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Claimed by my Lesbian Professor

I’ve always wondered if Claire’s stilettos ever leaves permanent indentations in marble floors. The way she walks, so confident and deliberate, makes me believe they might. I followed three steps behind her through the grand Italian hotel lobby, my own heels clicking with considerably less authority.

I adjusted my blazer as we approached the front desk, wishing I could embody just a fraction of her effortless elegance. My navy pantsuit was the most expensive thing I’d ever purchased, but next to her, I might as well have been wearing a paper bag.

“The keynote speakers are gathering in the Sapphire Lounge for cocktails this evening,” the concierge informed her, handing over two key cards. “They’ve requested your presence before the reception.”

Claire took the cards, sliding one to me without looking. Her fingers brushed mine, and I tried to ignore the flutter in my stomach. It was admiration, I told myself. Professional admiration.

“We’ll freshen up first,” she decided, turning toward the elevators. “Come, Alana.”

I followed, carry-on bag clutched to my chest, watching how other conference attendees parted for her like the Red Sea.

The bellhop nodded respectfully as Claire approached the elevator, and I swore I saw his gaze linger on her a beat too long. I couldn’t blame him. Claire had that effect on people.

“Alana, do you have the conference schedule?” Claire asked without turning around, her voice smooth as aged whiskey.

“Yes, Professor Sloane,” I replied, fumbling with my messenger bag. I’d been her research assistant for almost eight months now, and she still made me nervous. Not just because she was Claire Sloane, the renowned law professor and human rights lawyer who made international law feel like a thriller novel, but because—

“The schedule,” she prompted again, snapping her fingers once.

“Right here,” I said, finally retrieving the folded paper from my bag. I handed it to her, our fingers brushing again. This time I couldn’t suppress a slight shiver.

The elevator arrived with a soft chime, and we stepped inside alone. Claire pressed the button for the 14th floor, then leaned against the mirrored wall. In the enclosed space, her perfume surrounded me.

“Your first international conference,” she said, eyeing me as she crossed her arms. Her silk blouse rippled with the movement. “Are you ready for this level of work, Alana? The people at this conference don’t suffer fools.”

“I’m prepared,” I said, standing straighter. “I’ve reviewed all your notes and the cases you cited in your presentation.”

Claire’s lips curved into a half-smile. “Good. Because I need you sharp. When we’re in a room full of ambassadors and UN reps, you’re not just some assistant. You’re a reflection of me.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I managed, clutching my key card so tightly my knuckles whitened. “I understand… and thank you again for the opportunity.”

When we reached our floor, Claire stepped out first, her heels clicking rhythmically against the polished hallway floor. I followed behind, struggling to maintain my professional composure while matching her brisk pace.

Room 1452. Claire slid her key card in, pushed the door open, and held it for me. The unexpected courtesy made me fumble as I passed her, my shoulder brushing against her chest.

“Sorry,” I mumbled, feeling heat rush to my face.

The room was luxurious; all cream and gold with two queen beds separated by an elegant nightstand. Two beds, but one room. One bathroom. One space filled with Claire’s presence.

“Take whichever bed you prefer,” Claire said, kicking off those killer heels with a sigh of relief. Without them, she was a couple inches shorter than me. Somehow, this made her more human, more… accessible.

I set my bag on the bed nearest the window. “Do you need me to prepare anything for the reception?”

“Actually, Alana, there’s something personal I wanted to ask you,” Claire said, her tone shifting slightly. She moved toward the minibar, the late afternoon sun streaming through the window highlighting the curves of her body beneath her tailored suit.

I swallowed hard. “Of course, Professor. Whatever you need.”

Claire poured herself a drink, the amber liquid catching the light. “Drop the ‘Professor’ while we’re alone. We’re colleagues here.” She took a sip, studying me over the rim of her glass. “Though I do enjoy hearing you say it.”

The way her eyes darkened sent a current down my spine. There was something dangerous in the way she watched me, like a predator sizing up its prey.

Claire’s gaze moved from my face down to my pantsuit, assessing me with a critical eye that made me feel simultaneously seen and exposed.

“Is this the only outfit you brought for the conference?” she asked, gesturing at my navy suit with her glass.

“I, um—” I shifted uncomfortably under her scrutiny. “I have two other blazers and pantsuits in my suitcase, but this is… this is the nicest one I own.” My cheeks burned with embarrassment. What must she think of me?

Claire tilted her head, considering. “For the panels, perhaps. But for tonight’s cocktail reception? No.” She set her glass down decisively. “You need something that commands respect while still being…” She paused, her eyes traveling over my body in a way that made my skin tingle. “…memorable.”

Before I could respond, she was moving to her suitcase, unzipping it with elegant efficiency. She rummaged through meticulously folded items until she pulled out something dark red and silky.

“This should fit you,” Claire said, holding up a dress that was simultaneously professional and dangerously sensual. The cut was modest enough for academia, but the fabric promised to cling to every curve.

“Oh, I couldn’t possibly—” I started, but Claire was already approaching me, holding the dress against my body.

“Nonsense,” she interrupted, her voice low and firm. “You’re representing me tonight, Alana. I need you looking the part.” Her fingers brushed my collarbone as she held the dress up. “Besides, this color will be stunning with your skin tone.”

I swallowed hard, acutely aware of her proximity. “I’ve never worn anything like this to a professional event.”

“That’s exactly why you need to,” Claire said, her breath warm against my ear. “How do you expect to be taken seriously if you don’t demand it with your presence?”

Her hand rested on my shoulder, the weight of it both comforting and terrifying. “Try it on,” she said, and it wasn’t a request.

With trembling fingers, I took the dress from her hands. “Should I—” I glanced toward the bathroom.

“We’re both women, Alana,” Claire said with an amused smile. “Nothing I haven’t seen before. But if you’re uncomfortable…” She trailed off, raising an eyebrow in challenge.

Something in me wanted to prove I wasn’t as young and inexperienced as she clearly thought I was. I set the dress carefully on my bed and began removing my blazer, trying to steady my shaking hands.

“Good girl,” Claire murmured, returning to her drink but not taking her eyes off me.

The approval in her voice sent a shiver down my spine. I unbuttoned my blouse slowly, hyperaware of her gaze tracking each movement. I folded it neatly, stalling.

I shivered as the air in the room touched my bare skin. Standing there in just my bra and dress pants, I felt utterly exposed under Claire’s unwavering gaze. Her eyes traveled slowly down my body, lingering on the lace of my plain white bra, then lower to the curve of my waist.

“I…” My voice caught. “I didn’t pack anything special for undergarments.”

Claire’s lips curled into a smile. “The right dress forgives many sins.” She took another sip of her drink, ice clinking against glass. “Continue.”

My fingers trembled as I unclasped my bra. I’d never undressed in front of anyone like this before—not with someone watching so intently, so… hungrily. The bra fell away, and I resisted the urge to cover myself. Instead, I straightened my spine, feigning a confidence I didn’t possess.

Heat bloomed across my chest and face. I fumbled with the button of my pants, sliding them down my legs with as much dignity as I could manage.

She picked up the crimson dress from my bed and knelt before me, holding it open. “Step in.”

I placed my hands on her shoulders to steady myself as I stepped into the circle of fabric. Her touch was confident, professional as she guided the silky material up my legs. But there was something else there too, something in the way her knuckles brushed against my thighs, lingering just a moment too long.

The dress slid up my body like water, Claire’s hands guiding it over my curves. When she stood behind me to zip it up, her breath was warm against my neck. The zipper climbed slowly upward, her fingers occasionally grazing my bare skin.

“Now,” Claire said, her hands on my shoulders turning me to face the full-length mirror on the closet door. “Look at yourself.”

I barely recognized the woman staring back at me. The dress hugged every curve I typically tried to hide, the deep red making my skin glow and my dark hair look richer. The neckline was modest enough for a professional event but cut in a way that accentuated my collarbone and the swell of my breasts.

Claire stood behind me, her hands still on my shoulders, eyes meeting mine in the mirror. “Law is still a man’s world, Alana. You need to understand that.”

Her right hand slid from my shoulder down my arm, leaving fire in its wake. “This,” she gestured to my reflection, “is how you claim your power.”

“I don’t understand…” I hesitated, my voice small.

Claire laughed softly, the sound vibrating through her chest against my back. “You should never diminish yourself for their comfort.” Her hands moved to my waist, applying gentle pressure that made me stand straighter. “This is about showing them how little you care to hide yourself or make yourself less for their benefit.”

I watched in the mirror as one of her hands drifted up, stopping just below my breast. My breath caught.

“The men in that room tonight will be wearing expensive suits designed to emphasize their shoulders, their height, their physical stature,” Claire continued, her voice low and hypnotic. “Why shouldn’t you use what you have?”

Her thumb traced small circles just beneath my breast, and I couldn’t stop the small gasp that escaped my lips.

“Professor—Claire—” I whispered, my voice unsteady.

“Do you understand what I’m teaching you, Alana?” Her lips were at my ear now, her other hand still firmly on my waist.

“I… yes,” I whispered, my entire body trembling. The reflection in the mirror showed a woman I barely recognized—confident, desirable, powerful.

“Good,” Claire said, her breath hot against my neck. She stepped back, breaking the spell, and reached for her purse on the bed. “We should go. The reception starts in ten minutes.”

My legs felt unsteady as I followed her to the door, my mind reeling from what had just transpired between us. Had I imagined the hunger in her eyes? The deliberate way her fingers had caressed my skin?

The elevator ride down was thick with unspoken tension. Claire stood close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her body, smell the intoxicating blend of her perfume.

The Sapphire Lounge glittered with crystal chandeliers and the polished smiles of the world’s elite human rights lawyers and diplomats. Claire guided me through the crowd with a hand placed lightly at the small of my back, the pressure both reassuring and electrifying.

“Professor Sloane!” A silver-haired man approached us, hand extended. “Your paper on international tribunal jurisdiction was revolutionary.”

I watched in awe as Claire transformed. Though barely five-foot-four in her heels, she commanded the conversation with razor-sharp wit and incisive observations that left the man, who I recognized as a UN High Commissioner, nodding enthusiastically.

“And this is Alana Lopez,” Claire said, her hand sliding up to my shoulder, “my brilliant colleague who assisted with the research. Her insights were invaluable.”

The warmth of her praise flooded through me as the commissioner shook my hand with newfound respect in his eyes.

Throughout the evening, Claire worked the room masterfully. When she spoke, people leaned in. When she laughed, others joined. When she disagreed, her opponents reconsidered. And through it all, she kept me at her side, introducing me as her valued colleague, touching my arm or back in ways that seemed casual but left my skin burning.

“You’re doing beautifully,” she whispered during a brief moment alone, her lips brushing my ear. “Every person in this room is wondering who you are.”

“Only because I’m with you,” I replied, taking a sip of champagne to steady myself.

Claire’s eyes darkened as she watched my throat work. “No. It’s because you’ve stopped hiding.” Her fingers traced a light pattern on my wrist. “And because that dress makes it impossible not to imagine what’s underneath.”

I nearly choked on my champagne. “Professor—”

Claire leaned in, her lips curving into a predatory smile. “What? It’s true,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. My heart hammered against my ribs.

Before I could respond, a distinguished man in a tailored suit approached us. “Ms. Sloane! I’ve been trying to catch you all evening.”

Claire squeezed my arm once before turning to him. “Ambassador Chen, what a pleasure.” She slipped effortlessly back into professional mode, though I noticed her eyes flicking back to me as she spoke.

For the next hour, I navigated the room with growing confidence, Claire’s words echoing in my mind. I felt the weight of appreciative glances, both male and female, and for once, I didn’t shrink from them. I stood taller, spoke more assertively, and claimed space in conversations that normally would have intimidated me.

By the time the reception wound down, my cheeks ached from smiling and my head buzzed pleasantly from champagne. I caught Claire’s eye across the room, and she nodded slightly, excusing herself from her conversation.

“Ready?” she asked, her hand finding the small of my back.

“Yes,” I replied, surprised by the steadiness in my voice.

The walk back to the elevator was charged with electricity crackling between us. When the doors closed, leaving us alone, Claire leaned against the mirrored wall and studied me.

“You were magnificent tonight,” she said, fingers moving to the top button of her blouse. She unfastened it slowly, deliberately.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the deepening V of exposed skin. “I was just applying what I learned from you—”

“Don’t diminish yourself,” Claire interrupted, a third button coming loose. The elevator climbed higher, and so did the heat. “Own your intelligence, Alana. It’s devastatingly attractive.”

My mouth went dry. “Claire, I—”

The elevator doors opened, but neither of us moved. Her eyes held mine, dark with something dangerous and irresistible.

“After you,” she finally said, gesturing toward our floor.

I walked ahead of her down the hallway, hyperaware of her gaze on me. My hands trembled as I fumbled with the key card at our door.

Claire stepped up behind me, her body heat warming my back as she placed her hand over mine on the key card. “Let me help you with that,” she murmured, her breath hot against my neck as she guided my hand to the scanner.

The door clicked open, and we stumbled inside. I barely had time to draw breath before Claire pushed me against the wall, her mouth finding mine in a hungry, demanding kiss. My gasp was swallowed by her lips as her body pressed against mine, pinning me in place.

“Tell me to stop if you don’t want this,” she whispered against my mouth, her hands already sliding up my sides, bunching the crimson fabric of the borrowed dress.

“No,” I breathed, my hands finding her shoulders, feeling the tension in her muscles. “I want this. I want you.”

Claire’s mouth captured mine again, her kiss fierce and demanding. I surprised myself with my own boldness, fingers fumbling with the remaining buttons of her blouse. Each one that came undone revealed more of her smooth skin, the lace of her black bra stark against it. My lips broke from hers, trailing down her jaw to her neck where I tasted salt and perfume.

“God, yes,” Claire breathed, her fingers threading through my hair, gripping tight enough to make me gasp against her throat. The slight pain sent shivers down my spine, awakening something primal in me.

I pushed the silk blouse from her shoulders, letting it fall forgotten to the floor. Claire’s body was everything I’d tried not to imagine—toned arms, the swell of her breasts above black lace, the curve of her waist. I ran my hands over her skin, memorizing every inch as if I might never get another chance.

“I’ve wanted to do this since the first day you walked into my office,” Claire murmured, her voice husky as she tugged my head back to look at me. Her eyes were dark with desire, pupils blown wide.

“Me too,” I admitted, feeling a weight lift from my chest at the confession. “I’ve tried so hard not to think about you like this.”

Claire’s laugh was low and sultry. “What a waste of energy.” She reached behind me, finding the zipper of the crimson dress. “Let’s see you again.”

The dress slithered down my body, pooling at my feet. My cotton panties quickly followed.

“Beautiful,” she whispered, hands cupping my breasts, thumbs grazing over my hardening nipples. I arched into her touch, a moan escaping my lips.

Claire walked me backward toward the nearest bed, her mouth never leaving mine. When my legs hit the mattress, she pushed me down gently, then stood between my knees. The fifteen-year age gap between us felt like nothing as I watched her unhook her bra, revealing perfect breasts topped with dusky pink nipples.

“You’ve been driving me crazy for months,” she said, stepping out of her pants, leaving her in just a black lace thong. “Do you have any idea how hard it’s been to maintain professionalism around you?”

I shook my head, unable to form words as I took in the sight of her nearly naked body. Claire was all elegant curves and confidence, her skin golden in the warm hotel lighting.

Claire slid onto the bed, moving between my thighs and pushing them further apart with her hands. Her eyes darkened as she took in the sight of me, completely exposed to her.

“Fuck, Alana, I want to fuck you so bad,” she said, her voice dropping to a growl that sent shivers through my entire body. “I’m actually regretting not bringing my strap-on. I’d love nothing more than to fuck you into this mattress until you scream my name.”

I couldn’t help the deep groan that escaped my lips at the mental image her words created: Claire above me, powerful and in control, driving into me relentlessly.

“God, yes,” I whispered, my hips lifting involuntarily toward her. “I want that too.”

Claire’s smile was wicked as she positioned herself over me, her face inches from mine. “I’ll just have to make do,” she purred, and without warning, she thrust two fingers deep inside me.

I cried out, my back arching off the bed. She was merciless, setting a rhythm that had me gasping within seconds.

“You’re so wet,” she murmured against my neck, biting down just hard enough to make me whimper. “Were you this wet all night? Standing next to me at that reception, soaking through your panties while I introduced you to ambassadors?”

I couldn’t answer, could barely think as her fingers curled inside me, finding a spot that made my vision blur. Her mouth moved to my breast, teeth grazing my nipple before sucking it between her lips.

“Answer me,” she commanded, slowing her movements until I whined in protest.

“Yes,” I gasped, hips chasing her retreating fingers. “Yes, I was wet all night. I couldn’t stop thinking about you touching me.”

“Good girl,” Claire praised, rewarding me by adding a third finger, stretching me in the most delicious way. “I could tell.”

Claire’s other hand pressed against my inner thigh, pushing my leg back and opening me wider to her. I felt completely exposed, vulnerable in a way that only intensified my arousal.

“I want to see all of you,” she commanded, her voice thick with desire. “I want to watch what my fingers do to you.”

She thrust deeper, the heel of her palm deliberately avoiding my clit as her fingers curled inside me. The sensation was overwhelming; so close to what I needed but not quite enough.

“Claire!” I screamed, unable to hold back as she established a punishing rhythm. Her fingers moved in and out of me, stretching me, filling me. My breasts bounced with each thrust, and I saw her eyes darken as she watched them.

“Look at you,” she growled. “So fucking beautiful like this.”

I rolled my hips desperately to meet her hand, chasing the building pressure. My back arched off the bed as she hit a particularly sensitive spot, making stars burst behind my eyelids.

“Please,” I begged, not even sure what I was asking for. More? Release? Her mouth on me?

Claire leaned down, her lips brushing against my ear. “Not yet,” she whispered. “I want you desperate first.”

She twisted her wrist, changing the angle of her thrusts. My entire body shook with the force of her movements, my hands clutching desperately at the sheets beneath me.

“I’ve thought about this for months,” Claire admitted, her voice ragged. “Watching you in my lectures, bending over to retrieve something from your bag, the way you bite your lip when you’re concentrating…”

Her confession sent another wave of heat through me. The idea that she had wanted me all this time, had fantasized about me while maintaining her professional facade, it was intoxicating.

“I used to touch myself thinking about you,” I confessed between gasps. “After class… in my apartment… imagining your hands on me instead of mine.”

Claire’s rhythm faltered for just a moment before becoming even more intense. “Tell me,” she demanded. “Tell me what you imagined.”

I could barely form coherent thoughts as her fingers continued their relentless assault on my senses, but I forced the words out. “I imagined you… bending me over your desk… after everyone had left…”

A guttural sound escaped her throat. She shifted her position, driving her fingers even deeper. My hips bucked wildly against her hand.

“What else?” she prompted, her free hand moving to grip my breast, squeezing roughly.

“Your mouth,” I gasped. “I wanted your mouth on me… everywhere.”

Claire’s eyes flashed with hunger. “Like this?” she asked, lowering her head to capture my nipple between her teeth. The sharp, exquisite pain made me cry out.

“Yes! God, yes!”

She alternated between gentle bites and soothing licks, all while her fingers maintained its brutal rhythm.

Claire’s teeth grazed my nipple as her thumb suddenly found my clit, pressing down in firm, deliberate circles. The dual sensation sent electricity coursing through me.

“Cum for me now, Alana,” she commanded against my breast, her voice vibrating through my skin. “I want to feel you tighten around my fingers.”

Her thumb increased its pressure, moving in tight, merciless circles while her fingers curled inside me, hitting that perfect spot with each thrust. The combination was too much.

“Claire!” I screamed as my orgasm crashed through me like a tidal wave. My back arched off the bed, my thighs clamping around her hand as wave after wave of pleasure radiated outward from my core. My vision blurred, my body convulsing with an intensity I’d never experienced before.

Claire didn’t let up, pushing me through the orgasm, drawing it out until I was shaking and incoherent, gasping for breath. Only when I collapsed back onto the bed, utterly spent, did she slowly withdraw her fingers.

“So beautiful,” she murmured, bringing her glistening fingers to her mouth. She maintained eye contact as she sucked them clean, humming with pleasure. “Even better than I imagined.”

I watched her through half-lidded eyes, my chest still heaving, my body tingling with aftershocks. Claire moved up my body, her naked skin sliding against mine, until her face hovered over me. She kissed me deeply, letting me taste myself on her tongue.

“I’m not done with you yet,” she whispered against my lips. “Not even close.”

Despite my exhaustion, desire sparked anew in my belly. I reached up to touch her face, tracing my fingers along her jawline.

“What do you want?” I asked, suddenly eager to please her, to make her feel even a fraction of what she’d just made me feel.

Claire’s eyes darkened as she looked at me, a slow smile spreading across her face. “What I want,” she said, tracing a finger down my sternum, “is to give you exactly what you’ve been fantasizing about.”

She climbed off me in one fluid motion and extended her hand. “Get up.”

I took her hand, my legs still trembling from my orgasm, and let her pull me to my feet. She spun me around to face the hotel dresser, where a large mirror reflected our naked bodies. I barely recognized myself—flushed, hair disheveled, eyes dark with desire.

“Bend over,” Claire commanded, her voice dropping to that authoritative tone that made my knees weak. “Just like in your fantasy.”

I hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward, placing my palms flat on the dresser’s surface. The wood felt cool against my heated skin.

“Perfect,” she breathed, positioning herself behind me. Her hand pressed firmly between my shoulder blades, forcing me lower until my cheek was almost touching the surface. “Is this what you imagined in your apartment all those nights?”

“Yes,” I whispered, watching her in the mirror. The fifteen years between us seemed to magnify her confidence, her knowledge of exactly how to touch me.

Without warning, she thrust her fingers inside me again, the new angle allowing her to penetrate deeper than before. My knees buckled instantly, and I would have collapsed if not for her strong grip on my waist.

“Oh God!” I cried out, my body still sensitive from my previous orgasm. The pleasure was almost too intense, bordering on pain.

“Look at yourself,” Claire demanded, her fingers pumping relentlessly. “Look at how beautiful you are taking my fingers like this.”

I forced my eyes open, meeting her gaze in the mirror. The sight of us: me bent over the dresser, her standing tall behind me, her arm moving rhythmically as she fucked me, was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.

“Harder,” I begged, pushing back against her hand. “Please, Claire.”

She obliged, adding a third finger and increasing her pace. The sound of her fingers sliding through my wetness filled the room, mixing with my desperate moans.

“You’ve been thinking about this for months,” Claire said, her voice husky with arousal. “Being bent over and fucked by me. Being at my mercy.”

“Yes,” I gasped as she curled her fingers inside me, hitting that perfect spot.

Claire’s free hand came around to cup my breast, pinching my nipple between her fingers. The sharp pain contrasted deliciously with the pleasure building between my legs.

I couldn’t stop the groan that escaped my lips as Claire’s pace increased, her fingers stretching me in the most delicious way. My legs began to tremble, barely able to support my weight as she continued her relentless assault.

“Look at you,” Claire hissed, suddenly grabbing a fistful of my hair and yanking my head up so I was forced to see myself in the mirror. “Your face against the wood, taking my fingers like the dirty girl you are.”

She pushed my head back down, my cheek pressed against the cool surface of the dresser as my body rocked forward with each powerful thrust. I could feel drool pooling at the corner of my mouth. The humiliation of it only heightened my arousal.

“Scream for me,” Claire demanded, twisting her wrist to hit a spot inside me that made me quiver. “Let it all out, Alana. I want to hear how good I’m making you feel.”

I couldn’t have held back if I’d tried. A primal sound tore from my throat as she added a fourth finger, stretching me to my limit. My thighs quaked violently, threatening to give out completely.

“That’s it,” she encouraged. “Everyone in this hotel should know what I’m doing to you.”

Her grip on my hair tightened, pulling my head back at an angle that exposed my throat. I caught glimpses of myself in the mirror—eyes glazed, mouth open, face contorted in ecstasy—before my eyelids fluttered closed again.

“Keep your eyes open,” Claire commanded, punctuating her words with a particularly deep thrust that made me cry out. “Watch yourself.”

I forced my eyes open, meeting her gaze in the mirror.

“Fuck, Claire!” I screamed as her thumb found my clit again, pressing down in tight circles. My inner walls clamped down on her fingers as another orgasm built rapidly inside me.

“Such a filthy mouth,” she teased, though her eyes darkened with approval. “You’re not the innocent little research assistant everyone thinks you are, are you?”

I tried to respond, but all that came out was an incoherent moan as she increased her pace even further. The dresser creaked beneath me, the sound mixing with the obscene wetness between my legs and my desperate cries.

“Tell me who you belong to,” Claire demanded, her nails digging into my scalp.

“You,” I gasped, drool now definitely escaping the corner of my mouth as she pounded into me. “I belong to you, Claire.”

“Damn right you do,” she growled, leaning over me so her breasts pressed against my back. Her teeth found my shoulder, biting down hard enough to leave a mark.

The bite and the claiming pushed me over the edge. The pain bloomed across my shoulder, mingling with the pleasure until I couldn’t tell them apart. My thighs clamped together involuntarily as my body gave way, collapsing against the dresser as I felt an unfamiliar pressure building inside me.

“Oh my god!” I screamed as the pressure released in a gush, my body convulsing as I squirted hard around Claire’s relentless fingers. I’d never experienced anything like this before—this complete surrender of control, this overwhelming release.

“Fuck, yes,” Claire hissed against my ear, her voice filled with primal satisfaction. “Look at you.”

She didn’t slow down, her fingers continuing their merciless pace as wave after wave crashed through me. My legs gave out completely, but Claire’s strong arm around my waist kept me pinned against the dresser.

“I didn’t know I could—” I gasped, unable to complete the thought as another aftershock rocked through me.

“I knew you could,” Claire murmured, her voice thick with pride. “Your body was made for this, Alana.”

Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, she slowly withdrew her fingers, leaving me empty and trembling. I whimpered at the loss, my inner walls clenching around nothing.

But Claire wasn’t finished with me. Before I could catch my breath, she was kneeling behind me, her hands spreading my ass cheeks apart.

“Claire, what are you—” My question dissolved into a shocked gasp as I felt her tongue circle my asshole. The sensation was so unexpected, so taboo that my first instinct was to pull away. But Claire’s grip on my hips was firm, holding me in place.

“Relax,” she commanded, her breath hot against my sensitive skin. “Let me make you feel good.”

Her tongue returned, tracing lazy circles around my puckered entrance before pressing against it more firmly. I’d never imagined this act could feel so incredible. Each stroke of her tongue sent new shockwaves of pleasure through my oversensitized body.

“Oh god,” I moaned, my forehead dropping to rest against the cool surface of the dresser. “That feels… I can’t even…”

Claire hummed against me, the vibration adding another dimension to the sensation. Her hands kneaded my ass cheeks as her tongue became more insistent, occasionally dipping to collect the wetness still flowing from my pussy before returning to my ass.

I found myself pushing back against her face, silently begging for more.

I felt Claire’s tongue delve deeper, claiming my ass with a hunger that made me moan uncontrollably. She moaned against me, the vibrations sending shivers up my spine as her tongue circled my entrance before pushing inside. The sensation was unlike anything I’d experienced before—taboo, dirty, and absolutely exhilarating.

Her mouth moved lower, her tongue lapping eagerly at the wetness that had gushed from me moments before. I looked over my shoulder, curious about the sounds she was making, and the sight nearly made me cum again. Claire was on her knees behind me, one hand spreading my ass while her other hand worked frantically between her own legs, rubbing her clit in tight, desperate circles.

“Fuck,” I breathed, watching her pleasure herself while devouring me.

Claire’s eyes met mine, dark with lust. She didn’t stop, didn’t slow down. If anything, seeing me watch her intensified her movements. Her tongue became more insistent, her fingers moved faster between her legs, and her moans grew louder against my sensitive flesh.

“You taste so fucking good,” she growled against me before diving back in, her tongue alternating between my ass and the wetness still flowing from my pussy.

The sight of this powerful, accomplished woman on her knees behind me, pleasuring herself while eating me with such enthusiasm, was the most erotic thing I’d ever witnessed. Claire Sloane—renowned professor, respected lawyer, the woman whose intelligence and confidence had intimidated me for months—was now frantically rubbing herself to the taste of me.

The sight of her pleasuring herself to my taste awakened something primal in me. A sudden surge of confidence rushed through my veins, and I reached back to grip her hair, holding her face firmly against me.

“You like that, don’t you?” I growled, surprised by the command in my own voice. “You love tasting how wet you make me.”

Claire moaned against me, the vibration sending shivers up my spine. I rolled my hips, grinding against her face while keeping her locked in place.

“That’s it,” I hissed, looking over my shoulder to watch her fingers working frantically between her legs. “Fuck yourself while you eat me. Show me how desperate you are.”

Her eyes flashed up to meet mine, darkening with arousal at my sudden dominance. I felt powerful; intoxicated by the control I now held over this woman who had always seemed so untouchable.

I spread my legs wider, pushing my ass back against her face. “Is this what you think about when you’re alone in your office?” I taunted. “Getting on your knees for me? Licking my ass while you fuck yourself?”

Claire whimpered, her hand moving faster between her legs. The sound of her fingers sliding through her wetness filled the room alongside my commanding voice.

“Answer me,” I demanded, tugging sharply on her hair.

She pulled back just enough to gasp, “Yes, fuck yes.”

I rewarded her honesty by grinding harder against her mouth. “Fifteen years older than me, and here you are on your knees, desperate for my taste.” The age gap between us fueled my newfound confidence. “What would all those ambassadors think if they could see the great Professor Sloane now?”

Her moan was almost pained as her tongue worked more frantically against me. I could feel her trembling, close to her own release.

“That’s it,” I encouraged, rolling my hips in rhythm with her tongue. “Make yourself cum while you taste me. I want to hear you scream.”

Claire’s movements became erratic, her moans more desperate. I maintained my grip on her hair, controlling her pace, dictating her pleasure.

“You’re close, aren’t you?” I whispered. “I can feel how badly you need it.”

I watched her face contort with pleasure, her eyes locked with mine as her entire body tensed. A primal cry tore from her throat, her hips bucking wildly against her own hand as she came. Her eyes rolled back, but she never stopped licking me, her tongue fluttering rapidly as waves of pleasure crashed through her.

“God, Alana,” she gasped against my flesh, as she rode out the waves of her pleasure.

Suddenly, she pulled away. The cool air hit my wet skin just before the sharp crack of her hand connecting with my ass. The sting bloomed across my flesh, sending a jolt of electricity straight to my core.

“Such a perfect ass,” Claire growled, bringing her hand down again on the opposite cheek. “Look at how pink it gets when I spank it.”

I cried out, the pain transforming instantly into pleasure as it radiated through my body. She alternated between cheeks, each slap harder than the last until I was whimpering, pushing back for more.

“You like that, don’t you?” Her voice was husky, authoritative. “The prim and proper law student likes being spanked like a naughty girl.”

“Yes,” I gasped, my fingers gripping the edge of the dresser so hard my knuckles turned white.

When she finished spanking me, I turned around in a swift motion, hoisting myself up onto the dresser. The cool wooden surface felt refreshing against my heated skin. I reached for Claire, guiding her between my thighs, wanting to feel her close to me in a different way.

“Come here,” I whispered, pulling her against me.

Claire stepped forward willingly, her body fitting perfectly between my spread legs. I cupped her face with both hands and leaned in, kissing her with a tenderness that contrasted sharply with our earlier frenzy. Our lips moved slowly together, exploring rather than conquering. I tasted myself on her tongue, the intimacy of it making me shiver.

My hand drifted down between us, fingers finding the slick heat between her legs. At the same time, Claire’s hand moved between mine. We both gasped as our fingers made contact with each other’s sensitive flesh.

“Just like this,” I murmured against her lips, my fingers tracing lazy circles around her clit.

Claire mirrored my movements, her touch feather-light as she caressed me. This wasn’t about chasing another orgasm, we were both too sensitive for that, but about prolonging the connection, savoring the lingering pleasure that hummed through our bodies.

“You’re so beautiful,” Claire whispered, her forehead resting against mine as we breathed the same air.

I watched her face as we touched each other, memorizing every detail: the slight flush across her cheekbones, the way her lips parted with each breath, the flutter of her eyelashes when my fingers found a particularly sensitive spot.

“I never expected this,” I admitted softly, my free hand trailing down her neck to rest on her collarbone.

Claire smiled, her eyes meeting mine with surprising vulnerability. “Neither did I. Not like this.”

Our fingers continued their gentle exploration, neither pushing toward climax but simply enjoying the sensation. My thumb traced the outline of her labia before returning to circle her clit, feeling it pulse beneath my touch.

“I love how responsive you are,” I said, watching her pupils dilate when I increased the pressure slightly.

Claire hummed with pleasure, her own fingers mimicking my movements. “You’re one to talk. I’ve never seen anyone cum as hard as you do.”

I felt myself blush at her words, remembering how completely I’d surrendered to her earlier. The wet dresser beneath me still held evidence of my release.

We continued touching each other in this lazy, intimate dance, occasionally pausing to kiss deeply or whisper observations about what felt good. There was no urgency now, just two women exploring the afterglow of intense passion.

“Your body is incredible,” I murmured, my free hand tracing the curve of her breast, feeling the weight of it in my palm. “I could touch you for hours.”

“We have all night,” Claire reminded me, her lips curving into a smile that made my heart flutter. She captured my hand between her legs, stilling my movements. “But first, I think we should talk about what this means.”

My stomach tightened with sudden anxiety. “What does it mean?” I asked, my voice smaller than I intended.

Claire stepped back slightly, though she kept hold of my hand. “That depends on what you want, Alana.”

I looked at her—really looked at her. Claire Sloane, the woman whose academic articles I’d devoured before I even applied to law school. The professor whose lectures made international law feel like poetry. The mentor who pushed me harder than anyone ever had because she saw something in me I hadn’t yet recognized in myself.

“I want you,” I said simply. “Not just tonight.”

A slow smile spread across Claire’s face. “Good. Because I’m not in the habit of fucking my research assistants unless I intend to keep them.”

My cheeks warmed at her praise. “So what happens tomorrow? At the conference?”

“Tomorrow, we’re colleagues,” she said firmly. “You earned your place here with your research and insights. Nothing changes professionally.”

“And after the conference?” I asked, running my fingers through her tousled hair.

Claire leaned in, her lips brushing against mine. “After the conference, we figure it out. Discretion will be necessary, obviously.”

“Worth it,” I whispered against her lips.
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Tales from the Lesbian Dungeon: Breaking in Lucy

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G35RHNWX

Lucy is newly out and painfully inexperienced, armed with nothing but shaky courage and a rumor about an underground lesbian sex dungeon. One step inside and she is swallowed by a world she never imagined. Bodies everywhere. Heat everywhere. Beautiful women and nonbinary folk of every shape and vibe pulling her deeper into her fantasy come-to-life.

When a gorgeous, intimidating stranger zeroes in on her, Lucy panics and flees into the arms of a butch and her femme lover, a dom and sub whose dynamic leaves Lucy reeling before they ever touch her. They take their time breaking her in, showing her exactly what she has been missing.

[image: Affair with my Lesbian Bully]

Affair with my Lesbian Bully

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FVXHZ1GS

Every year, Billie hits the slopes with her three longtime best friends. She’s used to being “one of the guys,” the tomboy in the group who never quite fits the mold. But this year, Andy ruins the vibe by bringing along his new girlfriend, Marcy: gorgeous, polished, and cruel in that effortless way.

When the guys leave for an early morning on the mountain, Billie’s stuck alone in the cabin with her tormentor. The tension snaps fast when Marcy’s biting words spark an argument that turns into something else entirely. Something raw, confusing, and far too good to stop.
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Trapped with my Lesbian Crush

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FTSRTLJW

Shy, small-town Amy has been secretly crushing on the cool, tattooed punk girl in her building for weeks, convinced someone like Gwen would never notice her. Gwen has noticed, and she’s determined to not let Amy hide from what she so desperately wants anymore.

Alone in the cramped, dimly lit elevator with her crush, Amy is confronted by everything she’s ever wanted and needed but was too scared to admit. Will she play it safe? Or give in to the heat building between them?
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