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  Lotioned Up


“Damn, that’s a lot of straps.” Anita wanted to sound cool, but the slight tremble in her voice betrayed her. 
“Getting second thoughts?” Carla was right behind her, hugging Anita tightly to comfort her. Or to make sure Anita didn’t run away.
In all honesty, Anita was getting second thoughts. She’d been so cocky when they’d read the ad: “One night in the deluxe bondage suite, all-inclusive, guarantied more pleasure than you could ever imagine or your money back.” She’d joked that it was an easy free night, since she could imagine quite a lot of pleasure.
Now that they were here, though, she wasn’t so sure about herself anymore. Imagining crazy pleasures was one thing, actually living them was something else entirely. Those straps looked heavy. They were clearly made not to budge even if someone much stronger than Anita strained against them with all their might.
“We don’t have to do it if you’re afraid. If we leave now, we’ll still get most of our money back.”
Anita turned around in her girlfriend’s arms so they stood face to face. “No. Let’s do this.”
She cringed at how unconvincing these words sounded even to herself. Carla’s grin only confirmed that she was fooling no one here.
“Don’t laugh at me.”
“I’m not laughing. You’re laughing.”
Anita snorted. There wasn’t even anything funny going on, but being this close to her grinning girlfriend in a room full of ominous bondage equipment made her lightheaded. “I hate you.”
“No you don’t.” Carla pulled her in for a kiss. “Seriously, though, you’re sure you want this?”
“I’m sure.”
“I love you.”
“Love you too.”
This time it was Anita who initiated the kiss. She knew Carla wouldn’t mind if she backed out now, no matter how much time and money they’d poured into this event already. She might tease her about it later, though, and rightfully so. But all jitters and second thoughts aside, Anita had no doubt that she wanted to do this. Had wanted it ever since she’d heard Mel gushing about her own stay here with her boyfriend. The way she’d talked about it, it sounded like Holy Mary herself had descended from the Heavens to bless her with pleasures unknown to mankind.
Sure, Mel liked to over-dramatize, but still, she wouldn’t have sung the place such high praises if there was nothing to it. And also: If Mel could handle it, there was no way Anita couldn’t. There was just this little voice in her head which whispered that maybe Mel’s boyfriend didn’t have Carla’s mischievous streak.
“I want to see if that stuff lives up to the hype.” Anita slipped out of Carla’s arms and took a closer look at the bottle that was standing innocently on a little table next to the bondage bench. It wasn’t labeled, and from the outside the contents looked like any other clear liquid. According to the ads – and backed up by Mel’s testimony – this was what made the magic happen. Allegedly it was massaging oil laced with a drug which greatly increased the sensitivity of every nerve receptor it touched for a few hours.
Anita reached for the bottle, but Clara was quicker to grab it. “Nope, that’s my toy. Just like you are.”
“Just wanted to take a look to prepare myself.”
“If you want to prepare yourself, lose your clothes and lie down there. You’ll get to know this stuff soon enough.”
Anita’s heart thumped as she slipped out of her shirt and pants. She loved it when Carla played the ruthless domme.
“You’re not going to stay dressed yourself, are you? I want something to look at, too.”
“I guess I can do you that little favor. But you better be in position before I’m done undressing.”
Anita giggled as she lost her last layer of clothing. When she sat down on the bench, the giggle turned into a shriek. After the comfortably warm air of the room, the leather felt like it came right out of the freezer.
“Is there a problem?” Carla grinned smugly as she took off her shirt. Her disdain for bras gave her an edge in the undressing race.
“You wish.” Anita clenched her teeth and flung herself onto her back. She clutched at the edges of the bench to stop herself from shivering. At least the leather warmed surprisingly quickly under her skin.
“Seems I’ve got to tug you in quickly before you get too excited for your own good.”
Anita could have protested that her nipples only stood to attention because of the cold, but who was she trying to fool here? How could she not get horny, lying there all helpless with her sexy naked girlfriend leaning over her and guiding her arms into the unyielding leather straps. The locking mechanisms were designed well enough that despite the number of straps it took surprisingly little time to fixate all four of Anita’s limbs.
“You know,” Carla said as she gleefully took in Anita’s outstretched body “You’re in the perfect position for tickles.”
“Don’t you dare!”
Carla kept that smug grin on her lips and for a moment Anita feared that she might actually be serious. Her safeword was halfway to her tongue when Carla giggled. “Don’t worry. I’m not gonna abuse my power. At least...” She bent down for a quick kiss. “… not in that way.”
Anita tried to reciprocate, but Carla had already retreated her lips, and in her current state, Anita couldn’t even properly lift her head. “These straps are crazy,” she said, straining against them. “I barely feel them when I lie still, but they don’t let me move. Like, at all.”
Over the past year, bondage had become a constant companion in their bedroom. But no matter if it was silk scarfs, ropes, or handcuffs, they always had some wiggle room in them. They restricted movement, but didn’t prevent it.
These cuffs on the other hand where thick enough to enclose large parts of her limbs and so tight that are was no give at all. Anita realized that this would prevent her from rubbing herself raw even if she thrashed against her bonds with all her might. That thought wasn’t as comforting as it could have been.
“They’re so pretty on you.” Carla’s hand idly caressed the leather as she spoke. “And so secure. I can do whatever I want to you, and you can’t protect yourself at – all.” With the last word she flicked her girlfriend’s nipple.
Anita gasped. Being bound and helpless always heightened her senses. Not being able to wriggle away even a little made her mind hyperfocus on every touch.
“Are you ready?”
“As ready as I’ll ever be.”
Carla grabbed the bottle and poured some of the lotion onto Anita’s chest, making her shriek once again.
“Fuck, that stuff is cold!”
Carla chuckled as she poured more, generously spreading it over Anita’s entire chest area. “Guess that’s your problem.”
Anita quickly caught her breath again. Like the leather, the lotion didn’t take long to warm to body temperature. And Carla’s hand felt so good as it glided over her breasts, making sure they got soaked evenly. Anita closed her eyes and let herself fall into the massage.
“How does it feel?” Carla asked after she’d stopped far too soon for Anita’s tastes.
“It was nice. Don’t feel anything special, though. Just… Whoa!”
“What is it?”
Anita could have describe it as a subtle tingle that grew in intensity, but that wouldn’t have even begun to do the experience justice. It felt as if all the sensations from her whole body faded away, only to refocus in her chest. She was used to her nipples hardening, but she’d never sensed their firmness this intently. They were throbbing with her heartbeat. Her breasts sizzled with what she could only describe as the shadow of voltage, as if every nerve was coiling up and ready to unload.
“Hard to describe. Try touching me.”
Carla traced a finger along the side of her breast. What wouldn’t have been a noteworthy touch otherwise was enough to make Anita let out a sigh of pure bliss.
“Wow. This good?”
“It’s interesting,” Anita conceded, embarrassed that she’d gotten so vocal over nothing. “Try it again.”
Even though she was ready for it this time, Anita couldn’t stop herself from moaning unabashedly when Carla cupped both her breasts with her hands. She didn’t even apply much pressure, but just the weight of her palms, the slightest twitches of her fingers, felt like the most passionate groping to Anita’s overexcited chest.
Then Carla trapped Anita’s nipples between her fingers and it was all over.
“Oh fuck, fuck, fuckfuckfuckfuuuu~”
Carla immediately let go. “Everything okay?”
Anita tried to get her ragged breathing under control. “I… think so...”
Up to this moment she’d filed the stories of women who could orgasm from just their nipples as urban legends. After this experience it seemed a lot more plausible. She didn’t even know if it had been pleasurable or painful. All she knew was that the moment Carla had touched her nipples, her brain had completely shut down and there had been nothing but this overwhelming rush.
She’d felt something similar before, once, when they’d tried one of her nipple clamps on her clit. They’d canceled that experiment real quick for fear of doing some lasting damage, but a small, crazy part of Anita still got the tingles thinking back to that day.
“You’ve got no idea how sensitive they are.”
“It sounded intense. Is it too much?”
“I… I think I can handle it.”
Carla crouched down so her mouth hovered just above Anita’s right nipple. “I’ll try and be as gentle as possible.”
She started with the tiniest flicks of her tongue, but even those were enough to make Anita whimper. Her lotioned nipples turned every sensation into the sweetest agony. The sight of Carla’s glistening tongue on these sensitive buds alone was almost more than she could handle. “Please, please,” she begged as her girlfriend didn’t let up.
“Please what? Carla asked between licks. “Please stop? Or please go on?”
“I don’t know!” Anita wasn’t sure if she was laughing or crying. Never had something felt as good as Carla’s tongue did on her nipples right now, but she’d also never experienced anything this exhaustingly overwhelming. She didn’t want the pleasure to stop, but she was afraid she’d simply pass out if she let her mind slip for even just a second.
“Maybe I used too much of the stuff.” Carla stood up again. Even with no additional stimulation, Anita’s nipple kept tingling as if the ghost of Carla’s tongue was still trying to tease out every last bit of pleasure it was capable of feeling. “A shame, really. I just wanted to make sure the clamps would finally get a reaction out of you again.”
“No! Pineapple!” Anita blurted out the safeword before she’d even fully processed Carla’s words. The word “clamps” had shut down her brain. “If you use these things, I’ll die. For real!”
“Don’t worry. I’d never be that cruel.” Carla tenderly caressed Anita’s cheek as she spoke. “Do you need out?”
Anita took a few seconds to steady herself. “We can go on. I want to go on. Just… maybe give my chest a short break.”
“Such a good girl.” Carla kept stroking her cheek with a dreamy look on her face. When her fingers came near Anita’s lips, Anita turned her head to kiss them. Carla’s lustful sigh surprised the both of them.
“What’s going on?”
“I don’t know,” Carla mumbled, gingerly touching Anita’s lips with her fingertips. “Maybe some of that stuff went into my hand.”
“That so?” Anita gave Carla’s fingers a cheeky little lick. Carla’s cute moan confirmed her theory.
“It feels so good,” Carla whispered. “Please don’t stop.”
Anita giggled. “What’s that? Suddenly you’re begging me? I think you forgot how this is supposed to go.”
“Don’t get cocky.” Carla let the thumb and index finger of her other hand hover over Anita’s nipple. She didn’t even need to touch it to make Anita shiver.
“I’ll be a good girl!” Anita squealed, her eyes transfixed on her throbbing nipple.
“You better be.” Carla stopped threatening her and instead shoved her fingers into Anita’s mouth. “Now get licking or I’ll have to play with your nipples again.”
Her dominance was a hard sell, what with her voice already shaking. She dropped all pretense when Anita got her tongue moving.
Anita enjoyed this little role reversal. It might have been her who had all her limbs in unbreakable bonds, but she was also the one with the power to make her girlfriend howl out in pleasure just from sucking her fingers.
I seemed like Carla’s hand hadn’t become as mind-meltingly sensitive as Anita’s chest, but it was close enough. Anita couldn’t remember many times that Carla had made such lustful sounds. Usually her girlfriend wasn’t one to unabashedly make her pleasure heard.
“God, I can’t take it anymore.” With a final sigh Carla pulled her fingers back. She stepped over the bench so Anita’s face was between her legs, right beneath her glistening and visibly swollen pussy. “You know what to do.”
She didn’t have to ask twice. As fun as it had been, Anita’s oral skills were wasted on just sucking on fingers. Eating pussy was her true calling. Anita’s only regret was that it didn’t look like her girlfriend would last very long.
That thought quickly evaporated when Carla grabbed her breast and it suddenly became very hard to focus on licking. Especially when two fingers of Carla’s hand slipped into her, reminding Anita of all the pleasure tensed up in her body that still waited for a way to break free.
“You’ve got no idea how good that feels,” Carla purred as she slowly slid her fingers in and out. “The way you grip my fingers from all sides. I wonder if that’s what it’s like to have a dick.”
Anita could have told her that she knew very well how good it felt, but she needed every bit of focus to make herself do more than passively moan into Carla’s pussy. The contrast between this tender penetration and the sharp, delicious ache in her breast, the thick taste of her girlfriend filling her mouth and nose, it was more than Anita could handle.
The only reason she hadn’t exploded yet was that the pleasure was still too intense, too sharp. But it could only be a matter of seconds until her body got attuned to it. She was almost afraid of how violently she’d explode once all that pleasure overwhelmed her.
Carla beat her to it. Her orgasm was hard and messy. Anita didn’t mind her girlfriend smearing her love juices all over her face. She did mind that Carla came so hard that she had to grab both sides of the bench to steady herself, depriving Anita of all further stimulation.
Anita groaned in disappointment. She’d been so close! But she wouldn’t let her frustration ruin what sounded like the best orgasm Carla had had in a very long time, so she forced herself to keep on licking as if she wasn’t about to cry from all the tension raking her body.
Carla’s orgasm went on forever. Whenever it seemed as if she was coming down, a fresh wave would shake her. Anita’s tongue was starting to go numb when her girlfriend finally got up again.
“Wow… that was… just… wow.”
Anita could barely make out what Carla was saying, what with her voice quivering with a barely suppressed giggle. Anita also noticed that Carla had her fingers at her lips. The fingers of her lotioned hand. That had to be how she’d kept the orgasm going for so long: By sucking on them while Anita was eating her out.
“Had fun?”
“Of yeah.” After a few tries, Carla managed to stop shaking. “I’m so glad we came here.”
“Me too.” Anita smiled, but it came out rather forced. She wasn’t even able to cool down. The maddening tingle in her breasts hadn’t let up. It didn’t help how in her desperate state she kept clenching her pussy around the emptiness where Carla’s fingers should have been. Or that she was unable to clean her face, so she couldn’t escape the smell of Carla’s climax.
“Seems I made a real mess of you.” Carla caressed Anita’s cheek again, but didn’t quite succeed in cleaning her up. If anything it only made even more of her juices end up on Anita’s lips and under her nose.
“Yeah…” Anita didn’t want to be demanding, especially not while Carla was still so clearly basking in her afterglow, but she couldn’t keep quiet. It didn’t seem like her girlfriend was picking up on her despair on her own. “Could you, please, maybe, go on? I really need it.”
Carla’s giggle made her heart sink. Maybe her girlfriend leaving her hanging like this wasn’t an accident.
“Please?” Anita repeated, trying her best pleading puppy eyes.
“Don’t worry, the night’s not done yet.” Carla licked her own fingers and shivered blissfully. “This stuff is amazing. I think I’ll be up for another round soon. What do you say? We could put a bit of the lotion on your lips and tongue, see if you can come just from eating me out.”
Anita’s pussy clenched around nothing again. “And if I can’t?”
“I’d say we cross that bridge when we get there.” Carla reached for the bottle and put a drop on her fingertip. “I’m sure it’s just a question of quantity. We’ll start low, and whenever it seems like it isn’t enough, we can use a bit more.”
Carla couldn’t be serious. Could she? What she was proposing was pure torture. Worse, even. That tiny drop would never be enough to make her lips sensitive enough. It might feel oh so good, but never enough to push her over. It would make Anita complicit in her own suffering, too. She’d have to edge herself continuously by eating Carla out, until her girlfriend finally took pity on her. And even then, if she didn’t get the next dose right, that pity would instead result in even harder edges. There was no way she could handle that, not with how desperately her body was already screaming for relief.
“Please, I can’t take it anymore. I need it now.”
“You don’t like my experiment?” Carla pouted theatrically. “But it would be so much fun.”
“I’m sorry. I just… I really, really need it.”
Carla didn’t even miss a beat. “Okay then. Nobody can say that I deny my girlfriend what she really needs.”
Anita should have known that something was up, but she was blinded by her relief when Carla’s fingers finally went back between her legs.
“Thank you, thank you!” Anita closed her eyes and let herself fall into the sensations as Carla’s finger gently slid over her throbbing clit. Until, just as she was right on the edge again, it disappeared.
“Why?” Anita wailed. She thrashed against her bonds, but to no avail. The total immobilization made the frustration all the more torturous. She’d only need something, anything to hump against. Hell, at this point she might’ve come just from rubbing her legs together. “You said you wouldn’t deny me!”
“Hush, my little girl. You’ll get everything you want. Just give it a few more seconds to sink in.”
“What do you… ooh… fuck fuuuuuck!”
Too late Anita realized that Carla had teased her with the finger that had still had the drop of lotion on it. The tiny amount, which would have been far from enough for her lips, was absolutely devastating on her already most sensitive spot. This wasn’t the sharp tingle that still kept her nipples so hard they almost hurt. This sensation was a lot softer, as if the air had developed a thousand tiny mouths that kissed her clit at the tiniest breeze, which was way, way worse.
“Please! For the love of God, just finish me already! I’m serious. I’m going crazy here!”
“As you wish.” Carla crouched down between Anita’s legs, stuck out her tongue and gave that inflamed bud one single lick.
Anita screamed as all the tension in her body unraveled at once. The orgasm was like a lightning strike: loud, bright, unbelievably strong… and over within seconds.
“What?” Anita gasped as she tried to make sense of the sensations. It had been far too intense for a ruined orgasm, but also too short for the pleasure to sink in. Her pussy was still twitching with the aftershocks, but already her body was more than ready to go again.
“Is there a problem?” Carla didn’t even try to hide the sadistic glee in her voice.
“I… I don’t know.” She really didn’t. She couldn’t remember ever feeling anything like this. She couldn’t even tell if more stimulation would make it better or worse. After that lightning orgasm, a fiery itch was festering in her pussy and breasts, made all the more unbearable by her not being able to reach down and sooth it.
“Do you need more?”
“Maybe.” Anita braced herself. Maybe another orgasm, a real one, would offer her some relief. But once again, she received only the tiniest of flicks of the tongue. And once again it was enough to push her over the edge.
The orgasm was brutal. Anita’s clit hadn’t yet recovered from the first one and was complaining fiercely against this onslaught of sensations. But even though it was both intensely painful and painfully intense, it also felt so, so good, on a deep, primal level. For a few seconds at least, before it cut out again.
“Argh!” Anita was almost glad that the orgasm had been so short. Her mind might have melted if she’d been forced to ride this intensity out until the end. But at least her pussy wouldn’t twitch in this maddening state where it couldn’t decide between post-orgasmic hypersensitivity and excitement for more.
“Wow. Do you think it works every time I do this?”
“I don’t know,” Anita whined. “Please, this is so fucking intense, you have no idea.”
Carla got up, so she could look her girlfriend in the face. “Are you okay? Like, seriously. You look pretty done.”
Anita hesitated. On some level, she was as far from okay as she could be. She was on the verge of tears from all these strange sensations raking her body. Completely helpless, she’d become nothing more but a vessel made to suffer whatever torments were dealt to her. And yet, as fucked up us it was, it also felt so right.
She could only imagine what she looked like to Carla. Her face twisted from all this sexual torture, still smeared with Carla’s juices, her nipples obscenely erect, her pussy twitching and gushing, likely already soaking the bench. Thinking about the sorry state she was in got her hotter than she dared to admit, even to herself.
“I think so,” she finally said. “Are you having fun?”
“More than you can imagine.” This time there was nothing mischievous about Carla’s smile. “But you don’t have to try and impress me. You already did that. Are you really sure you can take more?”
Anita bit her lip. Maybe it was just the pride she felt at these words, or the unceasing horniness, but she surprised herself by saying “How much more would you make me take? If you could do whatever you liked?”
Carla’s smile turned into a grin as she realized that the night might not be over yet. “I don’t know,” she said slowly, her lotioned fingers playing with Anita’s lips again. “There’s a couple of things I’d still like to try out. Only if you’re up for it, of course.”
Anita gently licked Carla’s fingertips, relishing the blissful sigh that earned her. “I think I can take a little more. Do your worst.”
Carla laughed. “Don’t. You couldn’t handle my worst and you know it. My worst would start with the clamps and our little bullet vibrator, and escalate from there.”
Anita’s stomach clenched. “Yeah, no. Like, really, no. Let’s forget about the worst. But I should still be able to handle some pretty bad stuff. Or at least moderately bad.”
Carla bent down so their faces almost touched, but instead of kissing her, she shoved her fingers into Anita’s mouth. “You promise you’ll stop me when it gets too much?”
Anita nodded. Worshiping her girlfriend’s sensitive fingers was a better use of her mouth than forming unnecessary words.
“I love you so much,” Carla purred, her face radiating bliss.
“I ‘ove ‘ou ‘oo,” Anita mumbled.
“So what should we do next?” There it was again, that delightfully mischievous grin. “It would be fun to give you a couple more licks. See how often it works. But I also still want to see if you can come just from eating me out. Decisions, decisions… You know what, how about I let you pick?”
Anita’s stomach clenched at these options. Either she got who knew how many of these painfully intense half-ruined orgasms forced out of her, or she’d have to edge herself forever in what might well turn out to be the most frustrating way possible. There was only one thing for sure: They wouldn’t get out of paying for the night.
She opened her mouth and picked her fate.






  
  Good Vibes


We were giggling like school girls as we entered our usual fast food joint. So much for being inconspicuous. But could you blame us? It was the first time we’re taking our little games out in the open and we were both too excited and giddy to keep still. 
“How’s it going?” I asked Tina as we walked up to the counter.
The answer was another flurry of giggles, followed by an “Easy peasy.”
To her credit, she was holding up pretty well. If you didn’t know that she had a little vibrator inside her, you wouldn’t have been able to tell just by looking at her. Sure, she walked more carefully than usual and every two steps or so her lips twitched into a little grin, but there were a million possible reasons for that kind of behavior.
And it wasn’t like the risk of discovery was all that high anyway. We’d picked a time when we were sure to have the place pretty much to ourselves. It was too late for the people grabbing a quick dinner and too early for the drunk party-goers with the munchies. In fact, we were alone in the place save for the cashier and some guy at a table in the back who looked like he might be sleeping.
So, yes, realistically we were pretty safe, but that didn’t take away the thrill of doing something naughty in public. And there was at least one fully attentive person for us to deal with.
“You do the ordering,” I whispered to Tina.
“You little bitch,” she whispered back, which sent us both giggling again.
The cashier was a pretty gal with a long ponytail and glasses who looked a little younger than we were. Likely a student making some money on the side. The campus was only a couple blocks away after all.
“What can I get you?” she asked, staying fully professional. If she was weirded out by our behavior she didn’t let it show. Then again, in her job she had to see much stranger things than two hysterically giggling women an a daily basis.
Tina leaned onto the counter and scanned the menu while I stood right behind her, pretending to check my phone. “Well, I’ll have…”
With my handy little app I activated the vibrator. Only on the lowest setting, so you couldn’t even hear anything, but it did its job. Tina trailed off in the middle of the sentence and turned back to me with a glare that would have been threatening is she hadn’t been grinning at the same time. Her lips formed another “You little bitch” before she tried again. “Sorry. I’ll have the chicken wings and a large coke. And my friend…”
“Whatever,” I said, continuing to “play” with my phone. I kept shifting the intensity slider up and down, still only within the lower part of the scale, but I knew that these permanently changing vibration patterns never failed to drive Tina crazy. “Pick something for me. As long as I get something juicy to munch on, I’m happy.”
Tina shot me another utterly unconvincing death stare. She was biting her lip, always a sign that the tension was getting to her. Still, she managed to keep her voice almost steady as she said “The Mexican special for her please. With extra hot sauce and habaneros. Ehem.”
She loudly cleared her throat to mask the other sound she’d almost made. Clumsy me, my finger must have slipped right there, sending the slider all the way up to the max for half a second. Tina knew exactly that I was a pussy when it came to spicy food. But complaining about it in front of the cashier would make me look stupid, so I accepted my fate.
A minute later we dropped our food onto a random table. I’d turned the vibrator off for the moment, fearing that Tina’s walk would give us away otherwise. But as soon as we were sitting I put my phone on the table to make it clear who held all the power here.
“I hate you so much,” I said as I unwrapped my burger. The smell alone made me tear up already. I fully admit to being kind of a pervert, but I’d never sink to the degeneracy of people who ate that stuff of their own free will. Like, have they torched away all their taste buds? “And you didn’t even order me something to drink.”
“You wanted something juicy to munch on, so that’s what you got. Have fun munching!” Tina’s grin would’ve made a shark jealous. “Also, don’t say you don’t deserve it.” She nodded at my phone.
“What’s the point of having the app if I don’t use it?” I tilted my head and asked in what I hoped was recognizably sincere “Want to go on? Or have you had enough?”
Tina looked around. We were still the only customers save for the sleeping dude. The cashier had taken out her own phone, though likely for less naughty reasons. Then again, what did I know. Maybe she was watching some hardcore porn to pass the time. She did eye us from time to time, though. Maybe she’d guessed that something strange was going on with the two of us. We’ve certainly acted suspicious enough.
“All good. I’m having fun. Lots of it.” Tina giggled before she leaned in for a quick kiss. “Go on, do your worst!”
I switched the vibrator back to its lowest setting. It was so cute how she started at the sudden pleasure and how she got right back to gnawing her lip. It didn’t bode well for our chances of staying unnoticed, though. “You can’t handle my worst. The girl’s already looking. What do you think she’ll say when you start moaning out of the blue?”
A rosy flush appeared on Tina’s cheeks and I didn’t think it was just the vibrator’s doing. Maybe the prospect of being found out by the cute cashier wasn’t all that dreadful to her. Not that I was one to judge. Who didn’t daydream about pretty strangers randomly declaring that they wanted in on your sexy shenanigans? But we had to be realistic. As hot as it was to get away with our games right under her nose, the last thing I wanted was to make a scene. Tina agreed with me on this, but that didn’t stop her from whispering “I bet you that I can stay silent no matter what.”
“You bet?” I repeated, getting excited. A bet was exactly what had brought us here in the first place. “What are we betting?”
Tina kept biting her lip as she considered. It certainly wasn’t wise to keep the vibrator on while she thought about the terms of the bet, but we’d abandoned wisdom a long time ago. This was about having fun.
“I bet that I won’t make a single sound for the time it takes me to eat my nuggets. And if I win, you have to do your next morning jog with a butt plug in. And you’ll eat up your burger, every last bite of it.”
I clenched my legs involuntarily as a sharp twitch went through my crotch. We hadn’t played around with the plug much yet and the only time I’d had it in, it’d felt like my ass would explode if I did just about anything. Being this stuffed during a jog, when every step sent a shock into my hips… I’d lie if I said that I wasn’t creaming my panties at the mental image, but still, I better made sure I didn’t lose. Which brought with it its own set of problems. “And what happens if I win?”
“Then you better turn that thing off real quick, or it’s gonna get embarrassing for the both of us.”
Yeah, considering the nature of the bet there was no need to define an additional forfeit for her. Losing was enough of a punishment in itself. Was it kinda dumb to agree to the bet in the first place? Sure. But we were both having too much fun to think straight. “Let’s do this.”
Tina reached for her first nugget and I dialed the vibrator up until the slider was a bit above the middle. I thought I could hear it buzzing away, but it was faint enough that it might have just been my imagination. Tina grew stiff and chuckled, which was natural enough a sound not to count for the bet, and she managed to get herself under control as she took the first bite.
I kept the setting the same while she finished the nugget. It was very obviously pretty distracting already and she deserved a little warm-up. When she grabbed the second piece, though, I showed my real colors. I kept my finger twitching on the slider, making the vibrations switch between weak and strong every few seconds.
“Is something the matter with you? You look kinda tense,” I teased as I kept switching up her sensations.
Tina pressed her lips together in a little smirk and shook her head. It looked like she didn’t trust herself to open her mouth.
“What’s that? Do you want to say something?”
She shook her head again. One hand still held the nugget, but the other was clenched into a fist. I kept the tension up for a bit longer before granting her a little break. The vibrator stayed on, though, just at a lower setting. She wasn’t getting a single second of peace until the bet was settled.
The decreased intensity allowed her to gather her bearings. She took the chance to shove the whole nugget into her mouth. “Easy peasy,” she mumbled, still chewing.
I waited for her to swallow before sending a spike of pleasure her way. A couple seconds at the maximum setting before it was all the way down again. This time I could clearly hear the vibrator as it went at full power, but that was only because I was sitting right across Tina. We were far enough from the other people in the room that they shouldn’t be able to notice the sound. More importantly, though, anyone would notice Tina’s reaction.
Every muscle in her body clenched up and in the flash of a moment she was sitting on her chair stiff as a board, her eyes wide open, mouth a thin line as she tried to fight the intense stimulation. When I dialed it back she immediately slumped down again. I quickly shot a glance to the cashier, but she was still staring into her phone. Seemed like we’d gotten away with it again.
“Oh God.” Tina giggled maniacally. “This is crazy.”
“It’s not too late to forfeit.” Doing so would even let her off scot-free but I would have been okay with that. Playing with her had been pretty fun already. Luckily I didn’t have to make that concession, because my girl was a fighter, not a quitter.
“You wish,” she shot back, fire in her eyes. She devoured another nugget before I could even react and already she was holding the next one. It was down to the last two. If I wanted to win, I had to push her hard.
The slider went all the way up. She barely managed to swallow before her whole body locked up again to try and deal with the crazy vibrations. And this time I didn’t stop after a couple of seconds. I kept the vibrator at full power for what might well have been half a minute, watching Tina get increasingly desperate with each passing second.
“Please,” she finally pressed out. “Please, I…”
She’d reached her limit. Not wanting to be responsible for a big scene when the dam broke, I turned the vibrations all the way down… only to realize that the soft buzzing sound stayed at exactly the same volume.
“What?”
I frantically tapped at my phone, but it was immediately obvious that my actions in the app had zero effect on the vibrator anymore. “It must’ve lost the connection or something.” In a last-ditch effort I closed the app, but the toy didn’t care.
“Ngh.” Tina’s lower lip had turned white from how hard she was biting it. A sheen of sweat shone on her forehead, and the flush on her cheeks had turned a shiny red. “Oh God, I’m gonna…”
My stomach did a somersault. Of course she was close already. The vibrator might be small, but what it lacked in size it made up for in power. At home the max setting rarely took more than a couple minutes to get her off, and explosively so. That I’d spent so much time teasing her wasn’t gonna do her self-control any favors either. If we didn’t do something quick, she’d have a screaming orgasm right here in public.
“Can you take it out?” I asked, barely bothering to keep my voice down anymore.
Tina shook her head. I was about to argue when I remembered that she was wearing extremely tight jeans. She couldn’t reach into her underwear without taking them off, which would be both a hassle and not something you can do in public either.
“The toilet’s right over there,” I said, frantically running through all possible options. “If you get there fast enough…”
Tina shook her head again. A single look into her eyes was enough for me to understand that she wouldn’t make it. She was far too close already, and while she was fighting with all she had, the vibrator was winning. If she stood up now, she’d shift the thing inside her, and that alone would be enough to send her over.
“Tina…” I took her hands. In response she grabbed me back so hard it hurt. She pressed her eyes shut and her breaths came in frantic huffs. She was trembling all over, and my own cheeks lit up as I realized that she was having an orgasm right there in front of me.
Tina wasn’t the silent type. It was a good thing our walls were pretty much sound-proof, or our neighbors would have killed us by now. It had to be so hard for her not to scream her pleasure out as she shivered from the intensity of the climax while the vibrator kept drilling into her. A few tortured gasps escaped her, but she was a real trooper.
Despite the tension written into her face I could make out a little smile. And I got it. I really did. My own heart was hammering away in my chest as I was praying that by some miracle we would get away without being found out, but I’d be damned if the whole thing wasn’t hot as fuck.
Tina’s body stopped shaking. The buzzing kept going.
For a fraction of a second Tina had looked almost relaxed, but now her eyes shot open in panic and my stomach clenched in sympathy. She had to be crazy sensitive after her orgasm. I couldn’t even imagine how painfully intense the vibrator on max had to feel for her right now. There was no way she’d make it through this post-orgasm-torture for even a few more seconds without screaming. We had to do something, and we had to do it now. Maybe if I grabbed her and helped her make a dash for the toilet…
To our immeasurable relief the vibrator chose this very moment to stop. The batteries should have lasted much longer than that, so maybe it had finally realized that I’d killed the connection. Whatever it was, I thanked every deity I could think off for it.
Tina was sweating and panting as if she’d just run a marathon. Once she’d calmed down a bit, she started laughing uncontrollably. After a few seconds of confusion I joined in. All the tension of the last couple of minutes needed some way to get out.
“Are you okay?” I asked, both of us still shaking with nervous giggles.
“Holy moly, that was… something. Pheew~” Tina threw her head back. “That’s gotta be the craziest thing I’ve ever done in my life.”
“Yeah.” I realized that we were both talking real loud, and with a new flash of panic I scanned the room. It would be so ironic if we’d make it through Tina’s orgasm only to be found out after all because we celebrated too hard. But the random guy had to be drunk or something for how well he was sleeping and while the cashier was looking in our direction, her eyes quickly went back to her phone. To her we had to be nothing more than obnoxiously noisy group of customers number 24601 that day. I really should give her a tip when we left.
“But, I gotta admit…” Tina chuckled as if she couldn’t believe what she was about to say. “That was so fucking hot. Like, whew! I never knew that fear could feel this crazy good.” She glanced down at her crotch and laughed again. “Thank God you can’t see it on my jeans. My panties must be soaked.”
“Can’t see it yet,” I corrected. “Maybe take a trip to the toilet after all and take it out and clean up and stuff. You don’t wanna be walking around with a big wet spot on your crotch.”
Tina grinned like a maniac. “Honestly, if you dared me to do it right now, I’d so take you up on it. But yeah, you’re probably right. Speaking about dares, though,” she continued as she stood up, still a bit shaky on her legs. “I so won our bet. You’ll have that fucking plug in the next time we go clubbing, the whole fucking night. And you’re gonna lick up every last drop of that hot sauce, and you won’t get even the tiniest sip of my drink. And don’t you fucking dare tell me that’s not fair after how I crushed it there!”
I didn’t even try to argue, and not just because she deserved some revenge for what I had unintentionally put her through. It was so hot to see Tina turn this aggressively dominant. I had no idea how I was going to make through a whole night of dancing with my ass stuffed full enough to burst, but I’d cross that bridge when we got there. Speaking about hot, though…
Tina made true of her threat. She kept watching me as I forced myself through the burger and even made me lick the red smears from the cardboard box, no matter how much I complained that my tongue felt like it might fall off any minute now. Afterwards I was sweating far more than even Tina had and my face felt so hot, I had to be glowing in the dark. Tina kept teasing me throughout the whole process, but truth be told, I wouldn’t have it any other way.
When we were finally done and ready to leave (and I’d made a mental note to raid the next vending machine for a big cacao against the burn) I noticed the cashier again and remembered my promise from earlier.
“Here’s a little something for you,” I said, handing her five bucks. “For having to put up with us.”
“No problem at all.” She let the money disappear into a secret pocket of her uniform. “I actually had quite a bit of fun with the two of you. If I could just give you a little hint, free of charge, even…”
“Yes?” I asked, my stomach sinking as I realized that we might not have hidden our game as successfully as we’d thought we had.
“Don’t use an open network and default passwords next time. The world is full of hackers who might take advantage of it. Just imagine all the nasty things they could do if they took control of your devices.”






  
  Tipping the Delivery Girl


Rose looked at the timer. Five more minutes, allegedly. She checked herself in the mirror again, trying to decide what to do with the bathrobe. Wearing it closed sent the naughty implication that she might be fresh out of the shower and not wearing anything underneath. 
She was, though. A flimsy little dress, to be precise, and nothing else. It would be a bit too aggressive to open the door in just the dress. But if she closed the robe and it shifted a bit so you could see she was wearing something underneath, it would come off a lot less adventurous. Better to let the robe hang open. Yes, that was good. It still sold the idea that she’d quickly thrown on the next best thing to cover herself up, while at the same time wearing just enough that it wasn’t scandalous being seen from the street like this.
She was perfectly aware that she was overthinking this. It was just a stupid little dare she’d received from her online friend group: Order a pizza and flirt with the delivery person. There were no conditions for her outfit, and it would have been perfectly fine to open in her normal clothes and just throw around some compliments while giving an extra large tip. But where was the fun in that? No, if Rose was doing something, she was doing it right.
The door bell rang while the countdown of the website was still at two minutes. Well, those things weren’t an exact science even at the best of times. Rose bounced to the door, putting on her best sultry look. She sent a little prayer that it wasn’t an ugly creep waiting with her pizza on the other side of the door, but in the worst case she still had the option to drop the act and receive her food with minimal interaction, like everyone else did all the time.
The Gods were smiling down on her that day, because when she opened up she found herself face to face with a cute brunette with a long ponytail and adorable bangs. She looked a couple years younger than Rose, likely a university student making some money on the side. Her jeans were just long enough to not be aggressively sexy, and her nipples poked through her shirt. Could it be that she wasn’t bearing a bra?
“Hello there, beautiful,” Rose greeted her with a little wiggle of her eyebrows. She kept standing in the door, waiting to see how the delivery girl would react.
“Hi.” While the girl made a valiant attempt to look Rose in the eyes, Rose caught her quickly checking her out as she lifted the bag with the pizza. This was going far better than expected. “One Pizza Salami with extra eggplants. Is that correct?”
“It’s absolutely perfect,” Rose said. She’d gone for this order mostly because it added a fun little detail to the story, even though the play on words didn’t work anymore now that the delivery person had turned out to be a woman.
She reached for the jar of tipping money she’d prepared next to the door (the pizza itself was already paid for) when she stopped herself and considered her next step. The baseline of her plan had been to greet the lucky person in barely decent clothing and swap a couple flirty pleasantries, maybe “accidentally” go for much more skin contact then necessary when receiving her order. But now that she’d lucked out and the Gods had sent her this adorable girl, she might as well push a little harder. “Would you mind carrying it inside, dear?”
“Sure.”
Rose stepped aside, letting the girl into her house. Once she was through the door, Rose closed it behind her. “Hot isn’t it?” she said, letting her bathrobe slide down her shoulders. “Want something to refresh yourself before you have to go back out into the heat?”
This time the delivery girl barely bothered to hide that she was checking Rose out. She seemed amused by what was going on, but also a bit confused. “I guess I can take a little break. What refreshments do you have to offer?”
Rose did her best not to laugh. This girl gave her every opportunity to escalate her flirting, and she was having far too much fun not to go for it. “Just take a look. If you see anything that’s to your taste, take it.” She slipped fully out of her robe, leaving herself in only her flimsy dress that technically covered everything important, but only as long as she kept standing perfectly upright. The moment she bent over, her lack of underwear would become very apparent.
The delivery girl raised an eyebrow. “What’s going on here?” She still looked bemused rather than concerned, certainly helped by the fact that she clearly enjoyed the sight of Rose’s barely clad body, but it seemed like Rose had pushed a bit too hard to be believable.
“Nothing,” she said quickly. “I just thought you might appreciate a little break between deliveries.”
“Uh-huh.” The girl scanned the room. “Just to make sure: Is this some hidden camera thing where you order a pizza and then seduce the guy or gal for funsies?”
“Don’t worry, there’s no cameras or anything.”
Predictably this didn’t convince the girl that nothing weird was going on. Rose decided to get clean right away. She didn’t want the girl to worry what she’d gotten herself into when the truth was this harmless. “You’re half-right, though. I admit, it might have been kind of a dare. Sorry about that.”
“Figured.” The girl looked neither particularly relieved nor disappointed. If anything, she seemed only more amused than before. “I already wondered if I’d wandered into a porn script by accident.”
Rose laughed. “No, nothing that bad. The dare was just to flirt with the deliver person a bit. Guess I kinda overdid it there.”
“Pity.” The girl put the pizza down on a free spot on the table. “And there I was hoping I’d randomly stumble into some steaming hot sex. Well, you can’t win them all. Guess I’ll be off then, unless you were serious about the… refreshments.”
She winked at Rose. Her grin made it clear that she was joking. Or maybe just mostly joking? Rose was stunned by this sudden development, but she was also intrigued by this feisty girl. Even if they’d only met on the basis of some dumb game, she wouldn’t mind getting to know her a little better.
“I’m always serious about… refreshments.” It wasn’t the smoothest line, but it was the best Rose could come up with on the spot. “I’m Rose, by the way.”
“Kim. Nice to meet you.” Kim’s eyes never left Rose’s. There was a hot intensity to her stare. Something had shifted. Rose might have started this whole thing, but it was clear who was calling the shots now. “So, how we gonna play this?”
“I don’t know,” Rose said to test the waters. “How long can you take your break?”
“Right.” Kim took her phone out, swiped a couple of times and put it back into her pocket. “I’ve clocked out. Whatever’s happening here, it’s gonna be worth the couple bucks I could get from bringing pizzas to people who are too lazy to cook for themselves. No offense.” The way she said it didn’t sound like she minded giving offense.
Now it was official. Rose had managed to make the hot delivery girl stay. Part of her looked forward to making her friends’ jaws drop when she told this story, while the rest of her mind went into overdrive as she realized that this same story was far from finished. Despite being dressed to kill, Rose hadn’t anticipated anything meaningful to happen. “Well, just make yourself at home. I’ll get us something to dr-”
“No dice!” Kim interrupted her. “This isn’t a date. You started with the porn script, so now you gotta deliver.” She must have realized how harsh she sounded, because she added a much softer “And who knows, depending on your performance, you might earn yourself a date later.”
“Whoa.” Rose didn’t know what to say. She’d never met anyone this sexually aggressive. Being invited in due to a silly dare and immediately turning the whole thing around by demanding a one-night stand took a lot of guts. She adored Kim for her confidence, but she felt doubts creeping in if she could keep up with that hot-headed beauty.
Kim walked around the table, closing in on the stunned Rose. “Someone told me to look around and take anything that’s to my taste. Well, I looked, and I did find something that’s to my taste, so I’m sure you don’t mind if I take it.” She put her arms around Rose’s shoulders, her face stopping right in front of Rose’s to give her one last chance to change her mind.
“Go ahead,” Rose whispered, her heart pounding like crazy. “What’s mine is yours.”
“You’re mine, then.” Without further ado Kim pulled her into a passionate kiss.
After a moment, Rose overcame her shock enough to reciprocate. She’d kissed her fair share of people, but she’d never made out this intensely with someone she’d literally met five minutes ago. Kim didn’t seem to have any qualms about this whatsoever. She shoved her tongue into Rose’s mouth with a roughness as if this kiss was a fight and she intended to win it with the first attack.
Rose tried to stand her ground, but compared to Kim she came off like a virgin. That fiery brunette went at her with her lips, her tongue, even her teeth, hungrily devouring Rose’s mouth like a wild beast. The kiss was a hot, sloppy frenzy, and when Kim finally broke it, Rose was left breathless.
“That was the appetizer.” Kim’s hands slipped under Rose’s dress. Her eyes lit up as she realized that there was nothing underneath. “Looks like someone came prepared for the main course. Are you really telling me your plan was just to flirt a bit when you’re going around like… this.” She brought her hands up, sliding the dress over Rose’s head in one smooth movement, leaving her completely naked.
Rose gasped. Her first instinct was to cover up, but she got herself under control in time. Given the trajectory they were on, there was no reason to hide anything from Kim, and Rose needed to prove that she wasn’t a complete pushover. “Well, you never know,” she said, doing her best to play it cool. “Expect the worst but prepare for the best, isn’t that how it goes?”
“I’m pretty sure it isn’t, but I’m not gonna complain if this is the result.” Kim shamelessly ogled Rose’s body. She even let out an honest to God wolf-whistle. “And to think that I was this close to taking the day off.”
“Wanna take this to the bedroom?” Hearing Kim complement her body in such a raunchy way brought Rose’s confidence back. It felt good to have someone as hot and domineering as Kim openly lust after her. However, she was once again shot down.
“Nope. We’re gonna do this right here.” Kim turned Rose around and grabbed her breasts from behind.
They barely filled Kim’s hands, but what they lacked in size they more than made up for in sensitivity. Rose threw her head back in bliss, which brought her in the perfect position for Kim to seal her lips with her own again. Rose moaned into Kim’s mouth as the delivery girl kept digging her strong fingers into the soft flesh around Rose’s nipples.
“Are you mine?” Kim asked between her forceful, messy kisses.
“Yes,” Rose whispered, immediately seeking her lips again.
Kim pinched Rose’s nipples, making her shriek and break the kiss once more. “Say it!” she demanded, increasing the pressure.
“I’m yours, I’m yours!” Rose howled, her head swimming with arousal. Her nipples ached fiercely from the pressure between Kim’s fingers. She’d never allowed her partners to treat them this roughly, but it felt oh so right for Kim to use this weakness against her.
Kim chuckled. She let go of Rose’s nipples, but kept running her fingertips in circles around Rose’s areolas, making sure her prey wouldn’t have a single moment to collect herself. “You’re unbelievable. As if you’ve just been waiting for someone to come along and dominate you.”
“I… I didn’t…” Rose’s protests felt dishonest even to herself, given how readily her body and mind embraced Kim taking total control.
The circles got smaller. Kim’s fingers didn’t touch Rose’s nipples, but just barely, as a constant reminder that they could do it whenever they wanted. Within seconds Rose’s nipples stood to attention, throbbing in anticipation. “Admit it: You love being told what to do. Just look at you: Getting sexy with the pizza girl just because someone dared you to do it.”
Rose bit her lip. That she still had Kim’s taste on her tongue didn’t help with staying level-headed, and neither did that growing ache in her nipples, or the way Kim’s fingertips kept stroking her breasts. It had barely been minutes and she was already so horny that she couldn’t wait for the moment Kim finally dropped the foreplay and fucked her already. She could hardly claim that being put in her place didn’t do anything for her. “Maybe,” she admitted.
With a mischievous grin Kim pinched her nipples again. Now that they were as stiff and swollen as they could be, they presented a far easier target for Kim’s fingers while having turned even more sensitive. A dangerous combination that momentarily robbed Rose of her senses. She panted heavily as she tried not to get overwhelmed by that rush of painfully intense pleasure.
“Say it!” Kim demanded again. “Admit that you’re a submissive little girl who gets off on being told what to do.”
It felt so demeaning, being called a “little girl” by a woman who was younger than herself, but the wave of heat these words sent through her body was unmistakable. There was a side of her who absolutely loved being treated like this. A side she hadn’t known she possessed before this day, but also a side she was eager to explore more deeply.
“I’m a submissive little girl who… oh God!” Kim had increased the pressure on her nipples. Rose squirmed in her arms, forcing her hands to stay down and not protect herself from these overwhelming sensations.
“Yes, you are.” Kim stopped tormenting her nipples. Just as Rose was trying to get her breathing back under control, Kim shoved her tongue back into her mouth, sending her into another frenzy of moans.
She kept making out with Rose while her hands went further south. They playfully teased across Rose’s belly before converging on her crotch. Rose’s kissing got a lot more frantic once those questing fingers found their target. Kim trapped Rose’s tongue between her lips, wantonly sucking on it while her hand violently rubbed Rose’s pussy.
Rose had given up any last pretense of control. When Kim broke the kiss and held up her hand with the instruction to get it wet for her, Rose eagerly opened her mouth to suck on those pretty slender fingers. She loved how Kim treated her body and especially her mouth as nothing more than her personal plaything.
The delivery girl wasn’t satisfied with a couple of licks. She aggressively finger-fucked Rose’s mouth until her fingers were all shiny, before shoving them right back between Rose’s legs for a different kind of fucking.
Rose immediately sought out Kim’s lips again. Her body was flushed with arousal and she could already feel her orgasm building up. It was absolutely crazy what Kim was doing to her. Rose knew that she’d hit the jackpot with her body in the sense that it wasn’t hard to sexually satisfy her, but still. Between these messy kisses and Kim rubbing her so harshly as if this was for her pleasure and not for Rose’s, she got completely overwhelmed. “Please don’t stop,” she whispered during on of the rare moments that her lips weren’t sealed by Kim’s.
“What’s that? Are you telling me what to do?”
With another chuckle Kim brought her hand back up and turned Rose around, bringing them face to face again. The sudden absence of all stimulation hit Rose like a bucket of cold water. She squirmed in Kim’s arms, rubbing her thighs together in an attempt to take the edge off her need. “No, I wasn’t, but… please.”
What was going on? Had they really reached the point where Rose was begging for sex? She grew hot as she realized what she was doing. It felt so right to let the remains of her dignity die. If anything, she should have done something like this much sooner.
“Please?” Kim parroted back, her mocking sarcasm perfectly hitting Rose’s buttons. “I think you forgot how this works. I’m the delivery girl. I brought you your stuff. My job here is done. Now comes the part where you give me a tip.”
“A tip?” Rose repeated, too horny to fully understand what was going on.
“Yes, a tip.” Kim teased Rose’s lips with her fingertips before shoving her hand back into her mouth. “The part where you reward me for a job well done. A reward that’s bigger the better the job has been. And I’d say I’ve done an awfully good job so far, wouldn’t you agree?”
Rose nodded, which was the full extent of her range of communication anyway. She instinctively sucked on Kim’s fingers, tasting herself. Kim manhandled her mouth so roughly that she couldn’t help drooling down her chin, the dirty raunchiness of the whole thing only adding to her arousal.
Oh yes, Kim had done an amazing job so far. In this short time she’d managed to send Rose on what had to be the most exciting and revelatory sexual adventure of her life. Rose had no idea if she’d always been this much of a submissive at heart or it was just Kim specifically who made her wish for nothing more than to be her good girl.
Not that it mattered. The only relevant thing right now was that she took way too much pleasure from being dominated, and that Kim deserved a fitting reward.
Kim ripped her hand back out, offhandedly wiping it on Rose’s cheeks. “I’m happy to see we’re in agreement. So what’s my tip gonna be?”
Rose hesitated for a moment, both because of the raunchiness of what she was going to say and because at this point it felt almost weird to be in full control of her mouth. “If you want, I can eat you out.”
Kim snorted. “Can’t beat the classics, ey? Well, it’s not like I’m gonna say no to a little lip service from that sweet mouth of yours.” She pulled her own shirt over her head before throwing it into a corner.
Rose had been right: Kim wasn’t wearing a bra underneath. Her breasts were small enough that it shouldn’t be too uncomfortable even on a high-activity job like hers, but her nipples were remarkably stiff and pointy. Rose would have loved to take full credit for this, but they’d been poking through the shirt even before things had gotten spicy. All that friction on the fabric must have taken its toll. Maybe Kim not wearing a bra was her own way of bringing a little sexiness into her work life.
Her jeans-shorts were the next to go, landing on the table right on top of the pizza bag. She wasn’t going commando, but her underwear was the flimsiest little black thing, to the point that the difference was almost negligible. Rose barely got to see it, though, because Kim had already taken it off as well and, in one smooth motion, thrown it across the room so it ended up hanging on the armrest of the couch. The message of “This is my room now” could not have been any clearer.
The entire process from fully dressed to completely naked had only taken a couple of seconds. And it wasn’t just that Kim was an expert in the art of speed-undressing. Everything about her posture, the way she moved, the way she kept looking at Rose, communicated in no uncertain terms that she had zero qualms about showing off her body to others, and also that her nakedness did absolutely nothing to undermine her authority.
Rose couldn’t stop herself from staring. Not that she had anything to feel bad about, since Kim had done exact same thing to her.
The delivery girl had a nice lean body, the kind that suggested she was taking good care of herself without doing any excessive workouts. Her pointy nipples were an immediate attention magnet, but even more than that Rose found her eyes drawn between Kim’s legs, where, barely hidden below a small bushel of hair, lay her prize.
“Looks like someone can’t wait to get to the action,” Kim said with a smirk. “Come on, get on your knees already before you start drooling.”
Rose felt her cheeks heat up in embarrassment, but she didn’t even try to argue. They both knew that Kim was right. She simply dropped down on her knees and shuffled towards Kim.
“Aren’t you just the most precious little thing.” Kim put one of her feet up on a chair, the pose perfectly presenting her equally perfect pussy. She grabbed Rose by the hair and shoved her head right into her crotch.
Rose gasped as her face was forced against Kim’s pussy. The smell of sex shot into her nose and her mouth was pressed against Kim’s pussy lips so fiercely that she could already taste the thick flavor of the delivery girl’s juices. Rose’s own pussy tingled in excitement. For the moment the rush of getting to have such violent sex with Kim outweighed the disappointment that her own pleasure had been cut short.
She didn’t wait for the command to get started. Rose immediately stuck out her tongue and lapped away. Kim was already gushing wet, a fact Rose took as the greatest compliment. She might not have done much during their encounter except for initiating it and letting Kim walk all over her, but it seemed like the sexy delivery girl had taken just as much pleasure in dominating Rose as Rose had from being the willing victim.
She played around a bit with sticking her tongue as far up Kim’s soaking vagina as she managed, but that was mostly so she could enjoy Kim’s raunchy taste to the fullest. Most women she knew responded far better to clitoral stimulation, especially when it came to oral sex, and Kim was no exception. She’d already sounded very satisfied with Rose’s performance before, but once Rose switched to licking around Kim’s clit, the delivery girl couldn’t keep it in anymore.
“Fuck, you’re good,” Kim got out between sharp gasps. Rose placed hot kisses on Kim’s clit, each time sucking that sensitive nub just hard enough to make it slightly pop into her mouth. So far that technique had never failed to get a reaction from her partners. “How many women did you eat out to get this amazing at it? You gotta be a professional cunt-muncher.”
Rose chuckled to herself. Yes, she’d had her fair share of partners over the years, but not as many as Kim might suspect. She’d just gotten a lot of practice out of each and every one of them.
Kim absolutely loved using her mouth during sex. It was by far the most intimate way of bringing her partners pleasure, and it didn’t hurt that the taste and smell of sex never failed to get her going. Maybe she was a bit of a weirdo, but often enough she’d given her partners a naughty goodnight service not just to make them feel good, but also so she could happily fall asleep herself with her loved one’s taste still clinging to her tongue.
Kim’s domineering demeanor quickly melted away under the pinpoint precision of Rose’s technique. She was already panting heavily when Rose dragged her tongue all over her tasty slit in slow, hard licks. Once Rose went back to focus her tongue-lashings on Kim’s clit, the delivery girl started shaking. By the time Rose took out the big guns and sucked Kim’s clit fully into her mouth, nibbling on it with her lips and even gently gracing its hood with her teeth, Kim completely lost it. She had to let go of Rose’s hair and hold on to the table with both hands to steady herself, all the while spouting an endless series of “Fuck” and “Oh God” and the like.
Rose felt Kim’s orgasm approach quickly. Her expertise gave her a sixth sense for how far she was pushing her partner. It would have been easy for her to drag it out longer, let Kim ride the edge for a bit to make her climax that much more explosive for it, but Kim already had trouble staying on her feet as it was. Rose didn’t want to force her into having to change position and undermine her authority in the process, so she simply sucked Kim’s clit into her mouth once more and showered it with a flurry of quick, but oh so intense licks.
Predictably, Kim was a screamer. She moaned, cursed and shouted all the way through her orgasm. Her legs shook so badly that it was a miracle she managed to keep herself upright. Rose did her best to gently guide her through the climax, to fuel the flames with gentle licks while not pushing her to the levels of pleasure that would send her down the path of a second orgasm. She totally could have done it, but given the intensity of Kim’s first climax, a second one would have ended with her collapsing to the floor.
“Whoa!” Kim was breathing heavily as her orgasm slowly died down to what had to be an amazingly satisfying afterglow. She took her foot off the chair before letting herself fall into it. “You’re doing a real bad job convincing me I haven’t walked into a porn script after all.”
“I’m pretty sure most women in porn fake their orgasm, and yours looked as real as it gets. So I guess you can use that as a clue that this is real.” Rose giggled. Her face was all sticky, Kim’s taste still lingered in her mouth, and she was now even more horny than before she’d eaten Kim out. All three of these factors combined to get her into a lovely headspace where everything was both sexy and funny.
“Guess so.  But you can’t tell me you haven’t done this before countless times. Like, not even the best natural sub can play the role so well on their first time, especially not during a crazy one-night-stand with a stranger.”
“Maybe.” Rose left it at that. There was no need to tell Kim that she was wrong. Sure, Rose’s experience with one-night-stands had certainly helped with the confidence to do what felt right in the moment, but that didn’t change the fact that this had been her first outing as a submissive. And apparently she had aced it. “Is this the part where I get my own reward for doing such a good job?”
Kim laughed. “Seems like you still don’t understand how tipping works. It’s very much a one-way street.”
Rose clenched her thighs as her arousal lit up again. She should have felt annoyed by Kim’s selfishness, but her body reacted far too well to this reminder that she wasn’t the one in control here. “Sure you can’t make an exception for me?”
“Come here!” Kim took Rose’s hands and pulled her into a wet and sticky, but all the more lovely kiss. “Tell you what: You totally earned yourself a date with me. So I’d say this is the part where you seduce me with your coffee-making skills, your movie choice and your best totally-innocent-cuddling-on-the-couch game. And if the date goes well…” Kim winked at her.
It looked like this wasn’t going to be a one-night-stand after all. Rose couldn’t wait for what her friends would say when she told them what their little dare had turned into.






  
  Cruel and Unusual Punishment


Zoey had become good friends with Emily’s spanking bench over the couple of years they’d been together. They had shared many intense moments, the bench and her. Its softly padded top had been an essential piece of comfort during those times when Emily painted her whole world a painful red as she absolutely thrashed her ass, and it had soaked up its fair share of sweat and tears over the years. 
By now Zoey only needed to lie down on the slightly clammy upholstery for the excited shivers to start. Still, she was glad that she was allowed to keep her clothes on today. It was approaching autumn, and while the flat was still warm enough that they hadn’t turned on the heating yet, lying down on the cold bench naked would have made her shiver for entirely different reasons.
“Ready for action?” Emily asked. That question was their little ritual, a signal that the scene started, and that from this point on Zoey surrendered herself completely to her girlfriend’s whims, until either Emily was satisfied or Zoey pulled the emergency brakes when it got too much. The latter had only been necessary three times so far, which was pretty impressive given how Emily seemed to completely forget the meaning of the word mercy once she got going.
“More than ready,” Zoey gave the standard code phrase that she wanted Emily to go all out today. Due to life getting in the way, it had been a good two weeks since their last play session, and Zoey was itching for some punishment.
“I was hoping you’d say that. I’ve got something very special planned for you today.”
Emily walked around the bench, trailing her fingers along Zoey’s back as she did so. She crouched down in front of Zoey and dangled their black rubber ball gag before her eyes. “We’re going to need this. You’ll get loud.”
Zoey swallowed hard. Despite the relatively cold air, she felt her whole body heat up as her girlfriend so casually stated how badly she would make her suffer. She didn’t even bother with a reply, just opened her mouth like a good girl to accept the gag. Her previous statement had not been exaggerated: She was more than ready for whatever Emily had in store for her.
In all her time, she’d never really gotten used to the taste of rubber, even though she spent at least half of their play time gagged. While it didn’t make her retch like it had at the very beginning, there was something inherently unpleasant about the hard and yet kind of squishy material.
However, countless sessions had conditioned her body to equate the foul taste with thrilling rides of mind-boggling pleasure and pain. While she would have claimed that she still didn’t like the gag, the mere act of putting it in made her lower body all tingly. Also, there was something almost comforting about how her teeth immediately set against the little dents she had left in the material during the many times when the pain had made her bite down with all her strength.
It didn’t take Emily’s experienced fingers long to fix Zoey to the bench. While her wrists were bound down as usual, though, she chose to fold Zoey’s legs in before immobilizing them with the rope. Once her girlfriend was bound to her satisfaction, Emily slipped off Zoey’s socks, exposing her feet to the cool air, soles pointing up.
Zoey’s breath quickened. Emily rarely included her feet in these scenes, but when she did, it was always to devastating effect. The last time, when she’d put the cane to them, had been one of the few instances Zoey had needed to safeword out.
But as much as she had cried, there had been something perversely invigorating about the searing pain as that thin rod cut into her sensitive soles. After some much needed cocoa and cuddles she had decreed that this wasn’t a hard limit going forward, as long as Emily took care to watch her reactions and not go overboard.
After kneading Zoey’s feet a bit, Emily moved on to pull Zoey’s pants down, just enough to expose her ass to whatever abuse she might dish out. But once again she just felt Zoey’s soft cheeks up a bit before walking away, likely to pick the first implement of pain for the evening.
The temptation to turn her head and see what Emily did was hard to resist, but Zoey forced herself to keep her eyes straight ahead, and not just because looking back while strapped in like this would be hell on her neck. Not knowing what was going to happen was its own thrill, its own little torment, one much more insidious than many of the actually painful things Emily enjoyed doing to her. The promise that she would get loud echoed in Zoey’s mind as she lay there with both her ass and her feet helplessly exposed. She didn’t regret her eagerness, but the anticipation was getting to her with every passing second.
Zoey shrieked when something ice-cold touched the sensitive crack between her butt cheeks. She instinctively tensed up, which was about the worst thing she could do, given that this was Emily’s attempt to lube up her back entrance.
“So jumpy,” Emily said with a little titter in her voice. She waited for her girlfriend to relax before slipping her well-lubed finger into her ass. “It’s not like I kept that stuff in the freezer or anything.”
It was hard to tell if it was a joke, or if Emily had really cooled the lube beforehand just to make Zoey squirm. Given her track record, the chances were about fifty-fifty. Luckily Zoey’s sphincter was well-trained enough that it wasn’t a problem that she couldn’t fully relax, but she kept groaning all the way as Emily’s icy finger massaged her insides.
At least it got better once the actual plug slid in. Thankfully they only had silicone ones instead of steel, and something about this feeling of being stuffed always made Zoey’s body heat up. Emily used the plug rarely enough that she hadn’t gotten used to it yet, and the constant pressure of this unnatural intruder was impossible to ignore. This forced awareness kept her on edge in a way that quickly got rid of the cold.
And with the awareness came the question of what Emily was going for. There had been times when she’d used the plug as an additional irritating stimulant that punished Zoey for clenching down when Emily thrashed her ass with one of her viciously stinging tools, like the cane or the tawse. Other times the anal play had been the main event, with her sliding the plug in and out of her throbbing back entrance until the tension melted Zoey’s mind. What would she go for this time?
“See, that wasn’t so bad.” By the sound of it, Emily was wiping her fingers. When she continued, her voice was dripping with malicious glee. “But don’t worry, it’s gonna get real bad real soon.”
Her fingers returned to Zoey’s butt. Zoey braced herself for a resounding spank, for burning scratches, for any kind of pain. Not that it helped her in any way, since Emily had something far more sinister in mind.
Zoey’s eyes widened as she felt Emily’s nails sliding down the sides of her butt. Her girlfriend didn’t use enough pressure for it to actually hurt. What it did do was send a ticklish shiver through her spine. For sure Emily wasn’t going to…
She was.
Emily’s fingers danced over Zoey’s butt cheeks in a wild flurry. Zoey jerked, yanking at her bonds. But while the ropes allowed her some wiggle room, there was no escaping Emily’s fingers. And what did it matter if she managed to turn her butt a little, when every part of it was just as ticklish as the next?
Zoey howled into her gag. Despite knowing that there was no point to it, she couldn’t stop struggling. Emily effortlessly managed to use her fingers and nails hard enough that it was impossible to ignore them, but still softly enough that instead of any satisfying groping, it only resulted in the most maddening ticklish sensation. And every time Zoey instinctively clenched her cheeks in a vain attempt to brace herself, her body reminded her that there was still a sizable plug filling her up.
The initial assault lasted barely a minute or so, but by the end of it Zoey felt that familiar light itch all over her body, the one she always got when she rapidly heated up but hadn’t start sweating yet. She had always thought of it as her body booting up her pores, and without a way to scratch herself, it quickly got infuriating enough in its own right.
“The first test was a total success, I’d say. Looks like we’re gonna have a lot of fun today.”
“Mpfh?”
Zoey tried to turn her head, in the vain hope that Emily would have mercy when she saw her pleading eyes. Her bonds didn’t allow for such a range of movement, though, and all she managed was to get some of her drool on her shoulder. The gag hadn’t taken long to start making a mess, which was to be expected given her frantic distress and how her face was pointing down, completely invalidating any attempt at swallowing. Not that Zoey minded. She had far, far more important things to worry about.
Like how she was far too ticklish for her own good.
While some of her childhood friends had loved using this weakness against her, Zoey had thought that she’d escaped this particular torment when they had all grown out of it. Even Emily, who must have noticed Zoey’s disproportionate reactions to such little things as being poked in the side, had never shown any inkling to make use of it during their kinky play sessions. Up until now, that was.
“You know, I’m always doing such awful things to your poor ass. I thought maybe we could switch it up a little, make you laugh instead of scream for once.”
Emily lazily dragged her nails along that dip where the cheeks met the lower back. She didn’t put any force into it, but the mere presence of these sharp edges gliding along this sensitive area sent shiver after hot shiver through Zoey’s back. Emily giggled at Zoey’s pitiful whimpers.
“Then again, I have the feeling we’ll be getting to the screams before long anyway. So what do you say? Are you ready to start for real?”
Zoey whined into the gag. Her heart was thumping in her chest and that itch all over her skin was already starting to give way to the clammy feeling of the first droplets of sweat. She was seriously considering safewording on the spot. It might make her look ridiculous, but the thought of being at the ticklish mercy of her remarkably sadistic girlfriend filled her with genuine dread.
However, she had entered into this evening with the attitude that she was ready for whatever Emily wanted to throw at her. And sure, she couldn’t have anticipated that things would go in this direction, but wasn’t this exactly what she wanted? To totally surrender to Emily’s whims, to be her girlfriend’s willing torture toy?
She decided that she wasn’t going to safeword. Not unless she really, really had to. It might only be a question of very little time until that point was reached, but until then she was going to do her best to try and bear it. She was a fighter, not a quitter.
When there was no complaint coming, Emily resumed her attack. This time, though, she went about it far more slowly and deliberately. After a last ticklish flourish on Zoey’s lower back (that resulted in a wide-eyed squeal) she let her fingers travel between Zoey’s soft butt cheeks.
It didn’t even tickle that badly on a moment to moment basis, but Emily’s nails never paused for a single second as they slid over every tiny bit of the intimate area from the top of Zoey’s butt, down to either side of her stuffed back entrance, and almost all the way to her twitching pussy.
“The plug was a great idea,” Emily idly chatted away as she kept gently drawing her nails between Zoey’s cheeks. “Just look at that greedy ass nomming on it. You really can’t get enough of it, now can you?”
Zoey groaned, her chin slick with drool. Her ass was already throbbing and burning from how tightly she clenched around the plug, but there was just no way to relax her muscles while Emily kept up her teasing tickles. Despite the foul taste she kept gnawing and sucking on the gag, just to have anything at all to distract herself from these constant prickling sensations.
That tactic stopped working when Emily once again switched to moving her fingers over her cheeks in a wild spidery flurry. It was all Zoey could do not to suffocate as the forced laughter, only slightly muffled by the gag, shook her whole body. She was ripping at her bonds with all her strength, but to no avail. There was no escaping Emily’s cruel fingers. By this point she was sweating for real, her clothes uncomfortably sticking to her body. She barely even noticed it, though. Her mind was completely overloaded by the ticklish hell Emily put her through.
How could a butt even be this ticklish? And her butt to boot! During their time, they had done their damnedest to harden it. Countless painful sessions had brought Zoey’s ass to the point where a few strikes with the cane barely even made her flinch anymore. And yet it seemed as if it hadn’t lost any of its sensitivity when it came to tickling. Zoey was acutely aware of every single teasing movement of Emily’s fingers. Her cheeks were tingling from the constant assault, and the burning pressure in her back entrance only made the whole cocktail of sensations even more unbearable.
When Emily finally relented, Zoey was a complete mess. It wasn’t just drool running down her face, although her wild laughter had produced a fair share of that. Her eyes stung from the tears freely rolling down her cheeks. Even though it was over (for now), she kept shaking with uncontrollable giggles. Her butt kept tingling and she could almost feel ghosts of Emily’s fingers still moving over her skin. It took an enormous mental effort to relax her ass at least somewhat, though it remained impossible to ignore the plug firmly planted in her throbbing hole.
“Well, that was a nice warm-up, wouldn’t you say?”
Zoey only managed a defeated groan. Her confidence that she might make it through this session was rapidly dwindling. However, she was still determined to try and see it through. And if she was completely honest with herself, no matter how absolutely unbearable it might be, deep down it was kinda hot to be pushed to her very limits by her girlfriend.
“I was hoping for a little more enthusiasm. You sounded like you were having so much fun just now. Guess I’ll have to put the joy back into you. Let’s see what happens when I have a go at these here.”
Zoey’s eyes shot wide open when she felt Emily’s nails settle against the balls of her feet. Oh no! Oh no no no no no! Her butt had been bad enough. If Emily attacked her feet with the same intensity, she would go insane.
“You almost look like you’re scared. But why would that be? After all, it’s just a completely harmless silly little tickle.” Emily chuckled as she dragged her nails over Zoey’s soles, all the way to her heel and back.
It was only a little taste of what was to come, but it was already enough to draw a desperate howl from Zoey. She scrunched her toes and tried to cross her feet as much as her bonds allowed, but once again her attempts to protect herself amounted to nothing. Even if she managed to cover parts of her feet, it only ended up leaving other parts exposed to the ticklish assault.
Emily ramped it up slowly. Her fingers picked up speed as they danced over Zoey’s soles, so far restricting themselves to her arches and the balls of her feet, but that was already devastating enough. Zoey’s feet were ridiculously ticklish, and she already had fresh tears stinging in her eyes as she almost choked on her shrieks. She tried to focus on anything else than Emily’s nails on her sensitive skin, but the soft tickles completely overshadowed everything else. The continued pressure in her ass, the taste of the gag, the clammy feeling of sweat, tears and drool all over her body, it all barely registered compared to Emily’s fingers setting her nerves ablaze.
When Emily went between her toes, Zoey completely lost it. Her laughing shrieks turned into full-on screams as she desperately flailed her feet the little bit she was able to, clenched and unclenched her toes, did anything and everything within her power to try and shake Emily off, but nothing helped. Her throat hurt from how loud she was, and her lungs burned from lack of oxygen, but she couldn’t hold her screams back long enough to even just catch her breath. The ticklish sensation was to her sanity like a flamethrower was to a snow man. It was too much. She couldn’t take it, she just couldn’t!
“Whoa. I didn’t expect this violent a reaction. Looks like I found your weak spot there,” Emily said, laughing as she finally let go of Zoey’s feet.
Zoey didn’t even manage a whine in response. She was too busy sucking as much air into her burning lungs as she possibly could, which was hard enough with the gag blocking her mouth and her nose already locking up with snot as a by-product from all the tears. She was proud that she had made it this far, but she had to admit that she was at her limit.
“Hngh, mff, mff. Hngh, mff, mff!” One high note, followed by two low ones. It wasn’t the safeword (which was just three separated frantic sounds of any kind, repeated as needed, so it would also work in cases when she was too overwhelmed to figure out tone pitches) but their signal that she needed a short break and to check in with Emily.
Within seconds Emily had walked around the bench to her front and taken the gag out. Another big splotch of drool fell from Zoey’s lips as she took the chance and breathed out with all her might. The insidious thing about getting low on oxygen was that you instinctively sucked in as much air as possible, to the point that you prevented yourself from getting the air out again. And with your lungs already filled to bursting, you could try and breathe in all you wanted, it wouldn’t do you any good.
“Looks like that did quite a number on you. Are you okay?
“More or less.” Zoey took another couple of deep breaths to steady herself. “But I’m not sure I can take any more. You have no idea how ticklish I am.”
“I think I have a pretty good idea by this point.” Emily’s grin was wide enough that Zoey could see it even through her blurry eyes. “I suspected that it would be an effective way of torturing you, but I guess I still underestimated just how effective it would be.”
“So effective.” Zoey laughed. It felt good to laugh out of her own free will for once, even if it hurt her sore throat. “I swear, if I had any secrets, I would’ve spilled them all by now.”
“One of these days we’ll have to try that out. Give you a password or something and find out how long it takes for me to torture it out of you.” Emily gently cupped Zoey’s cheeks with her palms, using her thumbs to wipe the worst of the tears from her eyes. It wasn’t perfect, but it brought the world at least somewhat back into focus for Zoey. “Does that mean you’re done for tonight? Or did you just need a break and some air?”
Zoey considered it. A few minutes ago she would have said that she was done, with the night and possibly with life in general. However, now that she’d had a chance to cool down, it seemed a shame to call it off already.
“I can go on,” she decided. “But please, no more tickling for now. It’s so bad.”
“Sure thing.” Emily moved in for a quick kiss. It was messy as hell, but also a so much needed oasis of love in the desert of mind-melting cruelty.
When Emily pulled back again, the mischievous smirk was back on her shiny lips. “When you say ‘for now’, does that mean that tickling is not off the table in general? Because if so, you better believe that wasn’t the last time I made you scream like this.”
Zoey’s heartbeat quickened again. Of course Emily would use any and all weaknesses against her if she allowed her to, especially one that was so devastatingly effective. But as Zoey had already established for herself (and as the hot tingle in her crotch confirmed) that was exactly the point of their little games.
“You know me,” she said, her smile one hundred percent genuine as she looked into a future where she had unleashed a terrifying new torture method into Emily’s already well-stocked arsenal. “I’m always happy to scream for you.”






  
  Pull Up and Push In


It was the second weekend of January, that Goldilocks zone where all the New Year’s celebrations were over and everyday life had settled in again, but the year was young and the resolutions fresh enough that you could still make yourself believe that this would be the year where you actually stuck to all your plans. 
Fittingly, Sam and Quinn sat at their kitchen table, sharing a light chicken salad instead of the hearty lasagna that was their usual Sunday staple. They weren’t on a diet, as evidenced by the delicious self-made chocolate cream they’d made for dessert, but they’d vowed to cut back on the heavy stuff. Because as satisfying as it might feel in the moment to stuff yourself with some nice, fatty goodness, it wasn’t a coincidence that a good part of their Sundays were spent on the couch, neither of them having much energy for anything but mindlessly scrolling through videos.
So far their plan had been a total success. Okay, it was only the second weekend so it might be too early to celebrate a pattern, but still. Last Sunday they’d actually managed to make it to the climbing hall together like they’d been meaning to do for months now (and it had been fun enough, even if they had to share the place with approximately a million other people who had all decided that this was the year where they’d do more sports, for real this time). And today… well, only time would tell, but Sam doubted that it would be a boring afternoon. Quinn had been in a giddy mood all day, taking any chance she got to sneak in a little kiss or to feel her up in less than decent ways whenever they passed each other in the hallway. Chances were, they’d find themselves back in bed before long, but not for sleeping.
“So how’s your training coming along?” Quinn asked as she put her plate aside to grab her little bowl of chocolaty goodness.
“Pretty good, actually.” Sam reached for her own dessert, glad that she hadn’t vowed to cut back on the sugar this year. Of course it wasn’t healthy, but she figured that she was doing more than enough for her body in other ways, and also: Sometimes you had to stop worrying so much and live a little. “Yesterday I managed twenty push-ups in a row. That’s a new record.”
“Not bad indeed.” Quinn fixated Sam with a hot gaze as she played with her spoon. “But I was talking about a different kind of training.”
It took just one look at Quinn’s naughty grin for Sam to get what she was going at. “Oh. Well…”
Right, there had been another resolution, a much naughtier one than eating lighter and working out more. The thing was, Quinn loved using her strap-on, and for the longest time now she’d dropped some subtle (and some not so subtle) hints that she’d love to take it to the back door as well.
And it wasn’t like Sam was opposed on principle. Just the opposite, really. Every time they’d experimented with butt stuff in the bedroom, she’d absolutely loved it, but she was still very much a beginner in that regard. Or maybe an early intermediate. By now she could take the biggest plug of their (admittedly beginner-friendly) set without any problems. Actually taking the strap-on was an entirely different beast, though. One she’d vowed to get to, but this resolution had had the lifespan expected of its kind.
“Not trying to be pushy or anything. You just seemed pretty excited about the idea, so it’d be a pity if it fell to the wayside.”
“Yeah, I know,” Sam said. “And I am. Absolutely. I just kinda didn’t get to it.”
Also it felt a little weird to play with the plugs on her own. As much as Sam loved having sex with her girlfriend, she’d never gotten much out of masturbation. It was missing the interpersonal touch that made sex so nice in the first place. And solo anal was even more awkward.
“You don’t seem to have any problem getting to your workouts.” Quinn tapped her spoon against her lips. She hadn’t licked it clean enough, so it left little chocolaty traces that just begged to be kissed away. “Maybe you should combine both kinds of training.”
“And how would that work?”
Quinn shrugged. “I’m sure you’ll come up with something. Or I could join your workout today and help you spice it up a little.”
Sam scraped the last of the chocolate cream out of the bowl with her finger. She was skeptical about the practicability of Quinn’s idea, but she was also amused by it. Amused and kinda horny from their morning cuddles and their little bouts of affection all day. “Whatever, let’s do it.”
“That was easy.” Quinn chuckled. She licked her lips, sadly getting rid of the chocolate smudges. “But are you sure you want me there? I’m telling you right now: If you give me the chance, I’m gonna make sure that your ass gets at least as much workout as your muscles.”
“Is that a threat or a promise?” Sam asked, licking her finger clean.
Quinn wiggled her eyebrows at her. “Why not both?”

Sam huffed, enjoying the rush of energy she always felt after a good warm-up. That exhilarating state where all her muscles were tingling and ready for action, her whole skin was warm but not yet sweaty, and her mind was all focused on the coming workout. She was a little distracted today, though, and the heat she felt wasn’t just from the jumping jacks and the active stretches she’d just finished.
Turns out, physical activity got a lot more exciting when you did it naked.
And right under your girlfriend’s eyes.
Who was just as naked.
“I could get used to the sight. Don’t know why it took me this long to come watch you work out,” Quinn said from the sidelines. The sidelines being the chair Sam usually piled her everyday clothes on when she got changed, but since there had been no need to change today, they’d simply opted to leave all their stuff in the bedroom. “Your jumping jacks were a bit on the lazy side though, if I may say so. I expected a little more effort from someone es ripped as you.”
“You try doing them without a bra,” Sam shot back.
She was glad about her flat chest. Jumping up and down had felt awkward enough even so. If she’d had a bust like Quinn, it would have been torture.
“Nah, I’m good. Anyway, wanna get the show on the road?”
“Sure, let’s do this.” Sam stretched her arms above her head. “So what’s your plan?”
Quinn jumped up from the chair. “I’m sure you’re happy to hear that I used the time while you jiggled around to come up with a full-fledged training plan. As you certainly know, a proper warm-up and stretching is very important before one starts for real, so that’s going to be our first step.”
She paced up and down before Sam during her little monologue, back straightened, her expression almost managing to stay serious all the way through. She sounded like the coach in one of those cheesy TV shows where the ragtag team of misfits and dropouts got formed into a cohesive unit that would go on to win the championship so they could use the prize money to save their orphanage, or whatever.
“I don’t want to burst your bubble, but it seems like you’ve been too distracted by the jiggling. What do you think I’ve been doing these past ten minutes?” Sam asked, far too amused by the whole situation.
“Well, I do want to burst your bubble. Your bubble butt, that is,” Quinn said and smacked said butt. The slap was startlingly loud, but it didn’t really hurt. At least not compared to the psychic damage from that awful pun.
“I’m not talking about your muscles, Sammy, I know you got those covered. I’m here to train your ass, and that needs some warm-up as well. So get down on your back, legs to your head. I wanna see your feet touching the ground. I know you’re flexible enough, so get to it!”
Quinn was still fully in the role of the hard but fair coach, and Sam was having too much fun not to play along. Also, Quinn was right: Lying down with her feet to both sides of her head was no big deal for her.
Or at least it was no big deal when it came to her strength and flexibility. As she quickly found out, that pose made her feel vulnerable. Like really, really vulnerable.
With her spine rolled up and her legs stretched back, she ended up with her crotch being essentially her highest point. As she looked up at Quinn from between her legs, a good part of her field of vision was taken up by her pussy, and her girlfriend would have at least as good a view on her naughtiest part. A good view, and just as good access. With her legs spread out like this, her pussy was as exposed as it could be, and Sam had no way of protecting herself should her girlfriend act on her dirty urges.
And it wasn’t just her pussy. Her ass was just as exposed, and the pose spread her cheeks, so she couldn’t even really clench her butt. Her heartbeat quickened as she realized that she was in the perfect position to have something shoved into either hole.
“Perfect. Now let’s get you nice and ready.” Quinn disappeared from Sam’s vision, before returning shortly after with a bottle of lube. She crouched down and put a big glob of the translucent gel onto the tip of her finger.
When Quinn touched her back entrance, Sam only managed to stay in position by grabbing her ankles with all her strength to hold them in place. Fuck, this was intense!
It wasn’t just the familiar cool sting she always felt at the start when the lube hadn’t yet warmed up to body temperature. Maybe it was because her ass was stretched open so much, maybe it was just in her mind due to the humiliating pose, but her hole felt a lot more sensitive than she was used to. She barely managed not to squeal when Quinn slid her finger into her with barely any resistance.
“That’s a good girl,” Quinn said with the biggest grin as she slowly pumped her finger in and out of Sam’s vulnerable ass. “That pose suits you, by the way. We should do this more often.”
Sam felt the onset of a blush on her cheeks. She’d thought that she’d long since stopped being embarrassed by sex, but between being finger-fucked in the ass in this humiliating pose and Quinn rubbing it in, she was actually feeling bashful.
“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Sam forced herself to get a grip. She was no blushing maiden! Yes, she was feeling a lot more vulnerable than she was used to, but if anything, that was just another challenge for her to overcome. She certainly wasn’t going to give Quinn the satisfaction of seeing her squirm!
“Of course I would. And don’t say you wouldn’t as well. Something tells me that you’re enjoying this a lot. Something right… here.”
Sam gasped as Quinn leaned forward and placed a kiss right on her exposed pussy. It was a struggle not to blush for real when she saw her girlfriend lick her lips. Her very wet lips.
“I’d say you’re properly warmed up now. Time to start with the stretching.”
Quinn pulled her finger back out. Sam’s ass kept tingling, and the slick sensation of the lube was impossible to ignore. That was, until Quinn picked up a plug, which immediately caught all of Sam’s attention.
“When did you get that thing?”
This plug wasn’t from the set she knew. For once, instead of soft, pliable silicone it was made from stainless steel, so it would have absolutely zero give going in. And much more importantly, it was a good bit thicker than what they’d played with so far.
Sam estimated it to be three fingers thick, if not a little more. To a veteran it might still be a laughable size, but with her limited experience and in her vulnerable position, that thing was an imposing monster.
“It caught my eyes when I was Christmas shopping a couple weeks back,” Quinn told her, still with the same wide grin as she lubed the plug up. At least she wasn’t stingy. The metal got absolutely drenched. “Initially I wanted to give it to you for Christmas, but then I figured, you’d appreciate the surprise a lot more if it was, well, a surprise.”
“I’m certainly surprised,” Sam said, unable to keep her eyes off the plug.
“Happy to hear it.”
Quinn placed the tip of the plug against Sam’s back door, making her girlfriend gasp and twitch. While the plug was relatively warm, metal always felt somewhat cold to the touch, and it was touching some very sensitive places there.
“Ready for your stretching routine?”
Sam took a couple of deep breaths and held on tight to her legs that were starting to shake from being stretched back for so long. She was definitely feeling her nerves, but she wasn’t going to let them stop her. After all, the plug wasn’t that much bigger than what she was used to. She could definitely do this. And she wasn’t one to balk at a challenge.
“Do it!”
There was remarkable little resistance as the plug slid deeper and deeper into her. It couldn’t be just the lube. Maybe it was her inability to properly clench her ass even if she’d wanted to, or something about this pose rearranged her insides in just the right way, but for its size it went in remarkably easily.
Which wasn’t to say that it was a walk in the park for Sam.
She managed not to make any embarrassing sounds, but only by biting down real hard on her lower lip. Her ass was used to being stuffed, but the unyielding steel made the plug feel even bigger than it was, and the dull pressure as it stretched her insides was uncomfortable and weirdly enticing at the same time.
Once it was fully in and her sphincter could relax, the discomfort quickly vanished, and Sam almost laughed as only the thrilling feeling of fullness remained. That hadn’t been so bad! Now that it was in, it was a little underwhelming, even. Maybe she should tell Quinn that they needed something even bigger.
That cockiness vanished when Quinn immediately pulled the plug back out again.
Sam’s sphincter hadn’t fully recovered yet, and getting it stretched open again so soon was almost painfully intense. Her ass felt like it stayed gaping open for several seconds after the plug was already out. The sensation was accompanied with the sweetest kind of ache that reminded Sam of why she’d agreed to more anal experiments. Yes, it was uncomfortable, but in some weird, twisted way she couldn’t get enough of it.
“Look at you, taking it like a real champ,” Quinn cooed. “I expected a lot more trouble with that one. Have you been training behind my back?”
“Nah, I’m just that good,” Sam shot back, laughing for real now. This was fun!
“Perfect. Because we’ve got a lot more reps ahead of us to get you all nice and ready.”
“What?”

“A lot more” turned out to be around ten or so, but that was plenty. While the plug kept sliding in and out with relative ease (and by this point Sam was sure that the pose she was in helped a lot there), Sam’s sphincter didn’t appreciate being stretched open so often in such rapid succession.
She didn’t manage to stay silent all the way through. By the end she needed to let the tension and the invasive ache out in some way. She tried to keep her moans and huffs to a minimum, though, if only because she didn’t want to admit to Quinn just how much of an effect she was having on her.
And once again: It wasn’t actually all that bad. And it didn’t really hurt, either. Just like everything involving butt stuff, the sensation was mostly just kinda uncomfortable in a weirdly thrilling way. Only that now there was so much sensation that it threatened to completely overwhelm her.
She couldn’t deny how hot it was, though, to be fucked in the ass so thoroughly, and in such a humiliating way to boot. And neither could she hide it from Quinn. At first her girlfriend had been fully concentrated on shoving the plug into her ass and pulling it out again, but her eyes gravitated more and more to Sam’s pussy that lay right in front of her, fully exposed and unable to hide how it, too, gaped open in anticipation. Not to say anything about how wet she’d gotten already.
“I’ve got to say, I’m impressed.” Quinn shoved the plug in once more, but this time she left it in so Sam could continue enjoying this feeling of oppressive fullness during their conversation. “I thought we’d have to slowly work up to that plug, but it looks like you’ve been more than ready for it already. How does it feel?”
“Big,” Sam answered, her laugh now sounding a lot more maniacal. “My ass is gonna be so sore after this.”
“But you like it?”
“Oh yeah.” Sam laughed again. “It’s crazy, but it’s the best kind of crazy.”
“That’s good. Because I’m only starting with the crazy stuff.” Quinn pulled the plug back out, making Sam gasp once more. “But I have no doubts that you’re ready for what I’ve planned. You look nicely loosened up.”
Sam had to agree. While her sphincter still complained about the abuse and she doubted that the ache would disappear anytime soon, the last couple of thrusts had gone a lot more smoothly already. It was as if her ass had gotten more pliable, more used to stretching itself open.
“But first, here’s a little reward for playing along so nicely.”
Quinn’s mouth was back on her pussy, but this time it was more than just a kiss. Her tongue slid into her entrance like the plug had done with her ass. Quinn opened up wide, so her upper lip rubbed against Sam’s clit as she engulfed her entire pussy with her mouth.
There was no staying silent this time, not with how good Quinn’s oral game was, and not with how horny Sam had gotten from all that foreplay. She would have muffled her moans with her hands, but she needed both of them to hold her ankles so she’d stay in position. It was a good thing the room didn’t share a wall with any neighbors, because Quinn’s tongue felt far, far too good as it traveled everywhere over and inside her pussy.
The oral ministrations didn’t last very long. Not enough to get her anywhere near an orgasm, but more than enough to leave her panting and shaking. And hot, in more ways than one. It wouldn’t take much more to get her sweating for real.
“Okay, time for the main event.” Quinn placed one last kiss on Sam’s twitching pussy before licking her glistening lips again and looking around the room, scanning the assorted workout equipment. “Let me think for a moment. You can get up again, by the way.”
Sam groaned as she stretched herself out. Even with her flexibility, staying rolled up for so long had left its marks. She didn’t want to complain, though. Not when she was this eager to find out what her girlfriend would come up with next.
The answer was pull-ups.
“Get over there and stretch your shoulders, or whatever it is you’re supposed to be doing. We’ll start once I’ve prepared my stuff. No looking!”
Sam did as she was told. She’d bolted a bar with two handles to the top of the door frame a good year ago, and that home-brew constructions had done its job perfectly. Over the last year she’d gone from barely making it through one or two pull-ups to several blocks of five reps each. It was questionable, though, if she could deliver the same results while Quinn did who knew what naughty things to her. And as much as she enjoyed the floaty horny state Quinn’s intimate attention had left her in, it didn’t feel all that conductive to her strength.
“Okay, all ready,” Quinn voice came from behind. “Pull yourself up and stay there for a moment.”
Sam rotated her arms one last time before she grabbed on to the handles, tucked in her legs so she couldn’t cheat by going on her tiptoes, and pulled herself up.
Turned out, it wasn’t any problem. If the horniness really sapped her strength, then that was made up for by the unfocused energy she’d gotten from their naughty games, and by her urge to show off in front of her girlfriend. It was a bit exhausting to stay up, but nothing she couldn’t manage.
Until she once again felt something against her ass.
It was the tip of another well-lubed thing, but it certainly wasn’t steel this time. Had to be silicone. One of her usual plugs, maybe?
“You can let yourself down. Slowly.”
“Fuck you, too,” Sam hissed between clenched teeth.
Going slow was a lot more exhausting, but there was no way she’d rush on her way down. Unlike with the previous pose, she had to actively focus on relaxing her ass now, while at the same time engaging the muscles in her arms with all her strength. She really hoped Quinn appreciated how much work she put in here.
As she slowly – painfully slowly – let herself down, the thing pushed into her. It wasn’t quite as thick as the plug had been, but between her ass already being sore and her position making it much harder not to clench her butt cheeks, it still posed something of a challenge.
And it didn’t stop.
Sam’s arms locked up, leaving her hanging in an incredibly exhausting half pull-up as she tried to make sense of the sensations. She’d gone down quite a bit, but the thing was still stretching her sphincter, going even further into her. Their plugs weren’t this long, right? Surely she should have made it to the shaft by now.
She couldn’t stay like this forever, though. Or, literally any time longer, really. Her arms were already burning from the strain, and the last thing she wanted was for her strength to give out and to spear herself dropping down. She forced her aching ass to relax as much as was humanly possible given the circumstances and finished her decent.
There was no shaft.
Even when she’d made it all the way down, with her feet back on the ground, her ass was still stretched open, and she hadn’t made it to the end of the thing.
“What the fuck is this?” she asked, turning back to Quinn as best she could without moving her hips in the process.
“Well, since the goal is for me to properly fuck you at some point and you did so well during the stretching, I figured this is as good a time as any to graduate from the plugs to the next level. Don’t worry, I picked the smallest dildo we have. It shouldn’t be an issue.”
Once more Sam could do nothing but laugh at the situation she found herself in.
“It’s not too much, is it?” Quinn asked. “I figured, you’re strong, and you’re an absolute sex machine. If anyone can take it, it’s you.”
To her own surprise Sam found that, yes, she could take it. She’d always been a bit scared of trying out different things to stick up her ass. Plugs had the nice property that you only had to make it through one big stretch, and then you could relax again. Sure, that feeling of fullness stayed with you, and you absolutely couldn’t ignore the plug with every step you took, but simply having it in wasn’t much of a challenge. The shaft was thin enough that it wasn’t much different from having nothing there at all.
With the dildo, though, she couldn’t fully relax. Yes, it wasn’t as thick as the plugs she’d played with, but since they were of even girth all the way down, her sphincter had to stay open further than it was used to, every instinctive attempt to clench it shut only leading to an uncomfortable reminder of the intruder inside of her. And even though Quinn kept perfectly still, every tiny twitch shifted it in or out or rotated it, which wasn’t any less intense. Basically she had to keep fucking her ass by merely existing.
And she absolutely loved it.
Sure, her ass ached and it was going to be so, so sore later. And yes, there was something like an unfocused anxiety running through her nerves as her body was unsure what to make of the sensations. But neither of those things bothered her. Not when it felt so excitingly dirty. Quinn had just been joking when she’d talked about “graduating” from the plugs, but Sam truly felt like she’d leveled up and unlocked a whole new kind of depraved fun.
“Yep, no problem at all,” she told Quinn, her voice and face beaming with barely contained euphoria.
“I knew I could count on you.” Quinn leaned in for a kiss. At the last second, Sam swerved away and bit her in the nose instead.
Quinn flinched back, rubbing her nose. “What was that for?”
“Don’t tell me you didn’t deserve it.”
“Fair enough.” Quinn shoved the dildo all the way up Sam’s ass. There hadn’t been much of its length missing, but it was still enough to draw a surprised yelp from Sam. “But don’t get too cocky on me. I’m still the one holding all the cards here. Or all the sex toys, in this case.”
“Whatever.” Sam took a couple of deep breaths to relax her aching butt as much as she could manage. She’d thought the plugs were hard to ignore, but damn, when your sphincter was constantly stretched even just a bit, your body made sure to let you know. All the time.
“So what’s next?” she asked, trying to both come off like she wasn’t bothered, and to distract herself from how hot and bothered she really was.
“Isn’t it obvious? We haven’t even started yet. Go, go! I wanna see some nice, professional pull-ups!”
Right, there had been a reason for this madness. Okay, maybe not a reason, but at least a pretense of a reason.
Sam grabbed the handles again and pulled herself up. Her breath caught as the dildo slid smoothly all the way out of her ass, leaving it all tingly. Until Quinn realigned it so it would go all the way back in on the way down.
Usually Sam needed a quick break after five pull-ups, but this time she barely even registered the burning in her arms. She was far too focused on how crazy it felt to fuck herself during her workout. Yes, her ass was getting more sore with each rep, but she was thrilled by how easily the dildo went in and out every time. Seemed like there really hadn’t been a reason for her to be this afraid. If today wasn’t a fluke, they’d be able to try out the first real strap-on fucking in no time at all.
After seven or eight pull-ups, though (she certainly didn’t have the mental capacity to count), she couldn’t ignore her protesting muscles any longer. She barely suppressed a really embarrassing moan as she dropped back down to the floor, shoving the dildo into her all the way to its base in the process.
“Nice!” Quinn ran her hand over the bulging muscles on Sam’s arm. “Have I ever told you that you’re sexy as fuck when you work out?”
“Actually, no. You never see me work out, because you always find some excuse why you won’t join me.”
“Well, I did join now. And I can tell you: You’re real sexy when you show off how ripped you are. Especially when you fuck yourself at the same time.”
Sam laughed. There was just no helping her girlfriend. Then again, there was no helping herself either, given how willingly she played along. “Okay, short break, then I can do another set.”
“A break from the pull-ups, or a break from having something up your ass?”
Sam briefly considered it, only to confirm that, no, she was good, actually. Her ass was going to be sore either way, and now that she’d kinda gotten used to the feeling, she enjoyed the constant thrill the dildo gave her.
“That’s my girl!” Quinn placed a nice, long kiss on Sam’s neck. It wasn’t hard enough to leave a bruise, but it certainly left its mark on Sam’s mental state. “Be a dear and hold it in yourself for a moment. I need to get something. You totally earned yourself another reward.”
With that Quinn dashed away. There was the weirdest flutter in Sam’s stomach as she felt the dildo starting to slide out of her. Even if she clenched down on it, with how lubed up it was and given how there was no wide part to hold on to, the call of gravity was just too strong.
While she wouldn’t exactly describe herself as “a dear”, she still reached around to hold the thing inside her. If they wanted to keep playing with it, it should better not roll around on the ground, and she also didn’t want to forfeit this reward. Not if it was anywhere near as good as the last one.
“All done,” Quinn’s voice came from behind her barely a minute later. “When you’re ready, pull yourself up again. And stay up. This might take some adjusting.”
Sam’s arms felt heavy as she reached for the handles, but she knew that she still had enough strength left. And also: Who cared if more than just her ass was sore tomorrow? This was so worth it.
Even so, her muscles immediately complained as she once again held herself afloat on the peak of the pull-up. She struggled to hold on, and almost let go in surprise when something touched her pussy.
While she’d been aware of how much fun she’d had with all the anal play, she somehow hadn’t registered how damn horny she’d gotten. Just having that dildo (and yes, Quinn had brought a second one) tease her gushing wet entrance with its tip felt far too good. Every muscle in her lower body tensed up at the touch, which only made the sensation even more intense as she was intimately reminded that her ass was still stuffed.
“Okay, you can go down again.”
Sam snorted. They’d really left all semblance of sanity behind at this point. But who was she to complain? And it wasn’t like she could have stayed up much longer anyway. Bracing herself for what was coming, Sam slowly let herself down on both dildos.
Or at least she’d planned to do it slowly. Her exhausted muscles didn’t have that level of control anymore, and her descent was much more rapid than she’d have liked. She instinctively reached out with her legs to at least land as high on her tiptoes as possible, but she still let out the loudest moan as she rammed both dildos into her.
It was her first real time experiencing double penetration, if you didn’t count some early experiments with single fingers. And it was certainly… something.
For once, she’d never felt this full in all her life. Like, it was actually ridiculous how full she felt. As if there was more inside of her than was physically possible.
It wasn’t a bad feeling, though. Not by a long shot. Once the initial shock wore off, it was impossible not to appreciate how the dildos managed to press against pretty much every sensitive spot inside of her at once. And she wasn’t sure if Quinn had lubed the second one up as well, or if she was just that wet, but damn did it feel amazing how smoothly that thing moved within her!
“Oh fuck,” Sam whispered, panting heavily. Maybe it was just because she was standing this precariously, or maybe Quinn was doing it on purpose, but both dildos were constantly shifting inside of her, completely overwhelming her with bliss.
“Do you like your reward?”
“Fuck, yes.” Sam groaned as she went flat on her feet, penetrating herself even more deeply. She’d needed to give her burning arms some rest, though. And it really wasn’t like she minded being made to feel these amazing sensations.
“You did a real good job. As your personal coach, I’m very proud of you.” Quinn moved in closer, her soft body pressing against Sam’s back. “And as your girlfriend, I’m so fucking ready to take this to the bedroom.”
“I’m not sure I can still make it that far,” Sam moaned back.
It was getting too much. Being filled up this much was heaven, but it was also far, far too intense. Her vaginal and anal muscles kept contracting on their own, each time accompanied by a wave of aching pleasure as she felt both intruders even more intimately. She already felt the tension growing inside of her. So far she’d never managed to come from penetration alone, but she’d also never experienced penetration in such a raw form before. And even in the case that it wasn’t enough to actually get her off still, she was in no way fit enough anymore for the kind of lengthy sex they usually went for.
“Is that so?” Quinn giggled against Sam’s neck. “Do you need another reward right now?”
She pulled both dildos out a bit before pistoning them back in, sometimes alternating, sometimes at the same time, but always to absolutely devastating effect.
Sam leaned back against her girlfriend for support. It was a miracle that her legs were still carrying her. The pleasure was so intense that it was almost painful. The tension was getting unbearable, and while she still wasn’t sure if she was able to orgasm this way, there was no way she’d be able to stand this much longer.
“Hold on, this is gonna get wild.” Quinn shoved both dildos all the way in, making her scream as the fullness melted her mind. She reached between Sam’s legs with one hand, holding both toys in place, while she reached around with the other and put it right on Sam’s clit.
It was such a good thing that the room didn’t border on any neighbors, because Sam got loud. Really loud.
She fell back against Quinn as the orgasm shook her, only managing not to throw both of them to the floor by instinctively reaching up to one of the pull-up handles and holding on for dear life. She couldn’t remember ever coming this hard before. Being this full made the contractions that came with her climax so much more intense, the resulting pleasure in turn fueling the orgasm to continue even longer.
It seemed to go on forever. Every time she felt like she came down, a particularly spicy movement of the dildos within her or a flurry of Quinn’s fingers on her clit would get her going again, until she was completely spent and pleading for it to stop because she just couldn’t deal with that overwhelming pleasure anymore.
Quinn let her come down slowly, but no matter how careful she went about it, Sam still screamed when she finally pulled the dildos out of her. Both her pussy and her ass where throbbing wildly, and she had to lie down on the floor for a moment because she just couldn’t keep herself upright anymore.
“Everything okay?” Quinn asked, crouching down beside her heavily panting girlfriend.
“More than okay,” Sam replied with a wild laugh.
The craziest thing was: Even with how badly her ass ached after being stretched for so long, it actually felt weird not to have anything inside of it anymore. She really shouldn’t think about such things in her current state, but she was kinda tempted to shove one of her plugs back in and just keep it there as she went about the rest of her day. Maybe she should suggest something like that to Quinn. As part of this very professional training program they’d started there.
Or maybe she was just too high on endorphins to know what was good for her right now.
Either way, she was going to enjoy just lying there for a minute longer, but then she’d get up to return the favor. After all, Quinn deserved a reward of her own.
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