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This is the standalone sequel to Sister Leigh Love, which is to say that you may proceed with this story regardless of if you read Sister Leigh Love. This story features BBC and BBBW. It is a whirlwind love story that you will most definitely get swept away by. The word “cock” (including used in cockhead) is used 83 times. Yes, I counted. The word “kitty” referring to Bonny’s pussy is used 15 times. Is that hot? I dunno, probably not but if you’re reading this then it means I didn’t change it, soooo. This book is dual POV, giving you a glimpse into the minds of both love interests. If that’s not your cup of tea, then turn around now. Cleo is a hot-headed piece of shit, extremely possessive, and probably needs therapy. Bonny is an overweight omega that was belittled by her mom her entire life and doesn’t have much of a social life. She has pretty low self-esteem even though everyone is constantly telling her how beautiful she is in this story, but on the bright side she is going to therapy. I tried to put in as much character growth as I could, but it was a little hard what with the 12(!!!!) sex scenes I shoved into this tiny novel. There are 2 masturbation scenes—back-to-back. Bonny goes down on Cleo at least 3 times, and... I’ll just let you be surprised by the rest.

As always, leave a review so everyone who comes across this smutty mess will know that it is a worthy smutty mess.

Enjoy
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Bonny



“I'm having a plumber come by to fix the employee bathroom while you're there.” The text came from the owner of Eternal Heat, Nia.

Out of all the places I've cleaned before, Eternal Heat was probably the most enjoyable. Everything was always wiped down throughout the day, so I never needed to dust. Each private room was thoroughly cleaned after each patron meaning I only needed to do a quick run with the mop and spot check the walls rather than a complete clean, and, best of all, I had free reign of the entire place–a fucking sex club!

I wasn't a prude or a virgin, I was just raised to believe that an omega didn't have any power in a relationship. They kept their heads down and did as they were told by their alpha. The last place you should ever hear an omega's voice was in the bedroom. It didn't make sense to me as a kid, and it made even less sense as an adult. I soon realized that omegas wielded way more power than what I was led to believe, and being in this sex club, run by an omega, emphasized that. Alphas probably came in here (in more ways than one) and felt empowered by all the omegas at their disposal, that they could dump their loads into, but, in reality, this was an omega's world, and we were just kindly letting them stay.

I started unloading my minivan. I pulled my folding cart out of the trunk and unfolded it before grabbing various cleaning supplies to fill it up. I came to Eternal Heat three times a week to clean the entire place before they opened. On Mondays I buffed down the floors and on Wednesdays I cleaned all the windows. Today was Friday, which was my favorite day of the week because I had to do the least amount of work, and I could get away with playing around a little.

Some omegas grew up wanting to be a princess or a prince, some wanted to be a police officer or firefighter, maybe even a doctor, but me, I grew up wanting to know what it felt like to walk into a room and be completely desired. Even as a pup I felt like I was unwanted by my peers. I was never good enough in my mom's eyes; never skinny enough or shy enough, bold enough or attractive enough. I went into the world as an adult convinced that if I could just be enough then I'd be seen and be worthy.

Cleaning Eternal Heat on Friday mornings and getting to put on the sexy accessories over my drab work clothes so I could act like I had the ability to seduce any and every alpha was the closest I'd ever come to fulfilling my childhood dream.

Poor, little Bonny. I shook my head to myself as I shut the trunk. I pushed the cart toward the back entrance. I pulled the key from my smock and unlocked the heavy metal door. I grunted as I pushed it open, one hand still on the cart to keep it from rolling away. I always forgot to put the locks down on the wheels whenever I came here, and I had the same issue with the door. My upper body strength could use some work, and my soft shoulder felt like it was bruising from being shoved against the metal slab.

Then I almost fell forward as the weight of the door disappeared, swinging all the way open seemingly on its own. I stumbled into the building, the cart keeping me from planting my face on the floor.

“Whoa, sorry about that.” A disembodied voice said from behind me. “It looked like you needed some help, but I didn't mean to make you fall.”

“You didn't. I'm fine.” My heart had jumped into my throat at the near tumble, and the discovery of another person witnessing it wasn't helping my nerves. I pressed a hand to my chest and turned. “Hi.”

That was the first thing that fell from my lips when I saw who was behind me. It was better than drool or heavy pants, which were close second. This woman was all alpha at six foot with broad shoulders and a rich scent that made me think of dark nights and forbidden desires. Her dark brown skin offset the light gray coveralls she was wearing, which formed to her body like a wetsuit. Thick, full lips that were tilted in a little smile and dark brown eyes that were quickly taking me all in like I was her.

I mentioned not being a virgin or a prude, but both of those truths might have been a stretch since I'd only had sex with two people and the last time was over a year ago. I might as well have been a born-again virgin at this rate, and sometimes I couldn't help the places my mind went.

Which was exactly what was happening now as I imagined how she'd look without her clothes.

“Hello, and sorry again. I'm here to fix the toilet.” It was then that I noticed the tool bag she was carrying in her right hand.

I tried to shake the dirty thoughts away, hoping my burning cheeks weren't noticeable. “Right. That's what Nia said. I'm just here to clean, so I'm not sure which toilet needs to be fixed but I can show you the way to the bathrooms...” I trailed off because there were two sets of bathrooms: one for employees, and the other for patrons. Then there was the changing room that also had a couple toilets in it. I wasn't sure where to take her first.

The hot plumber pulled a phone from her pocket and squinted at it. “It says, ‘employee toilet’ on the work order so if you don't mind leading me that way.”

“Right. Okay. Awesome.” I pulled my cart farther into the building and pushed it up against the nearest wall. “You can follow me.”

I started making my way in the direction of the employee bathroom, mentally remapping my usual cleaning route so I didn't end up in her way as she worked. We walked in silence, her long strides slowed to match the speed of my shorter, but faster pace. I wanted to say something in that short span of time it took us to arrive, but I couldn't come up with anything clever or relevant and just let the silence linger.

“Here we are–and look at that, an ‘Out of Order’ sign and everything.” I nodded in satisfaction. “I'll leave you to it.”

I did an about face and started back the way we came.

“Hey,” she called out to me. I turned around. “Thanks.”

Gahdamnit, she was hot. In another time, in another place, in another body this might have had a different outcome, but Bonny Boulevard didn't get the girl. She definitely didn't get women this hot.

I responded with a salute. Regret shot through me quick and hot like a heat flash, and I winced after turning around again.

***
[image: ]


I worked my way through Eternal Heat, blasting music in my ear buds and trying not to think about how lonely I'd been the last year. Longer than that, really, since my last relationship was a situationship and left a lot to be desired. I was an avid romance novel reader and the older I got the more I believed that all of it really was just fantasy. An unobtainable thing that was dangled just out of reach so you would think it was something you could one day have. It didn't help that there were so few stories out there that showed women like me finding love. I was on the heavier side, unapologetically fat, and I'd always been that way. It was too easy to eat my feelings, and just like my appetite I had big feelings.

I finished with Nia's office and checked the time on my phone. It had been about an hour since I left the plumber to do her business. All I had left to do was the employee bathrooms and then I was free to do whatever I liked.

Although, I guess I couldn't really play dress up while the hot plumber was here. How embarrassing would it be if she caught me in the act? 

Beyond embarrassing, I decided and headed back over to the employee bathrooms.

When I arrived, I found the bathroom door propped open and through it I saw the plumber crouched with her back to me, fiddling with something on the floor. I took in the rest of the scene: wet floor, tools scattered around, toilet lying on its side–

I did a double take, blinking rapidly at the sight.

“I thought you were supposed to fix the toilet, not kill it,” I blurted out.

Tall, dark, and handsome fell back, but caught herself before she hit the floor. 

“You scared the shit out of me,” she said, scooting around to face me. “But that was funny. Yeah, nah I needed to replace the flange, so I had to take the toilet off.” When I just stared at her, incomprehensibly, she elaborated, “my dad always said that it's bad luck to place a toilet upright if it's not in use, and even though it makes no sense I've always laid ‘em down like so.”

I still had no idea what a flange was, but I guess that wasn't really the point. Or maybe it was the entire point because I came here to find out how much longer she was going to take. I gave the room another once over and shook my head, she obviously wasn't even close to being done.

“Better safe than sorry.” I nodded.

“Exactly.” She grinned and it mesmerized me. She had a gap between her two front teeth that only made her more attractive. “I should be done soon. It only took me this long because I was under the impression that this was gonna be a simple clog and I had to run to the store and buy a new flange when it turned out to be that instead.”

I patted my bandana down on my head. “You're fine. This is the last place I need to clean, but I'm okay with waiting.”

“No other jobs after this?”

“Not until the afternoon.”

“Nice.”

“Uh, what about you?” I didn't want the silence to take over because then I'd have to leave and I didn't want to leave until I got my fill of her bone-melting scent. I took a step into the bathroom, having stood just outside of it this entire time.

The plumber watched me take another step after the first one. Something flashed in her brown eyes that was hard to read in the split second it was there. “I have a couple of more jobs after this.”

“That's cool,” I said like an imbecile. I sounded like an idiot, as if I knew what was or wasn't “cool” at thirty-four years old. I hadn't even known what was cool when I was of the age where saying things were “cool” was actually cool.

I think her beauty broke my brain.

“I dunno about ‘cool’, but it pays the bills. That's about all this job is good for–”

“It's cool that you know how to fix stuff like this.” I interrupted. There went that word again.

It made her laugh. She raised an eyebrow as she took in my closer proximity. She stopped laughing, licked her lips. “You're cute.”

I hated that word. Growing up it was always “you're cute” or “you're soooo cute”, and from the barely stifled disbelief in their tones as they said it it was clear they meant despite my size. My mom never tried to hide the fact that being cute wasn't enough. “You're cute, Bonny, but that will only get you so far. You have to lose the extra weight.” My weight has fluctuated my entire adult life. My eating habits weren't terrible–I stayed away from fast food but couldn't help buying snack cakes from the grocery store. I felt good about my body, not quite confident, but I knew what clothes to wear to feel attractive when the situation dictated. Now wasn't one of those times, obviously. I was wearing my navy smock that was completely shapeless, and I swore it made me look even wider. My pants were a functional black cargo, and my hair wasn't done under the bandana I threw on for work. But I had pretty brown eyes that were big and expressive, brown skin I pampered relentlessly with expensive creams, scrubs, and oils, and lips some dickhead once told me were perfect for sucking cock. In high school, I hated high school.

All that being said, this plumber looking at me like I was a delectable piece of pie she desperately wanted to put in her mouth while uttering the words “you’re cute”, should have turned me all the way off. It was a slight, not a compliment. She meant it like everyone else meant it when they saw my face in relation to my body. I was “cute” because I could never be “hot”.

But my clit didn't care. It sang at the praise, pulsing a little tune that my vagina harmonized.

My mouth was dry, skin itchy under my clothes. I opened my mouth to say something, anything, but she beat me to it.

“I'm Cleo. What's your name?”

“B-Bonny.” I croaked, then cleared my throat.

“Bunny?” She asked. I made to correct her, but she kept talking. “Come hop a little closer. Since you're waiting for me anyway you might as well watch.”
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Bonny



Standing over Cleo's shoulder as she worked was the equivalent of being edged. Her forearms bulged as she twisted the screwdriver, voice low as she told me what she was doing and why. Could she tell that I wasn't listening? Too busy imagining her using all that strength to screw me. 

Of course she could tell. I reeked of pheromones, mint and crushed peaches. My body was doing everything to call to her body except literally call out, and my heavy breaths were extremely distracting.

“I like to put caulk around the inside of the base of the toilet and on the outside so it's extra sealed. Maybe that's too much caulk, but I honestly don't think you can have too much.” She stood to her full height, and I was reminded of just how much taller than me she was. She looked down at me, a smirk playing on her lips. “Ya know?”

I blinked rapidly. “Yes. Yup. I don't think so either.”

Cleo let out a short laugh that was clearly at my expense, but still filled me with warmth. She turned to the sink where a weird gun shaped contraption lay with a long tube and a thin end that was coated in white paste. The items weren't unfamiliar, but I wouldn't have been able to name any of them. She grabbed both and flipped a thin metal rod out from the bottom of the gun thing.

“This is used to reopen the caulk when it seals back up.” She demonstrated that very thing by shoving the rod into the tip of the... caulk, I guess. “Then you load the caulk into the gun and pump it until it's pressed up against the bottom.”

She showed me that too, and I watched her stroke the dark gray shaft in a way that was highly suggestive to my aggressively turned on eyes.

“Hey, Bunny, do you wanna pump my cock?”

“Um, what?” I jerked my gaze up to her amused one. She raised that eyebrow again, bringing my temperature up to dangerous levels.

“The caulk. Do you wanna pump the caulk gun? It's fun.”

This is a test, don't fuck it up. Don't do anything stupid.

“Sure. It, uh, looks fun.” I took the offered device and held it the same way I saw her do it. I squeezed the wide wedged trigger with one hand.

“Do it again. You gotta press it a few times for it to start coming out.”

I followed her directions. I gained more confidence with each pump and maybe became a little too enthusiastic. Next thing I knew caulk was oozing from the tip in a ceaseless flow that was unsurprisingly arousing.

I gasped.

My fingers felt numb, and I almost dropped the caulk gun, but Cleo stepped in and caught it before it slipped. We locked eyes. Her dark ones probed mine, her nostrils flared.

“Can't let this go to waste,” she muttered, and I dropped my eyes to watch as she scooped up the thick, white paste from the end before it could fall to the floor. “You gotta be more careful; if you pump it too much, you'll make a mess.”

Mother. Fucker. The double entendre, prolonged eye contact, and closeness was so sexually charged that if someone lit a match in here, we would explode. I'd never wanted someone so much and for whatever reason she wanted me too. I could tell that much with relative ease. Maybe she was only responding to my desire in kind, but that didn't make it any less potent. Her scent was woodsy and warm. It made me think of cuddling in a shared sleeping bag under the stars with the glow of a fire lulling us to sleep. And sex. Rough, slick, and dirty. If she kissed me right now, I would let her do whatever she wanted to me.

“S-sorry.”

“It's all good. I have so much caulk it's not even funny.” But then she laughed, so I guess it was a little funny.

I needed to tell her my name wasn't Bunny, but with the hundredth time the word “caulk” was used in such a suggestive way, I couldn't help glancing down to possibly see how much “caulk” she was actually packing. I swallowed another gasp. My pussy did its best to self-lubricate in preparation for something so large, while the rest of me throbbed and burned with a tremendous amount of lust.

Cleo pulled the caulk gun from my lax grip and took a step back. I couldn't look away from her “caulk”. I mean her cock–

Who was I kidding? The literal fucking snake she was hiding in her coveralls.

“You keep looking at me like that and I'm gonna lose my job.” She uttered this calmly, like she wasn't bricked up while borderline being hot boxed by my pheromones.

I tore my eyes away from her crotch and pressed my cool hands to my hot cheeks. “Sorry.” I apologized again because that was the only word I knew. My brain had overheated.

“Mm,” Cleo hummed. She walked past me, ensuring no parts of us touched, and kneeled by the prone toilet. I did a 180° to follow her progression. I continued to stand in the middle of the bathroom and watched her expertly apply caulk to the inside base of the toilet like she mentioned before. Then she easily lifted the toilet while on her knees and placed it down over the flange. I had no idea how heavy a toilet was, but I could see how her biceps bulged under the short sleeves of her coveralls and could only imagine the core and upper body strength that feat required.

Neither one of us said a word as she added more caulk to the base of the toilet now that it was in place. The way she was back to work, all business, was disconcerting. I didn't know if I should leave. She hadn't told me to, and even with this sudden change in energy from her I didn't want to. I wanted to continue whatever this was going on between us, because it was the purest sexual interaction I've had with an alpha in...ever, really. To be able to just feed off the current flowing between us without any expectations was unheard of in my experience. Alphas always wanted more after the smallest whiff of interest from an omega. 

I wiped my hands on my pants.

“All done! Let me just clean up my mess and I'll be out of your way.” Cleo started gathering up her tools, her announcement made my heart jump.

I helped her pick up a screwdriver and some loose screws. When I handed them to her it was the first time we touched. I wasn't the only one affected. She closed her larger hand around mine, holding me hostage, one finger caressed the stuttering pulse in my wrist.

“Looks like you're trapped, Little Bunny,” she husked.

I shivered, eyelids fluttering. “It's Bonny, actually.”

“Oh?” She cocked her head, let her eyes rove over my face like she wanted to make sure I was being truthful. “I think I'm gonna keep calling you Bunny.” She leaned in and whispered her question across my lips, “is that okay?”

“Uh huh,” I squeaked.

Kiss me. Please, kiss me.

“Good.” She took a deep breath. “God, you smell so fucking delicious. I could just eat you right up.”

“Please,” I begged.

“But what would my boss say if he found out I was fucking on the clock?”

I clenched hard at the way she said “fucking”.

Fuck me. Please fuck me.

I widened my eyes innocently. “I won't tell him if you don't.”

“Oh, you're bad. I've never met a bunny that wanted to be eaten so badly.”

With a boldness I didn't know I possessed, I reached out and fisted her coveralls. “It’s because I need your mouth on me.”

Cleo bared her teeth. I realized that she actually had a chipped tooth, not a gap, and I briefly wondered how she got it. She grabbed my attention again with a growl. “I will gladly tongue you all the way down before giving you a huge helping of my cock so you can be nice and full.” She skated her lips across my cheek so she could keep spewing her filth directly in my ear. No complaints here. “I've been ready for you since I saw that thick ass outside earlier, and I haven't been able to think about anything but sliding my meat through those hot buns.”

“Holy shit,” I groaned.

“Mhm,” she agreed. We both took a moment to process this information. Cleo feathered kisses along the column of my throat, sparking heat through my body. “But an omega like you deserves more than a quick fuck across the tiles of a sex club's bathroom. I like to wine and dine a woman before I fuck them into a coma. Are you okay with that, Bunny?”

I was reeling a little. Her dirty talk didn't align with her request to take me out. None of it was adding up. 

Are you really gonna question a hot alpha when they are willing to give you everything you could possibly want? I would have been okay with the quick fuck on the tiles, but an actual date with someone like her? It was too good to be true.

“I–”

“Just think about it and get back to me.” Cleo released my hand and took a step back. I let go of my hold on her, letting my arm fall to my side. I watched her pull a card from her back pocket. “If you ever need help with any leaks or plumbing issues, don't hesitate in giving me a call.”

I took the card from her and didn't bother looking at it before shoving it in my pocket.

“Thanks for keeping me company, cutie. Looking forward to hearing from you.” She winked and was walking out carrying all her tools and trash with ease.

***
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A few days later I was back at Eternal Heat buffing the floors, daydreaming about Cleo. I hadn't called her because I was too chicken. I was at the point of overthinking that I doubted everything in my memory about what happened between us. There was no way someone that attractive came onto me that strongly. There was no way she said she couldn't “stop thinking about sliding her meat through my hot buns.” Absolutely no way. Of course not because she gave me her business card with her work number on it, not even her personal phone number. When she told me to call her whenever I needed help with a leak, she meant that literally, and wasn't alluding to my dripping pussy.

I couldn't as easily explain away all the neck kisses or her very prominent hard-on, but that was fine. It was probably just my imagination. 

Yeah, that was it.

I did want to see her again though. Even if all of it was just my overactive imagination, I still wanted to be close to her and bask in the feelings she provoked. I didn't want to make a fool of myself though.

I guess I'll just have to develop some plumbing issues.
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Bonny


“I was starting to think you were never gonna call,” Cleo said once I gave her my name.

“Were you hoping I'd have a plumbing emergency so you could come running to my rescue?” I teased.

“More like I was hoping you were as desperate as I am to get to know you better.” Her blunt response left me blinking at my television.

No other way you could interpret that. 

“Well–” I started.

“I'm usually busy during the day, but I could do dinner.”

That either.

“Dinner would be great,” I told her with building excitement. Then I remembered the very real clog I manufactured in my bathtub. “But I actually–”

“That's what I like to hear, Baby Bunny. How about Thursday at five thirty? I could pick you up.”

I giggled. I loved that she called me that. “We can do that, but I actually need to see you today.”

“Oh, you think you can tempt me with dessert before dinner?” Cleo asked.

“More like I have a stopped up drain I could use a hand with.”

There was a pause. “Wait, really?” She laughed. “I dunno why that's so surprising. I can fit you in around three after my last appointment for the day, if that works for you?”

“That works. Definitely.”

“Alright, cutie. I'll see you then.”

After I hung up, I just sat there on my couch bubbling with delight. It wasn't all in my head after all, she actually did want to go out with me. I needed to tell someone about this. I thought about telling my mom for no more than a second, and then shook my head at my lapse in judgment. I'd tell my mom when I was mated and impregnated, anything less and she wouldn't care anyway. I scrolled through my contacts. There was my hairdresser, but it would be weird to talk to him about this when I wasn't in his chair getting a blowout.

I peeked my tongue between my lips and hovered my finger over Nicky's number. We met a couple of times when they came into work early to do inventory at Eternal Heat. We got to talking both times and hit it off. They gave me their number and said they would love it if we could hang out sometime. I never bothered calling.

I wouldn't call now either, but I opened a new text thread with them and typed a short message:

“Hey, how have you been?” I grimaced but sent it anyway.

A response came immediately. “Who is this?”

I frowned harder, the nerves in my belly making me feel nauseous. “Sorry, this is Bonny. I clean Eternal Heat. You gave me your number a while ago.” Then I quickly added, “this is Nicky, right?”

“Bonny. Wow! I didn't think I was ever gonna hear from you.” It felt like I'd gone back in time reading that reply after hearing another variation of it a few minutes ago. “How have you been?”

“I'm okay...”

“Are you sure? Because that ellipsis says otherwise. Spill.”

Now that I'd initiated the conversation, I was having second thoughts about opening up to this virtual stranger. But we really did have a great back and forth and I felt oddly comfortable with them, like I'd never felt with anyone else. Maybe it was because they were a beta, but regardless they were the closest person I had to a friend, and I needed that right now.

“I don't wanna be that person who literally only pops up when they have problems.”

“Are you gonna ask me for money?”

I scoffed as if they could hear me. “Of course not! It's personal. I just need someone to talk to about this alpha I met.”

For the first time since I texted Nicky didn't reply right away. The typing bubble popped up for a few seconds, and then disappeared. I waited, biting my lip and hoping I hadn't fucked up somehow.

Finally, a very simple reply came through: “Oh.”

I waited for more, but it was in vain.

“Yeah. If that's too weird then that's okay. I have been meaning to contact you for a while, it's just life has been lifing.”

“No.” It came, and then a follow-up, “no, it's not too weird. I just wasn't expecting that. Vent away.”

So, I did. I explained how we met, the whole caulk situation, how Cleo propositioned me, and our date on Thursday.

“But I intentionally clogged my bathtub so that I could have an excuse to invite her over because I'd convinced myself that she didn't really wanna go out with me. Now she's gonna come over and find a butt plug shoved down my drain, which will be super mortifying.”

Nicky sent a row of laughing emojis. “Why did you shove a butt plug down your drain? You literally could've used anything else.”

“I wasn't really thinking, tbh. She’s so hot and I've never had an alpha like her show interest in me.”

“I see. Can I call you?”

I said yes and waited for their call.

“First of all,” Nicky said in greeting. “Hot alphas showing an interest in you shouldn't be a rare occurrence, you are stunning. Secondly, I really think you should remove the butt plug yourself and cancel with the plumber. You're gonna send all the wrong signals having her pull that from your drain, and plus, you already got the date. No tricks required.”

“Okay. Yeah, I think you're right.” I bit my lip. “Only problem is I don't think I can get it out without professional assistance.”

“Pfft. Professional, promessional. Send me your address and I can help you get it out in no time.”

***
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“I think you were a little overconfident about your unclogging abilities. Maybe I shouldn't have canceled on Cleo.”

“No, because canceling on the plumber was the right move. Give me twenty more minutes and another beer and this clog will be a thing of the past.” Nicky's enthusiasm hadn't waned even a tiny bit in the last two hours. I felt bad that they were struggling, but I kept reminding myself that they offered to help me. Then again again, if I hadn't been crazy and shoved a butt plug into my drain this would be a non-issue.

“Aye aye,” I said dutifully and left to get their beverage of choice. I grabbed one for myself and sat down on the toilet. “Thanks again. How is it going?”

“You were gone for two minutes,” Nicky grunted and sat back on their heels. “And I managed to get the auger stuck.”

“Didn't the video say to twist it until you hit the obstruction and then pull?” I asked like I knew what I was talking about.

They brushed their dirty blonde hair from their face. “I twisted and twisted, but when I pull it doesn't budge.”

“Sounds like you gotta pull harder,” I said unhelpfully.

“Oh really? How about you come over here and give it a try.”

I didn't want to. There was a real possibility that I would shove the butt plug in even deeper with my luck, but it wasn't really fair that Nicky was doing all of the work while I sat and watched.

“Fine, I will.” I sat my beer on the floor and stood. “Don't let the chunkiness fool you, I have the grip strength of a gymnast.”

Not quite a lie. Using spray bottles for a living did... something for my forearms.

I took Nicky's place by the tub. I grabbed the auger by the handle and gave it an experimental tug. It barely wiggled. I took that as a good sign, that maybe the auger had the butt plug in its grasp, and I was King Arthur pulling Excalibur from the stone. This would work. With a two-hand grip and a quick prayer, I gritted my teeth and really put my back into it. I strained and struggled for a good ten seconds. I'd never put in so much effort in such a short amount of time. I wasn't sure what was going to give first, the auger or my back.

In the end it was neither, which was only partially a good thing since that meant my back was still intact, but we hadn't gotten anywhere with the clog.

“Any luck?” Nicky asked from beside me.

“Nope.” I sighed.

They sniffed. “Maybe we can try together? You hold onto it.” I did as they said. I glanced over at them and Nicky came closer. “And I'll grab it too. See if we can't manhandle this piece of shit into submission.”

The determination in their tone revitalized me and I nodded with a new resolve. Our shoulders brushed as we got situated.

“On my count. One...two...three!” We yanked hard on it simultaneously. It didn't move.

Until it did, causing me to lose my footing and I body checked Nicky on my way to the floor.

“Shit!”

“Ow!”

Pain shot through my tailbone. I dropped onto my back and whimpered. I didn't do well with pain. I became a baby when I cut myself while cooking, and any headache or stomachache had me laid out similar to how I was at this very moment. I didn't move right away to ensure I hadn't broken anything.

“Are you alright?” Nicky asked me. They stepped into my line of sight and gave me a bemused look when they saw that I wasn't dead.

I sighed. “I'm fine. My ass hurts.”

“But we got it out at least.” They pointed at my torso, and I lifted my head enough to see that I was indeed holding the auger in my right hand. “Where's the butt plug?”

I slowly rose to sitting and looked around.

“Oh, it's by the door.” Nicky made as if they were going to get it but I stopped them.

“No, you can leave it. Can you help me up, please?” I asked.

Nicky turned back and grabbed me by the forearms. I made it to my feet with their assistance, ending up just inches away from them. I inhaled sharply at the throb in my ass and Nicky's eyes went wide. 

“Are you sure you're fine?”

“Super,” I deadpanned. “A bruised ass is a small price to pay to get my favorite butt plug back.”

A startled laugh burst from their mouth. “Favorite, huh? That implies more than one.”

“Did I say that?” My whole face felt inflamed
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