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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.
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