
        
            
                
            
        

    
   

    Yes, Honey: Sexy Short Stories

    Four sexy couples break stereotypes about committed sex to explore lust and love when the honeymoon is over.

    While Laura and Max explore the boundaries of monogamy by sharing fantasies that involve others in State of the Union, Noa and Lauren learn the meaning of devotion and trust in Not Like Other Girls. In A Proper Lady, Nora unleashes her possessive side with Maddie, and in Teacher’s Pet, Sara and Natalie engage in hot, dynamic role play.

    Weaving intimacy and insight to showcase a range of passion, Yes, Honey proves that commitment is not the end of erotic adventure, but the beginning.
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    State of the Union

    

    Erin was hot. Pretending otherwise would make Laura seem petty. Even more so because Max was secretly lusting after her. Well, as secretly as Max could manage. Laura was her wife—of course she had noticed the lingering glances and the guilt left in the wake of desire. After five blissful years of marriage it finally happened to them, the thing her mother had warned her about, the thing her friends spoke of so casually when their own relationships went through it. Max found another woman attractive enough to feel guilty about it.

    Before, checking out someone else was never a big deal. Laura realized she wasn’t the only pretty woman on earth. She wasn’t even close to the prettiest. Other women had nice butts and bouncy round tits, not to mention beautiful faces. Max wasn’t blind.

    And Laura would be a hypocrite to judge. She always found an excuse to stay a little longer on the treadmill when that one butch (whose name she never learned) happened to be at the gym. In her case, though, the butch moved to a new neighborhood eventually—that was Laura’s theory anyway—and she never showed up at the gym again.

    But Erin was more permanent. Erin was Max’s co-worker. Laura first noticed her when she picked up Max for date night about six months ago. Honey blond, though not naturally, tall and thin but with enough flesh around the hips and thighs. Her boobs were modest, but that only added something to her overall appeal.

    It didn’t take Laura long to realize that what was really hot about Erin was her personality. They went out a few times—the three of them or with other co-workers—and Erin was a hoot and a half. She never came on to Max but had an awfully flirty demeanor. Erin also happened to be one of the most free-spirited women Laura had met and her lack of inhibition was as sexy as it was troubling. And also, unfortunately, she was bi. Which meant that technically, Max stood a chance.

    Laura almost rolled her eyes at the thought. Of course Max stood a chance. Even if Erin were straight. Max was so handsome, so charming and sweet. To say nothing of her strength, her quiet confidence, and her unending kindness. Laura still had a full-blown crush on her wife, seven years after Max had used a dorky pickup line to get her number at the Starbucks queue. Max continued to be everything Laura had dared to hope for. No, scratch that, Max was so much more.

    Laura looked over at her. The fine lines around her warm brown eyes had only made her look sexier. She reached across the center console and combed Max’s short dark hair back before tugging a little at the roots. The gesture earned her a grin. Max glanced at her flirtatiously before returning her attention to the road. She might be lusting after Erin, but she was definitely still into Laura.

    Regardless, Max’s little crush bothered Laura to the point she had to bring it up. She couldn’t stand this thing between them staying unspoken, only guessing at the thoughts crossing Max’s mind, treating it like a secret and inadvertently making it mean more than it had to. No, she had to have it out in the open where it was less tempting. But she couldn’t treat it like a marital problem either.

    “Erin wore a pretty dress last night,” Laura said. It was true. Erin had showed up to the office Christmas party in a sexy little red dress that accentuated her long legs and hugged her curves. Max had noticed.

    The nonchalance in her shrug now was just a little too forced. Laura sensed her tense up. They were locked in a car on the highway, in the pouring rain, going to Max’s folks for the holidays—possibly the best and the worst time to bring up that particular conversation. If things went wrong, they’d spend Christmas Eve performing cheer for the sake of everyone else, then sleep on opposite sides of the bed.

    “Okay, maybe ‘pretty’ is not the right word,” Laura went on when Max said nothing. “It was more sexy rather than pretty, huh?”

    “I guess.” Max kept her eyes on the road. “I don’t know dresses. I only know what I like on you.” She flashed Laura a quick smile, but the tension behind it was easy to perceive.

    “Aww, come on. Erin has a smokin’ hot body. Her legs go on for miles. And she clearly works out. That booty is the result of hours at the gym, I should know.”

    “Wow, babe, you weren’t looking at the dress, were you?”

    “Well, I have eyes.”

    “And they’re beautiful.” An obvious evasion. Sure, Max loved her eyes. But she wasn’t merely paying her a compliment.

    “All I’m saying is, Erin is really hot.”

    “I’m starting to feel like I should be jealous.” Another deflection, delivered with forced humor. This was not going to be easy. Laura quickly switched gears.

    “Max…”

    But Max feigned obliviousness. “What is it, babe?”

    “Max, I noticed the way you look at her.” The moment Laura’s acknowledgement was out, the air in the car got denser. Max didn’t respond. Laura did a swift assessment of her tone. She didn’t sound accusatory, did she? No, just matter-of-fact. She was being pragmatic about it. No reason to overreact. Having occasional crushes was common even in monogamous marriages. It didn’t mean anything. But as silence stretched longer, Laura started to wonder if she had said the wrong thing. “I mean, she’s hot, I get it. It’s not a big deal. As long as you just want to fuck her…”

    When Max finally spoke, it did nothing to put Laura’s insecurities to rest. “You know I love you, right?”

    Oh. Oh, no. This wasn’t a good start. Laura gulped. “You only want to fuck her, right? You’re not…you’re not falling for her or anything?”

    “God, no.” Max’s reply was prompt and sincere. “I’m not ‘falling for her’. That’s not…I’m not falling for her.”

    “Oh. Okay, good.”

    “And I have never—”

    “Baby, I know. I know you haven’t.” Laura was sure of that. Max was not the type to cross lines. Picturing Erin naked was enough to make her feel all guilty and ashamed. “But you do want to fuck her,” Laura said softly, no question mark at the end.

    Max’s silence was answer enough. An old NSYNC song played quietly in the car, and despite the weightiness of their conversation, Laura smiled thinking of Max’s goofy music taste. If they weren’t discussing the state of their monogamy, they would be singing along.

    “How does that make you feel?” Laura recognized the bid for connection hidden in the procedural way Max asked the question. Max wasn’t well versed in conflicted emotions—Laura, unfortunately, wasn’t either—but they had made huge progress in therapy and Max had picked up a few of those staple phrases for when vulnerability didn’t come easy. Dr. Spencer had drilled her points too well.

    “Honestly?” Laura paused. She could tell Max was still on edge. “It turns me on.”

    Max’s head whipped in her direction. She tried to gauge Laura’s degree of honesty before focusing back on the road. And Laura wasn’t lying. Omitting, yes. But not lying.

    There was something about Max noticing another woman that was actually… hot. Perhaps it was the subtle threat of losing her. The reminder that Max was not a tree planted in her backyard. That she could walk away and there was no lack of options before her. Laura knew it was more than that, though. She had pictured it in her mind: Erin on her hands and knees, taking Max’s cock from behind, panting, moaning, screaming her release. And it got her wet. Once, it got her all the way to orgasm.

    But when the high wore off, insecurities returned. If fantasies ever turned to reality, Laura would be devastated. And that was the part she left out—being the jealous wife wasn’t attractive.

    “It turns you on?”

    “A little.” Laura tried to play it down. Perhaps it was one of the weirdest admissions she’d made. She looked ahead at the open road lined by evergreens on both sides. At the end of the day, she knew making Max feel bad about her crush was pointless—that wouldn’t get rid of it. So if she couldn’t simply erase her fantasies and return to the uncomplicated relationship they had, she could play into them. Starting with another awkward confession. “I’ve thought about it, you know?”

    “About what exactly?” Max swallowed audibly.

    “I know that look you get…I can tell you picture her naked.” Laura closed her eyes for a moment. Yes, she did know that look. When Max looked at her that way, her panties soaked through. She knew what would follow. “Do you imagine her on her knees? Giving you a blowjob?”

    “Fu-uck…”

    “You do, don’t you?” Laura knew how much Max loved that. “She would look up at you with those big green eyes. Maybe choke a little on your cock.” Sometimes Laura overexaggerated how difficult of a task taking a seven-inch dildo down the throat was. Just because it got Max off.

    “Babe.” A warning sounded in Max’s voice. Perhaps distracting her with dirty talk while driving wasn’t a good idea. But Laura was feeling daring. And hot.

    “Have you imagined grabbing her hair?”

    “Yes.”

    The immediate shot of arousal was tinted with jealousy. Despite that, Laura asked, “What else?” She saw Max’s hands clench around the steering wheel, her knuckles turning white.

    “Fucking her, face down into the mattress…”

    Laura moaned. She knew she was wet, but as she watched Max’s jaw tense, she thought she might tease her a little and check. Right now in the car.

    “Babe, are you sure—are you sure you’re comfortable talking about it? Like that.” Max was clearly still wary of crossing a line. Which was fair since Laura didn’t know where they stood either. Having Max admit her desires, however, was still incredibly sexy even if it stirred Laura’s possessiveness too.

    “Not entirely comfortable, no,” Laura said, shifting in her seat and lowering her voice. “I am getting a little worked up…” She tugged her skirt up enough to sneak a hand beneath the double layer of tights and simple black underwear. Max looked at her in awe as she stroked up and down her slit and moaned.

    “Babe, you can’t do this to me,” Max said, her tone betraying her own arousal.

    “Do this to you? I’m not doing anything to you.” Laura rubbed small but firm circles around her clit before dipping two fingers just inside. “Oh…fuck. I’ve also imagined you fucking Erin from behind.” She closed her eyes and pushed a little deeper, recreating her favorite Erin-related fantasy in her mind. “Except, I’m also there, watching you. And she meets my eyes and…ohh—” She pressed down on her clit again. “She meets my eyes and tells me how fucking good you are. I tell her I know, I tell her to enjoy it. And I watch her face twist as you grab her hips and pull her harder on your cock.”

    A strong squeeze of her thigh made Laura’s eyes snap open. Max was getting impatient. She had never been able to take Laura’s teasing like a good sport. Laura never got to have her fun for very long. Well. Not entirely true.

    “You either stop right now or—”

    “Or what, babe?”

    “Or you’re getting fucked harder than you’re prepared for.”

    Laura rolled her eyes. Max had no idea what she was prepared for.

    “You promise?” she said softly, between a dare and playing it coy. She knew how to get to Max. She slipped two fingers back inside and her back arched a little as she thought of Max taking her roughly. Max knew her body better than she did. So in a way, she did win a lot by losing this particular game.

    And she was about to. Laura realized it only seconds after glimpsing the emergency shoulder. For worse or for better, she knew Max too well.

    “It’s for emergencies only…” Laura’s protest was weak, but the outrage in her voice came across as genuine even to her own ears. She wanted Max to take over and yet she didn’t.

    “We are about to have an emergency if you keep your hand in your panties.” Max was already pulling over. Her voice had gone all deep and throaty, so much it made Laura growl. How had she managed to marry someone so hot? A new flood of wetness coated her fingers.

    Max wasted no time shifting to park and unbuckling first her own and then Laura’s seat belt. She grabbed Laura’s face and pulled her into a deep kiss. It had been too long. All the holiday stress, wrapping up the year at work, shopping for presents, negotiating family visits… But now it was just them in Max’s car on the shoulder and all Laura could hear were the windshield wipers, the pelting rain and Max’s breathing. No better start to their vacation.

    Okay, there was. Max’s hand crept from Laura’s jaw down the slope of her chest, lower over her sweater-clad abdomen and then under the light-knit fabric. Her fingers were so warm and familiar, but the feeling never got old. Laura broke their kiss to draw a breath when Max squeezed her breast over the thin lacy bra. Her nipples were already hard despite the heater-maintained warmth that had turned her cheeks red.

    “So how wet exactly does it get you?” Max asked, yanking the cup of her bra to tweak one painfully hardened nipple. Laura moaned loudly. “Picturing your wife fucking another woman.”

    “Check for yourself.” Laura parted her legs. She had extracted her hand from the tight confinement of her elastic tights and now held Max close by the back of her neck.

    “I will,” Max said, her breath warm on Laura’s lips. “But I want you to tell me.”

    Oh. Laura could play this game. And clear poor Max’s conscience. She let her eyelids grow heavy and summoned the fantasy that had gotten her over the edge once right before bed. “It gets me so wet.” Her whole face flushed. “Once, I got myself off thinking about it. You were in the kitchen, still working…”

    “Did you do it in our bed?” Max taunted her. That tone of voice always did it for Laura. Max would use it to reprimand her or tease her for getting aroused by something really naughty. It made her feel dirty in the best way possible. “Did you finger your pussy in our bed? Thinking about me fucking Erin?”

    “Mhm. Oh!” Max picked the perfect moment to cup her through the tights and squeeze. Laura hiked up her skirt even higher, desperate to provide her with more access.

    “What were you thinking about?” Wasting no more time, Max sneaked a hand under Laura’s underwear and her fingers immediately found Laura’s opening. At first, she only traced it in small maddening circles, but the undergarments enclosure soon forced her fingers deeper.

    “Uhh—ah!” Laura’s eyes shut tight against the wave of pleasure. Max’s movements were so firm and so sure after years of practice. She stroked Laura’s G-spot, unleashing a new gush of wetness that trickled down her wrist and soaked the fabric around Laura’s thighs. Laura fought through the intense sensation, ran her tongue over her dry lips and said, “I was—I was thinking about the look on Erin’s face when…oh! When you enter her.” Another loud moan cut her off.

    Max was on a mission, it seemed. A mission to drive her completely insane. She started pumping in and out and because of the elastic holding her hand in place, her fingers were forced deeper and the angle made it so the heel of her palm bumped against Laura’s clit on every stroke.

    “Thinking about her face, huh? Maybe I should be jealous after all.”

    Laura made a disgruntled sound but couldn’t voice her annoyance because Max reached deeper inside her, touching all of the wonderful spots their position revealed, and all she could do was arch her back and cry out. It felt so good Laura nearly forgot her late-night fantasy. Sweat made her clothes feel sticky and the warmth in the car made her mouth even drier.

    “I just…I just like the surprise on her face when you—when she realizes how big you are.” Oh, yes. Erin, wide-eyed and flushed from her cheeks to her collarbones, would be such a sexy view. Her body forced forward with the impact of Max’s thrusts. Fuck. Maybe Laura did have a thing for her. Just a little. “And when—” A sharp inhale. Laura’s clit was nearly overly sensitive. Max pushed inside with a little more force and it felt so euphoric Laura’s head swam.

    “And when what?” Laura’s pussy clenched. Max’s hot breath in her ear made her break out in goose bumps despite the temperature in the car. Max couldn’t possibly expect her to finish her story. “What happens next, baby?”

    “Mmmm…When she realizes how rough you like to fuck—” Fucking hell. Max was going to make her come. Laura gripped her forearm, trying and failing to get some control over it. “Baby, please!”

    “Let me guess. You tell her to take it like you do?” As soon as the question was out of her mouth, Max bit the fleshy part of Laura’s ear. It was too much. The steady rhythm of her fingers, the way she rubbed her clit in passing, and her voice, her deep sexy voice that did things to Laura not even the most skillful touch could accomplish…

    “Baby, please, I’m gonna—” She was so close. So close she could predict exactly one more thrust before it happened.

    And then Max pulled out of her entirely and dropped back in her own seat. Laura was heaving and shaking. The throbbing between her legs reached levels of uncomfortable she was only vaguely familiar with.

    “What—” She could barely contain her shock. “I was so fucking close, I was just about to—”

    Max’s smirk was unequivocal. If Laura wasn’t so painfully worked up she would get angry. But all she could do now was gawk at Max and squeeze her legs shut tight enough to relieve at least a fraction of the ache.

    “Walk a mile in my shoes,” Max said through a smile. “Or fifty.”

    “That’s not fair!”

    “It’s absolutely fair, baby. Now we’re both frustrated.”

    “So you’re getting even?” Laura’s mind was too fuzzy to make a coherent argument. All she knew was Max was getting back at her for teasing. “What would Dr. Spencer say to that?”

    Max shrugged as she buckled her seat belt and started the car. “Not to touch your pussy while your wife is driving. I’m trying to get us safe and sound to my folks’ for Christmas.”

    Laura pouted, unable to come up with a snapback. “I could’ve given you a blowjob…”

    “The shoulder’s only for emergencies, baby.” Max grinned as she echoed Laura’s words back at her.

    
     

    Christmas Eve at the Millers was an elaborate affair. By the time Laura got to the second-floor guest bedroom, she was exhausted from all the festivities and overwhelmed by the incessant chatter and holiday music. Max’s family was wonderful, certainly warmer and closer-knit than her own, but their boundless extroversion meant Laura rarely got a quiet minute when she and Max came over.

    Finally alone in their designated bedroom, Laura undressed in as much hurry as her heavy limbs allowed and took advantage of the spacious rain forest shower. She had been all hot and bothered for the remainder of the drive here, but once Max’s parents greeted them at the door, all thoughts of sex vanished. And no serious conversation followed what happened in the car.

    Never in their seven years together had they discussed their fantasies just in theory. Usually, practice was always the next step. Was Laura sharing her fantasy a green light for Max to take action? Was that the way Max saw it?

    Big strong hands cupped her breasts from behind. The feeling of Max’s lean body pressed against her own followed suit. Max was taller than her, which wasn’t very difficult, and definitely stronger, and as Laura turned within her embrace and wrapped her hands around firm tattooed biceps, a shiver ran up her spine. Max had no right to be so hot. Not when Laura needed her full mental faculties for—

    Their lips met in a kiss that immediately got deep and intense. Max pushed her against the shower wall and pressed her thigh between Laura’s legs. So not fair. Laura moaned into her mouth, already feeling her wetness mix with the water running down their bodies. She couldn’t help mindlessly grinding on Max’s thigh. Slowly at first, savoring every delicious tingle, and then with more desperation. So much more she had to break their kiss to let out a string of hushed curses and whimpers.

    “Make yourself come, baby,” Max said in her ear just above the volume of the relentless downpour. Laura held onto her, nails digging into Max’s shoulders intensely enough to cause pain.

    Laura’s head hit the wall. If Max wasn’t holding her, she would collapse. The bathroom had fogged like in a movie and Laura could barely breathe in the heat only made hotter by Max extracting every bit of pleasure her body was capable of. When Max sneaked a hand between their bodies, Laura’s moans increased in volume. It wasn’t enough to just rub her pussy on Max’s thigh, she needed more pressure, she needed… Exactly what Max was doing. Firm, focused circles around her clit. Each sending an electric current up Laura’s spine, to the roots of her hair. She could only manage to hold back and enjoy it for a few seconds before her orgasm hit her full force.

    Max kissed and nipped her throat, holding her on her feet the entire time and carefully maintaining the cadence of her movements until the last waves of pleasure washed over Laura. When Max released her, she was still shaking. She braced herself on the wall, not able to trust her legs just yet.

    “You can’t be mad at me anymore,” Max said with a grin.

    “Uh-huh.” Laura ran both hands over her flushed face to soothe it. “That’s how it works.”

    “It’s exactly how it works. Now turn around.” At Laura’s raised eyebrow, Max added, “I want to wash you. That’s why you’re in the shower, right?”

    “Right.” Laura turned around languidly, supporting the weight of her body on the tiled wall Max had backed her up against. As Max ran soap-covered hands all over her body, Laura’s mind drifted to the dirty daydream that had started it all. She was probably as guilty as Max when it came to blurring the lines of monogamy. Something to discuss with Dr. Spencer.

    She helped Max wash herself too. Help, though, was a bit of an exaggeration. She mostly took the chance to explore her beautiful body, soapy hands gliding up and down defined muscle and sexy curves. When she reached the coarse hairs of Max’s mound, Laura was tempted to keep going and by the subtle parting of Max’s legs, her idea was not unappreciated. Except, merely touching Max wasn’t going to be enough. Not after two weeks going without. Laura licked her lips anticipating her favorite flavor in the world. Max’s breath hitched—she knew exactly where her mind had gone.

    So Laura got on her knees—extremely unpleasant on a wet tiled floor, but she could tell her kneecaps would not have to suffer long—and looked up at the gorgeous face of her biggest crush ever. Without breaking eye contact, she traced the inside of Max’s thigh with her tongue. Tangy arousal had run down her legs, diluted by the hot shower water. Laura kept inching up torturously slowly until she reached her goal. Good thing Max had turned her back to the beating rain or Laura would never be able to tilt her face up enough to take all of her.

    Despite her earlier intentions, the moment she tasted Max on her tongue, Laura’s eyes closed on their own. The pleasure of sucking Max’s clit, face entirely buried between her legs, hit Laura stronger than she even remembered. Her pussy clenched in sympathy when Max started thrusting, hand on the back of Laura’s head, quickly getting closer and closer.

    Laura squeezed her thighs together, hoping to get rid of the ache, and focused her attention on Max. Years of practice had made her efficient—kneeling in front of Max was so hot but such a hazard at her age—so Laura alternated between sucking and battering her clit until finally, Max’s thighs started shaking and she braced herself on the wall behind Laura for support. Laura lapped up every drop not washed away by the water trickling down Max’s body.

    “Fuck. You’re too good at this.” Max was still trying to catch her breath as she let go of Laura’s head and helped her to her feet.

    “No such thing as too good.” But Laura would take being better than anyone else Max had been with…

    Max kissed her deeply, cradling Laura’s face in her hands. She was a good kisser. Self-assured but slow and considerate, she always left Laura wanting more. They broke apart for air and Max turned off the shower.

    “I’m not done with you yet,” she said, handing Laura a towel. The mischievous glint in her eye made Laura’s breath catch.

    “You’re not?”

    “Not even a little bit.” Max wrapped a towel around her waist and gestured for Laura to go ahead. Only raising her eyebrows in response, Laura opened the door of the ensuite, letting all of the steam out, and made her way into the bedroom. She watched as Max patted herself dry, tossed the towel to the floor, and rummaged through the suitcase they’d brought. Laura didn’t need the seven years of intimacy between them to know exactly what Max was looking for.

    The shorts harness hugged her hips like it was made for her. Max’s favorite cock jutted from it proudly, in the color of her skin and exquisite detail. Once upon a time Laura found it intimidating—now she wanted every single inch inside.

    “I like the way you think,” she said, letting her own towel drop to the carpeted floor.

    “Wait until you hear what I think about…”

    Now, that was interesting. Laura sauntered to where Max was standing in the middle of the room and traced a path from her collarbones to the band of her shorts with the tips of her short rounded nails. The shiver this elicited made Laura even wetter. “Please share.”

    Max smiled. “Sharing is one way to put it.” Then her lips met Laura’s and she walked them both backward to the bed until they toppled over and landed on the plush duvet. The hard length of Max’s cock pressed into Laura’s belly and she whimpered. Max couldn’t possibly get inside her sooner. But Laura was even more excited to hear where she was going.

    “You’re not the only one who gets turned on by the thought of watching her wife with someone else,” Max whispered into Laura’s ear before reaching between her legs. Her fingers only toyed with Laura’s entrance for a moment before effortlessly sinking deeper. Laura tried to stay quiet—the last thing she wanted was to wake the whole house or God forbid, be heard by Max’s mom—but a long, low moan still escaped her.

    “Who do you have in mind?” Laura asked in a hushed voice. Max’s disclosure had made her wetness trickle down her butt. They’d have to strip the bed before leaving…

    “Just some of my friends…”

    Friends? Plural? Laura bit her lip to stop from crying out. It was a bit embarrassing and a whole lot fucked up how much that turned her on. She barely managed to put her thoughts together. “Wait, not your real friends, though. Right?” Laura knew each one of Max’s friends and for one thing, she would never. For another, even picturing it would ruin the mood tonight.

    “No.” Max chuckled. “Not my real friends. Let’s say they’re fictional characters.”

    “Okay.” That was better. Some hypothetical people, that Laura’s imagination could work with.

    “Maybe one of them is that butch from your gym…” Regretfully, Laura’s pussy picked that exact moment to release another gush of wetness that eased the passage of Max’s fingers. She groaned, part frustration, part pleasure. Max was hitting all the right spots like she had mapped them out and studied them for this exact occasion. “Uh-huh. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

    It was not the time to deny it. Max was using her you’re-such-a-dirty-slut voice and Laura was simply helpless against it. But she didn’t have to confirm either. “Would you like it?”

    “What? Watching my wife get fucked senseless?” Max pulled out abruptly. Laura barely had time to register the loss before her legs were being spread wide enough to make space for Max’s hips. “Watching another butch enjoy this tight pussy I get to shoot in?” Laura slapped a hand over her mouth to muffle the sound of her cry. Max had timed it all perfectly: she pushed all the way in exactly as she painted a picture for Laura. “Damn, baby, you go two weeks without fucking and your pussy forgets all about me.”

    “We should—” Laura’s eyes rolled back when Max planted her elbows on either side of her head and sank even deeper.

    “Yes, we should,” Max said, having understood her perfectly, and rested her forehead against Laura’s. For a couple of minutes, they just moved together, breathing into each other, their parted lips almost touching but not quite. When Laura got into the rhythm of meeting Max’s thrusts, her mind conjured the fantasy Max had shared.

    “So what else do you think about?” Her question was barely a whisper. The mere suggestion of having sex with someone else in real life was enough to make her nauseous. In theory, however… Max getting turned on by the thought of watching someone else fuck her—that was hot as hell.

    Max softly laughed against her mouth. Then she kissed her way to Laura’s ear. “I imagine sitting in a chair in the corner, watching one of my friends kneel beside the bed and eat your pussy. You’re so, so wet I can hear it all the way across the room.” Max grabbed one of Laura’s thighs and spread it even wider. When she pushed forward with her hips, she reached deeper and Laura found herself biting Max’s bicep and clawing at her back. Max just chuckled and kept fucking her. “You’re so turned on but so embarrassed by it. After all, your wife is in the room watching you get wet for someone else. And when she makes you come with her mouth, you try to stop it but you can’t. It’s too late, someone else is making you come right in front of me. But, baby, you had my blessing. I asked my friends to fuck you. In fact, I’m jerking off to it.”

    “Oh my God…” The obscene sounds of Laura’s wet pussy being filled over and over again were louder than Max’s voice and both of them panting. But Laura barely had it in her to worry about thin walls and scandalized relatives. Max knew her so well, even in fantasyland she could predict Laura’s exact responses.

    “After you’re done shaking and screaming, another one of my friends has their way with you. This time they turn you on your tummy, ass in the air. I know you love getting fucked like that. I tell them you like it rough…” Laura arched as another thrust brought her to new heights of pleasure. She wrapped her fingers around Max’s arms and felt her shaking. She was so, so close but the position was getting hard for Max to maintain.

    “Baby, let me get on top,” Laura said softly. The moment she did, Max collapsed on top of her with a groan, pressing her body into the mattress.

    “Yes,” was all she said before slowly pulling out. Laura whined at the feeling of emptiness, despite being the one who suggested the switch, her body so worked up and so close to release she started doubting the wisdom of her offer. Still, when Max sat with her back against the solid headboard, Laura climbed in her lap and let her guide her cock back inside.

    “Ohhh…yes. Fuck, yes.” Nothing could beat the feeling of Max entering her. Laura rolled her hips experimentally a few times until she found the angle that felt good. Then she started riding Max with long slow movements. “Keep talking to me.”

    “Where was I?”

    “Another one of your friends fucking me from behind.”

    “Fuck. Right.” Max looked at her with amazement and tenderness like she always did when Laura got on top. Her eyes flitted from Laura’s face to her bouncing tits before she wrapped an arm around her waist and cupped one breast, immediately pinching the nipple. “They fuck you from behind, hand on your back to push you into the mattress.” Not for the first time, Laura bit back a moan she knew was going to be too loud. “But this time we’re at home and you don’t have to be quiet. So you start crying out on every thrust, even though you still feel guilty for enjoying it so brazenly.”

    “Oh God…” Laura was getting close again, Max’s dirty talking hitting all the right spots just like her cock was.

    “And they tell me how fucking tight you are,” Max went on. “How lucky I am to have such a dirty little slut for a wife.”

    “Mhm. Yes.” Approval mindlessly slipped out of Laura’s mouth, her head hung back, eyes closed in pleasure. Their sweat-slicked bodies moved together, Max’s words clipped from the effort and her approaching climax. Laura’s thighs were starting to burn from supporting her body weight as she moved up and down, but she couldn’t even think of slowing down now.

    “And then they ask me if they can come inside you…”

    Laura dug her nails into Max’s arms and in the haze of the brutal orgasm that hit her, bit down on her shoulder. If her attempt to keep from screaming hurt, Max didn’t show it. She gripped Laura’s hips so hard bruises would form the next day. Still pulsing around Max’s cock and fighting unsuccessfully to catch her breath, Laura felt Max buck, chasing her own release. Her grunts and growls were quieter than Laura’s usual screams so Max didn’t hold back from making her pleasure heard and it only amped up Laura’s enjoyment.

    It felt like one orgasm turned into another because Laura could swear minutes had passed before she sagged into Max’s embrace. Still panting and twitching, they shared a kiss that felt more tender than what was called for. Was Max regretting their brief hypothetical foray into open marriage already? Feeling as guilty as Laura felt for it?

    Max tucked a sweaty lock of hair behind Laura’s ear before planting a tiny little kiss on the tip of her nose. Laura laughed and wrapped both arms around her neck.

    “Did I bite you too hard?”

    “I don’t think so.” Max considered for a moment, then spoke again, “Did I fuck you too hard?”

    “Oh, I loved it. But as always, I will be sore tomorrow…”

    Laura raised her hips enough for Max’s cock to slip out, then swung her leg over her and collapsed beside her, totally spent. Now that her mind was beginning to clear, she was starting to feel more and more ambivalent about the latest rendition of their dirty talk. As much as Max’s fantasy had thrilled her, the reality of it would be likely unpleasant and the aftermath—emotionally messy. And then there was the question of Erin, whom Max was actually attracted to in the real world, outside the bounds of any fantasy.

    But having a conversation, turning it into a thing, was the last thing Laura wanted to do. Especially at one a.m. after a long evening spent with Max’s family and then some of the most intense sex they’d had.

    “Max?”

    “Hm?”

    Max didn’t sound too sleepy yet. Worth a shot.

    “I don’t actually want to try any of this in real life,” Laura said softly, turning her head so she could take in Max’s tousled hair and blissful expression.

    “I’d divorce you if you did.” Though the tone was playful, Laura could tell it only served to make the truth of Max’s statement more palatable.

    “Okay. Good. Because I don’t want to.” Laura swallowed. “And also…”

    “I don’t want to fuck Erin either.” Max placed a hand on Laura’s tummy and its weight felt like it could anchor her through any storm. “I mean, sure, in a fantasy…I’m not denying I find her hot. But in the real world…” Max paused and the sincerity in her eyes made Laura’s heart expand. “I only want to be with you. And nothing’s ever worth the risk of losing you.”

    Laura couldn’t think of anything to say, and so she just leaned over Max and kissed her with all of the passion and love she had felt for her for seven years. When their lips parted, she could only state the banal truth. “I love you.”

    “I love you,” Max echoed. “And I love that we can be honest about these things.”

    That they could. Strangely, after spending the better part of two hours talking about fucking other people and getting off to it, Laura felt more secure in their relationship than ever.

    

  
  
    A Proper Lady

    

    Nora suspected with growing horror that she was finally going insane. After thirty years of relative normalcy, of white-knuckling it through every such impulse, of putting the front of composed, dignified femininity, she was at last letting the crazy take over. She lost the grip on her carefully maintained self-possession only once before, in her early twenties. And her girlfriend back then was not exactly charmed by what she saw.

    To treat Madeline in that way now was a sure sign the reins had slipped out of her clenched fists. Maddie said it was okay. But she had only glimpsed a tiny sliver of what Nora kept under the lid of propriety. And it was still frightening enough.

    Bending forward in the armchair, Nora released a shaky exhale. She could still taste Maddie on her lips, feel her on her fingers. The way she’d handled her just now was surely not the way to treat your girlfriend. It felt degrading and dirty. The fact she was capable of doing this to the woman she loved made her question her definitions. Truth was, at that moment she didn’t love Madeline. She wanted to possess her. And she wanted to hurt her a little…

    Nora cringed at the memory of the nasty things she’d said. How did such words—so, so demeaning and vulgar—make it out of her mouth? Yeah, that was definitely not the way to speak to a girlfriend. Madeline was the definition of delicate. Sweet and shy before you gained her trust, then effortlessly charming once you did. She was not exactly a shrinking violet in the bedroom. And they had played with power dynamics to an extent. But every single time until now Nora had maintained a grip on her worst impulses. And when she was not the one in control it felt safer—she couldn’t possibly hurt Maddie by being too blindfolded.

    Now it was different.

    “Are you still sure about this?” Maddie had barely left when she walked back into the living room in just a cropped T-shirt and cotton boyshort panties. When she stopped by the armrest of the heavy old-fashioned chair, the evidence of their earlier makeout session, mere inches away from Nora’s face, and the thought of what they were going to do next made Nora’s whole body tingle.

    It was probably that the damp spot on Maddie’s panties had grown in the couple of minutes they’d been apart. Perhaps it was that Maddie had obviously been entertaining Nora’s fantasy in her short absence, replaying the request in her mind. It could be the anticipation sharpening the arousal both of them had been caught up in for the past half an hour of kissing and grinding, and groping, and whispering dirty stuff to each other. It had to be something.

    Something that today of all days snapped the strings holding Nora together. She felt it like a pulsing sensation that made her entire body vibrate. It blurred her vision. It lit her skin on fire. It stopped all rational thought.

    She grabbed Maddie’s hips and covered the damp spot with her mouth, which earned her a gasp. The tangy flavor of Maddie’s juices, slippery over the soaked cotton, sent a rush of blinding, white-hot arousal to every part of Nora’s body. Turned into pure sensation, she was single-mindedly focused on one thing only—thrusting her tongue in Maddie’s pussy.

    She pulled the panties down as far as she could reach before she tugged Maddie into the chair where she’d been sitting a moment ago and knelt on the rough jute rug in front of her to take the rest off. A thought flashed through the haze in her mind and stilled her hands as she grabbed Maddie’s legs to spread them over the armrests.

    “Is this okay? Can I first get you off like this, baby?”

    Stunned, Maddie just nodded and slightly thrust her hips forward. It was all the invitation Nora needed. Maddie was notoriously untalkative in those moments. Nora only took a moment to admire the view—Maddie’s perfect pink pussy glistening with the abundant wetness now dripping on the leather—before plunging her tongue inside. Maddie’s cry was part pleasure, part surprise. She had expected the longer overture Nora usually went for.

    Nora registered her vocalization but remained undeterred. She lapped a path up to Maddie’s clit, uninterested in drawing this out. In a more sober state she would’ve teased until Maddie begged and bargained with the limited vocabulary of frantic arousal until Nora allowed her to come. But today was not about savoring. Today, Nora was desperate to devour her, driven by a hunger that made her feel insane.

    She sucked Maddie’s clit into her mouth and moaned around it. Maddie’s hand shot to tangle in her hair and Nora could feel her struggle not to squeeze her legs shut. She grabbed Maddie’s shaking thighs and held them wide apart.

    When she raised her head to say, “I told you I just want you to keep your legs open for me,” a not at all subtle reminder of the fantasy she had shared earlier, Maddie’s tortured moan filled the room. Nora saw her pussy clench and thrust her tongue back inside. A gush of hot wetness smeared all over her face and made her even more ravenous. She dragged her tongue through slippery folds again and again, breathing in Maddie’s heady scent, made stronger by the hormones of her ovulation. Nora loved all nuances of the way Maddie smelled and tasted throughout the month, but this was her favorite. Right now, her girlfriend was a sex goddess and her pussy tasted the way siren songs sounded to lost sailors.

    Sensing Maddie’s imminent orgasm, Nora loosened the grip on her thighs to let Maddie grind on her tongue as hard as she wanted. They were both beyond coherent thought, Maddie’s surging hips and violent convulsions a testament to her own lack of self-control. The stream of curses that mindlessly escaped Maddie’s lips in those moments was typically so endearing to Nora. Now she only had one thing on her mind.

    She let Maddie ride the aftershocks, enjoying the throbbing beneath her tongue. When Maddie’s hand feebly pushed against her head, Nora obliged. She wasn’t nearly done yet. Her hunger for Maddie felt ferocious. If Nora had the presence of mind, she would be scared of its intensity.

    She got Maddie up on wobbly legs and, tangling a fist in her hair, invaded her mouth. A desperate gasp for air broke their kiss. Nora swallowed all of the oxygen she could at once before returning her mouth to Maddie’s flushed face. She traced the warmth from her cheek to her ear, then whispered, “Did you like me eating your pussy, baby?” Steadily pinning Maddie to her with one arm, Nora grabbed her butt with the other and spread her open. “I think you’ll love me eating your ass too.”

    Maddie released a shaky breath, her eyes rolling to the ceiling. “Yes.” Her voice was small but there was no hesitation, only want and embarrassment. Nora tucked a lock of hair behind Maddie’s ear, then kissed her damp temple. The way she loved this woman was nothing short of extraordinary. Right now, she wanted Maddie to be hers entirely, painfully. She was out of her mind.

    She didn’t need to scan the room to know where their dining table was. That’s where she led Maddie as she sucked her earlobe before saying, “But I need to take you again first…” Her entire body vibrated when she grabbed Maddie’s hips and swirled her around, then bent her over the solid wooden surface. “Fuck.”

    Nora gulped some air to relieve the heaving of her chest, but as she pulled Maddie’s butt cheeks apart, all of her efforts were lost. Maddie was breathtaking. Plump glistening pussy and a perfect ass Nora had wanted to fuck for a while. But even in her haze she knew she’d have to wait a little longer for that and be a lot more patient than she felt at present. She released one cheek and slowly pushed two fingers inside Maddie’s pussy. Maddie’s moan undid her.

    “How are you always so tight, baby? No matter how many times I fuck you.” Maddie didn’t respond, but her muscles convulsed around Nora’s fingers. Nora drove in slow and hard, pushing forward with her pelvis, one hand gripping Maddie’s hip to keep her in place. “Maybe it’s time for a bigger cock…” Maddie’s whine and the wetness that trickled down Nora’s wrist were evidence she enjoyed the turn Nora’s dirty talk had taken.

    “Y-yes.” It was the only verbal confirmation Nora would get. She felt a bit too smug at the fact that her sexual prowess was able to reduce her philosophy PhD girlfriend’s vocabulary to “yes” and “please.”

    Another deliberate thrust. Nora’s clit rubbed against her knuckles torturously at every stroke. The image of her strap-on flashed behind her eyelids, but she didn’t want to stop what she was doing. She slammed back in, her hips punctuating the movement. “You think if I fuck you often enough in the ass, you’ll eventually be able to take it whenever I want?” Maddie’s pussy gripped her fingers as she wailed. Nora couldn’t help the image of sliding her cock in the tight ring of muscle. Whenever she wanted, just because she could. Because Maddie was hers. Nora seriously doubted that would ever be the case, but the fantasy felt too good to rationalize away.

    The thought alone pushed her to the edge quicker than ever, especially from such indirect stimulation. Her clit bumped against her knuckles a few more times as she slammed into Maddie and that was all it took for the contractions to start deep in her belly. She could faintly feel Maddie’s at first. But as her own orgasm washed over her, Nora became aware of how close Maddie was.

    “Come for me, baby,” she said, leaning over her back. She felt Maddie tighten around her fingers. Nora pushed harder, deeper. “That’s it, baby. I want you to come all over my hand.” Maddie’s anguished cry made Nora clench painfully. She had to will herself to keep the same rhythm instead of plundering Maddie like her worst instincts dictated. “That’s it, baby, come for me, Maddie.” Nora brushed away a damp lock of hair to kiss her temple as Maddie’s muscles contracted in time with the whimpers escaping her lips.

    Panting and sweaty, Nora withdrew from her and stepped back on unsteady legs. Realization dawned on her and with it, guilt and shame. She’d spoken to the woman she loved like Maddie was a whore, not her girlfriend of a year.

    “Baby, I’m so—”

    “Wow. That was incredible.” Maddie turned to face her with the most brilliant grin Nora had seen on her. “Absolutely fantastic. Where were you hiding this domme persona until now?”

    “Uh…” Nora stared into her bright red face with total lack of comprehension. Then the most important question popped into her mind. “Did I hurt you? I got really rough there…”

    “Oh, yeah, it was perfect.” Maddie wrapped her arms around Nora’s waist, smiling from ear to ear.

    “‘Oh, yeah’ I hurt you?”

    Nora’s panic made Maddie quickly shake her head. She leaned in for a peck on the lips, then said against Nora’s, “No, baby, ‘oh, yeah’ it was perfect. You didn’t hurt me.”

    “And…” Nora blushed. “The way I—the way I talked to you…”

    “Absolutely perfect. Now I’m going to get ready for you. And I want you to do to me whatever you want.” The request made Nora’s breath hitch. The implication got her wetter than she’d ever thought possible. Maddie got another quick kiss, hands cupping Nora’s burning cheeks, before leaving the room.

    Nora brought her hand to her nose. Maddie’s lingering scent threatened to undo her completely. Was she even in a state to fulfill that particular fantasy? Earlier, when she’d gotten all dominant and demanding, she was very short on the patience fucking Maddie in the ass required. Nora covered her face with both hands and exhaled. Maddie’s parting words rang in her head. To do to her whatever I want… Nora shuddered just imagining where that could take them.

    “Hey.” Maddie’s soft voice startled her. Nora peered at her over her hands. “All ready. You?”

    “Baby, are you sure about this?” Nora got up from the chair and walked to her to gather her half-clad form in her arms. “I don’t want to hurt you.” Even as she said it, she wasn’t sure it was entirely true. She did want to hurt Maddie a little. Spank her butt until it was red. Fuck her so hard she would be sore the next day. What she didn’t want was to cause her harm. And she wasn’t sure that was a consideration she’d be able to keep in mind once… once she got like that.

    “You won’t,” Maddie said with an air of finality and so much trust in her eyes Nora’s knees got weak.

    “How are you so sure? Baby, I get so…It feels like I’m a different person when…” Nora failed to explain the feeling that had taken over her earlier.

    “I know you won’t hurt me because I know you. One little ‘ouch’ from me and you’ll snap out of it, you won’t even wait for my safe word. Which is a three-letter, by the way, and I am perfectly capable of saying it even when I get all spacey.” Maddie wrapped her arms around Nora’s neck and pressed her whole body into Nora’s. “Baby. Please. You can let go with me.” Her murmured reassurance sounded so sincere, so corrupting. There was nothing Nora wanted more than to let go.

    She sought Maddie’s lips and claimed them into a kiss that started slow and sensual. Her hands wandered from soft breasts to a lush bottom, to sharp hip bones. Maddie mirrored her caresses, moaning into their kiss. To do whatever I want to her… The thought was tantalizing. Nora grasped Maddie’s wrists to restrain her.

    Their lips parted, a shiny string of saliva breaking between them. Maddie’s eyes met Nora’s in a moment of breathless anticipation. The slight anxiety, the tiniest tremble of Maddie’s body got Nora frantic.

    “Take everything off,” she said. An order, whispered softly.

    Maddie took a step back. Hands slightly shaking, she grabbed the edge of her T-shirt and peeled it off. She discarded her panties next, all of her senses visibly alive, trying to anticipate the unknown.

    “Now go to the bedroom.”

    Maddie’s breath caught in her throat. She turned around, her perfectly round ass on full display, and started walking unhurriedly. Nora followed a few steps behind her.

    Once past the threshold, Maddie stopped, waiting for further instruction. Nora ran her fingertips down her spine on her way to the dresser, reveling in the subtle change in Maddie’s breathing. She pulled the top drawer open and paused. She knew which toy she wanted to fuck Maddie’s pussy with, but that one would be too big for first time anal. And Nora wanted to drive her slicked cock from Maddie’s pussy to her ass, not pause in the middle to change toys.

    She took out the smaller one and a pair of black boyshorts with lace frills around the thighs. Always a lady, even with a cock strapped between her legs.

    Dressed in her favorite harness and nothing else, she turned to order Maddie on the bed. But when Maddie tried to lie down, Nora stopped her. “No. With your head on the edge.” Maddie gave her a look of confusion. She turned around, seemingly unsure. She climbed on the mattress, then lay down, her long hair hanging from the side of the bed. Nora pulled her a bit further until her head was off the bed almost entirely, then stepped aside to allow Maddie a quick glance in the full-length mirror of their wardrobe. “You’re so pretty, baby.”

    Then she guided her cock to Maddie’s lips. “Open up,” she said, stroking Maddie’s cheek lovingly. When Maddie eagerly complied, Nora encouraged her with a gentle tone. “That’s right, baby, you’ve done it before.”

    It was not entirely true. Maddie had given her a blow job before. But back then, she was giggling and teasing, putting on a sexy little show. Now she was on her back while Nora was driving a cock down her throat. That image alone—Maddie so completely vulnerable, her lips wrapped around the base of the toy—was enough to make Nora’s whole body vibrate with excitement. The sensation of the dildo bumping against her clit as she slowly, finally, pushed the full length inside Maddie’s warm welcoming mouth was only secondary to the visual. A pleasant, welcome afterthought. First and foremost, Nora loved the feeling of power it gave her.

    Maddie made a muffled sound around the toy, her body wiggling suggestively. Inch by inch, Nora eased the shaft nearly all the way out before repeating the whole path forward. Once buried inside, she leaned forward to spread Maddie’s legs, bent at the knee, open. Her fingers slid through Maddie’s wetness, slowly, leisurely, before stroking Maddie’s clit. “Oh, baby, you really like taking it down the throat,” Nora said. “You are so wet just from getting face fucked like this…You know what that makes you?” Nora dipped two fingers in Maddie’s tight opening, collecting even more of her juices to smear all over her puffy lips. “A dirty little slut.”

    Maddie whimpered at the name-calling, her pelvis rising to meet Nora’s strokes. Still mindful of Maddie’s potential discomfort, despite the heady rush of adrenaline, Nora withdrew again, this time entirely. Maddie gulped air before her eyes, clouded with desire, turned to Nora’s at the same time as her mouth opened in a wordless invitation. Nora shuddered. She pushed her cock in, her head tipping back in pleasure. The tiny wet sound of choking turned her on more than she thought normal. Or kind. “Fuck. You’re really good at this, baby.”

    Nora managed a few slow thrusts before her skin started tingling in that familiar way. She was getting feverish, frantic. She burned to fuck Maddie, hard. To take her, to overpower her, to hold her down and shove the cock inside her over and over again. She had to pull out now before her thoughts informed the movements of her body.

    Maddie’s sharp gasp was muffled almost immediately. Nora tapped the head of her cock against red swollen lips, then spread the thick coat of saliva all over her flushed face. She reached down to tweak a hard nipple until Maddie moaned, long and low. The blood rushing through her made her vision pulsate. She was ravenous for Maddie again and one look at the glistening curls between her legs made her next move clear.

    Once again, she teased up and down her slit before pushing just a finger inside. Maddie cried out, her sounds no longer muffled by the toy that Nora now held to her cheek. “You were born to blow me, baby. Weren’t you?” Maddie simply mewled and thrust her hips upward to meet Nora’s finger. Nora pulled out. Smack. The sound was wet, Maddie’s whimper that of surprise. “Weren’t you?”

    “Ye-es,” Maddie said, turning her pleading eyes to Nora. The vulnerability in them was so erotic. It triggered something primal in Nora; she wasn’t sure she’d be able to push it back inside once this was over.

    “Now get your butt on the edge of the bed.” Nora heard her voice shake with barely contained aggression. Maddie was slow to comply, made languid by pleasure. She braced herself on unsteady arms and turned around, but before she could get all the way there, Nora grabbed her thighs and impatiently dragged her down the bed. “Just keep your legs open for me,” she said. “That’s all you have to do.”

    Maddie’s chest rose and fell rapidly, her knees falling wide open. The anxious anticipation in her eyes sent a shock right to Nora’s clit. Fuck. She had to have her now. She fell to her knees and put her mouth on Maddie, eyes closing in pleasure the moment Maddie’s familiar taste hit her tongue. She traced soft folds and swollen nerve endings, her own breathing as labored as Maddie’s.

    Then Nora moved lower, over Maddie’s puckered hole and Maddie’s moans got louder and breathier. Her juices had trickled down and now Nora swirled her tongue in them before pressing forward. Maddie easily yielded. She grasped the sheets at either side of her wide open legs. Nora swiped her tongue all the way up and circled Maddie’s throbbing clit. All hers. Maddie lay spread on the bed, completely accessible and fully hers to do with as Nora pleased. Lick her wherever she wanted, fuck her however she felt like.

    With a low growl at the back of her throat, Nora plunged a finger inside Maddie’s pussy. She pumped in and out a few times, coating it in Maddie’s juices, before dragging it down to her ass. Maddie instantly opened up to her, very little pressure needed, and Nora’s finger sank deeper, drawing out a long loud cry of pleasure.

    “Look at you, baby, getting fucked in the ass,” Nora said, voice low and raw. “Such a dirty girl for me.” A fresh flood of wetness poured out of Maddie. Nora chuckled. “And it turns you on so much, doesn’t it? To get fucked like a whore.” Maddie’s sob was confirmation enough. But Nora wanted to hear her pretty girlish voice say it. “I said, doesn’t it?” Her question was punctuated by a thrust of her finger that extracted the sweetest keening sound from her.

    “Yes,” Maddie choked out. “Yes.” She was on the verge of crying from what sounded like a mixture of ecstasy and overwhelm.

    Nora pushed forward again and covered Maddie with her mouth. Maddie’s thighs started shaking. But Nora had other plans for Maddie’s next orgasm.

    Gentler than she currently felt, Nora extracted her finger from the vice-like grip of Maddie’s ass. Against her anguished protestations, she pulled away from the wet heat between Maddie’s legs. “I’ll show you getting fucked like a whore,” she said before grabbing Maddie’s hips and flipping her over.

    Maddie gasped and looked over her shoulder with bewilderment. The momentary fright that passed over her face both aroused and terrified Nora. Nora spread her pussy and pushed a finger inside. “Fucking your little cunt from behind is my favorite,” she said, never taking her eyes off Maddie’s. A soft whimper was probably all she was going to get without prompting but she saw the anxiety leave her face. The language was new, the act wasn’t.

    Holding Maddie’s butt cheek and the fleshy part of her upper thigh aside, Nora guided the toy to her entrance and sank just the tip. Maddie had already been so close and now that Nora introduced new stimulation, her body shivered. “Please.” Maddie sobbed, a barely audible strangled sound that went right to Nora’s clit. Without meaning to cede ground, she pushed an inch further purely on impulse, and her hand, which she used to guide it, brought the base of the toy tight against her own overwrought nerve endings. She hissed, a jolt of pleasure overwhelming her.

    “Please what, baby?” she managed to ask through gritted teeth. There was additional joy in teasing a confession out of Maddie. “Please fuck your cunt hard?”

    “Yes…” Another moan, muffled by the sheets. Nora gave in to her need and gripping Maddie’s hips, buried her cock to the hilt in one swift motion. She nearly bent over Maddie when a new shock wave of pleasure hit her.

    Regaining just a touch of her composure, she placed a hand on Maddie’s lower back to push her further down into the mattress. Now lying on top of her, Nora started to move, slow and hard, fingers digging into the flesh around Maddie’s hips. “You get exactly what you ask for, baby,” she said between thrusts. “But just so you know, this is all for my pleasure. I really…really need to get off in your tight little pussy.” Gasps and moans broke her words, making her delivery less than smooth. But fuck, Maddie’s skin, so hot to the touch, flushed and slick with sweat, felt incredible and the friction was too damn perfect. “And if you come from being my little fuck toy…” Nora bit Maddie’s earlobe. “It’s only ’cause you’re a dirty slut who loves being used.”

    Maddie cried out at the taunt that aptly coincided with another one of Nora’s wilful thrusts. Despite her threat of disregarding Maddie’s pleasure, Nora sneaked a hand between her body and the drenched sheets to rub circles around Maddie’s clit. The response was immediate.

    She withdrew once again, not so slowly, then rammed back inside, jarring her forward with the impact. Maddie’s cries got desperate. She was getting off on being pounded and Nora was thrilled at how deliciously dirty that was. Cute, shy Maddie. Taking a good rough fucking and loving it.

    When she heard the crescendo of Maddie’s orgasm, she finally allowed herself to let go too, driving into Maddie over and over again with a force that knocked the breath out of her. Nora knew Maddie would feel her in every step tomorrow. She bit down on the tender flesh between Maddie’s neck and shoulder to stop herself from growling like a wild animal. Insane. She was insane.

    The orgasm shook her to her core. Her spasms felt endless, drawing moans and grunts, and broken sobs as she kept on pumping into Maddie. Through the mind-numbing pleasure Nora, could feel Maddie still thrashing underneath her, her own sounds of bliss reaching a desperate pitch again.

    As some clarity settled, despite the weak but still ongoing convulsion of her body, Nora brought Maddie down from her high with slow caresses and even slower gentler thrusts. Then she carefully pulled out and lay on her side, gathering Maddie into her arms. Her body vibrated with unspent energy. How she wasn’t sated—still—defied her logic. And scared her. She could plunge into Maddie again. And again, and again, and again… But Maddie must be so sore.

    “Baby, are you okay?” Nora kissed the back of Maddie’s neck, hands soothing her burning skin.

    “Mmm…” When Maddie turned her head for a kiss, Nora noticed the glazed eyes, the spaced out expression.

    “Baby?”

    Maddie wiggled her butt against Nora’s still strapped cock. “I’m perfect,” she said softly.

    “Yeah, you are.” Nora bit down on her shoulder again, this time with much more restraint and affection.

    “I want you to fuck me in the ass now.”

    Nora met Maddie’s eyes. Her lovely, precious, usually reticent Maddie. Who was a lot less demure all of a sudden. One thing was clear, though, Maddie was not hurt and was still, just like Nora, ready for another round.

    “Look what getting fucked like a whore does to a girl…” She traced Maddie’s spine, goose bumps raising in the wake of her touch. “Maybe I should fuck you in the ass. We can practice for tomorrow when your pussy will be too sore to take my cock…” Nora’s fingers dipped into the pool of wetness between Maddie’s closed thighs. She carefully collected lubrication before rubbing circles around Maddie’s asshole.

    “Yes…” Maddie’s breath hitched.

    Nora pressed forward, more teasing than penetrating. She circled the perimeter lightly then only dipped her index finger to the first knuckle. Maddie seemed to be transported elsewhere. Her expression of bliss was enough to tug at Nora’s heartstrings and also, unfortunately, make her that much more impatient. She retreated despite Maddie’s yelp at the loss.

    Nora got out of bed, trying to collect her scattered thoughts. Lube, a vibrator, what else? She eyed the other dildo in the drawer and entertained the image of inserting it in Maddie’s pussy while she fucked her ass. Not tonight. That was next level. She snatched the bullet vibe and the lube, then returned to bed where Maddie was silently, obediently, waiting for her.

    “Good girl,” Nora said, sliding her hand down Maddie’s back soothingly. She grabbed her hips and repositioned her so that she was lying fully on her tummy. She turned on the vibe to its lowest setting and sneaked it between Maddie’s pelvis and the mattress. “Hold this to your clit, baby.” Maddie eagerly obeyed, their hands briefly meeting in the hollow between her heated body and the soaked sheets.

    Maddie hummed and her hips bucked against her hand in an all too familiar rhythm. Nora said, “Don’t you dare come.” Maddie’s eyes met hers over her shoulder, something close to a dare flickering in them. Nora groaned. Maddie had picked the wrong time to test her. Nora’s affection for her was still verging too closely on aggression. She brought her hand down on Maddie’s butt in a resounding slap. Harder than any other time Nora had hit her. Before, when they were playing around, she was just doing it for the gesture—now she meant the blow to hurt. Maddie’s startled then pained whimper went straight to Nora’s clit. “I said, don’t you dare come.”

    Hand still on one tender butt cheek, Nora spread Maddie for her viewing pleasure. She ran her free hand flat over Maddie’s smooth thighs and the curve of Maddie’s lower back. No tense muscles. She felt drunk on Maddie’s vulnerability, her complete submission. How she would ever go back to normal was beyond her.

    “Hold yourself open for me,” Nora said, letting go of Maddie’s ass. Slowed down by what seemed like confusion, Maddie first tried to let go of the vibrator, then used her other hand to fulfill the request. “That’s right, baby, just one hand.”

    Nora straddled her slightly trembling thighs and poured a generous amount of lube on her fingers. She blew hot air on it before spreading the warmed up gel all over the beautiful landscape Maddie had uncovered for her and sank first one finger then two, relishing the sensation of being so tightly gripped by Maddie’s body. She retreated gently and pushed forward with even more caution and was rewarded by an endless string of mewling sounds and incoherent syllables.

    “You like it, don’t you?” She bent over Maddie to whisper the question into her ear. “I bet no one else knows how much you like being fucked in the ass. What would your colleagues say, Maddie? They don’t know what a slut you are…” Maddie moaned at the words and Nora barely made out a “Yeah.” She clearly liked being degraded too. Nora rubbed her cock against Maddie’s ass in time with the slow thrusts of her fingers. Going at this pace was a particular kind of torture. “Do you want more?” An eager nod. “What was that?”

    “Y-yes.” Maddie cried out in response to a deeper stroke. She choked back a sob, then repeated, barely more lucidly, “Yes.”

    Nora withdrew her fingers and squirted more lube on them. Repeating the same procedure, she warmed up the liquid before pressing three fingers to Maddie’s now more relaxed hole. She went in slowly, willing herself to focus on Maddie and not on the insistent twitching of her own pussy, despite how much she burned to be inside her this instant. Maddie opened up, a beautiful drawn-out moan escaping her lips. Her hand shifted from underneath her, the bullet vibe glistening in her palm.

    “I didn’t say you can remove that.”

    “Nnn-I…I c-can’t…” Maddie’s face, flushed a deep red and contorted in pleasure, was a breathtaking sight as she struggled to formulate words.

    “You can. And you will.” Nora placed the vibrating toy right back on Maddie’s swollen clit. “Hold it here,” she said, barely contained cruelty in her voice. Torturing Maddie was more fun than she considered advisable. Maddie’s next prolonged cry, more anguished than ecstatic, was testament to how quickly pleasure could turn into pain.

    Nora pulled out of her tight asshole. The dildo was no bigger than three of her fingers—if Maddie could accommodate them with such ease now, she was more than ready for it. Still terrified of causing Maddie discomfort, Nora reached again for the lube and coated the entire length of her cock in it.

    The moment she pressed the tip to Maddie’s puckered hole, she felt her tense up. “Relax, baby. You took my fingers so well. Do you still want my cock in your ass?”

    “Yeah…”

    “Then relax.” Nora reached under Maddie’s body to maneuver the vibrator in slow circles around her clit. Faint spasms spelled the quick approach of her orgasm. Nora removed the toy for a few seconds, leaving Maddie with no stimulation at all. When she reintroduced the vibration, Maddie was desperate for release. “Remember, don’t come yet.”

    Nora pushed forward with her hips, only the first inch or so of her cock sinking in. Maddie was shaking, so close to orgasm, she forgot to be anxious. It worked in Nora’s favor. She put more pressure, going that much further inside. “Baby, don’t come yet, I’ll take your toy away,” she said. Maddie groaned in response but made an effort to still her gently rocking hips.

    Nora was nearly frantic with desire and if she were fucking Maddie in the pussy, she would probably ravish her. She clenched her teeth and advanced slowly, aided by generous lubrication and Maddie’s eager body subtly swaying back to take more of her. “Still okay, baby?” Nora’s voice broke a little. Restraint had been her biggest virtue until just about an hour ago.

    “Mhm… yeah…”

    Another couple of inches and Nora found herself buried to the hilt in Maddie’s ass just like she’d fantasized when she allowed her mind to drift. So intimately pressed to her body, Nora felt every inch of Maddie’s fever-hot skin against her own.

    “That’s it, baby. Completely mine now.” And Maddie was completely hers. A primitive part of Nora’s brain that she was not particularly proud of took perverse delight in having penetrated her girlfriend in every way possible. Her hand slid down Maddie’s sweat-slicked stomach, then lower, through coarse wet curls until she reached the vibrating toy and extracted it from Maddie’s slippery grasp. “Let me take care of this…” Nora rubbed the tip of the vibrator back and forth over Maddie’s clit until she heard choked cries of pleasure. The grinding of her pelvis into Maddie’s plump butt was driving her near the edge of sanity—just enough to overstimulate her but not enough to make her come.

    Maddie was getting louder. Another pass of the vibe over her clit and she clutched the sheets with her newly freed hand. Nora watched as her knuckles turned white. Her body writhed, caught between Nora’s controlled thrusts and her maneuvering fingers. Shaking and panting, Maddie wiggled her butt, impaling herself on Nora’s cock a little more roughly than Nora was willing to go at this point, but by the look and sound of her orgasm she was experiencing the bliss that was eluding Nora.

    Nora whispered all sorts of dirty stuff in her ear, words that slipped out of her lips with so little censorship she lost track of what she was saying. She never stopped dragging the bullet vibe over Maddie’s clit. When Maddie’s cries finally subsided and her body collapsed into the mattress spent, Nora slowly pulled the toy away from her clit.

    “Want me out now?”

    “Mm…mhm. Yeah.”

    Nora had officially fucked Maddie beyond the capacity to even say a coherent “yes.” She extracted the toy slowly, then flopped onto the bed beside her. She took the dildo out of the O-ring and tossed it God-knows-where. Maddie had turned to lie on her back and now Nora simply rolled onto her side to trace gentle lines with her fingertips over her soft belly.

    “So how was your first time, baby?”

    “Mmm…incredible.” Maddie’s speech was still slurred. Nora’s heart swelled with emotion.

    She dropped her head next to Maddie’s and whispered in her ear, “Thank you for this, baby. I loved every second of it.”

    She slid her hand lower, her fingers playing with the wet curls that covered Maddie’s mound. A contented sigh was all the response she got, but whether Maddie was agreeing with the sentiment or with the direction of her touch was unclear. Still humming with frustrated arousal, Nora imagined spreading Maddie’s legs wider, bringing her knees to her shoulders and sinking into her hard and deep, over and over again until she came. The fantasy blurred her vision and she closed her eyes, her fingers now gently circling Maddie’s clit.

    “Mhh…baby…fuck my pussy again,” Maddie said, barely above a murmur. Her hips swayed gently in anticipation of Nora’s light strokes.

    “You’ll be so sore tomorrow.” But her protestation was half-hearted. She needed to fuck Maddie again and she wanted her sore tomorrow. She pictured Maddie squeezing her legs together under her desk at work and wincing a little. Remembering tonight, remembering Nora taking her roughly and loving every second of it.

    “But, baby, you didn’t come…and you know I love it when you finish inside me.” Maddie’s sweet voice pronouncing those words drew a growl from Nora. She opened her eyes to meet Maddie’s, shiny with adoration.

    “With the other cock?” Maddie swallowed hard but nodded and spread her legs a little more. Nora’s fingers dipped lower to play with her opening. She pumped one in, then added another when Maddie moaned, no trace of pain. “Okay.” Nora brought their faces even closer and kissed her slowly and sweetly. A weak contraction made her moan into Maddie’s mouth. A fresh flood of Maddie’s juices coated her fingers. Nora thrust a couple more times before withdrawing and circling Maddie’s clit again, spreading her wetness everywhere and drawing a whimper out of her.

    She left Maddie abruptly much to her pouting displeasure. When she fit the bigger cock into the stretchy O-ring of her shorts, the now familiar drive to overwhelm Maddie took over. Nora slinked to the bed, watching Maddie’s face slowly transform. Exhaustion was replaced with desire, ease with trepidation. Maddie’s breathing quickened before Nora had even touched her. Her eyes darted to the toy strapped to Nora’s hips and her pelvis rocked back and forth unconsciously.

    Nora slowly took Maddie’s ankles in her hands and bent her legs, then brought them up just like she’d pictured earlier. She knelt on the edge of the bed, braced herself on one arm and, hovering over Maddie, used her free hand to guide the tip of her cock to Maddie’s pussy.

    Their eyes met when Nora dragged the dildo from Maddie’s entrance to her clit and back in a maddeningly slow pattern and Nora was rendered completely weak by the way Maddie’s pretty mouth formed a perfect O to let a long low moan out. Shaking with arousal, Nora pushed the tip past Maddie’s opening and in one smooth motion sank all the way in. She groaned when her clit, so sensitive after all of her previous grinding, bumped against the base of the dildo. She could already tell by the way her whole body trembled that it was going to be a strong orgasm.

    “Hold your legs up,” Nora said and Maddie grabbed her knees, holding herself spread open. Her eyes rolled back when Nora pushed deeper, their new position allowing her to reach previously neglected spots inside. “That’s it, baby. Take it all in. You’re my good little slut.” Nora gave another hard, deep thrust for emphasis. Maddie cried out, eyes shutting closed in pleasure. “No, baby, look at me. I want you to watch me fuck you the way you deserve,” Nora breathed out and slammed right back into Maddie, jerking her body and making her perfectly round tits bounce. “I want you to watch me”—a loud moan broke Nora’s sentence on her next push forward—“come inside your tight cunt.” Maddie obliged with difficulty. When her eyes met Nora’s, the vulnerability in them made Nora’s pussy clench. “Fuck.”

    Her thrusts became more shallow. She could feel Maddie’s sticky wetness drenching the shorts harness and it thrilled her to no end. It was such a turn-on for Nora that Maddie loved being fucked roughly. She could pound her all she wanted, seeking her own release, and Maddie soaked the sheets and moaned uncontrollably. “You’re sure enjoying my big cock,” Nora rasped. “The harder I ram it into you, the wetter you get.” Her pelvis followed her words, forcing the breath out of Maddie. “You really are a whore, huh?”

    Maddie’s pitiful cry at being called out was Nora’s new obsession. That Maddie got hotter from the vulgar things Nora had been thinking but never dared say out loud before felt dirty and freeing all at the same time. Nora cupped her flushed face, her thumb pushing past Maddie’s full lower lip. Maddie wasted no time sucking on it.

    “Fuck, you’re perfect.” Nora moaned—awe and adoration, and urgent need. She took her thumb out, despite a plaintive whimper, and sneaked her hand between their sweaty bodies to circle Maddie’s swollen clit. Her heaving chest and frantic gasping told Nora how close she was. “Come for me, slut…Come for me, baby.”

    Maddie made an effort to acknowledge what Nora had said, but it was clear in her eyes she was barely holding on to sanity.

    On Nora’s next thrust she broke. Her eyes shut tight and her cries filled their bedroom. Nora let her head fall into the juncture between Maddie’s neck and her shoulder, still rubbing her clit and pumping in and out in an increasingly jerky rhythm. Convulsions started first low in her belly, then her orgasm swept over her whole body. Nora’s mouth formed a silent scream, her sounds muted by Maddie’s skin. She could taste the salt of her sweat and feel the pulsation of the vein in her throat against her lips, and it was all so intense Nora was sure she would burst. Instead, she collapsed on top of Maddie, both of them shivering and shaking from the aftershocks.

    Nora basked in their afterglow. Maddie was drawing random patterns with light fingertips on her back. They lay entwined for a couple of minutes before Nora got another naughty thought. She was too spent for another round and Maddie’s pussy had to be too tender after all that fucking, but Nora had to have one final look at her work.

    She lifted herself off Maddie whose questioning eyes were right upon her as she shifted. Sitting back on her heels, Nora gently pulled out. Her mouth slowly dropped open as she revealed Maddie’s poor hole, all stretched out from her cock. “Fu-uck, baby…I want you to see yourself.”

    Maddie braced herself on her elbows to peer at whatever Nora had seen between her legs. “What is it?” Alarm rang in her voice. “Did I bleed?”

    “No, baby. Did I hurt you?” It was Nora’s turn to panic. Did Maddie have any reason to think she might have?

    Maddie shook her head. “No. But what are you looking at then?”

    “Your pretty fucked out pussy…” Nora couldn’t help her smile. “Come here, get on all fours.” She positioned Maddie with her butt in the air directly across from the mirror and sat beside her. Maddie craned her head to see the reflection. Nora held her butt cheeks apart, her fingers lightly tracing the slightly stretched rim of her asshole, then dipping a bit lower to her gaping pussy. Maddie blushed an even brighter shade of red. “Look at you, baby,” Nora marveled at her work. “My perfect dirty whore.” Nora’s hand landed with a smack on Maddie’s butt cheek, triggering a feeble moan.

    “Yes,” Maddie said. “I am. And I am so glad you finally let go with me.”

    So am I. Nora’s gaze shifted from the pornographic sight of Maddie’s recently abandoned holes, yet to resume their previous form, to her own face in the mirror. Messy bed-hair, a deep red flush all over her face and collarbones, and an indecent look of satisfaction. She had opened Pandora’s box tonight and what came out was definitely not becoming of a proper lady.

    

  
  
    Not Like Other Girls

    

    Mila was a fanatic. Lauren watched her raise her eyes to her husband as if staring up at Christ the Redeemer. The stainless steel choker around her neck was not very subtle either. Did kinky couples really have to be so corny and cringe? Like, we get it. You take orders from your husband. Chill.

    Aaron was pretty mediocre. The gall of some men. He really seemed to think he was God. Or a God. Mila, with her unquestioning adoration, had given him a God complex. Sure, he was handsome, had brains in his head—a rarity—and was courteous enough, but if Mila was to be believed, he also hung the sun in the sky. What a joke heterosexual marriage was. Lauren could scarcely believe there were still people who considered her own marriage a poor imitation. When Noa was so far from a mediocre white man demanding adulation.

    She looked at Noa out of the corner of her eye, still nodding along to Mila’s work story. If anyone deserved adulation it was Noa, but paradoxically, she wasn’t one to demand it…or know what to do with it. Besides, their marriage was nothing like Mila and Aaron’s. It was fine to get your ass smacked sometimes—who didn’t like that—but out of the bedroom there was no force on earth that could make Lauren do something she didn’t want to. And get punished for disobedience? Like she was a child? Forget it.

    “So then she was like, ‘Oh, I can’t, I have to find someone to watch the baby,’ and we all had to reschedule.” Mila’s wide green eyes doubled in size for emphasis. “A call with Japan. Because there was no one to watch her baby!”

    Lauren snorted. “Her husband?”

    “Oh, no,” Mila said, “can’t have hubby ‘babysit.’” She rolled her eyes. “She canceled on us last Friday too. Hubby didn’t see the point of girls’ night out.”

    A bit hypocritical of Mila. Lauren happened to know she had to ask permission from Aaron to go out too. Apparently, Aaron dispensed his gracious approvals more readily than that poor woman’s husband, but so what. It was the principle.

    “God, I can’t imagine asking someone.” Lauren groaned. “I’m sorry, I know it’s not very girls-support-girls of me to say, but some women are so pathetic. Did we really fight for rights only to throw them away the moment someone’s crusty son deigns to promote us to a mommy-bang-maid?”

    Mila withered at that. It was barely perceptible, but enough to invoke a tinge of guilt in Lauren. She wasn’t going to apologize, though. For what? For speaking the truth?

    “I don’t think it’s pathetic to derive joy from your family,” Mila said, defensiveness drenching her voice. They were no longer talking about her co-worker. Beside her, Aaron looked a little uncomfortable, but he was clearly going to sit this one out. “Maybe you just don’t know what it’s like to be so devoted to someone.”

    “Nope, I don’t.” Lauren shrugged. She had never been a particularly devout anything. Her love for Noa felt bigger than the sky, but devotion was the kind of cult-y thing she’d always stayed away from ever since Jehovah’s Witnesses knocked on her door when she was thirteen. “Like, I know some women are content to be just wives and mothers, but it could never be me. I’m not that type. There’s nothing that could compare to the freedom of doing exactly what I want without having to be home for dinner and bedtime. There’s not a person in the world worth that.”

    Beside her, Noa smirked. Lauren sensed more than saw it and could easily translate the meaning. Noa loved her independence. She was self-assured enough to appreciate it, confident enough to make space for it. Sometimes Lauren wondered at her luck. Marrying Noa was like winning the lottery twice.

    “I used to think that too,” Mila said, now more smug than defensive. “Ten years ago, I couldn’t have imagined how much happier I’d be…” The unspoken ending of that sentence was: once I embraced my husband’s leadership.

    In some ways, Mila sounded exactly like a tradwife. If you didn’t know it was kink, you’d assume she had a Ballerina-Farm-style Instagram account full of photos of her cooking meals from scratch with a baby strapped to her chest and a toddler on her hip.

    Lauren had heard the story: Mila was once a free spirit too. Except, she called it trust issues and swore that all it took to resolve them was finally meeting a man she could lean on and “just relax.” Ten years together clearly entitled her to condescension. Lauren and Noa had only been married for one—how could Lauren even begin to imagine that kind of connection?

    “Good for you, Milli Vanilli, but some of us are just not wired like that.” Lauren usually backed down—arguing was pointless—but the implication of Mila’s words today stung more than usual. Lauren wasn’t defective simply because she didn’t let another person’s wants and needs trump her own under the guise of love. “There’s no connection, no matter how meaningful, that I’d choose over my freedom. I’d rather burn my house down than be locked in it.”

    If anyone knew about being locked in, it was Lauren. She’d had what they called “a sheltered childhood”. A nice euphemism for being controlled and isolated. Her mother’s paranoia and her father’s dictatorial tendencies had kept her under lock and key, both literally and metaphorically. Lauren didn’t even know what a friends’ sleepover looked like. She’d never been allowed trick-or-treating. As for dating, that was apparently a gateway drug to prostitution or something equally as outrageous, as far as her mother was concerned.

    She turned eighteen, went away for school, got a job and never looked back.

    It’s not that she didn’t value connection or enjoy staying in on a Friday night, her feet in Noa’s lap, both of them reading a paperback. She even sent a text when she was going to be late from work… despite her earlier declaration. But her independence had saved her once and she wasn’t going to simply discard it now that she was married like it was as redundant as her I’ve never done that underwear. She hadn’t even changed her name. Everyone expected her to take Noa’s last name, because of course they did, but she didn’t. She had been Lauren Ellis for thirty-one years and she refused to add even a hyphen.

    “You can’t be okay with this.” Mila was looking at Noa now. “You must butt heads all the time. I mean, she’s as stubborn as a yeast infection.”

    Okay, points for the colorful comparison, but also what the fuck? Before Lauren could jump in, Noa wrapped an arm around her shoulders and simply said, “Yep. I know who I married.”

    Lauren melted in her arms. Not with the awestruck reverence Mila collapsed into Aaron. Lauren’s trust, her ability to “just relax” were entirely the result of feeling fully accepted. For everything she was—and everything she wasn’t.

    The waitress appeared and Mila seemed to give up on arguing. Lauren didn’t miss how Aaron ordered for her, gave her a raised-eyebrows look, but otherwise refused to continue their spat.

    
     

    It was pretty late when they got home. Lauren had sobered in the passenger seat—she’d always been such a lightweight, all it took was one fruity cocktail—thankful for Noa’s offer to be the one driving on the way back. Still, some lingering rum daze prompted her to ask, “You don’t buy any of that crap, do you?” She kicked off her high heels and sighed when her bare feet hit the cold wooden flooring. Whoever invented high heeled shoes must hold the mere notion of comfort in contempt.

    “What, about reducing prices? Not for the end consumer, no.” Noa turned on the light in their kitchen and went to the fridge.

    “No, I mean…” Lauren paused in the doorway and watched her take out her water bottle: arm and back muscles subtly flexing under her black T-shirt, the familiar lines of her tattoos extending from under the short sleeve right to her wrist. God, how was she so sexy? As Noa tipped the bottle to her lips, Lauren observed the way her throat worked, and warmth pooled in her belly. It wasn’t the blinding urgency of lust, but it was definitely the heat of simmering arousal. She coughed. “I mean the whole…devotion thing.”

    Noa looked at her with confusion for a moment, or uncertainty. Then she left the bottle on the counter and walked up to her. “I know you love me, baby,” she said, wrapping both arms around Lauren’s waist. “I don’t need you to be anyone other than yourself.” She pulled Lauren closer until their noses touched and when she spoke again her breath ghosted over Lauren’s lips. “Stubborn. And feisty. And impatient.” She gave Lauren a little kiss, their lips barely brushing. “And smart. And sarcastic.” Another kiss followed, this one just a little deeper, the barest hint of tongue. “And kind. And affectionate…” A deeper kiss this time, Noa’s tongue gaining entry, turning Lauren’s brain to mush, making her knees weak. “And mine.”

    Mine.

    “Yours,” Lauren repeated softly before Noa’s mouth captured hers again.

    When Noa said “mine,” she didn’t mean mine like property. Mine like a pair of jeans. Mine like a refrigerator. Mine like a car. She meant mine like a garden to tend to. Mine like a path to walk. Mine like a story to unfold. Mine like responsibility and mine like a promise.

    Lauren was glad to be hers in that way. To belong with her. Not to her.

    They kissed for a moment longer before Lauren pulled back and said, “I’m happy you haven’t tired yet, of the old ball-and-chain.”

    Noa smiled. “I thought you were against chains, baby.”

    Cute. Lauren hoped she’d never stop teasing her. Instead of responding, she bit her lower lip, all faux innocence, then turned in Noa’s arms, rubbed her ass against Noa’s fly without an ounce of subtlety, and said over her shoulder, “I’ll get ready for bed.”

    She took her time in the shower and then busied herself with her bottles of lotions and perfume on the vanity that seemed to exist in a perpetual state of disarray, no matter how many times Lauren tidied.

    She took out the bottle of lube from the drawer and placed it on Noa’s nightstand, then took her satin robe off and sat on the bed, on Noa’s side, just as she heard her turn off the shower. Seconds ticked by in her mind as she waited, and she couldn’t have waited more than a minute. It was enough to make her nervous. When Noa entered their bedroom—a towel wrapped around her hips, rubbing the moisture off her short hair with another—the fluttering in Lauren’s belly only intensified.

    Noa quickly hid her surprise. Surely, it wasn’t extraordinary to have your wife wait for you naked on the bed…

    “What’s that, baby?” Noa’s voice was the kind of hoarse romance novels described in gratuitous detail as she stared into Lauren’s eyes and tipped her head to indicate the bottle of lube.

    Lauren swallowed. What she was about to say could either be taken very, very well…or lead to an awkward conversation, forcing them both to acknowledge what had been happening recently. And what it meant. And what—

    Lauren stood. Within touching distance of Noa, that’s where she wanted to be. So she could reach out. So Noa could.

    “I…it’s for…it’s so you can…” She swallowed again over the unease that had lodged itself in her throat. “So you can fuck me however you like.”

    She didn’t need to say more, Noa knew. For weeks now they’d been doing this. Noa had been doing this. And Lauren was game. Even though she often didn’t remember much in the morning. But knowing that it had happened…oh, God.

    Her breath came out in short little huffs, her lungs suddenly too shallow for a full inhale.

    It started after the funeral. Lauren suspected Noa was seeking comfort more than sexual gratification. She’d woken her up in the middle of the night, restless, desperate to touch her as if to make sure she was still there. Lauren had been barely awake, but happy to let Noa take whatever she wanted, body yielding to Noa’s searching hands in the warmth of slumber still clinging to their bed. Drowsy and mumbling, Lauren had assured her that it was okay. She drifted in and out of sleep, but she could clearly remember Noa’s body, feverishly hot, going stiff on top of her, moaning muffled by the crook of her shoulder. It made her shiver every time.

    Then it happened again the following night. Noa—guilt and reluctance tinting her voice—reaching for her in the dark, and Lauren—eyelids too heavy, words slurred from the stickiness of sleep in her throat—assuring her it was okay. Of course it was. It was okay every night after that too. Lauren wasn’t always awake for the whole thing, but she often recalled snippets of it in the morning. Noa’s fingers on her clit. The weight of Noa’s arm around her waist, holding her close, holding her in place. Being entered slowly. Noa’s thrusting, restrained, her moans, quiet. Sometimes she touched herself to it when she woke up, Noa already half-way to work. It felt like something she wasn’t supposed to enjoy. She wasn’t supposed to allow. And that only made it hotter.

    They didn’t acknowledge it during the day, like it was a secret. Something dirty, almost illicit. It turned Lauren’s solo sessions—that she previously considered a mere release of tension—mind-numbingly erotic.

    Realization dawned in Noa’s eyes. She took a step closer, dropping the towel she’d used to dry her hair. “You’re not just okay with it,” she said, her tone awed and a little bit taunting. “It turns you on.” As if to check, her hand landed between Lauren’s bare thighs, fingers lightly slipping over her clit.

    It was hard to deny it, caught between Noa’s hand on the small of her back and her fingers toying with her clearly wet pussy. So she said nothing, simply gasping and rolling her hips in response. It had been a while since she was fully awake for this. Life got busy and sometimes evenings had to be spent working on personal projects, not fucking. Nights where she woke up to Noa’s fingers or cock pushing inside her weren’t a substitute for the sex marathons they were capable of when life was less chaotic. But maybe tonight…

    “So I can fuck you however I want?” Noa asked more for effect than to make sure she’d heard correctly. All Lauren could do was bite her lower lip and nod, completely mesmerized by the expression of cockiness on Noa’s face. If it weren’t completely earned, it would make her look like a douchebag. Fortunately for Lauren, Noa had every right to be cocky. She circled Lauren’s entrance with practiced ease, just the way Lauren liked it, the barest hint of penetration and—

    She took her hand away.

    “So I can fuck you however I want?” Noa repeated her question more firmly.

    “Y-yes.” Lauren’s voice was all croaky, needy, her mouth dry from breathing through it. Noa seemed to find it amusing. Fine lines formed in the corners of her lips.

    “I thought you weren’t one of those women who gave it their all for their spouses.” Teasing, clearly. Noa’s eyes sparkled with the pleasure of provoking her. Lauren was less appreciative of the cockiness now.

    “I’m not giving you—” Her voice broke from the mixture of emotions clogging her throat. It made heat rise to her face. Her body wouldn’t even allow her the small dignity of concealing exactly how turned on she was. Still, she tried to feign contrariness. “I’m not giving you anything I can’t take away.”

    Noa was silent for a second too long. Thinking. She took a half step back and said, “Take it away then. Go on.”

    What?

    Lauren stood glued to the floor, head spinning, trying to decide if Noa was daring her or giving her an out. Or if she was disappointed by Lauren’s show of defiance. She didn’t look disappointed. And yet Lauren didn’t know how to respond.

    As if sensing that, Noa added, “Go on, baby. Put your nightie on. Or at least underwear. You’re not going to bed completely naked, are you? Put your panties on.”

    A silent gasp left Lauren’s mouth ajar. Like usual, Noa outmaneuvered her.

    She felt so silly. She had to see this coming. She could call Noa’s bluff and put her panties back on like she used to. It was hard to recall now a time Lauren slept in her underwear. She’d done away with panties when Noa started reaching for her at night, she’d decided to make it easier. Make herself—

    Her face grew warmer. God. She couldn’t back out now. Noa wasn’t bluffing. And Lauren needed her so badly, her whole body hummed. There was something unspeakably hot about the way Noa had backed her into a metaphorical corner. It only made her more aware of the pulsing, the slickness, the heat of her skin.

    Which didn’t stop her from going for one last subterfuge.

    “I don’t want to,” she said, voice nearly steady. It was true in the strictest sense. And yet it wasn’t a complete capitulation. An admission of need. Of something deeper, stronger than her will.

    Noa smiled and Lauren could swear she heard the clicking of a trap. Noa stepped closer, so close her nipples brushed Lauren’s. The touch was electrifying, goose-bump-inducing, fire-starting. It knocked Lauren off balance, it made her analyze her words for missteps.

    “Exactly,” Noa said. “You don’t want to. See, other women…” Her fingertips traced a path from Lauren’s ribs down her belly and lower. She rubbed the pads of two fingers on either side of Lauren’s clit until Lauren shivered. A jolt of electricity ran up her body. “…have sex to get their husbands to stop bothering them. Because it’s been too long or because it’s Valentine’s Day or an anniversary. But you…you want me to fuck you however I like. You want me to find you completely naked when I wake up. You even put lube on my nightstand, baby.”

    Judge, jury, and executioner.

    Lauren parted her thighs half-consciously. Noa’s little snort was infuriating. But then her touch became firmer, she pressed harder…and it was so worth it. So, so worth it. Noa’s finger pushed inside just a little and Lauren clenched like she didn’t ever want to release her.

    Then Noa was gone, way too soon again. Lauren tracked her with her eyes—hazy panic rising, spiraling outward from the pit of her stomach—as Noa tossed her towel into the hamper.

    “What are you doing?” The question was silly. Noa opened the top drawer and it was clear what she was doing, what she was looking for. The sheer anticipation made Lauren vibrate like she was trying to burst out of her skin. Too heated, too sensitive, too responsive. She shouldn’t be playing along. Noa was clearly proving a point. But oh, God, was she right. Lauren wanted her, wanted to give her everything.

    “You said I could fuck you however I like.” Noa shrugged, securing the harness around her hips.

    Lauren couldn’t look away if she wanted to. Noa was outrageously good-looking in everyday clothes, but she broke the scale in a strap-on, all hard edges and smooth curves, and bare skin. If Lauren could spend the night kissing and licking every exposed inch of it, she would greet the morning with no regrets, sleep be damned.

    Noa gave her a knowing look.

    She cupped Lauren’s face and Lauren leaned into it like a cat demanding more attention. Except she wasn’t demanding, she was asking, pleading, begging. It was probably too late to save face anyway. Noa could tell exactly how needy she was. And it didn’t really have to mean anything. Anything other than that.

    Noa’s kiss, immediately deep and demanding, tasted vaguely like her coconut toothpaste and it made Lauren’s chest tighten. Not a bad taste for her next 18,262 good night kisses.

    Noa pulled away with a half-smile. She took a step back and tossed one of their decorative pillows to the floor on the side of the bed, saying nothing. Clearly, Lauren was meant to read between the lines.

    It took her a couple of seconds, but realization followed. She blinked and looked down at the green velvety fabric dotted with tiny embroidered flowers.

    Noa sat on the bed, the pillow in her feet—a clear invitation.

    You said I could fuck you however I like.

    Lauren squeezed her legs together. Sinking to her knees—like spanking—was one more of those things best enjoyed in the bedroom and not outside of it.

    She couldn’t deny how much it turned her on, but she also couldn’t justify it. So she was left there, suspended in the moment, arousal slicking her thighs, the edges of the world blurring and pulsing around her.

    Noa looked at her with quiet expectation. As if the outcome was predetermined, but she held it in a loose hand. In the glow of the bedside lamp her face looked so much softer, the blue of her eyes warmer. Inviting. Corrupting. Like she was saying “Come on, baby, what’s the matter? It’s me. Get on your knees for me.”

    And Lauren succumbed. She kneeled on the pillow. At Noa’s feet.

    Noa looked… proud. It made kneeling feel like even more of a surrender. The way she gathered Lauren’s hair in her fist, patronizingly, the way she pulled to get Lauren closer, insistently, made Lauren bite back a moan.

    “Now,” she said, “I’m gonna teach you how to blow me.”

    Huh?

    “Do I not do a good job?” Her voice came out high-pitched at the end, childishly petulant. Granted, she’d only tried a couple of times and had effectively zero previous experience. But still. She thought she was decent at it.

    “You do, baby.” Noa’s reassurance was delivered softly, her hand caressed Lauren’s cheek with tenderness that went against the way she gripped her hair. “But since you want me to fuck you however I want…”

    Oh. Oh. Noa really meant this. It wasn’t going to be just for show. Just for the theatrics of it. Lauren gasped, lewd images already filling her mind. Her eyes shut closed.

    “Nuh-huh.” Noa tapped her cheek. “Eyes on me.”

    God. Of course. Eyes on her. Lauren made eye contact, all intentional and bold, then took Noa’s cock in her hand and licked around the tip, noting how it made Noa smile.

    “Like this?” If this was going to be a lesson, she might as well feign the innocence of inexperience.

    “Yes, baby, just like this.” The crease in the corner of Noa’s mouth was ominous, but Lauren decided she’d tease until she wasn’t allowed to.

    Demonstratively, eyes still on Noa, she licked from bottom to top and down again. Maybe this wasn’t just for show, but a show never hurt. She repeated the move a couple more times before swirling her tongue around the subtly defined head again.

    Noa seemed to enjoy watching her just fine, but she was doing so more with amusement than arousal. Lauren upped her game by moving her hand at the base as if jerking her off. She knew how Noa liked it, slow and steady at first. Noa rolled her hips into it. Controlled. Deliberate.

    Lauren punctuated the movement with her wrist, pressing harder when they met, and was rewarded by a string of gasps and soft moans, Noa’s smile slipping. Self-satisfaction wanted to spill out of her, she could barely suppress a grin. Oh, she loved the power she had over Noa in that moment.

    “This feels so good, baby,” Noa said, “but I don’t want a handjob tonight.” She took Lauren’s wrist—her fingers completing a circle around it—and removed her hand from the shaft. “Hold them behind your back.”

    Fuck. Lauren’s vision blurred until her eyes shut closed, her neglected pussy clenching on nothing. Noa sure knew how to turn the tables.

    “Hey.” Another tap on her cheek. “Eyes open. Look at me.”

    It was a tall order, but Lauren fought her reflexes. Noa’s face loomed above her, the angle playing with the shadows in their bedroom, the blue of her eyes swallowed by the black of her pupils.

    She could put an end to this whenever she wanted to. She could say “No, I’d rather not, actually,” and Noa would simply accept that, and they’d have simple, uncomplicated, marital sex. In fact, she probably should—this position was demeaning enough as it was.

    Instead, she put both hands behind her, compelled by the sincerity in Noa’s request, and knitted her fingers together. For a moment, she could barely recognize herself. She pictured herself from the outside—on her knees at her wife’s feet, hair held firmly in her wife’s fist, hands out of the way—and her heart started racing. This must be some other Lauren. Someone who had hijacked her body. Someone who had replaced all complex, tangled thoughts in her head with a single, simple focus: to please Noa.

    When Noa smiled approvingly and gently caressed her cheek, Lauren melted. Every tiny little muscle in her body went slack. Projects at work, fights with her mother, annoying little health concerns, it all slipped her mind.

    “Just like that, baby,” Noa said and guided Lauren’s head to her lap. Almost on instinct Lauren wrapped her lips around the cock in front of her, eyes locked on Noa. Her cheeks burned with embarrassment. As Noa pushed her head down, slowly, Lauren felt her grasp on dignity weaken.

    She had seen porn. She wasn’t a prude. She’d even watched some with an ex-girlfriend, quietly wondering about the appeal of two obviously straight women play-pretending sex. But what she and Noa were doing felt so much more pornographic somehow. Because she clearly wasn’t giving Noa a blowjob.

    No. A blowjob, if porn was to be trusted, was when an enthusiastic, sexually liberated woman voraciously gobbled up an impressive penis (attached to a mostly stoic man, who occasionally let out a grunt or two), smiling the entire time as if the whole ordeal was akin to a Disneyland trip.

    Noa clearly didn’t want that.

    Her grip on Lauren’s hair was nearly painful. And Lauren knew she wasn’t supposed to find that hot. But she did. So hot she felt like a burning building, on the brink of collapse. One light touch down her spine and she’d crumble. Noa’s fingers on her clit, just pressing down, not even rubbing, and she’d come.

    Instead of touching her, Noa pushed her head down, slowly but firmly, her blue eyes holding Lauren captive. Studying her.

    All fight left Lauren then, every last protest.

    She could always back off. She could put her hands on Noa’s thighs or on her arm and Noa would notice and stop, and then Lauren would say “I’m sorry, but I don’t like it, I just don’t—”

    Except that would be a lie. Of sorts. Because she didn’t like it. Not really. Not the way she liked spring sunshine and sundaes. Unlike sundaes, Noa forcing her mouth down on her cock was unpleasant. Uncomfortable. Wrong. Degrading. And so fucking sexy it made Lauren’s head swim with the dizziness of it.

    She was sure she was making a mess on the pillow.

    Noa pushed her head down again and the cock hit the back of Lauren’s throat. Tears welled in her eyes and she moaned—stop and please, and yes.

    Noa’s moan was different. Her head rolled back as she held Lauren there, not advancing, but not letting up either. “Just like that.” And then she looked down at Lauren again and brushed away a tear with her thumb. “Just like that.”

    Lauren felt her throat trying to close against the foreign object and when it couldn’t, she gagged. She hated the sound. It was obscene and offensive. Something out of a crude joke. But it hit her like the first drag off a joint. Her body softened, unwound, and she sank deeper into something vast and primordial, something she didn’t know how to swim back up from.

    Noa pulled her off her cock, enough to let her gulp air, and then repeated the whole process all over again. And again. And again. And again…

    Lauren stopped counting. Her universe shrunk to a single focal point: Noa’s pleasure. Noa’s gasps, the way she moaned—broken, messy sounds. Noa’s thighs slightly shaking, Lauren sensed it without having to look, without having to take her eyes off Noa’s. The smell of Noa’s arousal, thick and musky, hanging in the air, making the room feel humid. Noa’s praise, hissed and whispered, that made every ache worth it.

    Noa came with a shudder. Quiet, head tipped back, she held Lauren in place. Her whole body tight like the string of a musical instrument close to breaking. She collapsed on the bed with a sigh, all sweaty and panting, and released Lauren’s hair.

    Lauren faltered. She inhaled deeply, spit dripping down her chin, and braced herself on Noa’s thighs, vaguely wondering if she was supposed to ask permission to use her hands.

    Noa didn’t seem to mind. “Good job, baby.” She breathed heavily against Lauren’s face, peppering her skin with kisses—the bridge of Lauren’s nose, her cheeks, her eyebrows… And Lauren basked in her affection like it was sunshine, warmth spreading down her body. She felt dizzy, untethered. All of the foggy impulses her brain was sending pointed to Noa.

    Like she’d never experienced need before tonight. Now all she wanted was to climb Noa’s lap and rub herself against Noa, and claw at Noa’s back, and breathe Noa in, and let Noa take her, and—

    Noa got to her feet and extended an arm toward Lauren. Lauren took it and stood up on legs that felt as unstable as platforms drifting in the ocean. The pulse between her thighs was driving her insane. There was something consuming about the ache, the emptiness. She pressed herself into Noa eagerly, seeking relief, and Noa enveloped her in an embrace, hands stroking her back, up and down.

    “You did so well, baby,” she said, her breath tickling Lauren’s ear. “Let’s go to sleep, hm?”

    Lauren pulled back. “Sleep?”

    “Yes, it’s getting quite late. Let’s go to sleep.”

    “But…” Lauren’s hips swayed, her mound brushing against Noa’s cock. Sleep was the last thing on her mind. She tried to angle her pelvis, get just a little friction, just a little pressure. Noa laughed. It was a soft sound, muted. She held Lauren’s head in both hands and kissed her, deep and deliberately sloppy. Lauren was going to burst.

    “Let’s go to sleep, baby.” Again. With that insistent, gentle tone.

    “But what about me?” Lauren hated how petulant her question came off. Like she was asking for something that didn’t go without saying. But it did. It had. Always.

    “What about you?” Noa kept cupping her face, all sweet and loving.

    “I want to come.”

    “Because I did?”

    Yes! God, wasn’t it obvious? Lauren tried to still her hips, but they kept on swaying, rocking, seeking Noa. Did she have to beg? Was that what Noa was trying to do, get her to beg?

    “Because that’s how it goes?” Noa asked again, a question that didn’t invite an answer. “You’re right, that’s how it goes. In most marriages, if you give your partner a blowjob, it’s understood that you’re getting something in return. It’s only fair.” Oh, God. Where was this going? Lauren was ready to sob. She was dripping down her thighs, throbbing and empty. “But our marriage is different.” Noa’s gaze was intense, despite the warmth in her voice. “Because you’re not like other wives, baby.”

    Lauren threw her head back with a wail. Noa was torturing her to prove a point. And the worst of all was, Lauren had walked every step of the way here willingly, eagerly. Blindly.

    She tried one last time, already tasting loss. “But—”

    Noa wouldn’t let her finish. “Remember how you asked me to fuck you however I like? I did. Now we’re going to sleep.” She held her in place, still as gentle.

    This wasn’t a game. A game Lauren could win. Figure out the right moves or fight dirty. But Noa wasn’t testing her or teasing. Her resolve had always been as sexy as it was infuriating. Lauren didn’t need years of experience to know she wouldn’t budge.

    Pulling back the duvet, Noa said, “Come on,” and Lauren’s shoulders dropped in defeat. She hesitated only for a second longer, prompting Noa to say, “Get in bed, Lauren.” Her tone was firm, composed. A thrill coursed through Lauren.

    Still shaking with arousal and adrenaline, she got between the covers and felt the mattress shift behind her. Noa’s heavy arm around her middle pinned her to the bed. Noa curled against her and the cock pressed into Lauren’s ass.

    A click. Then darkness. Lauren’s heart still pounded. Her skin tingled, oversensitive, nearly painful where the tips of Noa’s fingers grazed her belly. But the worst of all were the faint spasms. Her pussy was trying to draw Noa in. Lauren pictured it, could almost feel it, her body refusing to accept reality. If only her hips could stop rocking, maybe she’d sleep…

    “Shhh.” Noa placed a hand on Lauren’s hip bone to still her. “Settle, baby. It’ll go away.”

    Lauren could still feel the tiny embroidered flowers of the pillow etched into her knees.

    

  
  
    Teacher’s Pet

    

    Sara’s voice had a quality to it Natalie had tried to pin down for as long as she’d known her. It was clear, sweet but not saccharine, and soft in the comforting way of a worn cotton T-shirt. It dipped and rose in a rhythm that made Natalie’s chest expand, warmth sipping into every corner of her body. It curled around the words like water over a riverbed stone, rendering their meaning secondary. God. If Sara ever decided to narrate audiobooks, she would single-handedly drive illiteracy to levels no conservative movement ever could.

    “Stop staring at me.” Sara put the book down, all faux annoyance and reproach.

    “Am I supposed to stare at the ceiling instead?”

    “No. You are supposed to listen.” She put a finger between the pages and let the book rest in her lap. Lots of people looked better in muted lighting—that’s why, Natalie suspected, candles were such an integral part of any romantic evening worth the title—but Sara’s delicate features glowed in the light of the bedside lamp.

    “I am listening.”

    “Uh-huh. What happened to Drew just now?”

    “Fine. You got me. I was staring. As if it’s my fault you’re so beautiful.” Though, admittedly, it was a bit embarrassing to stare at your girlfriend, hand under your chin, like the heroine of a young adult novel. One single dreamy sigh separated Natalie—a grown woman who knew more about critical theory than most people cared to hear—from a sixteen-year-old discovering the highs of love.

    Sara rolled her eyes. She reached for the folded piece of notebook paper she used as a bookmark and slipped it in place of her finger.

    “Well, that’s not fair,” Natalie said. “I get distracted for a moment and you stop reading?”

    “You have an interesting definition of a moment. Now I know why you’re fifteen minutes late to all of our dates.” Sara left the book on the nightstand and turned to face Natalie, her hand pressing down on the pillow. “Here. You can stare all you want.”

    “That’s so gracious of you. Giving me first row seats. It’s like I’m in the Louvre and someone pushed the crowd away from the Mona Lisa.”

    “Jesus, if I had known you were so corny—”

    “Careful what you say next.”

    “I would’ve”—Sara shimmied under the covers, her knee brushing Natalie’s thigh—“taken these off from the start.” Her hand came out holding the simple pair of cream-colored panties she’d worn under her baggy Pearl Jam T-shirt.

    Natalie let her mouth hang open. “Fucking the corny out of me, is that the plan?”

    “Oh, are you complaining?” Sara’s voice dropped. Soothing to sexy, it was a flawless, effortless transition. Natalie had searched for a word to describe the casual cruelty of that suggestive note. The way it tangled her insides. The way it made her aware of the radial motion of her blood. “I can put them back on…”

    Natalie grabbed Sara’s wrist before she could deliver on her threat. “No take-backsies.” If Sara didn’t look so pleased, Natalie would be a bit embarrassed. Surely, she ought to be. Wanting, needing had never brought up anything other than feelings of shame. Sarcasm and a cynical outlook had always been her best lines of defense. Love—a word she only ever used when speaking of her academic pursuits—was a frivolous activity, much like frolicking, best left to girls who had nothing better to do, nothing more to offer. Natalie, in contrast, was smart. She knew the grim statistics and wasn’t going to bet on uncertainty.

    But as Sara wrapped her leg around Natalie’s bare hip and tossed the panties to the floor, Natalie felt every perfectly reasonable argument slip out of her head through the ear. Like seawater at the beach.

    “You can’t be all corny and sappy, and mushy all of the time,” Sara said. Her eyes narrowed, darker in the dim light. “Do you ever…” Her index finger halted its journey down Natalie’s chest. Uncertainty expanded in the empty space between them.

    “Do I ever what?”

    “Have any…fantasies…that aren’t…corny…and sappy…and mushy?”

    Natalie’s inhale was shallow. The air instantly grew denser. She’d had all sorts of fantasies involving Sara for almost as long as she’d known her. When they first met on campus, both chasing the same shiny title to add to their names, Natalie fantasized about taking Sara out for a coffee and dazzling her with humor and charm. Later, when they’d started dating, somewhat casually and without much fanfare, Natalie fantasized about wooing Sara into a long weekend away so she could kiss every inch of her skin—starting with the hollow behind her ear and ending at the roundedness of her ankle—with no deadlines and responsibilities looming over them. Now, as familiarity was starting to alchemize longing into safety, her fantasies were shifting again.

    “You mean like…” She searched for a word, one that wouldn’t make her sound like a dork. “Something…kinkier?”

    The mattress dipped as Sara moved closer, the skin of her inner thigh burning against Natalie’s hip. “Yeah,” Sara said, almost a whisper. It wasn’t for the sake of their neighbors. It was a token of intimacy, an acknowledgment of vulnerability. “Maybe something a little…unethical.”

    “Unethical?” Natalie swallowed. It was a cool evening and yet sweat beaded at the back of her neck. Sara’s body radiated heat, and the thoughts it inspired didn’t help one bit.

    “Yes, or, I don’t know…edgy?” Sara stared into her eyes. “Come on. You must be as fucked up as the rest of us.”

    The huff of laughter was involuntary. Fucked up. Probably. Natalie ran through scenarios she could share trying to find the balance between uncomfortably revealing and inappropriate for the level of “edgy” they’d already explored—ground level.

    “I mean, I guess…I guess you could say so, um.” She moved closer, barely aware of it, and slid her hand under the edge of Sara’s T-shirt, skimming the smooth surface of her lower back. “I sometimes…fantasize…that I’m, uh, a professor.”

    “Ooh, I like the touch of realism. Give it a few more years and you will be.”

    Natalie smiled. Even in the midst of sexy talk, she could count on Sara to make it about supporting her dreams.

    “I love you,” she said. “You’re by far my favorite human.”

    Sara glanced at the ceiling, the living picture of exasperation, and said, “Enough with the mush, give me the dirty stuff.” Then, quieter, “I love you too…”

    “Okay, fine. You want it unethical? Here’s unethical. In my fantasy, the one where I’m a professor, you are my student.” Natalie’s heart thumped against her chest as if to drive the point home: this was a risky revelation. But Sara didn’t leave her wondering for long what the reception would be.

    “Yeah? A bright-eyed freshman you call into your office one day?” Her face lit up. Natalie let out the breath she’d been holding. “Maybe I’m not living up to my potential. Maybe I turned in an assignment and it was clear that I’d used AI and you tell me that I have to shape up or risk failing your class. And I would do anything not to fail.”

    Air caught in Natalie’s throat. “Huh, well…not exactly.”

    “No?”

    She shook her head. “It’s more like…you’re such a bright, promising young woman. And of course I show special interest in you. Like, I invite you into my office after classes to discuss the coursework. Offer extra insight, answer all of your questions…”

    “Oh, okay.” Something shifted behind Sara’s eyes. Something denser and heavier replaced the excitement, weighing down her eyelids. “So it’s a slower development then.”

    “Yeah, it’s a process.”

    “A process,” Sara said, her voice breaking into an exhale.

    “Mhm.” Natalie slid her fingers over Sara’s hip, watching her lips part. “I make you feel smart. And interesting.” She traced the curve of Sara’s belly. Smooth, soft skin, warm from their proximity and the flush of arousal. “And since I’m your professor and you are so young and inexperienced…you already idolize me a little.”

    Sara sighed. The sound was small and strangely erotic in its vulnerability. “Yeah, I’m…a little starstruck. And too young to know any better.”

    “Exactly.” She was getting it. And liking it. Natalie cupped her breast under the T-shirt, the weight of it so intimate and known. She teased Sara’s nipple as she said, “You have a little crush on me. It’s normal. So when I lean in and kiss you one day while we’re discussing Derrida, instead of feeling alarmed, you feel so flattered…and excited.”

    “Oh my God.” Sara’s eyes closed as Natalie pinched her nipple, hard, the way she knew she liked it. “Kiss me.” Her voice, that sexy voice of hers, was perfect for begging. “Please” wasn’t even necessary, it was implied.

    Natalie leaned closer, drawn by the pull that had existed between them since the very first day they met. She pressed her lips into Sara’s, lightly, teasingly, the way most of their kisses had started since that first one they shared after their second date. Only now Sara was shier, her mouth reluctantly opening for Natalie. She was playing her part.

    And God, her hesitation shouldn’t be so hot, but it was. Natalie flicked her tongue over the soft edge of her upper lip and Sara’s gasp—genuine surprise and faux innocence—pushed buttons she’d forgotten about. She rolled Sara onto her back and slid her tongue over hers. Any other evening, she would slip her hand between Sara’s thighs and tease her until Sara begged to be fucked. Professor Natalie Dawson was different. She didn’t merely want to make Sara come—she wanted to win over her inhibitions, seduce her out of her integrity, convince her of how overrated decency was.

    “God, I hope none of your students catch wind of how good of a kisser you are,” Sara said when they parted, her breath ghosting over Natalie’s lips.

    “I’m only interested in one freshman,” Natalie said. She pressed her thigh between Sara’s and felt her own need pool in her belly. “She’s been spending a lot of time in my office lately.”

    “Uh-huh. And she doesn’t mind the kissing.” Sara’s hips rose to meet Natalie, hot wetness smearing all over Natalie’s thigh. “She’s barely aware you’re not supposed to kiss her.”

    “Barely aware, huh?”

    “It’s a little foggy.”

    “Yeah, and a little blurry,” Natalie said. “That’s the point.” She gently bit Sara’s lower lip and upon releasing her, added, “I slowly make you question everything.”

    “Oh? You’re manipulating me?” Sara’s eyes lit up. “Gaslighting me even.”

    “Mhm.” Natalie paused for a moment, trying to put into words something that seemed so elusive. “You already idolize me. And you have a crush on me. So even though I’m the real adult and I should know better, in your eyes I can do no wrong.”

    Natalie knew the look on Sara’s face. The fervor of intellectual curiosity tied together with the urge to understand her, to figure her out. “It’s not just the abuse of power that turns you on,” Sara said. “It’s that I let you, that I want you to. That I’d rather question my judgment—everyone else’s judgment—before I question you.”

    In that moment Sara was the hottest thing in the observable universe, hotter than the core of a supernova moments after its collapse into a neutron star. It was the way she made observations about Natalie and the way she voiced them matter-of-factly as if it had never even crossed her mind to judge her.

    “Yes,” Natalie said in a low voice. “And that you’d do things for me you’d never even considered before. And…the moment of uncertainty before that…that’s what does it for me. That moment when you choose to do it.”

    “What things do I do for you, Professor Dawson?”

    Natalie shivered. She’d imagined that particular scenario more than once or twice. And every time it was different. Sometimes she would hike up her skirt, braced against the desk in her office, and Sara would go down on her, and she would go into teacher mode, and Sara would look up at her with those bright eyes of hers as if asking Am I doing this right?

    But sometimes…

    “Well, you’re very inexperienced,” Natalie said. “That’s part of the turn-on.”

    “Am I a virgin?”

    “No?” That part didn’t matter as much. “I don’t know. Maybe you’ve had sex once or twice. Maybe your high school girlfriend went down on you before you went to different colleges. The point is, you’re a bit shy…and a bit nervous to go further than making out. You want it. But…”

    “But I need a little convincing.”

    “Yes.”

    Sara smiled as if she knew a secret she wasn’t gonna share just yet. “Go on. What do you convince me to try?”

    Natalie closed her eyes, letting the fantasy world engulf her. She traced the plane of Sara’s abdomen, noting how it made her breath hitch, and stopped at the short curls of her mound. God, she wanted to sink into her. But the wanting itself was half of the pleasure—she wasn’t about to cut it short. No, she wanted to draw it out, build the anticipation one touch at a time.

    “One day as we’re making out on the couch in my office,” Natalie said softly, nuzzling Sara’s temple, “I slide my hand under your skirt. Slowly at first, just grazing the inside of your knee.” She couldn’t reach Sara’s knee, so she brushed the inside of her thigh instead. Soft skin. Sara’s shaky exhale. And the heat of her pussy just inches away. Natalie could swear every nerve ending in her body was set alight. “You tense a little. You should’ve expected that that’s where things were going, that I’d want to touch you eventually. And it’s not like you haven’t been fantasizing about it. Late at night when your roommate is out partying and you can touch yourself without worrying you’ll wake her.”

    Sara’s breathing changed. A quiet “Oh, God” escaped her. Natalie knew the sounds of Sara’s arousal like the faithful knew Scripture. Every little inhale pulled the knot in her belly tighter. So she slid her fingers up, Sara’s thighs parting on instinct, and moaned when they slipped over Sara’s wet folds with no resistance.

    “You just don’t know what to expect. If I’ll take it slow…or not.” Not. Fuck. She should probably unpack this in therapy. Later. Eventually. Maybe. Now she just wanted to pretend that sweet, innocent Sara was completely at her mercy, in her office after hours. “I keep inching closer to your underwear and you try to remember which pair you put on in the morning. You consider stopping me for a moment. Let’s do this some other time, maybe we should go somewhere else, maybe you should put on something special…But you don’t want to disappoint me. I clearly want to have you now.”

    “Fuck.” Sara tried to get more friction by raising her hips to meet Natalie’s slow, leisurely movements. Play-pretend was getting harder. Real-life Sara wanted to be fucked far more desperately than her anxious and inexperienced fantasy version. No hesitation. They were past all that. In Natalie’s office, however, they weren’t there yet. So Natalie stroked up and down Sara’s slit, uncommittedly. The way she did in her head, on the couch.

    “You let me touch you over your panties—you’re so wet. So wet it’s soaked through and I can’t help moaning into your mouth as I kiss you. I keep imagining fucking you, right here on the couch or on my desk. There’s something dirty about having our first time here in my office, not in a proper bed. It’s a little demeaning, don’t you think?”

    “Uh-huh.”

    Natalie smiled. Sara had been uncharacteristically patient so far. Any other night the begging would’ve started. God forbid you made her wait for an orgasm. My poor baby, Natalie wanted to say, you want me inside already?

    “I rub your clit over your panties and it feels so good…so good you’re about to give in. Maybe you were going to say something before, but now? Now you just want me to keep going, keep building you up.” Natalie drew slow, light circles over Sara’s clit—just short of giving her any real satisfaction. Not enough pressure. Not quite the perfect angle.

    “Oh my God!” It was a groan of protest if Natalie ever heard one. “Fine. Fuck me. God. Just fuck me.”

    Natalie laughed. She couldn’t help it. Once upon a time Sara had lectured her about patience.

    “Already? Damn, you didn’t put up much of a fight, did you?” She nuzzled Sara’s temple, a little damp from the heat of their bodies so close together under the heavy duvet, and dipped just the tip of one finger inside her.

    “Oh my God!” A predictable, expected response. But predictable made it even hotter. The way she knew Sara, the way she could anticipate her responses, it was the kind of turn-on the cultural narrative had not prepared her for.

    “What happened to virtue, baby?” She drew a circle around Sara’s entrance, barely applying any pressure at all, and yet felt Sara clench as if to draw her in. “I touch your pussy through your panties and you’re ready to give it up like that. Maybe you’re not as innocent as I thought you were. Maybe you’re actually…a very dirty-minded girl.” And oh, Natalie was going to fuck her like one.

    “Please.”

    Sara turned her head and looked at her with the most imploring expression Natalie had ever seen on her face. A tinge of guilt pulled at her. Maybe she was being too much of a tease. If only it didn’t turn her on so much…

    “You know what?” Natalie stared into her eyes, relishing in the very specific kind of power she had over Sara right now—the power to decide if and when to give her something Sara desperately wanted. “I think you want to be fucked in my office. On the couch. I thought you’d at least push my hand away, even if it’s just performative. But you are terrible at hiding how much you want this. So…” She withdrew from Sara’s entrance and wiped her hand on Sara’s hip. Sara’s eyes grew wider with something akin to panic. “I bend you over the couch.”

    Manhandle was such a loaded word. Typically, Natalie thought of herself as both more gentle and more graceful than that. But there was no better word to describe the way she flipped Sara onto her belly, dislodging the duvet, and grabbed her hips to position her face-down, ass-up.

    “Oh fuck.” The mattress muffled Sara’s moan.

    “You’re not sure how to feel about it,” Natalie said as she traced the curve of Sara’s backside. “Aroused? Embarrassed? Both? You’ve barely even had sex at all and now your knees are scraping against the carpet in my office and your cheek is pressed to the leather cushion of my couch, and it all happened so fast. But when I hike up your dress and pull down your panties…” She dragged her fingers down Sara’s thighs as if removing the make-believe piece of clothing. “Your heart starts racing because you know what’s next. You want to ask me to go slow, but you’re breathing so hard and your mind is so foggy, and you just need me inside.”

    Sara’s moan sounded so much like a whine. Like the “Fucking touch me already!” she was too far gone to voice. It made Natalie clench in sympathy. She put both hands on either side of Sara’s ass and spread her purely for her viewing pleasure. Well, that and the added bonus of making her squirm in embarrassment.

    “I can’t wait much longer either,” she said. “Your pussy is so wet, so swollen. I bet you’re so tight.” She positioned two fingers at Sara’s entrance. “I don’t know if I’d be able to go slow. Even if you asked.”

    “Fuck!”

    Sara’s back arched when Natalie pushed inside in one slow, smooth motion. Her walls gripped Natalie’s fingers in warning waves of Sara’s imminent orgasm. So easy. Natalie smirked. Calling Sara easy was only ever gonna make her easier.

    “I start moving my fingers,” Natalie said, “thrusting inside you. Slamming my hand into your ass. It sounds so crude. It feels degrading.” It did. And something must be really fucked up with Natalie because she loved it. Because equal opportunity sex had never made her whole body tingle and burn the way taking naive, inexperienced Sara from behind did in that fantasy. Scruples only made it hotter. Disregarding them, though? Doing this while knowing it was wrong? It set Natalie’s whole world ablaze.

    Sara spasmed around her fingers. It was one of those familiar sensations made sexier by familiarity. Her hips moved with Natalie’s thrusts, her moans turned into cries, her wetness dripped down Natalie’s wrist—like a scene from a movie Natalie could rewind again and again and the rush never wore off. Her clit, predictably, always twitched, her belly, expectedly, always tightened. And when Sara’s body went slack, humming with a warm, soft kind of fatigue, Natalie always felt a sense of rightness that went deeper than the satisfaction of making your partner come. She felt like she belonged here, in this moment with Sara, heavy-limbed and unguarded, for the rest of her days.

    “That was…” Sara sighed like contentment had built up inside her until it had to spill somehow. “Incredible. That was incredible.”

    Natalie smiled. She flopped on the bed next to Sara and let her unfocused gaze drift to the ceiling.

    “Yeah.”

    “What happens next?”

    Natalie squeezed her legs together in a misguided attempt to soothe the ache that had built there, but the pressure only made her clit throb harder. In many ways, the echo of Sara’s orgasm in her abdomen felt even better than her own release. But more often than not it only fanned the flames of need in Natalie’s body, already sensitized nearly to the point of discomfort.

    “Next,” she said, “I teach you how to lick me. Until I come in your mouth. Luckily, you’re already on your knees.”
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