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The smell of fryer oil clung to Naomi's uniform like a second skin. She'd scrubbed her hands twice before leaving work, but the grease was embedded in her cuticles, a permanent reminder of the dinner rush. Three drunk men had argued about a missing burger. A teenage employee had cried in the walk-in cooler. Her feet ached.

She pushed open the door to their apartment, the one provided by the university that Sandy attended, with the wide thresholds and lowered counters, the wet room she'd learned to navigate, the tracked hoist they rarely used because she preferred to carry Sandy herself.

The apartment was quiet. The only sound was the soft scuff-shuffle of Sandy moving across the hardwood. Without the constraints of her chair, Sandy was in her element at home, navigating the floor with a slow, determined crawl. At just 5'0", she looked almost ethereal, her fine, straight blonde hair trailing behind her like silk. Her body had only 20% normal strength, muscle atrophy from the illness that had stolen her voice and her balance when she was seventeen. She couldn't speak, couldn't stand or even sit unassisted, but none of that mattered here.

Sandy looked up, her glasses catching the light. She tapped her tablet, swiping to make the text large enough to read across the room. The screen glowed: "You look tired."

Naomi dropped her bag. "Rough day, baby." She toed off her work shoes and crossed the room, lowering herself to the floor. "I just needed to feel you."

Sandy reached out, her hand finding Naomi's cheek. Another tap: "Then feel me. I need to feel you too.”

Naomi’s eyes darkened. She stood, lifting Sandy with effortless ease. Sandy’s light frame felt like nothing in the arms of a woman who spent ten hours a day moving supplies to and from the storeroom and managing chaos. She carried her to the bed, laying her down on the soft duvet. Sandy lay there, looking up at Naomi, the mattress feeling like a vast, unstable ocean. Naomi unpinned her own hair, and the thick, wavy blonde mass cascaded down. It needed a wash, but neither of them cared.

"I’m going to give you everything you want," Naomi whispered.

Naomi stripped away her uniform, and unbuttoned the simple front-fastening gown that was all Sandy usually wore in the day.  Her stocky, solid body hovered over Sandy’s delicate frame. She gently massaged Sandy’s legs, paying special attention to the large muscle groups of her thighs, before a more intimate massage of her inner thighs, until Sandy lay open and relaxed beneath her. Naomi reached for the nightstand, pulling out a small, high-intensity bullet vibrator and a bottle of water-based gel.

She squeezed a small amount onto her finger and gently parting Sandy’s labia, rubbed it gently over her clit. Sandy gasped at the cool contact, her hand lightly gripping Naomi’s arm. Naomi clicked the bullet on and the high-pitched whine filled the room. When she pressed it directly against Sandy’s hood, Sandy’s entire body went rigid. A sharp, rhythmic gasp, the only vocalisation she could make, escaped her. Her legs, lacking the strength to push back, vibrated in a frantic, uncoordinated dance of pleasure.

Sandy pushed Naomi’s hand away, her other hand reaching into the still-open drawer, her fingers encircling a realistic, textured dildo. Naomi took it and coated it in the same gel, and hurriedly grabbed the harness from the floor where it lay after their last session. Sandy’s eyes hungrily followed her progress. She entered Sandy with a slow, tantalising slide. Sandy’s internal muscles, though physically weak, were incredibly sensitive; she felt every ridge and vein of the toy as it stretched her.

Naomi leaned over, her breasts pressing into Sandy’s chest, her mouth finding Sandy’s ear. "Tell me you feel that, Sandy. Tell me that’s what you want."

In spite of everything, Sandy grabbed the tablet, shakily typing: “u. want u”

Sandy’s back arched, her fingers curling into Naomi’s thick hair, her eyes rolling back behind her glasses. Naomi began a heavy, rhythmic grind, the sound of skin-on-skin slapping against the quiet of the room. She used her weight to pin Sandy down, providing the stability Sandy’s body lacked.

Sandy’s head thrashing from side to side, her fingers gripping the sheets until her knuckles turned white. The sheer volume of sensation was overwhelming her. She couldn't push back, couldn't change positions, so she simply had to absorb the raw, thudding power of Naomi’s lovemaking.

"Come for me, Sandy. Right now," Naomi growled, her own pleasure peaking as she watched the sheer ecstasy on her fiancée's face.

Naomi increased the speed, her hips slamming into Sandy’s with a wet, rhythmic slap. The combination of the internal grinding, the deep penetration, and Naomi’s heavy weight was too much. Sandy’s body went rigid, her toes curling as a massive, shuddering orgasm rippled through her. Her mouth opened in a wide, silent scream of release, her eyes rolling back as she was swept away by a wave of pure, unfiltered feeling.

Naomi lay on top of her, the two of them tangled and soaked in sweat, the only sound the dying hum of the toy they had cast aside and the ragged, desperate sound of two hearts trying to find a shared rhythm again. Naomi kissed Sandy’s forehead, their hair mingling on the pillow.

"You're mine," Naomi whispered into the silence. "Every single nerve, Sandy. And I’m yours.”

Naomi shifted, removing the harness again, her own need still unsated. She crouched over Sandy and pulled her head up, guiding her toward her own heat, wet from the sex and musky with the sweat from her shift.

"Work me, baby," Naomi groaned. Sandy’s tongue licked Naomi with a desperate, thirsty hunger, the taste of sweat and arousal fuelling her. Naomi gripped the headboard as Sandy’s expert movements drove her toward the edge once more.

As Naomi climaxed, she let out a loud, echoing cry, her body collapsing onto the bed. They lay there, the stocky woman and her delicate, silent fiancée, completely spent. Naomi reached for the tablet, placing it in Sandy’s hand.

Sandy tapped a single word. "Pin."

Naomi laughed, the sound genuine, tired, and full of love. "Anything you want, Sands. Anything you want." She rolled over and lowered her full weight onto Sandy, mindful but deliberate, pressing her deep into the mattress.

Sandy let out a long, shaky exhale as Naomi’s chest flattened against her own. For someone who lived in a world where balance was a constant, exhausting battle, being pinned and secure was the ultimate relief. It was the only time she felt truly still.

Naomi braced herself on her forearms, her face barely an inch from Sandy’s. Their eyes locked, dark brown meeting green, at such close range that their eyelashes brushed.

Naomi traced Sandy’s lips with a damp thumb before leaning in to share a slow, deep kiss. It wasn't about hunger now; it was about the wet, slick exchange of saliva, a slow-motion blurring of where one woman ended and the other began.

"You're not going anywhere," Naomi whispered, her voice a low vibration that Sandy felt directly in her sternum. "I've got you pinned, Sandy. Feel how heavy I am."

Naomi began to move, but it wasn't the rhythmic thrusting of before. It was a slow, agonisingly deliberate grind of her pelvis against Sandy’s. She kept their bodies fused from chest to knee, ensuring that every inch of skin was slick with a cocktail of Naomi’s post-shift sweat and Sandy’s arousal.

Sandy couldn’t fight the weight, but she could feel every nuance of it. She felt the texture of Naomi’s skin, the heat radiating from Naomi’s stocky thighs, and the way Naomi’s thick, wavy blonde hair acted like a heavy curtain around them, sealing them into a private cocoon that smelled of a burger kitchen, Sandy’s perfume, and their combined sex

Naomi found the exact positioning where their two clit hoods met, her movements shrinking so that electric contact was never broken. Sandy’s breathing deepened but her eyes never left Naomi’s. The intensity of the eye contact made the physical sensation feel so much more potent. She was being seen, truly, deeply seen, at her most vulnerable and her most ecstatic.

Naomi watched the pupils of Sandy’s eyes dilate until the irises were mere rings of colour. She felt the tremors starting in Sandy’s core, a ripple of muscle that Sandy couldn't control.

"Stay right here with me," she whispered. Naomi increased the pressure of her grind, pressing their clits together with a heavy, wet friction. The shared sweat made them slide against each other, a visceral reminder of their physical reality. Sandy’s mouth opened in a silent, jagged gasp, her lungs burning for the air that Naomi was breathing back into her.

When the climax hit, it was a slow, drowning wave. Sandy’s body went rigid under Naomi’s weight, her eyes wide and overflowing with tears of pure sensory overload. Naomi followed her over the edge, a guttural groan escaping her as she buried her face in the crook of Sandy’s neck, biting gently at the skin there to anchor herself.

Afterwards, they stayed that way for a long time, pinned, fused, and breathing each other's air, until the sweat began to cool and the silence of the room felt holy.

The air in the room was thick enough to taste, heavy with the scent of salt, musk, and the deep, abiding trust that anchored them. Naomi shifted slightly, her weight still a comforting pressure, and looked down at Sandy. The harsh fluorescent world of her workplace felt a million miles away. Here, in their sanctuary, Naomi’s voice was a soft, ragged rasp.

"I love you, Sandy," Naomi whispered, her forehead resting against Sandy's. "I love the way you see the world. I love that you're my home. I love every single bit of you, exactly as you are."

Sandy couldn't speak, but she didn't need a tablet to reply. She reached up, all her strength channelled into a single, trembling movement. She curled her fingers into Naomi’s thick, blonde hair and pulled her down with a desperate, sudden strength, pressing her
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