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  Chapter one
Unpacking Temptation


Bailey Terri eased her SUV into the driveway of the two-story colonial, the engine ticking softly as she turned it off. The quiet suburban street stretched out before her with its neat lawns and blooming dogwoods. She sat for a long moment, fingers still wrapped around the steering wheel, staring at the front door that now belonged to her alone. Thirty-two years old and starting over. The ink on the divorce papers had dried three weeks ago, yet the ache in her chest felt as fresh as the morning Mark had moved his last box out of their old place. 
She let out a slow breath. The marriage had been dying for years, but the final months had been the worst. Nights spent lying beside a man who barely touched her anymore. When he did, it was rushed and mechanical, leaving her staring at the ceiling with a deep, gnawing frustration that no amount of her own fingers could fully ease. She had always told herself she was straight, that this was simply what marriage became. Yet in the quiet hours after he had fallen asleep, her mind sometimes drifted to fantasies that left her cheeks burning with shame the next morning. Fantasies she had pushed down hard. She was a good wife. Or at least she had tried to be.
Now there was no one to pretend for. Bailey climbed out of the car and stretched, feeling the late morning sun warm her pale shoulders beneath her simple white tank top. Her honey-blonde hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail that swayed against her neck. She wore faded jeans that hugged her curvy hips and full ass, the kind of body that jogging three times a week kept toned but could never quite slim down into the rail-thin ideal Mark had always preferred. Her full natural breasts pressed against the thin fabric of her top, already damp with a light sheen of sweat from the drive.
Boxes and suitcases filled the back of the SUV and the small trailer hitched behind it. She grabbed the nearest one, labeled KITCHEN in black marker, and heaved it into her arms. The weight made her arms tremble slightly. She had barely made it three steps toward the front door when a smooth, warm voice called out from the neighboring yard.
"Need a hand with that?"
Bailey turned and nearly dropped the box. The woman walking toward her moved with the kind of effortless grace that made Bailey instantly self-conscious about her own slightly disheveled appearance. She was tall, perhaps five-foot-eight, with long dark wavy hair that caught the sunlight in rich chestnut highlights. Warm brown eyes framed by thick lashes regarded Bailey with open friendliness. Her olive skin glowed with health, and the black yoga leggings and cropped tank top she wore showed off a toned, athletic body that spoke of years of disciplined movement. Full lips curved into a welcoming smile as she approached.
"I'm Dominique Reyes. I live next door. Saw you pulling in and figured the new neighbor might appreciate some muscle." Her voice had a sultry quality to it, low and smooth like honey poured over gravel.
Bailey felt her cheeks warm. "Oh, um, I'm Bailey. Bailey Terri. I really don't want to trouble you."
Dominique waved a hand dismissively, already reaching for the box. Their fingers brushed as she took the weight, and Bailey felt a strange little jolt race up her arm. The contact was brief, but Dominique's skin was surprisingly soft and warm. "Nonsense. These look heavy, and I've got nothing pressing until my afternoon class. Yoga instructor," she added with a wink. "My schedule is flexible."
Before Bailey could protest further, Dominique had the box balanced easily against her hip and was heading toward the open front door. Bailey grabbed a lighter suitcase and followed, unable to stop her gaze from tracing the confident sway of the other woman's hips. The way the yoga pants clung to her toned ass and long legs was impossible to ignore. She shook her head. What was wrong with her? She had just gotten divorced from a man. This was just neighborly kindness.
Inside, the house smelled of fresh paint and possibility. Sunlight streamed through the large windows, illuminating the empty rooms. Dominique set the box down in the kitchen with a soft grunt that somehow sounded elegant. She straightened and placed her hands on her hips, surveying the space. "Nice place. Plenty of light. You planning to make it your own?"
"That's the idea," Bailey replied, setting her suitcase against the wall. She tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear, suddenly aware of how her tank top clung to her breasts from the light perspiration. "It's bigger than I need, but after the divorce I wanted a fresh start. Somewhere quiet."
Dominique's brown eyes softened with understanding, though something sharper flickered behind them. "Divorce is never easy. I'm sorry you're going through that." She stepped closer to help lift the next box from the stack Bailey had carried in, and this time their bodies brushed together. Dominique's arm grazed the side of Bailey's breast as they maneuvered the heavy container onto the counter. The contact sent an unexpected flush of heat through Bailey's body. She told herself it was nothing. Just the surprise of another person's touch after so many months of loneliness.
"Thank you," Bailey murmured. "It's been... a long time coming. The marriage, I mean. We weren't really connecting anymore. In any way." She wasn't sure why she had added that last part. The words had slipped out before she could stop them.
Dominique's full lips curved into a knowing smile. She didn't pull away immediately after setting the box down. Instead, she let her hand rest lightly on Bailey's lower back for a moment, just above the curve of her ass. The touch was casual, helpful, the kind of thing any friendly neighbor might do. Yet it lingered a fraction longer than necessary, warmth seeping through the thin cotton of Bailey's tank top.
"Well, you're in the right place then," Dominique said, her voice dropping slightly. "This neighborhood is full of women who understand fresh starts. We support each other. I host little gatherings sometimes. Yoga, wellness stuff. Very relaxing." Her eyes drifted slowly over Bailey's form, taking in the swell of her breasts, the gentle curve of her waist, before returning to her face. "You have a beautiful body for it, by the way. Strong but soft in all the right places. The kind that holds tension in the hips and lower back, I'd guess."
Bailey felt her pulse quicken. No woman had ever looked at her quite like that. Or complimented her body in that low, appreciative tone. A strange spark ignited low in her belly, a fluttering warmth that spread downward between her thighs. She shifted her weight, pressing her legs together subtly. It's just friendliness, she told herself firmly. Dominique was clearly a tactile person. A yoga teacher. They touched people all the time for adjustments. This meant nothing.
"I do jog sometimes," Bailey offered, trying to steer the conversation back to safer ground. Her voice came out softer than she intended. "But I could probably use some real stretching. Everything feels so tight after the move and... everything else."
They moved back outside together, falling into an easy rhythm of carrying boxes. Each time they passed one to the other, there seemed to be another small point of contact. Dominique's fingers would brush Bailey's as she took a box. Once, when Bailey bent to pick up a suitcase, Dominique's hand steadied her at the waist, palm flat against the bare strip of skin where her tank top had ridden up. The touch was firm, confident. Bailey's breath caught for just a second.
"Careful," Dominique murmured close to her ear. "Don't want you straining anything on your first day." Her breath was warm against Bailey's neck, carrying a faint scent of jasmine and something deeper, more sensual. When Bailey straightened, their eyes met. Dominique held the gaze, those warm brown eyes seeming to see right through her carefully constructed composure.
"Your hair is such a pretty color," Dominique continued as they carried the next load inside. "Like warm honey in the sunlight. And those green eyes. Soft. They make you look so open and curious about the world. I bet people tell you that all the time."
Bailey felt her face flush deeper. "Not really. My ex never said much about how I looked anymore. Toward the end, it was like he stopped seeing me." She set down a box of books with a little more force than necessary. Why was she telling this woman these things? Dominique had a way of drawing words out of her without even trying.
Dominique leaned against the kitchen counter, crossing her toned arms beneath her breasts. The movement made her own cleavage press together invitingly in the low-cut tank. "His loss. A woman like you deserves to be looked at. Really looked at. Appreciated." Her eyes did that slow sweep again, lingering this time on the way Bailey's full breasts rose and fell with each breath. "I can already tell you're going to fit in nicely here."
They continued unpacking for the better part of an hour. Dominique proved surprisingly strong, lifting boxes that made Bailey's arms burn. As they worked, the conversation flowed easily. Dominique shared that she had lived in the neighborhood for six years, that her home was the one with the beautiful garden out back where she taught private sessions. She asked gentle questions about Bailey's life before the move, about her job doing freelance graphic design, about how she liked her coffee in the mornings.
Every so often, Dominique would reach past Bailey to place something on a shelf, their bodies pressing close in the confined space. Once her thigh slid between Bailey's legs for the briefest moment as they both reached for the same cabinet. The firm muscle pressed against the seam of Bailey's jeans, right where her pussy nestled. A sharp jolt of unexpected pleasure shot through Bailey's core. Her nipples tightened into hard peaks against her bra, visible if anyone cared to look.
What is happening to me? Bailey thought, her mind spinning. She had never reacted to another woman this way. It had to be the divorce. The long months without real touch. The sexual frustration that had built up like a pressure cooker inside her. Dominique was just being nice. A helpful, charismatic neighbor with a beautiful smile and confident hands that seemed to know exactly where to rest for maximum effect.
"You seem a little tense," Dominique observed as they finished the last kitchen box. She stepped behind Bailey and placed both hands on her shoulders, squeezing gently. Her thumbs dug into the tight muscles with practiced skill. "Right here. All that carrying, plus everything you've been through. You need to learn how to release it properly."
Bailey's eyes fluttered half-closed at the firm, knowing pressure. Dominique's hands were strong yet sensual, kneading with a rhythm that made heat pool low in Bailey's belly. She could smell the other woman's scent again, stronger now that they stood so close. Her pussy gave a sudden, unmistakable throb against the crotch of her panties. She stepped forward quickly, breaking the contact.
"That feels amazing, but I don't want to keep you," Bailey said, her voice slightly breathy. She turned to face Dominique, trying to ignore the way her cheeks burned and the dampness she could feel gathering between her legs. "You've already done so much. I really appreciate it."
Dominique's smile was slow and knowing. She didn't seem offended by the retreat. If anything, her brown eyes sparkled with something like satisfaction. "Anytime. I mean that, Bailey." She reached out and tucked the same stray strand of honey-blonde hair behind Bailey's ear that had come loose earlier. Her fingertips grazed the sensitive shell of Bailey's ear, then trailed lightly down her neck for just a moment before dropping away. "We're going to be good friends. I can feel it."
Bailey swallowed hard. The spot where Dominique had touched her neck tingled. That spark was back, stronger now, making her clit pulse with an awareness she had never felt toward another woman. She pictured those full lips saying her name again. Pictured those strong hands sliding lower than her shoulders. The image sent a fresh wave of guilty heat through her body.
She's just friendly, Bailey reminded herself again. That's all this is. You've been lonely. That's why your body's reacting like this. Dominique is confident and beautiful and she touches people for a living. It doesn't mean anything more.
Yet as she walked Dominique to the door, watching the graceful roll of her hips and the way her dark hair swayed against her back, Bailey felt the first tiny crack form in the wall she had built around her desires. A crack that let in the faintest whisper of curiosity about what it might feel like to be touched by those hands without the excuse of moving boxes. To be looked at the way Dominique had looked at her, like she was something delicious waiting to be savored.
"Come by anytime," Dominique said from the doorway, turning back with one last lingering glance that swept over Bailey's curves. "My door is always open. Especially for a beautiful woman who needs to unwind." She gave a little wave, then sauntered back toward her own house with that same confident stride.
Bailey closed the door and leaned against it, heart pounding. Her nipples were still tight, her pussy slick and aching in a way that had nothing to do with the divorce stress. She pressed her thighs together, trying to ignore it. This was her new beginning. A fresh start in a quiet neighborhood. Her neighbor was simply being welcoming.
But as she returned to the remaining boxes, Bailey could not quite shake the memory of Dominique's touch or the way those warm brown eyes had seemed to promise something far more interesting than simple friendship. For the first time in years, she felt truly seen. And that realization both terrified and excited her in equal measure.
She unpacked another box with slightly trembling hands, telling herself the spark had been nothing. Just the sun. Just the move. Just two women being neighborly. Yet deep down, in the quiet places she had ignored for so long, something new had begun to stir. And its name tasted like temptation on her tongue.






  
  Chapter two
Yoga of Awakening


Bailey stood in her new bedroom three days after the move, staring at the fitted black yoga pants and soft gray tank top laid out on her bed. Her hands trembled slightly as she picked up the pants. Dominique had stopped by the previous afternoon with a small basket of fresh herbs from her garden and that same warm smile that made Bailey's stomach flutter. The invitation had been casual yet insistent. 
"I run a women-only wellness yoga session tomorrow evening at my place," Dominique had said, her voice low and smooth. "It's intimate, just a few of us focusing on deep release and connection. You mentioned needing to unwind. I'd love for you to come. No pressure, but I think your body would thank you."
Bailey had hesitated then, citing her lack of experience with yoga. Dominique had simply touched her arm lightly, that same spark jumping between them, and replied, "Perfect. Beginners are my favorite. I'll guide you through everything. Just wear something comfortable that moves with you."
Now here she was, sliding the tight fabric up her smooth pale legs. The pants clung to her curvy hips and full ass like a second skin. Her tank top stretched across her full natural breasts, the thin material doing little to hide the way her nipples had already begun to stiffen at the mere thought of seeing Dominique again. She told herself it was the cool air in the house. Nothing more. She was straight. Her marriage to Mark might have been a disappointment in the bedroom, but that did not change who she was.
At seven o'clock, Bailey crossed the short distance between their homes, her bare feet slipping into simple sandals. The evening air felt thick with the scent of blooming jasmine from Dominique's meticulously kept garden. She knocked on the door and tried to ignore the nervous flutter in her belly. When the door opened, Dominique stood there in deep purple yoga leggings that hugged every toned inch of her athletic body and a matching cropped top that revealed a strip of olive skin at her midriff. Her long dark wavy hair was pulled back in a loose braid, and her warm brown eyes lit up at the sight of Bailey.
"You came," Dominique said, her full lips curving into a pleased smile. She stepped forward and pulled Bailey into a brief hug. Their bodies pressed together for a moment, breast to breast, and Bailey caught the faint scent of lavender and warm skin. "I'm so glad. Come in. The others are already in the studio."
The studio turned out to be a spacious room at the back of Dominique's house with floor-to-ceiling mirrors on one wall, soft lighting from several lamps, and thick mats arranged in a circle. Three other women were already there, all in their thirties or forties, chatting quietly in various states of undress. They greeted Bailey with friendly smiles and introduced themselves. Sarah, a curvy redhead. Lena, slim and athletic with dark skin. And Carla, a petite brunette with a warm laugh. All of them seemed completely at ease in Dominique's space.
"We'll start with some gentle breathing and warm-ups," Dominique announced, her voice taking on that sultry, instructional tone. She moved to the front of the room with confident sensual posture. "Then we'll move into partner work. This session is about awareness. Of your body. Of another's energy. Let go of expectations and just feel."
Bailey spread her mat near the back, hyperaware of how her full breasts shifted as she settled into a seated position. Dominique led them through sun salutations and simple flows. Her instructions were patient, guiding. Every time she demonstrated a pose, Bailey found her eyes tracing the long lines of Dominique's legs, the way her ass tightened in downward dog, the subtle flex of muscle beneath olive skin. She forced her gaze away. This was just yoga. Women being supportive. Yet her pulse had already begun to quicken.
After twenty minutes of individual practice, Dominique clapped her hands softly. "Time for partner poses. These build trust and body awareness. Find a partner. Bailey, why don't you work with me? I want to make sure your first experience is properly guided."
Bailey's mouth went dry as the other women paired off. Dominique approached her with a soft mat and positioned it so they faced each other. "We'll begin with a simple seated forward fold assist. Sit facing me with your legs wide."
Bailey obeyed, spreading her thighs on the mat. The stretch already pulled at her inner muscles. Dominique sat opposite her, their feet touching, legs forming a diamond shape between them. The proximity was immediate and intense. Dominique's warm brown eyes locked onto Bailey's soft green ones as she reached forward and took Bailey's hands.
"Now fold toward me," Dominique instructed, her voice dropping lower. "I'll support you. Breathe into it. Feel where your body meets mine."
Bailey leaned forward, her torso extending over the space between them. Dominique met her halfway, their chests pressing together as she placed a firm hand on Bailey's upper back. The contact was electric. Bailey could feel the heat of Dominique's full breasts against her own, the steady beat of the other woman's heart. A subtle sheen of sweat had begun to form on Dominique's olive skin, making her glow under the soft lights.
"That's it," Dominique murmured, her breath warm against Bailey's ear. "Deeper. Let me take your weight. Good girl."
The praise sent an unexpected shiver down Bailey's spine. She felt her nipples harden into tight peaks that rubbed against her tank top with every breath. Worse, a distinct warmth had begun to bloom between her legs. Her pussy grew slick inside her yoga pants as Dominique's hand slid slowly down her back, pressing gently at the base of her spine to deepen the fold. Their faces were inches apart. Bailey could see the tiny flecks of gold in Dominique's brown eyes, could smell the clean scent of her skin mixed with something richer, more feminine.
They held the pose for what felt like an eternity. Bailey's mind raced. This is normal. Yoga is physical. But why does my cunt feel so empty right now? Why am I getting wet from another woman's touch? I've never looked at a woman this way. I'm straight. Mark was the problem, not me. Yet the denial felt weaker with every passing second as Dominique's toned thigh brushed against the inside of her leg.
When they finally released, Dominique's hand lingered on Bailey's hip, squeezing once with gentle authority. "You did beautifully. Your body is very responsive. I can feel the tension releasing already."
They moved through several more partner poses. In the next one, Dominique stood behind Bailey in a wide-legged stance, guiding her into a deep hamstring stretch. Dominique's front pressed fully against Bailey's back, her pelvis nestled against the curve of Bailey's ass. Every adjustment sent ripples of sensation through Bailey's body. She could feel the firmness of Dominique's mound through their thin leggings, the way it seemed to mold against her.
"Breathe with me," Dominique whispered, one hand on Bailey's stomach, the other on her thigh. "In through the nose. Out through the mouth. Feel how your body wants to open for this."
Bailey's breath hitched. The hand on her stomach was so close to where she was throbbing. She could feel her clit swelling against the seam of her pants, begging for pressure. This spark was undeniable now. It wasn't friendliness or imagination. It was raw attraction. To a woman. To this woman. Her straight identity, the one she had clung to through years of mediocre sex with Mark, began to fracture under the weight of Dominique's touch and the growing wetness between her thighs.
Next came a reclined twist where Dominique knelt beside her, one leg draped over Bailey's to anchor her hips while she guided the twist. Their faces ended up close again. Dominique's full lips parted slightly as she demonstrated proper breathing, and Bailey found herself staring at them, wondering how they would feel against her own. The thought shocked her so deeply that she nearly lost balance.
"Easy," Dominique said with a soft chuckle, her hand steadying Bailey's waist. Her fingers slipped just under the hem of the tank top, touching bare skin. "Your hips are opening nicely. Such a beautiful curve here." Her thumb traced a small circle that made Bailey's pussy clench hard. "You were made for deep work, Bailey. I can tell."
By the end of the partner sequence, Bailey was flushed and breathing heavier than the exertion warranted. Her panties were soaked. She could feel the slickness every time she shifted position. The other women seemed relaxed and glowing, but none appeared as affected as she felt. Or maybe they were simply better at hiding it. Dominique caught her eye several times, offering small encouraging smiles that felt far more intimate than they should.
When the session concluded with a long savasana, Dominique moved quietly between the mats, adjusting bodies with those skilled hands. When she reached Bailey, she knelt beside her head and placed one hand on her shoulder, the other resting lightly just below her navel. The touch grounded Bailey even as it sent fresh sparks of arousal downward.
"Release everything," Dominique whispered so only she could hear. "Including the stories you tell yourself about who you are. Just feel."
Bailey's internal world spun. Who was she if not the straight woman who had married her college boyfriend? Why did the press of another woman's body feel more electric than anything Mark had ever done? Her clit pulsed steadily now, a constant reminder that her body had awakened to something new. Something dangerous. Something she wanted to understand despite the fear.
After savasana, the other women rolled up their mats and left with hugs and quiet thanks. Sarah mentioned something about next week's gathering, but Bailey barely registered it. Soon she and Dominique were alone in the studio. Dominique offered her a hand up from the mat, holding it a moment longer than necessary after Bailey stood.
"You were incredible for your first time," Dominique said, leading her to a small seating area in the corner with cushions and a low table. She poured two glasses of cool cucumber water from a pitcher. "Here. Drink. Your body worked hard tonight."
Bailey accepted the glass, her fingers brushing Dominique's again. That spark was even stronger now. She took a long sip, hoping it would cool the heat still raging inside her. "I felt... a lot. More than I expected from yoga. The partner work was intense."
Dominique settled beside her on the wide cushion, their knees touching. She stretched her long legs out, the purple leggings gleaming under the lamplight. "Partner poses strip away barriers. They force you to feel another person's energy against your own. Your body responded so honestly, Bailey. I could feel how much you needed that release. How much tension you've been carrying in your hips and pelvis."
Bailey's cheeks burned. She wondered if Dominique could somehow sense how wet she still was. "My marriage didn't leave much room for honest feelings. Sex was always so... quick. Unsatisfying. I thought that was just how it was for me. That maybe I wasn't very sexual."
Dominique's laugh was low and rich. She placed a hand on Bailey's knee, squeezing gently. "Oh, you are very sexual. Your body practically sang tonight. The way you opened for me in those folds. The way your breath caught when our chests met. Tell me you didn't feel it too."
Bailey stared into her glass. The undeniable spark had become a flame. She could still feel the ghost of Dominique's body pressed against her ass, her breasts, her thighs. Her straight identity felt like a distant memory rather than a fact. "I felt something. I'm not sure what it means. I've never... I've always been with men. This is new territory for me."
"New territory can be the most exciting," Dominique replied, her tone teasing yet guiding. Her hand remained on Bailey's knee, thumb stroking small circles that sent pulses straight to Bailey's aching cunt. "Women know how to touch other women. We understand the slow build. The deep places that need attention. You don't have to label it tonight. Just know that your body trusted me. And I loved guiding it."
They talked for nearly an hour as the room grew darker. Dominique shared fragments of her own journey, how she had discovered the power of women-only spaces after years of teaching traditional yoga. She complimented Bailey's flexibility, the graceful lines of her neck and shoulders, the way her full breasts had moved during the breath work. Each word wove the connection tighter between them.
"You're welcome here anytime," Dominique said finally as they stood to leave. She pulled Bailey into another hug, this one longer, bodies aligning from chest to thigh. "Next time, we'll do more advanced work. I want to see how much deeper you can go."
Bailey nodded against her shoulder, inhaling that intoxicating scent one last time. Her pussy throbbed with unmet need. As she walked back to her own house on unsteady legs, the questions swirled relentlessly. What was happening to her? Why did the thought of Dominique's hands on her bare skin make her want to moan out loud? She had always been straight. Always.
Yet as she closed her front door and leaned against it, one hand pressing between her legs to ease the ache, Bailey knew the spark from those partner poses had ignited something that could no longer be dismissed as mere friendliness. Her straight identity was cracking, and through those fissures poured a curious, needy heat that whispered Dominique's name with every pulse of her swollen clit. She did not know where this path led, but for the first time, she was not entirely sure she wanted to stop walking it.






  
  Chapter three
Lingering Hands


Bailey could not stop replaying the yoga session in her mind. Four days had passed since she left Dominique's studio with her body humming and her panties soaked. That night she had slipped her fingers between her legs in the darkness of her new bedroom, chasing the ache that refused to fade. When Dominique's face appeared behind her closed eyes, the image of those warm brown eyes and full lips, Bailey had come harder than she could remember in years. She told herself it was simply the power of suggestion. The poses had been intimate. Her divorce had left her starved for touch. It did not mean anything had changed about who she was. 
Yet when Dominique texted her the next morning, Bailey's heart leaped. The message was simple. "Your body responded so well last time. I would like to invite you to private advanced stretching sessions at my home. Just the two of us. Tomorrow at six. Say yes." Bailey had stared at her phone for ten full minutes before typing back a single word. Yes. Now she stood at Dominique's door in tight black leggings and a thin sports bra that barely contained her full breasts. Her shoulder-length honey-blonde hair was tied back, and her soft green eyes reflected a mix of anticipation and nerves.
Dominique opened the door wearing deep red leggings that molded to her toned legs and a matching cropped top that showed off her flat olive midriff. Her long dark wavy hair cascaded freely over one shoulder. She smiled that slow, knowing smile and pulled Bailey inside with a hand on her wrist. "You came. Good girl. I've been looking forward to this all day. The group sessions are nice, but private work lets me focus completely on you."
They moved straight to the studio. Soft music played from hidden speakers, and the lights had been dimmed to a warm glow. Two mats were laid out side by side, along with several bolsters and straps. Dominique closed the door behind them, sealing them in together. "We'll begin with sensual breathing techniques. These help open the body fully before we stretch. Sit facing me on your mat."
Bailey lowered herself into a cross-legged position. Dominique sat directly opposite, their knees touching. The contact sent a familiar spark racing up Bailey's thighs. Dominique's warm brown eyes locked onto hers. "Place one hand on your lower belly and one on your chest. Follow my lead. Inhale slowly through your nose for four counts. Feel your belly expand. Hold. Then exhale for six counts through your mouth. Let everything soften."
They breathed together. Dominique's voice dropped into a sultry rhythm that matched the inhale and exhale. "That's it. Deeper now. Feel how your pelvis opens on the inhale. Your beautiful hips are already relaxing for me." Her eyes drifted down to Bailey's chest as it rose and fell. "Your breasts lift so perfectly with each breath. So full and natural. I love watching them move like that."
Bailey felt heat flood her face and her core. The compliment landed low in her belly, making her pussy clench. She kept breathing, trying to focus on the technique instead of the way Dominique's gaze made her nipples tighten against her sports bra. This is just breathing, she told herself. She's a professional. But her leggings already felt warmer between her legs, a subtle dampness beginning to form.
After five minutes of synchronized breathing, Dominique rose to her feet with graceful ease. "Stand up. We'll start with some standing stretches and move into deeper work. I'll correct your alignment hands-on. Don't be shy about the contact. Your body needs it to open properly."
The first pose was a wide-legged forward fold. Bailey bent at the waist, reaching for the floor. Dominique stepped behind her immediately. Her hands settled on Bailey's hips, fingers pressing firmly into the flesh. "Widen your stance slightly. Yes, like that." Instead of releasing, Dominique kept her palms in place, thumbs stroking small circles along the waistband of Bailey's leggings. "Your ass looks incredible in this position. So round and firm. You carry tension here, but I can help release it."
Bailey's breath caught. The hands on her hips felt hot through the thin fabric. Dominique leaned forward with her, pressing her own toned body along Bailey's back. Their curves aligned, Dominique's breasts brushing against Bailey's spine. The contact lingered. Ten seconds. Twenty. Bailey felt her pussy grow slicker, the lips swelling against the seam of her leggings. She remained silent, focusing on the stretch, but inside her thoughts spun wildly. Why does this feel so good? Her hands are so confident. No man has ever touched me like this.
"Breathe into my hands," Dominique instructed, her voice close to Bailey's ear. "Inhale and push your hips back against me. Good. Your skin feels so soft under these leggings. I could touch you here for hours."
They held the pose longer than necessary. When Dominique finally guided her upright, her hands slid slowly up Bailey's sides, grazing the outer curves of her breasts. The touch was light but deliberate. Bailey's nipples throbbed in response. She bit her lip to stay quiet.
Next came pigeon pose on the mat. Bailey lowered herself, one leg extended back and the other bent beneath her. The stretch pulled deep in her hips. Dominique knelt beside her, one hand pressing down on her lower back while the other adjusted her forward thigh. "Sink deeper. Let me help you." Her fingers traced from Bailey's inner thigh up toward her groin, lingering there with firm pressure. "Your thighs are so strong yet feminine. And this line here, where your leg meets your body, it's exquisite. Your pussy opens beautifully in this stretch. Can you feel it?"
Bailey nodded, not trusting her voice. She could feel it. Her cunt was growing wetter by the second, the fabric between her legs now unmistakably damp. Dominique's hand stayed cupped near the apex of her thigh, thumb making tiny corrections that brushed maddeningly close to her swollen lips. The compliment about her pussy echoed in Bailey's mind. No one had ever spoken to her like that. It should have shocked her. Instead it made her clit pulse with need.
"Now add the breathing," Dominique continued, her tone instructional yet teasing. "Deep inhales through the nose. Let your belly fill. Exhale and surrender to the stretch. To my hands." She demonstrated by pressing more firmly, her palm now resting fully on Bailey's ass cheek. The hold extended. Minutes passed with Dominique's warm palm kneading the muscle in slow circles. "Your body is responding so well. Your ass fits perfectly in my hand. So pale and smooth. I bet it would mark beautifully if I squeezed harder, but we'll save that for later sessions."
Bailey's arousal built like a slow fire. She felt slickness coating her inner thighs now. Her breathing had grown shallower despite the instructions. Every compliment landed like a caress. Dominique's hands seemed to be everywhere, correcting, lingering, praising. They moved to a seated straddle stretch. Bailey spread her legs wide on the mat. Dominique sat between them, facing her, and placed her feet against Bailey's inner thighs to hold them open.
"Lean forward toward me," Dominique said. As Bailey folded, Dominique reached out and ran both hands down her back, stopping to cup the sides of her breasts where they pressed against the mat. "These are perfect. So heavy and full. I love how they spill to the sides like this. Don't tense up. Just breathe with me. Inhale my scent if it helps you focus."
Their faces were close again. Bailey inhaled automatically and caught the warm jasmine and musk of Dominique's skin. Her pussy throbbed visibly against the soaked crotch of her leggings. She could feel her clit begging for direct touch, but she kept her eyes down, pretending it was all part of the stretch. This is advanced yoga, she rationalized internally. That's why my cunt is dripping. It's the breathing. The deep work. Not because her hands are making me crazy. I'm still straight. This is just physical.
Dominique did not seem in any hurry to move on. Her hands stayed on the sides of Bailey's breasts, thumbs stroking the soft flesh in time with their shared breaths. "You're doing so well. Most women fight this level of opening. But your body wants it. I can see how wet your leggings are getting. That's normal. It shows you're releasing properly."
Bailey's cheeks burned, but she said nothing. The acknowledgment of her arousal without forcing her to name it somehow made the tension thicker. Dominique finally guided her out of the fold and had her lie on her back for bridge pose. "Lift your hips high. I'll support you."
Bailey planted her feet and raised her pelvis. Dominique knelt between her spread thighs and placed both hands directly on Bailey's hips, fingers splayed across her lower belly and the tops of her thighs. As Bailey held the pose, Dominique's thumbs drifted inward until they framed her mound. The pressure was firm, corrective, but the placement made Bailey's clit scream with denied need.
"Hold it there," Dominique commanded softly. "Feel my hands rooting you. Your pelvis is so expressive. The way it tilts up for me like this. And these hip flexors, so tight but opening now. Your skin is flawless here, Bailey. Smooth and sensitive. I could trace every inch with my fingers for hours."
The pose lasted an eternity. Bailey's arms trembled. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around nothing, flooding her leggings with fresh wetness. Dominique's hands never left her. They massaged and held, sliding occasionally to cup her ass cheeks for better leverage. Each touch escalated the intimacy. Bailey's internal monologue grew more frantic. I shouldn't be this turned on. Her fingers are practically on my cunt. Why does it feel better than anything Mark ever did? I can't be attracted to her. But the spark from before had grown into a roaring flame that refused to be ignored.
When the bridge finally released, Dominique kept one hand between Bailey's legs, palm resting lightly over her mound as she guided her into a final spinal twist. "Breathe into my touch. Let the exhale carry everything away. Your body is a work of art. These curves, these full breasts, this responsive little pussy that's learning to open. You're blooming right in front of me."
Bailey moaned softly despite herself. The sound escaped before she could stop it. Dominique simply smiled and increased the pressure of her hand for a moment, then withdrew. The session wound down with more breathing, Dominique sitting close and stroking Bailey's arm with feather-light touches. The compliments continued in that sultry tone. "Your nipples look so pretty when they're hard like that. Your thighs trembled beautifully when I held them open. I can't wait to see how much further we can take this in our next session."
By the time they finished, Bailey's entire body vibrated with unacknowledged arousal. Her clit felt twice its normal size, her pussy lips puffy and slick. She stood on shaky legs and accepted the glass of water Dominique offered. They talked quietly for a few minutes about how the session felt, but Bailey kept her responses short and soft-spoken. She did not mention the throbbing between her legs or the way her nipples still ached.
"Same time next week," Dominique said at the door, pulling her into a lingering hug. Their bodies pressed fully together again. Dominique's hand slid down to rest possessively at the small of Bailey's back, just above her ass. "You've made incredible progress. Your body is learning to trust my hands. I'm very proud of you."
Bailey walked home in a daze. The slow-burn tension had wrapped itself around her like a vine. She could still feel every place Dominique had touched, every compliment echoing in her ears. Her arousal remained unacknowledged in words, but her body screamed with it. As she closed her own door and leaned against it, one hand drifting unconsciously toward the soaked crotch of her leggings, Bailey wondered how much longer she could pretend this was simply stretching. The private sessions had escalated the physical intimacy to a point where her straight identity felt more like a fading memory than a shield. And deep down, in the wet, needy core of her, she was beginning to crave the next invitation.






  
  Chapter four
Whispers of Past Lovers


Bailey arrived at Dominique's door carrying a small bottle of red wine she had picked up that afternoon. Two more private stretching sessions had passed since the first one, each one leaving her more flushed and needy than the last. Dominique's lingering hands had grown bolder, her compliments more pointed, yet Bailey still danced around acknowledging the fire building inside her. Tonight's invitation had been different. No mats, no poses. Just wine and conversation. Dominique had texted that it was time to deepen their connection off the mat. 
When the door opened, Dominique looked relaxed and dangerously beautiful in a loose silk blouse that clung to her full breasts and soft lounge pants that hung low on her hips. Her long dark wavy hair tumbled freely around her shoulders, and her warm brown eyes sparkled with welcome. She pulled Bailey into a hug that pressed their bodies together from chest to thigh. "You brought wine. Perfect. Come in. The couch is waiting, and so am I."
They settled in the living room where soft lamps cast golden light across the space. Dominique poured generous glasses of the deep red liquid. They clinked glasses and sipped. The wine was rich and warm, sliding down Bailey's throat and loosening her limbs almost immediately. She had not eaten much beforehand, so the alcohol hit quickly. After the second glass, a pleasant tipsiness settled over her, making her cheeks flush and her inhibitions soften.
"You've been such a good student in our sessions," Dominique said, her sultry voice wrapping around Bailey like velvet. She shifted closer on the wide couch until their knees touched. "Your body is opening up so beautifully. It reminds me of some of the other women I've guided over the years. Would you like to hear about them?"
Bailey nodded, her soft green eyes curious. The wine made her bold enough to say, "Yes. Tell me. I want to know about your past lovers." She took another sip, feeling the warmth spread through her chest and lower.
Dominique smiled slowly, her full lips curving with wicked promise. She set her glass down and turned to face Bailey fully. "Alright. But I won't hold back any details. These women taught me how sweet it is to convert curious straight girls like you. The first one I want to tell you about was Elena. She was thirty, newly divorced, much like yourself. She came to my yoga classes for months, always so proper in her little shorts and tops. One night after a private session, she admitted her husband had never made her come with his mouth. I offered to show her what a woman could do."
Bailey's breath caught. She pressed her thighs together under her skirt as Dominique continued.
"I laid her down on the very mat you stretch on," Dominique whispered, leaning in so her breath brushed Bailey's ear. "I peeled her leggings off slowly. Her pussy was already wet, pink and glistening. I started by kissing her inner thighs, teasing her until she begged. When I finally licked her cunt, she nearly levitated off the floor. I sucked her clit between my lips, flicked it with my tongue just so, and slid two fingers deep inside her. She came so hard she squirted all over my chin. I made her lick it off my face afterward. Turned her into my little pussy addict in three sessions flat. She still texts me when she needs to be reminded who owns her tongue."
Bailey shifted on the couch. Her nipples had hardened into visible peaks beneath her thin blouse. A flush crept down her neck and across her chest. The wine made her head swim pleasantly, but the stories were making her cunt throb with undeniable need. She could feel herself growing slick, her panties dampening as she pictured the scene. I'm straight, she thought desperately. These stories shouldn't be affecting me like this. But her body betrayed her, pussy lips swelling, clit pulsing steadily.
Dominique noticed. Her brown eyes dropped to Bailey's chest, then to the way her thighs clenched. She refilled both glasses and continued with a teasing smile. "You're blushing, Bailey. Is the wine getting to you, or is it my stories? Let me tell you about Sophia. She was a corporate lawyer, so buttoned up and proper. Married to a man who barely touched her. I met her at a wellness retreat. One night I invited her to my room for tea. Tea turned to wine, much like this. I described exactly how I would eat her pussy until she cried. She was soaked before I even touched her."
Dominique's voice grew lower, more intimate. "When I finally got her naked, her cunt was beautiful. Neatly trimmed, lips puffy with need. I made her sit on my face. I tongue fucked her while she rode me, grinding her wet slit all over my mouth. She kept saying she wasn't a lesbian, that she couldn't be doing this. But she came three times anyway. After that, I trained her to worship my pussy for hours. I would sit on the edge of the bed, legs spread, and make her describe how much she loved the taste of cunt before I let her lick me. She left her husband six months later and moved in with me for a while. Now she's one of the most eager sluts in my circle. She sends me videos of her fucking herself with toys while calling my name."
Bailey took a large gulp of wine. The alcohol made her limbs heavy and her mind fuzzy around the edges. Her pussy ached. She could feel her juices coating her inner thighs now. Her nipples strained against her bra, begging for attention. She squirmed visibly, crossing and uncrossing her legs. The hesitation she had clung to was cracking with every vivid detail. These weren't just stories. They were awakening something deep and hungry inside her. She tried to remind herself of Mark, of her straight life, but the images Dominique painted were too potent. She wanted to know what it felt like. She wanted it badly.
"Your breathing has changed," Dominique observed, her tone commanding yet affectionate. She placed a hand on Bailey's knee, squeezing gently. "I can see your nipples through your blouse. They're so hard for me. Does hearing about me claiming straight women make your cunt wet, Bailey? Be honest with yourself even if you can't say it out loud yet."
Bailey's cheeks burned hotter. She drained her glass and let Dominique refill it. The room felt smaller, the air thicker with tension. The wine had made her tipsy enough that her filters dissolved. She leaned forward slightly, green eyes glazed with arousal and alcohol. "Keep going," she whispered, her voice breathy. "Tell me another one."
Dominique's smile turned predatory in the soft light. "As you wish. There was a woman named Claire. Sweet little thing, only twenty eight, but so repressed. She had never even touched herself properly. I seduced her during a hiking trip with friends. We slipped away from the group and found a secluded spot. I pushed her against a tree, pulled her shorts down, and buried my face in her hairy little pussy. She tasted like heaven. Musky and sweet. I licked her asshole too, which made her come so violently she nearly collapsed. After that she became my devoted pet. I trained her to greet me every evening by dropping to her knees and sucking on my clit like it was her only purpose in life. She would beg to drink my cum. Called herself my personal cunt licker. Last I heard she's in a full lesbian relationship now, completely ruined for men."
Each word sank into Bailey like a caress. Her pussy clenched hard, flooding her panties completely. She was visibly aroused now, thighs trembling, chest heaving with shallow breaths. The tipsiness made her bolder. The hesitation that had defined her since the first meeting with Dominique was fracturing wide open. This was no longer curiosity. This was active, aching desire. She wanted Dominique's mouth on her. She wanted to taste another woman. The realization hit her like the wine, dizzying and inevitable.
Dominique set her own glass aside. Her hand slid higher on Bailey's thigh, stopping just short of where the heat radiated most strongly. "You look like you need something, Bailey. Your body is screaming for it. All these stories about pussy worship and conversion, and here you are, a beautiful straight divorcee getting soaked on my couch. Does it scare you how much you want it?"
Bailey did not answer with words. The wine and the erotic whispers had pushed her past the point of denial. She leaned forward, cupped Dominique's face with both hands, and pressed their lips together in a tentative kiss. It was soft at first, almost innocent. Dominique's full lips yielded against hers, warm and tasting of red wine. Then Bailey deepened it, driven by months of frustration and the fresh fire of these stories. Her tongue slipped out, seeking entrance. Dominique granted it with a low moan, her own tongue meeting Bailey's in a slow, sensual dance.
The kiss ignited everything. Bailey felt it in her nipples, in her dripping cunt, in the way her heart hammered against her ribs. This was the shift. No more dismissing the spark as friendliness. She was actively desiring another woman, initiating contact, tasting the sweetness of Dominique's mouth. The hesitation cracked fully in that moment, leaving only raw need in its wake. Dominique's hands came up to tangle in Bailey's honey-blonde hair, holding her close as the kiss grew hotter, wetter.
When they finally broke apart, both women were breathing hard. Bailey's lips felt swollen, her eyes wide with a mixture of shock and hunger. A thin string of saliva connected them for a brief second before breaking. Dominique looked at her with proud satisfaction, her brown eyes dark with lust.
"There it is," Dominique murmured, voice husky. "Your first real kiss with a woman. And you initiated it, my eager little convert. How does it feel to finally admit what your body has known since the day we met?"
Bailey touched her own lips, still tasting Dominique there. The wine made her words slurry but sincere. "It feels... right. Scary, but right. I couldn't stop myself. Your stories... they made me so wet. I don't know what I am anymore, but I know I want to kiss you again."
Dominique pulled her close once more, their foreheads touching. "Then kiss me as often as you like. This is just the beginning. I'm going to show you every pleasure those past lovers taught me. And you're going to beg for more."
They kissed again, slower this time, savoring the new territory. Bailey's hands explored Dominique's shoulders, then dared to slide down toward her breasts. The hesitation was gone, replaced by active, tipsy desire. Her straight identity lay in pieces on the floor with their empty wine glasses. In its place bloomed something new, something hungry, something that craved the very corruption Dominique offered. As the night deepened around them, Bailey surrendered to the whispers of past lovers and the promise of her own transformation.






  
  Chapter five
The First Devotion


Bailey's lips still tingled from the kiss she had initiated. The wine hummed in her veins as Dominique pulled back just enough to look at her with those warm brown eyes now darkened by desire. The living room felt smaller, heavier with the weight of what they had crossed. Bailey's heart pounded against her ribs. She had kissed a woman. Actively. Willingly. And she wanted more. 
"That was beautiful," Dominique murmured, her sultry voice low and commanding. She stroked Bailey's honey-blonde hair with one hand while the other rested possessively on her thigh. "But I can feel how much your body needs beyond kissing. Your cunt is aching for me, isn't it? Let me show you what real devotion looks like. Let me taste you."
Bailey swallowed hard. Her soft green eyes searched Dominique's face. The hesitation from before had cracked wide open during their wine-fueled conversation. Now it lay in shards around her. "I've never... no one has ever made me feel like this. I'm scared, but I don't want to stop. Please, Dominique."
Dominique stood and offered her hand. Bailey took it, legs unsteady from the wine and the throbbing between her thighs. They moved to the bedroom where a large bed waited with soft sheets and warm lighting. Dominique guided her to sit on the edge, then knelt between her knees. The position sent a fresh wave of arousal through Bailey. This powerful, confident woman on her knees for her.
"You're going to receive tonight," Dominique said as she slowly unbuttoned Bailey's blouse. "No reciprocation yet. This is about your devotion to feeling what you've been missing. Your body is mine to worship first." She peeled the fabric away, revealing Bailey's full natural breasts cupped in a pale lace bra. Dominique leaned in and pressed kisses along the swell of one breast, then the other. "These are perfect. So heavy and soft. Look how your nipples strain for my mouth already."
Bailey shivered as Dominique reached behind her to unhook the bra. Her breasts spilled free, nipples tight and pink. Dominique took one into her mouth immediately, sucking gently then harder. The wet heat made Bailey gasp. She threaded her fingers through Dominique's long dark hair, holding her closer. "That feels so good. No one has ever taken their time like this. My ex would just grab and squeeze."
Dominique released the nipple with a soft pop and looked up. "That's because he was a fool who didn't understand you. But I do. Now stand up so I can take these off." She hooked her fingers into Bailey's skirt and panties, sliding them down her smooth pale legs in one motion. Bailey stepped out of them, now completely naked. Her pussy was soaked, lips puffy and glistening, clit visibly swollen. The scent of her arousal filled the air.
Dominique guided her back onto the bed, positioning her with hips at the edge and legs spread wide. She knelt again between those thighs, hands caressing the soft skin. "Look at this pretty cunt. So wet for me already. You've been dripping since I told you about my past lovers, haven't you? Tonight I'm going to make you come harder than any man ever could. Breathe with me. Deep inhales. Let your body open."
They breathed together, just like in the stretching sessions. Each inhale made Bailey's pussy clench and release. Dominique's hands stroked her inner thighs, teasing closer but never quite touching her center. The anticipation built like a coil in Bailey's belly. She watched through half-lidded eyes as Dominique leaned in, her full lips inches from Bailey's aching sex.
"You're going to watch me devour you," Dominique instructed, her tone teasing and firm. "I want you to see how much I love this. How much I love turning straight women into eager little pussy sluts." She started with a long, slow lick from Bailey's entrance all the way up to her clit. The flat of her tongue dragged through the slick folds, gathering the wetness and savoring it.
Bailey's hips jerked. The sensation was electric, warm and wet and perfect. "Oh god," she breathed. "Your tongue feels incredible. Don't stop. Please don't stop."
Dominique hummed in approval, the vibration traveling straight to Bailey's core. She licked again, slower this time, circling the entrance before dipping inside just enough to taste deeper. "You taste like heaven. Sweet and musky. So much better than I imagined." Her hands gripped Bailey's thighs, holding them open wider. She alternated between broad licks that covered the entire pussy and pointed flicks directly on the clit.
Bailey's internal world shattered with every pass of that skilled tongue. Mark had gone down on her maybe twice in their marriage, and it had been awkward, rushed, nothing like this methodical worship. Dominique was savoring her, exploring every fold, learning what made her gasp and what made her moan. This is what I've been missing, Bailey thought. All those years thinking something was wrong with me. But it was him. It was always him. Her straight identity felt like a distant joke now as this woman unraveled her completely.
Dominique sealed her lips around Bailey's clit and sucked gently. Two fingers slid inside her soaked cunt, curling upward to stroke that sensitive spot on the front wall. The combination made Bailey cry out. Her hands fisted the sheets. "Fuck, right there. Your fingers are so deep. Suck my clit harder. I can't believe how good this feels."
The dirty words slipped out naturally now, fueled by the wine and the building pleasure. Dominique obeyed, increasing the suction on her clit while her fingers thrust in a steady rhythm. She pulled back just enough to speak, her chin shiny with Bailey's juices. "That's my good girl. Talk to me. Tell me how much better this is than anything your ex gave you. Tell me how your cunt is mine now."
"It's so much better," Bailey panted, her voice breathy and needy. "He never made me feel like this. Never licked me like you're doing. My pussy is yours. Please don't stop. I'm getting so close already."
Dominique dove back in with renewed focus. She added a third finger, stretching Bailey deliciously while her tongue flicked rapidly over the swollen clit. The sounds were obscene, wet slurping and moaning filling the bedroom. Bailey's hips bucked against Dominique's face, chasing the pleasure. The coil in her belly tightened unbearably. This was nothing like the weak orgasms she had faked with Mark. This was raw, building from her toes up through her core.
"Come for me," Dominique commanded against her pussy, the words muffled but authoritative. "Give me your first devotion. Flood my mouth with it. Let go completely."
The orgasm crashed over Bailey like a tidal wave. Her entire body seized, back arching off the bed as her cunt clenched rhythmically around Dominique's fingers. She screamed, a raw sound that echoed off the walls. Waves of pleasure rolled through her, far more intense than anything she had experienced before. Her vision blurred. Her thighs shook uncontrollably. A gush of wetness squirted around Dominique's fingers, soaking her chin and the sheets below. The climax seemed to last forever, each pulse redefining what pleasure could mean.
Dominique didn't stop. She gentled her movements but kept licking softly through the aftershocks, drawing out every last tremor until Bailey collapsed back, boneless and panting. Only then did she withdraw her fingers and crawl up the bed to gather Bailey in her arms. The emotional closeness hit immediately. Bailey felt vulnerable, exposed, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes. She buried her face in Dominique's neck, breathing in her scent.
"I can't believe that just happened," Bailey whispered, her voice thick with emotion. "It was so intense. I feel like I've been living in the dark all these years. Mark would finish in two minutes and roll over. I thought that was normal. I thought I just wasn't built to feel that much. But you... you made me explode. I didn't know my body could do that."
Dominique held her tighter, stroking her back with soothing hands. One leg draped over Bailey's, holding her close in the aftermath. "That's because no one ever bothered to learn you properly. You're not broken, sweetheart. You were just waiting for the right touch. For a woman who understands how to worship this perfect cunt. How does it feel to finally know what you've been missing?"
Bailey pulled back enough to meet her eyes. The tears spilled over now, but they were cathartic, releasing years of frustration. "It feels freeing. And terrifying. I spent so long convincing myself I was straight, that the lack of pleasure was my fault or just how marriage worked. Now I see how wrong that was. Your mouth on me... it redefined everything. I want more. I crave it already. Does that make me weak?"
"It makes you honest," Dominique replied, kissing her forehead, then her lips softly. The taste of her own pussy lingered there, musky and intimate. Bailey didn't pull away. She leaned into it. "Your hesitation is cracking for good now. This was your first true devotion. Soon you'll be the one on your knees, learning to please me with that eager tongue. But for now, just rest in it. Feel how your body glows for me."
They lay tangled together for a long time. Dominique continued the gentle touches, tracing patterns on Bailey's pale skin, whispering praises about her responsiveness, her beauty, her potential. Bailey's mind wandered through the haze of post-orgasm bliss and wine. She questioned every sexual encounter from her past. The rushed missionary positions. The lack of foreplay. The way she had faked moans to make Mark feel good. None of it compared to the way Dominique had devoured her, commanded her pleasure, held her through the vulnerability afterward.
"I think I'm addicted already," Bailey admitted softly, her fingers tracing Dominique's collarbone. Her voice was still breathy, needy. "That orgasm changed me. I can still feel it pulsing inside. My cunt feels empty now without your fingers. I never knew I could squirt like that. Never knew I could come so hard I saw stars. What are you doing to me?"
Dominique chuckled, a warm, dominant sound. She tilted Bailey's chin up for another kiss, deeper this time, tongues sliding together with the flavor of sex between them. "I'm awakening you, my sweet convert. This is just the first devotion. There will be many more. Soon you'll beg to taste me. You'll spend hours with your face buried between my thighs, learning every inch of my pussy until it's instinctive."
Bailey's breath hitched at the words. Even in her vulnerable state, fresh arousal stirred low in her belly. The emotional closeness wrapped around them like a cocoon. She felt safe here, held by this charismatic woman who had systematically dismantled her barriers. The arc of her life bent sharply toward something new. No longer the sexually frustrated straight divorcee. Now she was a woman rediscovering her body through another woman's touch. And she craved more with an intensity that scared and excited her in equal measure.
They talked quietly as the night deepened. Dominique shared softer stories now, not of conquest but of the joy in guiding women like her. Bailey opened up about the lonely nights in her marriage, the self-doubt, the way she had ignored her own desires for so long. Each confession drew them closer. When Bailey finally drifted toward sleep in Dominique's arms, her last thought was simple and profound. She wanted this again. She wanted it endlessly. Her previous experiences paled into insignificance against the devotion she had just received. And in that realization, her transformation took another decisive step forward.






  
  Chapter six
Training the Tongue


Bailey arrived at Dominique's house with her pulse already racing. Three days had passed since that first mind-shattering orgasm on Dominique's tongue, and she had thought of little else. The taste of her own pussy on Dominique's lips during their subsequent kisses had left her craving something new. Something reciprocal. Something submissive. Dominique had sensed it immediately during their last stretching session. Her warm brown eyes had gleamed as she issued the invitation. Or rather the command. 
"Tomorrow evening you will come to me for tongue training," Dominique had said while her hands lingered on Bailey's hips. "It's time you learn to worship pussy properly. Be prepared to stay for hours. Bring nothing but an open mind and an eager mouth."
Now Bailey stood in the studio, the familiar space transformed by the addition of thick cushions and a low platform covered in soft sheets. She wore a simple dress that Dominique promptly removed, leaving her naked and vulnerable. Dominique stood before her in a short silk robe that barely covered her toned thighs. Her long dark wavy hair was loose, and her olive skin glowed in the low light.
"Kneel," Dominique instructed, her voice sultry and commanding. She opened the robe and let it fall, revealing her athletic body. Her full breasts, the curve of her waist, and the neatly trimmed patch of dark hair above her pussy made Bailey's mouth water. "This is the beginning of your structured training. Hours of practice to build technique and endurance. You will learn every inch of my cunt. How to lick, how to suck, how to breathe while buried between my thighs. Your responses will become instinctive. Your resistance will melt away until you crave submission to my pussy above all else."
Bailey dropped to her knees on the cushion. A flicker of resistance stirred inside her. Was she really about to spend hours like this? Worshipping another woman's cunt? But the memory of Dominique's tongue devouring her own pussy washed the doubt away. Her mouth felt empty without a purpose. She looked up at Dominique with soft green eyes already hazy with need. "I'm ready. Teach me. I want to please you."
Dominique stepped forward and threaded her fingers through Bailey's honey-blonde hair. She guided her face forward until Bailey's nose pressed against the warm folds of her pussy. The scent was intoxicating, musky and feminine. "Start with gentle kisses. Show devotion. Tell me what you feel."
Bailey pressed her lips to the outer lips first. They were soft, slightly puffy. She kissed again and again, working her way inward. "Your pussy is so warm. So beautiful. It smells incredible. I can't believe I'm doing this, but I don't want to stop."
"Good girl," Dominique praised, her tone instructional. "Now use your tongue. Flatten it and lick from the bottom of my cunt all the way up to my clit. Slow and deliberate. We have hours ahead of us. Build the tension."
Bailey obeyed. Her tongue extended, wide and soft, dragging through the slick valley. The taste exploded on her tongue, tangy and sweet at once. Dominique's juices coated her as she licked upward, circling the emerging clit at the top. Dominique's breath hitched, but she maintained control. "Again. Deeper this time. Push your tongue inside me. Fuck me with it. Yes, like that. You're a natural."
The session stretched on. Dominique directed every movement. She corrected Bailey's angle, taught her to suck the clit between her lips and hum gently. She made her focus on the sensitive area just below the clit, then dip lower to rim her tight asshole. Bailey's jaw began to ache after the first forty minutes, but Dominique allowed only brief pauses for water and deep breathing exercises.
"Endurance is key," Dominique explained during one such break. She sat on the edge of the platform with her legs spread, stroking Bailey's hair as the younger woman knelt between them. "Your tongue belongs to my cunt now. It doesn't get tired until I say so. Breathe through your nose while your mouth works. Inhale my scent. Let it fill you."
Bailey nodded eagerly. The initial resistance had faded completely. What had felt foreign now felt instinctive. She dove back in with renewed hunger, burying her face deeper. Her tongue thrust into Dominique's pussy, fucking in and out in steady strokes. The wet sounds filled the studio, mixed with Dominique's low moans and guiding words.
"Suck my clit now. Harder. Use your lips like a vacuum. Good. Flick your tongue across the tip while you suck. You're learning fast, my little convert. This is what you were made for. Not some boring marriage to a man who couldn't satisfy you. This. Worshipping superior cunt."
Bailey moaned into the pussy pressed against her face. The vibrations made Dominique's thighs tremble. She could feel her own cunt dripping onto the cushion beneath her. Submission felt like freedom. Every correction from Dominique reshaped her. She no longer questioned her straight past. Those experiences paled beside the reality of hours spent with her tongue buried in wet folds. Her responses grew eager, almost frantic. She gripped Dominique's firm ass and pulled her closer, smothering herself willingly.
Time blurred. The first orgasm hit Dominique after nearly an hour of continuous worship. Her toned body tensed, fingers tightening in Bailey's hair as she ground against her mouth. "Don't stop. Swallow every drop. That's it. Drink my cum like the devoted slut you're becoming."
Bailey lapped greedily, her tongue working through the spasms. The taste intensified, flooding her senses. She felt a surge of pride. She had caused that. Her mouth had brought this powerful woman to release. The internal shift accelerated. Resistance became a faint memory. Craving submission replaced it entirely. She wanted to live between these thighs. She wanted her world reduced to the taste and texture of Dominique's cunt.
They continued without pause. Dominique moved to a new position, lying back on the platform with her legs hooked over Bailey's shoulders. This allowed deeper access. Bailey's tongue explored every crease, every hidden spot. Dominique provided constant feedback, her voice growing hoarse with pleasure.
"Flatten your tongue and lick my asshole again. Yes. Push inside it. Rim me properly while your nose rubs my clit. You're getting so good at this. Hours of practice and already your tongue moves like it was born to serve me. Tell me how it feels to be my pussy worshipper."
Bailey pulled back just enough to speak, her lips shiny and swollen. Strings of wetness connected her mouth to Dominique's cunt. "It feels perfect. I love the taste of your pussy. I love how your asshole twitches against my tongue. I'm not resisting anymore. I crave this. I crave submitting to you. Please let me keep going. I need more of your cum on my face."
Dominique's eyes flashed with satisfaction. She pulled Bailey's head back down and began rocking her hips, fucking herself on Bailey's tongue. The second orgasm built slower but hit harder. Dominique's athletic body shook as she flooded Bailey's mouth again. Bailey drank it all, her own body responding with waves of submissive pleasure. Her clit throbbed untouched between her legs, but she did not reach for it. This was about endurance. About devotion.
The hours stretched. They took short breaks where Dominique would make Bailey describe her technique in filthy detail while sipping water. "My tongue needs to be broader on your outer lips. Pointed and firm on your clit. I must remember to breathe through my nose so I never have to stop. Your cunt owns me now."
Each repetition made the act more instinctive. Bailey's movements flowed without conscious thought. She anticipated Dominique's needs, switching between long licks, rapid flicks, and deep penetration with her tongue. Her jaw ached fiercely by the third hour, but the pain only deepened her submission. This was training. This was transformation.
Dominique noticed the shift. She pulled Bailey up during the fourth hour for a deep kiss, tasting herself on the younger woman's tongue. "Look at you. No more hesitation in those pretty green eyes. You've become eager. Your responses are perfect now. Hours of practice have made this instinctive for you. Say it. Tell me what you've become."
Bailey's voice came out breathy and filthy, her face glistening with juices. "I'm your pussy worshipper. My tongue exists for your cunt. I don't want to be anything else. The straight woman I used to be is gone. I crave submission to you. I need to make you come again. Please sit on my face and use me."
The final position lasted nearly ninety minutes. Dominique straddled Bailey's face, lowering her cunt directly onto her mouth. She rode her slowly at first, then with increasing urgency. Bailey's tongue never stopped. It thrust, licked, sucked, and probed exactly as trained. Dominique came three more times, each orgasm coating Bailey's face and hair. The scent and taste overwhelmed her in the best possible way.
When the session finally ended, Bailey lay exhausted but radiant between Dominique's spread thighs. Her tongue felt heavy, her lips puffy, but her spirit soared. The internal shift was complete. Resistance had given way to pure craving. She no longer questioned her path. She was moving steadily toward becoming a devoted lesbian, Dominique's personal eager slut. The hours of practice had etched the techniques into her soul. Worshipping pussy felt as natural as breathing now.
Dominique stroked her hair with gentle fingers, pulling her up to rest against her chest. "You did so well, my sweet convert. This was only the first full training. We'll repeat it often until your devotion is absolute. How does it feel to have your tongue trained so thoroughly?"
Bailey nuzzled closer, tasting the lingering essence on her lips. Her voice was soft yet filled with newfound confidence. "It feels like home. I don't miss my old life at all. Every time I licked you, I felt myself changing. Becoming yours completely. I crave the next session already. I want to wake up with the taste of your cunt on my tongue every day."
Dominique kissed the top of her head, holding her tight. The emotional bond deepened alongside the physical one. Bailey's character arc had bent fully now. The curious, reserved divorcee was fading. In her place emerged a woman who lived for the taste of pussy, who found freedom in submission, who ached to prove her devotion again and again. As they lay together in the quiet studio, Bailey knew without doubt that she had found her true calling between another woman's thighs.






  
  Chapter seven
Exposed on the Trail


Bailey adjusted the straps of her small backpack as she followed Dominique up the winding hiking trail. The late afternoon sun filtered through the trees, casting dappled light on the dirt path. They had driven to this popular local trail with its steady stream of weekend hikers. Dominique had insisted on the location for a reason. The risk would heighten everything. Bailey's heart raced with a mix of nerves and excitement. After hours of tongue training in the safety of Dominique's studio, this was a new level of submission. 
"Keep up, my little convert," Dominique said over her shoulder. She wore tight hiking shorts that hugged her toned ass and a tank top that showed off her olive skin. Her long dark wavy hair was pulled into a practical ponytail. "I've been thinking about this for days. You're ready to worship in public. The chance of getting caught will make your cunt drip even more."
Bailey felt her cheeks flush. She wore similar shorts and a light top, but underneath she had on nothing. Dominique's orders. The fabric rubbed against her already sensitive nipples and brushed her bare pussy with every step. Since the training sessions, her body responded instantly to Dominique's commands. The internal shift was nearly complete. She craved submission now. The straight woman she once was seemed like a distant stranger.
They hiked for twenty minutes, passing a few other walkers who nodded politely. Each time someone approached, Dominique would place a possessive hand on Bailey's lower back. The touch felt electric. "Imagine if they knew," Dominique whispered during one such passing. "If they knew the pretty blonde beside me spends hours with her tongue buried in my cunt. That she's become my personal pussy slut."
Bailey's breath quickened. The words sent a jolt straight to her core. Her pussy grew wet, the lack of panties allowing her juices to coat her inner thighs. She loved the degrading praise. It reinforced everything she had learned to embrace. They veered off the main trail onto a narrower path that led to a small clearing partially shielded by bushes but still close enough to hear voices from the main route. The spot was semi-public. The risk felt very real.
"This is perfect," Dominique declared, stopping in the center of the clearing. She turned to face Bailey with that commanding smile. "On your knees, slut. Right here. I want your mouth on me before any more hikers pass by. Show me how well your training took hold."
Bailey dropped to her knees without hesitation. The dirt and leaves pressed into her skin, but she barely noticed. Her hands reached for Dominique's shorts, tugging them down along with her underwear. Dominique's pussy came into view, already glistening with arousal. The musky scent mixed with the fresh outdoor air. Bailey leaned in immediately, but Dominique stopped her with a hand in her hair.
"Not so fast. Beg for it first. And keep your voice down unless I say otherwise. We don't want to attract attention. Or maybe we do. Tell me what you are."
Bailey looked up, her soft green eyes filled with need. Her voice was breathy and low. "I'm your pussy slut. Your trained cunt licker. Please let me worship you. I need to taste you right here where anyone could see us."
Dominique spread her legs wider, leaning back against a sturdy tree trunk. She kept her hand in Bailey's honey-blonde hair, guiding her forward. "Good girl. Start slow. Use all those techniques I taught you. And remember, if you hear footsteps, you don't stop. You lick deeper. Understood?"
"Yes," Bailey whispered. She began with soft kisses along the outer lips, just as her training demanded. The risk made her heart pound. In the distance, she could hear voices from the main trail. A couple chatting about the weather. The possibility of discovery sent fresh waves of arousal through her. Her own cunt throbbed untouched, dripping onto the ground beneath her.
Dominique's whispered degrading praise started immediately. "That's it, my former straight girl. Look at you on your knees in the dirt, mouth on my cunt like a desperate lesbian whore. You used to fuck men, didn't you? Now you can't get enough of this pussy. Lick deeper. Push your tongue inside me."
Bailey obeyed, flattening her tongue and thrusting it into the wet heat. The taste flooded her senses, tangy and perfect. She moaned softly into the folds, the vibration making Dominique's thighs tense. Her technique was instinctive now after those extended hours of practice. She circled the clit with the tip of her tongue, then sucked it gently between her lips.
"Fuck, you're good at this," Dominique hissed, her voice low but intense. "Such an eager little convert. I bet your ex-husband never knew what a natural pussy worshipper you were. Keep sucking my clit. Harder. If someone walks by and sees you like this, they'll know exactly what you are. A pathetic cunt addict who gets wet from public humiliation."
The words pushed Bailey deeper into submission. Her arousal spiked dangerously. She could hear footsteps now, growing closer on the nearby trail. Maybe twenty yards away. The risk heightened everything. Her nipples ached against her top. Her pussy clenched with need. She sucked harder on Dominique's clit, flicking her tongue rapidly just as she had been trained. Juices coated her chin and cheeks.
Dominique's hand tightened in her hair, guiding her rhythm. "Don't you dare stop when they pass. Bury your face deeper. That's my good little slut. Whisper it for me while you lick. Tell me what you love while your tongue is in my cunt."
Bailey pulled back just enough to speak, her lips brushing the swollen pussy with every word. "I love cunt," she admitted openly, her voice trembling with desire. The confession felt liberating. The degrading praise reinforced her new identity completely. "I love your cunt. I love the taste. I love being your pussy slut. I need it more than anything."
The footsteps grew louder. Two women chatting about their weekend plans. They sounded close enough that Bailey imagined they could see movement through the bushes if they looked. The humiliation burned through her, but it only made her more eager. She dove back in, licking with long, devoted strokes from Dominique's asshole up to her clit and back again. Her tongue pressed inside the tight ring of muscle briefly, then returned to suck the clit with perfect pressure.
"Yes, admit it louder for me," Dominique whispered, her tone teasing and cruel in the best way. "Tell the trees and the trail what you've become. My straight divorcee turned eager lesbian. You crave this degradation, don't you? Your cunt is probably soaking the ground right now while you worship me in public."
"I love cunt," Bailey said again, louder this time, her words muffled against the wet flesh but still audible. "I love pussy. I'm addicted to it. I'm your devoted slut. I don't want cock anymore. Only this. Only you." The risk of discovery made her voice shake with excitement. She could hear the women laughing about something on the trail. If they paused or looked over, they might investigate the noises.
Dominique's breathing grew ragged. She rocked her hips subtly against Bailey's face, fucking herself on the eager tongue. "You're such a filthy girl. Look how quickly you shifted from hesitant straight woman to this. On your knees in the woods with your face covered in my juices. Lick my asshole again while I tell you what you are. You're my public pussy whore now. I'll take you places like this whenever I want and make you serve."
Bailey's tongue delved lower, circling and probing the tight pucker with focused devotion. The degrading words sank into her soul, solidifying her transformation. No resistance remained. Only craving. The public humiliation element made her feel owned, desired, and perfectly in her place. Her own orgasm built from the friction of her thighs pressing together, but she ignored it. This was about Dominique's pleasure.
The voices on the trail faded slightly but did not disappear. Another hiker whistled for a dog somewhere nearby. The constant threat pushed Bailey to new heights of submission. She returned her attention to the clit, sucking it rhythmically while two fingers slid into Dominique's cunt. She curled them expertly, stroking the sensitive spot inside while her mouth worked without pause.
"Fuck, you're going to make me come," Dominique whispered harshly. Her free hand braced against the tree. "Don't stop. Swallow it all when I flood your mouth. And keep admitting it. Tell me again what you love while I use your face."
"I love cunt," Bailey gasped between licks, her voice husky and desperate. "I love your cunt so much. It tastes like heaven. I was made for this. Made to be your lesbian slut. Please come on my tongue. I need it."
The orgasm hit Dominique hard. Her body tensed, thighs clamping around Bailey's head as she ground against her face. She bit her lip to stay quiet, but a low guttural moan escaped anyway. Fresh wetness gushed over Bailey's tongue and chin. Bailey lapped it up greedily, prolonging the climax with gentle sucks and licks. The risk of someone hearing that moan only intensified her own arousal. Her pussy pulsed with unmet need, but the submission felt more satisfying than any release.
When the waves subsided, Dominique pulled Bailey up by her hair and kissed her deeply. The taste of her own pussy transferred between them. She wiped a streak of wetness from Bailey's cheek and smeared it across her lips. "Good girl. You performed so well under pressure. Did the risk make you wet? Did my degrading words reinforce who you really are now?"
Bailey nodded, her face flushed and shiny. Her voice was soft but certain. "Yes. I almost came just from licking you. The thought of being caught, of someone seeing me like that, it made me so submissive. I meant every word. I love cunt. I love being yours. This public humiliation... it scares me but I crave it too."
Dominique smiled with proud satisfaction. She pulled her shorts back up and helped Bailey to her feet. They could hear more footsteps approaching on the main trail. The timing felt perfect, dangerous. Dominique leaned in close, her breath hot against Bailey's ear. "This is only the beginning of our outdoor adventures. Next time I might make you strip completely. Or have you finger yourself while I watch from hiding. Your new identity as my eager pussy worshipper is sealed now. Say it one more time before we rejoin the trail."
Bailey glanced toward the sound of the approaching hikers, her heart still racing. Then she looked back at Dominique with complete devotion. "I love cunt," she whispered firmly. "I'm your devoted lesbian slut. Take me wherever you want and use me however you please."
They stepped back onto the main path together, Bailey's face still carrying the faint scent and shine of her devotion. The risk had bonded them further. The degrading praise echoed in her mind with every step. Her character had moved fully into this new reality. No more hiding from her desires. She walked beside Dominique as a changed woman, aroused, submissive, and openly in love with the very thing that had corrupted her so sweetly.






  
  Chapter eight
Presented at the Gathering


Bailey stood before the full length mirror in Dominique's bedroom, her hands smoothing over the sheer black lingerie that barely covered her curves. The fabric clung to her full breasts and hugged the swell of her hips. A delicate leather collar circled her neck with a small tag that read Property of Dominique. It had been a month since the hiking trail encounter, and her transformation felt complete. No traces of her old straight identity remained. She lived for Dominique's touch, for the taste of cunt, for the sweet corruption that had reshaped her life. 
"You look perfect," Dominique said from the doorway. She wore a deep red corset that accentuated her toned athletic body and matching panties that left little to the imagination. Her long dark wavy hair cascaded over her shoulders. "Tonight you are the guest of honor at my women only party. All my devoted girls will be there to witness your final presentation. Are you ready to demonstrate your devotion publicly?"
Bailey turned with a needy smile. Her soft green eyes shone with eagerness. "I'm more than ready. I want them to see what you've made me. Your eager slut. Your trained pussy worshipper. I crave showing them how much I love cunt now."
The house had been transformed for the gathering. The studio space glowed with candlelight and soft lamps. Plush cushions and low platforms formed a circle around a central area. Eight women mingled there already, all beautiful and confident in various states of undress. Sarah the curvy redhead from the first yoga class. Lena and Carla. Then the ones from Dominique's stories. Elena with her knowing smirk. Sophia the former corporate lawyer. Claire who still blushed at the memories of her own conversion. They sipped wine and chatted with the easy familiarity of women who shared the same desires.
When Dominique led Bailey into the room everyone fell silent. Dominique's hand rested possessively on the small of Bailey's back. "Ladies, thank you for coming. Tonight is special. Bailey has completed her training. She arrived here as a recently divorced straight woman full of frustration and denial. Now she stands before you as my newest converted pussy worshipper. She will demonstrate her devotion for all of you to witness."
The women applauded softly. Their eyes roamed over Bailey's body with appreciation and hunger. Sarah raised her glass. "She looks so ready. I remember my own presentation. The first time I ate Dominique's cunt in front of everyone changed me forever."
Dominique guided Bailey to the center platform. The collar felt warm against her skin. Bailey's heart pounded with excitement rather than fear. This public performance would seal everything. No more private training sessions. This was her debut as a fully devoted member of the circle. Dominique sat on the edge of the platform and spread her legs. Her panties came off slowly, revealing her smooth olive pussy already glistening with anticipation.
"Begin with your trained approach," Dominique commanded, her voice sultry and instructional. "Show them how you worship. And do not hold back. I want to hear you admit everything while your tongue works. Let them see the eager slut you have become."
Bailey dropped to her knees between Dominique's thighs. The other women gathered closer, forming a tight circle around the platform. Their presence heightened every sensation. Bailey could smell their combined arousal in the air. She started exactly as trained, pressing soft kisses along Dominique's inner thighs. Then she moved to the outer lips of her cunt, kissing with reverence.
"This is what I live for," Bailey said between kisses, her voice breathy and loud enough for everyone to hear. "I love cunt. I love Dominique's cunt most of all. She took a frustrated straight woman and turned her into this. A shameless pussy slut."
The women murmured approval. Lena leaned in closer. "Look at how eagerly she approaches. Her training shows."
Bailey flattened her tongue and licked from the bottom of Dominique's entrance all the way up to her clit. The taste exploded across her senses, familiar and addictive. She thrust her tongue inside, fucking in and out with steady strokes while her nose rubbed against the swelling clit. Dominique's hand tangled in her hair, guiding but not forcing. This was Bailey's performance.
"Tell them more," Dominique ordered, her tone teasing and proud. "Tell them how many hours you spent with your face buried between my legs. How your resistance crumbled until you craved submission like air."
Bailey pulled back slightly, her lips shiny with juices. Strings of wetness connected her mouth to Dominique's pussy. "I spent hours practicing. My jaw would ache but I kept going because I needed it. I needed to become her devoted lesbian. No more boring sex with my ex. No more pretending. I love the taste of cunt. I love being on my knees like this in front of all of you. Watch me make her come."
She dove back in with expert precision. Her lips sealed around Dominique's clit and sucked rhythmically while two fingers slid deep into the wet cunt. The room filled with the wet sounds of her worship and the soft moans from the watching women. Some had begun touching themselves or each other. Elena had her hand between Sophia's thighs. Claire watched with wide eyes, remembering her own public debut.
"She's magnificent," Carla whispered. "Such an eager mouth. Dominique has outdone herself with this one."
Dominique's hips rocked against Bailey's face. Her voice remained commanding even as pleasure built. "That's my good little convert. Show them how you rim me. Push that trained tongue into my asshole while you finger my cunt. Let them see the depth of your devotion."
Bailey obeyed instantly. She lowered her tongue to the tight pucker below and circled it before pressing inside. Her fingers continued thrusting into the dripping pussy, curling to hit the sensitive spot. The public nature of it all made her own cunt throb with need. She could feel her juices running down her thighs. The collar around her neck felt like a badge of honor. She was fully accepted now. Fully devoted.
"I love cunt," she gasped during a brief pause for air. Her face was covered in wetness from nose to chin. "I love serving it in public. I love being your eager slut, Dominique. Use my mouth. Come on my tongue in front of all your girls. Please."
The women clapped lightly at her words. Sarah called out encouragement. "Come on her face, Dominique. Let your newest slut prove herself."
Dominique's breathing grew ragged. She gripped Bailey's head with both hands now and ground against her mouth. "You hear that, Bailey? They all see what you are. A converted pussy worshipper. My personal eager slut. Don't stop. Make me flood that pretty face."
Bailey intensified her efforts. Her tongue flicked rapidly over the clit while three fingers now stretched the cunt open. She sucked and licked and hummed with complete focus. The first orgasm crashed through Dominique with a low cry. Her thighs clamped around Bailey's head as she came hard. Fresh juices squirted across Bailey's tongue and cheeks. Bailey drank it all, moaning loudly into the pulsing flesh.
But she did not stop. The training had prepared her for this. She gentled her movements through the peak then built Dominique toward a second climax. The women around them grew more active. Lena had her face buried between Carla's legs now. Elena fingered Sophia while watching intently. The entire room pulsed with sexual energy centered on Bailey's public demonstration.
"Look at her go," Sophia moaned. "She is completely broken in. No hesitation at all. A true devotee."
Dominique's second orgasm followed quickly. Her athletic body shook as she cried out in pleasure. "Yes, my slut. Take it all. Show them how much you crave this."
Bailey swallowed every drop, her own body trembling on the edge of release without even being touched. When Dominique finally pushed her back gently, Bailey sat on her heels, face glistening, chest heaving. The women applauded properly now. Dominique stood and helped Bailey to her feet, pulling her into a deep kiss that let everyone taste her own essence on Bailey's tongue.
"This is my newest converted pussy worshipper," Dominique announced to the room, her arm around Bailey's waist. "She has demonstrated her devotion fully. From this night forward she is officially one of us. My eager slut. My proud achievement."
Bailey felt a profound sense of belonging. The public performance had wiped away any last fragments of doubt. She looked around at the circle of women, many of whom had gone through similar journeys. "Thank you all for witnessing this," she said, her voice clear and confident. "I accept my role completely. I am Dominique's eager slut. I love cunt. I love submitting to her and to this beautiful circle. Use me however you wish tonight. My tongue is trained and ready for all of you."
The women surged forward with hugs and kisses. Elena was the first to claim her mouth in a passionate kiss. Then Sophia guided her down to taste her for the first time. Bailey performed with the same eager skill, bringing each woman pleasure while Dominique watched with possessive pride. The night became a blur of bodies and orgasms and whispered praises. Bailey lost count of how many times she made someone come. Her jaw ached in the best way. Her face and chest were covered in the evidence of her devotion.
Later as the gathering wound down, Dominique pulled her aside into a quieter corner. They sat together on a cushion with Bailey's head resting in her lap. Dominique stroked her hair tenderly. "You were magnificent tonight. The way you performed in front of everyone. The way you admitted your love for cunt so openly. I am so proud of how far you have come."
Bailey looked up at her with complete adoration. Her voice was soft but filled with certainty. "This is who I am now. Your devoted lesbian. Your eager slut. The hiking trail, the training sessions, the first time you licked my pussy. It all led here. I don't miss my old life at all. I crave this every day. Being presented like this, demonstrating my skills, it feels like coming home."
Dominique leaned down and kissed her deeply. Around them the other women continued their play in smaller groups, but the connection between Dominique and Bailey felt central to everything. "You are fully mine now. And I am yours. We will continue your growth together. More gatherings. More public demonstrations. More chances to deepen your submission. But for tonight, rest in your achievement."
Bailey closed her eyes, surrounded by the soft sounds of feminine pleasure. Her arc had reached its resolution. The curious, sexually frustrated straight woman who had unpacked boxes next door was gone forever. In her place stood a shameless, devoted pussy worshipper who had found her true calling. She smiled against Dominique's thigh, inhaling the familiar scent that had changed her life. This was her world now. This circle of women. This dominant lover. This endless craving for cunt. And she had never been happier.
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