
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Studio

Maya pressed her forehead against the rain-streaked window of the downtown yoga studio, watching February's grey drizzle transform Reno's streets into rivers of reflected neon. At thirty-two, she'd taught hundreds of classes in this converted warehouse space, but today marked something different—her first private session with Simone Duchamp, the French photographer whose exhibition at the Nevada Museum of Art had the entire city buzzing.

The woman arrived exactly on time, water beading on her leather jacket like diamonds. Maya's breath caught. The photos in the exhibition brochure hadn't done her justice. Simone stood nearly six feet tall in her boots, with that effortless Parisian elegance that made American women feel perpetually underdressed. Her dark hair fell in deliberate waves past her shoulders, and her eyes—Jesus, those eyes—were the color of expensive cognac with flecks of gold that caught the studio's soft lighting.

"You must be Maya." Simone's accent wrapped around each syllable like silk. She extended a hand, her fingers long and elegant, nails painted a deep burgundy that matched her lips. Maya noticed the calluses on her fingertips—evidence of years manipulating camera equipment and developing chemicals.

"Yes, welcome." Maya's voice came out steadier than she felt. She'd chosen her outfit carefully that morning—black leggings that hugged every curve, a cropped sports bra that showed the toned valley of her abs, her honey-colored hair pulled into a high ponytail that exposed the delicate lines of her neck and shoulders. "Let me take your coat."

Simone shrugged out of the leather, revealing a body that made Maya's mouth go dry. Beneath, she wore a simple black tank top and grey yoga pants that clung to thighs muscled from years of crouching with heavy cameras. Her arms were lean and defined, decorated with a constellation of small tattoos—a vintage Leica camera on her left forearm, French words Maya couldn't quite read curling along her right bicep, and what looked like coordinates on her wrist.

"I must confess something," Simone said, setting down a battered leather bag. "I have never done yoga. Not once. But I've been watching you teach through the window for weeks now, and I thought... perhaps I should learn."

The admission hung in the air between them. Maya felt heat bloom across her chest, creeping up her neck. She'd caught glimpses of Simone before—pausing outside during evening classes, camera in hand, though she'd never seen her actually take a photograph.

"Then we'll start with the basics." Maya gestured to the mat she'd laid out in the center of the studio floor. "Mountain pose. Just standing, but with intention. Let me show you."

She moved to her own mat, bare feet whispering against the cork surface. The studio was warm—she kept it heated to eighty degrees—and already she could feel sweat beginning to gather at the small of her back. Maya demonstrated the pose, hands at her sides, spine straight, weight distributed evenly. "Your turn."

Simone stepped onto her mat, mimicking the position. But her shoulders hunched forward slightly, her weight shifted too far onto her heels.

"May I?" Maya asked, approaching. "I need to adjust your alignment."

"Please."

The first touch of Simone's skin against her palms sent electricity crackling up Maya's arms. She placed her hands on those broad shoulders, feeling the heat of her through the thin tank top. Beneath her fingers, Simone's muscles were taut, coiled tight with the kind of tension that came from carrying professional equipment and artistic pressure.

"Relax," Maya murmured, moving closer. She could smell Simone's perfume now—something expensive and complex, with notes of tobacco leaf and vanilla. "Yoga isn't about forcing your body into positions. It's about listening to what it needs."

She ran her hands down Simone's spine, feeling the vertebrae beneath her fingertips, the way the photographer's breathing hitched at the contact. Maya's own pulse quickened. This was professional, she told herself. Just instruction. But when her hands reached the small of Simone's back, pressing gently to encourage a slight arch, she felt the other woman lean back into her touch.

"Better?" Maya's lips were close to Simone's ear now.

"Mmm, oui." The sound rumbled through Simone's chest, vibrating against Maya's palms.

They moved through basic poses—downward dog, where Maya guided Simone's hips higher, hands firm on the curve where ass met thigh; child's pose, where she pressed gently on the photographer's lower back, feeling the way her body softened into the stretch; warrior two, where she stood behind Simone and adjusted her stance, fingers splaying across hip bones that jutted beneath expensive yoga pants.

Forty minutes in, sweat glistened on both their bodies. The studio's humidity made Maya's sports bra cling to her breasts, made Simone's tank top transparent in places. They'd barely spoken beyond Maya's quiet instructions, but the air between them thrummed with something electric and dangerous.

"Let's try pigeon pose," Maya said, her voice rougher than usual. "It's intense, but it opens the hips beautifully. Perfect for releasing... tension."

She demonstrated first, bending her right leg beneath her, extending her left leg behind, then folding forward until her forehead touched the mat. The pose pressed her ass high in the air, stretched the muscles of her glutes and thighs in ways that made her hyper-aware of every inch of her body.

When she rose and turned to Simone, the photographer was staring at her with undisguised hunger.

"Your turn," Maya breathed.

Simone lowered herself into position, but her hip flexibility wasn't quite there yet. She couldn't fold forward completely, couldn't relax into the stretch.

"I need to help you," Maya said. It wasn't a question.

She moved behind Simone, straddling the photographer's extended leg. Then, slowly, she lowered her weight onto Simone's back, pressing her down toward the mat. Their bodies aligned—Maya's breasts against Simone's shoulder blades, her hips against the curve of Simone's ass, her thighs bracketing Simone's body.

"Breathe," Maya whispered against the back of Simone's neck. "Just breathe and let gravity do the work."

Simone's breathing came faster now, shallow pants that made her whole body move beneath Maya's. The position pressed them together intimately, undeniably sexual despite the pretense of instruction. Maya could feel Simone's heart hammering, could smell the musk of her sweat mixing with that expensive perfume.

"Maya." Simone's voice was strangled. "I must tell you something."

"Tell me." Maya let her lips brush the shell of Simone's ear.

"I did not come here for yoga."

"I know."

Simone's hands clenched into fists against the mat. "I have been obsessed with you for weeks. Watching you move, watching your body. The way you command this space. The way other students look at you—like they would give anything to have your attention. I wanted that attention. I needed it."

Maya's breath came harder now. Her hips pressed more firmly against Simone's ass, and she felt the photographer push back against her.

"What do you want, Simone?" The question escaped before Maya could stop it. "Right now. What do you want from me?"

The photographer turned her head as much as the pose would allow, those cognac eyes finding Maya's. "Everything," she said simply. "I want to taste every inch of you. I want to worship your body the way I worship light and shadow through my lens. I want to make you come so hard you forget your own name. And Maya?"

"Yes?"

"I especially want my tongue buried so deep in your ass that you can't remember what it's like to not have me there."

The words hit Maya like a physical blow. Heat flooded between her thighs, making her pussy clench around nothing. She'd had lovers before—men and women both—but no one had ever said anything so filthy, so direct, with such casual elegance.

"The door," Maya managed. "Lock the door."

Simone was up in seconds, moving with surprising grace for someone who'd never done yoga. The deadbolt clicked home with a sound that seemed to echo through the empty studio. When she turned back, her tank top was already coming off, revealing small breasts with dusky pink nipples peaked hard in the warm air. She had more tattoos—a camera shutter design over her heart, script Maya couldn't read curving beneath her left breast.

"Come here," Simone commanded, and something in her voice made Maya obey immediately.

They met in the center of the studio, between the mats, and when Simone kissed her it was like being consumed by flame. The photographer's lips were soft but demanding, her tongue sliding past Maya's teeth to explore and conquer. She tasted like coffee and something sweeter—maybe she'd had a pastry on the way over. Her hands tangled in Maya's ponytail, tugging hard enough to make her gasp.

"I have thought about this constantly," Simone murmured against Maya's mouth. "Every photograph I have taken for the past month has been torture, because none of them were of you. None captured the way your ass curves in these pants, the way your muscles shift beneath your skin when you move."

She walked Maya backward until her legs hit the edge of one of the mats. Then she was pushing her down, following her body to the floor. Simone's weight pressed Maya into the cork, and Maya wrapped her legs around the photographer's waist, grinding up against her.

"Fuck," Simone breathed. She kissed down Maya's neck, teeth scraping over her pulse point, tongue soothing the sting. "You taste like salt and honey."

Her hands found Maya's sports bra, peeling it up and over her head. Maya's breasts spilled free—full and heavy, nipples already tight with arousal. Simone stared at them like they were art, then lowered her mouth to one peaked tip.

"Ahhhh, fuck—" Maya's back arched off the mat. Simone's tongue was wicked, circling and flicking before she drew the nipple fully into her mouth and sucked hard. The sensation shot straight to Maya's clit, making her grind harder against Simone's stomach.

The photographer switched to the other breast, lavishing it with the same attention while her hands mapped the landscape of Maya's body—tracing the definition of her abs, the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips. When she hooked her fingers into the waistband of Maya's leggings, she paused.

"May I?"

"Please." Maya lifted her hips, desperate now.

Simone peeled the leggings down slowly, revealing inch after inch of tanned skin. Maya wore nothing underneath—she never did during her own practice—and when the fabric finally cleared her feet, she lay completely bare beneath Simone's hungry gaze.

"Mon Dieu," Simone whispered. Her hands traced up Maya's inner thighs, spreading them wider. "You are a masterpiece."

Maya's pussy was already slick, lips swollen and flushed dark pink. She'd kept herself waxed smooth, and in the studio's warm lighting, her arousal glistened unmistakably. But Simone didn't touch her there—not yet. Instead, she pressed kisses to Maya's hip bones, her lower belly, the sensitive skin of her inner thighs.

"Please," Maya heard herself beg. "Simone, please—"

"Patience, chérie." The photographer's breath ghosted over Maya's aching cunt, making her hips buck. "I want to savor this. Every moment. Every taste."

She continued her torturous path—kissing down one thigh to the knee, then back up the other, always skirting around where Maya needed her most. Her hands gripped Maya's ass, fingers digging into the firm muscle, kneading and spreading.

"Roll over," Simone commanded suddenly. "On your hands and knees."

Maya obeyed, her body moving before her brain could process the instruction. She positioned herself in tabletop pose—one she'd done a thousand times in class, but never like this. Never naked and desperate, with a beautiful woman kneeling behind her.

Simone's hands returned to Maya's ass, and this time there was no pretense of yoga adjustment. She groped and squeezed, fingers spreading Maya's cheeks, exposing everything. Cool air hit Maya's most intimate places, making her gasp.

"Perfect," Simone murmured. "Absolutely perfect. Drop your chest to the mat. Yes, like that. Arch your back more. Present yourself to me, Maya."

The position pushed Maya's ass even higher, made her feel vulnerable and exposed and so fucking aroused she thought she might die from it. She could feel Simone staring at her, and the knowledge made her pussy clench, made a fresh wave of wetness drip down her inner thigh.

"I have never seen anything more beautiful," Simone said, and Maya could hear the thickness in her voice—pure lust barely contained. "Your pussy is gorgeous, yes, but this—" Her thumb brushed over Maya's asshole, making her whole body jerk. "This is what I have been dreaming about. This tight little hole that I am going to worship with my tongue until you scream."

"Yes," Maya whimpered. "Please, yes—"

Simone spread her cheeks wider, and then Maya felt it—the first wet swipe of tongue against her asshole. The sensation was electric, taboo, so intense that Maya cried out and nearly collapsed forward.

"Stay still," Simone ordered, her voice muffled against Maya's ass. "Let me taste you properly."

She licked again, this time slower, more deliberate. Her tongue traced circles around the tight ring of muscle, teasing and exploring. Maya had been rimmed before, but never like this—never with such focused intensity, such obvious hunger. Simone ate her ass like it was the most delicious thing she'd ever tasted, making obscene wet sounds that echoed through the empty studio.

"Mmmmph," Simone moaned against her, and the vibration made Maya's toes curl. The photographer's hands kept her spread wide, exposing her completely while that wicked tongue worked her over. Simone would circle her rim, then flatten her tongue and lick from Maya's dripping pussy all the way up to her tailbone, gathering her wetness and using it as lubricant to make the next pass even slicker.

"Fuck, fuck, oh god—" Maya couldn't form coherent thoughts anymore. Her arms trembled with the effort of holding herself up. Pleasure radiated from her ass through her entire body, concentrating in her clit until she thought she might come just from this.

Simone's tongue pressed more firmly now, pushing slightly inside. The pressure made Maya's asshole flutter and clench, resisting and inviting in equal measure. The photographer growled—actually growled—and doubled her efforts, pointing her tongue and pressing harder, working it past the initial resistance.

"Ah! Ah! Sim—Simone—" Maya's voice broke on a sob of pleasure. She could feel it now—Simone's tongue inside her ass, maybe half an inch, maybe more, pushing and wriggling and fucking her with short, shallow thrusts that made her vision blur.

The photographer pulled back briefly, but only to spit directly onto Maya's asshole—a filthy, degrading gesture that somehow made Maya even wetter. Then Simone dove back in with renewed fervor, her tongue plunging deeper this time, aided by her saliva.

"Shlllrrrp—mmmph—" The sounds Simone made were pornographic, wet and hungry. Her face was buried so deep in Maya's ass that her nose pressed against her pussy, and every time she breathed in, Maya felt it—hot air rushing over her swollen lips.

One of Simone's hands released Maya's cheek and snaked around to find her clit. The first touch made Maya scream, her whole body convulsing. The photographer rubbed tight circles over the engorged nub while her tongue continued its assault on Maya's ass, creating a dual stimulation that pushed Maya rapidly toward the edge.

"I'm gonna—oh fuck, I'm gonna come—" Maya gasped out the warning, her thighs quaking.

Simone responded by pushing her tongue even deeper, filling Maya's ass as much as she could while her fingers worked frantic patterns on her clit. The combination was devastating. Maya's orgasm built and built and built—

Then broke over her like a wave.

"FUCK!" Maya screamed loud enough that anyone passing by the studio would definitely hear. Her asshole clenched rhythmically around Simone's tongue, her pussy gushed wetness that Simone caught with her palm, her entire body seized with the force of her climax. It seemed to last forever, rolling through her in waves that left her gasping and shaking.

Simone worked her through it, only gradually slowing her tongue's movements as Maya came down from the peak. When she finally pulled back, Maya collapsed forward onto the mat, boneless and spent.

"Holy shit," Maya panted. "That was... you are..."

She felt Simone move beside her, then strong arms were pulling her close. The photographer's face was flushed, her lips swollen and shining with Maya's arousal. She looked utterly debauched and impossibly pleased with herself.

"That was perfection," Simone said, kissing Maya's temple. "But chérie? We have only just begun."


Chapter 2: First Lesson

Maya's heart still hammered against her ribs as she lay tangled with Simone on the yoga mat, their skin slick with sweat in the studio's humid warmth. The photographer's fingers traced lazy patterns across Maya's hip, occasionally dipping lower to brush the curve of her ass—a possessive touch that made Maya's breath catch all over again.

"You taste even better than I imagined," Simone murmured against Maya's neck, her French accent thicker now, roughened by arousal. "And I have spent many, many hours imagining."

Maya turned in her arms, wanting to see those cognac eyes up close. Simone's face was still flushed, her lips swollen and glistening with evidence of what she'd just done. The sight made heat pool low in Maya's belly despite having just come harder than she had in months.

"My turn," Maya said, surprised by the huskiness of her own voice.

Simone's eyes darkened. "Oh?"

"You think you're the only one who's been watching?" Maya sat up, pushing Simone onto her back. The photographer went willingly, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "I've seen you outside this studio for weeks. Noticed the way you'd pause during evening classes, camera in hand but never actually taking pictures. Just... watching me."

She straddled Simone's hips, feeling the heat of the other woman's body through those grey yoga pants. Simone's hands immediately went to Maya's thighs, gripping hard enough to leave marks.

"Every time I bent over," Maya continued, rolling her hips slowly, "every time I adjusted a student's pose, every time I stretched in front of these windows—I wondered if you were out there. Wondered what you were thinking. What you wanted to do to me."

"Maya—" Simone's voice was strained.

"But you know what I thought about?" Maya leaned down, her breasts brushing against Simone's as she brought her lips to the photographer's ear. "I thought about getting you alone in here. Stripping you naked. Learning every inch of your body with my hands, my mouth, my tongue."

She punctuated the last word with a bite to Simone's earlobe, hard enough to make the woman gasp and buck beneath her.

"And there was one thing in particular I couldn't stop imagining," Maya whispered. "The way your ass would look in these tight pants. The way it would feel under my hands. The way it would taste when I finally got my mouth on it."

Simone's fingers dug harder into Maya's thighs. "Merde," she breathed. "You are going to kill me."

"No." Maya sat up, reaching for the waistband of Simone's yoga pants. "But I am going to make you come so hard you see stars. And I'm going to do it with my tongue buried in your ass, just like you did to me."

She peeled the pants down slowly, revealing long legs corded with lean muscle. Simone wore simple black boy shorts underneath—cotton, not lace, somehow sexier for their practicality. When Maya hooked her fingers into the waistband, Simone lifted her hips without being asked.

The photographer was breathtaking naked. Her body was all elegant lines and subtle curves—small breasts with those dusky nipples Maya wanted to bite, a flat stomach marked with the faint definition of abs, hip bones that jutted sharply, and an ass that made Maya's mouth literally water. It was high and firm, the kind of ass that came from years of physical work rather than hours in a gym. The cheeks were perfectly rounded, muscled but soft, and between them—

Maya forced herself to look away before she lost all control and just dove in immediately. She wanted to savor this. Wanted to make Simone as desperate as she'd been.

"On your stomach," Maya commanded, channeling every bit of the authority she used when teaching difficult poses. "Arms above your head. Don't move unless I tell you to."

Simone obeyed, stretching out on the mat like a cat. The position made her back arch slightly, pushing her ass up in invitation. Maya knelt beside her, taking a moment to just look. Simone's skin was pale cream marked with freckles across her shoulders, and when Maya traced one finger down her spine, she felt the photographer shiver.

"Beautiful," Maya murmured. She let her hands roam, mapping the topography of Simone's back—the sharp angles of shoulder blades, the dimples at the base of her spine, the way her waist tapered before flaring into those gorgeous hips. Every touch made Simone's breathing quicken, made her press harder into the mat.

When Maya's hands finally reached Simone's ass, she took her time. She cupped both cheeks, testing their weight, kneading the firm flesh until Simone was squirming beneath her. The photographer's thighs fell open slightly, and Maya caught a glimpse of slick arousal coating her inner thighs.

"Already so wet," Maya observed, letting one finger trail through that wetness without actually touching where Simone needed her. "Just from eating my ass? Or from thinking about me returning the favor?"

"Both," Simone gasped. "Maya, please—"

"Please what?"

"Touch me. Taste me. Anything. I am going insane."

Maya smiled and spread Simone's cheeks, exposing her completely. The photographer's pussy was flushed dark pink, lips swollen and glistening, and above it, her asshole was a tight ring of darker skin that clenched under Maya's gaze.

"Fucking perfect," Maya breathed. She lowered her face, inhaling deeply. Simone smelled like musk and arousal and something uniquely her—that expensive perfume mixed with sweat and desire. The scent made Maya's mouth flood with saliva.

She started slow, pressing kisses to the curve where Simone's ass met her thighs, then to the fullest part of each cheek. Simone's hands clenched into fists above her head, her whole body tense with anticipation. When Maya finally dragged her tongue up Simone's crack—one long, slow lick from pussy to tailbone—the photographer made a sound somewhere between a moan and a sob.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, Maya—"

Maya did it again, this time letting her tongue linger at Simone's asshole, circling but not pressing in. The muscle fluttered beneath her touch, and she felt Simone's entire body shudder. She tasted clean and slightly salty, and Maya found herself moaning against her.

"More," Simone begged. "Please, I need more—"

Maya spread her wider, using her thumbs to pull Simone's cheeks apart until her asshole was completely exposed and vulnerable. The sight made her clit throb. She could see everything—the way the tight ring of muscle clenched and relaxed, the way Simone's pussy dripped steadily onto the mat, the way her whole body trembled with need.

"You have the most beautiful ass I've ever seen," Maya said, then sealed her mouth over Simone's hole and sucked.

"FUCK!" Simone's hips jerked, but Maya held her down, keeping her mouth locked in place. She sucked and licked, working her tongue in circles around the rim before finally pushing inside.

The resistance was incredible—Simone was so tight that Maya had to work for every millimeter. But the photographer was so aroused that her body gradually yielded, allowing Maya's tongue to penetrate her ass inch by delicious inch.

"Ahhhh, ahhhh, yesssss—" Simone's voice broke into incoherent sounds of pleasure. Her hands clutched at the edges of the mat, seeking purchase while Maya's tongue fucked her steadily.

Maya pulled back to spit directly onto Simone's hole, watching it clench and flutter, then dove back in. This time she went deeper, pushing her tongue as far as it would go while her nose pressed against Simone's taint. The photographer tasted incredible—clean and slightly bitter and so fucking intimate that Maya felt drunk on it.

"Shlllrrp—mmph—" Maya made obscene wet sounds as she ate Simone's ass, not caring how she looked or sounded, only caring about giving this woman as much pleasure as possible. She varied her technique—sometimes pointing her tongue and fucking Simone with rapid shallow thrusts, sometimes flattening it and licking long, slow stripes, sometimes sealing her lips around the rim and sucking until Simone screamed.

"Maya, Maya, oh god, I'm going to—I can't—" Simone babbled, her accent so thick Maya could barely understand the words. "Please, I need—my pussy—please—"

Maya kept her tongue buried in Simone's ass but reached beneath her, finding the photographer's clit swollen and throbbing. The instant she touched it, Simone convulsed.

"YES! Oh fuck, yes, don't stop, please don't stop—"

Maya rubbed tight circles on Simone's clit while continuing to tongue-fuck her ass, and within seconds she felt the photographer's whole body go rigid. Simone's asshole clamped down hard on Maya's tongue, pulsing rhythmically as her orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy gushed so much wetness that it coated Maya's hand, dripped onto the mat in an obscene puddle.

"AHHHHH FUCK!" Simone's scream echoed through the studio, loud enough that Maya distantly worried about the neighboring businesses. But she didn't stop—she worked Simone through the orgasm, only gradually slowing her movements as the photographer's body went limp.

When Maya finally pulled back, gasping for air, her face was soaked. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, staring at Simone's trembling form with satisfaction. The photographer's asshole was red and swollen from the attention, twitching visibly in the aftermath.

"Holy shit," Simone panted into the mat. "That was... I have never... merde."

Maya crawled up beside her, rolling Simone onto her side so they faced each other. The photographer's eyes were glazed, unfocused, and when Maya kissed her she could taste herself on Simone's lips mixing with Simone's taste on her own tongue.

"Good?" Maya asked with a smirk.

"Good?" Simone laughed, the sound breathless and disbelieving. "Maya, I literally saw the universe. I think I left my body. That was..." She trailed off, shaking her head.

They lay there for several minutes, catching their breath, letting their racing hearts slow. The studio felt like their own private world—humid and warm, smelling of sex and sweat, lit by the grey February light filtering through rain-streaked windows.

Eventually, Simone propped herself up on one elbow, studying Maya's face with an intensity that made her blush.

"What?" Maya asked.

"I am trying to figure out how to ask something without sounding completely insane."

"After what we just did, I don't think anything you ask could sound insane."

Simone traced one finger along Maya's collarbone, down between her breasts, across her stomach. "I want more of this. Not just today. I want... access to you. I want to explore every fantasy I have had about your body. I want to learn what makes you scream, what makes you beg, what makes you come so hard you forget your own name."

Maya's breath hitched. "That sounds like you're asking me to be more than a one-time hookup."

"Yes." Simone's eyes held hers, serious despite their post-orgasmic haze. "I am asking if you will be mine. Exclusively. At least while I am in Reno for my exhibition. And after that..." She shrugged. "We will see what happens. But Maya, I have not felt this level of desire for anyone in years. Maybe ever. I do not want to walk away from this."

Maya should have been scared. Should have protested that they barely knew each other, that this was moving too fast, that she didn't do intense relationships. But looking into Simone's eyes, tasting her still on her lips, feeling the warmth of her body pressed close—she found she didn't want to walk away either.

"Okay," Maya heard herself say. "Yes. I'll be yours."

Simone's smile was blinding. She kissed Maya deeply, possessively, her hand tangling in Maya's hair. When they finally broke apart, both were breathing hard again.

"Good," Simone murmured. "Because I have so many ideas of what I want to do to you. What I want to watch you do to me. And chérie?"

"Yes?"

"We are going to need much more privacy than this studio provides."

Maya laughed, feeling lighter than she had in months. "My apartment is ten minutes away."

"Perfect." Simone sat up, reaching for her scattered clothes. "But we should probably make ourselves presentable first. I do not think your other students would appreciate finding us like this."

They dressed quickly, stealing kisses between pulling on sports bras and leggings. Maya caught sight of their reflection in the studio's mirrors—both flushed and disheveled, hair wild, lips swollen. They looked thoroughly fucked, and anyone who saw them would know exactly what they'd been doing.

"I should cancel my evening classes," Maya said, checking her phone. It was barely past one—she had four more classes scheduled before close.

"Yes," Simone agreed immediately. "Cancel everything. We have much more important things to do."

Maya sent quick messages to her students, citing a sudden illness. It wasn't entirely untrue—she felt feverish with desire, sick with need for this woman she'd just met. Within minutes, her schedule was clear.

They gathered their belongings, and Maya locked up the studio. The rain had intensified, February wind whipping it sideways across the street. Simone pulled her leather jacket tight, but Maya saw her shiver.

"My car's just there," Maya pointed to her beat-up Honda across the street. "Come on."

They ran through the rain, laughing like teenagers, and tumbled into the car soaked and breathless. Maya started the engine, cranking the heat, and Simone immediately leaned across the console to kiss her.

"Ten minutes?" Simone asked against her lips.

"If I speed, eight."

"Then speed, chérie. Because I am already thinking about all the things I want to do to your ass in a proper bed."

Maya's pussy clenched at the words. She pulled into traffic, maybe driving a bit faster than strictly legal, while Simone's hand found her thigh and began a slow, torturous climb toward the apex.

"You are trying to kill us both," Maya gasped when those fingers brushed over her center through her leggings.

"No," Simone corrected, pressing harder. "I am just making sure you are properly motivated to get us there quickly."

They made it in seven minutes.


Chapter 3: Midnight Confession

Maya's apartment was a converted loft above a vintage bookstore in downtown Reno, all exposed brick and tall windows that normally flooded the space with light. Today, grey rain obscured the view, creating a cocoon of privacy. She'd barely gotten the door unlocked before Simone was on her, pressing her against the wall, kissing her with bruising intensity.

"Bedroom," Maya gasped between kisses. "Down the hall—"

"No." Simone's hands were already working Maya's leggings down her hips. "Here. Now. I cannot wait another second."

She dropped to her knees right there in the entryway, pulling Maya's leggings and shoes off in one smooth motion. Maya braced herself against the brick wall, already trembling, as Simone spread her thighs apart.

"I have been thinking about this pussy the entire drive," Simone murmured, her breath hot against Maya's inner thigh. "The way it tastes. The way it clenches. The way it drips when I eat your ass."

She dragged her tongue through Maya's folds—one long, slow lick that made Maya's knees buckle. Simone caught her hips, holding her steady, then sealed her mouth over Maya's clit and sucked hard.

"Oh fuck!" Maya's head slammed back against the brick. Simone's tongue was relentless, circling and flicking her clit with practiced precision. But just when Maya felt her orgasm building, Simone pulled back.

"Not yet," the photographer said, her lips shining with Maya's arousal. "Turn around. Hands on the wall. Show me that beautiful ass."

Maya obeyed on shaking legs, presenting herself. She heard Simone make a satisfied sound behind her, then felt strong hands spreading her cheeks apart. Cool air hit her exposed holes, making her shiver.

"I love how pink you get here," Simone said, one finger tracing around Maya's asshole. "How your body responds to me. Watch—" She pressed her thumb against the tight ring of muscle, not penetrating, just applying steady pressure. Maya's hole fluttered and clenched, trying to draw her in. "See? Your ass wants my tongue again already."

"Yes," Maya whimpered. "Please, Simone, please—"

The photographer leaned in and licked a broad stripe from Maya's clit all the way up to her tailbone, gathering wetness. Then she focused on Maya's asshole, circling it with the tip of her tongue before pushing inside.

"Mmmmph—" The sound Maya made was barely human. Standing like this, she felt even more exposed, more vulnerable. Simone's tongue worked deeper with each thrust, fucking her ass while one hand reached around to rub her clit.

"You taste so fucking good," Simone growled against her. "I could eat this ass for hours. Days. I want to wake up every morning with my face buried between these cheeks."

The filthy words combined with the dual stimulation pushed Maya rapidly toward climax. Her thighs shook, her pussy clenched around nothing, and when Simone pinched her clit at the same moment she thrust her tongue as deep as it would go, Maya came with a scream that probably echoed through the entire building.

"FUCK! Simone! Oh god, oh god—"

Her asshole spasmed around Simone's tongue, milking it rhythmically while her pussy gushed wetness down her thighs. The orgasm seemed to last forever, rolling through her in waves that left her gasping and barely able to stand.

Simone caught her before she collapsed, turning her around and kissing her deeply. Maya could taste herself on the photographer's tongue—that intimate, slightly bitter flavor that made her clit throb all over again.

"Bedroom," Simone commanded, and this time Maya led the way on unsteady legs.

Her bedroom was simple—a queen bed with white sheets, a dresser, floor-to-ceiling windows that currently streamed with rain. Simone took it all in, then stripped off her own clothes with efficient movements. Within seconds she stood gloriously naked, water droplets still clinging to her skin from their run through the rain.

"You have toys," Simone said. It wasn't a question.

Maya's cheeks heated. "In the nightstand."

Simone opened the drawer, examining the contents with the same artistic focus she probably applied to her photography. Maya's collection was modest but well-curated—a few different vibrators, a small plug, lube, a strap-on harness with several dildo attachments.

"This," Simone selected the plug, holding it up. It was small, glass, with a heart-shaped crystal at the base. "I want to see this in your ass while I eat your pussy. Will you let me?"

Maya's breath caught. "Yes. God, yes."

"Good girl." Simone retrieved the lube as well, then guided Maya to the bed. "On your back. Legs up."

Maya positioned herself, knees pulled toward her chest, completely exposed. Simone knelt between her legs, and Maya watched her warm the lube between her palms before applying it generously to the plug and Maya's asshole.

"Relax," Simone murmured. She pressed the tip of the plug against Maya's entrance, applying steady pressure. The glass was cool and unyielding, so different from a tongue. Maya breathed deeply, forcing her body to accept the intrusion.

"That's it," Simone encouraged as the plug slipped past the initial resistance. "Taking it so well. Almost there—"

The widest part stretched Maya impossibly, made her gasp and squirm. But then it was in, her asshole closing around the narrow neck, the crystal heart nestled between her cheeks. The fullness was intense, made her pussy clench with need.

"Perfect," Simone breathed. She ran her hands up Maya's thighs, spreading them wider. "Now I'm going to make you come with my mouth while you're plugged. And you're going to feel every contraction around that glass. Every pulse. Every clench."

She lowered her face to Maya's pussy and got to work. Her tongue was everywhere—lapping at Maya's entrance, fucking inside her, dragging up to circle her clit. Maya writhed beneath the attention, hyper-aware of the plug in her ass, the way it amplified every sensation.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck—" Her hands fisted in Simone's hair, holding her in place. The photographer sealed her lips around Maya's clit and sucked while simultaneously pushing two fingers deep into her pussy.

The dual penetration—plug in her ass, fingers in her cunt—was overwhelming. Maya's second orgasm built faster than the first, her body already sensitized and desperate. When Simone curled her fingers forward, hitting that perfect spot, Maya came apart completely.

"SIMONE!" Her scream was hoarse. Her pussy clamped down on Simone's fingers while her ass spasmed around the plug, and the combination of sensations was so intense she saw actual stars. Wetness gushed from her pussy, soaking Simone's hand and chin, dripping down onto the sheets.

"Good girl," Simone purred, working her through the aftershocks. "Such a good girl for me. Did you feel how hard your ass squeezed that plug? How your whole body trembled?"

Maya could only whimper in response. Simone slowly withdrew her fingers, then—to Maya's shock—brought them to her own mouth and sucked them clean.

"Delicious," she declared, her eyes dark with lust. "But now it's my turn. And Maya? I have a very specific request."

"Anything," Maya breathed.

Simone's smile was wicked. She moved to lie on her back, head at the foot of the bed. "I want you to sit on my face. Put your pussy right on my mouth so I can eat you while you eat my ass. Can you do that for me?"

Maya's spent pussy clenched at the suggestion. She'd never done sixty-nine in quite that configuration, but the mental image made her mouth water. "Yes."

She straddled Simone's face carefully, mindful of the plug still lodged in her ass. The photographer immediately pulled her down, eliminating any distance, and Maya felt that talented tongue slide through her folds. At the same time, she found herself staring directly at Simone's pussy and ass, both glistening with arousal.

Maya lowered her mouth to Simone's cunt first, licking through her folds and savoring her taste. The photographer was soaked, her arousal coating her inner thighs, and Maya lapped it up eagerly. She sucked Simone's clit between her lips while reaching beneath to spread her cheeks, exposing her asshole.

"Yes," Simone moaned against Maya's pussy. "Eat my ass, chérie. Please—"

Maya sealed her mouth over Simone's hole and pushed her tongue inside. The position was perfect—she could tongue-fuck Simone's ass deeply while Simone ate her pussy, both of them working each other toward simultaneous orgasms. The plug in Maya's own ass added an extra edge, making her feel deliciously full and dirty.

"Mmmmph—shlllrrp—" The wet sounds of them eating each other filled the bedroom, punctuated by increasingly desperate moans. Maya pushed her tongue as deep into Simone's ass as she could, feeling the tight muscle pulse around her. Meanwhile, Simone's tongue worked magic on her clit, circling and flicking with perfect pressure.

Maya pulled back briefly to spit on Simone's asshole, then dove back in with renewed vigor. She alternated between tongue-fucking her and sucking on the rim, occasionally dropping lower to lick through Simone's pussy before returning to her main focus.

"Fuck, Maya, I'm going to—" Simone's words were muffled against Maya's cunt. Her thighs began to shake, her asshole clenching rhythmically around Maya's invading tongue.

Maya doubled her efforts, pushing her tongue as deep as possible while reaching around to rub Simone's clit. The photographer's whole body went rigid, then she was screaming into Maya's pussy, the vibrations sending Maya over the edge as well.

They came together, bodies locked in mutual pleasure. Maya felt Simone's asshole spasm wildly around her tongue while her own pussy gushed onto Simone's face. The plug in her ass pulsed with each contraction, amplifying the sensations until Maya thought she might actually pass out from the intensity.

When they finally collapsed apart, both were gasping, covered in each other's arousal, trembling with aftershocks. Maya carefully removed the plug from her ass—the sensation of it sliding free made her whimper—then crawled up the bed to collapse beside Simone.

"Holy shit," Maya panted. "That was—"

"Incredible," Simone finished. She pulled Maya close, kissing her deeply. They could taste themselves on each other's tongues, an intimate exchange that made Maya's heart clench.

They lay there for long minutes, catching their breath, listening to rain drum against the windows. Eventually, Simone's fingers began tracing patterns on Maya's hip again, dipping lower to tease the curve of her ass.

"I have a confession," Simone said quietly.

"What?"

"I have wanted to do this—all of this—since the first time I saw you teaching a class. You were demonstrating upward dog, and your ass in those leggings..." She shook her head. "I became obsessed. I started finding excuses to walk past your studio. Taking different routes to my own studio just to catch glimpses of you."

Maya turned to look at her. "Stalker," she teased.

"Perhaps a little." Simone didn't look remotely apologetic. "But I never approached you because I was afraid. Afraid you would not be interested in women. Afraid you would think I was insane. Afraid that the reality could not possibly live up to my fantasies."

"And?" Maya prompted.

"And I was wrong. The reality is so much better than any fantasy." Simone cupped Maya's face, her thumb brushing over her kiss-swollen lips. "You are better than I ever imagined."

Something warm bloomed in Maya's chest. "I feel the same way. About you."

They kissed again, slower this time, tender rather than desperate. But even in the gentleness, Maya could feel the hunger still simmering between them. They weren't done—not by a long shot.

"Stay tonight," Maya whispered against Simone's lips. "Stay as long as you want."

"I have no intention of leaving," Simone replied. "In fact, I think we should order food and spend the rest of the evening exploring exactly how many times I can make you come with my tongue in your ass."

Maya's pussy clenched at the suggestion. "What about you? Don't you want—"

"Oh, I want many things." Simone's hand slid between Maya's legs, fingers finding her still-sensitive clit. "I want to strap on one of those toys and fuck you while eating your ass. I want to watch you touch yourself while I prepare your ass with my fingers. I want to see how much you can take, how desperate I can make you."

Her fingers circled Maya's clit with maddening lightness. "But mostly? I want to worship your body the way it deserves. Spend hours learning every response, every sound, every way to make you scream my name."

"Fuck," Maya breathed. Her hips rolled, seeking more pressure. "How are you making me want you again already?"

"Because we are perfect together," Simone said simply. She increased the pressure on Maya's clit, her other hand sliding down to tease her entrance. "Our bodies, our desires—they fit. And I intend to prove it to you over and over until you believe it as deeply as I do."

She pushed two fingers inside Maya's pussy, making her gasp. "Now, shall we see how many times I can make you come before we order dinner? I am thinking at least three more. And Maya?"

"Yes?"

"Each one will be with my tongue in your ass. Because I cannot get enough of eating you there. The taste, the tightness, the way you scream when you come with my tongue inside you—it is perfect."

Maya moaned, already grinding down on Simone's fingers. "You're going to ruin me for anyone else."

"Good," Simone growled. "That is exactly the plan."


Chapter 4: Complete Surrender

The rain continued its steady percussion against Maya's bedroom windows as evening descended over Reno. They'd ordered Thai food around six—pad see ew and drunken noodles that they ate naked in bed, feeding each other between kisses. Now, three hours later, the containers sat abandoned on the nightstand while Simone slowly drove Maya out of her mind.

The photographer had positioned Maya on her hands and knees at the edge of the bed, ass high in the air, and had been eating her out for what felt like an eternity. But Simone wouldn't let her come. Every time Maya got close, the photographer would pull back, leaving her gasping and desperate.

"Please," Maya whimpered for what must have been the twentieth time. "Simone, please, I need—"

"What do you need, chérie?" Simone's voice was maddening—calm, collected, while Maya was falling apart. "Use your words."

"I need to come. Please let me come."

"How?"

Maya knew what she wanted. What she needed. "Your tongue. In my ass. Please fuck my ass with your tongue and let me come."

"Since you asked so nicely." Simone spread Maya's cheeks wide, exposing her completely. Maya's asshole was already slick from earlier attention, red and swollen, twitching visibly with need. "But first, I think we should prepare you properly."

She retrieved the lube from where it had fallen onto the floor, warming it between her palms. Then Maya felt her finger—just one—press against her asshole. The intrusion was slow, deliberate, Simone working her finger past the initial resistance with patient circles.

"Relax," Simone murmured. "Let me in. That's it, good girl."

The finger pushed deeper, and Maya felt herself stretch around it. The sensation was intense—more substantial than a tongue but not quite as filling as the plug had been. Simone began to fuck her slowly with that single digit, pulling almost all the way out before pushing back in.

"You take it so beautifully," Simone praised. "Your ass grips my finger like it never wants to let go. Shall we try two?"

"Yes," Maya gasped. "Please, yes."

Simone withdrew, added more lube, then pressed two fingers against Maya's entrance. The stretch was significantly more intense, made Maya's breath hitch and her hands clutch the sheets. But Simone was patient, working them in gradually, letting Maya's body adjust to the intrusion.

"Breathe," Simone coached. "Push out against me. Yes, just like that—"

Both fingers slipped inside, and Maya moaned at the fullness. Simone held still for a moment, letting her adjust, then began a slow pumping rhythm. In and out, gradually increasing speed, occasionally scissoring her fingers to stretch Maya even wider.

"Fuck, fuck, oh god—" Maya's arms trembled with the effort of holding herself up. Her pussy was soaked, dripping steadily onto the sheets, her clit so swollen and sensitive that even the air felt like too much stimulation.

"You're doing so well," Simone praised. "Taking my fingers so deep in your ass. I can feel you clenching around me, trying to pull me deeper. Do you want more?"

"Yes! Please, more!"

Simone added more lube, then pressed three fingers against Maya's stretched hole. This was the most Maya had ever taken, and the burn was intense as Simone worked them inside. She went slowly, letting Maya's body accommodate the intrusion inch by inch.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, it's so much—" Maya wasn't sure if she was complaining or praising. The sensation bordered on too much, but in the best possible way. She felt impossibly full, stretched wide, completely at Simone's mercy.

"You can take it," Simone assured her. "Your beautiful ass was made to be filled. Look how well you're taking three of my fingers. So tight and hot around me."

She began to fuck Maya with those three fingers, establishing a steady rhythm. Maya's whole body shook with each thrust, her asshole gripping and releasing, adjusting to the width. And then Simone lowered her face and sealed her mouth around Maya's rim, tongue lapping at where her fingers disappeared inside.

"FUCK!" Maya screamed. The dual sensation—fingers pumping inside while Simone's tongue worked around them—was overwhelming. Her pussy clenched desperately, aching to be filled, while her ass stretched wider than ever before.

Simone pulled her fingers out slowly, then replaced them with her tongue, pushing it as deep as possible into Maya's well-stretched hole. The difference was incredible—where fingers had been firm and demanding, tongue was soft and flexible, able to reach places fingers couldn't.

"Mmmmph—shlllrrp—ahhhh—" Simone made obscene sounds as she ate Maya's ass, her hands keeping her spread impossibly wide. She tongue-fucked her with rapid shallow thrusts, then would slow down and lick long, sensuous stripes from Maya's dripping pussy up to her tailbone.

"I'm going to come," Maya gasped out. "Simone, I can't hold it—"

"Then don't." Simone reached beneath Maya's body, finding her clit with slick fingers. "Come for me. Come with my tongue buried in your ass. Let me feel you fall apart."

She rubbed tight circles on Maya's clit while simultaneously pushing her tongue as deep as it would go, and Maya's orgasm hit like a freight train. Her whole body convulsed, asshole clamping down on Simone's tongue so hard the photographer groaned against her. Maya screamed herself hoarse, tears streaming down her face from the intensity, her pussy gushing so much wetness it formed a puddle on the sheets beneath them.

"That's it, that's it," Simone encouraged, working her through the waves. "Such a good girl. Coming so hard for me. Feel how your ass is milking my tongue? How desperate your body is?"

When the orgasm finally subsided, Maya collapsed forward onto the bed, unable to hold herself up any longer. Simone crawled up beside her, gathering her into her arms, pressing soft kisses to her sweat-damp skin.

"You are magnificent," Simone whispered. "The way you come, the sounds you make, how your body responds to me—it is art."

Maya could only whimper in response, her vocal cords strained from screaming. She felt wrung out, used in the best possible way, more satisfied than she could ever remember being.

They lay quietly for several minutes, Maya slowly returning to her body, becoming aware of sensations beyond the overwhelming pleasure—the softness of the sheets, the warmth of Simone's body, the continued drumming of rain against the windows.

"Your turn," Maya finally managed, her voice hoarse.

"Maya, you can barely move—"

"I don't care." Maya pushed herself up on trembling arms. "You've been taking care of me all evening. Let me return the favor."

Simone's eyes darkened. "And what exactly did you have in mind?"

Maya reached for the nightstand drawer, pulling out the strap-on harness and selecting a medium-sized dildo—realistic in shape, dark purple silicone. "I want to fuck you. Your pussy and your ass. I want to make you come so hard you see stars."

"Mon Dieu," Simone breathed. "Yes. Please, yes."

Maya stood on shaking legs, fastening the harness around her hips. The dildo jutted out obscenely, and when she caught sight of herself in the mirror across the room—naked except for the strap-on, her body flushed and marked with evidence of Simone's attention—she felt a surge of power.

"On your back," Maya commanded. "Legs up. Show me everything."

Simone obeyed immediately, arranging herself at the center of the bed with her knees pulled toward her chest. The position exposed her completely—pussy swollen and glistening, asshole clenching with anticipation. Maya knelt between her legs, taking a moment to just appreciate the view.

"You are so fucking beautiful," Maya said, trailing her fingers through Simone's wetness. The photographer was soaked, arousal coating her inner thighs, and when Maya pushed two fingers inside her pussy, she went in easily.

"Ahhhh—" Simone's back arched off the bed. "More. Please, I need more."

Maya added a third finger, fucking her steadily while her thumb found Simone's clit. The photographer's hips bucked, grinding down on Maya's hand, seeking more friction. Her pussy gripped Maya's fingers tightly, muscles fluttering with each thrust.

"So wet for me," Maya observed. "So desperate. Have you been like this all evening? Aching and empty while you made me come over and over?"

"Yes," Simone gasped. "Could not stop thinking about your cock inside me. About you fucking me hard and deep—"

Maya withdrew her fingers, positioning the dildo at Simone's entrance. "Like this?"

She pushed inside in one smooth thrust, burying the toy to the hilt. Simone's scream was guttural, her hands clutching at the sheets as Maya's hips met her ass.

"Fuck! Yes! Just like that!"

Maya established a rhythm—hard, deep thrusts that made the bed frame creak and Simone's breasts bounce with each impact. The base of the dildo pressed against Maya's clit with every thrust, sending pleasure sparking through her own still-sensitive body.

"You feel so good," Maya panted. "So tight around my cock. Taking it so well."

She fucked Simone harder, changing angles until she found the spot that made the photographer's eyes roll back. Simone's legs wrapped around Maya's waist, pulling her deeper, and Maya leaned down to capture one of those small breasts in her mouth.

"Maya, Maya, oh god—" Simone's fingers tangled in Maya's hair, holding her against her breast while Maya sucked and bit at the sensitive nipple. The combination of sensations—cock pounding into her pussy, mouth on her breast, Maya's weight pressing her into the mattress—pushed Simone rapidly toward climax.

"Going to come," Simone warned. "Don't stop, please don't stop—"

Maya thrust harder, faster, the wet sounds of the dildo pumping in and out of Simone's pussy filling the room. She could feel Simone's body tightening, coiling like a spring about to release—

"NOW! Oh fuck, I'm coming—" Simone's whole body went rigid, then she was convulsing beneath Maya. Her pussy clamped down on the dildo so hard Maya could barely move, her thighs shaking violently, wetness gushing around the toy.

Maya worked her through it, gradually slowing her thrusts until Simone's body went limp. She carefully withdrew the dildo, watching Simone's pussy clench around nothing, gaping slightly from the thorough fucking.

"Beautiful," Maya murmured. But she wasn't done. "Now for your ass."

Simone's eyes flew open. "What?"

"You heard me." Maya grabbed the lube, coating the dildo generously. "I'm going to fuck your ass now. Unless you don't want—"

"No!" Simone interrupted. "I want. God, I want. But please—go slow. I have not done this in a long time."

"I'll take care of you," Maya promised. She helped Simone roll onto her stomach, then positioned her on her hands and knees. The photographer's ass was gorgeous from this angle—cheeks firm and round, asshole a tight ring of darker skin that clenched under Maya's gaze.

Maya started with her fingers, pressing one against Simone's entrance. The photographer was tense, her whole body rigid with anticipation and perhaps a touch of nervousness.

"Relax," Maya soothed, using her free hand to massage Simone's lower back. "Breathe deep. Push out against me."

She worked her finger inside slowly, giving Simone time to adjust. The heat and tightness were incredible—so much more resistant than her pussy had been. Maya pumped gently, gradually increasing depth, adding lube when needed.

"How does it feel?" Maya asked.

"Good," Simone panted. "Strange but good. Like pressure and fullness and—ahhhh—"

Maya had curled her finger slightly, finding a sensitive spot that made Simone's back arch. She worked that area, watching Simone's breathing quicken, seeing her hands clutch the sheets.

"Ready for two?"

"Yes. Please."

Maya added more lube and worked a second finger alongside the first. The stretch made Simone gasp, but she didn't ask Maya to stop. Instead, she pushed back against the intrusion, taking both fingers deeper.

"That's it," Maya praised. "You're doing so well. Taking my fingers so deep in your ass. Such a good girl for me."

She scissored her fingers, stretching Simone wider, preparing her for what was coming. The photographer moaned continuously now, a litany of French and English that Maya couldn't quite follow but understood perfectly. After several minutes of preparation, Maya judged her ready.

"I'm going to put my cock in now," Maya warned. "Tell me if it's too much."

She positioned the dildo at Simone's entrance, pressing forward slowly. The resistance was intense—even with preparation, Simone's ass fought the intrusion. Maya held steady pressure, letting Simone's body gradually yield.

"Breathe," Maya reminded her. "Push out. Let me in."

The tip breached Simone's hole, and they both gasped—Simone at the stretch, Maya at the sight of the dildo disappearing inside. Inch by inch, Maya pushed deeper, pausing frequently to let Simone adjust.

"So big," Simone panted. "Feels so full—"

"You're taking it perfectly," Maya assured her. "Look how well your ass is swallowing my cock. Almost there—"

Finally, her hips pressed against Simone's ass, the dildo buried completely. Maya held still, letting Simone breathe through the fullness, adjust to the invasion. After a moment, the photographer pushed back experimentally, making them both moan.

"Move," Simone commanded. "Please, I need you to move."

Maya withdrew slowly, watching the dildo emerge slick with lube, then pushed back in. Simone's moan was long and low, vibrating through her whole body. Maya established a rhythm—slower than when she'd fucked Simone's pussy, but deep and thorough, making sure each thrust pressed against sensitive nerve endings.

"Fuck, fuck, Maya—" Simone's arms gave out, her chest pressed to the mattress while her ass stayed high. The position let Maya go even deeper, and she increased her pace slightly.

She reached around to find Simone's clit, rubbing tight circles while continuing to pound into her ass. The dual stimulation made Simone writhe, her asshole gripping the dildo almost painfully tight.

"Going to come again," Simone gasped. "From your cock in my ass, I'm going to—"

"Do it," Maya urged. "Come for me. Show me how good it feels to have your ass fucked."

She thrust harder, fingers working Simone's clit frantically, and felt the moment Simone's body tipped over the edge. Her asshole spasmed around the dildo, gripping and releasing rhythmically while she screamed into the mattress. Maya fucked her through it, prolonging the orgasm until Simone was sobbing with overstimulation.

"Please," Simone finally begged. "Too much, it's too much—"

Maya carefully withdrew, watching Simone's asshole gape slightly before slowly closing. The photographer collapsed completely, her whole body trembling with aftershocks.

Maya removed the harness and lay down beside her, pulling her close. Simone's face was wet with tears, her breathing ragged, her body limp and sated.

"You okay?" Maya asked softly.

"More than okay," Simone managed. "That was... I have never... Maya, that was incredible."

They held each other as the adrenaline faded, becoming aware of their surroundings again—the rain had finally stopped, leaving the city quiet and glistening. It was nearly midnight now, they'd been at this for hours, and both were exhausted in the best possible way.

"Stay," Maya whispered. "Not just tonight. Stay for however long you're in Reno. Move your things in. Let me wake up with you every morning and fall asleep with you every night."

Simone pulled back to look at her, those cognac eyes searching Maya's face. "You are serious."

"Completely."

"We have known each other for less than twelve hours."

"I know. And I've never felt this way about anyone in my life."

Simone smiled—soft and genuine and beautiful. "Then yes. I will stay. For as long as you will have me."

They kissed, tender and sweet, so different from the desperate passion of earlier but no less intense. When they finally separated, both were smiling.

"We should shower," Maya said. "Clean up. Maybe actually sleep at some point."

"Or," Simone countered, her hand sliding down Maya's stomach, "we could see how many more times we can make each other come before sunrise."

Maya's pussy clenched despite her exhaustion. "You're insatiable."

"Only for you, chérie. Only for you."


Chapter 5: Forever Yours

Three weeks had passed since that rain-soaked February afternoon when Simone first walked into Maya's studio. Three weeks of Simone's belongings gradually taking over Maya's apartment—camera equipment filling the spare room, French skincare products crowding the bathroom counter, leather jackets hanging beside Maya's yoga gear in the closet. Three weeks of falling asleep tangled together and waking up to Simone's mouth on her body.

Tonight was special. Simone's photography exhibition was opening at the Nevada Museum of Art, and Maya had promised to attend. But first, they had the entire afternoon to themselves.

Maya lay on her stomach across the bed, completely naked, watching Simone work at the makeshift desk they'd set up near the windows. The photographer wore only an oversized button-down shirt, her hair piled messily on top of her head, glasses perched on her nose as she edited photos on her laptop. She looked adorably domestic, and Maya felt her heart swell with affection.

"You are staring at me again," Simone said without looking up, a smile playing at her lips.

"Can you blame me? You're gorgeous when you're concentrating."

Simone saved her work and closed the laptop, turning to face Maya fully. Her eyes traveled slowly down Maya's body—the curve of her spine, the swell of her ass, her legs slightly parted. "And you are gorgeous always. Especially like this, spread out and waiting for me."

She stood and walked to the bed, trailing one finger down Maya's spine. "I have been thinking about you all morning. Could barely focus on editing because I kept remembering last night. The way you tasted. The sounds you made when I had my tongue buried in your ass."

Maya's breath hitched. Last night had been intense—they'd experimented with Maya riding Simone's face while the photographer ate her ass, and Maya had come so hard she'd nearly blacked out.

"I want to try something new," Simone continued, her finger now tracing the cleft of Maya's ass. "Something we have not done yet."

"What's that?"

Simone retrieved something from the nightstand—the glass plug they'd used before, along with a larger one Maya hadn't seen. It was also glass, but significantly bigger, with a jeweled base.

"I want to see how much you can take," Simone explained. "Start with the small plug, then work up to this one. And while you are stretched around it, I want to eat your pussy until you come. Then I want to remove the plug and replace it with my tongue, fucking your well-stretched ass until you come again."

Maya's pussy clenched at the description. "Yes. God, yes."

Simone smiled wickedly. "Good girl. On your hands and knees."

Maya positioned herself, already trembling with anticipation. She heard Simone uncapping the lube, felt cool gel being drizzled directly onto her asshole. Then the familiar pressure of the small plug pressing against her entrance.

After three weeks of near-constant anal play, Maya's body accepted the intrusion easily. The plug slipped inside with minimal resistance, her asshole closing around the narrow neck. The fullness was pleasant but not overwhelming—she'd become so accustomed to being filled there.

"Look at you," Simone murmured. "Taking it so easily now. Remember the first time? How nervous you were? And now your beautiful ass just swallows it up like it belongs there."

She twisted the plug, making Maya gasp, then slowly pulled it out. More lube, and then Maya felt the larger plug pressing against her. This was significantly bigger—the widest part had to be at least two inches across. The stretch was intense, made Maya grit her teeth as Simone worked it inside.

"Breathe," Simone coached. "Push out. You can take it. Your ass was made for this."

Inch by agonizing inch, the plug breached Maya's hole. The burn was incredible, bordering on too much, but Maya wanted it. Wanted to be stretched wide, wanted to feel impossibly full, wanted to prove she could take whatever Simone gave her.

"Almost there," Simone encouraged. "Just a bit more—yes! There!"

The widest part finally pushed past Maya's rim, and her asshole closed around the narrower neck. The plug was fully seated, the jeweled base nestled between her cheeks. Maya felt obscenely full, stretched wider than ever before, and when she clenched experimentally around it, the pressure was almost overwhelming.

"Perfect," Simone breathed. "Absolutely perfect. Stay just like that."

She lowered her face to Maya's pussy, which was already dripping with arousal. Her tongue lapped through Maya's folds, gathering her wetness, before focusing on her clit. The sensation was amplified tenfold by the plug—Maya could feel every lick, every suck, as if the fullness in her ass made her entire lower body more sensitive.

"Oh fuck," Maya moaned. Her arms trembled with the effort of holding herself up while Simone worked her over. The photographer's tongue was relentless, circling her clit with perfect pressure while occasionally dipping lower to fuck into her pussy.

Simone reached up and twisted the plug, making Maya scream. The movement sent shockwaves of sensation through her entire body, and when Simone sealed her lips around Maya's clit and sucked hard while pulling gently on the plug, Maya's orgasm hit without warning.

"SIMONE!" Her whole body convulsed, asshole clamping down on the plug so hard it was almost painful. Her pussy gushed wetness onto Simone's face, her thighs shook violently, and she would have collapsed if Simone's hands hadn't been gripping her hips.

"Good girl," Simone purred. "Such a good girl, coming so hard with your ass stretched wide. But we are not done yet."

She slowly worked the plug out of Maya's ass, and the sensation of it sliding free—the widest part stretching her open again before popping out—made Maya whimper. She felt empty, used, her asshole gaping slightly before gradually closing.

"Beautiful," Simone said reverently. "Look how your ass stays open for me. Like it is begging to be filled again."

Before Maya could catch her breath, Simone's tongue was there, pushing inside her well-stretched hole. With no resistance to work past, Simone's tongue penetrated deeply immediately, and the feeling was indescribable. Maya's asshole was so sensitive from the plugging that every touch felt magnified.

"Mmmmph—shlllrrp—fuck—" Simone ate her ass with abandon, her tongue plunging deep and fast, hands spreading Maya's cheeks impossibly wide. She made obscene wet sounds, occasionally pulling back to spit directly onto Maya's hole before diving back in.

Maya's second orgasm built faster than the first, her body still sensitive and primed. When Simone reached around to rub her clit while continuing to tongue-fuck her ass, Maya came apart again with a scream that probably disturbed the neighbors.

This time she did collapse, boneless and spent, while Simone crawled up beside her and pulled her close.

"I love you," Simone said suddenly.

Maya's eyes flew open. They'd been living together, fucking constantly, but neither had said those words yet. "What?"

"I love you," Simone repeated, meeting her gaze steadily. "I know it has only been three weeks. I know that is insane. But Maya, I love you. The way you move, the way you think, the way you give yourself to me so completely. I love all of it. I love you."

Maya felt tears prick her eyes. "I love you too. God, I love you so much."

They kissed, deep and tender, pouring everything they felt into it. When they finally separated, both were crying and smiling.

"I have another surprise," Simone said. "For tonight, after the exhibition opening."

"What kind of surprise?"

"The kind that involves you, me, and something I have been saving for a very special occasion." She reached for the nightstand again, pulling out a box Maya had never seen before.

Inside was the most beautiful strap-on Maya had ever laid eyes on. The dildo was substantial—at least eight inches long and thick, made of black silicone with realistic veining. But what made it special was the base—it was designed to stimulate the wearer's clit with every thrust.

"I want you to fuck me with this," Simone said. "After the opening, when we come home—I want you to take my ass with this cock while I am on my back so I can see your face. I want to watch you while you claim me completely."

Maya's breath caught. "Simone—"

"I want to belong to you," Simone continued. "Fully. Completely. I want you to own my body, my pleasure, everything. Will you do that for me?"

"Yes," Maya breathed. "Yes, absolutely yes."

They kissed again, but this time it quickly turned heated. Simone pushed Maya onto her back and straddled her face, lowering her pussy to Maya's eager mouth. Maya licked through her folds, tasting her arousal, while Simone ground down on her tongue.

"That's it," Simone panted. "Eat my pussy just like that. Get me ready for what comes later. Because tonight, chérie, tonight you are going to fuck my ass so hard I feel it for days."

Maya moaned against her, doubling her efforts. She sucked Simone's clit between her lips while reaching up to knead her ass, fingers dipping into her crack to tease her asshole. Simone rode her face shamelessly, chasing her pleasure, and when Maya pushed one finger into her ass while sucking hard on her clit, Simone came with a shout.

They spent the next hour trading orgasms, unable to keep their hands off each other despite needing to get ready for the exhibition. Finally, reluctantly, they dragged themselves to the shower.

Even there, Simone couldn't resist pressing Maya against the tile and dropping to her knees, eating her ass under the hot spray until Maya came screaming. Maya returned the favor, finger-fucking Simone's ass while the photographer braced herself against the shower wall and sobbed with pleasure.

By the time they finally got out, they were running late. Maya threw on a simple black dress that hugged her curves, while Simone chose tailored pants and a crisp white shirt. They looked respectable, professional, and no one would ever guess they'd spent the afternoon with their tongues buried in each other's asses.

The exhibition opening was beautiful. Simone's work was stunning—large-format prints that captured Reno's urban landscape in ways Maya had never considered. The photographer worked the room with practiced ease, discussing her artistic process with collectors and critics while Maya stood back and watched with pride.

But every so often, Simone would catch Maya's eye across the gallery, and the look that passed between them was pure heat. Maya knew they were both thinking about what was waiting for them at home. About the new toy sitting in its box. About the promises made in the afternoon light.

The opening felt endless, but finally—finally—it was over. They made their excuses and escaped into the February night, practically running to Maya's car.

"Drive fast," Simone commanded, her hand already sliding up Maya's thigh.

Maya did, her pussy throbbing with anticipation. They barely made it through the apartment door before they were tearing at each other's clothes, leaving a trail of expensive fabric between the entryway and the bedroom.

Simone retrieved the new strap-on while Maya watched, already naked and aching. The photographer helped her into the harness, adjusting the straps until the base pressed firmly against Maya's clit. The dildo jutted out obscenely, and Maya couldn't help but stroke it, imagining how it would feel to claim Simone completely.

"On your back," Maya commanded, surprised by the authority in her own voice. "Legs up. Show me what's mine."

Simone obeyed immediately, arranging herself at the center of the bed. Maya knelt between her legs, taking a moment to appreciate the view—Simone's pussy already glistening, her asshole clenching with anticipation.

"I'm going to prepare you thoroughly," Maya said, uncapping the lube. "Make sure you can take every inch of this cock. Because I'm going to fuck your ass until you scream, and I want you to feel nothing but pleasure."

She started with one finger, working it inside Simone's ass slowly despite her body's eagerness. Three weeks of practice had made Simone more receptive, but Maya still took her time, pumping gently while Simone's breathing quickened.

"More," Simone begged. "Please, Maya, I need more."

Maya added a second finger, then a third, stretching Simone wide. She worked them deep, curling to find sensitive spots, watching Simone's face contort with pleasure. When she added a fourth finger, Simone's back arched off the bed.

"Fuck! Yes! Just like that!"

Maya fucked her with four fingers, Simone's asshole stretching obscenely around them. She could feel how ready Simone was, how desperately her body wanted to be filled. Finally, she withdrew her fingers and positioned the dildo at Simone's entrance.

"Look at me," Maya commanded. "I want to see your eyes when I take your ass."

Simone met her gaze, those cognac eyes dark with lust and love and trust. Maya pressed forward slowly, watching Simone's face as the thick head breached her hole. The photographer's mouth fell open, a long moan escaping as Maya pushed deeper.

Inch by inch, the dildo disappeared inside Simone's ass. Maya went slowly despite her desperate need to thrust hard, wanting Simone to feel every second of penetration. When she was finally fully seated, both were breathing hard.

"Okay?" Maya asked.

"More than okay," Simone gasped. "You feel so big inside me. So deep. Please move. I need you to move."

Maya withdrew slowly, then thrust back in. The base of the dildo pressed against her clit perfectly, sending pleasure sparking through her own body. She established a rhythm—deep, thorough thrusts that made Simone moan with each impact.

"You take my cock so well," Maya praised. "Your ass was made to be fucked. Made to be claimed. Made to be mine."

"Yours," Simone agreed breathlessly. "All yours. Forever yours."

Maya increased her pace, fucking into Simone's ass harder now. The position—Simone on her back, legs spread wide—let them maintain eye contact, let Maya watch every expression of pleasure that crossed the photographer's face. It was intimate in a way that other positions weren't, vulnerable and trusting and perfect.

She reached between them to find Simone's clit, rubbing circles in time with her thrusts. The dual stimulation made Simone writhe beneath her, asshole gripping the dildo tightly.

"I'm going to come," Simone warned. "Maya, I'm going to—"

"Come for me," Maya urged. "Come with my cock buried in your ass. Let me feel you fall apart."

She thrust harder, deeper, fingers working Simone's clit frantically. The photographer's whole body went rigid, then she was screaming, her asshole spasming around the dildo while her pussy clenched around nothing. The rhythmic contractions pushed Maya over the edge as well—the base grinding against her clit finally providing enough stimulation to trigger her own orgasm.

They came together, bodies locked in mutual pleasure, and Maya felt something shift between them. This wasn't just sex anymore. This was love. This was claiming and being claimed. This was forever.

When their orgasms subsided, Maya carefully withdrew and removed the harness before collapsing beside Simone. The photographer immediately rolled into her arms, and they held each other as their breathing slowly returned to normal.

"I meant what I said earlier," Simone murmured against Maya's shoulder. "I love you. And I want to stay. Not just for the exhibition. Not just for a few months. I want to make a life here with you."

Maya pulled back to look at her. "What about Paris? Your career there?"

"I can photograph anywhere. But I can only love you here." Simone cupped Maya's face tenderly. "You are worth staying for. Worth building a life with. If you will have me."

"Yes," Maya said immediately. "Yes, stay. Forever if you want."

"Forever sounds perfect."

They kissed, sealing the promise, and Maya knew with absolute certainty that this was right. That Simone was right. That they were right together.

Later, much later, after they'd made love twice more and finally exhausted themselves completely, they lay tangled together in the dark. Rain had started again, gentle this time, creating a soothing soundtrack.

"Thank you," Simone whispered.

"For what?"

"For letting me worship your body. For trusting me enough to give yourself completely. For being everything I needed without even knowing I needed it."

Maya kissed her forehead. "Thank you for seeing me. For wanting me. For loving me."

"Always," Simone promised. "I will always love you. Will always want to taste every inch of you. Will always crave the way you surrender to pleasure when my tongue is buried in your ass."

Maya laughed softly. "You're insatiable."

"Only for you, chérie. Only ever for you."

They drifted off to sleep wrapped around each other, rain drumming gently against the windows, and Maya thought about how three weeks ago she'd been teaching a private yoga class to a beautiful stranger. How that stranger had become her lover, her partner, her everything.

How sometimes the best things in life came when you least expected them. How sometimes you just needed to be brave enough to take what was offered. How sometimes forever started with a simple yoga class and a tongue in your ass.

And really, Maya thought as she fell asleep with Simone's heartbeat steady against her own, what more could anyone ask for than that?
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