow made her more striking.

But her body—fuck, her body was something else entirely. Tall, maybe five-ten, with a ballet dancer's build that had been retrofitted for combat. Broad shoulders that tapered to a narrow ribcage, small perky breasts barely contained by a white sports bra that made her skin look even paler. Her stomach was a masterpiece of control—defined abs, obliques visible, not an ounce of softness. Her waist was tiny, creating an hourglass with hips that flared just enough to be feminine without being exaggerated.

Her thighs were long and powerful, the kind that came from years of dance and martial arts, with a visible quad sweep and hamstring definition. And her ass—Jesus fucking Christ, her ass—was high, firm, perfectly round, each cheek the size of a grapefruit and just as taut. She wore white boyshorts that showed off every line, every curve, and when she shifted her weight, Mara could see the muscle flex beneath the skin.

No tattoos. No piercings. Just pure, controlled perfection.

Look at her. Terrified already. This won't even be interesting.

Anya's voice cut through the crowd noise, accent slight but unmistakable—Eastern European vowels, German consonants. "So you're the little prodigy everyone's been talking about."

Mara climbed onto the platform, forcing her legs to stay steady. Up close, Anya smelled like jasmine and something metallic—adrenaline, maybe. "And you're the champion who's apparently so bored she's fighting rookies now."

Anya's laugh was like breaking glass. "Oh, you have some spine. Good. I'd hate for this to be over too quickly."

Simone appeared beside the platform with a microphone. Her voice boomed over the speakers. "WELCOME TO THE GRAND CHAMPIONSHIP! Tonight, Anya Volkov defends her title against rookie sensation Mara Costas in an unprecedented match!"

The crowd roared.

"Rules for the Grand Championship are simple," Simone continued. "Five rounds. Each round is ten minutes. Standard sixty-nine position, tongue only. First to five orgasms wins the round. Win three rounds, win the match. Winner takes the championship belt and one hundred thousand dollars."

Mara's head spun. One hundred thousand—

"Additionally," Simone's smile was wicked, "the loser must service the winner in front of the crowd. One final orgasm to seal the victory."

Oh fuck.

Anya's grin widened. "Don't worry, milaya. I'll be gentle when you're on your knees."

The platform had been modified for this—two padded sections with restraints, and between them, sensors that glowed faintly blue. Medical-grade orgasm detection, Mara realized. No faking here.

"COMPETITORS, ASSUME POSITIONS!"

Mara lay down on her designated section, and the silk was cool against her overheated skin. The restraints clicked around her wrists—same setup as the semi-finals, enough give to adjust but not enough for leverage.

Anya settled above her, and Mara got her first real look at Anya's pussy and ass. Both waxed completely smooth, the skin so pale it was almost translucent. Anya's pussy lips were small, neat, already glistening wet—arousal or preparation, Mara couldn't tell. Above it, Anya's asshole was a tight pink circle, clenched shut, surrounded by skin so pale Mara could see the faint tracery of veins beneath.

The smell was intoxicating—jasmine oil and clean sweat and pure arousal, sharp and sweet.

Mara felt Anya's thighs frame her face, felt that perfect ass lower until it was inches from her mouth. Then Anya's face was between her legs, breath hot against her skin.

"ROUND ONE—BEGIN!"

Mara didn't hesitate. She spread Anya's cheeks with her restrained hands and dragged her tongue up Anya's crack in one long slow lick. The taste hit immediately—salt and jasmine and something darker, earthier. Anya's skin was impossibly soft, and her asshole was clenched so tight it felt like trying to tongue a wall.

At the same time, Anya's tongue found Mara's asshole, and the technique was devastating. Fast, precise, relentless—Anya's tongue moved in patterns that Mara couldn't predict, building sensation in layers. Within thirty seconds, Mara was gasping.

Focus. Don't let her dominate.

Mara pointed her tongue and pushed against Anya's asshole, trying to coax it open. The muscle resisted, and Mara realized Anya was doing this on purpose—staying clenched, making Mara work for every millimeter.

"Mmm," Anya hummed against Mara's skin, and the vibration shot straight through Mara's core.

Mara changed tactics. She pulled back, spat directly onto Anya's asshole, then dove back in with her tongue flat, moving in fast circles. The added wetness helped, and she felt Anya's breathing shift just slightly.

But Anya was a fucking machine. Her tongue never stopped, never faltered, and Mara felt her first orgasm building embarrassingly fast. Anya's tongue hit some spot—some perfect combination of pressure and location—and Mara came with a scream, her whole body convulsing.

"FIRST ORGASM: MARA COSTAS!"

One-zero. Keep going.

Mara didn't stop. She worked through her orgasm, tongue still moving on Anya's asshole, and finally—finally—she felt it start to relax. The tight ring of muscle softened, opened just enough for Mara to push her tongue inside.

Anya made a sound—low, almost surprised—and her hips jerked.

There. Weakness.

Mara pushed deeper, tongue working in steady thrusts, and Anya's technique faltered for just a second. Mara felt Anya's asshole starting to flutter, felt the telltale clenching that meant she was close.

"Blyat—" Anya swore in Russian.

Mara doubled down, tongue moving faster, and Anya came with a sharp gasp, her asshole clenching tight around Mara's tongue.

"FIRST ORGASM: ANYA VOLKOV!"

One-one.

But Anya recovered faster. Within seconds her tongue was back on Mara, more aggressive now, almost punishing. She pushed two fingers into Mara's pussy—against the rules—and curled them hard, finding Mara's G-spot while her tongue worked her ass.

The double stimulation was overwhelming. Mara came again, then again, the orgasms blurring together until she couldn't tell where one ended and the next began.

"FOURTH ORGASM: MARA COSTAS!"

Four-one. Anya was destroying her.

No. Not like this.

Mara fought through the haze of pleasure and focused everything on Anya's ass. She found that spot again, the one that made Anya's technique falter, and attacked it relentlessly. Her tongue moved in rapid circles, pushing deep, pulling back, pushing deeper.

Anya's moans got louder, more desperate, and Mara felt her starting to lose control.

"Fuck—fuck—"

Anya came twice in quick succession, her whole body shaking, and Mara felt savage satisfaction.

Three-four. Close.

But the timer ran out before either could get the fifth.

"ROUND ONE COMPLETE! ANYA VOLKOV WINS, FIVE TO FOUR!"

Mara collapsed back, gasping. Her jaw was on fire. Her tongue felt like it might fall off. But she'd been close. So fucking close.

Anya rolled off her, chest heaving. For the first time, there was something other than cold confidence in her eyes. Surprise, maybe. Or respect.

She's better than I thought. This might actually be fun.

"Thirty-second rest," Simone called. "Then round two!"

Mara gulped water, her hands shaking. Simone leaned in close. "You rattled her. Keep pushing."

"ROUND TWO—BEGIN!"

This time Mara was ready. The second Anya's ass was in range, Mara went for that weak spot, tongue hitting it immediately. Anya jerked, moaned, and Mara felt the shift—Anya was on the defensive now.

But Anya was a champion for a reason. She adapted, changed her angle, and suddenly Mara couldn't find the spot anymore. Anya's tongue resumed its devastating assault, and Mara came once, twice—

"THIRD ORGASM: MARA COSTAS!"

Fuck!

Mara was falling behind again. She could feel it. Anya was too good, too experienced, and Mara's technique was sloppy from exhaustion.

But then something shifted. Mara stopped trying to match Anya's precision and just went wild. Licking, sucking, biting gently on the rim of Anya's asshole, tongue pushing deep and moving in random patterns that Anya couldn't predict.

And it worked. Anya's breathing got ragged, her technique fell apart, and she came three times in rapid succession.

"FIFTH ORGASM: ANYA VOLKOV!"

Five-three. Anya won again.

Two rounds to zero.

Mara was drowning. Her vision was blurring, her jaw locked up, and she could taste blood where she'd bitten her own tongue. But she wasn't done. Not yet.

"ROUND THREE—BEGIN!"

This round was chaos. Both women abandoned finesse and just attacked, tongues moving frantically, and the orgasms came fast and brutal. The crowd was screaming but Mara couldn't hear them anymore. Just her own heartbeat, Anya's moans, the wet sounds of tongues on skin.

"FIFTH ORGASM: MARA COSTAS!"

Five-four. Mara won her first round.

Two rounds to one.

Anya's face when they separated was flushed pink, her perfect bob mussed, and for the first time she looked human. Vulnerable.

"ROUND FOUR—BEGIN!"

Mara's body was running on pure adrenaline now. She couldn't feel her jaw anymore, couldn't taste anything but Anya's ass, and her vision had narrowed to a tunnel. But she was in the zone—that place athletes talked about where everything slowed down and you just knew what to do.

She made Anya come four times before Anya got her to three.

"ROUND FOUR: MARA COSTAS WINS, FIVE TO THREE!"

Two rounds each.

The crowd was losing their minds. Simone was on her feet, screaming encouragement. And Anya—Anya's ice-blue eyes were wild now, all that cool control shattered.

She's actually worried. Good.

"FINAL ROUND—BEGIN!"

Everything came down to this. Mara and Anya locked together, tongues working desperately, and it was brutal and beautiful and obscene. The smell of sex was overwhelming—sweat and arousal and jasmine oil mixing into something primal.

Mara came once. Anya came once. One-one.

Mara came again. Anya came again. Two-two.

The pattern continued—three-three, four-four—and Mara realized they were perfectly matched. Every time one of them got close to breaking, the other rallied.

Four-four. Next orgasm wins.

Mara's tongue was numb. Her jaw had transcended pain into something else. But she found that spot on Anya again, attacked it with everything she had left, and Anya's whole body went rigid.

At the same time, Anya's tongue hit Mara's asshole in some perfect combination of pressure and location, and Mara felt her own orgasm building, cresting, about to break—

They came together.

Both women screaming, both bodies convulsing, both assholes clenching tight, and the sensors lit up like fucking Christmas.

"SIMULTANEOUS ORGASM! FIVE-FIVE TIE!"

The crowd was rioting. Simone was arguing with officials. And Mara and Anya collapsed onto the silk, gasping, soaked, utterly destroyed.

"JUDGES' DECISION—"

Simone climbed onto the platform, microphone in hand. "Due to the unprecedented tie, judges have ruled based on technique, endurance, and crowd response." She paused for dramatic effect. "The winner—MARA COSTAS!"

The arena exploded.

Mara couldn't process it. Couldn't believe it. She'd won. She'd actually fucking won.

Anya lay beside her, chest heaving, and when their eyes met, Anya smiled. A real smile, not cruel, not cold. "You earned it, milaya."

Simone helped Mara to her feet. "Anya—you know the rules."

Anya nodded, pushed herself up, and knelt in front of Mara. The sight was surreal—the reigning champion on her knees, that perfect face level with Mara's pussy.

"One final orgasm," Simone said. "Your choice where."

Mara looked down at Anya, at those ice-blue eyes watching her, waiting. "Turn around."

Anya's smile widened. She turned, bent forward, and presented that perfect ass.

Mara dropped to her knees behind her, spread Anya's cheeks, and dove in. No technique, no finesse, just pure raw hunger. She licked and sucked and pushed her tongue deep, and Anya moaned—loud, shameless, giving the crowd a show.

"Yes—oh fuck yes—"

Mara worked her tongue deeper, faster, and Anya started grinding back, fucking herself on Mara's tongue. The crowd was chanting something but Mara didn't care. This was her moment. Her victory.

"I'm—gonna—AHHHHHHH—"

Anya came screaming, her whole body shaking, and Mara held her through it, tongue still working until Anya collapsed forward onto the silk.

The crowd erupted into cheers that shook the building.

Simone appeared with a championship belt—actual leather and gold—and wrapped it around Mara's waist. "Congratulations, Champion."

Mara looked out at the crowd, at the cameras, at Anya still recovering on the platform, and felt something slot into place. This was where she belonged. This was what she'd been training for.

Two years. Two fucking years of work. And I did it.

As the crowd chanted her name, as Simone raised her hand in victory, as Anya pushed herself up and offered a respectful nod, Mara realized this wasn't an ending.

It was a beginning.

Epilogue—The Circuit, three months later

Mara sat in the champion's lounge, feet propped up, reviewing match footage on a tablet. She'd defended her title twice now—once against a Pro Division veteran, once against a rookie who'd come up fast. Both times she'd won, but both had been close.

The door opened and Anya walked in, now wearing Pro Division colors. They'd become something like friends in the months since the championship. Training partners, mostly, pushing each other to be better.

"You watching the Petra match?" Anya asked, settling into the chair beside her.

"Yeah. She's getting faster."

"She'll challenge you soon. Probably next month."

Mara smiled. "Good. I'm getting bored."

Anya laughed—that same sharp sound, but warmer now. "Be careful what you wish for, milaya. This circuit? It's addictive. The competition, the crowd, the rush. You'll never want to leave."

Mara looked at the tablet, at her own face frozen in the moment of victory, belt around her waist, Anya's perfect ass in the background.

"Good," Mara said. "I wasn't planning on it."

Outside, the arena was filling up for the night's matches. Fresh rookies trying to prove themselves. Veterans fighting for rank. And somewhere in that crowd, someone was watching Mara's old matches, studying her technique, plotting how to take her down.

Mara couldn't wait.

The Circuit had given her everything—purpose, community, a place where her specific skills made her extraordinary instead of weird. And she was going to hold onto that championship as long as she fucking could.

Let them come. Let them try.

She was ready.


Epilogue: Private Victory

[Anya Volkov's penthouse apartment, Manhattan—Real, Monday 4:47 AM]

The apartment smelled like expensive leather and the ghost of sex that had happened hours ago in the arena. Mara stood at the floor-to-ceiling windows, looking out at Manhattan's skyline turning pink with dawn, the championship belt still around her waist because she couldn't quite believe it was real. Her reflection in the glass showed someone she barely recognized—hair wild, face still flushed, eyes bright with exhaustion and triumph.

Behind her, she heard the shower shut off.

Anya's penthouse was exactly what you'd expect from a former champion with two years of prize money—minimalist furniture that probably cost more than Mara's annual rent, abstract art on white walls, a kitchen with appliances that looked like they belonged in a spaceship. Everything precise, controlled, perfect. Just like Anya.

Except Anya had invited Mara here after the match. And that felt like something else entirely.

"You're still wearing it," Anya's voice came from behind her, accented syllables wrapping around the words.

Mara turned. Anya stood in the doorway to the bedroom, platinum hair wet and slicked back, wearing only a black silk robe that ended mid-thigh. Without the severe bob framing her face, she looked younger, softer. The robe clung to her still-damp skin, and Mara could see the outline of her small breasts, the shadow between her thighs.

"I can't quite make myself take it off," Mara admitted.

Anya's smile was different now—not the cruel champion's smirk, but something genuine. "The first night is always the hardest. You think if you take it off, you'll wake up and it will have been a dream." She walked closer, bare feet silent on the hardwood. "But it's real, milaya. You beat me. Fair and square."

The smell of jasmine soap followed Anya, mixing with the musk that still clung to both of them despite the shower. Mara's pulse quickened.

"Why did you bring me here?" Mara asked.

Anya stopped in front of her, close enough that Mara could see water droplets still clinging to her collarbone. "Because I wanted to." Her ice-blue eyes held Mara's. "And because I think you need to understand something."

"What?"

"That being champion isn't just about the fights. It's about everything else. The pressure. The expectations. The loneliness." Anya's hand came up, fingers tracing the edge of the championship belt. "Everyone wants something from you now. Your time, your attention, your body. And most of them don't care about you—just what you represent."

She's trying to warn me. Or scare me. Maybe both.

"I can handle it," Mara said.

"Can you?" Anya's fingers moved from the belt to Mara's hip, and even through the fabric of Mara's boyshorts, the touch burned. "Because I watched you tonight. The way you fought. You're a natural, yes, but you're also reckless. You push yourself past your limits because you're still trying to prove something."

"And you don't?"

Anya's laugh was soft. "Not anymore. I already know what I'm capable of. But you?" Her hand slid around to the small of Mara's back, pulling her closer. "You're still figuring it out. And that makes you dangerous."

They were inches apart now. Mara could feel the heat radiating off Anya's skin, could smell the jasmine and underneath it something sharper—arousal, maybe, or just the lingering scent of the match. Mara's tongue still ached from hours of work, but her body was responding anyway, pussy getting wet, nipples hardening under her sports bra.

"Is this why you brought me here?" Mara asked, her voice rough. "To tell me I'm dangerous?"

"No." Anya's other hand came up to cup Mara's jaw, thumb tracing her lower lip. "I brought you here because I want you to fuck me properly. Not for the crowd. Not for the championship. Just... because I want to feel what it's like when you're not holding back."

Oh fuck yes.

Mara's hands went to the tie of Anya's robe, pulling it loose. The silk fell open, revealing Anya's body in the dim pre-dawn light—pale skin, small pink nipples already hard, the flat plane of her stomach, and between her thighs, that perfect waxed pussy already glistening.

"Bedroom," Anya breathed.

They stumbled backward, Mara's hands on Anya's waist, Anya's fingers tangling in Mara's hair. The bedroom was as minimalist as the rest of the apartment—king-sized bed with white sheets, nothing on the nightstands except a lamp and what looked like very expensive massage oil.

Anya pushed Mara onto the bed, climbed on top of her, and kissed her. It was the first time their mouths had touched—in the arena it was all tongues on ass, never this—and the taste of Anya was different than expected. Clean and sweet with a hint of mint toothpaste, and when Anya's tongue pushed into Mara's mouth, Mara moaned.

"Mmmmm," Anya hummed against her lips. "You taste like victory."

Mara's hands slid up Anya's back, feeling the lean muscle, the delicate knobs of her spine, and down to cup that perfect ass. Anya's skin was impossibly soft, and when Mara squeezed, Anya gasped into her mouth.

"Fuck me," Anya whispered. "The way you wanted to in the arena. No rules. No time limits. Just make me come until I can't think."

Mara flipped them—Anya on her back, Mara on top—and peeled off her sports bra and boyshorts. Anya's eyes roamed over Mara's body, taking in her olive skin, small breasts, the bruises already forming on her inner thighs.

"Beautiful," Anya murmured. She really is. And she's mine. At least for tonight.

Mara kissed down Anya's neck, tasting the jasmine soap, and Anya's hands tangled in her hair. When Mara reached Anya's breasts, she took one small pink nipple into her mouth and sucked hard. Anya arched off the bed.

"Ahhhh—yes—"

Mara switched to the other nipple, using her teeth gently, and Anya's breathing got ragged. Mara could smell Anya's arousal now—sharp and sweet, mixing with the jasmine—and her own pussy was throbbing, dripping wet.

She kissed lower, tongue dipping into Anya's navel, and Anya's thighs fell open in invitation.

"Turn over," Mara commanded.

Anya's eyes flashed with something like relief—finally someone who knows what I need—and she rolled onto her stomach. That perfect ass was right there, pale and round and high, and Mara felt her mouth water.

She positioned herself between Anya's legs, hands gripping those firm cheeks, and spread them apart. Anya's asshole was still pink and slightly puffy from the match, and the smell hit Mara like a drug—clean skin and jasmine oil and pure arousal, intoxicating.

"Please," Anya breathed into the pillow.

Mara dragged her tongue up Anya's crack in one long slow lick, savoring the taste. Anya's whole body shuddered.

"Ohhhhh fuck—"

This time there was no competition. No need to pace herself. Mara could take her time, could explore, could make Anya fall apart slowly. She circled Anya's asshole with the tip of her tongue, feeling how the muscle was already relaxed, open, ready.

"You're so fucking perfect," Mara murmured against Anya's skin.

"Please—don't tease—I need—ahhhhn—"

Mara pushed her tongue inside and Anya moaned—low and desperate, the sound vibrating through the room. The taste exploded across Mara's tongue—salt and jasmine and that darker earthy flavor that made her pussy clench.

She worked her tongue deeper, thrusting in and out, and Anya started grinding back against her face. One of Anya's hands snaked down between her own legs, fingers working her clit, and Mara could hear the wet sounds mixing with Anya's moans.

"Yes—just like that—oh god—"

Mara pulled out, spat directly onto Anya's asshole—ptuh—and dove back in, tongue moving in rapid circles. Anya's thighs were shaking now, her breathing coming in short gasps, and Mara knew she was close.

"I'm—oh fuck I'm—"

Mara pushed two fingers into Anya's dripping pussy while her tongue worked her ass, curling them to find that spot, and Anya came with a scream that probably woke the neighbors.

"FUCK—YES—AHHHHHHH—"

Anya's asshole clenched tight around Mara's tongue, her pussy clamping down on Mara's fingers, and Mara felt the gush of wetness soaking her hand, running down Anya's thighs.

But Mara didn't stop. She kept licking, kept fingering, pushing Anya straight through the first orgasm into building for a second. Anya was sobbing into the pillow now, her whole body trembling, hands fisting in the white sheets.

"Please—I can't—it's too much—"

"You can take it," Mara growled against her skin. "You're a champion. Show me what that means."

She added a third finger, stretching Anya's pussy wide, and her tongue pushed as deep into Anya's ass as it would go. The combination was devastating. Anya came again, harder this time, her whole body going rigid before collapsing forward onto the bed.

Mara pulled back, face soaked, and watched Anya try to catch her breath. The former champion looked wrecked—platinum hair stuck to her face with sweat, skin flushed pink, thighs trembling.

"Bozhe moy," Anya panted. "You're... fuck... you're incredible."

Mara crawled up the bed, lay down beside Anya, and Anya immediately turned into her, burying her face against Mara's neck. They lay there breathing together, and Mara could feel Anya's heartbeat gradually slowing.

"Thank you," Anya whispered.

"For what?"

"For being what I needed. Not the champion. Just... someone who understands." Anya pulled back enough to look at Mara, and her ice-blue eyes were softer than Mara had ever seen them. "The Circuit takes everything from you if you let it. Your time, your body, your soul. But sometimes... sometimes you find someone who makes it feel worth it."

She's lonely. Has been for a long time.

"Stay," Anya said. "Not just tonight. Come back. We can train together. Push each other. And..." She trailed off, looking uncertain for the first time since Mara had met her.

"And?" Mara prompted.

"And maybe we can be something more than just competitors." Anya's hand traced patterns on Mara's stomach. "I haven't had that in a very long time."

Mara thought about it. About what it would mean to have Anya as a partner, a lover, a friend. About how the championship wasn't just about the fights—it was about finding people who understood this world, this hunger, this need.

"Okay," Mara said.

Anya's smile was genuine, warm, and she kissed Mara softly. "Good. Because I'm going to train you so hard you'll regret saying yes."

"Is that a threat or a promise?"

"Both."

They kissed again, and this time when Anya's hand slid between Mara's thighs, Mara let her. Let Anya explore, tease, bring her to the edge and hold her there. And when Mara finally came—Anya's fingers inside her, Anya's mouth on her neck whispering Russian endearments—it felt like coming home.

Outside, the sun was fully up now, Manhattan waking to a new day. But inside Anya's penthouse, wrapped in silk sheets and each other's arms, Mara and Anya stayed suspended in that perfect moment between night and morning.

The championship belt lay discarded on the floor, gold gleaming in the dawn light.

Mara had won the fight. But this—this quiet intimacy, this connection—felt like an even bigger victory.

"Sleep," Anya murmured, already half-gone. "We have training tomorrow."

Mara smiled against Anya's shoulder, breathed in the scent of jasmine and sweat and satisfaction, and let herself drift.

She'd earned this rest. Earned this moment. Earned every fucking bit of it.

And tomorrow, she'd wake up and do it all again.

Because she was a champion now.

And champions never stopped fighting.


The Deepest Worship

Chapter 1: The New Student

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

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

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

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

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

The door chimed.

Sienna glanced up, and the thought evaporated.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She held on a beat too long before releasing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But the thought didn't go away.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Margot hesitated, then nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2: Flexibility and Trust

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

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

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

The door chimed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sienna swallowed hard. "Yeah?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yeah," Sienna agreed.

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

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

"You don't have to—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3: Breathing Through It

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Deeper—I need you deeper—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Is this okay?" she asked.

"Yes—oh god yes—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I'M COMING—OH GOD I'M—AAAHHH—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You don't have to—"

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

Sienna's eyebrows rose. "What?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes—god yes—don't stop—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4: The Deepest Stretch

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"More—I'm ready—give me more—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"No—don't you dare fucking stop—"

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

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

"RIGHT THERE—OH GOD RIGHT THERE—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Margot, you don't have to—"

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

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

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

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

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

"Oh fuck—yes—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5: Morning Practice

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"No—don't stop—never stop—"

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

"RIGHT THERE—FUCK—RIGHT THERE—"

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

"I'm gonna come—oh fuck I'm gonna—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


The Lowest Notes

 Chapter 1: The Scent of Devotion

Margot Delacroix had been blending perfumes for eleven years, and she'd learned that scent was the most honest language humans spoke. More honest than words, which could lie. More honest than faces, which could mask. Scent told the truth about desire, about fear, about the animal underneath the civilized veneer.

Her workshop occupied the ground floor of a converted textile mill in the old quarter, all exposed brick and original hardwood floors that creaked under her feet. Late afternoon light slanted through the tall industrial windows, catching dust motes and turning them into golden constellations. The space smelled like her livelihood—a complex overlay of bergamot and oakmoss, jasmine and leather, sandalwood and the faint metallic tang of the copper distillation equipment she'd imported from Grasse.

She stood at her main workbench, a massive slab of butcher block scarred with years of work, surrounded by hundreds of small bottles arranged in her own idiosyncratic order. To anyone else, it looked like chaos. To Margot, it was an orchestra waiting for a conductor.

She was elbow-deep in her current obsession—trying to capture that precise moment when jasmine absolute tipped from intoxicating into obscene. The flower's scent was famously dirty, packed with indole, the same compound found in feces and rotting meat. In tiny amounts, it made jasmine smell alive, sexual, dangerous. Too much, and it became unwearable.

Margot had been dancing on that knife's edge for three hours, adding drops so small they barely registered, testing each iteration on the inside of her wrist. Her head felt light from breathing the concentrated fumes, her skin hummed with chemical sensitivity, and she'd long since stopped being able to smell anything clearly. She was working on instinct now, on eleven years of training her nose to parse molecules most people couldn't consciously detect.

The door chimed.

Margot's hand stilled on the dropper, irritation flashing through her. She'd blocked out the afternoon specifically to work uninterrupted, had told her assistant—

But then she looked up, and every thought in her head evaporated like alcohol under flame.

The woman standing in her doorway was a fucking masterpiece.

Tall—at least five-ten in those brutally expensive Louboutins, the red soles a small violence against the weathered floorboards. Her suit was charcoal gray, Italian by the cut of it, tailored so precisely it might as well have been painted on. Every line emphasized the length of her legs, the narrowness of her waist, the subtle curve of hips that suggested strength rather than softness.

But it was her face that made Margot forget how to breathe.

Sharp cheekbones that could cut glass. A jaw that spoke of stubbornness and late nights. A mouth—God, that mouth—full and serious and somehow both cruel and generous at once. The kind of mouth that made you want to do stupid things just to see it smile.

And her eyes. Storm-cloud gray, intelligent and assessing, framed by dark lashes and absolutely no makeup. She didn't need it. The severity of her pulled-back hair—dark brown with hints of auburn in the light, twisted into a knot so tight it had to be painful—only emphasized the classical perfection of her bone structure.

She looked like a very expensive problem.

Those gray eyes swept across the studio with methodical precision, cataloging details—the chaos of Margot's workspace, the distillation equipment in the corner, the antique apothecary cabinet with its dozens of small drawers. Then they landed on Margot herself, and the intensity of that gaze felt almost physical, like being seen through rather than simply seen.

Margot was suddenly, painfully aware of how she must look. Ratty band t-shirt—Fleetwood Mac, vintage, with a hole in the hem she kept meaning to fix. Canvas apron covered in stains from eleven years of work, everything from rose absolute to red wine. Hair piled into a chaotic bun held up with a pencil because she couldn't find a hair tie this morning. No makeup except the lavender oil she'd absently painted on her collarbone because she liked how it warmed on her skin.

She looked like exactly what she was—an artist who'd been working too hard for too long and had forgotten to care about appearances.

This woman, by contrast, looked like she'd never had a hair out of place in her entire life.

"I have an appointment." Her voice matched the rest of her—low and controlled, with a hint of something rougher underneath, like bourbon aged in charred oak barrels. "Delacroix?"

Margot realized she was staring. Worse, she realized she'd been staring long enough that it was absolutely obvious, and the woman's lips curved into something that wasn't quite a smile. More like acknowledgment. Recognition of the effect she had.

Fuck.

"That's me," Margot managed, setting down her dropper carefully before she dropped it. "Margot."

"Simone Devereaux." She stepped deeper into the studio, and Margot tracked the movement with the helpless precision of a compass tracking north.

Every detail registered with crystalline clarity. The expensive watch on her wrist—simple, elegant, the kind that cost more than Margot's rent. The fact that she wore no rings, no jewelry at all except tiny diamond studs in her ears. The way she moved—economical, precise, like every gesture had been considered and approved before execution.

But there were cracks in the perfection. Small tells that suggested vulnerability underneath the armor. The way her fingers worried the strap of her leather bag—just for a second, before she caught herself and stilled. The barely-there freckles dusting her cheekbones, tiny imperfections that made her somehow more devastating rather than less.

And the way she was looking at Margot—gray eyes darker now, pupils dilated in the lower light of the studio, lingering on details. The curve of Margot's throat. The paint stain on her collarbone. The way her shirt clung to her breasts.

She was looking. Actually looking.

Margot felt heat bloom low in her belly, spreading outward like ink in water.

"Your assistant mentioned you could help me," Simone said, and there was something careful in her voice now. "I have anosmia. Congenital. I've never smelled anything in my entire life."

The confession hung in the air between them. Margot had worked with anosmics before—people missing one of humanity's most primal senses, desperate to understand the invisible world everyone else took for granted. She'd developed protocols, workarounds, ways to help them understand perfume through taste and texture and the emotional associations others described.

But standing here, watching the way afternoon light caught in Simone's hair, noticing how her throat worked when she swallowed, Margot found her professional training deserting her entirely.

"And you want me to create perfumes for you anyway?" she asked, proud when her voice came out mostly steady.

"No." Simone held her gaze, and something fierce flickered in those gray eyes. "I want you to teach me to taste them."

The silence that followed felt dangerous. Charged. Like standing too close to a live wire and feeling the electricity raise every hair on your body.

Margot circled her workbench slowly, buying time to think, to get her goddamn heartbeat under control. As she moved, she was hyperaware of Simone tracking her—eyes following the line of her body, lingering on her hips, the bare skin of her arms where her t-shirt sleeves ended.

It definitely wasn't her imagination. Simone was watching her the way you watched something you wanted to touch.

"Taste is smell's sister sense," Margot said, stopping close enough that she could see the fine grain of Simone's skin, the way her pupils dilated and contracted with minute shifts in light. "We think of them as separate, but they're intimately connected. Seventy to eighty percent of what we perceive as taste is actually aroma—molecules traveling up through the retronasal passage when we chew, hitting olfactory receptors in the roof of the nasal cavity."

She was lecturing, falling into the safety of technical language. Simone let her, listening with focused attention.

"But you've never had smell," Margot continued, moving even closer, drawn by some gravity she couldn't name. "Which means your taste is probably more refined than most people's. You've been compensating your entire life, parsing flavors most people never consciously register because their brain lumps it all together as 'smell.'"

"I have." Simone's voice was barely above a whisper now. "I can tell you the difference between Maldon salt and fleur de sel just by texture and mineral content. I can identify grape varietals by acid structure and tannin profile. But I'm still missing something. Something everyone else experiences that I can't even imagine."

"So you want me to bridge that gap." Margot was close enough now that she could see the faint pulse beating in Simone's throat, could smell—ironically—the expensive cologne she was wearing. Something woody and clean that probably cost two hundred dollars an ounce and smelled like every other high-end masculine fragrance on the market.

Generic. Safe. Nothing like what Margot would create for her.

"I want you to teach me a new language," Simone said. "One I've never been able to speak."

"And you understand that would require..." Margot trailed off, not quite sure how to phrase it professionally.

"Intimacy," Simone finished for her. "Yes. Your assistant explained that scent molecules need moisture to activate. That the only way I can taste them is through direct contact."

The word 'intimacy' hung between them, heavy with implication.

"We'd have to get creative," Margot said carefully. "Push boundaries most people would find uncomfortable."

"I'm very comfortable with discomfort," Simone replied, and something in her tone suggested she wasn't just talking about scent anymore.

Margot's hands weren't quite steady as she reached for a small bottle—the jasmine absolute she'd been working with, thick and syrupy and obscene. She held it up to the light, letting Simone see the dense amber liquid.

"This is jasmine. Jasminum grandiflorum, specifically—the variety grown in Grasse." She swirled the bottle gently, watching the oil coat the glass. "To someone who can smell, it's almost overwhelming. Sweet, but with this dark, animalic quality underneath that comes from indole."

"Indole?" Simone was leaning in now, drawn by curiosity or attraction or both.

"A compound we associate with flowers, but which also occurs in feces, rotting meat, vaginal secretions." Margot watched Simone's eyes widen. "In tiny amounts, it makes jasmine smell alive, sexual. It's the difference between a nice floral scent and something that reaches into your hindbrain and makes you want to fuck."

The word landed between them like a physical object.

"So jasmine," Simone said slowly, "smells like sex."

"The best jasmine does, yes." Margot opened the bottle and touched the dropper to her inner wrist. Just a single drop, warming immediately on her skin. "But you'll have to trust me on that. For you, we need to find other pathways."

She held her wrist up, offering it. "Scent molecules need moisture to activate—breath, saliva, the oils of skin. If you want to taste this, really taste it, you'll need to use your mouth."

Simone's gaze locked onto Margot's wrist like it was the most important thing in the world. For a long moment, she didn't move. Margot could practically see her weighing the offer, considering implications, calculating risk versus reward.

Then Simone's hand came up—long fingers, callused at the tips like maybe she played piano or typed too much—and wrapped around Margot's wrist.

Her touch was warm, firm, her thumb settling naturally over Margot's racing pulse. She drew Margot's wrist toward her face slowly, deliberately, with the kind of control that suggested she always did everything with complete intentionality.

When she was close enough that Margot could feel her breath against sensitive skin, she paused. Their eyes met—gray to brown, question to answer.

"Show me," Simone said softly.

Margot's voice came out rougher than intended. "Use your tongue. You need to actually taste the oil, let it coat your palate, feel how the molecules interact with your saliva."

Simone's tongue was a revelation—soft and warm and impossibly thorough as it traced the path of oil on Margot's skin. The sensation was electric, intimate in a way that went far beyond the simple mechanics of the gesture. Margot watched Simone's eyes flutter closed, her dark lashes casting shadows on her cheekbones, her mouth working with focused intensity.

This close, Margot could see everything—the fine lines at the corners of Simone's eyes that suggested she smiled more than her serious demeanor implied. The tiny scar through her left eyebrow. The way her throat worked as she swallowed, processing the taste.

Simone's grip on Margot's wrist tightened, thumb pressing harder against her pulse, and Margot wondered if she could feel how fast her heart was beating. Wondered if Simone knew exactly what kind of effect she was having.

When Simone finally opened her eyes, there was something new in them—heat, understanding, hunger barely restrained.

"It's..." she began, then paused, searching for words. "Sweet but not sweet. Like cream that's been sitting in the sun too long. Flowers rotting into earth. And underneath..." She frowned slightly, concentrating. "Something that makes my mouth water. Something that feels almost forbidden."

"Yes." Margot was impressed despite her distraction. "That's indole. Your tongue is picking up what your nose can't—the animalic undertone that makes jasmine so fucking sexy."

Simone didn't let go of her wrist. Her thumb traced small, deliberate circles over Margot's pulse point, spreading the remaining oil, warming it further with friction and body heat. "What else can you teach me?"

Everything, Margot thought wildly. Every single thing I know about pleasure and taste and the places where they intersect.

"Come here," she said instead, moving toward her main workbench.

The space was tight, intimate, forcing them to stand closer than was strictly necessary. Margot could feel the heat radiating from Simone's body through layers of expensive fabric, could hear her breathing, steady and controlled despite the charge in the air between them.

She selected three more bottles from her collection, lining them up on the scarred wood. "We're going to build you a scent vocabulary. Teach your tongue to parse what your nose never learned."

"And this requires..." Simone gestured between them, eyebrow raised in question.

"Direct contact," Margot confirmed, meeting her eyes steadily. "Scent molecules are lipophilic—they bind to fats, to oils, to the salt and moisture of living skin. Smelling perfume from a bottle is completely different from smelling it on a person. The body warms it, transforms it, adds its own chemistry to the equation."

She paused, making sure Simone understood the full implications. "If you want to understand perfume—really understand it—you need to taste it on living flesh."

The silence stretched between them, taut as a wire. Margot held Simone's gaze, giving her a chance to back out, to say this was too weird, too much, too fast.

Instead, Simone reached up with both hands and began unbuttoning her suit jacket with methodical precision.

"Then I suppose," she said, shrugging out of the jacket and draping it carefully over a nearby chair, "we should get started properly."

Underneath, she wore a silk blouse the color of cream, and Margot could see the suggestion of a black bra beneath it—lace, probably, knowing this woman's apparent commitment to quality in all things. The blouse was tucked into her trousers, emphasizing her narrow waist, and when Simone moved, the silk moved with her like liquid.

Margot's mouth went dry.

"Are you always this committed to your education?" she managed, aiming for levity and landing somewhere in the vicinity of breathless.

"Always." Simone began rolling up her sleeves with the same methodical care she'd shown unbuttoning her jacket, revealing elegant forearms. Her skin was pale, smooth, and Margot noticed a small tattoo on the inside of her left wrist—just three small words in delicate script, too small to read from this distance. "I don't do anything halfway."

Margot believed her. Everything about Simone suggested someone who approached life with absolute commitment—the expensive clothes, the perfect posture, the way she'd walked into a stranger's studio and immediately agreed to do something most people would find intensely uncomfortable.

She selected the first oil—osmanthus absolute, thick and peachy with an undertone of suede leather. "This is osmanthus. It comes from a flower that only blooms for a few weeks in late summer. To someone who can smell, it's like biting into a ripe apricot while wearing leather gloves."

She warmed the oil between her palms, then reached for Simone's hand.

The gesture was intimate despite its clinical purpose—cradling Simone's larger hand between both of hers, feeling the warmth of her skin, the strength in her fingers. Margot began working the oil into Simone's wrist, her palm, the delicate skin between her fingers with slow, deliberate movements.

Simone watched the process with rapt attention, lips slightly parted, breathing deeper. Her free hand came up to rest on the edge of the workbench, steadying herself, and Margot noticed her knuckles were white with tension.

"Now taste," Margot instructed softly, releasing her hand.

Simone brought her own wrist to her mouth and licked—long and slow and thorough, pink tongue tracing the same paths Margot's fingers had followed. The sounds she made were small, considering hums that went straight to Margot's cunt and set up residence there.

"It's..." Simone's eyes closed again, processing. "Fruit, but darker than fresh fruit. Like apricots that have been dried in the sun until all the water's gone and only sugar and fiber remain. And underneath..." Her tongue swept across her bottom lip, chasing the taste. "Something else. Something that feels soft but isn't sweet."

"Leather," Margot supplied, trying to ignore how watching Simone's tongue move was affecting her. "Osmanthus has this natural suede quality that makes it perfect for layering with animalic notes."

"Animalic," Simone repeated, opening her eyes. "Like the jasmine. Like sex."

"Exactly like sex." Margot reached for the next bottle—ambrette seed, one of her favorites. "This one's even more personal."

The oil was pale gold, smelling richly of musk and warmth and skin after pleasure. She held Simone's gaze as she painted it down the inside of her own forearm, from wrist to elbow, in a long, deliberate stripe.

Then she held her arm out between them like an offering. Like a dare.

"Follow the line," Margot instructed, her voice gone hoarse. "Use your mouth. Take your time."

Simone stepped closer—close enough that their bodies were almost touching, close enough that Margot could feel the whisper of silk and body heat. She took Margot's arm in both hands, angling it toward her mouth with careful precision.

Then her mouth was there.

Jesus Christ.

It wasn't quite a kiss—more like a tasting, an exploration. Simone's lips were soft and warm against the sensitive skin of Margot's inner wrist, her tongue flicking out to trace the oil, to gather molecules and meaning. She followed the path upward with maddening patience, mouth open against Margot's forearm, breath hot and damp.

Margot's free hand gripped the edge of the workbench hard enough to hurt, her legs shaking with the effort of staying upright. Every nerve ending in her arm had woken up and started screaming, sending signals straight to her clit that bypassed her brain entirely.

Simone paused at the crease of Margot's elbow—that secret, tender place that rarely saw light—and bit down gently.

The small shock of pain mixed with pleasure made Margot gasp, a sound that was probably too loud, too revealing. Simone's eyes flicked up to meet hers, and there was satisfaction in that gray gaze. Knowledge. She knew exactly what she was doing.

She continued upward, pushing Margot's t-shirt sleeve higher to access more skin, mouth tracing the path of oil across her bicep until fabric became an absolute obstacle rather than just an inconvenient one.

When she finally pulled back, her lips were slick with oil and saliva, and Margot had to physically restrain herself from pulling Simone in and kissing her until neither of them could breathe.

"That one," Simone said, voice rough and low, "tastes alive. Raw. Like..." She paused, considering. "Like the salt of someone else's body. Like skin after exercise or sex. It's not clean. It's honest."

"It's musk," Margot managed. "Ambrette seed is botanical musk—the closest thing to human scent you can distill from a plant. It's the smell of arousal, of bodies wanting each other."

Understanding dawned in Simone's eyes. "And you painted it on yourself. On your skin." She stepped even closer, close enough that her thigh pressed against Margot's hip. "For me to taste."

Margot couldn't deny it. Wouldn't even if she could. "Yes."

Simone's hand came up to cup Margot's jaw, thumb brushing the corner of her mouth with deliberate pressure. "Are you always this thorough with your students, Margot?"

The use of her name in that low, rough voice made Margot's stomach clench. "No. Never."

"Good." Simone's thumb traced Margot's bottom lip, pressing slightly, testing the give of soft tissue, the sharp edge of teeth beneath. "Because I'm not interested in being just another student."

Before Margot could respond—before she could think about professional boundaries or ethics or what a catastrophically bad idea this probably was—Simone kissed her.

It wasn't tentative. Wasn't a question or a test. Simone kissed like she did everything else—with complete commitment and devastating certainty, taking what she wanted with the confidence of someone who'd never been told no and wouldn't accept it if she was.

Her mouth was hot and demanding, lips parting Margot's with effortless pressure. Her tongue swept past Margot's teeth to taste—really taste—and Margot melted into it with a whimper that would embarrass her later when she remembered it.

Her hands came up to fist in Simone's perfect hair, finally mussing it, pulling pins free without conscious thought. Simone made a low, pleased sound deep in her throat and pressed closer, backing Margot against the workbench until she was half-sitting on it, thighs spread to accommodate Simone's hips.

They kissed like drowning, like surfacing, like every metaphor about desperate need that had ever been written. Margot tasted osmanthus and ambrette on Simone's tongue mixed with something uniquely her—coffee maybe, or just the specific chemistry of her saliva, her mouth, her hunger.

Simone's hands roamed—one cupping the back of Margot's head, fingers threading through loose hair, the other sliding down to grip her waist, thumb brushing the bare skin where her shirt had ridden up. Every point of contact was a small fire, spreading warmth and want through Margot's nervous system until she was burning with it.

When they finally broke apart—gasping for air, lips swollen, pupils blown—Simone rested her forehead against Margot's.

"Teach me," she breathed, and it sounded like a prayer or a plea or maybe both. "Teach me everything. Every scent, every taste, every secret you keep in those bottles."

Margot's hands were still tangled in Simone's hair—dark and soft and slightly wavy now that it was free from its punishing knot. "This is insane."

"Yes."

"We just met."

"I know."

"I've never—" Margot stopped, not sure how to finish that sentence. Never wanted someone this immediately? Never felt chemistry this intense? Never seriously contemplated fucking a client on her workbench before the first appointment was even halfway over?

All of the above applied.

Simone pulled back just enough to look at her properly, and there was something almost vulnerable in her expression now, something real beneath the confidence. "Tell me to stop. Tell me this is too fast, too much, too unprofessional. Tell me you're not interested, that this was just methodology, that I misread everything."

She paused, gray eyes searching Margot's face. "Tell me to leave and never come back, and I will."

Margot looked at her—this impossible woman with storm-cloud eyes and a mouth that could ruin lives and hands that had touched her like she was something precious. She thought about being sensible. Professional. Safe.

Thought about it for approximately two seconds.

"No," she said, pulling Simone back in for another kiss. "Stay. Please fucking stay."

Simone's answering smile against her mouth was victory and relief and promise all tangled together. "Then teach me, Margot Delacroix. Show me everything I've been missing."

Chapter 2: Devotion and Desire

Margot spent the three days between sessions in a state of controlled chaos. She couldn't focus on her other projects. Couldn't blend anything without thinking about Simone's mouth on her skin. Couldn't smell jasmine without getting wet.

She'd touched herself twice the night after their first session—once in the shower, water running hot over her shoulders while she remembered the feeling of Simone's tongue tracing her forearm. And again in bed, fingers working her clit while she imagined what would have happened if she'd been brave enough to hike up her skirt and spread her legs on that workbench.

The orgasms had been good but unsatisfying. Solitary pleasure when what she wanted was Simone's hands, Simone's mouth, Simone's gray eyes watching her fall apart.

By the time their second appointment arrived, Margot was wound so tight she was practically vibrating.

She'd cleaned the studio obsessively, arranged fresh flowers—tuberose, because it smelled like sex and night and dangerous decisions. She'd showered and actually blow-dried her hair instead of just piling it up wet. Put on her good jeans, the ones that made her ass look incredible, and a soft black sweater that slipped off one shoulder.

Then she'd looked at herself in the mirror and laughed at the absurdity. She was dressing for a date. No—she was dressing to be undressed.

Simone arrived exactly on time, because of course she did.

But this Simone was different from the buttoned-up professional who'd walked into her studio three days ago. She wore dark jeans that looked expensive and fit like sin, boots with a slight heel, and a burgundy silk blouse that made her skin glow. Her hair was down—loose waves falling past her shoulders, catching the afternoon light.

She looked softer. More accessible. And somehow even more devastating.

"Hi," Simone said, and there was shyness in it. Actual shyness, from this woman who'd kissed her like claiming territory.

"Hi," Margot replied, suddenly equally shy. "Come in."

They stood there for a moment, just looking at each other, the air between them crackling with everything unsaid. Then Simone stepped forward, closing the distance, and kissed her.

This kiss was different from their first—slower, deeper, almost reverent. Simone's hands cupped Margot's face like she was something precious, thumbs stroking her cheekbones while her mouth moved with deliberate thoroughness.

When they finally broke apart, Margot was breathless.

"I've been thinking about you," Simone admitted, resting her forehead against Margot's. "Constantly. Inappropriately."

"Me too," Margot confessed. "I haven't been able to work. Everything smells like you now."

"I don't have a smell," Simone reminded her, but she was smiling.

"You do to me." Margot took her hand, threading their fingers together. "Coffee and ambition and something sharp underneath. Like you're always thinking three steps ahead."

"I am always thinking three steps ahead," Simone said. "Right now I'm thinking about what comes after we stop pretending this is just about perfume education."

Margot's cunt clenched at the directness. "And what comes after?"

"Everything," Simone said simply. "I want everything with you."

The confession hung between them, raw and honest.

"Then let's start with the next lesson," Margot said, leading Simone deeper into the studio. "Today we're working with layering—how different notes interact with each other and with skin chemistry."

She'd prepared her workbench carefully—five different oils arranged in deliberate sequence. "We're going to build a perfume on your skin. Layer by layer. And you're going to taste each stage, learn how the notes transform each other."

Simone's eyes darkened with understanding. "Where?"

"Everywhere I can reach," Margot said. "If you'll let me."

"I'll let you do anything," Simone replied, and the trust in those words was staggering.

Margot picked up the first bottle—bergamot, bright and citrusy. "This is the top note. What you smell first. It's fleeting, burns off quickly, but it opens the door for everything that comes after."

She warmed the oil between her palms, then reached for the collar of Simone's blouse. "May I?"

Simone nodded, and Margot slowly unbuttoned the first few buttons, exposing the elegant column of her throat, the hollow at the base where her pulse beat visibly.

She painted bergamot there with her fingertips—gentle strokes that made Simone's breath catch. Then lower, following the line of her sternum down to where the black lace of her bra began.

"Taste," Margot instructed.

Simone's hand came up to trace the path Margot had drawn, then brought her fingers to her mouth. Her tongue swept across them with the same thoroughness she'd shown before, eyes fluttering closed in concentration.

"Citrus," she said after a moment. "But not sweet. Sharp. Almost bitter."

"Good," Margot praised. "That's bergamot. Now watch how it changes."

She selected the second oil—neroli, distilled from orange blossoms. "This is the heart. It bridges the brightness of the top and the depth of the base."

She applied it over the bergamot, layering scents, watching how they mixed with Simone's body heat. Then she leaned in and pressed her mouth to Simone's throat, tasting the combination herself.

Simone made a sound—half gasp, half moan—and her hands came up to tangle in Margot's hair, holding her there.

Margot licked a long stripe up Simone's throat, gathering oil and salt and the unique taste of her skin. The bergamot had already started fading, letting the neroli shine through—floral but green, with that characteristic bitter orange peel undertone.

"What do you taste?" Simone asked, voice rough.

"Flowers and sunlight," Margot murmured against her skin. "And you. I taste you underneath everything."

She pulled back just enough to see Simone's face—pupils blown wide, lips parted, a flush climbing from her chest to her cheeks.

"More," Simone breathed.

Margot reached for the third bottle—jasmine, the same absolute from their first session. "Now we add the sex."

She unbuttoned more of Simone's blouse, exposing the lace bra fully—black and delicate and absolutely destroying what remained of Margot's self-control. She painted jasmine across the swell of Simone's breasts, following the edge of lace, letting oil pool in her cleavage.

"Taste yourself," Margot said, stepping back to watch.

Simone's hand slid into her own cleavage, fingers gathering oil before bringing them to her mouth. This time she didn't just lick—she sucked her own fingers, taking them deep, and Margot nearly came from watching it.

"Flowers," Simone said around her fingers. "But dirty flowers. Overripe. And something that makes me want..." She trailed off.

"Want what?"

"To be touched," Simone finished, removing her fingers with a wet sound that shot straight to Margot's clit. "To touch. To taste more than just perfume."

"Then touch me," Margot said, pulling her sweater off over her head. She wore nothing underneath—hadn't seen the point when they both knew where this was heading.

Simone's eyes went molten at the sight of her bare breasts, nipples already hard in the cool studio air. "Jesus Christ, Margot."

"Use me," Margot said, selecting the fourth oil—sandalwood, creamy and warm. She painted it across her own breasts, circling her nipples, down the centerline of her stomach. "Taste how the notes work on different skin."

Simone moved forward like someone in a trance, hands coming up to cup Margot's breasts with reverent care. Her thumbs brushed across oil-slicked nipples, making Margot gasp, then she bent and took one into her mouth.

The sensation was overwhelming—Simone's hot mouth, her clever tongue working in circles, the gentle pressure of teeth. She sucked hard enough to make Margot cry out, then licked lower, following the path of sandalwood down her sternum, across her ribs, to her stomach.

Simone knelt as she worked, hands gripping Margot's hips for balance, mouth tracing every inch of scented skin. When she reached the waistband of Margot's jeans, she looked up—eyes questioning, asking permission for more.

"Yes," Margot gasped. "Please, yes."

Simone unbuttoned her jeans with shaking hands, unzipping them slowly, pushing them down her thighs until they pooled at her ankles. Margot stepped out of them, standing in just her underwear—simple black cotton, already soaked through.

Simone's hands slid up her thighs, thumbs tracing the crease where leg met groin, so close to where Margot needed her but not quite touching. "You're wet."

"I've been wet since you walked in," Margot admitted. "Since you kissed me. Since you said you wanted everything."

"I do want everything," Simone said, leaning forward to press her mouth against Margot's cunt through the fabric. "Starting with tasting you properly."

She hooked her fingers in Margot's underwear and pulled them down, exposing her completely. For a moment, she just looked—studying Margot's cunt like it was a text she needed to memorize. Then she leaned in and licked a long, slow stripe through Margot's folds.

Margot's knees buckled. She would have fallen if Simone's hands hadn't been gripping her ass, holding her steady, holding her open for that incredible mouth.

Simone ate her like she was starving—like Margot's cunt was the first real meal she'd had in days. Her tongue worked in long strokes, gathering slickness, spreading it, finding Margot's clit and circling it with maddening patience.

"Fuck," Margot gasped, hands fisting in Simone's hair. "Oh fuck, that's—"

Simone hummed against her, the vibration making Margot's hips jerk involuntarily. She sealed her lips around Margot's clit and sucked—not gently, not tentatively, but with real pressure, real intention.

Margot was already close, wound too tight from three days of wanting, three days of touching herself and imagining this exact scenario. When Simone slid two fingers inside her—long and confident and finding that perfect spot immediately—Margot came with a broken cry that echoed through the studio.

Her whole body shook with it, thighs trembling, cunt clenching around Simone's fingers as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her. Simone worked her through it, gentling her touches as Margot came down, finally pressing soft kisses to her inner thighs.

When Margot could breathe again, think again, she looked down to find Simone still kneeling, face slick with her arousal, looking up at her with something like worship.

"That's what you taste like," Simone said softly. "That's what I've been missing my whole life."

Margot pulled her up, kissing her deeply, tasting herself on Simone's tongue—salt and musk and something uniquely hers. "Your turn," she said against Simone's mouth. "I need to taste you. All of you."

She walked Simone backward until her legs hit the workbench, then lifted her to sit on it—the same workbench where they'd first kissed, now serving a much more explicit purpose.

Margot stripped Simone efficiently—blouse, bra, jeans, boots, until she was sitting there in just black lace panties that were visibly wet. Then she knelt between Simone's spread thighs and reached for the final oil she'd prepared.

"This is the base note," Margot said, holding up a bottle of dark amber liquid. "It's what remains when everything else has faded. It's the truth underneath all the pretty lies."

The oil was her own blend—aged patchouli and dark musk and just a whisper of civet. It smelled like earth and bodies and honest fucking, and she painted it on Simone's inner thighs with deliberate slowness.

"This is where scent is most honest," Margot said, watching the oil sink into Simone's skin. "In the hidden places. The places we don't show in polite company."

She leaned in and licked the oil from Simone's left thigh—long, thorough strokes that made Simone shake. Then the right thigh, working higher with each pass, getting closer and closer to where Simone was wet and waiting.

"Please," Simone gasped. "Margot, please—"

Margot hooked her fingers in the lace and pulled it aside, exposing Simone's cunt—pink and glistening and absolutely perfect. She was waxed bare, and Margot could see everything—the way her clit stood out, swollen and needy, the way arousal leaked from her opening.

"Beautiful," Margot breathed, then leaned in to taste.

Simone tasted like honey and salt and something sharp underneath—her own unique chemistry mixing with arousal and want. Margot licked through her folds slowly, learning the map of her, finding what made her gasp and what made her moan.

When she found Simone's clit and circled it with her tongue, Simone's hands slammed down on the workbench, nearly knocking over bottles. "Oh god—yes—there—"

Margot worked her with enthusiasm, tongue tracing patterns, building pressure until Simone was writhing. She slid two fingers inside, feeling how tight and hot Simone was, how she clenched around the intrusion.

But she wanted more. Wanted to give Simone what she'd been thinking about for three days.

She pulled back slightly, using her thumbs to spread Simone wider, exposing everything. Then she licked lower—past her opening, past her perineum, to the tight pink hole that no one had probably ever touched.

Simone's whole body jerked, a sound ripping from her throat that was barely human. "Holy shit—Margot—what—"

"Let me," Margot murmured, pressing soft kisses to her ass. "Let me taste all of you."

She returned to her task, tongue circling Simone's asshole with gentle pressure. The taste was different here—earthier, more intimate, more honest. And the sounds Simone made were desperate, pleading, incoherent.

Margot worked her slowly—tongue pressing against that tight ring of muscle, feeling it gradually relax under her attention. At the same time, she reached up to work Simone's clit with her thumb, creating a feedback loop of sensation.

"I'm—" Simone gasped. "I can't—it's too much—"

"Come for me," Margot commanded, pressing her tongue inside just barely. "Let me taste you coming."

Simone shattered—back arching off the workbench, hands scrabbling for purchase, a scream tearing from her throat as she came harder than Margot had ever seen anyone come. Her whole body shook with it, ass clenching around Margot's tongue, cunt pulsing against her thumb.

Margot worked her through the aftershocks, gentling her touches until Simone finally went boneless, collapsing back onto the workbench with a breathless laugh.

"Jesus Christ," Simone managed. "That was—you just—"

"Tasted you everywhere," Margot finished, crawling up to kiss her deeply. "And you tasted fucking perfect."

They stayed like that for a long time—kissing slowly, hands roaming, learning the geography of each other's bodies without the urgency of desperate need. Eventually, they moved to the small sofa in the corner, tangling together naked under a throw blanket.

"I've never done that before," Simone admitted quietly. "Never let anyone—there."

"Did you like it?" Margot asked, fingers tracing idle patterns on her stomach.

"I loved it," Simone said. "I loved everything about it. About you. About how you make me feel like I'm experiencing the world for the first time."

Margot kissed her shoulder. "You are, in a way. Learning to taste what you can't smell. It's like discovering a new sense."

"It's more than that," Simone said, rolling over to face her. "You're teaching me about desire. About surrender. About letting someone know you in the places you hide."

"And what do I smell like now?" Margot teased.

"Like home," Simone answered seriously. "Like everything I didn't know I was looking for."

They made love twice more that afternoon—slower, sweeter, taking time to explore. And when Simone finally left hours later, Margot's studio smelled like sex and sandalwood and the beginning of something that might destroy them both or save them.

She couldn't wait to find out which.

Chapter 3: The Animal Heart

A week passed before their next session, and Margot spent every hour of it in a fever dream of want. They texted constantly—Simone sending photos of meals she was eating, asking Margot to describe what they would smell like.

Margot responding with voice notes, her low voice describing jasmine and coffee and the musk of her own skin when she touched herself thinking about Simone's mouth.

The texts got filthier as the week progressed.

I'm in a meeting and all I can think about is your tongue in my ass, Simone sent on Thursday afternoon.

Good, Margot replied. Suffer like I've been suffering. I can't work. Every oil I blend smells like you now.

What do I smell like?

Hunger. You smell like something that can never be satisfied.

When Simone finally arrived for their third session, she looked different again—jeans and a simple white t-shirt, hair in a messy bun, no makeup. She looked younger, softer, and when she walked through the door she immediately pressed Margot against it and kissed her breathless.

"I missed you," Simone said between kisses. "I actually fucking missed you. This is insane."

"I know," Margot gasped, hands already pulling at Simone's shirt. "I know, I can't stop thinking about you—"

They made it to the sofa this time, stripping each other with desperate efficiency. Margot ended up on her back with Simone between her legs, that incredible mouth already working her toward the edge.

"Wait," Margot gasped, pulling Simone up by her hair. "Wait, I have—there's something I want to show you first."

Simone looked dazed, lips slick with Margot's arousal. "Now? You want to do perfume education now?"

"Yes," Margot said, even though her cunt was screaming in protest. "Trust me. This is important."

She led Simone to her workbench where she'd laid out a locked wooden box. Inside were tiny vials of amber liquid—her collection of true animalics, the most controversial and expensive ingredients in perfumery.

"These," Margot said, handling them with reverence, "are what perfumers call the forbidden notes. Real animal extracts—civet from the glands near a cat's anus, castoreum from beaver scent glands, ambergris from whale intestines."

Simone's eyes widened. "From actual animals?"

"From actual animals," Margot confirmed. "Modern perfumery has mostly moved to synthetics for ethical reasons, but these are vintage—collected decades ago, aged until they're almost unrecognizable from their original form."

She held up the civet—the most infamous. "This is what scent is at its most honest. It smells like shit and flowers, like everything we're told to find disgusting and everything we secretly crave. It's the smell of bodies doing what bodies do—eating, fucking, emptying themselves."

"And you want me to taste this?" Simone looked fascinated rather than repulsed.

"I want you to understand," Margot said, "that perfume is built on filth. That beauty and degradation are two sides of the same coin. That the things we hide are the things that make us most alive."

She dabbed the tiniest drop of civet on her finger—it was potent enough that too much would be unwearable. Then she held her finger out to Simone.

"Taste the truth," Margot said.

Simone took Margot's finger into her mouth without hesitation, sucking it clean, her tongue working thoroughly. Her eyes widened as the taste registered—shock, then understanding, then something darker.

"It's..." Simone's voice was rough. "It's disgusting. It's perfect. It tastes like—"

"Like ass," Margot finished bluntly. "Like the smell of my asshole, your asshole, everyone's asshole. But underneath, there's this floral sweetness that makes it almost unbearable."

"I need more," Simone said, and there was hunger in her eyes that went beyond curiosity.

Margot smiled—sharp and knowing. "Then let me show you where this scent belongs."

She took Simone's hand and led her to the bed she kept in the small loft above the studio—a space she rarely used but had prepared meticulously for today. Candles lit, sheets fresh, oils arranged on the nightstand.

"Lie down," Margot instructed. "On your stomach."

Simone obeyed, stretching out on the bed face-down, and Margot took a moment to just look at her. The long line of her back, the curve of her ass, her thighs spread slightly in unconscious invitation.

She was fucking gorgeous.

Margot knelt beside her and began with massage—warming oil between her palms and working it into Simone's shoulders, down her spine, across her lower back. She took her time, feeling tension release under her hands, watching Simone sink deeper into the mattress.

"This is where perfume lives," Margot said softly, hands working lower, kneading the muscles of Simone's ass. "In the low places. The hidden places. The parts of the body we cover up and pretend don't exist."

She spread Simone's cheeks gently, exposing her, and Simone made a sound—half anticipation, half embarrassment.

"Don't hide from me," Margot murmured. "I want to see all of you. Taste all of you."

She picked up the civet and painted a tiny amount directly on Simone's asshole—just a whisper, just enough to add depth to what was already there.

"Oh god," Simone gasped. "That feels—it's warming—"

"It reacts with your body heat," Margot explained, watching the oil sink into that tight pink skin. "Becomes part of you. Now I'm going to taste what you really smell like. Not the version you show the world. The truth."

She bent and pressed her tongue flat against Simone's asshole.

The taste was overwhelming—Simone's natural musk mixed with civet, creating something almost unbearably erotic. It was dirty and honest and so fucking intimate that Margot felt tears prick her eyes.

Simone sobbed into the mattress, hands fisting in sheets. "Margot—oh fuck—"

Margot worked her thoroughly—tongue circling, pressing, slowly breaching that tight ring of muscle. She took her time, feeling Simone relax and open, hearing the desperate sounds she made.

"This is what you taste like," Margot said between licks. "This is what I've been craving. Not the polished version, not the professional. This. The animal underneath."

She slid two fingers into Simone's cunt while her tongue worked her ass, creating dual sensations that had Simone writhing. She was so wet—arousal literally dripping down Margot's fingers.

"Please," Simone begged. "Please, I need—more—harder—"

Margot added a third finger to her cunt and pressed her tongue deeper into her ass, fucking her with both simultaneously. The sounds were obscene—wet and desperate and honest.

Simone came screaming, her whole body convulsing, both holes clenching around Margot's tongue and fingers so hard it almost hurt. Margot worked her through it relentlessly, not letting up until Simone was sobbing and pushing her away, oversensitive and wrecked.

"My turn," Simone gasped when she could speak again. "I need—let me taste you like that—"

Margot didn't need to be asked twice. She stripped off her clothes and positioned herself on hands and knees, ass in the air, presenting herself the way she'd fantasized about for days.

"Use the civet," she instructed. "Put it on me. Make me smell like truth."

Simone's hands were shaking as she took the bottle and painted oil directly onto Margot's asshole—more than the tiny drop Margot had used, enough that it immediately felt hot and overwhelming.

"Jesus," Margot gasped. "That's—fuck—"

"Too much?" Simone asked, but she sounded pleased rather than concerned.

"Perfect," Margot managed. "Now taste me. Taste what I've been hiding."

Simone's mouth on her ass was revelation and ruin all at once. She ate her like she was starving—tongue working in circles, pressing inside, stretching her open. Her hands gripped Margot's hips hard enough to bruise, holding her steady while she feasted.

The combination of civet and Simone's saliva and her own body's response created a scent so strong Margot could smell it even from this position—musky and animalic and absolutely filthy.

"You taste like sin," Simone said, pulling back briefly. "Like every forbidden thing I've ever wanted."

She dove back in, tongue fucking Margot's ass with serious intent now. At the same time, her hand reached around to find Margot's clit, working it in rough circles.

Margot's arms gave out, face pressing into the mattress, ass still raised high for Simone's use. She'd never felt so exposed, so vulnerable, so completely owned.

"I'm going to come," she gasped. "Fuck, Simone, I'm—"

"Come on my tongue," Simone commanded, voice muffled against her ass. "Let me feel you."

Margot came so hard she saw stars—her asshole clenching rhythmically around Simone's tongue, her cunt spasming against Simone's fingers, pleasure so intense it bordered on painful rolling through her entire body.

When she finally collapsed boneless onto the mattress, Simone crawled up beside her and they lay there breathing hard, covered in sweat and oil and each other's arousal.

"That was..." Simone trailed off.

"Insane," Margot finished. "We're insane."

"I don't care," Simone said, rolling over to kiss her deeply. Margot could taste herself on Simone's tongue, could taste the civet, could taste the truth of what they'd just done.

"Neither do I," Margot admitted. "I'd let you do anything to me. Anything you wanted."

"Dangerous thing to say," Simone said with a dark smile. "I want a lot of things."

"Tell me."

Simone's hand slid down Margot's body possessively. "I want to own you. Not in some bullshit romantic way. I want to own your body, your pleasure, your secrets. I want you to think about my tongue in your ass when you're trying to work. I want you wet and desperate and mine."

Margot's cunt clenched at the words. "Yes."

"Yes?" Simone's fingers found her clit, already sensitized from her orgasm. "Just like that? No negotiation?"

"I'm yours," Margot said simply. "I have been since you walked into my studio. Since you tasted jasmine on my skin and looked at me like I was a problem you needed to solve."

Simone kissed her—deep and possessive and claiming. "Then we're going to explore every boundary you have until we find the ones you actually want to keep."

They spent the rest of the afternoon doing exactly that—pushing limits, learning pain and pleasure, discovering that the line between them was thinner than either had realized.

By the time Simone left hours later, Margot's studio smelled like civet and sex and something that might have been love if either of them were brave enough to name it.

Chapter 4: Surrender and Synthesis

They stopped pretending it was about perfume education somewhere around the fourth week.

Simone had a key now. Would let herself in at odd hours—midnight after a restaurant opening, dawn before Margot was fully awake, mid-afternoon when she should have been at work. She'd find Margot bent over her workbench or testing scents and would simply bend her over whatever surface was closest and take her.

Margot had never been so consistently, deliriously fucked in her life.

But tonight was different. Tonight Margot had planned something that terrified and excited her in equal measure.

Simone arrived at eight, looking devastating in a black dress that probably cost more than Margot's car. She'd been at some industry event, schmoozing with food critics and restaurateurs, playing the polished professional.

But the moment she walked into the studio, that mask dropped.

"I need you," Simone said without preamble, already reaching for Margot. "I spent three hours making small talk about fucking molecular gastronomy when all I could think about was your cunt."

Margot caught her hands, stopping her. "Wait. I have something planned."

Simone's eyes narrowed. "Planned?"

"You said you wanted to find my boundaries," Margot said, heart pounding. "To push them until we found the ones I actually want to keep."

"I did say that."

"Well." Margot took a breath. "I think I found one I want to push past."

She led Simone upstairs to the loft, where she'd spent hours preparing. The bed was covered in towels. Lube and toys arranged on the nightstand. Candles lit. And on the dresser, a collection of oils she'd blended specifically for this—her most animalic, most honest work.

Simone took it all in, understanding dawning. "Tell me."

"I want you to fuck my ass," Margot said bluntly. "Really fuck it. Not just your tongue. Not just fingers. I want to feel you inside me there. I want to give you the last part of me I've been holding back."

Simone's pupils blew wide, her breath catching. "Are you sure?"

"I've been thinking about it constantly," Margot admitted. "Every time you rim me, every time your tongue pushes inside, I imagine it's more. I imagine you stretching me open, filling me, using me."

"Fuck," Simone breathed. "Yes. God, yes."

Margot reached for the first oil—a blend she'd created specifically for this, packed with oud and ambergris and dark musks. "But first, I want you to smell like sex. Real sex. Not the pretty version."

She began undressing Simone slowly, reverently, kissing each inch of exposed skin. When Simone was finally naked, Margot warmed the oil and began applying it everywhere—behind her ears, in the hollow of her throat, between her breasts, on her inner wrists.

"This is what you smell like to me," Margot murmured as she worked. "Dark and addictive and slightly dangerous. Like something that could ruin my life."

"I probably will ruin your life," Simone said, but she was smiling.

"I'm counting on it." Margot painted oil down Simone's stomach, across her hipbones, into the creases where thigh met groin. "Now taste yourself. Taste what I've made you into."

Simone brought her own wrist to her mouth and licked, eyes fluttering closed. "It tastes like you described me once. Like hunger that can't be satisfied."

"Exactly." Margot pushed Simone down onto the bed and straddled her face, grinding against her mouth shamelessly. "Make me wet. Get me ready for you."

Simone ate her with enthusiasm—tongue working through her folds, gathering slickness, spreading it. Her hands gripped Margot's ass, pulling her down harder, nose pressing against her clit while her tongue fucked into her cunt.

When Margot was dripping, when her thighs were shaking, she pulled away. "Not yet. I want to come with you inside me."

She positioned herself on hands and knees, presenting herself the way she'd fantasized about. Simone knelt behind her, hands immediately spreading her cheeks, exposing her completely.

"You're so fucking beautiful," Simone said, voice reverent. "Every part of you."

She leaned in and began preparing Margot with her mouth—tongue circling her asshole, pressing inside, stretching her slowly. At the same time, her fingers worked Margot's cunt, gathering wetness and spreading it back to ease the way.

"More," Margot gasped. "Please, I need more—"

Simone added a finger—just the tip, pressing past that tight ring of muscle with careful pressure. Margot breathed through it, forcing herself to relax, to open.

"That's it," Simone encouraged. "Let me in. Let me have this."

She worked the finger deeper, then added a second, scissoring gently to stretch her. The burn was intense but not painful—just the overwhelming sensation of being filled somewhere she'd never let anyone touch her this way.

"How does it feel?" Simone asked, fingers working steadily.

"Full," Margot managed. "So fucking full. Don't stop."

Simone added a third finger and Margot sobbed into the mattress. It was almost too much—the stretch, the burn, the complete vulnerability of being opened this way.

But then Simone's other hand found her clit and everything changed. Pleasure mixed with the intensity, transforming it into something almost unbearable.

"I'm going to use a toy now," Simone said, withdrawing her fingers. "Tell me if it's too much."

Margot heard her rustling, applying lube, then felt something cool and smooth pressing against her asshole. She'd bought the toy specifically for this—not too large, but substantial enough to feel truly filled.

Simone pressed forward slowly, so slowly, giving Margot time to adjust to each new increment of stretch. The burn intensified, hovering right on the edge of too much, but Margot breathed through it.

"You're taking it so well," Simone praised. "Look at you, opening up for me. Such a good girl."

The words combined with the sensation made Margot moan—long and desperate and shameless. She pushed back, taking more, wanting it all.

When the toy was fully seated—when Margot could feel the base pressing against her—Simone paused. "How do you feel?"

"Completely fucking owned," Margot gasped. "Move. Please move."

Simone began working the toy—shallow thrusts at first, then deeper as Margot relaxed. At the same time, she slid three fingers into Margot's cunt, creating dual sensations that had Margot seeing stars.

"I can feel it through the wall," Simone marveled. "Feel the toy in your ass while I fuck your cunt. You're so tight like this."

She established a rhythm—toy and fingers working in tandem, filling Margot completely, using her thoroughly. Her other hand found Margot's clit, working it in rough circles.

"Come for me," Simone commanded. "Come with my toy in your ass and my fingers in your cunt. Show me what you look like when you let go completely."

Margot came with a scream that probably disturbed the neighbors—her entire body convulsing, both holes clenching rhythmically around the intrusion, pleasure so intense it bordered on religious experience rolling through her.

Simone worked her through it mercilessly, not letting up until Margot collapsed boneless onto the mattress, pushing weakly at her hands.

"Too much," Margot gasped. "Can't—too much—"

Simone withdrew carefully, removing the toy with gentle pressure. Margot felt empty, used, absolutely wrecked in the best possible way.

"My turn," Simone said, voice dark with want. "I need to come. I need it now."

She positioned herself above Margot's face, thighs spread, cunt dripping. Margot didn't need to be asked—she pulled Simone down and sealed her mouth over her clit, sucking hard.

Simone ground against her face shamelessly, using Margot's mouth for her own pleasure. At the same time, her hand reached back, fingers finding Margot's still-sensitive asshole and pressing inside.

The dual sensation—Simone's cunt on her mouth, Simone's fingers in her ass—made Margot moan. The vibration pushed Simone over the edge.

She came hard, flooding Margot's mouth with arousal, hips jerking, fingers pressing deep as she rode out her orgasm. When she finally rolled off, they both lay there gasping.

"That was—" Simone started.

"Everything," Margot finished. "That was everything."

They cleaned up in the shower together—slow and intimate, washing oil and lube and arousal from each other's skin. Simone was careful with Margot's ass, soap-slicked fingers gentle as she cleaned her.

"How do you feel?" Simone asked softly.

"Sore," Margot admitted. "But good. Really good. Like I finally gave you all of me."

"You did." Simone kissed her forehead. "Thank you for trusting me with that."

They went back to bed, tangling together naked under clean sheets. Simone's hand traced idle patterns on Margot's hip while Margot played with her hair.

"I love you," Simone said suddenly. "I know we've only known each other a month. I know this all happened insanely fast. But I love you."

Margot's heart clenched—painful and perfect. "I love you too. I think I have since you first walked into my studio and asked me to teach you to taste the invisible."

"Best decision I ever made," Simone said. "Coming to you."

"Best client I ever took," Margot replied.

They fell asleep like that—wrapped around each other, the studio below smelling like their shared scents and shared pleasure. Tomorrow they'd wake up and have to figure out what this meant, where it was going, how to build something real from this foundation of perfume and desire.

But tonight, they just held each other and let themselves be satisfied.

Chapter 5: The Perfect Blend

Three months after Simone first walked into her studio, Margot woke to find her girlfriend's face between her thighs.

Not an unusual occurrence, but still a perfect way to start a Saturday morning.

"Mmm," Margot hummed, threading her fingers through Simone's hair. "Good morning to you too."

Simone pulled back just enough to speak, lips glistening. "I've been thinking."

"Dangerous," Margot teased, hips rolling toward that incredible mouth.

"About us. About what we've built." Simone licked a long stripe through Margot's folds, making her gasp. "About making it permanent."

Margot's brain short-circuited somewhere between the words and the sensation. "Permanent?"

"Move in with me," Simone said, then sealed her mouth over Margot's clit and sucked.

The conversation paused while Margot came—morning orgasms were always quick and intense, her body still sleep-loose and sensitive. Simone worked her through it with practiced ease, then crawled up to kiss her deeply.

"Move in with you?" Margot repeated when she could think again.

"My place is bigger. You could have the whole second floor as your studio—better light, more space for your equipment. And I'd get to wake up like this every morning." Simone's hand slid down to cup Margot's breast possessively. "Plus, I'm tired of only having you three nights a week. I want you all the time."

"That's very romantic," Margot said dryly. "You want me for constant sexual access."

"I want you for everything," Simone corrected, suddenly serious. "The sex is incredible, obviously. But I also want to cook dinner with you and argue about whether sandalwood is overrated and watch you work and just... exist in the same space."

Margot's chest felt tight—that good kind of tight that came with feelings too big for her body. "Yes."

"Yes?"

"Yes, I'll move in with you," Margot said, pulling Simone down for another kiss. "On one condition."

"Name it."

"We christen every surface of your place the way we've christened every surface here."

Simone's laugh was dark and delighted. "Deal. Starting with the kitchen island. I have plans for you and that marble countertop."

"Dirty plans?"

"The dirtiest." Simone's hand slid lower, fingers finding Margot wet again. "But first, I have something else I want to try."

She reached into the nightstand and pulled out a small bottle—one of Margot's own blends, dark and musky. "Remember when you said you wanted to smell like truth? Like the animal underneath?"

"Yes," Margot said warily.

"I want to create a scent that's just us. Our sweat, our arousal, our bodies mixing together." Simone's eyes were bright with excitement. "And then I want to wear it. Want to walk through the world smelling like what we do to each other."

Margot's cunt clenched. "That's—fuck, that's so hot I can't even—"

"So let's do it." Simone began kissing down her body. "Let me make you come again. And again. Until you're dripping. Until I'm dripping. Until we're covered in each other."

She did exactly that—spending the next hour bringing Margot to orgasm repeatedly with her mouth, her fingers, her words. Each time, she'd gather the arousal on her fingers and paint it on herself—throat, breasts, inner thighs.

When Margot was finally wrung out and oversensitive, Simone straddled her face. "Your turn. Make me come until I can't remember my own name."

Margot ate her with devotion—tongue working through slick folds, finding every spot that made Simone shake. She made her come three times in quick succession, each orgasm more intense than the last, until Simone's arousal was coating her face, dripping down her throat.

Finally, they collapsed together—sweaty, sticky, smelling like sex and each other and something that couldn't be bottled or sold.

"Now," Simone said breathlessly, "we capture it."

She retrieved Margot's professional scent collection kit—blotter papers, small vials, notebook. With scientific precision, she began sampling—pressing papers to their skin, bottling traces of sweat and arousal, documenting everything.

"This is insane," Margot said, watching her work.

"This is perfect," Simone corrected. "This is us at our most honest."

Over the next week, Margot worked to recreate the scent synthetically—using ambrette for skin musk, cistus for the slightly dirty honey note of arousal, a touch of cumin for sweat, jasmine for the floral sweetness that came from their mixed pleasure.

The result was shocking—intimate and carnal and absolutely unwearable in polite company. It smelled exactly like two women who couldn't keep their hands off each other.

Simone loved it.

She wore it everywhere—to business meetings, to restaurant openings, to the grocery store. Let it be her signature, her declaration, her truth.

"People keep asking what I'm wearing," she told Margot one evening, pressed against her in the new studio they were setting up in Simone's—their—house. "I tell them it's custom. That it's not available for purchase."

"Because it's literally the smell of us fucking," Margot pointed out.

"Exactly." Simone kissed her neck, breathing deep. "It's ours. Just ours."

They made love in the new studio that night—slow and sweet and thorough. Simone took her time exploring Margot's body with the patience of someone who knew they had all the time in the world now.

When she finally settled between Margot's legs, mouth finding home, Margot felt something shift. This wasn't just chemistry anymore. Wasn't just overwhelming attraction and sexual compatibility.

This was love—real, sustainable, terrifying love.

Simone's tongue worked its magic, and when she added her fingers—two in Margot's cunt, one pressing gently into her ass—Margot came with Simone's name on her lips and tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.

"I love you," she gasped as Simone kissed up her body. "I love you so fucking much."

"I know," Simone said, wiping away tears with gentle thumbs. "I love you too. More than I knew was possible."

They lay tangled together as evening turned to night, planning their future. Where they'd go on vacation. What commissions Margot would take. How they'd manage Simone's insane restaurant schedule. All the mundane beautiful details of building a life together.

"Do you ever regret it?" Margot asked quietly. "Walking into my studio that day?"

"Never," Simone said fiercely. "You taught me to taste the world. To experience things I thought were forever closed to me. And you gave me yourself—every hidden part, every secret place."

"You did the same for me," Margot replied. "I was so closed off before you. So careful with myself. You made me brave enough to want things. To ask for things."

"We're good for each other," Simone said simply.

"We're perfect for each other," Margot corrected.

They made love twice more that night—once fast and desperate against the wall, once slow and tender in their bed. And when they finally fell asleep wrapped around each other, the house smelled like their custom scent—animalic and honest and entirely theirs.

In the morning, Margot woke first. She watched Simone sleep—face soft, hair messy, completely unguarded—and felt her chest expand with feeling.

This woman had walked into her life asking to taste the invisible. Instead, they'd created something visible, tangible, real. A love built on honesty and desire and the willingness to be known completely.

Simone's eyes fluttered open, immediately finding Margot's face. "Morning."

"Morning," Margot replied. "I was just thinking."

"About?"

"About scent. About how the best perfumes are the ones that evolve, that change on your skin throughout the day. Top notes burning off to reveal the heart, then settling into the base that stays with you."

"And?" Simone was smiling now, knowing where this was going.

"And I think we've found our base note," Margot said. "The thing that remains when everything else fades away. It's this. Us. The truth of what we are together."

"Which is?"

"Home," Margot said simply. "You smell like coming home."

Simone kissed her—soft and slow and full of promise. "So do you. So do you."

They spent the rest of the morning in bed, learning each other's bodies all over again with the patience of people who knew they had forever to explore. And when they finally emerged—hungry and rumpled and completely satisfied—their custom scent clung to their skin like a second layer.

The scent of devotion. The scent of desire. The scent of two women who'd found each other and decided to build something beautiful from perfume and pleasure and honest, animal love.

It was the best blend Margot had ever created.

And it would last forever.


The Rim Hunters

CHAPTER 1: The Discovery

The lab smelled like antiseptic and something darker—copper mixed with the faint sweetness of decomposition that never quite left the tile grout no matter how many times Mira Solakov scrubbed. She hunched over the microscope, her black hair falling loose from its bun, one strand catching in the corner of her mouth as she adjusted the focus with trembling fingers. The overhead fluorescents buzzed in that maddening frequency that made her teeth ache, but she barely noticed. All her attention was fixed on the sample slide.

The pheromone cluster glowed faintly under the fluorescent stain, concentrated in the epithelial cells scraped from Subject 47's perianal tissue. Each luminescent node pulsed like a tiny star, forming constellations that spelled out everything Mira had suspected for three years but could never prove.

Until now.

"Jesus fucking Christ," Mira whispered, pulling back from the eyepiece. Her hands were shaking so badly she had to grip the edge of the lab bench to steady herself. Sweat had gathered at her hairline, trickling down her temple despite the November chill seeping through the single-pane windows. Her heart hammered against her ribs—not with scientific excitement, though that was there too, but with something far more primal. Pure, animal hunger.

Because she knew what this meant. She knew what she'd found.

Compound Artemis. Her baby. Her obsession. Her ruin.

Mira's thighs clenched together involuntarily, pussy already slick just from looking at the cells under magnification, from knowing what they represented. She'd been chasing this ghost for three years—ever since that night at the Duchess Club when she'd been grinding against some woman on the dance floor and caught a whiff of something that made her knees buckle, made her mouth water, made every rational thought in her head dissolve into pure, animal hunger.

She'd followed that scent into the bathroom, dropped to her knees in the grimy stall, and buried her face between the stranger's ass cheeks like a woman possessed. The taste had been transcendent. The high had lasted for six hours. And when it wore off, the craving that replaced it was so intense Mira had nearly driven back to the club at 4 AM to hunt the woman down again.

That's when she knew she was fucked.

He's going to think I've lost my mind, Mira thought, already reaching for her phone with slick fingers. She'd been touching herself through her jeans while staring at the microscope—hadn't even realized she was doing it until her clit started throbbing with neglect. But I'm right. I know I'm right.

The compound she'd isolated—Compound Artemis in her research notes, though she'd started calling it "liquid gold" in her head—didn't just attract. It addicted. One exposure and the neural pathways lit up like Christmas, dopamine flooding the system in waves that made heroin look like chamomile tea. The brain's pleasure centers went into overdrive, creating an association so powerful that just thinking about the scent could trigger physical arousal.

And it was produced naturally, spontaneously, in approximately one in every fifty thousand women, concentrated in the apoeccrine and sebaceous glands surrounding the anus.

Mira had found twelve confirmed cases in three years. Twelve women who had no idea they were walking around with the biological equivalent of cocaine seeping from their assholes. Most of them had noticed they attracted unusual attention—people wanting to stand close to them, finding excuses to hug them, following them down the street. But none of them understood why until Mira explained it.

And then, once they knew what they had, things got complicated.

Two of the twelve had disappeared into the underground network Mira was only beginning to understand existed—a black market for Compound Artemis, where Carriers (as they were called) could sell access to their bodies for thousands of dollars per session. Three had tried to monetize it themselves, starting private "tasting clubs" that operated out of expensive penthouses and charged membership fees that would make a hedge fund manager weep.

The rest had simply vanished. Changed their numbers. Moved to new cities. Terrified of what they'd become—not victims, but products.

Mira didn't blame them. She understood the fear. Because she'd also become something she didn't recognize: an addict who happened to have a PhD in biochemistry and access to a research lab.

Her phone buzzed. Text from Yuki Tanaka, her partner in both research and depravity: Got another one. Williamsburg. She doesn't know yet. Scent is INSANE. You coming?

Mira's pulse kicked up. Her clit throbbed. She grabbed her leather jacket from the back of the chair, checking the inner pocket for the small glass vial and the cotton swabs. The collection kit. She'd gotten good at this part over the past three years—the approach, the seduction, the careful negotiation that led to a private room where she could finally, finally, press her face between those perfect cheeks and inhale deep, taking in the scent that would flood her brain with euphoria for hours afterward.

She wasn't proud of what she'd become. A predator in scientist's clothing, hunting women who had no idea they were prey.

But she also couldn't stop. Wouldn't stop. The craving was too strong.

On my way, she texted back with shaking fingers. Then, before she could overthink it: How strong?

The reply came immediately: Strongest I've ever found. Mira, I've been tracking her for two weeks and I can smell her from across the street. It's like fucking pheromone napalm.

Mira's pussy clenched so hard she gasped. She had to brace herself against the lab bench, breathing through the wave of arousal that crashed over her. Her nipples had hardened to painful points beneath her bra. Slick was soaking through her underwear, probably staining her jeans.

Fuck, she thought. I need this. I need this so bad I can barely think straight.

She locked up the lab with trembling hands and headed out into the November night.



The subway ride to Williamsburg took thirty-two minutes. Mira spent all thirty-two of them trying not to touch herself.

It didn't work.

By the time she surfaced at the Bedford Avenue stop, she'd had her hand down her jeans twice, rubbing her clit through her soaked underwear while the other passengers studiously ignored her. New York City. Where you could finger yourself on the L train and no one would even glance up from their phones.

The cold air hit her face like a slap when she climbed the stairs to street level. November in Brooklyn—that particular kind of cold that smelled like car exhaust and roasting chestnuts from the street vendors, mixed with the yeasty smell of the brewery a few blocks over. Mira pulled her jacket tighter and started walking, her boots clicking against the sidewalk.

She found Yuki leaning against the brick facade of a four-story walk-up, exactly where she'd said she'd be. Yuki was small and compact, all lean muscle and sharp edges. Her hair was buzzed on the sides and long on top, bleached platinum white and falling into her eyes. Septum piercing glinting in the streetlight. Full sleeve of tattoos on her left arm depicting various phases of the moon—new, waxing, full, waning, back to darkness.

She looked up when Mira approached, and the expression on her face made Mira's stomach drop.

Pure, desperate hunger.

"Jesus, Yuki," Mira breathed. "You look like you haven't eaten in days."

"I feel like I haven't eaten in days." Yuki's voice was rough, strained. "I've been sitting out here for an hour trying not to break down her fucking door. The scent is coming through the walls, Mira. Through the walls. I've never—" She broke off, running a hand through her hair. "I've never craved anything this badly in my life."

They stared at each other for a long moment. Two addicts on the edge of relapse, trying to maintain some veneer of control.

Then Yuki laughed, short and bitter. "Remember when we said we'd keep this professional? That we wouldn't let the compound control us?"

"I remember," Mira said quietly. "That lasted about three weeks."

"Yeah." Yuki lit a cigarette with shaking hands, took a long drag. "You want to know the fucked up part? I don't even feel bad about it anymore. I used to feel guilty—like I was taking advantage of these women. But now..." She exhaled smoke into the cold air. "Now I just want what I want. And I want to bury my face in Paloma Reyes' ass until I forget my own fucking name."

Mira felt her pussy clench again at the casual brutality of the statement. "Tell me about her."

"Twenty-six. Barista at that hipster place on Bedford—you know the one, with the exposed brick and the

$8 cortados. She moved here from San Diego about six months ago. Works four days a week, mostly morning shifts. Lives alone in apartment 4B." Yuki gestured up at the building. "No boyfriend. No girlfriend. As far as I can tell, no idea that she's walking around with liquid gold dripping from her asshole."

"How'd you find her?"

"Pure luck. I was getting coffee last Tuesday and caught the scent when she walked past me. Nearly dropped my fucking cup. I followed her for three blocks before I realized what I was doing." Yuki took another drag. "Been tracking her routine ever since. She's perfect, Mira. Young, naive, desperate for connection in the big city. She'll say yes if we approach it right."

There was something almost clinical in Yuki's tone that made Mira's stomach twist. Like they were discussing a research subject instead of a person. But then again, wasn't that what Paloma was? What all the Carriers were? Data points in Mira's research, sources of the compound she craved more than air.

I'm a monster, Mira thought distantly. We both are.

But the thought didn't stop her from nodding. "What's the approach?"

"The study. Same thing we've been using. Tell her we're researching pheromones, that she fits the profile, that we'd like to run some tests. Most women are curious enough to say yes, especially when we promise compensation." Yuki stubbed out her cigarette. "Once we're inside, once she understands what she has... the rest usually takes care of itself."

Mira remembered the others. Subject 23, whose name had been Keiko. Subject 31—Maritza. Subject 47, just yesterday. Rebecca. Each one had gone through the same progression: confusion, disbelief, dawning understanding, and then—almost universally—arousal. Because knowing you had power was intoxicating. Knowing you could make women drop to their knees just by existing was a heady drug all its own.

"You ready?" Yuki asked.

Mira's hands were shaking. Her pussy was throbbing. She could already imagine the taste, the scent, the feeling of surrendering to the compound's pull.

"Yeah," she said. "Let's go."

They climbed the stairs to the fourth floor, Yuki knocking in a specific pattern—three quick, two slow. A signal Paloma was expecting, apparently.

The door opened immediately.

And Mira forgot how to breathe.

Paloma Reyes was stunning in an effortless way that made Mira's chest tighten with something that was equal parts lust and jealousy. Long dark hair in loose waves that cascaded past her shoulders, golden-brown skin that caught the warm light from inside the apartment, wide-set hazel eyes framed by thick black lashes. High cheekbones. Full lips painted a nude pink. She wore a cropped white tank top that showed off toned arms and the smooth curve of her belly, and high-waisted jeans that hugged her hips like a second skin.

But it was her ass that made Mira's knees go weak.

Round. Full. Perfectly shaped. The kind of ass that made people turn around on the street, that inspired poetry and violence in equal measure. The jeans were so tight Mira could see every curve, every contour. And underneath the denim, she knew, was the source of the compound that was going to ruin her life just a little bit more.

"Yuki!" Paloma smiled, nervous but eager. Her voice was slightly accented—Spanish, maybe Cuban—musical and warm. "Come in. Both of you."

The apartment was small but carefully decorated in that way young women did when they were trying to make a space feel like home. Plants on every surface—succulents on the windowsill, a trailing pothos in a macramé hanger, a fiddle-leaf fig in the corner that was definitely fake but looked real enough. String lights draped along the walls. A vintage velvet couch the color of red wine. Framed prints from local artists. A stack of books on the coffee table, mostly contemporary fiction with the occasional self-help title mixed in.

But Mira barely registered any of it. Because the scent—

Oh god, the scent.

It hit her the moment she stepped inside. Faint but unmistakable, threading through the smell of incense and coffee and the lavender candle burning on the bookshelf. Compound Artemis. Her drug. Her obsession. Her ruin.

Mira's knees actually buckled. She had to grab the doorframe to keep from falling.

"You okay?" Paloma asked, concerned, reaching out to steady her.

The touch of Paloma's hand on her arm sent electricity straight to Mira's clit. She bit back a moan. "Fine. Just—low blood sugar. Haven't eaten all day."

Liar, her brain supplied helpfully. You're just desperate to eat her ass.

Yuki closed the door behind them and moved smoothly into the conversation, playing her part perfectly. "Thanks for agreeing to meet with us, Paloma. I know this is kind of weird."

"No, it's—it's interesting." Paloma gestured to the couch. "Sit. Can I get you anything? Water? Coffee?"

"We're good." Mira forced herself to move, to sit on the couch beside Yuki while Paloma took the armchair across from them. Professional. Controlled. Not at all like a junkie who was minutes away from begging.

This close, the scent was stronger. Mira's mouth flooded with saliva. Her clit was throbbing so hard it was almost painful. Between her legs, she was soaked—slick dripping down her thighs, probably visible through her jeans if anyone looked.

Focus, she told herself. Build trust first. Then feast.

"So Yuki mentioned you've been experiencing some... unusual attention lately?" Mira kept her voice steady, professional.

Paloma laughed, a nervous sound, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. The movement made her tank top ride up slightly, exposing more of her toned stomach. "That's one way to put it. Like, people have always been friendly, you know? But the past few months it's been intense. Random women coming up to me on the street, wanting to talk, wanting my number. My manager at work keeps finding excuses to stand close to me—like, uncomfortably close. And it's not just women. Everyone. It's like I'm giving off some kind of signal."

"You are," Yuki said bluntly, leaning forward with her elbows on her knees. "It's a pheromone. A specific compound that triggers a neurological response in people who are exposed to it."

Paloma's eyebrows rose. "Like... I smell?"

"Not smell in a bad way," Mira interjected quickly. "It's not body odor. It's something else entirely. A biological marker. Extremely rare—we're talking one in fifty thousand people. It concentrates in specific glands and acts as a powerful attractant."

Paloma stared at them. "That sounds like bullshit."

"I know how it sounds," Mira said. She pulled a folder from her bag—one of the research packets she'd prepared, full of scientific jargon and charts and testimonials from previous Carriers who'd agreed to be documented. "But I can prove it. I've been studying this compound for three years. I have twelve confirmed cases. All of them women. All of them experiencing exactly what you're describing."

Paloma took the folder, flipping through it with growing interest. Her hazel eyes scanned the pages, lingering on the chemical diagrams, the brain scans showing dopamine flooding the pleasure centers. "This is real?"

"Completely real," Yuki said. "And if you are a Carrier—which, based on what I've been experiencing around you, I'm ninety-nine percent sure you are—then you're sitting on something extremely valuable."

"Valuable how?"

"There's a market for it," Mira said carefully. "People—mostly women, but some men—who've been exposed to the compound become... dependent on it. They crave it. Need it. And they'll pay for access."

Paloma's face went through several expressions—disbelief, embarrassment, confusion, and then something else. Something that looked almost like arousal. Her pupils had dilated. Her breathing had quickened, chest rising and falling visibly beneath the thin fabric of her tank top.

"Wait," she said slowly. "When you say 'pay for access'... what does that mean?"

"It means," Yuki said, her voice dropping lower, more intimate, "that you could make a lot of money letting people experience your pheromones directly. There are clubs. Private sessions. A whole underground network. Some Carriers charge thousands per hour."

"Jesus." Paloma set the folder down on her lap, running a hand through her hair. "That's insane."

"It is," Mira agreed. "But first we need to confirm you're a Carrier. With your consent, I'd like to take a sample. From the source."

There it was. The moment of truth.

Paloma's eyes darted between them. "The source being...?"

"Your ass," Yuki said bluntly. No point dancing around it. "The compound concentrates in the glands around your anus. We need to swab the area, run tests. If I'm right—if we're right—then you have something extraordinary."

The silence that followed was thick enough to cut. Mira could hear her own heartbeat, the hum of the refrigerator in the tiny kitchen, the distant sound of traffic from the street below. And underneath it all, faint but unmistakable, the scent of Compound Artemis driving her slowly insane.

"You want to... swab my asshole," Paloma said flatly.

"Yes," Mira said. And then, because she was a terrible liar and an even worse actress: "But I should be honest with you about something else. The compound is... addictive. To those of us who've been exposed. Once you've experienced it, you crave it. Need it. So this isn't entirely altruistic. I want to help you understand what you have. But I also..." She swallowed hard. "I also want to taste it."

The word hung in the air like a confession.

Paloma's breath hitched. Her pupils were blown wide now, almost completely black. "You want to lick my ass."

"Yes," Mira breathed. "Desperately."

"I do too," Yuki added, her voice rough with need. "I've been thinking about it for two weeks. I can smell you from here, Paloma. And it's driving me out of my fucking mind."

Another beat of silence.

Then Paloma stood up.

Slowly. Deliberately. Her hands went to the button of her jeans.

"Okay," she whispered. "Show me."

CHAPTER 2: The First Taste

Paloma's hands trembled as she worked the button of her jeans. The metal was cold against her fingers, slick with the nervous sweat that had gathered on her palms. She could feel both women watching her—Mira with her wild dark hair and desperate eyes, Yuki with that predatory stillness that reminded Paloma of a cat about to pounce.

The button popped free. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet apartment.

Paloma hooked her thumbs into the waistband and began to slide the denim down over her hips. Slowly. So slowly. Because some part of her—the part that had spent twenty-six years being normal, being invisible, being just another pretty girl in a big city—knew that once these jeans came off, everything would change.

The fabric whispered against her thighs as she pushed it lower. She wasn't wearing underwear. Hadn't been all day, because laundry day was tomorrow and she'd run out of clean pairs and fuck, she hadn't expected to be stripping in front of two strangers who claimed they wanted to lick her asshole.

This is insane, Paloma thought. This is absolutely fucking insane.

But she didn't stop.

The jeans pooled around her ankles. She stepped out of them carefully, one foot and then the other, and when she straightened up she was naked from the waist down. The apartment's heating was shit—the radiator in the corner clanked and hissed but barely produced warmth—and goosebumps erupted across her thighs, her belly, the curve of her ass.

"Jesus Christ," Yuki breathed. She was still sitting on the couch, but her knuckles were white where they gripped the cushions, like she was physically restraining herself from lunging forward. "Paloma. Fuck."

Mira didn't say anything. She just stared, her chest rising and falling rapidly, pupils blown so wide her eyes looked black.

Paloma felt heat flood through her despite the cold. She'd been looked at before—of course she had, she wasn't blind to her own attractiveness—but this was different. This was hunger. Raw and desperate and almost frightening in its intensity.

"Should I—" Paloma's voice came out rough. She cleared her throat, tried again. "Should I bend over or something?"

"Yes," Mira whispered. "Please."

Paloma turned around slowly, presenting her back to them. She braced her hands on the armrests of the chair she'd been sitting in, the same chair her grandmother had given her when she moved to New York, upholstered in soft gray fabric that was now going to witness something her abuela would probably disown her for.

She bent forward.

The position arched her back, pushed her ass out. She could feel the air on her exposed skin, cool and slightly damp from the humidifier she kept running in the winter. Could feel her pussy lips parting slightly, slick already gathering even though she wasn't sure if it was arousal or just nervous anticipation or some fucked-up combination of both.

Behind her, she heard movement. The rustle of fabric. Footsteps on the hardwood floor.

Then nothing.

Just silence.

And the scent—something sweet and sharp and indefinable that she'd never noticed before but now seemed to fill the entire apartment, thick enough to taste.

"Mira." Yuki's voice was strained. "Mira, I can't—I need—"

"I know." Mira sounded like she was in pain. "Me too."

More footsteps. Closer now. Paloma could feel the heat of their bodies behind her, so close but not touching, like they were afraid that one wrong move would shatter whatever fragile spell had been cast.

"Paloma." Mira's hands settled on her hips, warm and steady. "I'm going to spread you now. Is that okay?"

Paloma's breath caught. Her whole body felt like a live wire, every nerve ending sparking. "Yes."

Mira's thumbs slid into the cleft of her ass, gently pulling the cheeks apart.

The exposure was intense. Paloma had never been this vulnerable, this displayed. She could feel everything—the air on her most intimate places, the slight stretch as Mira pulled her open, the way her asshole clenched involuntarily in response.

"Oh my god," Yuki breathed, and there was something almost reverent in her voice. "Mira. Look at it. It's perfect."

"I know," Mira whispered. Her breath was hot against Paloma's skin, so close Paloma could feel the warmth ghosting over her exposed asshole. "I know, I know, I—fuck, I can't wait anymore—"

Then Mira's tongue made contact.

The sensation short-circuited every coherent thought in Paloma's brain.

It was warm and wet and impossibly soft, dragging slowly from her taint all the way up, following the cleft of her ass until it reached the tight ring of muscle and then—

—circling—

—swirling—

—pressing gently against the center—

"AHHHH!" Paloma cried out, her hands clenching on the armrests so hard her knuckles went white. "Oh my—oh fuck—"

The feeling was indescribable. Not painful, not exactly pleasurable in the way she understood pleasure, but something else entirely. Something that made her whole body light up like a Christmas tree, synapses firing in patterns she didn't know existed.

And then Yuki's tongue joined Mira's.

Two mouths. Two sets of lips. Two tongues working in tandem, one on each side of her rim, licking and sucking and worshipping her asshole with a desperation that bordered on violence.

"Mmmmore!" Paloma heard herself beg, her voice high and thready. "Don't stop! Please don't—aaahhh!"

Mira sealed her lips around Paloma's asshole and sucked.

The sensation was so intense Paloma actually screamed. Her legs nearly buckled. Only Mira's hands on her hips kept her upright, held her in place while that wicked mouth worked her over, tongue pushing inside now, breaching the tight ring of muscle and sliding into the heat beyond.

"Yesyesyes—" Paloma chanted, tears streaming down her face from the overwhelming sensation. "Oh god oh fuck oh—"

Beside Mira, Yuki was making sounds that were barely human—desperate whimpers and moans as she licked frantically at whatever parts of Paloma's asshole Mira's mouth wasn't covering. Her hands had come up to grip Paloma's ass cheeks, spreading them wider, kneading the flesh with bruising force.

And the smell—that sweet, sharp scent was overwhelming now, flooding the apartment, making Paloma's head spin. She could taste it on her own tongue, could feel it settling into her lungs with every gasping breath.

This is what they meant, Paloma thought distantly, through the haze of sensation. This is the compound. This is what I am.

Mira pulled back just long enough to gasp, "Paloma—your taste—it's incredible—" before diving back in, her tongue plunging deep, fucking Paloma's asshole with long, deliberate strokes.

Yuki had moved lower, her mouth finding Paloma's pussy, tongue dragging through the slick that was literally dripping down Paloma's thighs now. "So wet," Yuki groaned against her flesh. "You're so fucking wet, does this turn you on? Does it make your pussy throb knowing we're addicted to your ass?"

"Yes!" Paloma sobbed. Because it did. God help her, it did. The knowledge that these two beautiful, desperate women were on their knees behind her, lost in their need for something only she could provide—it was intoxicating. Powerful. It made her feel like a goddess.

Mira's tongue had found some kind of rhythm now, thrusting in and out of Paloma's ass in time with Yuki's mouth on her clit, and the dual stimulation was building something massive inside Paloma's core. Something that felt like an orgasm but bigger, deeper, more all-consuming.

"I'm gonna—" Paloma gasped. "I think I'm—oh fuck oh fuck—"

It hit her like a freight train.

Her whole body seized, back arching impossibly further, thighs shaking so violently she would have collapsed if Mira and Yuki hadn't been holding her up. The orgasm ripped through her in waves, each one stronger than the last, pulling sounds from her throat that she didn't recognize as her own voice.

"AAAAAAHHHHHHH!"

Through it all, Mira and Yuki didn't stop. They kept licking, kept sucking, kept worshipping her ass and pussy like women possessed, drawing out Paloma's climax until she was sobbing, begging them to stop, to keep going, to never stop.

Finally—finally—the waves began to subside. Paloma's body went limp, boneless. She would have slid to the floor if Mira hadn't caught her, strong arms wrapping around her waist and guiding her carefully to the couch.

Paloma collapsed onto the velvet cushions, chest heaving, skin slick with sweat despite the cold apartment. Her legs were still trembling. Her asshole felt swollen, sensitized, like Mira's tongue had awakened every nerve ending it touched.

She looked up through tear-blurred vision to see Mira and Yuki still on their knees on the floor, staring at each other with wild eyes. Their faces were flushed, lips swollen and shiny with Paloma's taste.

And they looked high.

"Holy shit," Yuki breathed. Her pupils were completely dilated, hands shaking as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. "Holy shit, Mira. That was—I've never—"

"I know." Mira's voice was distant, dreamy. A slow smile spread across her face. "Strongest I've ever tasted. By far."

They turned to look at Paloma simultaneously, and the expression on their faces made something twist low in Paloma's belly. A mix of gratitude and hunger and something that looked almost like worship.

"How do you feel?" Mira asked softly, crawling over to kneel beside the couch. Her hand found Paloma's, fingers intertwining. "Are you okay?"

Paloma laughed, a breathless sound. "I just came so hard I saw god. So yeah. I'm okay."

"Good." Mira squeezed her hand. "Because we need to talk about what happens next."



They moved to the floor, forming a loose triangle with Paloma still mostly naked except for her tank top, Mira and Yuki fully clothed but disheveled. The string lights cast soft shadows across their faces. The lavender candle had burned down to almost nothing, wax pooling in the glass holder.

"So," Paloma said, trying to process everything that had just happened. "That compound you were talking about. Compound Artemis. I have it."

"You have it," Mira confirmed. "In concentrations I've never seen before. What we just experienced—the high we're feeling right now—that's the dopamine flood the compound triggers. It's... addictive doesn't even begin to cover it."

Paloma looked between them. "And you've both been exposed before. To other women like me."

"Twelve others," Yuki said. "Over three years. But none of them were like you. Your compound is strong, Paloma. Dangerously strong."

"Dangerously?"

"For us, not for you." Mira's thumb was stroking circles on the back of Paloma's hand, an absent gesture that felt intimate despite everything they'd just done. "The addiction potential is extreme. There are people—mostly women, some men—who've tried the compound once and then spent thousands of dollars chasing that high again. There's a whole underground market."

"That's what you meant about me being valuable."

"Yes." Yuki leaned back on her hands, watching Paloma with those dark, assessing eyes. "You could make a fortune if you wanted to. There are clubs in Manhattan, private venues where Carriers like you can work. Memberships start at ten thousand a month just for the chance to book a session. And sessions themselves? Can run anywhere from five hundred to five thousand dollars, depending on the Carrier's strength and exclusivity."

Paloma's mind reeled. "Five thousand dollars? To lick someone's ass?"

"To lick your ass," Mira corrected gently. "To experience something that's better than any drug, any orgasm, anything else they've ever felt. Yes."

The silence that followed was heavy with implications.

"I'm a barista," Paloma said finally. "I make twelve dollars an hour plus tips. My rent is twenty-two hundred a month for this shoebox. I have forty thousand in student loans. And you're telling me I could solve all of that by... letting people do what you just did?"

"Yes," Yuki said bluntly. "But it's not that simple. Once you start, it's hard to stop. The money is addictive too. And the power—knowing you can make people literally drop to their knees just by existing—that does things to you. Changes you."

"Some Carriers love it," Mira added. "They thrive on the control, the worship. Others find it degrading. Some just see it as a job. There's no right way to feel about it."

Paloma pulled her knees up to her chest, wrapping her arms around them. Her asshole still tingled from the attention it had received, a constant reminder of what had just happened. "And if I say no? If I just want to go back to my normal life?"

Mira and Yuki exchanged a look.

"You can't," Yuki said quietly. "I mean, you can. You can walk away right now, ask us to leave, never see us again. But the compound doesn't just go away. You'll keep attracting people. More and more as word spreads, as people catch your scent and follow you home. Eventually someone will figure out what you are. And they might not be as ethical as we're trying to be."

As ethical as we're trying to be, Paloma repeated mentally. The phrase was almost funny. They'd just eaten her ass without permission based on a pheromone high, and they were claiming to be ethical.

But she also understood what Yuki meant. Because she'd felt it, hadn't she? That pull. The way people had been acting around her for months. The unwanted attention that was only going to get worse.

"What if I wanted to work with you?" Paloma asked slowly. "Not the clubs. Not strangers. Just... you two. Research partners or whatever."

Mira's expression softened. "We'd like that. We'd like that a lot."

"How would it work?"

"Sessions," Yuki said, sitting up straighter now, businesslike. "Maybe twice a week to start. We'd compensate you—not club rates, but fairly. And we'd help you understand your compound, teach you how to control when you produce it, how to protect yourself."

"And in exchange?"

"In exchange," Mira said quietly, "we get access. To you. To your taste. To the high we need to function."

There it was. The raw truth. They weren't interested in helping her out of altruism. They needed her. Were addicted to something her body produced without her even trying.

It should have felt exploitative. Should have made Paloma angry.

Instead, it made her feel powerful.

"Okay," she said. "Let's do it."



They set up the first official session for the following Thursday. Mira gave Paloma a burner phone—"For sessions only, keep your regular number private"—and Yuki transferred two thousand dollars into Paloma's Venmo account as a signing bonus.

"For tonight," Yuki explained. "Retroactive payment for the discovery session."

Paloma stared at the notification on her phone. Two thousand dollars. A month and a half of rent. Just for letting them lick her ass for twenty minutes.

This is insane, she thought again. This is absolutely fucking insane.

But she didn't send the money back.

They were getting ready to leave—pulling on jackets, gathering their research materials—when Mira paused at the door.

"Paloma," she said quietly. "I know this is a lot. And I know what we did tonight probably crossed about fifty ethical lines. But I want you to know... you're in control here. Always. If you ever want to stop, just say the word."

Paloma nodded, not trusting herself to speak.

After they left, she locked the door and leaned against it, sliding down to sit on the floor. Her apartment smelled different now—like them, like the compound, like sex and sweat and something indefinable.

She pulled out her regular phone and opened her banking app. The two thousand was already there, sitting in her account like proof that tonight had actually happened.

Then she opened Instagram, scrolling through her carefully curated feed of coffee art and sunset photos and casual selfies. Three hundred and forty-seven followers. Most of them people she barely knew.

None of them had any idea what she was.

Paloma stood up, walked to the bathroom, and looked at herself in the mirror. Same face. Same hair. Same body.

But everything had changed.

She reached behind herself, fingers finding the curve of her ass, remembering the sensation of two tongues working her over, two mouths desperate for something only she could give.

Power, she thought. I have power.

And for the first time in twenty-six years of feeling invisible in a city that chewed people up and spat them out, Paloma Reyes smiled.

CHAPTER 3: The Addiction

The apartment smelled different on Thursday night. Paloma had spent the afternoon cleaning—scrubbing the bathroom until the tiles gleamed, lighting candles in every room, changing the sheets on her bed even though she doubted they'd make it that far. Jasmine and sandalwood mixed with the faint metallic scent of the radiator finally kicking into gear, creating an atmosphere that was equal parts spa and something darker, more primal.

She'd been nervous all day. Her shift at the coffee shop had been a disaster—she'd dropped two cups, given someone oat milk when they'd asked for almond, completely blanked on a regular's usual order. Her manager had pulled her aside around noon, concerned, asking if everything was okay at home.

Everything's fine, Paloma had lied. Just tired.

What she couldn't say was that she'd been thinking about tonight since the moment Mira and Yuki had left her apartment four days ago. Thinking about the way they'd looked at her—like she was water in a desert, like she was the only thing keeping them alive. Thinking about the two thousand dollars sitting in her bank account, more money than she'd ever had at once in her entire life.

Thinking about the power.

Now she sat on her velvet couch in nothing but a black silk robe she'd bought specifically for this occasion—sixty dollars at a boutique in SoHo, money she probably shouldn't have spent but fuck it, if she was going to do this she was going to do it right. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, still damp from the shower. She'd shaved everywhere—legs, pussy, even around her asshole, which had been an interesting experience that involved a lot of careful maneuvering with a hand mirror and her good razor.

The burner phone Mira had given her buzzed.

Outside. Ready when you are.

Paloma's stomach flipped. Her hands were shaking as she typed back: Come up.

She stood, checked herself in the mirror by the door. The robe hit mid-thigh, showing off her legs. The neckline was low enough to hint at cleavage. She looked... expensive. Powerful. Not at all like a barista who made twelve dollars an hour.

This is who I am now, she thought, and the idea sent a thrill down her spine that settled hot and electric between her legs.

Three quick knocks, two slow.

Paloma opened the door.

Mira and Yuki stood in the hallway looking like they'd been through hell. Mira's hair was wild, dark circles under her eyes like she hadn't slept in days. Yuki's hands were shoved deep in her jacket pockets, jaw clenched tight, a muscle jumping in her cheek.

They looked like addicts four days into withdrawal.

Which, Paloma supposed, they were.

"Hi," she said softly, stepping aside to let them in.

They entered without a word, and Paloma caught the smell rolling off them—stale coffee and cigarettes and something sharp and desperate. Sweat. Need. The kind of scent that comes from bodies pushed past their limits.

Mira turned to face her once the door was closed. "We should talk about payment first. Terms."

Always the professional, even when she looked ready to crawl out of her own skin.

"Okay," Paloma said, gesturing to the couch. "Sit."

They sat. Paloma remained standing, and she could see the effect it had—both women's eyes tracking up her bare legs, lingering on where the robe ended, pupils dilating despite the warm light from the string lights and candles.

"Two thousand per session," Mira said, her voice rough. "Two hours maximum. We'll bring our own supplies—swabs for testing, gloves if you want them, anything else you might need. And we'll respect your boundaries. If you say stop, we stop immediately."

Paloma nodded slowly. "What if I want to change the terms?"

Yuki's eyes sharpened. "What do you mean?"

"I mean..." Paloma walked over to the armchair, sat down carefully with her legs crossed, the robe falling open just enough to show the curve of her inner thigh. "What if I want more? Not money. Control."

The silence that followed was thick enough to cut.

"Explain," Mira said quietly.

Paloma took a breath, committing. "You said I have power. That my compound is the strongest you've found. So I want to use it. I want to decide when you get access, how you get it, what you have to do to earn it." She leaned forward, letting the robe gape open at the neckline. "I want you to beg for it."

Yuki made a sound low in her throat—half laugh, half whimper. "Fuck. Fuck. Mira, did you hear—"

"I heard." Mira's hands were clenched on her knees, knuckles white. Her eyes hadn't left Paloma's face. "You want to be in charge."

"Yes."

"And if we don't agree?"

Paloma shrugged, the gesture deliberate. Casual. "Then I find someone else who will. You said there's an underground network. Clubs. I'm sure they'd be interested in the strongest Carrier you've ever found."

It was a bluff. Mostly. Paloma had no idea how to access that network, didn't even know if Mira and Yuki had been telling the truth about it.

But the way Mira's face went pale told her everything she needed to know.

"We agree," Mira said immediately. Too fast. Desperate. "Whatever you want. Just—please. We haven't had a taste since Sunday night and it's been—" Her voice cracked. "—it's been so hard."

The raw need in those words sent heat flooding through Paloma's body. Her pussy clenched, slick already gathering. She uncrossed her legs slowly, watching both women's eyes track the movement, and when she let her thighs fall open just slightly—just enough to show she wasn't wearing anything under the robe—Yuki actually moaned out loud.

"Please," Yuki breathed. "Paloma. Please."

There it was. The begging she'd asked for.

And god, it felt incredible.

"Take off your clothes," Paloma said softly. "Both of you."

They moved like they'd been electrocuted. Mira shrugged out of her leather jacket, pulled her sweater over her head, fumbled with the button of her jeans. Beside her, Yuki was faster—jacket gone, shirt gone, sports bra yanked off in one smooth motion.

Mira's body was softer than Paloma expected—full breasts with dark nipples, a slight curve to her belly, strong thighs. Yuki was all lean muscle and sharp edges, small breasts with pierced nipples, the moon tattoos on her arm extending up over her shoulder and down across her ribs.

They stood before her naked, shaking, and the power Paloma felt in that moment was dizzying.

"On your knees," she said.

They dropped.

Paloma stood slowly, untying the robe and letting it fall open. She didn't take it off—not yet—just let it frame her body like a curtain revealing a stage. Her breasts were full and round, nipples already hard from arousal and the cool air. Her stomach was soft, curved. And between her legs, freshly shaved, her pussy lips were already glistening with arousal.

But she knew that wasn't what they wanted.

"Turn around," Mira whispered, and there was so much desperate hope in her voice it made Paloma's breath catch.

She turned. Slowly. Letting them see her back, her shoulders, the curve of her waist. And then her ass—round and full and perfect, the smooth skin interrupted only by the tight pink ring of her asshole, freshly washed and shaved and waiting.

Behind her, someone whimpered.

"Closer," Yuki begged. "Please let us get closer."

Paloma walked backward until she was standing directly in front of them, close enough that she could feel the heat of their bodies, the desperate panting of their breath on her skin.

"You can smell it, can't you?" Paloma asked, surprised by how steady her voice was. "The compound. It's stronger when I'm turned on."

"Yes," Mira gasped. "God yes, it's—it's everywhere, I can taste it on my tongue and you're not even—"

"What do you want?" Paloma interrupted.

"Your ass," Mira said immediately. "Please. Please let us taste your ass."

"Both of you?"

"Yes—"

"Then ask nicely."

There was a beat of silence. Then:

"Please, Paloma." Mira's voice was shaking. "Please let me put my mouth on your asshole. Let me lick you. Let me worship you. I need it. I need it so badly I can't think about anything else. Please."

"Me too," Yuki added desperately. "Please, Paloma. I'll do anything. Anything. Just let me taste you."

Paloma felt her pussy clench hard, more slick dripping down her inner thigh. The begging was doing things to her she hadn't expected—making her feel powerful and aroused and almost cruel in the best possible way.

"Okay," she said softly. "You can start."

The first touch of Mira's hands on her ass cheeks made Paloma gasp. Warm palms sliding over her skin, thumbs pressing into the cleft, gently pulling her open. And then—

—oh god—

Mira's tongue, hot and wet and desperate, dragging up the crack of her ass from bottom to top, swirling around her rim with the kind of reverence usually reserved for religious experiences.

"Mmmm—" Paloma moaned, bracing her hands on the back of the armchair. "Yes—"

Yuki's mouth joined on the other side, and together they worked her over with licks and kisses and gentle sucks that made Paloma's knees go weak. Their tongues met at the center of her asshole, tangling together briefly before separating to work opposite sides of the tight ring of muscle.

The sensation was indescribable. Not just physical pleasure—though there was plenty of that—but something deeper. The knowledge that these two women were on their knees behind her, lost in their addiction to something only she could provide, worshipping her body like it was the only thing keeping them alive.

"Harder," Paloma heard herself demand. "Lick me harder."

Mira responded immediately, sealing her lips around Paloma's asshole and sucking while her tongue pushed inside, breaching the tight ring of muscle and sliding into the heat beyond. The invasion was intense—not painful, but overwhelming, stretching her in ways she'd never been stretched before.

"AHHH!" Paloma cried out, her back arching. "Oh fuck—yes—"

Beside Mira, Yuki had moved lower, her mouth finding Paloma's pussy, tongue dragging through the slick that was literally dripping now. "So wet," Yuki mumbled against her flesh, the words vibrating through Paloma's core. "Your cunt is so fucking wet, does this turn you on? Making us beg?"

"Yes!" Paloma sobbed. Because it did. God help her, it absolutely did.

Mira's tongue was fucking her ass now in long, deliberate strokes—in and out, in and out, finding a rhythm that matched Yuki's mouth on her clit. The dual stimulation was building something massive inside Paloma's core, something that felt volcanic, ready to erupt.

But she didn't want to come yet. She wanted to drag this out, wanted to feel every second of this power, this control.

"Stop," she gasped.

Both women pulled back immediately, and Paloma could hear their desperate whimpering at the loss of contact.

She turned around, looking down at them. Their faces were flushed, lips swollen and shiny with her taste. Mira's eyes were completely black, pupils blown so wide they'd swallowed the iris. Yuki was shaking, hands clenched into fists on her thighs like she was physically restraining herself from reaching for Paloma.

"Stand up," Paloma commanded.

They obeyed, movements jerky with need.

Paloma walked past them to her bedroom, not bothering to check if they were following. She could hear their footsteps behind her—eager, desperate.

The bedroom smelled like lavender and clean sheets. Paloma had spent an hour making the bed that afternoon, smoothing out every wrinkle, arranging the pillows just so. String lights were draped around the window, casting soft golden light across the space.

She climbed onto the bed, positioning herself on her hands and knees with her ass facing the door.

"Mira," she said without looking back. "I want you to eat my ass. Really eat it. Like your life depends on it."

"Yes," Mira breathed, and Paloma heard her practically sprint across the room.

The bed dipped as Mira climbed on behind her. Hands on her hips, steadying. And then that blessed tongue again, this time without restraint. Mira licked her from taint to tailbone, over and over, coating Paloma's ass crack with saliva before zeroing in on her asshole with focused intensity.

"Oooohhh—" Paloma moaned, dropping down to her elbows, pushing her ass back into Mira's face. "Yes—just like that—"

Mira's tongue pushed inside and Paloma felt her asshole stretch around it, that tight ring of muscle clenching and releasing as Mira fucked her with long strokes that went deep, deeper than should be possible, like Mira was trying to crawl inside her.

"Yuki," Paloma gasped. "Under me. I want—ahhh—want your mouth on my pussy—"

Yuki slid beneath her immediately, positioning herself on her back with her face directly under Paloma's cunt. And then that wicked mouth was on her, tongue pushing between her pussy lips, finding her clit and sucking hard.

"FUCK!" Paloma screamed, her whole body shaking. "Oh god oh fuck oh—"

They had her now. Completely. Mira's tongue deep in her ass, Yuki's mouth sealed around her clit, two sets of hands gripping her body—her hips, her thighs, her ass cheeks—holding her in place while they devoured her.

The smell in the room had changed. That sweet, sharp scent of Compound Artemis was overwhelming now, mixing with the musk of arousal and sweat and something darker. Pure, animal sex. The kind that made rational thought impossible.

Paloma could feel it building again—that massive pressure in her core, spreading outward like a supernova about to explode. Her asshole was clenching rhythmically around Mira's tongue, her clit throbbing under Yuki's relentless sucking, and the sounds she was making didn't even sound human anymore.

"Mmmmore—" she begged. "More—harder—don't stop don't ever—AHHHH!"

It hit her like a truck.

Her whole body seized, every muscle locking up as the orgasm tore through her. She felt her asshole clamp down hard on Mira's tongue, felt gush of slick flood from her pussy into Yuki's mouth, felt her vision white out completely as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

"AAAAAAHHHHHHH!"

Through it all, Mira and Yuki didn't stop. They kept licking, kept sucking, drawing out her orgasm until Paloma was sobbing with it, tears streaming down her face, her voice hoarse from screaming.

Finally—finally—the waves began to subside. Paloma collapsed onto the bed, boneless, her whole body trembling with aftershocks.

She barely registered Mira and Yuki moving, but suddenly they were beside her, curled around her like cats seeking warmth. Their faces were blissed out, high out of their minds on the compound they'd just consumed.

"Thank you," Mira whispered against Paloma's shoulder. "Thank you thank you thank you—"

Yuki was making sounds that weren't quite words, just contented humming as she nuzzled into Paloma's neck.

They lay there for long minutes, breathing together, hearts gradually slowing.

Then Paloma's burner phone buzzed from somewhere in the other room.

"Ignore it," Mira mumbled, already half-asleep.

But Paloma was curious. She extracted herself carefully from their embrace—both women whimpering at the loss of contact—and padded naked back to the living room.

The phone was on the coffee table, screen glowing.

Unknown number.

Paloma picked it up, hesitated, then opened the message.

Heard you're the new Carrier everyone's talking about. Strongest compound in the city. I'm interested in booking a session. Name your price. —V

Paloma stared at the text, her heart starting to pound again.

Someone else knew about her. Someone who wasn't Mira or Yuki.

And they wanted a taste.

She looked back toward the bedroom, where she could hear the soft sounds of Mira and Yuki sleeping off their high.

Then she looked back at the phone.

How did you get this number? she typed.

The response came immediately: I have my ways. I run The Artemis Club. Exclusive membership, vetted clients only. You'd make a fortune. Think about it.

Another message followed with an address. Manhattan. Upper East Side. The kind of neighborhood where Paloma had never been invited, where her barista salary would barely cover one night's worth of cocktails.

First session is on the house, the message continued. Come see what we offer. Tomorrow night, 9 PM. The password is "Golden Hour."

Paloma's hands were shaking as she set the phone down.

The Artemis Club.

A whole new world was opening up in front of her, full of possibilities and dangers she couldn't even imagine.

She walked back to the bedroom, climbed into bed between Mira and Yuki, pulled the sheets up over all three of them.

But sleep didn't come.

Because Paloma Reyes was already planning her next move.

CHAPTER 4: The Artemis Club

The address led to a brownstone on East 73rd Street, the kind of building where old money whispered through the walls and the doorman knew your name before you'd even moved in. Paloma stood on the sidewalk outside, smoothing down her dress for the third time in as many minutes. She'd bought it that afternoon—black, fitted, with a neckline that plunged low enough to be interesting but not so low it screamed desperate. Three hundred dollars she definitely couldn't afford, charged to a credit card that was already maxed out.

But after tomorrow, after whatever happened tonight, money wouldn't be a problem anymore.

The November cold bit through the thin fabric. Frost was forming on the wrought-iron railings, catching the amber glow from the streetlights. The air smelled like car exhaust and roasted chestnuts from a vendor two blocks over, mixing with something else—expensive perfume, maybe, or the particular scent of wealth that clung to this neighborhood like cologne.

Paloma climbed the steps and pressed the buzzer.

A camera above the door swiveled to focus on her face. For a long moment, nothing happened. Then a voice crackled through the intercom—female, cultured, with the kind of accent that came from expensive boarding schools and summers in the Hamptons.

"Password?"

"Golden Hour," Paloma said, proud that her voice didn't shake.

The lock clicked open.

Inside, the foyer was breathtaking. Marble floors in a black and white checkerboard pattern, crystal chandelier dripping light like liquid diamonds, walls painted a deep burgundy and covered in gilt-framed oil paintings of women in various states of undress. Classical music played softly from hidden speakers—something by Chopin, melancholy and beautiful.

A woman appeared from a doorway to the left. She was tall—nearly six feet in her heels—with platinum blonde hair pulled back in a severe bun that emphasized the sharp angles of her face. High cheekbones. Narrow nose. Lips painted blood red. She wore a tailored black suit that probably cost more than Paloma's entire wardrobe, the jacket nipped in at the waist to show off an hourglass figure, the pants falling in perfect lines to expensive Italian leather shoes.

"Paloma Reyes," the woman said, and it wasn't a question. Her eyes—ice blue, calculating—swept over Paloma from head to toe, lingering on her breasts, her hips, the curve of her ass. "I'm Vivienne Archambault. I run The Artemis Club. Welcome."

She extended a hand. Her nails were perfectly manicured, painted the same blood red as her lips.

Paloma shook it, feeling the cool confidence in Vivienne's grip. "Thank you for the invitation."

"I don't extend invitations lightly." Vivienne's smile was sharp enough to cut. "When I heard about you—the strongest Carrier to emerge in years—I knew I had to meet you in person. Come. Let me show you what we offer."

She turned and walked down a hallway lined with more paintings, her heels clicking against the marble. Paloma followed, taking in every detail. The scent of the place was intoxicating—jasmine and vanilla and something darker underneath, something that smelled like sex and money and power all mixed together.

They passed several closed doors. Behind one, Paloma heard sounds—moaning, the wet sounds of mouths on flesh, someone crying out in pleasure. Behind another, music and laughter. The third was silent, but light spilled from under the door in a golden strip.

"The Artemis Club has been operating for fifteen years," Vivienne said without looking back. "We started in Paris, expanded to London, then New York five years ago. We cater to an exclusive clientele—mostly women, though we have some male members—who are seeking experiences they can't find anywhere else."

"Experiences with Carriers," Paloma said.

"Precisely." Vivienne stopped at a pair of double doors at the end of the hall, her hand on the brass handle. "But we're not just about the compound, Paloma. We're about artistry. About creating an environment where Carriers can explore their power safely, where clients can surrender to their cravings without judgment. What you experienced with Mira and Yuki—that was amateur hour. Child's play."

She pushed the doors open.

The room beyond was massive, taking up what must have been the entire back half of the brownstone. The ceiling soared twenty feet overhead, painted midnight blue with tiny lights embedded to look like stars. The floor was covered in plush rugs in deep jewel tones—emerald, sapphire, ruby. Low couches and chaise lounges were scattered throughout the space, upholstered in velvet and silk. And everywhere—everywhere—were women.

Some were fully clothed, sipping champagne and talking in low voices. Others were naked or nearly so, bodies on display like living sculptures. Paloma saw a woman on her hands and knees in the center of the room, three other women kneeling around her, taking turns burying their faces between her ass cheeks while she moaned and shook.

Another woman was bent over the arm of a couch, her ass in the air, while two more women worked her over—one with her mouth sealed around the woman's asshole, the other with three fingers buried knuckle-deep in her pussy.

In the corner, a woman lay on her back on a low table, legs spread wide, while a line of five other women waited their turn to taste her. The woman currently between her legs was older—maybe fifty—with gray streaks in her dark hair and the kind of desperation in her movements that spoke of deep addiction.

The smell in the room was overwhelming. Compound Artemis mixed with arousal and sweat and expensive perfume, creating a heady cocktail that made Paloma's head spin and her pussy clench with sudden, unexpected need.

"Holy shit," Paloma breathed.

"Indeed." Vivienne's hand settled on the small of Paloma's back, guiding her further into the room. "The women you see being worshipped are all Carriers. We have eight currently on our roster. Each has their own regulars, their own style, their own rules. Some prefer to dominate completely. Others enjoy a more collaborative experience. And the clients..." She gestured to the women doing the worshipping. "They pay dearly for the privilege."

"How much?"

"Base membership is fifteen thousand per year. That gets you access to the club three nights per week and one thirty-minute session per month with a Carrier of your choice. Premium membership is fifty thousand per year—unlimited access, priority booking, private rooms. And then there are the individual session fees, which vary by Carrier but start at two thousand for thirty minutes."

Paloma's mind reeled trying to do the math. Eight Carriers, each probably doing multiple sessions per night, three nights per week...

"That's millions," she said faintly.

"Per year, yes." Vivienne's smile widened. "And the Carriers receive seventy percent of session fees. The club takes thirty to cover overhead—security, medical screening, the space itself. But seventy percent of millions is still..."

"Life-changing."

"Exactly." Vivienne's hand slid lower on Paloma's back, fingers splaying across the curve of her ass. The touch was possessive, claiming. "I want you here, Paloma. I want you to be the crown jewel of The Artemis Club. With your compound strength, you could easily earn half a million in your first year. Possibly more."

Half a million dollars.

Paloma's student loans were forty thousand. Her rent was twenty-six thousand per year. She'd never had more than three thousand in her bank account at any one time in her entire life.

"What's the catch?" she asked, because there was always a catch.

"Smart girl." Vivienne's fingers traced the curve of Paloma's ass through the thin fabric of her dress. "The catch is exclusivity. If you join us, you can't work independently. All sessions go through the club. We handle screening, scheduling, payment. And..." Her hand slid lower, cupping Paloma's ass cheek firmly. "...you'd need to prove yourself first. Show me—show everyone here—that you're worth what I'm offering to pay you."

"How?"

Vivienne's eyes glittered in the starlight from above. "By letting them taste you. Right here. Right now. All of them."

Paloma's breath caught. She looked around the room again, counting. There had to be twenty, maybe twenty-five women here. And Vivienne wanted her to let all of them...

"If you can handle it," Vivienne continued, her voice dropping to a purr, "if you can maintain control while that many addicts are desperate for your ass, then you're exactly what I'm looking for. If you can't..." She shrugged elegantly. "Then perhaps The Artemis Club isn't the right fit."

It was a test. A gauntlet thrown down.

Paloma thought about Mira and Yuki, about how powerful she'd felt making them beg. About the two thousand dollars sitting in her account and the knowledge that she could make so much more.

About the fact that she'd discovered something about herself these past few days—something dark and hungry that craved the worship, the desperate need in other women's eyes when they looked at her.

"Okay," Paloma said. "I'll do it."

Vivienne's smile was triumphant. "Excellent. Let's begin."



The music changed—something lower, more primal, with a bass beat that thrummed through the floorboards and into Paloma's bones. Vivienne clapped her hands twice, the sharp sound cutting through the ambient moans and wet noises.

"Ladies," she announced, her voice carrying effortlessly across the space. "We have a very special treat tonight. I'd like to introduce Paloma Reyes—the strongest Carrier I've found in over a decade. She's agreed to let you experience her compound. All of you."

The reaction was immediate. Every head turned. Every conversation stopped. The women who'd been in the middle of their own sessions pulled away from their Carriers, turning to stare at Paloma with eyes gone wide and hungry.

One woman—small, maybe five-foot-two, with short black hair and delicate features—actually started drooling.

"Oh my god," someone whispered. "I can smell her from here."

"Please," another voice begged. "Please let me taste her."

Paloma felt power surge through her veins like lightning. This was what she'd been craving. This moment. This acknowledgment of what she was.

She reached behind herself and slowly unzipped her dress. The sound was obscenely loud in the suddenly silent room. She shimmied her hips, letting the fabric slide down over her curves, pooling at her feet in a puddle of black silk.

Underneath, she was completely naked.

She'd left her apartment without underwear, without a bra, just her body and the dress and the knowledge that she was walking into something that would change her life forever.

Her breasts were full and round, nipples already hard from the cool air and the arousal thrumming through her system. Her belly was soft, curved. And between her legs, her pussy was already glistening with slick, lips parted slightly.

But it was her ass that drew every eye in the room. Round and full and perfect, smooth golden-brown skin leading down to the tight pink ring of her asshole that was already starting to produce the compound in response to her arousal.

The smell hit the room like a bomb.

Paloma heard gasps, moans, someone actually crying. The women closest to her swayed on their feet, pupils dilating until their eyes were almost completely black.

"Form a line," Vivienne commanded, her own voice slightly breathless. "*You'll each get two minutes. No more. And Paloma..." She turned to face her, eyes blazing with something that looked almost like lust. "...you're in control. If anyone gets too rough, if you want to stop, just say the word."

Paloma walked to the center of the room, where a padded table had been set up. She climbed onto it, positioning herself on her hands and knees with her ass facing the line that was already forming behind her.

The first woman approached slowly, reverently. She was older—mid-forties, maybe—with auburn hair shot through with gray and laugh lines around her green eyes. She wore an expensive silk blouse and slacks, the kind of outfit that screamed corporate executive.

"Thank you," the woman whispered, her hands trembling as they settled on Paloma's ass cheeks. "Oh god, thank you—"

Then her mouth was on Paloma's asshole, tongue lapping frantically at the rim like she was dying of thirst and Paloma's ass was the only water source for miles.

The sensation made Paloma gasp. Not just the physical pleasure—though that was there, intense and immediate—but the knowledge that this woman, this powerful executive with her expensive clothes and her cultured voice, was on her knees behind her, lost in desperate need for something only Paloma could provide.

"Mmmm," Paloma moaned, pushing her ass back into the woman's face. "Yes—lick me—"

The woman obeyed with enthusiasm, her tongue working Paloma's rim in tight circles before pushing inside, breaching that tight ring of muscle and sliding into the heat beyond.

God, she's eager, the woman thought, her mind already starting to flood with dopamine. I'd pay anything for this. Anything at all.

"Time," Vivienne called after what felt like seconds.

The woman pulled away with a desperate whimper, and immediately the next woman took her place.

This one was younger—maybe thirty—with platinum blonde hair in a high ponytail and the kind of body that came from expensive personal trainers and strict diets. She was already naked, her small breasts topped with pierced nipples, her pussy completely bare and dripping wet.

She didn't waste time with reverence. She just attacked, sealing her lips around Paloma's asshole and sucking so hard Paloma actually cried out.

"AHHH! Fuck!"

The blonde's tongue fucked into her ass with brutal efficiency, no finesse, just raw desperate hunger. Her hands gripped Paloma's ass cheeks hard enough to bruise, spreading her wider, giving her better access.

Best thing I've ever tasted, the blonde thought, her whole body shaking. Better than any drug. Better than any orgasm. I need more. Need more need more need—

"Time."

The blonde was literally dragged away by two other women, still reaching for Paloma's ass, begging for just one more taste.

The third woman was different. Older—sixty, maybe—with silver hair in an elegant twist and the kind of grace that spoke of ballet training in youth. She approached slowly, her movements deliberate, and when her tongue made contact it was with the kind of skill that came from decades of experience.

She licked Paloma's asshole with long, luxurious strokes, taking her time, savoring every moment. Her tongue traced patterns—circles, figure-eights, spirals—that made Paloma's whole body light up with pleasure.

"Oh god," Paloma gasped. "That's—that's incredible—"

She's exquisite, the older woman thought, her eyes closed in bliss. Like tasting sunlight. I could die happy right now.

"Time."

One after another they came. A butch woman with short-cropped hair and tattoos covering her arms, who ate Paloma's ass like she was starving. A femme in a cocktail dress and pearls, who moaned and touched herself while her tongue worked Paloma's rim. Twins—identical, with matching black bob haircuts—who both wanted a taste and ended up sharing, their tongues tangling together as they licked opposite sides of Paloma's asshole simultaneously.

Each one left her mark. Each one worshipped Paloma's body like it was a religious experience. Each one walked away high out of their minds, already planning when they could book their next session.

And through it all, Paloma felt herself changing. Felt the power settling into her bones, becoming part of her identity. She wasn't just Paloma Reyes, barista and student loan debtor, anymore.

She was a goddess.

By the time the twentieth woman had finished—a tiny Asian woman with a tongue piercing that felt incredible against Paloma's sensitive rim—Paloma was shaking with the effort of holding herself up. Her asshole was swollen, oversensitized, clenching rhythmically even without stimulation. Her pussy was dripping slick down her thighs, forming a small puddle on the padded table beneath her.

But she hadn't come.

She'd held back, maintained control through all twenty tongue-lashings, refused to give them the satisfaction of seeing her break.

"Impressive," Vivienne said, appearing beside the table. Her hand stroked down Paloma's spine, possessive and approving. "Very impressive. I think you've earned a reward."

She snapped her fingers, and two women appeared—both stunning, both naked. The first was tall and willowy, with skin like polished ebony and hair in long braids that fell to her waist. The second was curvier, with olive skin and dark eyes and the kind of lush mouth that was made for sin.

"These are two of my best Carriers," Vivienne explained. "Zahara and Giuliana. And they're going to take very good care of you."

Zahara climbed onto the table in front of Paloma, positioning herself on her back with her legs spread wide. Her pussy was beautiful—dark outer lips surrounding pink inner folds, already glistening with arousal. And beneath it, her asshole was tight and perfect, the skin around it several shades lighter than the rest of her.

"Eat her," Vivienne commanded. "Show me what you learned from being worshipped."

Paloma didn't hesitate. She dove forward, burying her face between Zahara's ass cheeks, her tongue finding that tight ring of muscle and licking with all the enthusiasm that had been directed at her own ass for the past hour.

The taste was incredible. Sweet and musky and slightly bitter, with an underlying flavor that made Paloma's head spin. Compound Artemis. Zahara was a Carrier too, and tasting another Carrier's compound was like—

—like coming home—

—like finding something she'd been missing her whole life—

Paloma's tongue pushed inside Zahara's ass, and the tall woman arched off the table, crying out in pleasure.

"AHHH! Yes! Fuck, your tongue—"

Behind Paloma, Giuliana had climbed onto the table and was positioning herself between Paloma's legs. And then that wicked mouth was on Paloma's pussy, tongue dragging through her slick before finding her clit and sucking hard.

"MMMPH!" Paloma moaned into Zahara's ass, the sound muffled but desperate.

She was trapped now. Mouth buried in Zahara's perfect asshole, Giuliana's mouth working her pussy, her own ass still exposed to the room full of women who were watching with hungry eyes, some of them touching themselves, others simply staring in awe.

This was what power felt like. This was what it meant to be a Carrier.

Paloma sealed her lips around Zahara's asshole and sucked, her tongue fucking deep, finding a rhythm that matched Giuliana's mouth on her clit.

"Oh god oh fuck oh—" Zahara was babbling now, her hands fisted in Paloma's hair, holding her in place. "Don't stop don't stop don't—AHHHHH!"

Zahara came with a scream, her whole body seizing, her asshole clenching tight around Paloma's tongue.

The sensation—feeling another Carrier come from having her ass eaten—pushed Paloma over the edge.

Her orgasm hit like a tsunami, ripping through her body with such force she actually saw stars. Her pussy clenched and gushed, flooding Giuliana's mouth with slick. Her asshole spasmed, still swollen and sensitive from being worshipped by twenty desperate women.

"AAAHHH!" she screamed into Zahara's ass, the sound raw and primal.

Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. She could feel her compound producing in overdrive, the smell flooding the room, making every woman present moan in sympathetic arousal.

Finally—finally—the orgasm subsided. Paloma collapsed onto the table, boneless, every muscle trembling.

Around her, she could hear applause. Slow, appreciative clapping that gradually built into something louder, more enthusiastic.

Vivienne appeared beside her, helping her sit up. "Welcome to The Artemis Club, Paloma. I think you're going to fit in perfectly here."

Paloma looked around the room—at the faces watching her with a mix of awe and hunger and desperate hope, at the luxury surrounding her, at the life she was about to step into.

"When do I start?" she asked.

Vivienne's smile was sharp and satisfied. "Tomorrow night. We already have a waiting list."

CHAPTER 5: The Queen

The private room Vivienne had assigned to Paloma was obscene in its luxury. Walls covered in burgundy velvet, a king-sized bed with silk sheets the color of champagne, ambient lighting that could be adjusted from soft gold to deep crimson depending on the mood. There was a full bathroom en suite with a rainfall shower and a bidet—because of course there was a bidet, Paloma thought with dark amusement. A mini-fridge stocked with champagne and sparkling water. A sound system that currently played something low and thrumming that made her pulse quicken.

And in the corner, a digital screen showing her schedule for the night.

9:30 PM - Client A (Margaret Chen, 52, Premium Member) - 30 minutes 10:15 PM - Client B (Sophia Volkov, 29, Base Member) - 30 minutes
11:00 PM - Client C (Dr. Patricia Hayes, 44, Premium Member) - 60 minutes 12:15 AM - Client D (Twins: Emma & Lily Rodriguez, both 31, Premium Members) - 60 minutes

Four sessions. Three and a half hours of having her ass worshipped by desperate women who'd paid thousands of dollars for the privilege.

Paloma stood in front of the full-length mirror, studying herself. She wore nothing but a black silk robe—the same one from her apartment, because it made her feel powerful. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, still damp from the shower she'd taken an hour ago. She'd shaved everywhere again, moisturized with expensive lotion Vivienne had provided that smelled like jasmine and vanilla.

She looked like money. Like power. Like a woman who knew exactly what she was worth.

The burner phone buzzed. A text from Mira: Where are you? You weren't at your apartment. We had a session scheduled for tonight.

Guilt twisted in Paloma's stomach, brief but sharp. She'd ghosted them. Had accepted Vivienne's offer without telling them, without even saying goodbye to the two women who'd discovered what she was.

But the guilt faded quickly, replaced by something colder. More practical.

Mira and Yuki had used her too, hadn't they? Had approached her not out of altruism but because they were addicts desperate for a fix. At least Vivienne was honest about the transaction—money for access, clean and simple.

Paloma didn't respond to the text.

At exactly 9:30 PM, there was a soft knock on the door.

"Come in," Paloma called, settling herself on the edge of the bed with her legs crossed.

The door opened and Margaret Chen entered. She was exactly as her profile had described—fifty-two, Chinese-American, with shoulder-length black hair shot through with silver and the kind of elegant bone structure that only became more striking with age. She wore a tailored gray suit that probably cost five thousand dollars, diamond studs in her ears, wedding ring glinting on her left hand.

Rich. Married. Desperate, Paloma cataloged immediately.

"Ms. Reyes," Margaret said, her voice cultured, slightly accented. "Thank you for seeing me."

"Call me Paloma." She stood, letting the robe fall open slightly to show the curve of her breasts, the smooth expanse of her belly. "And you're Margaret?"

"Yes." Margaret's eyes were already dilating, pupils expanding as she caught the scent of Compound Artemis that was always present around Paloma now, stronger when she was aroused. "I've been... I've been waiting for this for three weeks. Since Vivienne told me about you."

"Three weeks is a long time to wait." Paloma walked closer, watching Margaret's breathing quicken. "You must be very eager."

"Yes," Margaret breathed. Her hands were shaking. "I've been a member here for two years. I see Zahara usually, but when Vivienne said there was someone new, someone stronger..." She trailed off, swaying slightly on her expensive heels.

She's already feeling it, Paloma thought with satisfaction. Just from being in the same room.

"What do you do, Margaret?" Paloma asked, circling her slowly. "When you're not here?"

"I'm a federal judge. Southern District of New York."

A federal judge. Holy shit. This woman probably sentenced people to prison, made decisions that affected thousands of lives. And here she was, trembling with need, ready to drop to her knees for a twenty-six-year-old barista.

The power trip was intoxicating.

"And your husband?" Paloma gestured to the wedding ring. "Does he know you're here?"

"No." Margaret's voice was barely a whisper. "He thinks I'm at a conference. He doesn't understand about the compound, about what I need."

"But you need it." It wasn't a question.

"God yes." Margaret's composure was cracking, the cultured facade giving way to raw desperation. "Please. I've been dreaming about this for weeks. I'll do anything. Anything."

Paloma felt her pussy clench, slick already gathering. The begging never got old.

"Strip," she commanded.

Margaret obeyed immediately, fingers fumbling with the buttons of her suit jacket. The jacket fell to the floor, followed by her silk blouse, her slacks, her expensive lingerie. Underneath, her body was exactly what Paloma expected—maintained through personal trainers and nutritionists, small breasts with large nipples, narrow waist, strong thighs. The body of a woman who had the money and discipline to stay fit despite being in her fifties.

"On your knees."

Margaret dropped gracefully, her hands clasped in front of her like she was praying.

She is praying, Paloma realized. Praying to me. To my ass.

Paloma turned around slowly, untying the robe and letting it slide off her shoulders. She was completely naked underneath, and she heard Margaret's sharp intake of breath as her ass was revealed—round and perfect and already producing the compound in response to her own arousal.

"You have thirty minutes," Paloma said, glancing at the digital clock on the wall. "Use them well."

Margaret crawled forward—actually crawled—closing the distance between them. Her hands settled on Paloma's hips, and when she spread Paloma's ass cheeks and buried her face between them, the moan that escaped her was almost religious in its fervor.

"Ohhhhh god—" Margaret's tongue found Paloma's rim immediately, lapping at it with long, desperate strokes. "So good—tastes so good—"

This is incredible, Margaret thought, her mind already flooding with dopamine. Better than Zahara. Better than anyone. I'd give up everything for this. My career, my marriage, everything—

Paloma braced her hands on the edge of the bed and pushed her ass back into Margaret's face, encouraging her. "Deeper. Get your tongue inside me."

Margaret obeyed instantly, sealing her lips around Paloma's asshole and pushing her tongue through the tight ring of muscle. The sensation made Paloma gasp—Margaret's tongue was skilled, precise, finding angles that sent sparks of pleasure racing up her spine.

"Yesss—" Paloma hissed. "Just like that—fuck—"

Margaret worked her over with the kind of focused intensity that probably made her excellent at her job. Her tongue fucked into Paloma's ass in steady, rhythmic strokes, occasionally pulling out to lap at the rim before plunging back in. One of her hands snaked around to find Paloma's pussy, fingers sliding through the slick that was already dripping down her thighs.

"So wet," Margaret mumbled against Paloma's asshole. "Does it turn you on? Knowing I'd destroy my life for this?"

"Yes," Paloma moaned honestly. Because it did. The power was addictive in its own way.

They stayed like that for the full thirty minutes—Margaret on her knees, tongue buried in Paloma's ass, fingers working Paloma's clit in tight circles. Paloma came twice, her asshole clenching around Margaret's tongue each time, flooding the judge's mouth with more of the compound she was so desperately addicted to.

When the timer finally chimed, Margaret pulled away with a sob of genuine grief.

"No—please—just five more minutes—"

"Your time is up," Paloma said firmly, even though her own body was still trembling with aftershocks. "You'll have to book another session."

Margaret stood on shaking legs, her face wet with Paloma's taste, pupils blown so wide her eyes looked black. "When?"

"Talk to Vivienne." Paloma retrieved her robe, tying it closed. "She handles scheduling."

Margaret dressed quickly, fumbling with buttons and zippers, and Paloma could see the high settling over her—that blissed-out expression that said the dopamine was doing its job. She'd be riding that high for hours, maybe days.

And then she'll come back, Paloma thought. They always come back.

After Margaret left, Paloma had fifteen minutes to clean up before her next client. She used the bidet, freshened her makeup, reapplied the expensive lotion. Made sure she looked perfect.

At 10:15 PM exactly, there was another knock.

"Come in."

Sophia Volkov was twenty-nine but looked younger—baby-faced, with white-blonde hair in a pixie cut and pale blue eyes that were already hungry before she even fully entered the room. She was tiny—maybe five-foot-one—with a dancer's body, all lean muscle and graceful movements. She wore ripped jeans and a leather jacket over a vintage band t-shirt. Doc Martens on her feet.

The contrast with Margaret couldn't have been more stark.

"Holy shit," Sophia breathed, staring at Paloma. "You're even more beautiful than Vivienne said."

"And you're Sophia." Paloma stayed seated on the bed, letting Sophia come to her. "What do you do?"

"Tattoo artist. I have a shop in Bushwick." Sophia's Russian accent was faint but present, softening her consonants. "I've been saving for three months to afford this session."

Three months of savings for thirty minutes. Paloma felt a pang of something—not quite guilt, but close.

"Then let's make sure it's worth it," she said, standing and letting the robe fall away.

Sophia's reaction was immediate and visceral. She actually swayed on her feet, catching herself against the wall. "Bozhe moy—" she whispered in Russian. "The smell—"

"Come here," Paloma commanded.

Sophia closed the distance between them in three quick strides. Her hands went immediately to Paloma's ass, gripping hard enough to bruise. "Can I—please—"

"You can do whatever you want for thirty minutes," Paloma said. "But if you waste time asking permission, that's on you."

Sophia didn't need to be told twice. She spun Paloma around, bent her over the bed, and dropped to her knees in one fluid motion. And then her mouth was on Paloma's asshole, tongue lapping frantically, desperately, like she was afraid Paloma might disappear if she slowed down even for a second.

"Mmmmm—" Paloma moaned into the silk sheets. Sophia's enthusiasm more than made up for any lack of technique. Her tongue was everywhere at once—circling the rim, pushing inside, licking down to Paloma's taint and back up again.

Three months of saving, Sophia thought, her mind already starting to flood with the high. Three months of eating ramen and skipping drinks with friends and it was worth it. So worth it. I'd do it again tomorrow.

Paloma reached back and spread her own ass cheeks wider, giving Sophia better access. "Deeper. I want your tongue as deep as it'll go."

Sophia made a sound that was half-moan, half-whimper, and then her tongue was pushing inside, breaching Paloma's asshole and sliding into the tight heat. The sensation made Paloma's toes curl, her pussy clenching on nothing.

"Fuck yes—" Paloma gasped. "Just like that—don't stop—"

Sophia didn't stop. Her tongue fucked into Paloma's ass with desperate enthusiasm, occasionally pulling out to catch her breath before diving back in. Her hands gripped Paloma's ass cheeks so hard Paloma knew there would be marks tomorrow.

Good, Paloma thought. I want marks. Want reminders of this.

The thirty minutes flew by. Paloma came once—hard and sudden, her asshole clamping down on Sophia's tongue while she screamed into the sheets. When the timer chimed, Sophia was practically sobbing.

"No—not yet—please—"

"Your time is up," Paloma said, pulling away and standing. Her legs were shaking.

Sophia stayed on her knees, tears actually streaming down her face. "When can I come back? Please. I'll save faster. I'll—I'll sell my motorcycle. Whatever it takes."

Don't sell your motorcycle, Paloma almost said, but she caught herself. This wasn't friendship. This was business.

"Talk to Vivienne," she said instead.

After Sophia left—reluctantly, looking back over her shoulder three times—Paloma had another fifteen-minute break. She cleaned up again, drank some water, checked her phone.

Three more texts from Mira, increasingly desperate: Paloma where are you? Are you okay? Please just let us know you're safe.

One text from Yuki: If you found another source, just tell us. We can handle it.

Paloma stared at the messages for a long moment. Then she typed: I'm fine. I'm working. Don't contact this number again.

She blocked them both before she could second-guess herself.

At 11:00 PM, Dr. Patricia Hayes arrived.

She was forty-four, with auburn hair pulled back in a severe bun and sharp green eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses. She wore a white button-down and black slacks—professional, almost clinical. She carried herself with the kind of confidence that spoke of advanced degrees and high-pressure careers.

"I'm a neurosurgeon," Patricia said without preamble. "At Mount Sinai. I perform maybe two hundred surgeries a year, and I'm very good at what I do."

"Okay," Paloma said, unsure where this was going.

"I'm telling you this because I need you to understand what I'm risking being here." Patricia's voice was steady, controlled. "If anyone found out—colleagues, administrators, patients—my career would be over. I'd lose my medical license. Everything I've worked for."

"Then why are you here?"

Patricia's composure cracked just slightly. "Because I tried to stop. After I discovered Compound Artemis two years ago, I tried to quit. Cold turkey. I lasted six days before I had a complete breakdown in the OR. Nearly killed a patient because I couldn't focus, couldn't think about anything except getting another taste."

Addiction, Paloma thought. Real, clinical addiction.

"So I'm here," Patricia continued, "because I've accepted that I can't function without this. And because Vivienne assured me you're the strongest Carrier she's ever found. I need that. I need something strong enough to keep me satisfied for more than a day or two."

Paloma studied her. This woman was brilliant, accomplished, probably saved lives on a regular basis. And she was completely, utterly enslaved to a compound produced by Paloma's asshole.

The power should have felt wrong. Exploitative.

Instead, it felt incredible.

"You have sixty minutes," Paloma said, untying her robe. "Make them count."

Patricia's control shattered immediately. She was on her knees before the robe even hit the floor, her hands already reaching for Paloma's ass.

"Thank you," she breathed. "Thank you thank you—"

Then her mouth was on Paloma's asshole and there was nothing clinical about it. She ate ass like a woman starving, her tongue working Paloma's rim with desperate fervor, sealing her lips around the tight ring and sucking so hard Paloma actually saw stars.

"AHHH!" Paloma cried out, bracing herself against the bed. "Fuck—Patricia—"

I need this more than I need air, Patricia thought, her brilliant mind already dissolving into dopamine-soaked bliss. More than I need sleep or food or anything else. This is what keeps me alive.

Paloma let Patricia work her over for ten minutes before pulling away. "On the bed. On your back."

Patricia obeyed immediately, scrambling onto the silk sheets and positioning herself in the center of the mattress.

"I'm going to sit on your face," Paloma said, climbing up after her. "And you're going to eat my ass until I come. Understood?"

"Yes—please—"

Paloma straddled Patricia's face, facing toward her feet, and slowly lowered herself until her asshole was directly over Patricia's mouth. The position was commanding, powerful—she could see herself in the full-length mirror across the room, could see Patricia's legs spread beneath her, could see the way the surgeon's hands came up to grip her thighs.

Then Patricia's tongue found her rim and Paloma threw her head back with a moan.

"Yesss—"

Patricia ate her ass like it was her job—because in this moment, it was. Her tongue fucked into Paloma's asshole with clinical precision, finding angles and rhythms that made Paloma's whole body light up. One of her hands reached up to find Paloma's pussy, two fingers sliding inside while her thumb worked her clit.

The dual stimulation was overwhelming. Paloma rode Patricia's face shamelessly, grinding down, chasing her pleasure, using this brilliant surgeon like a sex toy.

"Harder—" she demanded. "Fuck me harder with your tongue—"

Patricia obeyed, her tongue pushing deeper, her fingers curling inside Paloma's pussy to find her g-spot. The combination was explosive.

Paloma came with a scream, her whole body seizing, her asshole clenching tight around Patricia's tongue. She felt more of the compound flooding out, coating Patricia's mouth, and the surgeon moaned like she'd been given a gift.

But Patricia didn't stop. She kept licking, kept fucking Paloma with her tongue and fingers, drawing out the orgasm until Paloma was shaking, sobbing, begging her to stop and also never stop.

Finally, Paloma pulled away, collapsing onto the bed beside Patricia. Both of them were panting, sweating, trembling.

"Incredible," Patricia breathed, her eyes closed, a blissed-out smile on her face. "You're incredible."

They stayed like that for the rest of the hour—Paloma recovering, Patricia basking in her high. When the timer finally chimed, Patricia dressed slowly, reluctantly.

"Same time next week?" she asked.

"If you book it," Paloma said.

After Patricia left, Paloma had another break. But she was exhausted now, her ass sore from three straight hours of attention. She checked the clock: 12:10 AM. Five more minutes until her last clients of the night.

The twins.

At exactly 12:15 AM, Emma and Lily Rodriguez knocked in unison—two quick raps, perfectly synchronized.

"Come in," Paloma called.

They entered together, and Paloma's breath caught.

They were identical. Completely, perfectly identical. Long black hair falling in waves past their shoulders, golden-brown skin, dark eyes framed by thick lashes, full lips painted the same shade of nude pink. They wore matching outfits—black silk camisoles and high-waisted jeans that showed off their curves.

Both had the same body type: hourglass figures with full breasts, narrow waists, wide hips, and asses that made Paloma's mouth water.

"Paloma," they said in unison, their voices perfectly matched. "We're Emma and Lily."

"I can see that," Paloma said faintly. "Which one is which?"

"Emma," the one on the left said, smiling.

"Lily," the one on the right added.

"We've been members here for six months," Emma continued. "We always book our sessions together. We're inseparable."

Twins who share everything, Paloma thought. Including their addiction.

"Vivienne said you're the strongest she's ever found," Lily said, taking a step forward. "Is that true?"

Paloma stood, letting her robe fall open. "Why don't you come find out?"

Both twins inhaled sharply, their pupils dilating simultaneously. And then they were moving, crossing the room in perfect synchronization, their hands reaching for Paloma's body like they'd rehearsed this.

Emma's mouth found Paloma's left breast, sucking her nipple while Lily kissed down her stomach, her belly, dropping to her knees to nuzzle between Paloma's legs.

"Oh fuck—" Paloma gasped.

They worked her over with terrifying efficiency—Emma's mouth and hands on her upper body, Lily's tongue finding her pussy, licking through her slick with long, luxurious strokes. And the whole time they were making sounds, synchronized moans and gasps that created a harmony that was almost musical.

"Turn around," Emma breathed against Paloma's ear. "We want to taste what everyone's been talking about."

Paloma turned, bending slightly, and immediately both twins were behind her. Four hands spreading her ass cheeks wide. Two mouths descending on her rim simultaneously.

The sensation was insane. Two tongues working opposite sides of her asshole, occasionally meeting in the middle to tangle together before separating again. They had rhythm, coordination, like they'd done this a thousand times before.

They probably have, Paloma realized. They've probably shared other Carriers exactly like this.

"Ohhhhh god—" Paloma moaned, her knees going weak. "That's—that's so good—"

Emma's tongue pushed inside first, breaching Paloma's asshole and sliding deep. Then she pulled out and Lily took her turn, her tongue following the same path. They alternated like that—one tongue inside, one tongue working the rim, switching back and forth in perfect rhythm.

I could do this forever, Emma thought, lost in the high. Just share her with Lily forever.

She tastes like heaven, Lily thought, mirroring her sister's devotion. We'll do anything to keep coming back.

Paloma was barely coherent now, reduced to moaning and gasping as the twins worshipped her ass with synchronized precision. They moved her to the bed, positioning her on her hands and knees, and then they were underneath her—one twin eating her ass from below, the other eating her pussy, and Paloma didn't even know who was where anymore, just knew that she was drowning in pleasure.

She came three times in the sixty minutes they had—each orgasm more intense than the last, until she was screaming into the pillows, her whole body shaking so violently she thought she might break apart.

When the timer finally, finally chimed, the twins pulled away reluctantly.

"We're booking you every week," Emma said, her voice dreamy with the high. "Every single week."

"For the rest of our lives," Lily added.

After they left, Paloma collapsed on the bed, completely spent. Her asshole was swollen, oversensitized, clenching rhythmically even without stimulation. Her pussy was sore. Her whole body felt like it had been through a marathon.

But when she checked her phone and saw the notification from Vivienne—$8,400 transferred to your account. Excellent work tonight.—she smiled.

Eight thousand dollars. In one night. For four hours of having her ass licked by desperate women.

She was never going back to making coffee.



Paloma stumbled into her apartment at nearly 3 AM, every muscle aching. She'd taken an Uber from The Artemis Club—forty dollars she hadn't even blinked at spending because fuck it, she'd just made eight thousand in one night.

She was fumbling with her keys when she noticed the light was on inside.

Her stomach dropped.

She'd locked the door when she left. She was sure she'd locked it.

Paloma pushed the door open slowly, her heart hammering.

Mira and Yuki were sitting on her velvet couch. Waiting.

"How did you get in?" Paloma demanded.

"You gave us a spare key," Mira said quietly. "Remember? After our first session."

Fuck. She had. Had completely forgotten about it in her rush to join The Artemis Club.

"You blocked us," Yuki said, and there was hurt in her voice. Real, genuine hurt. "You ghosted us without even explaining why."

Guilt twisted in Paloma's stomach, but she pushed it down. "I don't owe you an explanation. We had a business arrangement. I found a better one."

"Better?" Mira stood, and Paloma could see the dark circles under her eyes, the way her hands were shaking. "Better than us?"

"Yes," Paloma said flatly. "The Artemis Club pays me eight thousand dollars a night. You were paying me two thousand per session twice a week. Do the math."

"This isn't about money," Yuki said, standing too. "This is about—" She gestured between the three of them. "—this. What we had. We discovered you, Paloma. We helped you understand what you were. And you just... threw us away."

"I didn't throw you away. I made a business decision."

"Bullshit." Mira's voice was sharp now, cutting. "You're using that club as an excuse because you're afraid. Afraid of what it means that we care about you. That we want more than just your compound."

Paloma laughed, bitter. "You don't want me. You want what I produce. You're addicts, and I'm your drug. That's all this has ever been."

The words hung in the air between them.

Then Mira closed the distance between them in three quick strides. Her hand shot out, gripping Paloma's jaw, forcing her to meet her eyes.

"You think I don't know that?" Mira said, her voice low and dangerous. "You think I'm not aware of what I am? What we are? I'm a neuroscientist, Paloma. I understand addiction better than anyone. And yes, we're addicted to your compound. But that doesn't mean we don't care about you."

"Let go of me," Paloma said, but her voice lacked conviction.

"No." Mira's grip tightened. "Not until you listen. You can work at that club. You can make your money. But you don't get to pretend this meant nothing. You don't get to act like we're just another transaction."

Paloma felt tears pricking at her eyes, and she hated herself for it. "What do you want from me?"

"Let us worship you," Yuki said, moving closer. "One last time. Let us show you what you mean to us. And then... if you still want us gone, we'll go."

Paloma looked between them—at Mira's desperate hope, at Yuki's raw need. At the two women who'd discovered her, who'd introduced her to this world, who'd been the first to make her feel powerful.

"Okay," she whispered. "One last time."



They descended on her like starving animals.

Mira's mouth found hers, kissing her with a desperation that tasted like three days of withdrawal. Yuki's hands were already working Paloma's clothes off, pulling at her dress, her bra, leaving her naked in the middle of her living room.

"Bedroom," Paloma gasped between kisses.

They half-carried, half-dragged her to the bed. Mira stripped out of her clothes with jerky, desperate movements. Yuki was faster, already naked, already climbing onto the bed.

"I need you," Mira breathed, positioning Paloma on all fours. "I need you so fucking badly."

Her mouth found Paloma's asshole immediately, and the familiar sensation made Paloma cry out. Mira ate her ass like she was dying, her tongue pushing deep, fucking into her with long strokes that hit depths no one at the club had reached.

Because she knows me, Paloma realized. She's learned my body. Knows exactly what I need.

Yuki slid underneath her, positioning herself between Paloma's legs, and then her mouth was on Paloma's pussy, tongue finding her clit and sucking with practiced expertise.

"AHHH!" Paloma screamed. "Oh fuck—yes—"

They worked her over with desperate intensity—Mira's tongue in her ass, Yuki's mouth on her clit, four hands gripping her body, holding her in place, owning her completely.

And despite everything—despite the club, despite the money, despite her attempts to convince herself this was just business—Paloma felt something crack open inside her chest.

I missed this, she admitted to herself. I missed them.

She came harder than she had all night, her whole body convulsing, her asshole clenching around Mira's tongue while Yuki drank down the flood of slick from her pussy.

"FUCK!"

But they didn't stop. They kept going, kept licking, kept worshipping her until she came again. And again. And again.

By the time the sun started creeping through her bedroom window, Paloma had lost count of her orgasms. She lay boneless on the bed, Mira and Yuki curled around her, all three of them sweaty and exhausted and sated.

"You can go to your club," Mira whispered against her shoulder. "Make your money. Build your empire. But you're ours too. Understand?"

Paloma didn't answer. Couldn't answer. Because the truth was complicated and messy and she didn't have words for it yet.

Instead, she just pulled them closer and let herself fall asleep.



Three weeks later, Paloma stood in her new apartment—a loft in SoHo with floor-to-ceiling windows, exposed brick, and rent that cost more per month than she used to make in six months.

She'd quit her barista job after her second week at The Artemis Club. Had paid off her student loans in full. Had bought a new wardrobe, new furniture, a new life.

Her phone buzzed with notifications:

	$47,000 transferred from The Artemis Club 
	Next week's schedule: 8 sessions booked 
	Waiting list: 23 clients 


She'd become exactly what Vivienne had promised—the crown jewel of the club. Women flew in from other cities just for a session with her. Premium members paid ten thousand dollars for an hour. Her compound was so strong some women claimed they stayed high for a week after just thirty minutes with her.

But twice a week—Monday and Thursday nights—Paloma went back to her old apartment in Williamsburg. Back to Mira and Yuki. Back to sessions that weren't about money or power or building an empire.

Back to something that felt almost like love, even if none of them would say it out loud.

She was looking at herself in the full-length mirror—wearing the black silk robe that had become her uniform, her hair loose around her shoulders, her face carefully made up—when her burner phone buzzed.

Unknown number.

Heard you're the best. Willing to pay $50,000 for one night. Interested? - Anonymous

Fifty thousand dollars. For one night.

Paloma stared at the message for a long moment.

Then she typed back: Send details.

Because this was who she was now. Paloma Reyes. The strongest Carrier in New York City. The woman who could make federal judges and neurosurgeons drop to their knees. The woman who'd taken a biological accident and turned it into an empire.

The woman who'd learned that power tasted better than anything else in the world.

She looked at herself in the mirror one more time—at the goddess staring back at her, confident and beautiful and absolutely ruthless.

And she smiled.

This was only the beginning.
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