
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Dinner Party

Margot had been watching Claire all evening, and she was reasonably certain Claire knew it.

Not that Margot was being obvious about it—she'd learned years ago how to mask interest at gatherings like this, how to perform the role of attentive dinner guest while her actual attention wandered elsewhere. Sandra's dinner parties required a particular kind of social finesse, the sort where everyone knew everyone else's business and the walls had ears and gossip traveled faster than the Cabernet being poured with excessive generosity. You couldn't just stare at someone across a table set with actual silver and hand-folded napkins. You had to be subtle.

But subtlety didn't mean Margot wasn't watching.

She'd been watching the way Claire held her wine glass—fingers curled around the stem rather than the bowl, a detail Margot found inexplicably attractive. She'd been watching the way Claire laughed at Richard's tedious story about his boat, head tilted slightly, dark hair catching the candlelight in a way that made Margot want to touch it. She'd been watching the way that dress—deep burgundy, almost black depending on the angle, with a neckline that suggested rather than displayed—moved when Claire stood to help clear the appetizer plates, fabric clinging to the curve of her hips in a manner that should probably be illegal at dinner parties.

They'd met before. Twice, actually. The first time had been at Sandra's birthday party back in June, one of those sprawling backyard affairs with string lights and a bartender and too many people Margot didn't know. She'd been standing by the dessert table, contemplating a third piece of cake, when Claire had appeared beside her with a conspiratorial smile and said, "The lemon bars are better than they look, but worse than you're hoping." They'd talked for forty-five minutes after that, standing in the corner of Sandra's garden while the party continued around them, and Margot had gone home that night thinking about Claire's laugh and the way she'd touched Margot's arm when making a point and wondering if she'd imagined the charge in the air between them.

The second time had been in September, at a gallery opening that neither of them had particularly wanted to attend. The art had been aggressively pretentious—lots of blank canvases with titles like "Untitled (Absence VII)"—and the champagne had been cheap enough to give Margot an immediate headache. But Claire had been there, looking bored and beautiful in black pants and a silk blouse, and they'd ended up standing in front of the same inexplicable sculpture making quiet sarcastic comments until the gallery owner shot them a look. Claire had suggested they leave, and they'd ended up at a dive bar three blocks away, drinking beer and talking about books and failed relationships and the particular hell of dating in your thirties. Margot had wanted to kiss her that night. Had thought about it seriously, sitting in that sticky booth with Claire's knee pressed against hers under the table. But she'd chickened out, gone home alone, and spent the next two weeks replaying the conversation and wondering what would have happened if she'd been braver.

And now here they were again, at Sandra's dining room table, pretending to care about the school board election while Margot tried not to stare and Claire tried not to be stared at and the air between them felt thick with something unspoken.

"Margot, you're in marketing, aren't you?" Linda, seated to Margot's left, was looking at her expectantly. "What do you think about this whole influencer situation?"

Margot had absolutely no idea what influencer situation Linda was referring to, but she smiled and said something vague about authenticity and engagement metrics, and Linda nodded like Margot had just shared profound wisdom. Across the table, Claire caught her eye and the corner of her mouth twitched—just barely, just enough that Margot knew they were sharing the same thought about how utterly boring this conversation was.

The first course arrived. Some kind of soup—butternut squash, maybe, with a swirl of cream and a sprinkling of herbs that Sandra probably thought was fancy. It was actually quite good, though Margot barely tasted it. She was too aware of Claire sitting diagonal from her, too conscious of the way Claire's foot had briefly brushed against hers under the table ten minutes ago. Accident or intentional? Margot still hadn't decided.

"Claire, how's the new job?" Richard asked, leaning back in his chair with the confident posture of a man who'd never doubted his place in any room.

"It's good," Claire said, dabbing her mouth with her napkin. "Busy. I'm managing a team now, which is a learning curve."

"What field?" Margot asked, even though she already knew—they'd talked about it at that dive bar in September. But it gave her an excuse to look directly at Claire, to watch the way her eyes lit up slightly when she answered.

"Urban planning. I'm working on a waterfront development project right now." Claire's gaze held Margot's for a beat longer than strictly necessary. "It's complicated. Lots of competing interests."

"I'm sure you're handling it beautifully," Margot said, and meant it in more ways than one.

Claire's lips curved into a smile that made Margot's stomach flip. "I'm certainly trying."

The conversation moved on—something about property values, then someone's daughter's wedding, then a debate about the best place to get fresh pasta that got surprisingly heated. Margot contributed when required, but her focus kept sliding back to Claire. The way she gestured when she spoke. The way she listened, fully present, when others talked. The way her fingers played absently with her necklace—a simple gold chain—when she was thinking.

By the time Sandra brought out the main course—lamb, perfectly cooked, with roasted vegetables and some kind of reduction that probably had a French name—Margot had reached a decision. She was done pretending. Done playing it safe. Life was too short to spend another evening making polite conversation while what she actually wanted was sitting right there across the table looking like every fantasy Margot had entertained since September.

She just needed an opening.

It came during a lull in conversation, when plates were mostly empty and people were leaning back in their chairs, slightly drunk and pleasantly full. Margot stood, murmured something about the restroom, and headed down the hall toward the powder room.

She'd barely made it past the family photos lining the hallway when she heard footsteps behind her.

"That's the powder room," Claire's voice was low, close. Margot turned to find her standing there, eyes dark in the dim hallway light. "But the guest room is down here. More private."

Margot's heart slammed against her ribs. "Is that right?"

"Mm." Claire stepped closer, close enough that Margot could smell her perfume—something with jasmine and amber. "Unless you actually need the powder room. In which case, ignore me and my terrible suggestions."

"Your suggestions don't seem terrible," Margot managed, mouth suddenly dry.

Claire's hand found Margot's wrist, fingers circling it gently, thumb pressing against the inside where Margot's pulse was absolutely racing. "No?"

"No."

"Good." Claire tugged her gently down the hall, past the powder room, past the linen closet, to a door at the end that opened into what was clearly Sandra's guest room—queen bed with a cream duvet, abstract art on the walls, soft lighting from a bedside lamp someone had left on.

They stepped inside. Claire closed the door behind them, turned the lock with a quiet click that felt impossibly loud, and then she was kissing Margot, backing her up against the door with a confidence that made Margot's knees go weak.

Claire kissed like she'd been thinking about it. Like she'd planned it, rehearsed it, imagined exactly how she wanted it to go. Her mouth was hot and insistent, tongue sliding against Margot's with a skill that suggested experience and enthusiasm in equal measure. Margot grabbed her hips, fingers digging into that burgundy fabric, pulling Claire closer until their bodies were flush and she could feel the rapid beat of Claire's heart.

"I've been thinking about you," Claire breathed against Margot's mouth, pulling back just enough to speak. Her hands came up to frame Margot's face, thumbs brushing her cheekbones. "Since September. Since that terrible gallery with the terrible champagne."

"The champagne was truly awful," Margot agreed, slightly breathless, brain struggling to form coherent thoughts with Claire this close.

"The champagne was awful," Claire repeated, kissing her again—quick and fierce. "But you were—" She made a frustrated sound, like words weren't adequate. "I kept thinking about what you'd taste like. Kept imagining—" She broke off, kissed Margot's jaw, her neck, teeth grazing the sensitive spot below her ear that made Margot gasp. "I wanted to find out."

"And now?" Margot's voice came out rough, needy.

Claire pulled back to meet her eyes, and the hunger there was unmistakable. "Now I want to find out properly."

Then she was sinking to her knees, movements graceful and deliberate, hands sliding up Margot's legs under her skirt with clear intent. Margot's breath stuttered in her chest. One hand braced against the door, the other found Claire's hair—softer than it looked, slightly shorter than shoulder-length, perfect to grip.

"Tell me if you want me to stop," Claire said, looking up at her. Her pupils were blown wide, lips already kiss-swollen.

"Don't stop," Margot said immediately. "Please don't stop."

Claire smiled—sharp and satisfied—and pushed Margot's skirt up over her hips, bunching the fabric at her waist. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of Margot's underwear—plain black cotton, nothing fancy, Margot hadn't exactly planned for this—and tugged them down. Margot stepped out of them, acutely aware of how exposed she was, how her arousal was probably obvious, how her hands were shaking slightly.

Claire leaned in, breath hot against Margot's thigh, and pressed a kiss there. Then another, higher. Then—

"Oh—"

Claire's tongue was wet and warm against her pussy, a long slow lick from bottom to top that made every nerve ending in Margot's body light up. She did it again, taking her time, savoring it, and Margot had to bite down on her lip hard to keep from making noise. They were still at Sandra's dinner party. The dining room was maybe thirty feet away. Anyone could come looking for them.

But then Claire's tongue found her clit and Margot stopped caring about logistics.

Claire worked with focused attention, tongue circling and pressing, occasionally dipping lower to lap at Margot's entrance before returning to that bundle of nerves. Her hands gripped Margot's hips, holding her steady against the door, and she made soft pleased sounds—little "mmm"s and hums that vibrated against sensitive flesh and made Margot's thighs tremble.

"God, Claire—" Margot's fingers tightened in her hair, hips rolling despite her efforts to stay still. "That's—fuck—"

Claire hummed again, clearly enjoying the effect she was having. She varied her pace, alternating between broad flat strokes and focused attention, between gentle and demanding, like she was learning what made Margot gasp versus what made her grip the doorframe. And she was learning fast—within minutes she'd found a rhythm that had Margot panting, had her biting down on her free hand to muffle the sounds threatening to escape.

Then Claire pulled back.

Margot looked down, dazed and confused and on the edge of something explosive. Claire was grinning up at her, chin shiny, eyes absolutely wicked.

"Turn around," Claire said.

Margot's brain stuttered, trying to process. "What?"

"Turn around. Face the door." Claire's voice was low, certain, thick with want. "I want to taste all of you."

The implications of that statement hit Margot like a freight train. Her pulse kicked into overdrive. "Claire—"

"Trust me." Claire's hands were still on her hips, thumbs rubbing small circles. "Please?"

Margot should have hesitated. Should have questioned what exactly Claire meant by "all of you" and whether she was ready for that and what the etiquette was for this kind of situation. But something in Claire's voice—that combination of confidence and pleading—made the decision for her.

She turned around, pressing her palms flat against the door, skirt still bunched at her waist, heart hammering so hard she could hear it.

For a moment there was nothing. Then she felt Claire's hands on her hips again, felt her lean in close enough that her breath ghosted over Margot's lower back.

"You're so fucking beautiful," Claire murmured, and then her hands were spreading Margot's ass cheeks, pulling her open, and—

"Jesus—fuck—"

Claire's tongue dragged slow and deliberate up the crack of her ass, starting low and moving higher, and the sensation was so intense, so unexpected, so overwhelming that Margot's knees buckled. Claire caught her, held her steady with surprising strength, and did it again—this time with more pressure, more intent, tongue tracing the cleft before settling on her hole.

Margot pressed her forehead against the door, biting down hard on her knuckles. Every nerve ending she possessed felt like it was on fire. Claire's tongue worked in slow circles around her rim, wet and hot and absolutely obscene, occasionally pressing slightly—just slightly—and making Margot see stars.

"Oh god oh god oh god—" The words came out muffled against her hand, desperate and broken.

Claire made a hungry sound—almost a growl—and doubled down. Her tongue moved with purpose now, circling and pressing, occasionally pulling away to lick lower at Margot's dripping cunt before returning to focus on that tight ring of muscle. The wet sounds were filthy, would have been embarrassing if Margot had any brain cells left for embarrassment, but all she could focus on was the sensation, the heat, the way Claire's grip on her ass tightened like she couldn't get enough.

"You taste so good," Claire mumbled against her, words barely intelligible. "So fucking good, Margot—"

She sealed her mouth over Margot's hole and her tongue pressed inside—just the tip, just enough to make Margot's entire body jerk—and Margot had to slap her palm over her mouth to keep from crying out. Claire worked slowly, patiently, tongue pressing and retreating, pressing a bit deeper, pulling back to circle and lap before pressing in again.

Margot was shaking, could feel arousal literally dripping down her thighs, could hear the obscene wet sounds of Claire's tongue and mouth working her. When Claire's tongue pushed deeper—not far, couldn't go far, but enough—Margot genuinely saw white spots in her vision.

"Please—" She didn't even know what she was begging for. More? Less? Everything?

Claire answered by sliding one hand around Margot's hip, finding her clit with two fingers, and applying steady pressure while her tongue continued its devastating work. The dual sensation—tongue pressing into her ass while fingers circled her clit—was overwhelming, impossible, perfect.

Margot came with a muffled scream against her palm, body convulsing, legs shaking so badly that only Claire's grip and the door kept her upright. The orgasm rolled through her in waves, each one stronger than the last, Claire's tongue still working her through it, gentler now but persistent, drawing out every last tremor until Margot was gasping and shuddering and had to reach back to weakly push at Claire's head because it was too much, too intense, bordering on painful.

Claire finally pulled away, sitting back on her heels. Margot stayed against the door for a long moment, trying to remember how breathing worked, how standing worked, how anything worked. When she finally turned around—carefully, because her legs felt like jelly—she found Claire still on the floor, looking enormously pleased with herself, chin and mouth shiny.

"Holy shit," Margot managed, voice wrecked.

Claire grinned. "Good?"

"That's not—that doesn't even come close to describing—" Margot slid down to sit on the floor beside her, not trusting her legs. "Where did you learn to do that?"

"Practice," Claire said lightly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. But her cheeks were flushed, her breathing was fast, and when Margot looked closely she could see Claire's nipples hard against the fabric of her dress. "And wanting to. Really, really wanting to."

They sat there in silence for a moment, shoulders touching, both trying to regulate their breathing and process what had just happened. From down the hall came the distant sound of laughter—someone telling a story, probably Richard going on about his boat again.

"We should probably get back," Claire said eventually, though she made no move to stand.

"Probably," Margot agreed, also not moving. Her body still felt liquid, boneless. Then, quieter: "Can I see you again? Somewhere that isn't Sandra's house?"

Claire turned to look at her, and her smile shifted—less sharp, more soft, genuinely warm. "I was really hoping you'd ask that."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah." Claire pulled out her phone, handed it to Margot. "Put your number in."

Margot did, fingers still slightly unsteady, and sent herself a text so she'd have Claire's number too. They sat there for another minute, close together on Sandra's guest room floor, before Claire finally stood and offered Margot a hand.

"You go first," Claire said, smoothing down her dress. "I'll wait a few minutes."

"Okay." Margot stood, adjusted her skirt, tried to assess how obviously she looked like she'd just been thoroughly fucked. Her underwear was still on the floor. She bent to retrieve it, shoved it in her jacket pocket. "Claire?"

"Yeah?"

"That was..." Margot searched for adequate words, failed. "Thank you."

Claire stepped close, cupped Margot's face, and kissed her once—soft and sweet and tasting like Margot herself. "Text me tomorrow," she said against Margot's lips. "We're not done."

Margot's stomach flipped. "No?"

"Not even close." Claire pulled back, eyes dark with promise. "Now go, before someone notices we're both missing."

Margot slipped out of the guest room on shaky legs, headed back toward the dining room. Her face felt flushed, her body still humming, her mind replaying every moment on a loop. When she returned to the table, Sandra was serving dessert—panna cotta, elaborate and perfect—and no one seemed to notice she'd been gone longer than a bathroom trip should take.

She sat down, accepted her dessert with a smile, and tried to focus on the conversation happening around her. Five minutes later, Claire returned, sliding into her seat with casual grace, catching Margot's eye across the table with the smallest of smirks.

Margot's phone buzzed in her pocket.

She pulled it out under the table, glanced at the screen.

Claire: Tomorrow. Your place or mine?

Margot smiled into her panna cotta and typed back.

Margot: Mine. 7pm?

Claire: Perfect. Wear a skirt.

Margot put her phone away, pulse racing all over again, and knew with absolute certainty that she was in for the best kind of trouble.


Chapter 2: Second Helpings

Margot had cleaned her apartment three times.

The first time had been Tuesday morning, a frantic vacuuming and surface-wiping motivated by the sudden realization that Claire might actually judge her based on the state of her living space. The second time had been Wednesday evening, when she'd noticed dust on the bookshelf and convinced herself that dust was a dealbreaker. The third time—Thursday afternoon, roughly four hours before Claire was scheduled to arrive—was pure anxiety, the kind that made her rearrange throw pillows and wipe down already-clean counters while her brain spiraled through every possible way tonight could go wrong.

She'd changed outfits six times. Claire had said to wear a skirt, which should have simplified things, but somehow made it worse. Too short seemed desperate. Too long seemed prudish. She'd finally settled on a black skirt that hit mid-thigh—casual enough to feel effortless, short enough to be interesting—paired with a soft gray sweater because it was February and she wasn't about to freeze for the sake of aesthetics.

Now it was 6:47 PM and Margot was pacing her living room, phone in hand, checking the time every thirty seconds like that would make it move faster.

They'd texted over the past few days. Nothing too heavy—just enough to confirm this was real, that Monday night at Sandra's had actually happened and wasn't some elaborate stress-induced hallucination. Claire had sent her a photo of her coffee Wednesday morning with the caption thinking about dessert, and Margot had nearly choked on her own latte. She'd responded with which kind? and Claire had written back the kind I didn't get to finish.

Margot had been thinking about that text for two days straight.

At 6:52 her doorbell rang and Margot's heart launched itself into her throat. She took three seconds to breathe, smooth down her skirt, and attempt to look like a person who hadn't spent the last four hours in a cleaning frenzy, then opened the door.

Claire stood in the hallway looking unfairly beautiful in dark jeans and a leather jacket, holding a bottle of wine and smiling like she knew exactly what she was doing to Margot's pulse.

"Hi," Claire said.

"Hi." Margot stepped aside to let her in, acutely aware of how small her apartment suddenly felt with Claire in it. "You found it okay?"

"GPS is a modern miracle." Claire handed her the wine—a nice Pinot Noir, definitely not cheap—and shrugged off her jacket. Underneath she wore a simple black top that clung in all the right places. "Your building has good security. The guy downstairs looked at me like I might be casing the joint."

"That's Marcus. He takes his job very seriously." Margot carried the wine into the kitchen, grateful for something to do with her hands. "Want a glass now, or...?"

"Now's good." Claire followed her, leaning against the counter, eyes tracking Margot's movements. "Nice place."

"Thanks. It's small, but—" Margot uncorked the wine, poured two glasses, tried to remember how to act like a normal human. "It works."

"I like it." Claire accepted her glass, took a sip, then set it down and stepped closer. "I like the bookshelf. I like the art. I like that you're wearing a skirt like I asked."

Margot's mouth went dry. "I'm very good at following instructions."

"Are you?" Claire's hand came up to touch the hem of Margot's sweater, fingers playing with the fabric. "That's useful information."

They stood there for a moment, close enough that Margot could smell Claire's perfume again—that same jasmine and amber from Monday—and feel the heat radiating off her body. The air between them felt charged, heavy with anticipation.

"I've been thinking about you," Margot said quietly. "All week."

"Yeah?" Claire's fingers slid up under the hem of her sweater, just slightly, touching bare skin above Margot's waistband. "What were you thinking?"

"About Monday. About your mouth. About—" Margot's breath hitched as Claire's fingers traced small circles on her hip. "About what you said. That we weren't done."

"We're not." Claire leaned in, lips brushing Margot's ear. "Not even close."

Then she was kissing her, backing Margot up against the counter, and any pretense of taking things slow evaporated. Claire kissed like she was starving for it, tongue sliding into Margot's mouth with confident hunger, hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. Margot kissed back just as desperately, fingers tangling in Claire's hair, pulling her closer.

"Bedroom?" Claire murmured against her mouth.

"Down the hall, last door."

They barely made it. Claire kept stopping to kiss her, to press her against the wall, to slide her hands up under Margot's sweater and make her gasp. By the time they stumbled into Margot's bedroom—thankfully clean, sheets freshly changed that morning in a fit of optimistic preparation—Margot was already trembling.

Claire pushed her gently toward the bed. "Lie down."

Margot obeyed, settling back against her pillows, watching as Claire kicked off her shoes and climbed onto the bed with predatory grace. She settled between Margot's legs, hands sliding up her thighs, pushing her skirt higher.

"I didn't get to take my time on Monday," Claire said, fingers tracing patterns on Margot's inner thighs. "Too risky. Too quick. But now—" She leaned down, pressed a kiss to Margot's knee. "Now I get to do this properly."

"Claire—" Margot's voice came out breathless, needy.

"Shh." Another kiss, higher. "Let me."

Claire took her time, kissing her way up Margot's thighs with maddening patience, occasionally scraping her teeth against sensitive skin in a way that made Margot's hips jerk. When she finally reached the edge of Margot's underwear—black lace this time, because if she was doing this she was doing it right—she hooked her fingers into the waistband and tugged them down slowly, maintaining eye contact the entire time.

Margot lifted her hips to help, and then she was bare from the waist down, skirt bunched around her middle, completely exposed. Claire made an appreciative sound low in her throat.

"Fuck, you're already so wet," she murmured, spreading Margot's legs wider. "Were you thinking about this? About me?"

"Yes," Margot admitted, cheeks flushing. "All day. All week."

"Good." Claire settled on her stomach between Margot's thighs, breath hot against soaked flesh. "Tell me what you want."

"Your mouth," Margot said immediately. "Your tongue. I want—" She broke off, embarrassed.

"Say it." Claire's fingers dug into her thighs. "Tell me."

"I want your tongue in my ass again," Margot whispered. "I haven't stopped thinking about it."

Claire's eyes went dark, pupils blown wide. "Fuck, Margot—"

Then she dove in, and Margot's entire world narrowed to sensation.

Claire started at her cunt, tongue dragging through wetness with obvious enthusiasm, lapping and sucking and making obscene hungry noises. She worked Margot's clit with focused attention, circling and flicking until Margot was panting and gripping the sheets. But just when Margot thought she might come from that alone, Claire pulled back.

"Not yet," she said, voice rough. "Turn over."

Margot rolled onto her stomach, pulse racing, and felt Claire's hands on her hips, lifting slightly, positioning her. A pillow appeared under her hips, elevating her ass, and then Claire's hands were spreading her cheeks and—

"Oh fuck—nnngh—"

Claire's tongue traced the crack of her ass, slow and deliberate, before settling on her hole. She licked in broad strokes first, getting everything wet and slick, before focusing in with the tip of her tongue, circling that tight ring of muscle over and over. The sensation was overwhelming—so much more intense than Monday when Margot had been standing, braced against a door, trying to stay quiet. Now she could just lie here and take it, could bury her face in her pillow and moan as loud as she wanted.

And she did moan. Long shaky sounds that she barely recognized as coming from her own throat. Claire's tongue worked tirelessly, alternating between broad licks and focused pressure, occasionally pulling away to kiss her ass cheeks or bite gently before returning to her task.

"Ahhh—Claire—mmm—" The sounds were incoherent, desperate.

Claire responded by pressing her tongue harder, the tip pushing slightly—just slightly—past that initial resistance. Margot's hands fisted in the sheets, every muscle tensing and releasing. It felt dirty and perfect and absolutely addictive. The wet sounds were obscene, filthy, made even worse by the hungry noises Claire kept making—little groans and sighs like she was getting off on this as much as Margot was.

"You taste so fucking good here," Claire mumbled against her, words muffled and hot. "So perfect. I could do this for hours."

"Please—" Margot wasn't even sure what she was begging for.

Claire's tongue pressed deeper—not far, couldn't go far, but enough that Margot felt the stretch, the invasion, the impossible sensation of being breached somewhere she'd never really explored before. It should have felt weird or uncomfortable, but instead it felt amazing, every nerve ending lighting up in ways she hadn't known were possible.

Claire worked slowly, patiently, tongue pressing and retreating, pressing a bit deeper each time, letting Margot adjust. One of her hands slid underneath, found Margot's clit, and started rubbing in steady circles. The dual sensation—tongue in her ass, fingers on her clit—was almost too much.

"I'm gonna—fuck—Claire I'm gonna—"

"Come for me," Claire said against her, tongue still working. "Let me feel it."

Margot came with a cry muffled into her pillow, body convulsing, thighs shaking. The orgasm rolled through her in long intense waves, made more powerful by the continued pressure of Claire's tongue and fingers drawing it out, extending it, until Margot was gasping and shuddering and oversensitive.

Claire finally pulled away, pressed a soft kiss to the small of Margot's back. "Good?"

"I can't—" Margot turned her head, trying to catch her breath. "I can't feel my legs."

Claire laughed, crawling up to lie beside her, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "That's the goal."

They lay there for a moment, Margot gradually remembering how her body worked, Claire watching her with obvious satisfaction. Then Margot rolled over, propped herself up on one elbow, and met Claire's eyes.

"Your turn," she said.

Claire's eyebrows rose. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." Margot sat up, suddenly decisive despite her still-shaky limbs. "Take your clothes off."

Claire complied with gratifying speed, stripping off her top and jeans to reveal simple black underwear—matching bra and boyshorts—that somehow looked sexier than anything elaborate could have. Her body was lean and toned, the kind that suggested regular yoga or running or some other activity Margot would definitely ask about later. Right now she had other priorities.

"Lie back," Margot said, channeling the same authoritative tone Claire had used earlier.

Claire settled against the pillows, watching Margot with dark eager eyes. Margot hooked her fingers into Claire's boyshorts and tugged them down, revealing the neat patch of dark hair and the obvious evidence of arousal. Claire spread her legs willingly, shameless.

Margot had been thinking about this all week too—about reciprocating, about making Claire feel what she'd felt, about tasting and exploring and driving her just as crazy. She settled between Claire's thighs, pressed kisses to soft skin, breathed in the scent of arousal.

"Tell me what you like," Margot said, glancing up.

"Everything," Claire said immediately, voice already rough. "But especially—" She hesitated, bit her lip.

"Tell me."

"What I did to you," Claire said quietly. "I love it. Giving and receiving. Especially receiving."

Heat flooded Margot's body. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." Claire's cheeks were flushed, eyes bright. "I've been thinking about your tongue since Monday."

"Then I better not disappoint." Margot leaned in and got to work.

She started at Claire's cunt, tongue dragging through slickness, tasting salt and something uniquely Claire. She was soaked, clearly had been turned on the entire time she'd been going down on Margot, and the knowledge of that was incredibly hot. Margot licked and sucked enthusiastically, finding Claire's clit and circling it, paying attention to what made Claire gasp versus what made her hips roll.

"Mmm—yes—fuck just like that—" Claire's hand came down to tangle in Margot's hair, not directing, just holding on.

Margot worked her thoroughly, building her up, listening to the way Claire's breathing changed, the way her thighs started to tremble. But before she could get too close, Margot pulled back.

Claire made a frustrated sound. "Don't stop—"

"I'm not." Margot pressed a kiss to her inner thigh. "But I want to taste all of you too."

Claire's eyes went wide, then darker. "Oh fuck yes—"

Margot hooked her hands under Claire's knees, pushed them up and back, exposing her completely. Claire was gorgeous like this—open and vulnerable and eager, flushed and wet and perfect. Margot took a moment to just look, to appreciate, before leaning in.

She started with broad licks, getting everything wet, learning the territory. Claire made encouraging noises—breathy moans and whispered "yes"es—that spurred Margot on. When her tongue finally traced over Claire's hole, circling that tight entrance, Claire let out a full-body shudder.

"Oh god—Margot—yes—"

Margot focused there, licking in circles, applying pressure with the flat of her tongue, getting everything slick and sensitive. Claire tasted slightly different here—earthier, more intimate—but Margot found she loved it, loved the obscenity of it, loved the way Claire was falling apart above her.

"More—please—aahhh—" Claire's hips rolled, trying to get more contact.

Margot obliged, pointing her tongue and pressing gently. There was resistance at first—more than she'd expected—but she worked patiently, circling and pressing, circling and pressing, until she felt Claire start to relax, to open. The tip of her tongue slid past that initial ring and Claire keened, a high desperate sound that went straight to Margot's cunt.

"Fuck fuck fuck—don't stop—ohhhh—"

Margot didn't stop. She worked her tongue deeper—slowly, carefully, paying attention to Claire's reactions. Her jaw was starting to ache but she didn't care, too focused on the task, on the way Claire was shaking and gasping above her. She brought one hand around to find Claire's clit, rubbing in time with the thrusts of her tongue.

"I'm close—oh god I'm so close—nnngh—" Claire's voice was wrecked, desperate.

Margot doubled down, tongue pressing deeper, fingers working faster, and Claire came with a full-throated cry, body arching off the bed, thighs clamping around Margot's head. Margot kept going, tongue and fingers drawing it out, until Claire was gasping and pushing weakly at her head in surrender.

Margot pulled back, wiping her mouth, grinning up at Claire's flushed face and dazed expression.

"Holy shit," Claire panted.

"Good?" Margot crawled up to lie beside her.

"That's—you're—" Claire turned her head to look at her, eyes still slightly unfocused. "Where have you been all my life?"

Margot laughed, ridiculously pleased. "Apparently going to Sandra's dinner parties."

"Best dinner parties ever," Claire muttered, then pulled Margot into a kiss—deep and filthy and tasting like both of them.

They lay there for a while, catching their breath, trading lazy kisses. Eventually Claire sat up, stretched, and looked around.

"So," she said. "What's for actual dinner? Because I'm starving."

Margot laughed. "I have absolutely no food in my apartment. I forgot to plan that part."

"Chinese delivery?"

"Perfect."

They ordered too much food, ate it in bed wearing minimal clothing, and talked about everything—jobs and families and the weird politics of Sandra's friend group and books they'd read recently. It felt easy, natural, like they'd been doing this for years instead of days.

After dinner, Claire kissed her again, slow and thorough, and murmured, "Ready for round two?"

Margot absolutely was.

This time was slower, more exploratory. They took turns, learning each other's bodies, figuring out what worked and what worked even better. Claire showed Margot how she liked her ass eaten—on her back with her legs pulled up, making eye contact, dirty talk encouraged—and Margot discovered she was very good at dirty talk when properly motivated. Margot showed Claire how much she could take when properly relaxed—Claire's tongue pressing deep, fingers working her clit, until Margot came so hard she actually cried a little.

By the time they finally collapsed, exhausted and satisfied and thoroughly debauched, it was past midnight. Claire traced lazy patterns on Margot's hip.

"Stay," Margot said quietly. "Tonight. If you want."

Claire smiled, pressed a kiss to her shoulder. "I want."

They fell asleep tangled together, and when Margot woke the next morning to find Claire still there—rumpled and beautiful in the early light—she felt something shift in her chest. Something that felt suspiciously like the beginning of falling.

But that was a thought for later. Right now, Claire was waking up, smiling at her, and suggesting they test out Margot's shower.

And Margot, as it turned out, was still very good at following instructions.


Chapter 3: Sunday Morning

Margot woke to sunlight streaming through her bedroom window and the warm weight of Claire's arm draped across her waist.

For a moment she just lay there, disoriented, trying to piece together why she felt so thoroughly satisfied and why every muscle in her body ached in the most pleasant way possible. Then memory flooded back—Thursday night, the dinner that had turned into marathon sex, the shower at two AM that had turned into more sex, finally collapsing into bed around three and passing out in a tangle of limbs.

She turned her head carefully, not wanting to wake Claire, and just looked at her. Claire's face was soft in sleep, dark hair spread across Margot's pillow, one hand tucked under her cheek. She looked younger like this, unguarded, and something in Margot's chest did a complicated flip.

This was supposed to be casual. Fun. A hookup that had extended past one night but didn't need to mean anything serious. Except Margot was lying here at—she squinted at her alarm clock—nine thirty-seven on a Friday morning, watching Claire sleep, and all she could think was how much she didn't want this to end.

Dangerous territory.

Claire's eyes fluttered open, catching Margot staring. A slow smile spread across her face.

"Morning," she murmured, voice rough with sleep.

"Morning." Margot smiled back, suddenly shy despite everything they'd done to each other over the past twelve hours. "Sleep okay?"

"Like the dead." Claire stretched, the movement pressing her body closer to Margot's. "What time is it?"

"Almost nine-thirty."

"Shit, really?" Claire sat up slightly, looking around for her phone. "I should probably—I have work—" But she didn't move, didn't actually reach for her phone, just settled back against the pillows and looked at Margot with an expression that suggested leaving was the last thing she wanted to do.

"Do you have to go right now?" Margot asked, trying to keep her voice casual.

"I should." Claire's hand found Margot's hip under the covers, fingers tracing lazy circles. "But I don't want to."

"Then don't." Margot leaned in, kissed her softly. "Stay a little longer."

"Okay," Claire agreed immediately, kissing her back. "But only if you feed me. I'm absolutely starving."

They eventually made it out of bed, both wrapping themselves in whatever clothing they could find—Margot in an oversized t-shirt and underwear, Claire in her shirt from last night and nothing else. Margot made coffee while Claire raided her fridge, declaring the situation "dire" and ordering groceries on her phone to be delivered later.

"You can't survive on coffee and condiments," Claire said, leaning against the counter with her mug. "When's the last time you actually cooked?"

"Does toast count?"

"Absolutely not."

They ended up ordering breakfast from a place down the street—pancakes and eggs and bacon and enough food for four people. While they waited for delivery, they migrated to the couch, Claire curling up against Margot's side like they'd been doing this for years instead of hours.

"Can I ask you something?" Claire said, fingers playing with the hem of Margot's shirt.

"Of course."

"When did you know you were into this?" Claire's voice was carefully casual. "The ass stuff, I mean."

Margot felt her cheeks heat. "Honestly? Monday night. At Sandra's. When you did it the first time."

Claire pulled back to look at her, eyebrows raised. "Really? I was your first?"

"For that specifically, yeah." Margot tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, feeling unexpectedly vulnerable. "I'd thought about it before, but never actually tried it. And then you just—did it—and I basically lost my mind."

A slow grin spread across Claire's face. "I could tell. You made these sounds—" She broke off, expression turning heated at the memory.

"You weren't exactly quiet either," Margot pointed out.

"I was very focused on not getting us caught." Claire's fingers traced up Margot's thigh. "If we'd been somewhere private, I would've made you scream."

Margot's breath hitched. "Big talk."

"Is it?" Claire shifted, moving to straddle Margot's lap, settling her weight there with clear intent. "Want me to prove it?"

"Our breakfast is coming—"

"Then I better be quick." Claire leaned in, kissed her deeply, tongue sliding into her mouth with practiced ease. Her hands slid up under Margot's shirt, finding bare skin, mapping the curve of her ribs.

Margot kissed back helplessly, hands coming up to grip Claire's hips, feeling the heat of her through the thin fabric of her shirt. Claire rolled her hips slowly, deliberately, and even through layers of clothing the friction made Margot gasp into her mouth.

"You're so easy to get worked up," Claire murmured against her lips, sounding pleased. "I love that about you."

"Not my fault you're—ah—" Margot lost her train of thought as Claire's fingers found her nipple, rolling it gently.

"I'm what?" Claire pulled back slightly, eyes dark and teasing.

"Ridiculously hot," Margot managed. "And good with your mouth. And—fuck—"

Claire had slid off her lap, kneeling on the floor between Margot's legs, pushing her thighs apart. "Keep going, I'm enjoying the compliments."

"Claire, the food—"

"Will be here in fifteen minutes." Claire hooked her fingers into Margot's underwear, tugged them down. "That's plenty of time."

She was right. It took less than five minutes of Claire's tongue working her clit with focused determination before Margot was coming, one hand clamped over her mouth to muffle the sounds, the other fisted in Claire's hair. Claire worked her through it, only pulling back when Margot weakly pushed at her head.

"Told you I'd be quick," Claire said smugly, climbing back onto the couch just as the doorbell rang.

Margot stared at her, dazed and boneless. "You're terrible."

"You love it." Claire kissed her quickly, then stood to answer the door, leaving Margot to hastily pull her underwear back on and try to look like a person who hadn't just been thoroughly fucked on her own couch.

They ate breakfast at Margot's tiny kitchen table, feeding each other bites of pancake, playing footsie underneath like teenagers. It felt domestic in a way that should have scared Margot but somehow didn't. Claire told stories about her coworkers, about the nightmare client who kept changing their mind about the waterfront project, about her sister who was getting married in May. Margot talked about her job, about her own family drama, about the book she was reading that she couldn't decide if she loved or hated.

"What are you doing tomorrow?" Claire asked, soaking up syrup with her last piece of pancake.

"Tomorrow's Saturday. No plans." Margot tried to sound casual, but her heart was racing. "Why?"

"Come to my place." Claire met her eyes across the table. "I'll cook you actual food. We can watch a movie. And—" She paused, smile turning wicked. "I have some toys I think you'd like."

Margot's brain short-circuited. "Toys?"

"Mm." Claire leaned back in her chair, clearly enjoying Margot's reaction. "Nothing too intense. But I've been thinking about what you'd look like with a plug in your ass while I go down on you. And I really, really want to find out."

Heat flooded Margot's body. "Jesus Christ, Claire."

"Is that a yes?"

"That's absolutely a yes."

Claire grinned, satisfied. They cleaned up breakfast together, moving around each other in Margot's small kitchen with surprising ease, and then Claire reluctantly announced she really did need to go home, shower, change, and show up for at least part of her workday.

They kissed goodbye at the door—long and deep and full of promise—and Claire made Margot promise to text her later. Margot stood in her doorway watching Claire walk down the hall toward the elevator, and when Claire turned back to blow her a kiss, Margot felt that dangerous feeling in her chest again.

Falling. Definitely falling.

She spent the rest of Friday in a pleasant haze, half-assing her own work from home while replaying the past twenty-four hours on a loop. Claire texted her around two with a photo of her computer screen and the caption dying of boredom, save me. Margot responded with think about tomorrow night, and Claire sent back a string of emojis that made Margot laugh out loud.

She went to bed early that night, too keyed up to focus on anything, and dreamed about Claire's mouth and hands and the promise of tomorrow.



Saturday arrived with the kind of nervous anticipation usually reserved for first dates, even though this was technically their third time together. Margot changed outfits four times before settling on jeans and a soft blue sweater—casual but cute, comfortable but flattering. Claire had texted her the address that morning along with come over at 7, and wear comfortable underwear.

Margot had spent an embarrassing amount of time trying to figure out what "comfortable underwear" meant in this context before deciding on simple black cotton that fit well and didn't have any awkward seams. She'd showered, shaved everything she could reach, and applied the nice lotion that made her skin soft. She felt like she was preparing for something momentous.

Which was ridiculous. It was just sex. Really good sex with someone she was maybe developing serious feelings for, but still. Just sex.

She arrived at Claire's apartment at seven-oh-three, standing outside the door for a full minute trying to calm her racing heart before finally knocking.

Claire answered immediately, barefoot in dark jeans and a loose white button-down, hair still slightly damp like she'd just showered. She looked unfairly beautiful and completely at ease.

"Hi," Claire said, smiling.

"Hi." Margot stepped inside, taking in the space—bigger than her apartment, with actual rooms instead of a studio layout, decorated in warm neutrals with plants on every available surface. "Nice place."

"Thanks. I like having space for all my bad decisions." Claire closed the door, locked it, then immediately pulled Margot into a kiss. "Missed you."

"It's been like thirty hours," Margot said against her mouth, but she was grinning.

"Long thirty hours." Claire kissed her again, deeper, hands sliding up into Margot's hair. When she finally pulled back they were both breathing hard. "Come on, I actually did cook. We should eat before I get distracted."

Dinner was pasta with homemade sauce—actually homemade, Claire had apparently spent the afternoon cooking—and a salad and bread and more wine. They ate at Claire's dining table, which had candles on it, and Margot tried very hard not to think about how much this felt like a real date.

"So," Claire said, twirling pasta on her fork. "How adventurous are you feeling tonight?"

Margot's pulse kicked up. "Depends on what you have in mind."

"Well." Claire took a sip of wine, eyes sparkling with mischief. "I mentioned toys. I have a set of plugs—different sizes, all body-safe silicone. I thought we could start small, see how you like it. And if you're into it, we can work up from there."

Margot's throat went dry. "Work up to what?"

"Bigger sizes. More intense sensations. Maybe eventually I fuck you with a strap while you have a plug in." Claire said it casually, like she was discussing the weather, but her eyes were dark and heated. "But we go at your pace. This is supposed to be fun, not stressful."

"I'm not stressed," Margot said, which was only partially true. She was definitely nervous, but also incredibly turned on. "I'm interested."

"Good." Claire reached across the table, took Margot's hand. "We'll take it slow. And if you don't like something, you tell me immediately. Okay?"

"Okay."

They finished dinner, cleared the dishes together, and then Claire led Margot to her bedroom—larger than Margot's, with a queen bed covered in soft gray sheets and more plants on the windowsill. Claire disappeared into the bathroom for a moment, returning with a small box.

"Come here," she said, sitting on the edge of the bed and patting the space beside her.

Margot sat, heart pounding, as Claire opened the box to reveal three silicone plugs in graduated sizes, along with a bottle of lube. The smallest was barely bigger than Margot's thumb, tapered and smooth. The largest was considerably more substantial.

"We'll start with the small one," Claire said, holding it up. "It's designed for beginners. Comfortable to wear, easy to insert. We'll use plenty of lube, and I'll work you up to it first with my tongue. Sound good?"

Margot nodded, not trusting her voice.

"I need you to say it," Claire pressed gently. "Tell me you want this."

"I want this," Margot said, meeting her eyes. "I want you to—to use that on me."

Claire's expression softened, heated. "Good girl."

The praise sent a shiver down Margot's spine. Claire set the box aside, then leaned in to kiss her—slow and thorough, taking her time, clearly in no rush. Her hands slid under Margot's sweater, exploring familiar territory, relearning the shape of her.

"Take this off," Claire murmured against her mouth, tugging at the sweater.

Margot pulled it over her head, revealing the simple black bra underneath. Claire made an approving sound, fingers tracing the edge of the fabric before unhooking it and sliding it off. She guided Margot to lie back, then spent several long minutes just touching and kissing—her neck, her collarbones, her breasts, taking her time until Margot was squirming and breathing hard.

"Claire," Margot finally gasped. "Please."

"Please what?" Claire's mouth was on her ribs, working lower.

"Touch me. More. I need—"

"I know what you need." Claire unbuttoned Margot's jeans, slid them down along with her underwear, leaving her completely bare. "So pretty like this. Spread out for me."

Margot's face flushed but she obeyed, letting her legs fall open, exposing herself completely. Claire settled between her thighs, and for a moment just looked at her with an expression of pure hunger.

"I'm going to make you feel so good," Claire promised, and then her mouth was on Margot and all coherent thought evaporated.

Claire took her time, working Margot up slowly and thoroughly. She used her tongue and lips and occasionally her fingers, building pleasure in steady waves, bringing Margot close to the edge and then backing off. By the time she finally moved lower—kissing down past Margot's cunt, spreading her open, tongue tracing that familiar path—Margot was already shaking.

"Oh god—yes—mmmm—" The sounds spilled out of her uncontrolled as Claire's tongue circled her hole, getting everything wet and relaxed.

Claire worked patiently, thoroughly, tongue pressing and circling until Margot was loose and gasping and practically begging for more. Then she pulled back, reaching for the lube and the small plug.

"Ready?" she asked, warming the lube between her fingers.

"Yes," Margot breathed.

She felt Claire's lubed fingers first, circling and massaging, one finger pressing gently inside—just the tip, just enough to stretch slightly. It felt strange at first, unfamiliar, but Claire worked slowly and Margot's body gradually relaxed into it. When Claire's finger slid deeper, Margot made a sound she didn't recognize.

"Ohhh—"

"Good?" Claire's other hand was on Margot's hip, grounding.

"Yeah—weird but good—"

"It gets better." Claire worked her finger slowly in and out, letting Margot adjust, occasionally adding more lube. When she added a second finger, Margot's back arched off the bed.

"Fuck—Claire—ahhhh—"

"You're doing so well," Claire murmured, voice thick with arousal. "Taking my fingers so perfectly. You ready for the plug?"

"Yes—please—yes—"

Margot felt the cool silicone press against her, slick with lube. Claire worked it slowly, letting Margot's body adjust to the stretch. There was pressure, then the slight burn of being opened, and then suddenly it slid home and Margot gasped at the fullness.

"Oh—oh fuck—"

"Breathe," Claire coached. "Just breathe. Let your body adjust."

Margot breathed, feeling the plug settle inside her, the tapered base sitting snugly between her cheeks. It felt strange and intense and overwhelming, but also incredibly hot. She felt full, claimed, intensely aware of every nerve ending.

"How does it feel?" Claire asked, hands gentle on Margot's thighs.

"Full," Margot managed. "Really full. But good. Really good."

"Good." Claire leaned down, pressed a kiss to Margot's inner thigh. "Now I'm going to make you come with it inside you, and you're going to feel things you've never felt before."

She wasn't wrong.

Claire's mouth returned to Margot's clit, tongue working with focused determination while the plug sat heavy and present inside her. Every movement, every lick, every touch seemed amplified, intensified by the fullness. When Claire's fingers slid into her cunt—easily, because Margot was absolutely soaked—the dual sensation made Margot cry out.

"Oh god oh god oh fuck—Claire—nnnngh—"

Claire worked her mercilessly, tongue and fingers moving in rhythm, and the pressure from the plug made everything feel tighter, more intense. Margot could feel every movement, every stretch, every point of contact. When Claire curled her fingers inside, pressing against that front wall while her tongue flicked Margot's clit, Margot came so hard she literally screamed.

The orgasm seemed to go on forever, rolling through her in waves, every muscle clenching around the intrusion inside her in a way that made the sensations even more intense. Claire worked her through all of it, only slowing when Margot was gasping and shaking and weakly trying to push her away.

"Too much—can't—oh god—"

Claire pulled back, pressed kisses to Margot's thighs, her hips, her stomach, giving her time to come down. Margot lay there panting, staring at the ceiling, trying to process what had just happened.

"Still with me?" Claire asked, crawling up to lie beside her.

"That was—" Margot turned her head to look at her. "I can't even describe that."

Claire grinned, looking enormously pleased with herself. "Intense?"

"That doesn't even cover it." Margot shifted slightly and felt the plug move inside her, sending another shiver through her body. "How long can I wear this?"

"As long as you're comfortable. Hours, if you want." Claire's hand traced patterns on Margot's stomach. "Why?"

"Because I want to wear it while I fuck you," Margot said, decision made. "I want to feel it while I'm going down on you."

Claire's eyes went dark. "Fuck, Margot—"

"Is that a yes?"

"That's absolutely a yes." Claire was already moving, stripping off her own clothes with gratifying speed. "Get over here."

Margot moved carefully, acutely aware of the plug with every motion, and positioned herself between Claire's legs. Claire was soaked, clearly had been getting off on everything they'd been doing, and Margot dove in eagerly.

The plug shifted with every movement, a constant presence and reminder, making every sensation feel heightened. Margot licked and sucked enthusiastically, paying attention to what made Claire gasp versus what made her moan, and when she finally moved lower—tongue tracing over Claire's hole, circling and pressing—Claire's hands fisted in the sheets.

"Yes—fuck yes—right there—ahhhhh—"

Margot worked her the way Claire had worked her, patient and thorough, getting everything wet before pressing her tongue inside. The plug in her own ass seemed to pulse with every movement, creating sympathetic sensations that made her cunt throb. She brought one hand up to Claire's clit, rubbing in steady circles while her tongue pressed deeper.

"Oh fuck—Margot—I'm gonna—mmmm—"

Claire came with her hands buried in Margot's hair, thighs clamped around her head, crying out so loudly Margot briefly worried about the neighbors. Margot worked her through it, only pulling back when Claire went boneless.

They lay there for a while, tangled together, both catching their breath. Eventually Claire stirred, pressing a kiss to Margot's shoulder.

"Ready to take it out?" she asked gently.

"Not yet," Margot said. "Is that okay?"

"More than okay." Claire's hand found hers, squeezed. "We can leave it in as long as you want. Maybe watch that movie I promised you?"

They did exactly that—threw on comfortable clothes (carefully, in Margot's case), curled up on Claire's couch with a blanket, and put on some comedy neither of them really watched because they were too busy kissing and touching and talking. Margot wore the plug for another hour before finally admitting she was ready for it to come out, and Claire helped her remove it carefully, then held her while her body adjusted to the absence.

"How do you feel?" Claire asked, fingers combing through Margot's hair.

"Good. Tired. Really, really satisfied." Margot tilted her head back to look at her. "Thank you."

"For what?"

"For this. For being patient. For—" Margot hesitated, then decided to be brave. "For making me feel safe enough to try new things."

Claire's expression softened. "You make it easy." She leaned down, kissed Margot's forehead. "Stay tonight?"

"Yeah," Margot agreed. "I'd like that."

They eventually migrated to Claire's bed, too tired for another round but happy to just sleep tangled together. As Margot drifted off—comfortable and satisfied and feeling dangerously close to something she wasn't ready to name—Claire's voice came soft in the darkness.

"Margot?"

"Mm?"

"I really like you. Like, a lot. This isn't just casual for me anymore."

Margot's eyes opened, heart suddenly pounding. She turned in Claire's arms to face her. "It's not casual for me either."

Claire smiled, relief evident even in the dim light. "Good. That's—good."

They fell asleep holding hands, and when Margot woke the next morning to Claire kissing her shoulder and suggesting they test out the medium-sized plug, she realized she was absolutely, completely, irrevocably falling in love.

But that was okay. Because from the way Claire was looking at her—like she was precious, like she was wanted, like she was everything—Margot was pretty sure Claire was falling too.


Chapter 4: Instruction

Three weeks had passed since that first dinner party at Sandra's, and Margot's life had become a beautiful blur of Claire.

They'd fallen into a rhythm that felt simultaneously brand new and like they'd been doing it forever. Claire stayed over at Margot's place on Tuesdays and Thursdays—the nights when her commute was easier from that side of town. Margot stayed at Claire's on Fridays and usually through the weekend, leaving Sunday evenings to return to her own apartment and pretend she had her life together enough to do laundry and meal prep. They texted constantly throughout the day—random thoughts, photos of their coffee, complaints about work, increasingly filthy suggestions for what they'd do to each other later.

The sex had been... educational.

That was the word Margot kept coming back to, though it felt inadequate. Claire had patience and creativity and an apparently endless supply of toys that she introduced gradually, carefully, always checking in and making sure Margot was comfortable. They'd worked through the full set of plugs over the course of two weeks—small to medium to large, each size requiring adjustment and time and Claire's skilled tongue and fingers working Margot open until she could take it. Margot had discovered she loved the feeling of fullness, loved the way wearing a plug made every other sensation more intense, loved the slight taboo thrill of it.

She'd also discovered she loved doing it to Claire just as much as receiving.

There was something incredibly intimate about it—the trust required, the vulnerability, the care needed to make it good instead of uncomfortable. Claire had taught her technique, had guided her through the process of properly preparing someone, of reading body language and knowing when to push forward versus when to slow down. Margot had become almost obsessed with it, with the way Claire looked when she was opened and filled, with the sounds she made, with the way she came harder with something in her ass.

But tonight was different.

Tonight, Claire had texted her that morning with a simple message: Come over at 8. I want to teach you something new.

Margot had spent the entire day distracted, speculation running wild. What could possibly be new at this point? They'd covered so much ground already—toys and positions and every possible variation of oral she could imagine. What else was there?

She'd found out an hour ago when a package had arrived at her apartment—delivered via courier, which seemed excessive until she opened it and found a note in Claire's handwriting.

Wear this tonight. Nothing else underneath. -C

Inside the box was a dress—deep green, soft fabric, with a wrap style that tied at the waist. Simple but elegant, the kind of thing that looked casual but felt deliberate. And underneath the dress, carefully wrapped in tissue paper, was a plug. Not one from Claire's existing collection, but something new—medium-sized, black silicone, with a smooth tapered shape Margot recognized from their previous explorations.

Her hands had actually shaken as she held it, reading the implications. Claire wanted her to insert it herself, before coming over, and wear it during the trip to her apartment. The thought was both terrifying and incredibly arousing.

She'd taken her time getting ready—showered, made sure everything was thoroughly clean, applied lotion to her skin until it was soft. She'd stood in her bathroom with the plug and a bottle of lube, heart racing, and carefully worked herself open. It was different doing it herself versus having Claire do it—more awkward, harder to relax, but also weirdly empowering. She'd taken it slow, used plenty of lube, and eventually managed to work the plug inside. The fullness was immediately intense, present with every tiny movement.

Getting dressed had been an adventure. The dress slid over her skin, hem hitting mid-thigh, and she was acutely aware that she was completely bare underneath except for the plug. No bra, no underwear, just skin and fabric and silicone. Walking felt strange, every step making her aware of the intrusion, and by the time she'd made it downstairs to call a rideshare she was already wet and flustered.

The drive to Claire's apartment was torture. Every bump in the road, every turn, every moment of sitting on the seat made the plug shift and press and remind her exactly what she was doing. The driver made polite small talk about the weather and Margot responded on autopilot, desperately trying to seem normal while her entire body felt electrified with sensation and anticipation.

By the time she reached Claire's building she was wound so tight she felt like she might vibrate out of her skin.

She made it to Claire's door, knocked, and tried to remember how to breathe normally.

Claire answered almost immediately, and Margot's breath caught. She was wearing black pants that looked suspiciously like leather and a simple white tank top, hair pulled back, and she looked at Margot with an expression of pure heat.

"Hi," Claire said, voice low.

"Hi," Margot managed.

"Did you wear it?"

Margot nodded, not trusting her voice.

"Good girl." Claire stepped aside to let her in, and Margot walked past her into the apartment, acutely aware of Claire's eyes tracking her movement. The door closed, locked, and then Claire's hands were on her waist from behind, pulling her back against her body. "How does it feel?"

"Intense," Margot breathed. "I've been aware of it every second."

"Good." Claire's lips found her neck, kissing softly. "That's exactly what I wanted. I wanted you thinking about it, anticipating what we'd do tonight, getting worked up during the whole trip over here."

"Mission accomplished," Margot said weakly as Claire's teeth grazed her pulse point.

"Come with me." Claire took her hand, led her through the apartment—past the living room, past the kitchen, down the hall to her bedroom. But instead of the bed, Claire guided her to the armchair in the corner, positioned at an angle that faced the full-length mirror mounted on the closet door. "Sit."

Margot sat carefully, the plug pressing deeper with the position, making her gasp softly.

"Spread your legs," Claire instructed, kneeling in front of her. "I want to see you."

Margot obeyed, letting her legs fall open, and watched in the mirror as the dress fell away, exposing her completely. She could see herself—flushed and aroused, legs spread, the base of the plug visible between her cheeks. It was obscene and incredibly hot.

"Look at you," Claire murmured, hands sliding up Margot's thighs. "So perfect. So obedient. You did exactly what I asked."

"I wanted to," Margot admitted. "I've been thinking about this all day."

"I know. I've been thinking about it all day too." Claire's fingers traced patterns on her inner thighs, deliberately avoiding where Margot wanted them most. "I've been thinking about all the things I want to teach you tonight."

"What things?" Margot's voice came out breathless.

"Patience, for one." Claire smiled wickedly. "And control. And how good it can feel to let someone else be completely in charge."

Margot's pulse kicked into overdrive. "Claire—"

"Shh." Claire pressed a finger to her lips. "Tonight, you don't make decisions. You just feel and respond and trust me. Can you do that?"

Margot nodded, something in her chest loosening at the permission to just let go.

"I need to hear you say it," Claire pressed.

"Yes," Margot said. "I trust you. I want this."

"Good." Claire stood, walked over to her dresser, and returned with several items—a blindfold, another bottle of lube, and something Margot didn't immediately recognize. Claire caught her looking and held it up. "Vibrator. Small one. I'm going to put it against your clit and turn it on low, and you're going to sit here and feel it while I work on other things. You don't get to come until I say so. Understand?"

Margot's mouth went dry. "Yes."

"Yes what?"

"Yes, I understand."

"Good girl." Claire knelt again, positioned the small bullet vibrator against Margot's clit, and turned it on. The sensation was immediate—a low steady buzz that felt good but not overwhelming. Enough to be present, to build slowly, but not enough to push her over the edge quickly. "How's that?"

"Good," Margot managed. "Really good."

"It's going to stay there. You're going to sit here and watch yourself in the mirror and feel it and the plug and not come until I give you permission." Claire stood, walked around behind the chair, and gently fitted the blindfold over Margot's eyes. The world went dark. "Actually, you're going to just feel. No watching."

The loss of sight made every other sensation amplify. Margot could hear her own breathing, rapid and shallow. Could feel the vibrator buzzing steadily against her clit, the plug heavy and full inside her, the soft fabric of the dress against her skin. Could smell Claire's perfume as she moved around the room doing something Margot couldn't see.

"Claire?" Her voice sounded small.

"I'm here." Claire's hand touched her shoulder, grounding. "I'm right here. Just relax and feel."

Time became strange. Without sight, without anything to focus on except sensation, Margot lost track of how long she sat there. The vibrator built pleasure slowly, steadily, a rising tide that never quite crested. The plug sat heavy and present, occasionally shifting when she moved and sending sparks up her spine. Her cunt was dripping, she could feel wetness on her thighs, could hear the quiet buzz of the vibrator.

She heard Claire moving around, heard drawers opening and closing, heard water running in the bathroom. But Claire didn't touch her, didn't speak, just let her sit there marinating in sensation and anticipation.

"Please," Margot finally gasped. "Claire, please—"

"Please what?" Claire's voice came from somewhere to her left.

"Touch me. More. I need—"

"Not yet." Claire's hands landed on her shoulders, massaging gently. "You're doing so well. Just a little longer."

Margot whimpered, hips rolling involuntarily, seeking more friction from the vibrator. But it stayed maddeningly steady, not enough to push her over but more than enough to keep her desperately aroused.

Finally—after what felt like hours but was probably only fifteen minutes—she felt Claire's hands on her thighs again.

"Stand up," Claire instructed, removing the vibrator. The sudden absence made Margot gasp.

She stood on shaky legs, and felt Claire's hands steadying her, guiding her forward a few steps, then encouraging her to bend over. Her hands found a surface—the bed, she realized—and she braced against it, ass in the air, acutely aware of the plug.

"Stay just like that," Claire said. "I'm going to remove the plug now. Deep breaths."

Margot breathed as she felt Claire's hands spreading her cheeks, felt the gentle tug as Claire slowly worked the plug out. The sensation was intense—not quite pleasure, not quite discomfort, but overwhelming. When it finally slipped free, Margot felt impossibly empty.

"Good," Claire murmured. "So good. Now I'm going to work you open a bit more. We're going to try something bigger."

Margot heard the click of a lube bottle, felt Claire's slick fingers circling her hole, massaging and relaxing. One finger pressed inside easily—she was already stretched from the plug—and then a second, working slowly, scissoring gently.

"Ahh—" The sound escaped before Margot could stop it.

"Feel good?" Claire's other hand stroked her lower back.

"Yes—more—please—"

"Greedy," Claire said fondly, and added a third finger.

The stretch was more intense now, bordering on overwhelming, but Claire worked patiently, letting Margot's body adjust. She moved her fingers slowly in and out, occasionally pressing deep and making Margot cry out. More lube, more gentle stretching, and then Margot felt something larger pressing against her—silicone, cool and slick.

"This is bigger than what you've taken before," Claire said. "We'll go slow. Tell me if it's too much."

It was a plug—had to be, based on the shape—but larger than the one Margot had worn over. Claire worked it slowly, pressing and retreating, letting Margot's body gradually open and accept it. The stretch burned slightly, intense and overwhelming, but not quite painful. Margot focused on breathing, on relaxing, on trusting Claire's hands.

"That's it," Claire coached. "You're doing beautifully. Just a little more—"

The widest part stretched her impossibly, and then suddenly it slipped past and seated fully and Margot cried out at the fullness.

"Oh fuck—oh god—Claire—"

"Breathe," Claire soothed, hands gentle on her hips. "Just breathe. Let your body adjust."

Margot breathed, feeling impossibly full, stretched in ways she'd never experienced. It was intense and overwhelming and absolutely incredible. She felt claimed, opened, used in the best possible way.

"How does it feel?" Claire asked.

"So full," Margot gasped. "So fucking full—"

"Good. Now stay just like that." Claire's hands left her hips, and Margot heard her moving, heard clothing rustling. Then Claire was back, pressing against her from behind, and Margot felt something hard press against her cunt—the strap, she realized with a jolt. "I'm going to fuck you now. With the plug inside. It's going to feel intense. You still trust me?"

"Yes," Margot gasped. "Please—yes—"

She felt Claire position the dildo at her entrance, felt the blunt pressure as Claire slowly pressed inside. With the plug already filling her ass, the sensation was overwhelming—impossibly full, stretched beyond what she thought possible. Claire moved slowly, carefully, pressing in inch by inch until she was fully seated.

"Oh my god—" Margot's hands fisted in the sheets, every nerve ending on fire.

"Okay?" Claire's hands were on her hips, holding her steady.

"Yes—fuck—yes—don't stop—"

Claire started moving—slow, shallow thrusts at first, letting Margot adjust to the dual fullness. The sensations were overwhelming—she could feel everything, the dildo and the plug separated by thin walls of tissue, pressing against each other, creating pressure and friction everywhere. Claire gradually increased her pace, thrusts getting deeper, harder, and Margot was making sounds she'd never heard herself make—desperate broken cries of pleasure.

"Ahhh—fuck—Claire—oh god oh god—nnngh—"

"You feel so good," Claire panted above her, hips snapping forward in steady rhythm. "So tight. Taking everything so perfectly."

One of Claire's hands snaked around to find Margot's clit, rubbing in fast circles, and the combination of sensations—dildo in her cunt, plug in her ass, fingers on her clit—was too much. Margot came with a scream, body convulsing, every muscle clenching around the intrusions in a way that made the pleasure almost painful in its intensity.

Claire fucked her through it, movements not slowing, drawing it out until Margot was sobbing into the sheets. But she didn't stop—just adjusted her angle slightly and kept going, building Margot toward a second orgasm before the first had even fully subsided.

"Can't—too much—Claire—"

"You can," Claire said firmly, fingers still working her clit. "You can give me another one. Come on, baby—"

The endearment combined with the relentless stimulation pushed Margot over the edge again, a second orgasm crashing through her barely two minutes after the first. This one felt different—deeper, rolling through her entire body in waves that seemed endless. She was vaguely aware of crying, of making sounds that didn't resemble words, of her body doing things completely outside her control.

When Claire finally stilled, finally stopped, Margot collapsed forward onto the bed, boneless and shaking. She felt Claire carefully withdraw the dildo, heard her moving around, and then gentle hands were removing the blindfold.

Light flooded in, disorienting. Margot blinked, trying to focus, and saw Claire's face above her—tender and concerned and satisfied.

"Hey," Claire said softly. "You with me?"

"I think so," Margot managed, voice wrecked. "That was—"

"Intense?"

"That doesn't even begin to cover it." Margot tried to move and winced. "I can't feel my legs."

Claire laughed softly. "That's normal. Just rest for a minute. I'm going to take the plug out, okay?"

"Okay."

Claire worked carefully, removing the large plug slowly and gently. The sensation of it coming out was almost as intense as it going in, and Margot whimpered at the loss. She felt impossibly empty, loose, thoroughly used.

"Stay here," Claire instructed, disappearing into the bathroom. Margot heard water running, and then Claire was back with a warm washcloth, carefully cleaning her with gentle touches. The care was almost as overwhelming as the sex had been.

When Claire was satisfied she'd cleaned everything thoroughly, she helped Margot move up the bed properly, arranged pillows, and curled up beside her. Margot immediately turned into her, burying her face in Claire's neck.

"Thank you," she mumbled against Claire's skin.

"For what?"

"For that. For—" Margot struggled to find words. "For pushing me. For being patient. For making me feel safe enough to completely let go."

Claire's arms tightened around her. "You make it easy. You're so responsive, so trusting. It's incredibly hot."

They lay there for a while, Margot gradually coming back to herself, feeling her heartbeat slow and her breathing regulate. Eventually she pulled back enough to look at Claire.

"What about you?" she asked. "You didn't—"

"Later," Claire said, fingers combing through Margot's hair. "Right now I just want to hold you. Make sure you're okay."

"I'm more than okay," Margot assured her. "That was possibly the most intense experience of my life."

Claire smiled, pleased. "Good. That was the goal."

"You succeeded." Margot kissed her softly. "But I'm serious about returning the favor. Once I remember how my body works."

"I'll hold you to that."

They dozed for a bit, tangled together, and when Margot woke she felt more grounded, more present. Her body still ached in interesting places, but in a satisfied way rather than uncomfortable. She stretched carefully, testing her limits, and found herself grinning.

"What?" Claire asked, watching her.

"I'm just thinking about how vanilla I was a month ago," Margot said. "And look at me now."

"Any regrets?"

"Not even one." Margot rolled on top of Claire, settling her weight there. "But now it's your turn, and I've been learning from the best."

She kissed her way down Claire's body, taking her time, relearning every curve and hollow. Claire had gotten rid of the strap at some point, was back in just her tank top and those leather pants, and Margot worked the pants down with deliberate slowness.

"Someone's feeling confident," Claire observed, but her voice was breathless.

"You taught me well." Margot kissed her hip bone, her inner thigh, deliberately avoiding where Claire clearly wanted her. "And I'm a very dedicated student."

She took her time working Claire up—using everything she'd learned over the past few weeks, paying attention to what made her gasp versus moan, building her up slowly. When she finally moved lower, spreading Claire open and dragging her tongue over her hole, Claire's hands fisted in the sheets.

"Fuck—Margot—yes—"

Margot worked her thoroughly, getting her wet and relaxed, before reaching for the lube and the medium plug from Claire's collection. She'd gotten good at this—the careful preparation, the patient stretching, reading Claire's body to know when to press forward versus when to slow down. She worked the plug in slowly, watching Claire's face, seeing the moment it seated fully and Claire's expression went slack with pleasure.

"Oh god—"

"Good?" Margot asked, though she already knew the answer.

"So good—don't stop—"

Margot didn't stop. She returned her mouth to Claire's clit, tongue working in steady rhythm while the plug sat heavy inside her. She added her fingers, two of them sliding easily into Claire's cunt, curling to find that spot that made her cry out. The combination of sensations—tongue on her clit, fingers in her cunt, plug in her ass—had Claire coming in less than five minutes, back arching off the bed, thighs clamping around Margot's head.

Margot worked her through it, only pulling back when Claire went boneless. She carefully removed the plug, cleaned everything up, and crawled back up to lie beside her.

"Okay," Claire panted. "You definitely learned well."

"I had a good teacher."

They lay there catching their breath, hands linked between them, and Margot felt that dangerous feeling in her chest again—the one that felt suspiciously like love. She'd been trying not to think about it too hard, trying not to examine what this thing between them had become. But lying here in Claire's bed, body satisfied and heart full, it was getting harder to ignore.

"Claire?" she said quietly.

"Yeah?"

"This—us—" Margot struggled for words. "It's not casual anymore, right? We're on the same page about that?"

Claire turned to look at her, expression soft. "We're definitely on the same page. I'm not seeing anyone else. Don't want to see anyone else. I just want—" She paused, like she was weighing her words. "I want this. You. Whatever this is becoming."

Relief flooded through Margot. "Me too."

"Good." Claire kissed her forehead. "Because I was getting worried you were going to friend-zone me after all this excellent sex."

Margot laughed. "Pretty sure you can't friend-zone someone who's had their tongue in your ass."

"Fair point."

They eventually got up, ordered food because neither of them had the energy to cook, and spent the rest of the evening curled up on Claire's couch talking about everything and nothing. Margot stayed the night—of course she did—and when she woke the next morning to Claire kissing her awake and suggesting round two, she couldn't think of anywhere else she'd rather be.

Over breakfast—actual breakfast that Claire made, because she was apparently determined to keep Margot fed—Claire looked at her with a thoughtful expression.

"What are you doing next weekend?" she asked.

"Nothing planned. Why?"

"My sister's engagement party is Saturday. In wine country, about two hours north. I was going to skip it because weddings stress me out, but—" Claire hesitated. "Would you want to come with me? As my girlfriend?"

Margot's heart did a complicated flip at the word. "Girlfriend?"

"If you want to be," Claire said quickly. "No pressure. I just—I'd like to introduce you to my family. If you're interested."

"I'm interested," Margot said, grinning. "And yes, I want to be your girlfriend. And yes, I'll come to your sister's engagement party."

Claire's face lit up. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." Margot leaned across the table to kiss her. "But fair warning—I'm terrible at small talk with strangers."

"That's okay. I'll just tell them you're really good with your tongue. That should make things less awkward."

Margot choked on her coffee. "Please do not do that."

"No promises," Claire said wickedly, and Margot realized she was absolutely, completely, head-over-heels in love with this ridiculous woman.

And based on the way Claire was looking at her—like she'd hang the moon if Margot asked—the feeling was entirely mutual.


Chapter 5: Devotion

The drive to wine country started innocently enough.

Claire had picked Margot up at nine AM on Saturday morning in her sensible Honda—packed overnight bag in the trunk, travel mug of coffee in the cup holder, NPR playing softly on the radio. They'd been dating officially for two weeks now, though it felt both longer and shorter than that simultaneously. Longer because Margot couldn't really remember what her life had been like before Claire consumed most of her waking thoughts. Shorter because two weeks didn't seem like enough time to feel this completely, irrevocably in love with someone.

Not that she'd said it out loud yet. That felt like something that required the right moment, the right setting, not just blurting it out over morning coffee or in the middle of sex no matter how incredible the sex was.

"You okay?" Claire glanced over at her, one hand on the wheel, the other reaching across to squeeze Margot's knee. "You're quiet."

"Just thinking," Margot said, which was true if incomplete.

"Nervous about meeting my family?"

"A little," Margot admitted. "What have you told them about me?"

"That you're smart and funny and beautiful and you make me really happy." Claire's thumb rubbed small circles on Margot's knee. "My sister's excited to meet you. Fair warning though—she's going to interrogate you about your intentions."

"My intentions are thoroughly impure," Margot said, and was rewarded with Claire's laugh.

"Save that energy for later. We have a hotel room and I fully plan to take advantage of it."

Heat flooded Margot's body at the implication. They'd talked about it earlier in the week—the engagement party was in the evening, but Claire had booked them a room at the venue for the night. Privacy. A whole night away from their normal lives. The possibilities had been occupying significant real estate in Margot's mind.

"What are you thinking about?" Claire asked, clearly reading something in Margot's expression.

"The hotel room," Margot said honestly. "And what we might do in it."

"Oh?" Claire's hand slid slightly higher on Margot's thigh. "Any specific ideas?"

"A few." Margot's breath hitched as Claire's fingers traced patterns through her jeans. "But they require fewer clothes and more privacy than a moving vehicle allows."

"Probably for the best. I'd hate to crash because I was distracted by making you come."

"Claire—" Margot's voice came out strangled.

"What? I'm just being safety-conscious." But Claire's smile was absolutely wicked as her hand retreated back to a more appropriate position on Margot's knee.

They drove north through increasingly scenic countryside—rolling hills covered in bare winter vines, occasional clusters of trees, sky that impossible California blue that made everything look like a postcard. Claire told stories about her sister—Emily, three years younger, a lawyer, recently engaged to another lawyer named Rachel who Claire described as "terrifyingly competent and somehow perfect for my disaster of a sister." About their parents who were divorced but friendly, both remarried, all attending today which would either be fine or a complete disaster depending on how much wine everyone consumed.

"So no pressure," Margot said dryly.

"None at all. Just my entire family meeting the first person I've been serious about in three years. Totally casual."

Margot's head whipped around. "Three years?"

Claire glanced at her, expression suddenly vulnerable. "Yeah. My last relationship ended badly and I kind of threw myself into work for a while. Didn't date much. And then I met you at Sandra's birthday party and—" She paused, fingers tightening on the steering wheel. "Everything changed."

Margot's chest felt too full. "For me too," she said quietly. "In case that wasn't obvious."

"It's nice to hear anyway."

They arrived at the venue around eleven—a beautiful winery estate with manicured grounds and a main building that looked like it belonged in Tuscany. Claire checked them in while Margot tried not to gawk at how fancy everything was. Their room was on the second floor, overlooking the vineyards, with a king bed covered in white linens and a bathroom that had both a massive tub and a separate shower.

"This is gorgeous," Margot said, dropping her bag and immediately going to the window.

"Emily went all out." Claire came up behind her, arms sliding around her waist. "We have about three hours before we need to start getting ready. Any ideas how we should spend that time?"

Margot turned in her arms, already feeling heat building. "I might have a few thoughts."

"Yeah?" Claire's hands slid down to cup Margot's ass, pulling her closer. "Share with the class."

"Well—" Margot walked her fingers up Claire's chest. "I was thinking we could christen this very nice bed. Thoroughly."

"I like the way you think." Claire kissed her, slow and deep, tongue sliding against hers with familiar confidence.

They shed clothes between kisses—Margot's sweater hitting the floor, Claire's jeans following, a trail of fabric leading to the bed. By the time they fell onto the mattress they were down to underwear and Margot was already breathing hard.

Claire rolled on top of her, settling her weight there, and kissed her way down Margot's neck. "I've been thinking about this all week," she murmured against Margot's collarbone. "About having you alone. No interruptions. No need to be quiet."

"So you're planning to make me loud?" Margot's fingers tangled in Claire's hair.

"That's exactly what I'm planning." Claire's teeth grazed the sensitive spot below Margot's ear, making her gasp. "I want to hear every sound you make."

She worked her way down Margot's body methodically—kissing and licking and occasionally biting, paying attention to all the spots she'd learned over the past month. When she reached Margot's breasts she spent several long minutes there, alternating between gentle and demanding, until Margot was squirming and panting beneath her.

"Claire—please—"

"Please what?" Claire's tongue circled one nipple while her fingers played with the other.

"More—touch me—oh god—"

"I am touching you." But Claire's hand was already sliding down, slipping under the waistband of Margot's underwear. Her fingers found wetness immediately and she made an approving sound. "So wet already. Were you thinking about this the whole drive?"

"Yes," Margot admitted breathlessly.

"Good girl." Claire's fingers circled her clit, not enough pressure to do more than tease. "Tell me what you want."

"Your mouth," Margot said immediately. "I want your mouth on me."

"Where?" Claire's fingers continued their maddening teasing.

"Everywhere. My clit. My—" Margot's courage faltered.

"Say it." Claire's fingers stilled. "Tell me what you want."

"My ass," Margot whispered. "I want your tongue in my ass."

"Fuck, I love when you ask for what you want." Claire was already moving, pulling Margot's underwear down and off. "Roll over."

Margot obeyed, settling on her stomach, anticipation making her shake. She felt Claire's hands on her hips, positioning her, placing a pillow underneath to elevate her ass. Then Claire's hands were spreading her open and—

"Ahhh—yes—"

Claire's tongue dragged over her hole, slow and deliberate, before settling into a rhythm of circles and pressure. She worked patiently, getting everything wet, before pressing the tip of her tongue inside. The sensation was immediately overwhelming and Margot buried her face in the pillow to muffle her sounds.

"Uh-uh." Claire pulled back. "No hiding. I want to hear you."

"Someone might—"

"These walls are thick and I don't care." Claire's tongue returned. "Let me hear you."

So Margot did. She let herself moan and gasp and make desperate pleading sounds as Claire worked her open with tongue and then fingers, stretching and preparing her. Claire took her time—more time than usual, working three fingers in slowly until Margot was loose and gasping and begging for more.

"I want to try something," Claire said, voice rough. "We've worked up to the large plug but I have something slightly bigger. If you're interested."

"What is it?" Margot turned her head to look back.

Claire showed her—it was a dildo, but smaller and shorter than the one she used in the strap, clearly designed for anal. Silicone, with a tapered tip and a flared base. Not enormous but definitely larger than anything Margot had taken before.

"That's—" Margot's voice caught. "That's big."

"It is. But I think you can take it if we go slow." Claire's hand rubbed soothing circles on Margot's lower back. "But only if you want to. We can stick with what we know works."

Margot thought about it. Thought about the trust she had in Claire, about how carefully she always worked her open, about how good it felt to be filled and stretched and used. About how she wanted to see how far she could go, how much she could take.

"Okay," she said. "But slow."

"Always slow." Claire kissed her shoulder blade, then reached for the lube.

She worked Margot open even more—four fingers, more lube, patient stretching until Margot felt impossibly loose. Then she felt the cool silicone pressing against her, and Claire's steady voice.

"Deep breaths. Relax. Let your body open."

Margot breathed, focused on relaxing every muscle, and felt the toy press forward. The stretch was intense—more than she'd experienced, bordering on too much. But Claire worked patiently, pressing forward and retreating, adding more lube, coaching Margot through breathing.

"You're doing so well," Claire murmured. "Almost past the widest part—just a little more—"

The stretch peaked, almost painful, and then suddenly it slipped past and seated fully and Margot cried out at the overwhelming fullness.

"Oh fuck—oh my god—Claire—"

"Breathe," Claire coached, hands gentle on her hips. "Just breathe and let your body adjust. You took all of it. You're doing beautifully."

Margot breathed, feeling impossibly full, stretched beyond anything she'd experienced. It was intense and overwhelming and made her feel claimed in a way that was almost emotional. After a moment the initial intensity faded to a deep satisfying fullness.

"Okay?" Claire asked.

"Yeah," Margot managed. "Really okay. It's just—so much—"

"I know. You look incredible like this." Claire's hand stroked her back. "Can you take more?"

"More?" Margot's voice came out strangled.

"I want to fuck your pussy while that's inside you. Make you come with both holes filled. But only if you can handle it."

Heat flooded through Margot. "Yes. God yes."

She heard Claire moving, heard the sound of the strap being secured. Then Claire was positioning herself, and Margot felt the blunt pressure of the dildo against her cunt. With the toy already filling her ass, the stretch when Claire pressed inside was overwhelming—impossibly full, almost too much, but not quite.

"Holy shit—" Margot's hands fisted in the sheets as Claire slowly seated herself fully.

"Okay?" Claire's voice was strained, clearly affected by the sight.

"So full—can't—fuck—"

"I know baby, I know." Claire started moving—shallow thrusts at first, letting Margot adjust to the dual fullness. "You're taking everything so perfectly. Both holes filled. Looking so fucking gorgeous."

The sensations were overwhelming. Every thrust made the toy in her ass shift and press, creating friction and fullness everywhere. Claire gradually increased her pace, one hand coming around to find Margot's clit, and the combination was almost too much to process.

"Ahhhh—Claire—fuck fuck fuck—oh god—nnngh—"

"That's it," Claire panted, hips snapping forward in steady rhythm. "Let me hear you. Tell me how it feels."

"So full—so good—can't—I'm gonna—oh fuck I'm gonna come—"

"Come for me," Claire demanded, fingers working faster. "Come with both your holes filled. Show me how good it feels."

Margot came with a scream that was probably audible three rooms over, body convulsing, every muscle clenching around the intrusions in a way that made the orgasm almost painfully intense. It rolled through her in waves, each one stronger than the last, Claire fucking her through all of it until Margot was sobbing and shaking.

Claire finally stilled, carefully withdrew from Margot's cunt, and then slowly—so slowly—worked the toy out of her ass. Margot whimpered at the sensation, feeling impossibly empty once it was gone.

"Shh, I've got you." Claire was there immediately, gathering her close, pressing kisses to her face. "You did so well. Took everything so beautifully. I'm so proud of you."

The praise combined with the aftershocks made Margot's eyes water. She buried her face in Claire's neck, shaking, overwhelmed by sensation and emotion.

"Hey." Claire pulled back enough to see her face, expression concerned. "You okay? Was it too much?"

"No," Margot managed. "It was perfect. I just—" She struggled for words. "I feel so much right now."

"Good feelings or bad feelings?"

"Good. Really good. Just—intense." Margot took a shaky breath. "I love you."

The words were out before she could stop them, hanging in the air between them. Claire went very still.

"You—what?"

"I love you," Margot repeated, committed now. "I know it's only been a month and maybe that's too soon to say but I do. I love you."

Claire's face did something complicated, and then she was kissing Margot desperately, deeply, like she was trying to communicate everything she couldn't put into words. When she finally pulled back her eyes were bright.

"I love you too," she said, voice rough. "I have for weeks. I just didn't want to scare you off by saying it too soon."

Margot laughed, shaky and relieved. "We're idiots."

"Complete idiots." Claire kissed her again, softer this time. "I love you so much."

They lay there for a long time, tangled together, trading kisses and quiet words. Eventually Claire insisted on getting up to properly clean them both, running a warm bath and helping Margot into it despite her weak protests that they'd be late.

"We have time," Claire assured her, climbing in behind her so Margot could lean back against her chest. "And I need to take care of you properly after that."

They soaked until the water started cooling, washing each other with gentle touches, and Margot felt herself gradually coming back to earth. By the time they got out she felt more grounded, more present, though her body still ached in interesting places.

Getting ready for the party was a joint effort—Margot doing her makeup at the bathroom mirror while Claire got dressed, trading the mirror back and forth, helping each other with zippers and clasps. Margot had brought a simple black dress that Claire immediately declared was "unfairly hot," and Claire wore dark gray pants with a burgundy top that made Margot want to skip the party entirely and stay in the room.

They made it downstairs with five minutes to spare, and Margot's nerves kicked back in as they approached the event space where people were already gathering.

"You're going to be great," Claire assured her, squeezing her hand. "And if anyone gives you trouble, we'll leave early and come back upstairs."

"Deal."

Meeting Claire's family turned out to be less terrifying than anticipated. Emily was warm and enthusiastic, pulling Margot into a hug and immediately launching into stories about Claire as a child that made Claire groan. Rachel was indeed terrifyingly competent but also funny and clearly head-over-heels for Emily. Claire's mom was kind and asked thoughtful questions about Margot's work. Her dad was quieter but smiled warmly when Claire introduced them.

The party itself was beautiful—good food, better wine, toasts that made people laugh and cry. Margot found herself relaxing, enjoying watching Claire interact with her family, seeing this other side of her. When Claire caught her eye from across the room and smiled, Margot felt that fullness in her chest again.

They stayed until it was socially acceptable to leave, making excuses about the long drive tomorrow, and escaped back to their room around ten. The second the door closed behind them, Claire was on her, backing her up against the wall and kissing her hungrily.

"I've been wanting to do this all night," Claire murmured against her mouth. "Watching you in that dress, being charming to my family, all I could think about was getting you alone again."

"We have all night," Margot pointed out, already breathless.

"Good. Because I'm not done with you yet."

They shed their party clothes more carefully this time—the dresses were nice, after all—and fell into bed in just underwear. But instead of immediately escalating, Claire pulled Margot close and just held her.

"Thank you," Claire said quietly. "For coming today. For meeting everyone. For being—" She paused. "For being you."

"Thanks for inviting me." Margot traced patterns on Claire's shoulder. "Your family's really nice."

"They loved you. Emily already texted me that she approves."

"That's a relief."

They lay there in comfortable silence for a while, just touching and existing together. Eventually Claire's touches turned more purposeful, hands wandering, and Margot felt arousal building again despite how thoroughly she'd been fucked earlier.

"Your turn," Margot said, pushing Claire onto her back and settling between her legs. "I've been waiting to get my mouth on you all day."

She took her time, working Claire up slowly and thoroughly, using everything she'd learned about what Claire liked. When she finally moved lower, spreading Claire open and dragging her tongue over her hole, Claire's hands immediately found her hair.

"Fuck yes—Margot—right there—"

Margot worked her open patiently, tongue and then fingers, stretching and preparing. She grabbed the medium plug from Claire's bag—Claire had packed their favorites, apparently planning ahead—and worked it in slowly until it seated fully.

"Ohhhh—" Claire's back arched. "God I love that—"

Margot returned her mouth to Claire's clit, tongue working steadily while her fingers found their way into Claire's cunt. The combination had Claire falling apart in minutes, coming with Margot's name on her lips.

But Margot wasn't done. She carefully removed the plug, added more lube, and worked Claire open more. Then she grabbed the toy they'd used earlier—the one slightly larger than the plugs—and carefully worked it into Claire's ass while Claire gasped and trembled beneath her.

"Jesus—Margot—that's so big—"

"You can take it," Margot encouraged, working slowly. "You've been teaching me for weeks. Now let me show you what I learned."

She got the toy fully seated, then positioned herself between Claire's legs and went down on her with focused determination. Claire came twice more—once from Margot's tongue alone, once from Margot's tongue and fingers working together—before finally pushing weakly at her head in surrender.

"Can't—too much—oh my god—"

Margot carefully removed the toy, cleaned everything up, and crawled up to hold Claire while she came down from her high. They lay there in the dark, exhausted and satisfied, legs tangled together.

"I love you," Claire murmured, already half-asleep.

"I love you too," Margot replied, pressing a kiss to her shoulder.

They fell asleep like that, wrapped around each other, and when Margot woke in the middle of the night to find Claire's hand tracing lazy patterns on her hip, she let herself be pulled into slow sleepy sex that was more about closeness than intensity. They moved together in the dark, trading touches and kisses, and when they finally came it was gentle and perfect.

The next morning they woke tangled together, sunlight streaming through the windows. They had a lazy morning—ordering room service, eating in bed, taking a long shower together that involved more kissing than actual washing. By the time they checked out around noon, Margot felt thoroughly satisfied and deeply in love.

The drive home was quieter than the drive up, both of them tired and content. Claire's hand stayed on Margot's thigh most of the drive, and Margot kept catching herself smiling at nothing.

"What are you thinking about?" Claire asked.

"How happy I am," Margot said honestly. "How a month ago I was at Sandra's dinner party being bored out of my mind, and now I'm here with you and everything's different."

"Good different?"

"The best different." Margot laced their fingers together. "I never expected this. Any of this."

"Me neither." Claire brought Margot's hand to her lips, kissed her knuckles. "But I'm really glad it happened."

"Me too."

They drove in comfortable silence for a while, and then Claire spoke again.

"So I was thinking—your lease is up in a few months, right?"

"Yeah, end of April. Why?"

"Maybe you could—" Claire hesitated. "Maybe you could not renew it. Move in with me instead."

Margot's heart skipped. "That's—that's a big step."

"I know. And if it's too soon, that's okay. But we're basically living together already, and I hate when you have to leave, and—" Claire glanced over at her. "I want you there all the time. I want to wake up with you every morning."

"I want that too," Margot said, surprised by how much she meant it. "Yes. Let's do it."

Claire's face lit up. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." Margot squeezed her hand. "Let's move in together and scandalize Sandra's dinner parties and live happily ever after."

"That sounds perfect."

And it was. Over the following months they merged their lives—Margot moved into Claire's apartment, they figured out whose furniture to keep and whose to donate, they learned each other's routines and habits and quirks. They went to more of Sandra's dinner parties and made their friends uncomfortable with how obviously in love they were. They explored more together—new restaurants, new positions, new toys and techniques that kept things interesting.

But through it all, the foundation stayed the same. Trust and communication and care. The willingness to be vulnerable, to ask for what they wanted, to push boundaries while respecting limits. And love—the kind that built slowly and lasted, that was based on genuine liking and respect as much as explosive chemistry.

Six months after that first dinner party, Claire proposed—nothing elaborate, just the two of them in their apartment on a random Tuesday, Claire getting down on one knee after they'd finished dinner and asking if Margot wanted to spend forever together.

Margot said yes before Claire had even finished the question.

And when they celebrated that night—making love slowly and thoroughly, taking their time to worship each other's bodies—Margot thought about how one dinner party had changed everything. How following an attraction had led to discovery and exploration and eventually this: a life built together, a love that felt both exciting and stable, a future that looked impossibly bright.

"I love you," she whispered against Claire's mouth.

"I love you too," Claire replied. "Forever."

And Margot believed her.
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