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Chapter 1

The fan gave one last wheeze before roaring back to life, spinning steady like it hadn’t been rattling itself half to death all week. Rory leaned back on her heels, wiped her hands on a rag, and gave the metal frame a good smack for luck.

“There,” she said, standing up. “Not perfect, but it’ll keep you from melting.”

Her arms stretched overhead, shirt pulling across her chest, muscles shifting in that way that made me want to stop breathing for a second. I had to look away fast, pretending I was deeply invested in smoothing the wobble out of the sad little bowl spinning on my wheel. Totally normal behavior. Not at all me ogling the camp’s maintenance goddess like some thirsty camper.

I leaned on my wheel, eyeing the fan like it had just been resurrected. “I was about five minutes away from holding funerals for my clay,” I said. “You may have saved lives today.”

Her mouth tugged into the faintest grin, the kind that made you feel like you’d earned it. “All in a day’s work.”

“You fix everything around here?” I asked, nudging my clay into something vaguely bowl-shaped.

“Everything they bother to tell me about,” she said. “Sometimes I get to it before it falls apart. Sometimes not.”

I snorted. “That’s comforting. Real confidence builder.”

“Hey, your fan’s running, isn’t it?” She flashed me that grin again, and this time it landed square in my chest.

“True,” I said, tilting my head at her. “Maybe I should bribe you to come back and keep it that way.”

“Bribes, huh?” she said, picking up her toolbox. “What’ve you got to offer?”

I glanced at the row of lopsided mugs on the shelf and smirked. “Well, I can make you a mug that leaks. Or a bowl that wobbles. Dealer’s choice.”

That got me a real laugh—low, warm, a little surprised. She shook her head, tucking the rag into her back pocket. “Sounds like a fair trade.”

And just like that, she headed for the door, boots crunching over the thin layer of clay dust, leaving me in the heat of my studio with a working fan and a ridiculous grin I couldn’t wipe off my face.

Of course, the room wasn’t the only thing running hot now.

Once the door swung shut behind Rory, I let out a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding and slumped against my stool. God help me, that woman was unfair.

It still blows my mind I even ended up here. A year ago, I was a broke art grad with a degree that impressed absolutely no one, least of all my landlord. My “career” amounted to painting friends’ apartments for pizza and stress-crying over Craigslist listings. Then I saw an ad for Camp Cedar Pines.

Adult summer camp, now hiring instructors. Pottery teacher needed.

Pottery. My experience at that point was one half-semester elective where I made a mug so crooked it could double as modern art. But the camp was re-opening after years of being shut down, clearly desperate, and I figured hey, I knew how to fake confidence. So I slapped together a resume, dropped some keywords like “kiln” and “wheel,” and somehow, by the grace of gay Jesus, I got the job.

And honestly? It’s been chaos. Clay everywhere, wheels that refuse to cooperate, adult campers whose “creative vision” looks suspiciously like penis sculptures… but somehow, I make it work. Or at least, I make it look like I’m making it work.

The real perk of the job, though? Rory.

I noticed her day one, lugging a toolbox across camp like it weighed nothing, flannel shirt rolled up to her elbows, boots leaving imprints in the dirt. Strong, competent, quiet. The kind of woman who looks like she could chop wood, fix your car, and break your heart all before lunch. Basically, lesbian catnip.

I’ve been watching her all summer, which makes me sound like a creep, but I swear it’s more… anthropological. Research. Observation. Scientific study of the hot butch in her natural habitat.

And she’s impossible to read. Sometimes she’ll toss me a smile or lean a little too close when she’s showing me how to not electrocute myself, and I’ll think okay, this is flirting, this is a thing. Other times she’s so casual, so polite, that I convince myself she’s just being nice, like she probably is with everyone else.

The problem is, we both live here for the summer. It’s not like I can make a move and then just disappear if it goes horribly wrong. If I try something and she doesn’t feel the same? Congratulations, Lena, you’ve just made communal dining hall breakfasts the most awkward part of camp.

So instead, I hover somewhere between shameless staring and bad jokes, praying she can’t tell how hard I’m flailing inside. And maybe, if I’m lucky, she’ll decide to make the first move before summer runs out.

Have I broken things just to have an excuse for Rory to fix them? Maybe.

Okay, yes. The studio sink has mysteriously “leaked” more than once. And the wheel pedal didn’t need me to jam it with my heel until it snapped, but it did result in Rory crouched beside me, toolbelt jingling, sleeves rolled up, explaining how the mechanism worked while I nodded like I was absorbing very important information instead of staring at the curve of her neck.

The worst was the lightbulb. I could’ve replaced it myself. I’m not helpless. But I claimed it was too high to reach (it wasn’t) and called her in. She showed up with a ladder, smirk tugging at her mouth.

“You know, Lena,” she said, climbing up, “I’m starting to think you just like watching me work.”

Cue me choking on my own saliva. “What? No. I mean, yes, you’re very… efficient. With the… bulbs.”

She glanced down at me from the top step, eyes glinting, and for a second I swear the air got too heavy to breathe. Was that teasing? Was that flirting? Or was I just reading into it like always?

And then, of course, she had to reach overhead, shirt lifting just enough to expose a sliver of stomach, muscles tightening as she twisted the bulb in place. My thighs pressed together automatically, like my body had decided we were having a whole different kind of conversation.

I stand there useless, pretending to “spot” her, heart hammering because all I can smell is soap and sweat and sawdust, all I can see is the shape of her body just out of reach. And then she steps down so close her hip brushes mine like she doesn’t even notice.

The last time that happened, I couldn’t stop thinking about how her breath tickled down the side of my neck. And how, if I turned my head just an inch, our lips would’ve met.

But I didn’t. Because I’m a coward. And because she pulled away, casual as ever, like she hadn’t just lit me on fire.

So yeah, maybe I’ve broken things on purpose. And maybe I’ll keep doing it.


Chapter 2

I was cutting across camp, half-thinking about what snack I could steal from the dining hall before my next class, when I heard it.

“Lena!”

I turned, and there she was. Rory, waving me over from behind one of the storage sheds. Sun cutting across her flannel, toolbox open at her feet, crouched over what looked like a pipe that had given up on life.

“Give me a hand?” she called.

My heart did its usual backflip. God forbid I just walk like a normal person; I practically floated over, pretending I wasn’t stupidly excited just to be summoned.

“What’s broken now?” I asked, stopping a little too close, because apparently I have no sense of personal space around her.

“Pipe burst. I need someone to pass me tools, unless you want to crawl under here with me and get soaked.” She tipped her chin toward the puddle spreading in the dirt, smirk tugging at her mouth.

“I’ll stick to tool girl duty,” I said, crouching beside her. “Clay and mud, sure. Mud and plumbing? Not my kink.”

She chuckled, shaking her head, before sliding under the pipe again. “Wrench,” she said, hand reaching out blindly.

I placed it in her palm, fingers brushing longer than necessary. “Yes, ma’am.”

Her laugh echoed from under the crawlspace, warm and rough. “Careful. I might get used to that.”

The way she said it, low, amused, like she wasn’t entirely joking, sent a rush of heat straight through me. My whole body flushed at once. Play it cool, Lena. Just play it cool.

“What, me being helpful?” I asked, crouching back on my heels.

“Mm,” she hummed, working the wrench, voice muffled. “You being obedient.”

Oh. Oh. My thighs pressed together before I could stop them. “Don’t get too excited. I’m only obedient in certain situations.”

Her arm slid out just far enough that I saw her hand pause mid-turn. A laugh, short and surprised, spilled from under the pipe. “Good to know.”

I busied myself with the toolbox so I wouldn’t combust on the spot, but really I was watching her. The way her back shifted under the flannel when she moved, muscles pulling taut. The scrape of her boots against the dirt. The way her shirt rode up just a little every time she stretched forward, flashing a strip of skin I absolutely should not have been staring at.

By the time she slid out again to tighten the last bolt, there was a smudge of dirt along her jaw and her hair had slipped out from under her cap. She wiped her forehead with the back of her arm, and it was unfair that someone fixing a pipe could look like that. Like my own personal gay thirst trap.

“Done,” she said finally, wiping her hands on a rag. “Not bad, huh?”

“Not bad? You’re basically a superhero,” I said, meaning it.

Rory stood up, towering over me, that slow grin spreading across her face like she knew exactly what she did to me. “Superhero, huh? Should I start charging for rescues?”

“I’m broke,” I said quickly, scrambling to my feet. “All I can offer is pottery that looks vaguely like a bowl.”

She stepped closer, close enough that I had to tilt my chin up. “Hmm. Not sure that’s fair payment.”

My pulse spiked, but I forced a laugh. “What, you want two bowls?”

“No,” she said, voice lower now, eyes locked on mine. “I want this.”

And before I could ask what this was, her hand slid to the back of my neck, pulling me in. Her mouth found mine, warm and firm, and I forgot every reason I’d been too scared to make a move all summer.

The kiss was hungry, like she’d been waiting as long as I had. My hands fumbled at her shirt, clay-stained fingertips against flannel, pulling her closer without thinking. She tasted like heat and effort and the salt of sweat, and I thought, finally. Finally.

When she pulled back, just barely, her forehead resting against mine, she whispered, “That clear enough for you?”

All I could do was nod, breathless. Because yeah, it was very, very clear.

Rory wiped her hands on a rag, still close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off her, and before I could think too much, her lips were on mine again. Slow, teasing at first, like she was testing me, then firmer, claiming, and I melted against her, hands tangling in the flannel at her waist.

“Lena…” she murmured against my lips, and I thought maybe we could stay here forever, wrapped in this ridiculous little pocket of stolen time.

And then, as if the universe had its own sick sense of timing, a shout rang out.

“Rory! You there? Got a minute?”

We froze. The voice came from the other side of the building. We couldn’t see the director, but we both knew exactly who it was. Rory groaned quietly, lips brushing my jaw as she muttered, “Not now.”

I pressed my palm to her chest, feeling it thrum beneath the flannel. “Go,” I whispered. “I’ll… be around.”

She straightened reluctantly, smirk tugging at her mouth. “Meet me at my cabin after lights out,” she said, voice low and just barely teasing.

My chest practically exploded. “Absolutely,” I breathed, heart hammering.

Rory gave me one last look, half warning and half promise, and slipped past me toward the other side of the shed. I melted into the shadows, slipping out the opposite side just as the camp director’s boots crunched over the dirt.

“Rory! Did you check the west side plumbing? I need—”

She didn’t look back, just waved a hand and started walking toward the director, already diving into the next maintenance crisis.

And me? I leaned against the opposite side of the shed, trying not to bounce up and down like a complete idiot.

After lights out. I could not wait.


Chapter 3

The waiting was torture. I paced my cabin after dinner, checking my reflection every five minutes like my appearance might drastically change between glances. I finally settled on a light cotton sundress. Casual enough that I could pretend I wasn’t trying too hard, but cute enough that I knew exactly what I was doing.

As soon as the counselors called lights out and the camp quieted down, I slipped out. My heart pounded so hard I was sure someone would hear it across the grounds. The night air kissed my bare legs as I picked my way along the path, gravel crunching beneath my sandals.

Rory’s maintenance cabin sat apart from the others, tucked behind a stand of pines. No official lights-out for her, being on the maintenance team had its privileges. I saw the warm glow of her windows before I reached the door, a beacon pulling me forward.

I hesitated before knocking, suddenly aware of how my hands were trembling. What if I’d misread everything? What if—

No. The way she’d kissed me. The heat in her eyes. That wasn’t my imagination.

I knocked, three quick taps.

The door swung open, and there she was. No work clothes covered in grease and dirt tonight. Her hair was damp, curling slightly at the edges like she’d just showered. She wore her usual flannel unbuttoned over a white tank that clung to every curve, paired with worn jeans that hung low on her hips. Clean, but still so utterly Rory it made my mouth go dry.

“You came,” she said, leaning against the doorframe, eyes traveling slowly down my body and back up. Not hiding it. Not even trying to.

“You invited me,” I replied, suddenly very aware of how little my dress covered.

“Well, look at you,” Rory said, her voice dropping to a husky growl. “Coming to my cabin looking like that. You’re just looking for trouble, aren’t you?”

My knees went weak, a flush spreading across my skin like wildfire. No woman had ever spoken to me like that before, and god, I wanted more of it.

“Maybe I am,” I managed to say, surprising myself with my boldness.

In one fluid motion, she reached out, grabbed my wrist, and pulled me inside. The door slammed behind us as she backed me against the rough-hewn cabin wall, her body pressing against mine. The wood scraped against my bare shoulders, but I couldn’t care less, not when her mouth claimed mine in a kiss that was nothing like the one we’d shared earlier.

This was hungry. Desperate. Her tongue pushed past my lips, demanding entry, and I gave it willingly, moaning into her mouth. Her hands found my hips, fingers digging in hard enough to leave marks, and the thought of being marked by her sent liquid heat pooling between my thighs.

“I’ve wanted to do this all summer,” she murmured against my mouth, one hand sliding up to cup my breast through the thin fabric of my dress. “Watching you bend over that pottery wheel, your ass in those tight little shorts… you have no idea what you do to me.”

“Show me,” I gasped, arching into her touch.

Rory grinned, predatory and confident, before dropping her head to my neck. She bit down, not hard enough to break skin but enough to make me cry out, then soothed the spot with her tongue. Her thigh pushed between my legs, and I ground against it shamelessly, already embarrassingly wet.

“You’re soaked,” she said, her hand sliding up my thigh and under my dress. When her fingers brushed against the damp fabric of my underwear, she let out a groan that vibrated through my whole body. “Fuck, Lena. You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?”

I couldn’t even form words. My hips bucked against her hand, seeking more pressure, more friction, more of anything she was willing to give me.

“Yes,” I breathed, my voice barely audible over the pounding of my heart. “So fucking dirty for you.”

I couldn’t take it anymore. I needed to see her, touch her, feel her skin against mine. With trembling fingers, I pushed the flannel off her shoulders, letting it slide down her toned arms until it pooled at her feet. The sight of her bare muscular arms made me whimper. Those strong hands that fixed everything around camp were about to fix me too.

“God, look at you,” I murmured, running my palms over her biceps, feeling the firm muscle beneath smooth skin. “I’ve been fantasizing about these arms since the first day I saw you.”

Rory flexed slightly under my touch, a cocky smile playing on her lips. “Yeah? What exactly did you fantasize about?”

“About you holding me down,” I confessed, my inhibitions completely gone. “About your fingers inside me, fucking me until I can’t remember my own name.”

Something flashed in her eyes—hunger, possession—and before I could take another breath, I was grabbing the bottom of her tank top, yanking it upward. She helped me, lifting her arms as I pulled it over her head.

Holy fuck.

She stood before me in just a simple black sports bra, her abs defined and lean, a trail of light freckles scattered across her shoulders. A thin sheen of sweat made her skin glow in the cabin’s dim light.

“Like what you see?” Rory teased, her voice husky as she stepped closer, pressing her half-naked body against mine.

“You have no idea,” I whispered, leaning forward to run my tongue along her collarbone, tasting salt and soap.

Her hands found the straps of my dress, tugging them down slowly. “I think I have some idea,” she said, her voice rough with desire. “Considering how wet you are just from a little kissing.”

The dress slipped down to my waist, exposing my breasts. I hadn’t bothered with a bra, what was the point? Rory’s eyes darkened as she took me in.

“Fuck,” she breathed, cupping my breasts in her calloused hands. The contrast between her rough palms and my soft skin made me gasp. “You’re perfect.”

She bent down, taking one nipple into her mouth, sucking hard enough to make me cry out. Her teeth grazed the sensitive bud, sending jolts of pleasure straight between my legs. One of her hands slid down my stomach, pushing my dress all the way to the floor.

“On the bed,” she commanded, stepping back just enough to give me space to move. “Now.”

I obeyed without hesitation, walking backward until my legs hit the edge of her small bed. I lay down, wearing nothing but my soaked panties, watching as she stalked toward me, eyes never leaving my body.

Rory climbed on the bed, straddling me with her powerful thighs. Her body loomed above mine, blocking out the dim cabin light like some magnificent eclipse. She planted her muscular arm right beside my face, flexing slightly as she lowered herself down. I could see every defined line, every curve of sinew under her skin. My breath caught in my throat.

“You like looking at my arms, huh?” she whispered, her lips just inches from mine. “What else do you want to see?”

Before I could answer, she captured my mouth in a searing kiss. Her tongue slid against mine, hot and demanding, making my hips buck involuntarily beneath her. I whimpered into her mouth, my hands finding her shoulders, feeling the flex and shift of muscle as she held herself above me.

“Please,” I gasped when she finally pulled away, though I wasn’t even sure what I was begging for. Just more. All of her.

Rory smirked, her eyes dark with hunger. “So polite now,” she murmured, trailing her lips down my jawline to my neck. “Let’s see how long that lasts.”

She moved lower, her mouth leaving a trail of fire across my collarbone, down to my breast. When her lips closed around my nipple, I arched off the bed with a cry. She sucked hard, her tongue flicking against the sensitive bud while her free hand roughly palmed my other breast. The dual sensation sent lightning bolts of pleasure straight between my legs.

“Fuck, Rory,” I moaned, my fingers tangling in her hair.

She bit down gently, making me yelp, then soothed the sting with her tongue. “Too much?” she asked, her voice a rough caress.

“Not enough,” I panted, pulling her hair to guide her to my other breast. “More.”

She laughed, a low vibration against my skin that made me shiver. “Greedy,” she said, but obliged, lavishing the same attention on my neglected nipple. Her teeth grazed, her tongue swirled, and I felt myself getting impossibly wetter.

“God, you taste good,” she murmured against my skin, kissing lower now, across the plane of my stomach. Her tongue dipped into my navel, making my muscles jump and quiver. “Can’t wait to taste all of you.”

My thighs fell open wider at her words, a silent invitation. Rory settled between them, her broad shoulders pushing them further apart. She looked up at me from her position, her eyes meeting mine as she pressed a kiss to the inside of my thigh, just inches from where I needed her most.

“These have to go,” she said, hooking her fingers into the waistband of my panties. She pulled them down slowly, torturously, her eyes never leaving mine. When they were finally off, she tossed them carelessly to the floor.

She grabbed my thighs with those strong, capable hands and yanked me closer to her mouth. I gasped as her grip tightened, pinning me in place with a strength that sent liquid heat rushing between my legs. Her arms wrapped around my thighs like steel bands, forcing them apart, holding me exactly where she wanted me.

“Don’t move,” she growled, her hot breath tickling my most sensitive flesh.

Then her mouth was on me, not teasing, not gentle, but hungry and demanding. Her tongue swept through my lips with firm, confident strokes that made me cry out and arch my back. God, the way she licked me,like she’d been thinking about this for months, like she was starving and I was a feast.

“Fuck, Rory, holy shit,” I gasped, my hands flying to her hair, fingers tangling in those soft strands as she devoured me.

She hummed against my pussy, the vibration making my hips buck, but her arms held me firmly in place. I couldn’t move, couldn’t escape the relentless pleasure of her mouth. Her tongue circled my clit, flicking over it with precise, rhythmic strokes that had me seeing stars.

“You taste so fucking good,” she murmured against me, her voice vibrating through my core. “Better than I imagined.”

The thought of her imagining this, of her lying in bed at night, thinking about eating me out, nearly sent me over the edge right there. I tugged on her hair, desperate for more.

“Please,” I begged, not even sure what I was asking for. “Please, Rory, I need—”

She knew exactly what I needed. Her mouth closed around my clit, sucking hard while her tongue fluttered against it. I screamed, my back arching off the bed, but her arms kept my hips pinned down, forcing me to take every bit of pleasure she was determined to give me.

“That’s it,” she mumbled against my flesh. “Let me hear how good it feels.”

Without warning, she slid a finger inside me, curling it upward to hit that spot that made my vision blur. My walls clenched around her, greedy and desperate.

“More,” I gasped. “Another, please.”

She obliged, sliding a second finger alongside the first, stretching me deliciously as she continued to work my clit with her tongue. The dual sensation was overwhelming, her fingers pumping into me while her mouth sucked and licked at my most sensitive spot.

“You’re so fucking wet,” she groaned, her fingers moving faster, harder. “So tight around my fingers. You gonna cum for me, Lena?”

“Yes, yes, fuck, I’m close,” I panted, my hips straining against her iron grip, trying to grind harder against her face.

I gasped as she added a third finger, stretching me wide, my body adjusting to the delicious fullness. Rory’s mouth never left my clit, her tongue making tight circles while her fingers pumped in and out with confident, deliberate strokes.

“Fuck, that’s so good,” I moaned, grinding shamelessly against her face. Her fingers curled inside me, hitting that perfect spot with each thrust. “Right there, don’t stop.”

Rory looked up at me, her eyes dark with hunger, her mouth glistening with my wetness. The sight alone nearly pushed me over the edge. This gorgeous woman between my legs, devouring me like she’d been starving for it.

“You like being filled up, don’t you?” she growled against my pussy, her fingers pushing deeper. “Taking everything I give you.”

Her words sent fire racing through my veins. No one had ever talked to me like this, made me feel so desired, so fucking filthy. I couldn’t form coherent words anymore, just desperate moans and pleas as she fucked me harder, her fingers stretching me open.

“Yes, god, fill me up,” I babbled, my thighs trembling around her head. “Fuck me harder.”

She obliged, increasing her pace, her fingers pounding into me while her tongue flattened against my clit. The wet sounds of her fingers pumping into my soaked pussy filled the cabin, mixing with my shameless moans.

My orgasm built rapidly, coiling tight in my belly. I grabbed her hair harder, holding her face against me as I fucked myself on her fingers, chasing release.

“I’m gonna cum,” I warned, my voice breaking. “Rory, fuck, I’m cumming—”

The orgasm crashed through me like a tidal wave. My back arched off the bed, my walls clenching violently around her fingers as waves of pleasure rippled outward from my core. Rory didn’t let up, her fingers still pumping, her mouth still working my clit, drawing out my climax until I was sobbing her name, begging her to stop because it was too much, too intense.

Finally, she slowed, easing me down gently. She pressed soft kisses to my inner thighs, her fingers still buried inside me, feeling the aftershocks of my orgasm.

“Holy shit,” I panted, my body limp and trembling. “That was… fuck.”

Rory grinned up at me, slowly withdrawing her fingers. She brought them to her mouth and sucked them clean, maintaining eye contact the entire time. The sight made my spent pussy clench again.

“You taste fucking incredible,” she said, her voice husky. “Could eat you for hours.”

“Come here,” I said, reaching for her. I needed to kiss her, to taste myself on her lips.

I crawled toward her, ready to return the favor, but Rory pushed me back with a firm hand on my chest. Her eyes glinted with mischief as she shook her head.

“Oh no, sweetheart. I’m not done with you yet,” she said, her voice low and dangerous. The kind of voice that made my insides liquify all over again.

She stood up from the bed, her movements confident and unhurried. I watched, transfixed, as she unbuttoned her jeans and shoved them down her legs along with her underwear, kicking them away. My mouth went dry at the sight of her completely naked from the waist down, her strong thighs and the dark curls between them making my heart race.

“Stay right there,” she ordered, walking over to her suitcase.


Chapter 4

I propped myself up on my elbows, curious and a little nervous as she rummaged through her things. When she turned back around, my jaw dropped.

In her hand was a strapless strap-on, silicone gleaming in the low light. One end was bulbous, clearly meant to go inside the wearer, with a raised bump that would press against her clit. The other end was a realistic-looking dildo, thick and intimidating.

“Ever used one of these before?” she asked, smirking at my wide-eyed expression.

I swallowed hard. “No,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. “But I want to.”

“Good girl,” she purred, the praise sending shivers down my spine. “Because I’ve been thinking about fucking you with this since the first time I saw you bent over that pottery wheel.”

She climbed back onto the bed, sitting on her heels as she spread her legs. I watched, mesmerized, as she ran her fingers through her own wetness, gathering moisture before pressing the bulbous end against her entrance.

“Fuck,” she hissed as she worked it inside herself, her face contorting with pleasure. The sight of her fucking herself with the toy was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

Once it was secure inside her, she gave an experimental thrust of her hips. The dildo jutted out from her body, thick and imposing. My pussy clenched at the thought of taking it all.

“On your knees,” she commanded, her voice rougher now. “I want to see those pretty lips wrapped around my strap.”

I scrambled to obey, sliding off the bed and kneeling on the floor in front of her. She stood, positioning herself in front of my face, one hand coming down to stroke my cheek.

“Open your mouth,” she said softly.

I parted my lips, looking up at her through my lashes. She guided the tip of the dildo to my mouth, pressing it against my lips.

“That’s it,” she encouraged as I took the head into my mouth. “Get it nice and wet for me.”

I took more of Rory’s dildo into my mouth, letting my lips stretch around its thickness. The silicone was smooth against my tongue as I worked my way down the shaft, taking it deeper with each bob of my head.

“Fuck, that’s it,” Rory groaned, her fingers tangling in my hair. “Look at you, sucking my strap so well.”

Her praise sent shivers down my spine. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking harder, desperate to please her. My hands gripped her thighs for support, feeling the muscles tense beneath my fingers.

“You like that, don’t you?” she asked, her voice rough with desire. “Like being on your knees for me.”

I moaned around the dildo, the vibration making Rory hiss with pleasure. Each time I took her deeper, the toy must have pressed against her clit slightly, because her breathing became more ragged, her grip in my hair tightening.

“Such a good little slut,” she murmured, the words making my pussy clench with need. “Getting my strap all wet and ready to fuck you.”

I looked up at her through my lashes, my lips stretched wide around her shaft. The sight of her towering above me, powerful and in control, made me feel small and vulnerable in the best possible way. I’d never felt so completely at someone else’s mercy before, and god, I loved it.

“That’s right, look at me while you suck it,” she commanded, her free hand stroking my cheek. “So fucking beautiful with your mouth full.”

She began to thrust gently, fucking my mouth in shallow strokes. I relaxed my jaw, letting her take control, surrendering completely to her rhythm. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as she pushed deeper, testing my limits.

“You take it so well,” she praised, her thumb wiping away a tear that escaped down my cheek. “Such a good girl for me.”

My core throbbed at her words, my thighs pressing together to relieve some of the ache building between them. I was soaking wet again, ready for her to fill me up.

As if reading my mind, Rory pulled out of my mouth with a wet pop. “Get on the bed,” she ordered. “On your hands and knees.”

I scrambled to obey, positioning myself on all fours, my ass raised invitingly toward her. I felt exposed, vulnerable, and incredibly turned on. The mattress dipped as Rory climbed onto the bed behind me.

I felt Rory’s hands slide up my thighs, leaving trails of goosebumps in their wake. Her touch was gentle but commanding, positioning me exactly how she wanted.

“Arch your back more,” she ordered, her voice husky with desire. “I want to see that pretty pussy dripping for me.”

Heat flooded my face as I obeyed, pressing my chest lower against the mattress and raising my ass higher. The position made me feel utterly exposed, completely at her mercy.

“That’s it,” she murmured approvingly. “Such an obedient little slut when you want to be.”

Her words sent shivers racing down my spine. No one had ever spoken to me like this before, and god, it was intoxicating. I felt her hands spread my ass cheeks apart, exposing me completely.

“You’re soaked,” she growled, running a finger through my folds. “Is this all for me? Just from sucking my strap?”

“Yes,” I gasped, pushing back against her touch. “Only for you.”

Without warning, her palm connected with my pussy in a slap that made me cry out, more from surprise than pain. The sensation bloomed into pleasure almost immediately, making my clit throb.

“Such a dirty girl,” she said, slapping me again, this time a little harder. “Getting this wet just from being on your knees.”

“Fuck,” I moaned, my fingers clutching the sheets. Each slap sent shockwaves of pleasure-pain radiating through me. My pussy clenched around nothing, desperate to be filled.

“You like that, don’t you?” Another slap, this one landing directly on my clit. “You like being treated like the dirty girl you are.”

“Yes,” I whimpered, pushing my ass back shamelessly. “Please, more.”

She obliged, alternating between gentle caresses and sharp slaps that had me squirming and moaning. The humiliation of being spanked like this, of being called a dirty girl while on all fours with my ass in the air, was unexpectedly arousing. Each degrading word made me wetter, needier.

“God, you’re dripping down your thighs,” Rory said, her voice thick with arousal. “Never seen anyone get this wet from being spanked.”

I felt her shift behind me, then the blunt head of the dildo pressing against my entrance. She teased me, rubbing it through my lips, coating it in my wetness.

“Beg for it,” she commanded, pressing just the tip against me. “Tell me how badly you want it.”

“Please,” I gasped, trying to push back against her, but her firm grip on my hips held me in place. “Please fuck me, Rory. I need you inside me.”

“Not good enough,” she said, slapping my ass hard enough to leave a handprint.

“Please! Please fuck me, Rory! I need your strap inside me right now!” I screamed, beyond caring how desperate I sounded. My pussy clenched around nothing, aching to be filled. “Please, I’m begging you!”

Rory laughed behind me, the sound dark and satisfied. “Since you asked so nicely…”

Without further warning, she thrust forward, burying the dildo inside me in one powerful stroke. I cried out, my face pressing into the mattress as my body struggled to accommodate her size. The stretch burned in the most delicious way, making me feel utterly, completely filled.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Rory groaned, her hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. “Your pussy is squeezing it so fucking good.”

She pulled back slowly until just the tip remained inside me, then slammed forward again. The force of her thrust pushed me forward, my cheek dragging against the sheets. I couldn’t help the broken moan that escaped me as she established a punishing rhythm, each thrust deeper than the last.

“Is this what you wanted?” she panted, her nails digging into my flesh. “Getting fucked like the dirty little slut you are?”

“Yes,” I gasped, my voice muffled by the mattress. “God, yes!”

Rory tangled her fingers in my hair, yanking my head back. The slight pain sent shivers racing down my spine, adding to the overwhelming pleasure of being filled so completely.

“I can’t hear you with your face in the mattress,” she growled, her hips never stopping their relentless pace. “Tell me how much you love my strap.”

“I love it,” I moaned, my words breaking on each thrust. “Love… your strap… fucking me… so deep!”

She released my hair, letting my face fall back to the mattress. The new angle had the dildo hitting a spot inside me that made my vision blur. Each thrust pushed me closer to the edge, my thighs trembling with the effort of holding myself up.

“Such a needy little cunt,” Rory hissed, her palm connecting with my ass in a sharp slap. “Bet you’ve been thinking about this all summer, haven’t you? Touching yourself at night, wishing it was me making you scream?”

“Yes,” I admitted, shame and arousal mingling in my gut. “Every night.”

The confession seemed to drive her wild. Her thrusts became harder, faster, the wet sounds of my pussy taking her dildo filling the cabin. The base of the strap must have been hitting her clit with each movement because her breathing grew ragged, punctuated with soft grunts that were possibly the hottest sounds I’d ever heard.

“Touch yourself,” Rory commanded, her voice rough and breathless. “Rub that swollen clit while I fuck you.”

I whimpered at her words, the order sending a fresh wave of heat through my body. Without hesitation, I shifted my weight to one arm and reached between my legs with the other, finding my clit instantly. It was swollen and sensitive, almost painfully so, and when my fingers made contact, I cried out.

“That’s it,” Rory groaned, slowing her thrusts slightly to let me adjust. “Show me how you like to touch yourself when you’re alone.”

I circled my clit with two fingers, starting slow but quickly building pressure. The dual sensation of her strap filling me completely while I worked my sensitive bud was almost too much to bear. My walls clenched around the dildo, pulling it deeper.

“Fuck, I can feel you getting tighter,” Rory hissed, her grip on my hips tightening. “Your pussy’s squeezing my strap every time you touch yourself.”

I moaned, pressing harder against my clit, rubbing fast, desperate circles that matched the rhythm of her thrusts. My whole body was on fire, trembling with the effort of holding myself up while pleasure built to unbearable heights.

“God, you’re so fucking hot,” Rory panted, her hand coming down to squeeze my ass roughly. “The way your back arches when you’re about to cum… fucking beautiful.”

Her praise washed over me, making me work my clit even harder. I was shameless now, grinding back against her dildo while my fingers flew over my clit. The obscene wet sounds of both her thrusts and my fingers filled the cabin, mixing with our ragged breathing.

“Are you close?” Rory asked, her voice strained. “I want to feel you cum all over my strap.”

“Yes,” I gasped, my voice breaking. “So close… don’t stop… please don’t stop…”

She leaned over me, her breasts pressing against my back, her mouth right next to my ear. “Cum for me,” she whispered, her hot breath sending shivers down my spine. “Now.”

As if my body was programmed to obey her, I exploded. My orgasm ripped through me with such force that I screamed, my entire body convulsing. My pussy clamped down on her strap in rhythmic pulses, my clit throbbing against my fingers. Stars burst behind my eyelids as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me.

Rory didn’t stop, didn’t even slow down. She kept fucking me through my orgasm, her thrusts becoming erratic as she chased her own release. Her fingers dug into my flesh hard enough to leave marks, and the thought of being branded by her only intensified my pleasure.

“Turn over,” Rory commanded suddenly, pulling out of me. “On your back.”

I didn’t hesitate for a second, flopping onto my back and spreading my legs wide for her, desperate to feel her inside me again. My body felt like it was on fire, every nerve ending raw and exposed. I wanted more. I needed more.

“Fuck yes,” I gasped, reaching for her. “Please.”

Rory positioned herself between my thighs, her eyes dark with hunger as she looked down at my exposed body. The silicone cock glistened with my wetness, and the sight of it made my pussy clench with anticipation.

“God, you’re fucking gorgeous,” she growled, guiding the head of the dildo back to my entrance.

When she pushed inside me again, I moaned shamelessly. The new angle hit places inside me that made my toes curl, my back arching off the bed as she filled me completely.

“Fuck, Rory,” I cried out, wrapping my legs around her waist to pull her deeper.

She leaned forward, her weight pressing me into the mattress as she began to thrust. The position brought her face level with my breasts, and she wasted no time capturing one nipple between her lips.

“Fuck, your tits are perfect,” she murmured against my skin, her tongue circling my nipple before sucking it hard into her mouth.

Her hands slid up my sides to cup my breasts, squeezing them roughly as she continued to thrust. She alternated between my nipples, sucking and biting until I was thrashing beneath her, crying out with each sharp tug of her teeth.

“You like it rough, don’t you?” she panted, her fingers pinching my nipples as her hips drove the dildo deeper inside me. “Like it when I mark up these pretty tits.”

“God yes,” I sobbed, my hands clutching at her shoulders. “Harder, please!”

She obliged, sucking my nipple so hard I screamed, the pain blurring into pleasure as she fucked me relentlessly. The wet, obscene sounds of her dildo sliding in and out of my soaked pussy filled the cabin, mixing with my cries and her grunts of effort.

“Fuck, I can feel how wet you are,” she groaned, her hips snapping against mine. “Dripping all over my strap, making such dirty sounds.”

My face burned with embarrassment and arousal at her words. The squelching noises coming from between my legs were filthy, undeniable evidence of how turned on I was. Each thrust pushed more wetness from me, the sheets beneath us growing damp.

“I can’t help it,” I gasped, my walls clenching around her strap. “You make me so fucking wet.”

“That’s right,” Rory growled, her face gleaming with sweat as she thrust harder. “Show me how fucking wet I make you.”

I couldn’t believe the noises coming from my own mouth—desperate, animal sounds I’d never made with anyone else. Her dildo hit something deep inside me that made my vision blur, and I clutched at her biceps, feeling the muscles flex and strain with each powerful thrust.

“Fuck, Rory, right there,” I begged, my nails digging into her skin.

Her rhythm grew more erratic, her breathing harsh and ragged. Sweat dripped from her forehead onto my chest as she pounded into me relentlessly. Her face was transformed. Flushed and fierce, hair clinging to her damp temples, eyes half-closed in concentration. She was magnificent.

“I’m close,” she panted, her hips jerking faster. “Gonna cum so fucking hard.”

The sight of her chasing her pleasure, using my body to get herself off, was possibly the hottest thing I’d ever seen. Her muscles tensed and trembled with the effort, arms bulging as she held herself above me. A drop of sweat slid down her neck, tracing a path between her breasts that I desperately wanted to follow with my tongue.

“Yes, baby,” I urged, grinding up to meet her thrusts. “Cum for me. I want to feel it.”

She let out a guttural groan, her hips stuttering as she pressed the toy deeper inside herself. I watched in awe as her orgasm took her. Head thrown back, throat exposed, mouth open in a silent scream. Her entire body shuddered violently, and the sight of her cumming undone pushed me over the edge again.

My back arched off the bed as a third orgasm crashed through me, walls clenching rhythmically around her strap. We came together, bodies trembling against each other, our cries mingling in the hot air of the cabin.

Rory collapsed on top of me, her weight pressing me into the mattress in the most delicious way. We lay there panting, skin sticky with sweat, hearts hammering against each other. I ran my fingers through her damp hair, savoring the weight of her, the smell of sex and sweat that filled the room.

With a satisfied groan, Rory slowly pulled out, the sensation making me gasp as my oversensitive flesh quivered. She carefully removed the toy, tossing it carelessly to the floor beside the bed. For a moment, she just looked at me, her chest rising and falling with deep breaths, her skin flushed and glistening.

“Come here,” she murmured, her voice husky and spent.

In one fluid motion that showcased her incredible strength, she grabbed my waist and lifted me effortlessly, pulling me on top of her. My body felt boneless, completely malleable in her hands as she positioned me exactly how she wanted. I melted against her, my breasts pressing against hers, our sweat-slick skin sliding together.

“Fuck,” I whispered, still trembling from the aftershocks of multiple orgasms. “That was…”

“I know,” she replied, cutting me off with a deep, passionate kiss.

Her mouth moved against mine with a new tenderness that made my heart flutter wildly. One of her hands tangled in my hair while the other splayed across my lower back, holding me firmly against her. I could feel her heart pounding against my chest, its rhythm gradually slowing as we both came down from our high.

“You’re fucking incredible,” I murmured against her lips, my fingers tracing the sharp line of her jaw.

Rory’s strong arms wrapped around me, holding me close like she never wanted to let go. The feeling of being completely enveloped by her made me feel safe and claimed in a way I’d never experienced before. I tucked my face into the crook of her neck, breathing in her scent. Sweat and soap and something uniquely her.

“I’ve wanted to do that since the first day I saw you,” she confessed, her fingers drawing lazy patterns on my back. “Walking into that studio, seeing you all covered in clay, cursing at that wheel…”

I laughed softly, nipping at her collarbone. “Is that why you kept finding excuses to fix things in my studio?”

“Maybe,” she admitted, and I could hear the smile in her voice. “Though that fan really was broken.”

“Mmm, my hero,” I teased, shifting to straddle her properly. The movement pressed my still-sensitive pussy against her stomach, making me gasp. “Shit, I’m still so sensitive.”

Rory’s hands gripped my hips, holding me in place as she looked up at me with dark, hungry eyes. “Good,” she said, her thumbs drawing circles on my hipbones.

She chuckled, the vibration rumbling through her chest against mine. She rolled us to our sides, our limbs still tangled together, and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear with surprising tenderness.

“Camp’s over in a couple weeks,” she said, her voice a husky murmur. “Guess we wasted a lot of time.”

“All those broken fans and leaky pipes,” I sighed dramatically. “If only you’d bent me over the pottery wheel that first day.”

“Jesus, Lena,” Rory groaned, her fingers digging into my hip. “Don’t put that image in my head when I’m trying to let you recover.”

I laughed, trailing my fingers across her collarbone. “A couple weeks left. What will you do after?”

“Head back to Portland. Got a construction gig lined up for fall.” Her hand moved in slow circles on my back, sending pleasant shivers down my spine. “You?”

“Back to my shitty apartment in Seattle. Back to pretending I know what I’m doing with my life.” I pressed a kiss to her shoulder. “Seems so far away right now.”

Rory’s hand stilled for a moment before resuming its gentle patterns. “Portland’s not that far from Seattle.”

My heart did a stupid little flip. “No, it’s not.”

“Could visit. If you wanted.” Her voice was casual, but I felt the tension in her body.

“I’d like that,” I said, my voice embarrassingly breathless. “Or I could visit you. See if you’re as good at fixing things in your own place.”

She smirked, rolling me onto my back and hovering over me. “I’m good at fixing lots of things.” Her lips brushed mine, teasing. “And breaking them.”

“Fuck,” I gasped as her thigh pressed between my legs. “I thought we were slowing down.”

“We have a couple weeks,” she said, her voice dropping to that register that made my insides liquify. “I plan to make every second count.”

I arched against her, already desperate for more despite how thoroughly she’d just wrecked me. “Promise?”

Rory’s eyes darkened as she pinned my wrists above my head with one strong hand. “By the time camp ends, you won’t be able to look at a pottery wheel without getting wet.”

“Too late,” I confessed, biting my lip. “Already can’t.”

She laughed, low and dangerous, before capturing my mouth in a kiss that promised exactly how we’d be spending our final weeks at Camp Cedar Pines.

And I couldn’t fucking wait.
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Deanna, Maya, and Lindsey have been best friends since forever. But when Deanna returns from college, things between Maya and Lindsey felt… different. Closer.

She knows something’s up, but the last thing she expects is to catch her best friends kissing in Maya’s pool. Shocked? Yes. Turned on? Way more than she’s ready to admit.

What starts as a secret between friends turns into something hotter, riskier, and far too hard to resist. The question is whether Deanna will stay on the sidelines…or dive in and join them.
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Lily thought she could walk away. After one intense night with Mistress Dita, she believed the craving would fade and she could go back to pretending. But when fear and desire collide, she finds herself stumbling blindly to the one place she never meant to return—Dita’s door.

Bold. Commanding. Unapologetically Hot. Dita doesn’t hesitate. She pulls Lily inside and shatters everything she thought she knew about pleasure, power and fear.

What unfolds is a raw, relentless awakening. One that will turn Lily’s world upside down and leave her desperate for more.
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Abby and Kate have been inseparable since as far back as they can remember —late-night talks, shared secrets, and sleepovers that never lost their magic, even in their twenties. But when Kate confesses there’s something she’s never done, Abby makes a shocking offer: Let me be your first.

It’s a reckless, thrilling proposition that sends a spark straight through Kate. Is this just best friends playing a dangerous game, or has something been simmering between them all along? As touches turn heated and boundaries disappear, one night of indulgence ignites a fire neither of them can put out… and once they cross that line, there’s no turning back.
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