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  Centering the Wheel


Camille Foster paused outside the studio door, her fingers tightening around the strap of her bag. The building smelled faintly of earth and something sharper, like rain on concrete. She had driven here straight from the lawyer's office, still wearing the same blouse she had chosen that morning in hopes it would make her look like someone who had her life together. Mid-thirties, recently divorced, and now standing in front of a pottery class like it might somehow stitch the torn edges of her back together. 
She pushed the door open. The space was larger than she expected, with high windows letting in late-afternoon light that caught on rows of shelves lined with half-finished mugs and bowls. A few other people were already there, chatting softly while they tied on aprons. Camille felt the familiar tug of self-doubt. She did not belong here. She had never made anything with her hands except the occasional dinner that Mark had pushed around his plate.
A tall woman moved between the wheels at the center of the room. Short dark hair, olive skin dusted with pale clay, an apron tied low over fitted jeans. She carried herself with the easy certainty of someone who knew exactly where every inch of her body belonged. When she turned, her green eyes found Camille immediately.
"You must be new," the woman said. Her voice was low, steady. "I'm Daphne Coldiron. Welcome."
Camille managed a small smile. "Camille Foster. I signed up last week. Beginner wheel class."
Daphne nodded once, then gestured toward an empty station near the back. "Take that one. We'll get you started once everyone's settled. Aprons are on the hooks. Don't worry about getting dirty. That's the point."
Camille tied the apron around her waist and sat on the low stool. Her hands felt too delicate for this, soft from years of office work and polite dinners. She glanced around at the other students, mostly women her age or younger, laughing easily with one another. She kept her own hands folded in her lap.
Daphne moved through the room with quiet authority, demonstrating how to center a lump of clay on the wheel. Her strong hands pressed down with measured force, and the clay responded, rising and settling into a smooth dome. Camille watched the way Daphne's forearms flexed, the way her fingers left faint ridges in the spinning surface. Something about the focused calm of it made Camille's chest tighten.
When Daphne reached her station, she placed a fresh lump of clay on the wheel. "Ready?"
"I think so," Camille said. Her voice came out smaller than she intended.
Daphne stepped behind her. The stool was low, so the instructor had to lean in close, her body a solid presence at Camille's back. "Feet flat. Hands steady. We'll do this together the first time."
Before Camille could answer, Daphne reached around and covered her hands with her own. The contact was firm, warm, clay-dusted. Daphne's palms pressed Camille's fingers into the spinning lump, guiding the pressure with slow, deliberate movements. The wheel hummed beneath them. Clay squished between their joined fingers, cool and yielding.
"Breathe," Daphne said near her ear. "Don't fight it. Let the wheel do the work. Your hands just shape it."
Camille tried to focus on the clay, but every nerve seemed tuned to the woman behind her. Daphne's breath stirred the loose strands of hair at Camille's neck. Her chest brushed lightly against Camille's shoulders with each slow rotation. The pressure of those strong hands over hers felt intimate in a way Camille had not expected. Heat pooled low in her belly, sudden and startling.
She shifted on the stool, trying to ignore the growing warmth between her thighs. This was ridiculous. She was straight. She had been married to a man for eight years. Yet the closeness, the low voice, the steady guidance of those capable hands sent a slick, unexpected response through her body. Her panties felt damp against her skin.
Daphne's fingers adjusted, pressing Camille's thumbs deeper into the center of the clay. "There. Feel how it opens when you stop resisting?"
Camille swallowed. "Yes," she managed. Her voice sounded hoarse.
They worked in silence for several minutes, the wheel spinning, the clay rising into a rough cylinder under their combined touch. Every adjustment of Daphne's hands sent fresh sparks along Camille's nerves. She could smell the faint clean scent of the instructor's skin beneath the clay dust. Her fair cheeks flushed hot. She hoped the other students were too absorbed in their own wheels to notice.
When Daphne finally stepped back, Camille's hands kept moving on their own, trembling slightly. The cylinder wobbled and collapsed into a messy mound. She stared at it, embarrassed.
"First time is always messy," Daphne said. She wiped her palms on her apron, eyes steady on Camille's face. "You'll get better with practice. Come back tomorrow evening for a private session if you want extra help. No charge for the first one."
Camille nodded, unable to meet those green eyes for more than a second. "Thank you. I might do that."
The rest of the class passed in a blur of instructions and polite chatter. Camille kept her hands busy, but her thoughts circled back to the moment of contact, the way Daphne's body had fit behind hers, the low murmur of encouragement that had made her wet without a single explicit word. She told herself it was nothing. Nerves. The novelty of being touched after months of careful distance from everyone.
Yet when she stood to leave, her thighs brushed together and she felt the unmistakable slickness. She kept her bag in front of her as she said goodbye and stepped out into the cooling evening air.
Inside the car she sat for a long moment, staring at her clay-streaked fingers. Her heart beat too fast. She had come here to rebuild something simple and safe. Instead the first touch of guidance had cracked open a question she was not ready to name. She started the engine and drove away, the scent of clay still clinging to her skin.






  
  Wet Hands


Camille arrived at the studio twenty minutes early, her keys still clutched in one hand as she stood outside the locked door. The evening air felt cooler than it had the day before, but her skin already ran warm beneath her simple blouse. She had spent the whole day telling herself the private session was just practice. Nothing more. Yet every time she closed her eyes she felt Daphne's hands covering hers again, the steady press of those strong fingers guiding the clay. She shook her head and checked her watch. The sign on the door read "Private Lessons by Appointment Only," but the lights inside glowed soft and low. 
Daphne opened the door before Camille could knock. She wore the same clay-dusted apron over a fitted black top, her short dark hair slightly tousled like she'd been working already. Those piercing green eyes swept over Camille once, calm and assessing. "You're early, Cami. Good. Come in and lock the door behind you. I don't want any interruptions tonight."
Camille stepped inside, the familiar scent of wet clay and earth wrapping around her. The main studio lights were dimmed, leaving only the lamps above the wheels lit in pools of warm gold. Her station from yesterday sat ready, a fresh lump of clay centered on the wheel. She tied on an apron with fingers that felt clumsy. "I wasn't sure if I should bring anything," she said, voice soft. "I just... wanted to try again."
"You don't need anything but your hands," Daphne said. She moved behind Camille's stool without asking, her presence solid and close. "Sit. We'll start slow. Feet flat on the floor, knees apart for balance. That's it. Now wet your hands in the bowl."
Camille dipped her fingers into the water, the cool liquid sliding between them. Daphne's voice stayed low, instructional, as she leaned in. Her breath brushed the shell of Camille's ear. "The clay needs to stay wet. Dry hands fight it. You have to keep everything slick and yielding."
Camille swallowed and placed her palms on the spinning wheel. The lump of clay wobbled under her touch. Daphne reached around her again, covering Camille's hands with her own. The contact sent an immediate spark up Camille's arms. Those strong, capable hands pressed down, guiding the pressure with slow, deliberate circles. "Don't push too hard at first," Daphne murmured. "Feel how it resists? You soften it by staying with the motion. Let it open for you."
The wheel hummed between Camille's thighs. Daphne's body fit close behind her, chest brushing her shoulders with each breath. Camille tried to focus on the clay rising under their joined fingers, but the heat from Daphne's palms seeped into her skin. Her fair cheeks flushed. She shifted on the stool, aware of the way her soft curves pressed against the hard seat.
"That's better," Daphne said, voice dropping lower. "See how it yields when you stop fighting? Clay doesn't like force. It likes patience. It likes to be touched just right until it gives in."
Camille's breath caught. The words settled low in her belly, stirring something she didn't want to name. She was straight. This was just a lesson. But the way Daphne's fingers slid over hers, slick with water and clay, made her pulse quicken. A warm ache began between her legs, subtle at first, then building as the wheel kept spinning.
Daphne adjusted their grip, pressing Camille's thumbs into the center of the clay to open it. "Good girl. Now breathe with it. In and out. The clay responds to your body. If you're tense, it stays stiff. If you relax, it flows."
"I'm trying," Camille whispered. Her voice sounded shaky. She could feel the dampness starting in her panties, a slick warmth that matched the wet clay on her hands. This was the first time she consciously registered it as arousal from a woman's touch. The realization made her stomach flip with confusion and something hotter.
Daphne's lips curved in a small smile against the side of Camille's hair. "I know you are. Your hands are delicate, but they're learning. Keep them soft. Don't grip too tight. Let me guide you deeper."
They worked in silence for a stretch, the cylinder rising and falling as Camille's control wavered. Each time it collapsed, Daphne's hands stayed steady, pressing closer, her body a firm line at Camille's back. "You're thinking too much," Daphne said. "Stop worrying about the shape. Focus on how it feels under your fingers. Wet. Yielding. Ready to take whatever you give it."
Camille's thighs pressed together on the stool. The dirty encouragement threaded through the lesson like a secret current. She felt her nipples tighten against the fabric of her blouse, sensitive and aching. The wetness between her legs grew more insistent, soaking into her underwear as the wheel turned. She told herself it was the closeness of the lesson, the intimate way pottery required touch. But her body knew better. This was the first time another woman's voice and hands had made her this wet, and the thought sent a fresh rush of heat through her.
Daphne leaned in further, her mouth near Camille's ear again. "You're getting it now. Feel that? The clay's opening because you're not fighting anymore. Same thing happens when you let go. It surrenders. It gets soft and wet and perfect."
Camille bit her lip. Her internal voice screamed questions. Why did this feel so good? Why was she responding like this to Daphne? She had never been attracted to women before. Mark had been her only partner, and even then the spark had faded long before the divorce. Yet here she sat, clay spinning between her legs, another woman's body pressed close, and her panties were drenched. She shifted again, trying to ease the growing ache without drawing attention.
"Don't move like that," Daphne instructed quietly. "Stay centered. Your body affects the wheel. If you squirm, the clay knows. Keep your focus on the touch. My hands over yours. The way we're shaping it together."
Camille obeyed, though every nerve hummed. They rebuilt the form three more times, each attempt lasting longer as her hands grew steadier under Daphne's guidance. The instructor's fingers slid between hers with deliberate pressure, sometimes brushing the sensitive skin of her wrists. "You're doing well, Cami. Your skin flushes so easily when you're concentrating. I can feel the heat coming off you."
The praise made Camille's cheeks burn hotter. She wanted to deny the effect, to say it was just the work, but the words stuck in her throat. Instead she whispered, "It's harder than I thought. Keeping it steady."
"It gets easier with practice," Daphne replied. Her voice carried that calm certainty, laced now with something teasing. "And you want to practice, don't you? You want to learn how to make it yield just right. How to keep your hands wet and moving until it gives you exactly what you need."
Camille's breath came faster. The arousal was undeniable now, a steady throb between her thighs that matched the wheel's rhythm. She felt exposed, even though they were alone. The studio's earthy scent mixed with Daphne's clean skin, and every whispered word about softness and yielding seemed to sink straight into her core. Her hands trembled slightly under Daphne's, the clay slipping as her concentration fractured.
Daphne didn't scold her. She simply adjusted, pressing closer so her athletic frame supported Camille's back. "It's all right. Let it go messy. We'll fix it. The important part is you feeling it. The slickness. The way it responds when you press in the right places."
They continued for another twenty minutes, the session stretching as Daphne offered more whispered lessons. "Clay teaches surrender. You can't force it open. You have to coax it, keep it wet, move with it until it opens on its own. Same with anything that needs careful hands." Her fingers tightened over Camille's for emphasis, guiding a deeper press that made the form rise tall before it wobbled again.
Camille's mind raced with internal questions. Was this normal? Did other students feel this pull during private lessons? She had come here to reclaim confidence after years of neglect, not to discover her body reacting this way to a woman. Yet the wetness in her panties had spread, leaving her slick and uncomfortable on the stool. Every shift of her hips sent a small spark through her. She was aroused, consciously and undeniably, from the female touch guiding her hands.
When the wheel finally slowed to a stop, Daphne eased back but kept one hand resting on Camille's shoulder. "That's enough for tonight. You're learning fast. Your hands are stronger than they look."
Camille stood on shaky legs, the apron doing little to hide the flush across her fair skin. She wiped her hands on a towel, avoiding Daphne's eyes. "Thank you. It felt... different tonight. More intense."
"Private sessions often are," Daphne said. She watched Camille with that steady green gaze. "Come back tomorrow. Same time. We'll work on keeping the form centered longer. Bring an extra change of clothes if you want. Things can get messy when we push further."
Camille nodded, gathering her bag. The drive home passed in a haze. She kept her thighs pressed together, the damp fabric of her panties a constant reminder. By the time she reached her apartment she was still unsettled, still wet, her body humming with the memory of Daphne's voice and the guided pressure that had sparked this new, confusing craving. She stripped in the bathroom, staring at the evidence in the mirror, her mind looping on one question: what was happening to her?
The shower did little to wash it away. Camille stood under the spray, hands braced on the tiles, replaying every whispered word about yielding and softness. Her fingers drifted between her legs almost without permission, finding herself slicker than the water could explain. She pulled away quickly, heart pounding. This wasn't who she was. Yet the ache lingered as she dried off and climbed into bed, the sheets cool against her flushed skin. Tomorrow she would go back. She told herself it was for the pottery. But deep down she knew the private session had already begun reshaping something far more intimate than clay.
She lay awake longer than usual, the studio's scent still clinging faintly to her hair. Every small movement reminded her of the wetness that hadn't fully faded. Camille closed her eyes and tried to picture Mark's face, the life she had left behind, but Daphne's low voice kept intruding. "Let it yield. Keep your hands wet." The words looped in her mind until sleep finally pulled her under, leaving her restless and aware that her body had responded in ways she couldn't yet name or control.






  
  First Firing


Camille lingered at her wheel after the regular class ended, her hands still slick from the last attempt at centering. The other students filed out with casual goodbyes, their laughter fading down the hallway. She wiped her palms on the apron, heart beating faster than it should. Daphne had caught her eye during the session, that calm green gaze holding a little longer than usual, and now the studio felt emptier, quieter, charged with something unspoken. 
Daphne moved through the space, locking the front door with a soft click. "Stay behind tonight, Cami," she said, her low voice carrying easily across the room. "You've been coming to the private sessions. Your hands are improving, but there's more I can show you when it's just us. No rush. Take your time packing up if you need to think about it."
Camille hesitated, her fair skin flushing as she met Daphne's eyes. "I don't have anywhere else to be. Mark's gone, and the apartment's too quiet anyway. What kind of lesson?"
"A deeper one," Daphne replied. She crossed to Camille's station and rested one strong hand on the wheel. "The kind where we focus on yielding without anyone watching. The clay's already waiting. Sit back down."
Camille obeyed, settling onto the stool again. The wheel spun up under Daphne's foot, and the instructor stepped behind her once more, body close, apron brushing Camille's back. "Wet your hands first. Keep them slick. We're not forcing anything tonight. Just guiding it open."
The clay lump rose between their joined fingers, Daphne's palms pressing over Camille's with that familiar steady pressure. The earthy scent filled Camille's lungs, thick and grounding. "That's it," Daphne murmured near her ear. "Feel how it softens when you stay with the motion. No fighting. Just touch and release. Your body's learning faster than you think."
Camille's breath quickened. The closeness felt different without the other students around. Daphne's athletic frame fit against her, strong hands directing every small adjustment. The wheel's hum vibrated through the stool and into her thighs. She shifted, aware of the growing warmth low in her belly, the same spark from the previous private session but stronger now in the empty studio.
"You're tense again," Daphne said, voice dropping into that instructional tone laced with something darker. "Breathe out. Let your shoulders drop. The clay yields to patience, not pressure. Same way a body does when it's touched right. You have to keep everything wet and open."
The words sent a flush across Camille's chest. She nodded, trying to focus, but her mind kept circling back to the way Daphne's fingers slid between hers, slick and sure. The clay formed a taller shape this time, and Daphne leaned in closer, her breath warm on Camille's neck. "Good. Now press in deeper with your thumbs. Don't pull away when it resists. Stay inside it until it gives."
Camille's hands trembled slightly. The intimacy of the guidance felt charged, and she couldn't ignore the slickness building between her own legs. This was the stay-behind lesson, and already her body responded with that confusing hunger. She was straight, or at least she had been. Yet the low voice and the press of Daphne's body made her panties dampen again, just like before.
After several minutes the form held steady. Daphne eased the wheel to a stop and stepped around to face her. "That's enough on the wheel for now. Come with me to the back table. I want to show you something about finishing pieces."
Camille followed, wiping her hands as they moved to a low workbench near the kiln room. The studio's earthy smell grew stronger here, clay dust and wet slip mixing in the air. Daphne gestured to the floor. "Kneel down for a moment. The angle's better for seeing the base work. Don't worry about the mess. Clay cleans off skin easy enough."
Camille hesitated, then lowered herself to her knees amid the scattered tools and damp rags. The clay scent rose around her, grounding and intimate. Daphne stood close, her apron at eye level, strong hands resting on her hips. "Look at how the piece sits," Daphne said, but her tone shifted, becoming more commanding. "Now look at me. You've been responding to the lessons, Cami. Your body tells the truth even when your mind questions it. I can smell how wet you've gotten again."
Camille's eyes widened, shock flickering through her. "I... it's just the work. The closeness. I don't usually..."
"Don't lie to yourself," Daphne interrupted, voice calm but unyielding. "It's more than that. You've been wet from my hands on yours since the first private session. Tonight we're going further. Stay on your knees. Hands on your thighs. I want you to taste what you've been craving without saying it out loud."
Camille's heart hammered. Shock mixed with a sudden, raw hunger that surprised her. She watched as Daphne untied the apron and lifted the hem of her fitted top, revealing smooth olive skin and the edge of simple black underwear. Daphne pushed the fabric down, exposing herself with deliberate slowness. "Open your mouth. Use your tongue first. Learn the taste the way you learn the clay. Soft. Yielding. Wet for the right touch."
Camille leaned forward on her knees, the clay scent thick around her. Her lips parted, and she pressed a tentative kiss to Daphne's exposed skin, then let her tongue slide out. The first taste hit her like a shock. Daphne was already slick, warm and musky with a hint of salt that made Camille's own wetness surge. She licked again, more deliberately, exploring the folds with hesitant strokes that grew bolder under the low encouragement.
"That's it," Daphne said, one hand resting lightly on Camille's hair. "Don't rush. Keep your tongue flat and soft. Feel how it yields to you. Same lesson as the wheel. You press in, it opens. You're hungry for it already, aren't you? Your mouth's watering like you've been waiting for this."
Camille moaned softly against the flesh, the sound muffled. Her shock lingered, but the hunger grew fast, overriding the questions in her head. She had never done this with a woman, never imagined the taste or the way it made her thighs clench. Yet here she was, kneeling amid the clay dust, licking with increasing need. Her hands stayed on her thighs as instructed, but she wanted to touch herself, to ease the ache building between her legs.
Daphne's hips shifted forward slightly, guiding the contact. "Suck gently now. Use your lips around it. You're doing well for your first time. The scent's all over you, mixing with the clay. You smell like my studio already."
Camille obeyed, drawing the sensitive nub between her lips and sucking with soft pulls. The taste filled her mouth, earthy and intimate, and she found herself pressing closer, tongue working deeper. Her fair skin flushed deep red, and her breath came in short gasps between licks. The hunger surprised her most. She wanted more, wanted to bury her face and lose herself in the sensation. This was the first taste, and it ignited something she couldn't name yet.
"Look up at me while you do it," Daphne commanded. "I want to see your eyes when you realize how much you like it. You're not fighting anymore. Your tongue's getting greedy."
Camille lifted her gaze, hazel eyes wide with shock and growing submission. She kept licking, the wet sounds filling the quiet studio alongside the faint hum of the kiln in the next room. Her own body throbbed, panties soaked through, but she didn't move her hands. The instruction held her in place, and the obedience fed the hunger.
Daphne's fingers tightened in Camille's hair, not pulling but directing. "Deeper now. Push your tongue inside. Taste how wet you've made me. This is what the lessons have been building toward. You yielding on your knees the way the clay does on the wheel."
Camille followed, sliding her tongue into the slick heat, exploring with long strokes. The taste was stronger here, richer, and she swallowed it down with a soft whimper. Shock still rippled through her. This was her first pussy worship experience, and it felt nothing like she had expected. No revulsion, only this raw, building need. She wanted to please, to earn more of the low praise, to stay in this earthy intimacy as long as Daphne allowed.
They continued like that for long minutes, Camille's mouth working with growing confidence while Daphne offered whispered instructions. "Use the flat of your tongue on the outside, then point it when you go in. You're learning fast. Your lips are perfect for this. Soft and eager."
Camille's jaw ached slightly, but she didn't stop. The clay scent surrounded them, blending with the intimate musk, and every breath she took carried it. Her hunger deepened with each lick, turning the initial shock into something hotter. She pressed her thighs together on the floor, seeking friction without breaking position. This was only the beginning, she realized. The private lesson had crossed into something she couldn't undo.
When Daphne finally eased back, her voice stayed steady. "Enough for tonight. Stand up. Wipe your mouth on the towel. You're flushed and messy, just like the clay after a good session."
Camille rose on unsteady legs, the taste still on her tongue. Her body felt alive in ways it hadn't for years, wet and aching and hungry for more. She followed Daphne's instructions, cleaning up while her mind raced with questions and the undeniable craving that had taken root. The stay-behind lesson had given her the first real taste, and already she knew she would return for whatever came next.
Daphne watched her with that calm certainty. "Same time tomorrow. Don't tell anyone about staying late. This stays between us. Your body already knows what it wants. Your mind will catch up."
Camille nodded, gathering her things. The drive home passed in a blur of sensations. She kept licking her lips, tasting the remnants, her panties still damp against her skin. Shock and hunger warred inside her, but the hunger was winning. She had knelt amid the clay scent and worshipped for the first time, and part of her already longed to do it again. The transformation had begun in earnest, and Camille couldn't bring herself to stop it.
Back in her apartment she stood in the shower, letting the water run over her flushed body. Her fingers drifted between her legs, finding herself slick and swollen. She didn't touch further, not yet, but the memory of Daphne's taste and the low commands kept her awake long into the night. The studio had become more than a place to rebuild confidence. It had become the site of her first surrender, and the hunger it sparked refused to fade.






  
  Daily Practice


Camille arrived at the studio every evening that week, her car pulling into the empty lot just after the last regular class ended. Daphne had made it clear during the first private session after the kneeling that this was no longer occasional. "You're coming every night from now on," Daphne had said in that low, commanding voice while Camille wiped her mouth clean of the taste. "No excuses. The wheel's yours until I say otherwise, and we're building on what we started. Your body's already hungry for it. Don't pretend otherwise." 
Camille didn't argue. The shock from the first taste still lingered, but the hunger had taken root deeper. She told herself it was practice, a way to rebuild after the divorce, but each night she left her apartment earlier than needed, wearing simpler clothes that felt less like her old self. The blouse from her first class stayed in the closet now. She chose fitted tanks and loose skirts instead, nothing that required much thought.
On the second evening Daphne locked the door behind them and pointed to the stool. "Sit. Hands wet. We're not starting with clay tonight. First we set some rules. You're mine for these sessions. That means no panties when you walk in here. I want you bare under whatever you're wearing. Easy access for checking how wet the lessons make you."
Camille's cheeks flushed hot, but she nodded. "I... I can do that." Her voice came out soft, already slipping into obedience. She reached under her skirt right there, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her underwear and sliding them down her legs. The fabric was already damp from anticipation. She tucked them into her bag and sat, thighs pressing together on the cool stool.
"Good," Daphne said. She stepped close, one strong hand resting on Camille's shoulder. "Now the photos. Every day after you touch yourself, even just to check, you send me a picture of your wet fingers. No face, just the fingers. I want proof you're practicing the yielding we talked about. Your old life doesn't need to know. It's fading anyway, isn't it?"
Camille swallowed. The rule settled over her like another layer of clay, shaping her. "Yes. Mark hasn't called in days. My friends stopped asking how I'm doing. It's easier this way." She dipped her hands in the water bowl and placed them on the wheel as instructed. The evening sessions began in earnest, the wheel spinning while Daphne stood behind her, body pressed close, whispering the same lessons but with dirtier edges.
"Keep your fingers soft," Daphne murmured against her ear on the third night. "Don't grip. Let the clay open for you the way your cunt opens when I tell you to touch it later. You're getting wetter every session. I can smell it mixing with the clay now."
Camille's breath hitched. Her bare thighs shifted on the stool, the absence of panties making every movement feel exposed. The clay rose under their joined hands, but her mind kept drifting to the rule. She would have to touch herself tonight, send the photo, and the thought made her slicker. Daphne's hands guided hers deeper into the form, pressing with steady pressure. "That's it. Yield to it. Your body's learning faster than your head. By the end of the week you'll be sending those photos without hesitation."
By the fourth evening Camille's wardrobe had shifted further. She arrived in a simple cotton dress that buttoned down the front, nothing underneath. Her shoulder-length brown hair stayed tied back, but she left more of it loose at Daphne's quiet suggestion. "Easier for me to grip if I need to guide your head again," Daphne had said during the previous session, and Camille hadn't questioned it. Her old habits faded too. She stopped checking her phone for messages from her ex or old coworkers. The apartment stayed quiet, lights off except for the bedroom where she practiced touching herself as instructed, fingers sliding through her wetness before she snapped the photo and sent it to Daphne's number.
The first photo had been shaky, her fingers glistening in the dim light of her bathroom. Daphne replied with a single word: "Good." Each night after that the photos grew more deliberate. Camille spread her fingers wider, showing the slick strands, her body responding to the act of documentation. The evening sessions grew longer, the wheel work blending into moments where Daphne would stop the spin and have Camille kneel again amid the clay scent.
"On your knees," Daphne commanded on the fifth night. "Mouth open. You've earned another taste for following the rules so far. Send the photo first, though. Right now, before we start."
Camille obeyed, pulling her phone from her bag with clay-dusted hands. She lifted her dress, touched herself quickly, the wetness immediate and warm, then captured the image and sent it. Her breath came faster as she lowered to her knees. The studio floor felt cool under her bare skin. Daphne lifted her own apron and clothing, guiding Camille's head forward with one firm hand. "Lick. Slow at first. You're getting better at this. Your tongue knows what to do now."
Camille pressed her mouth to the slick heat, tongue flat and soft as instructed. The taste flooded her again, musky and earthy, blending with the clay dust in the air. She licked with growing hunger, shock still present but fading under the obedience. Daphne's low voice continued. "That's right. Don't stop until I tell you. Your old life can't give you this. It never did. You're mine for these sessions, and the photos prove you're practicing even when you're alone."
The sessions stretched into the sixth and seventh nights. Camille's habits changed more. She stopped wearing makeup entirely, her fair skin flushing naturally from the work and the arousal. Her wardrobe narrowed to clothes that allowed quick removal or access. No more jeans. Only skirts and dresses she could lift easily. At home she practiced the wheel movements in her mind, but also the touching, sending the required photos each morning and night. Daphne's replies stayed short but encouraging. "Wet enough. Keep it that way."
One evening Daphne added another layer to the rules during a break in the wheel work. "No coming without permission," she said while Camille knelt, mouth still glistening. "You can touch all you want for the photos, but you edge yourself. Stop before it peaks. Your hunger stays sharp for me. Your old friends wouldn't understand this anyway. They're part of the life that's fading."
Camille nodded against the skin, tongue still working. "I won't. I promise." Her voice sounded breathless, muffled. The obedience felt natural now, her body responding with fresh wetness that she captured later for the daily photo. The progress photos piled up in her sent messages, each one a record of her shifting focus. The divorce papers sat unopened on her kitchen counter. Mark's last text went unanswered. Her world narrowed to the studio, the clay, and Daphne's commands.
By the end of the week Camille arrived for the evening session already bare beneath her dress, body humming with anticipation. Daphne greeted her with a nod and the familiar instruction. "Wet your hands. Then we'll see how obedient you've become. Send the morning photo again if you haven't. I want to watch you do it this time."
Camille pulled out her phone, lifted her dress, and touched herself in front of Daphne, fingers sliding through the slickness with deliberate strokes. She captured the image, sent it, and waited. The low approval in Daphne's voice made her thighs tremble. "Good girl. Now on the wheel. Your hands are stronger every night. The old you is slipping away, and this new version fits my studio better."
The wheel spun. Camille's bare skin pressed to the stool. Daphne's body stayed close behind, hands covering hers, whispering about softness and yielding while the clay took shape. The daily practice had taken hold. Camille's internal questions quieted under the growing hunger. She sent the photos without pause now, her wardrobe and habits fully shifted, her obedience deepening with each evening session. The life before the studio felt distant, like something she'd left on a shelf to dry and crack. Only the present remained, wet fingers and clay and the taste she craved more each night.
That final evening of the week stretched later than usual. After the wheel work and the kneeling, Daphne had Camille stand and lift her dress again. "Touch yourself once more before you go. Edge like I said. Send the photo from the car on your way home. Your old life doesn't pull you anymore. This does."
Camille complied, fingers working in slow circles until the edge built and she pulled away with a soft whimper. She drove home wet and aching, the photo sent from a red light, her mind already on the next session. The rules held her steady. No panties. Daily photos. Evening sessions. Old life fading. Obedience growing. She parked outside her apartment and sat for a moment, tasting the clay on her lips and the memory of Daphne's taste beneath it. Tomorrow she would return, bare and ready, the practice shaping her further.






  
  The Kiln Room


Camille arrived later than usual that evening, her bare thighs brushing together under the loose skirt as she stepped into the empty studio. The regular classes had ended hours ago, and the lot sat dark except for the single light glowing from the back. Daphne met her at the door with a small nod, already in her apron, short dark hair catching the glow. "Lock it behind you," she said, voice low and steady. "We're moving to the kiln room tonight. The heat's up for a firing, and I want you training in there. No one else around. Just us and the rules you've been following." 
Camille turned the deadbolt without hesitation. Her old life had faded further with each daily session and wet-finger photo sent. She hadn't spoken to Mark in over a week, and her friends' texts sat unread. The skirt she wore had no panties beneath it, per the standing rule, and her skin already felt warm with anticipation. "The kiln room?" she asked, following Daphne through the main space. "What's different there?"
"It's hotter. More enclosed. Good for teaching you to stay put and serve longer," Daphne replied. She pushed open the heavy door to the kiln room, where the large electric kiln hummed with steady heat. The air inside felt thick and warm, carrying the earthy scent of drying clay and slip. Shelves lined the walls with bisque-fired pieces, and a low bench sat near the kiln's front. "Strip the skirt off. Leave the top on for now. Kneel on the bench when you're ready."
Camille obeyed, her fingers working the button at her waist. The skirt pooled at her feet, leaving her bare from the hips down. The kiln's warmth brushed her skin as she climbed onto the bench, knees pressing into the wood. Daphne moved behind her, producing two thin leather straps from a drawer. "Light restraint tonight. Nothing heavy. Just to hold your position while you learn extended service. Hands behind your back first."
Camille placed her wrists together without question. The leather felt cool and smooth as Daphne looped and buckled the straps, securing them with a soft click. The restraint wasn't tight enough to hurt, but it kept her arms pinned, forcing her chest forward and her balance centered on her knees. Another strap went around her waist, fastening her to the bench so she couldn't shift away easily. "There," Daphne said, testing the give. "You're positioned now. Mouth at the right height. You'll stay like this until I decide you've had enough practice."
The heat from the kiln pressed against Camille's flushed skin, making her fair cheeks pink and her breath come quicker. She tested the straps once, feeling the light pull but no give. Her body responded with a fresh slickness between her thighs, the daily practice of edging and photos leaving her always ready. Daphne stepped in front of her, lifting the apron and her clothing to expose herself. The scent of her mixed with the kiln's earthy warmth. "Start slow. Tongue flat. You're here to worship properly this time, not rush through it. The straps keep you focused on the task."
Camille leaned forward as far as the waist strap allowed, her mouth opening to press against the warm, slick skin. The first lick drew a low sound from her throat. The taste hit her again, musky and rich, blending with the clay dust in the air. She worked her tongue in long, soft strokes as instructed, the prolonged contact already making her own wetness spread. Daphne's hand rested on her tied hair, guiding without force. "That's it. Don't pull back. Keep your tongue moving. This is extended service. You stay until the lesson sinks in."
Minutes stretched as Camille licked, her jaw working steadily. The kiln's heat made sweat bead on her back, and the leather straps held her steady when her thighs trembled from the position. She lost track of time, the worship turning messy as her saliva mixed with Daphne's wetness, dripping down her chin. Her internal thoughts circled the change in herself. The shock from the first time had given way to this raw hunger, and the restraint only deepened it. She couldn't reach to touch herself, couldn't send a photo yet, but the obedience kept her going.
"Suck now," Daphne commanded after a stretch of silence broken only by the kiln's hum and the wet sounds of Camille's mouth. "Use your lips around it. You're getting better at this every night. Your old habits are gone. No more polite dinners or waiting for calls that never come. This is your practice now."
Camille adjusted, drawing the sensitive nub between her lips with gentle pulls. The taste coated her tongue thicker, and she swallowed it down, the hunger growing with each motion. The straps limited her movement, so she had to strain forward slightly, pressing her face closer. Her bare ass lifted as she adjusted on the bench, the position exposing her further to the warm air. Wetness trickled down her inner thigh, and she whimpered softly against the skin, the sound vibrating through her tongue.
Daphne's voice stayed low and instructional, laced with dirty encouragement. "Feel how messy it gets when you commit. Your mouth's dripping, just like your cunt would be if I let you touch. But you're not touching tonight. You're serving. Beg if you want more. I can hear you getting desperate already."
The words pushed Camille deeper into the worship. She licked with renewed focus, tongue pushing inside the slick heat, exploring the folds with long strokes. The prolonged session made her jaw ache, but she didn't stop. The leather around her wrists and waist held her in place, turning the act into something she had to endure and savor. Her body burned from the kiln's heat and the building arousal. She wanted to beg, but her mouth stayed occupied, so she moaned instead, the sound pleading on its own.
After what felt like half an hour, Daphne eased back just enough to speak. "Look up at me while you work. Show me your eyes. You're learning to stay put and give extended service. The straps are light, but they teach you not to pull away when it gets intense."
Camille lifted her gaze, hazel eyes glassy with need. She kept licking, the mess spreading across her cheeks now. The taste filled her senses, earthy and intimate, and the hunger made her shift against the bench. Her bare skin stuck slightly to the wood from sweat and the kiln's warmth. She wanted release, wanted to edge herself as the daily rule required, but the restraint and the command held her to this task alone.
"Beg for more," Daphne said, pulling away fully for a moment. "Use your words. Tell me what you want."
Camille's voice came out hoarse, lips shiny and parted. "Please. More. I want to keep going. Don't stop yet. I'm hungry for it. The taste... it makes me wetter every time. Please let me stay like this longer."
Daphne smiled that calm, certain smile and stepped forward again. "Good. Back to it then. Tongue deeper this time. You're not done until I say. The kiln's still firing, and so are you."
Camille dove back in, the worship turning messier as she followed the instruction. Saliva and wetness coated her chin and neck, dripping onto the bench. Her tied hands flexed uselessly behind her, and the waist strap kept her centered. Time blurred in the hot room. She lost herself in the rhythm, the low praise from Daphne feeding the hunger. "You're taking it well. Your mouth's made for this now. No more questioning. Just service and the photos you'll send later when I release you."
The session extended further. Camille's knees ached on the bench, but the discomfort mixed with the arousal into something sharper. She begged again when Daphne paused, voice breathless. "Please. I need more. Don't make me stop. I'll do anything for another taste like this. The straps... they make it better. I can't move away even if I wanted to."
Daphne adjusted the straps slightly, loosening the waist one just enough for Camille to press closer. "That's the point. Extended service means you stay through the mess and the heat. Your body's learning it. Send the photo from here when we're done. Show me those wet fingers after I've used your mouth."
Camille nodded against the skin, continuing the licks with growing desperation. The kiln room's heat wrapped around them, the scent of clay and sex thick in the air. Her fair skin flushed deeper, and her soft curves trembled with each stroke of her tongue. The daily practice had prepared her for this, the no-panties rule and photos building the obedience that let her kneel restrained and worship without pause.
When Daphne finally unbuckled the straps, Camille's arms fell forward, tingling from the position. She stayed on her knees, mouth still open, waiting. "Touch yourself now," Daphne said. "Edge like always. Then the photo. You're begging so nicely tonight. We'll do this again soon."
Camille's fingers found her own slick heat immediately, sliding through the wetness with quick, desperate strokes. She stopped at the edge, body shaking, then captured the photo of her glistening fingers and sent it. The kiln room session had taught her more than positioning. It had shown her how far her hunger could stretch under light restraint and prolonged service. She left the studio later, skirt back on, the taste still on her tongue and the ache between her legs sharp. The old life stayed further behind, and the craving for the next locked session grew stronger with every step.,






  
  Public Glaze


Camille stood near the back wall of the small gallery, her fingers clutching the stem of an untouched wine glass. The student work exhibition filled the space with soft chatter and the low hum of voices admiring the displayed pieces. Her own bowl sat on a low pedestal under a spotlight, centered and glazed in earthy tones that caught the light. She had fired it during one of the recent kiln sessions, and the memory made her skin warm beneath the simple black dress she wore. No panties underneath, as the rules required now. The fabric brushed her bare thighs with every small shift, a constant reminder of her obedience. 
Daphne moved through the crowd with calm authority, greeting students and their guests. Her short dark hair and clay-dusted apron replaced tonight by a fitted blouse and slacks, but the commanding presence remained. She caught Camille's eye across the room and gave a small nod. The signal sent a flush across Camille's fair skin. The daily practice had prepared her for private risks, but this public setting twisted the hunger into something sharper. Her old life felt even more distant here. Mark's name hadn't crossed her mind in days, and she hadn't checked her phone for anything beyond the required photos sent to Daphne that morning.
The tension built as more people arrived. Other students laughed and pointed at their work, but Camille stayed rooted near her piece, thighs pressed together to ease the growing ache. She had edged that afternoon as instructed, sending the wet-finger photo from her car before walking in. Now the risk of discovery made every breath feel charged. Daphne approached with two other students in tow, her voice low and instructional as she discussed the glazing technique on Camille's bowl. "See how the layers yield under heat? It takes patience. You can't rush the firing. The same goes for any craft that requires steady hands."
Camille nodded politely, but her mind raced. The words carried a double edge, and the low tone stirred the familiar slickness between her legs. When the small group moved on, Daphne lingered. "Meet me in the storage closet down the hall in five minutes," she murmured, lips barely moving. "The door's unlocked. Don't draw attention. Your composure stays intact out here until I say otherwise."
Camille waited the five minutes, heart pounding as she smiled at a passing acquaintance. The risk already heightened her addiction, the public setting making the hidden command feel more intense than any kiln-room session. She slipped away during a burst of laughter from the main group, her heels clicking softly on the tile as she found the narrow closet. It smelled of paint and old canvas, shelves lined with supplies. Daphne followed seconds later, locking the door behind them with a quiet click.
"On your knees," Daphne said, voice dropping into that familiar commanding tone. "Lift your dress. Show me you're following the rules. Then get to work. We don't have long before someone notices we're both gone."
Camille sank to her knees on the cool floor, the dress bunching at her waist. Her bare skin prickled with the exposure, and she spread her thighs slightly to reveal the slick evidence of her arousal. Daphne's strong hands unfastened her slacks with efficient movements. "Good. No panties. You're learning. Now open your mouth and start. Tongue soft at first. The risk makes it better, doesn't it? Your body's already wetter than in the studio."
Camille leaned forward, pressing her lips to the exposed skin and letting her tongue slide out in a slow, flat lick. The taste flooded her senses immediately, musky and warm, mixing with the faint chemical scent of the closet. She worked with deliberate care, the public tension making every stroke feel heightened. Her hands stayed on her own thighs as per the ongoing obedience, but her body trembled with the need to touch herself. The addiction to this service had deepened over the weeks of daily practice, and the risk of discovery sent fresh heat through her core.
"Deeper," Daphne instructed, one hand resting on Camille's tied-back hair. "We can't take all night. Someone could try the door. Keep your composure when we go back out. No flushed excuses. Just smile and talk about your bowl like nothing happened."
Camille obeyed, pushing her tongue inside with long strokes. The worship turned messy quickly in the confined space, saliva mixing with wetness and coating her chin. Her fair skin flushed deeper, but she focused on the task, the hunger overriding the shock that once accompanied these moments. The closet's dim light cast shadows across Daphne's athletic frame, and the low hum of gallery voices filtered through the door. Each sound heightened the risk, making Camille's own slickness spread further down her thighs.
She paused only to whisper against the skin, voice breathless. "Please. More time. I don't want to stop yet. The risk... it makes me hungrier. I can't think about anything else out there."
Daphne's fingers tightened in her hair, guiding her back. "Then don't stop. Suck now. Use your lips. You're addicted to this taste already. The photos you send prove it. Your old life wouldn't understand why you're on your knees in a closet during your own exhibition. But you do. This is what shapes you now."
Camille drew the sensitive nub between her lips, sucking with soft, rhythmic pulls. The prolonged contact in this risky setting cracked her public composure from within. Her breath came faster, and a small whimper escaped as she pressed closer. The addiction surged, turning the hidden service into something she craved more than the polite conversations waiting outside. Her knees ached on the hard floor, but she stayed locked in place, tongue working with increasing desperation.
Minutes passed in the dim space, the worship growing messier with each instruction. Daphne's low voice continued the dirty encouragement. "That's it. Your mouth's perfect for this. Don't pull away when it gets intense. The door could open any second, and you'd still be here serving. That thought makes you wetter, doesn't it? Send another photo later from the bathroom. Show me how this public session affected you."
Camille nodded against the skin, unable to speak with her mouth occupied. Her internal thoughts raced. The student exhibition had started as a small step in reclaiming confidence, but now it served as cover for this deepening submission. She begged again when Daphne eased back slightly. "Please. Let me keep going. I need the taste. The risk is making me shake. I can't go back out there like this without more."
Daphne allowed another stretch of time, the closet filling with the wet sounds of service and Camille's soft breaths. Her fair cheeks burned, and her soft curves trembled under the dress. The addiction had taken stronger hold, the public risk pushing her obedience further than the private sessions ever had. When footsteps passed outside the door, Camille froze for a heartbeat but didn't stop, the fear feeding the hunger instead.
Finally Daphne stepped back and adjusted her clothing. "Stand. Wipe your mouth. Straighten the dress. Your composure cracks only for me in private. Out there you're the polite student again. But we both know what's underneath now."
Camille rose on unsteady legs, using the hem of her dress to clean the mess from her chin. Her body ached with unfulfilled need, the daily edging rule leaving her on the edge even here. She slipped out first, returning to her bowl display with a forced smile as a guest asked about the glazing process. Her voice stayed steady, but inside the submission had deepened, the risk already calling her back for more hidden moments.
The rest of the evening passed in a blur of tension. Camille sent the required photo from the gallery bathroom later, her fingers glistening under the harsh light. The image captured the evidence of her cracked composure, and Daphne's reply came quick: "Good. The risk suits you." By the time the exhibition wound down, Camille's addiction felt sharper, her old life fully faded in favor of this new obedience. She drove home bare beneath the dress, the taste lingering and the craving for the next discreet service already building.
Back in her apartment she replayed the closet moments, the public setting making the worship feel more intense than any kiln-room restraint. Her habits had shifted completely now. No more checking for messages from the past. Only the rules and the hunger remained, deepened by the risk that had cracked her surface composure while solidifying her submission underneath. The gallery night marked another layer in her reshaping, and she knew the next private session would build on this public lesson with even greater intensity.






  
  Throwing Blind


Camille packed a small bag Friday afternoon and drove to Daphne's home on the edge of town, the address texted that morning with a simple command. "Weekend intensive starts now. Bring nothing but what you're wearing. No panties. Expect blindfolds." The house sat quiet behind a gravel drive, surrounded by trees that blocked the road. Daphne opened the door before Camille knocked, her athletic frame outlined against the dim interior light. "Come in. We're starting the training immediately. The studio rules hold here, but we push further this weekend. Your old life stays outside." 
Camille stepped inside, the air carrying faint traces of clay and wood smoke. She had followed the daily practice without fail, sending wet-finger photos each morning and night, her wardrobe reduced to easy-access skirts and dresses. The exhibition's public risk still lingered in her mind, heightening the addiction that pulled her here. Daphne led her to a converted studio space at the back, a wheel set up beside a low table. "Strip the skirt. Kneel by the wheel first. We're beginning with blindfolded centering. The blindfold keeps you focused on sensation alone."
Camille removed her skirt, bare beneath as required, and lowered to her knees on the padded mat. Daphne tied a soft black blindfold over her eyes, the fabric blocking all light and sharpening every other sense. The wheel hummed to life under Daphne's foot. "Hands wet. Place them on the clay. I'll guide from behind, but you won't see. Feel the spin. Yield to it without sight."
Strong hands covered Camille's, pressing them into the spinning lump. The contact felt electric in the darkness, the clay cool and slick between her fingers. Daphne's body fit close at her back, voice low near her ear. "Don't fight the motion. Let it open for you. Your body's been trained for this over the weeks. The photos prove your obedience. Now we strip away the rest."
Camille's breath quickened as the form rose under their joined pressure. The blindfold heightened every touch, the warmth of Daphne's palms seeping into her skin. She shifted on her knees, the absence of panties leaving her exposed to the cool air. Internal questions surfaced briefly about the weekend ahead, but they faded under the steady guidance. Her old life, with its distant ex and forgotten calls, felt like a distant memory already rejected in favor of these sessions.
"Good," Daphne murmured. "Now stop. Hands still. We're moving to the next part. Denial starts now. You don't touch yourself this weekend unless I command it. No edging for photos until you earn it through confession. The blindfold stays on for the training."
Camille nodded, the word "confession" sparking a flush across her fair skin. Daphne helped her stand and led her to the low table, positioning her on her back with arms stretched above her head. Soft straps secured her wrists lightly, echoing the kiln-room restraint but without the heat. "Stay here. Mouth ready. The weekend intensive means extended service under denial. You worship until you admit what you really want."
The blindfold kept the world dark as Daphne climbed over her, knees bracketing Camille's head. The familiar scent filled her senses, earthy and intimate. "Lick," Daphne commanded. "Slow and thorough. No rushing to the end. Denial means you stay hungry. Your tongue works while your body aches untouched."
Camille extended her tongue, finding the slick warmth with the first blind stroke. The taste exploded across her senses, richer in the darkness. She licked with deliberate care, tracing folds and circling the sensitive nub as past lessons had taught. The denial already twisted her need tighter, her own wetness spreading on the table beneath her bare hips. She couldn't reach to check or send a photo, the rule holding her in strict obedience.
"Deeper," Daphne said, voice steady above her. "Push inside. Taste what you've been craving all week. The public closet showed your addiction. Now we deepen it. Tell me what you think about when you're alone."
Camille paused only long enough to answer, lips brushing skin. "I think about this. Your taste. The way you command me. The photos I send. Everything else feels empty now."
"Not enough," Daphne replied. She shifted slightly, pressing closer. "Keep working. Full denial until the real confession comes. You don't come. You don't even edge. Your mouth serves while your cunt stays neglected. Reject the past while you lick."
Camille returned to the worship, tongue pushing deeper into the heat. The blindfold made every sensation sharper, the wet sounds of her mouth filling the quiet room. Minutes stretched into longer stretches as she worked, saliva mixing with wetness to create the messy coating on her chin. Her body throbbed with denied need, thighs trembling on the table. The rejection of past desires began to form in her mind, pushed by the low commands.
"Say it," Daphne instructed after a long period of steady licking. "Admit you want only this. Only my cunt. Nothing from before. The ex, the old life, the men who never satisfied. Reject them while your tongue stays busy."
Camille's voice came muffled against the skin, words broken by licks. "I reject them. The past doesn't matter. I don't want any of that anymore. Only this taste. Only serving you."
"Not yet," Daphne said, easing back just enough to deny full contact. "Keep licking. Beg for the words. Full denial until you say it clearly. You want only Daphne's cunt. Say the words without hesitation."
Frustration and hunger built as Camille strained upward, blindfold keeping her in darkness. She licked at the air for a moment before finding the target again, tongue working with renewed desperation. The denial made her ache sharper, her own slickness ignored as the rule demanded. Internal thoughts clarified under the pressure. The weekend intensive stripped away the last layers, the blindfolded training forcing the truth she had avoided naming.
"Please," Camille whispered between strokes. "I want only your cunt. Nothing else. The old desires are gone. I don't want men or the past. Just this. Just you commanding me. Let me say it fully."
Daphne lowered again, allowing deeper access. "Then say it. Full confession while you worship. No holding back. The denial ends only when the words are true."
Camille's tongue moved faster, the messy worship intensifying as she forced the admission. "I want only Daphne's cunt. I reject everything before. The divorce, the neglect, the straight life that never fit. This is what I crave. Serving like this, blind and denied, until you decide. Please accept the confession. I need it to be true."
The words hung in the air as she continued licking, the taste and denial blending into a single overwhelming hunger. Daphne's hand stroked her hair in approval. "Good. That's the confession. Now the denial lifts slightly. Touch yourself once. Edge hard. But don't finish. The weekend continues with more blindfolded training."
Camille's hand found her own neglected heat, fingers sliding through the wetness with quick, desperate strokes. She stopped at the edge as commanded, body shaking under the blindfold. The admission left her lighter, the rejection of past desires solidifying her submission. The intensive stretched ahead, more sessions of blind worship and forced clarity waiting in the home studio.
They moved through the night in cycles, the blindfold staying on as Camille returned to the wheel for more guided throwing, then back to the table for extended service. Each round pushed the confession deeper, her voice repeating the rejection of old desires while her mouth stayed occupied. The addiction from prior risks and practices now focused entirely on this new level of control.
By morning light filtering through curtains, Camille knelt again, blindfold in place, tongue working through another prolonged session. "I want only your cunt," she murmured between licks, the words coming easier now. "Nothing from before. I'm remade for this." Daphne's low praise guided her onward, the weekend intensive shaping her further through blindfolded denial and the truth finally spoken aloud. The old life stayed rejected at the door, and Camille's hunger settled into devoted obedience under the darkness.,






  
  Broken Mold


Camille sat at her kitchen table with her phone in hand, staring at the last unread message from Mark. It had arrived that morning, a curt note about finalizing the divorce paperwork that she had already signed weeks ago. Her thumb hovered over the reply button, but the words wouldn't form. The old life had fractured completely under the weight of the daily sessions and the weekend intensive. She deleted the message instead, then blocked the number without a second thought. Friends' texts from the past month sat in a separate thread, their polite check-ins about how she was "holding up" now ignored. One by one she archived them, the emotional realignment settling like wet clay hardening into a new shape. 
Daphne had texted instructions earlier that day. "Come to the studio after dark. The mold breaks tonight. Bring the skirt you wore to the gallery. Nothing else." Camille arrived as the last light faded, her bare skin under the familiar skirt already responding to the command. The studio felt like home now, the earthy scent pulling her deeper into the world she had chosen. Daphne waited by the wheel, a small leather collar in her hands, simple and unmarked except for a single silver ring at the front.
"Kneel," Daphne said, her low voice steady and commanding. "The final ties are gone. Your ex won't call again. Your friends have faded. This is the ownership ritual. Light, but permanent. You accept it and move fully into my world."
Camille lowered to her knees on the mat, the skirt riding up her bare thighs. The blindfold from the weekend still lingered in her memory, but tonight her eyes stayed open, fixed on the collar. Daphne fastened it around her neck with deliberate care, the leather cool against her fair skin. It wasn't tight, just a constant presence, the ring resting at her throat like a promise. "This marks you as mine for daily service. You wear it always under your clothes. No more questioning. The photos continue, but now they include the collar in the frame. Your cunt stays bare. Your mouth serves without hesitation."
Camille touched the collar lightly, a flush spreading across her cheeks. The ritual felt like the final break in the old mold. "I accept it," she whispered. "The past is gone. I don't want any of it back. Only this. Only serving you every day."
Daphne stepped closer, lifting her apron and clothing to expose herself. "Prove it now. Start the service. Tongue soft and slow. The collar stays on while you work. This is your new routine. Daily worship here or at my home whenever I call."
Camille leaned forward, her lips parting to press against the warm skin. The taste hit her immediately, familiar and addictive after all the sessions. She licked with careful strokes, the collar shifting slightly with each movement of her head. The ritual's weight deepened her submission, the light ownership making every lick feel more claimed. Her own body responded with immediate wetness, the no-panties rule leaving her slick and exposed on the mat.
"That's it," Daphne murmured, one hand resting on Camille's hair. "Your emotional realignment shows in how eager you are. No more resistance. The collar means you belong here. Send the first photo with it visible tonight. Fingers wet from touching after you're done."
Camille worked her tongue deeper, pushing inside with long, thorough strokes. The service stretched on, the daily acceptance turning the act into something routine yet intensely personal. She paused only to speak against the skin. "I don't need the old life. It never fit. This collar, these sessions, this taste... it's everything now. I want only your cunt, like I confessed last weekend."
Daphne's approval came in the form of a slight press forward. "Good. Keep going. The ritual continues with more service. You're moving deeper. No more polite distance. You're my studio assistant in practice now, even if the title comes later. Your habits are fully mine."
The session extended through the evening, Camille's mouth growing messy with saliva and wetness as she followed every instruction. The collar felt heavier in her mind than on her neck, a constant reminder of the fractured ties. She thought briefly of Mark's final message, now deleted, and felt nothing but relief. Friends' faces blurred into irrelevance. Her world narrowed to the studio, the wheel, and the daily worship that had reshaped her.
When Daphne finally eased back, she handed Camille her phone. "Touch yourself. Edge once. Then the photo with the collar showing. Your cunt on display for me alone. This is the acceptance."
Camille's fingers slid through her own slick heat, the denial from past weekends making the touch sharper. She stopped at the edge as commanded, body trembling, then captured the image with the leather collar visible at her throat and her glistening fingers held up. The send felt like another layer of the ritual locking into place. "It's done," she said, voice breathless. "I'm deeper now. No going back."
Daphne helped her stand, adjusting the collar one last time. "Wear it home. Sleep in it. Tomorrow you return for the evening session. The mold is broken. Your old self is gone. Daily service starts in full. You come when called, worship when told, and send the proofs without question."
Camille drove home with the collar hidden under her top, the leather warm against her skin. The emotional realignment settled fully during the quiet ride. She had rejected everything before, and now the ownership ritual tied her to this new path. At her apartment she stripped and sent another photo as instructed, the collar centered in the frame, her body bare and ready. The daily practice had evolved into something permanent, the light ownership making her hunger sharper and her submission complete.
The next day brought the first full routine under the collar. Camille arrived early, skirt already lifted for inspection. Daphne greeted her with a nod and immediate command. "On your knees by the bench. Service first, then wheel work. Your acceptance shows in how quickly you obey. The collar suits you."
Camille knelt without hesitation, mouth opening to the offered skin. The worship felt like coming home, the taste grounding her further. She licked through the extended session, the collar shifting with her movements, her internal thoughts aligning completely with the ownership. "I don't miss anything from before," she murmured during a pause. "The ex, the friends, the straight expectations. All broken. Only this remains."
Daphne's hand stroked her hair in approval. "That's the realignment. You move deeper every day. The ritual marks the start of your life here. Assistant, devotee, owned. The photos keep coming. The service never stops."
The evening stretched with more service, the collar becoming a second skin. Camille left later, body aching from denied release but mind clear. The fractured ties had left no loose ends, and the light ownership ritual had sealed her place in Daphne's world. She sent the final photo from her car, collar and wet fingers visible, the message a quiet vow of continued acceptance. The mold lay broken behind her, and the new shape fit perfectly under the leather at her throat.
Over the following days the routine solidified. Camille woke with the collar, showered with it, and arrived at the studio for daily sessions that blended wheel work with prolonged worship. Her emotional realignment showed in small ways, like ignoring a stray call from an old coworker without a flicker of guilt. The ownership felt light but binding, the daily service turning her into the devoted presence Daphne had shaped. The collar stayed hidden in public but constant in private, a reminder that the past had faded and only the hunger for this world remained.






  
  Finished Piece


Camille stood at the center of the gallery once more, the final student exhibition filling the space with the same soft chatter as before, but everything felt different under the leather collar hidden at her throat. Her simple dress clung to her soft curves, nothing beneath it per the rules that had become her life. The bowl she had thrown weeks ago sat displayed again, now joined by newer pieces shaped during the daily sessions. She had become the permanent studio assistant in practice long before tonight, and the proud transformation showed in how she carried herself. No more hesitation, no more old life pulling at her edges. Mark's number stayed blocked, friends' messages archived, and her world had narrowed to the studio, the wheel, and Daphne's commands. 
Daphne moved through the crowd with her usual calm authority, pausing to speak with students and guests about the work on display. Her green eyes found Camille's across the room, and a small nod passed between them. The public claiming would happen here, in front of everyone who mattered from the old classes. Camille's heart beat steady, the addiction from past risks now settled into devoted acceptance. She had confessed her hunger on the blindfolded weekend, accepted the collar in the broken-mold ritual, and now the finished piece stood ready for its final seal.
"Everyone, if I could have your attention," Daphne said, her low voice carrying easily over the murmurs. The room quieted as she gestured toward Camille. "This exhibition marks the end of the beginner sessions, but it also marks a new beginning. Camille has become my permanent studio assistant. She'll be moving into the space above the studio this week, living in as my devoted partner. Her transformation from the nervous newcomer to the woman standing here is complete. She belongs to the work now, and to me."
A ripple of surprise moved through the small crowd, but Camille held her ground, the collar warm against her skin under the dress. Public claiming unfolded in those words, the announcement stripping away any remaining privacy. Her fair cheeks flushed, yet pride bloomed in her chest. The old self had been reshaped entirely. She was no longer the divorced woman seeking confidence. She was Daphne's, sealed in front of witnesses who would carry the news outward.
Guests approached with polite congratulations, their questions about the live-in arrangement met with Camille's steady replies. "It's what I want," she said to one former classmate. "The studio is my home now. Daily practice there has remade everything." Her internal monologue echoed the same truth. The rejection of past desires had left no room for doubt. Only this devoted status remained, the pussy-worshipping hunger that had grown through every private session and public risk now fully owned.
Daphne drew her aside later, voice low near her ear. "The claiming is done. Now we seal it properly before the night ends. The storage closet again, but this time we leave the door cracked. Let them wonder. Your status as my partner gets confirmed in service."
Camille followed without hesitation, the risk heightening her addiction one final time. Inside the narrow space, Daphne locked the door most of the way but left a sliver open. Voices drifted from the gallery, the public claiming still echoing in the air. "On your knees," Daphne commanded. "Dress up. Collar visible. Mouth ready. This is the devoted worship that seals your place. You live in now. You serve daily without question. Proud of what you've become."
Camille sank to her knees, lifting the dress to bare herself completely. The collar rested at her throat, the silver ring catching the dim light. She leaned forward, tongue extending to meet the slick warmth offered to her. The taste flooded her senses, familiar and grounding after all the months of transformation. She licked with deliberate care, the messy worship beginning immediately as saliva mixed with wetness on her chin. The open door added the final layer of risk, voices close enough that discovery could happen at any moment.
"That's it," Daphne said, hand resting on Camille's hair. "Your transformation is finished. No more student. No more old ties. You're my live-in assistant, my devoted pussy-worshipping partner. Say it while you work."
Camille paused only to murmur against the skin, words broken by strokes of her tongue. "I'm your devoted pussy-worshipping partner. The live-in arrangement starts tonight. I want only this. Only your cunt every day. The collar marks me, and the service seals it. I'm proud of what I've become."
Daphne's low encouragement continued, guiding the extended session. "Deeper. Use your lips now. The exhibition continues outside, but you're claimed here. Your old life is gone. This is the proud end. You serve without hesitation, send the photos with the collar showing, and move into my home as soon as the night ends."
The worship stretched on, messy and thorough, Camille's body responding with fresh slickness that dripped down her thighs. She couldn't touch herself, the daily denial rule holding even in this sealing moment. Her fair skin flushed deeper, the public claiming making every lick feel claimed in front of the world beyond the door. Pride mixed with the hunger, the transformation complete in her mind. She had started as the nervous arrival, guided on the wheel through sparks of unexpected arousal, and ended here, fully remade.
"Beg for the final acceptance," Daphne instructed after long minutes of steady service. "Tell me what you are now, loud enough for anyone passing to hear if they listen close."
Camille's voice came hoarse but clear, lips brushing the sensitive skin. "I'm your devoted pussy-worshipping partner. I live in with you. I serve your cunt daily. The collar stays on. The photos keep coming. I'm proud of this transformation. Nothing from before matters. Only this."
Daphne eased back slightly, then guided Camille to her feet. "Stand. Straighten the dress. We return to the exhibition together. The live-in starts now. You're mine in every way, sealed before them all."
They stepped back into the gallery, the public claiming complete. Guests glanced their way with knowing looks, but Camille met them with steady eyes. The proud transformation showed in her posture, the collar hidden but felt, the taste still on her tongue. Later, as the event wound down, Daphne announced the move-in details to a few close students. "Camille assists full time starting tomorrow. Her devotion to the craft is absolute."
The night ended with Camille following Daphne home, the bag she had packed earlier already in the car. At the house above the studio, the ritual continued in private. Camille knelt again, mouth returning to worship with the same hunger, the live-in arrangement sealing her status as the devoted partner. "This is your home now," Daphne said, voice low. "Daily service, wheel work, and the collar as your constant reminder. You're finished, the piece complete."
Camille worked her tongue through the prolonged session, the taste and the ownership filling her completely. Her internal thoughts aligned in full acceptance. The final exhibition had claimed her publicly, the assistant role made permanent, and the devoted pussy-worshipping status sealed in every lick and command. She sent the required photo later, collar visible, fingers wet from the edge she performed under instruction. The old life stayed fractured and forgotten. Only this remained, the proud transformation into Daphne's live-in devotee, body and hunger shaped entirely by the studio's intimate guidance.
The weeks that followed blended into the new routine, but the night of the finished piece stood as the seal. Camille assisted during classes, sent daily photos with the collar framed, and worshipped whenever called. The public claiming had removed the last barriers, leaving her remade and devoted, the live-in arrangement a constant homecoming to the taste and the commands that had reshaped her from the first nervous arrival.
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