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	Soon-to-be-married fiancés Joanna Pemberton and Jake Nicholas pushed through the big glass doors of the Superstars! Dance Studio on the north side of the strip mall. Their wedding was in about six weeks, and they had decided to treat themselves to personalized dance lessons for a custom-choreographed dance to wow their 100+ guests when they tied the knot. A warm, golden light spilled through the floor-to-ceiling windows of the studio as they entered, casting long shadows across the polished maple floor. 
	This had been Joanna’s idea and Jake had been more than willing to tag along and learn the dance if it would make her happy. “Happy wife, happy life” was his father’s advice when the engagement had been announced. Joanna, for her part, was damned giddy, bouncing with excitement and anticipation. While Jake had been an athlete in high school, Joanna was the theater nerd and had been a performer of many different sorts in college. She couldn’t wait to once again show off her skill and showmanship as the ultimate display of their love in front of family and friends. 
	Jake's enthusiasm, while genuine, was overshadowed by Joanna's radiant joy as they worked their way into the middle of the big open space of the dance studio with mirrors lining the studio walls. She caught their reflection in the mirrors and skipped out ahead, to spin and take herself in from all angles. Jake stood off to the side as she did so, letting his wife-to-be have her moment.
	Joanna gave a few excited twirls and then skated closer to the nearest wall, enjoying the visual of herself moving in the big space. She locked eyes on her reflection as she moved closer, seeing herself and taking it in. Despite her theater nerd-dom and love to perform, Joanna was a shy and confidence-challenged young woman who still had trouble believing when Jake or anyone told her how beautiful she clearly was. If she was honest, most of the time she rarely liked what she saw in the mirror deep down, but today, in this space, these mirrors were doing her justice.  
	Joanna paused before the mirror before her, her breath catching slightly as she took in the vision of herself. Her outfit, designed to be both aesthetic and functional, was a soft periwinkle hue that complemented her chestnut hair and made her green eyes pop. Her top, a sleeveless number with delicate straps, showcased her toned arms and the slight roundness of her shoulders. It dipped into a modest V just enough to hint at the soft valley between her breasts without revealing too much.
	Her gaze dropped to the leggings that wrapped snugly around her hips, flowing down to meet a pair of black dance flats that seemed to elongate her legs despite her diminutive stature. The fabric accented the fullness of her backside lovingly, a feature she'd often bemoaned when trying on jeans but now seemed somehow perfect for the art of dance in these leggings. Her slightly rounded belly, usually a source of self-consciousness, appeared cute in this context, a gentle reminder that she was undeniably feminine and even kinda sexy when she let herself think that highly of her body. 
	Joanna's face was radiant with excitement, flushing from the twirls and the warmth of the room bathed in sunlight. Strands of long hair had escaped their constraints as she’d moved with the abandon that had made Jake’s heart soar as he’d watched her. They’d certainly not always seen eye to eye as their relationship unfolded, but he loved seeing her this happy and unfettered while in her element. 
	Jake's steps were less graceful, more measured as he approached Joanna. He lacked her natural inclination towards dance, but he moved with a certain stoic charm that was all his own. His sandy brown hair, always seemingly ruffled by an unseen wind, caught the shimmering specks of dust that floated lazily in the air, highlighted by the sun's rays piercing through the large windows of the studio. He adjusted the collar of his simple white button-down shirt, a stark contrast to Joanna's colorful dance attire but chosen for its ease of movement. His dark jeans were comfortably fitted, neither too tight nor too baggy, allowing him the freedom to follow any step patterns their teacher would throw their way. Jake wasn't one for the spotlight – only making sure his appearance was acceptable but never needing it to be flashy or noticeable. He was more concerned with ensuring Joanna’s happiness than any approval from anyone else.
	Taking a deep breath, Jake moved towards Joanna with a gentle but sure stride. He reached out his hand to take Joanna’s arm, but before he could get to her, the loud booms of oncoming booted footsteps echoed in the room, freezing the soon-to-be-dancers in place.
	Joanna and Jake turned to the source of the footsteps and took in the statuesque visage of their instructor, Vivienne Delacroix for the very first time. She strode toward them with a fluid grace that seemed to defy the weight of her steps. The heels of her dance shoes clicked against the hardwood floors, each step a sharp punctuation in the otherwise soft melody of the afternoon. Vivienne's frame was tall and commanding, her dark hair reflecting the sunlight like a raven's wing in flight.
	As she drew near, Joanna felt an unexpected flutter in her chest. She couldn’t help but notice Vivienne's dance clothes hugging every curve of her body, the fabric shimmering subtly with each movement. Clad in black, form-fitting leggings that sat high on her waist and a matching body suit that clung to her curves like a second skin, Vivienne was breathtaking. The leggings tapered down to meet a pair of sleek dance heels. With each step, the muscles in Vivienne's legs flexed, showcasing the power and control that only years of disciplined training could forge.
	The swooping neckline of her dark blue body suit framed her collarbones and the top of her chest just right. The V-neck plunged just enough to draw the eye but remained elegant and professional. Under the studio's warm glow, the deep tone of her skin took on a rich luster that was undeniably alluring to anyone who looked. 
	As Vivienne neared, Joanna’s throat went dry. Between her impressive stature and her dance heels, she towered a full head taller than Joanna and a few good inches above Jake. Unseen by Jake, Joanna felt herself squirm slightly the closer their new teacher got to them. Her body responded as if to some silent cue, her posture straightening, her hands smoothing down the fabric of her periwinkle outfit unconsciously.
	Vivienne stopped before the couple and greeted them with a megawatt smile before she spoke. “Hey guys, I’m Viv. So excited to get to work with you on your wedding dance!” the warm, friendly tone seemed to belie the elegant, almost domineering entrance she’d just given, but it did make both Joanna and Jake feel much more at ease. 
	“Hey, nice to meet you, I’m Jake.” Jake spoke first, stepping past Joanna and shaking Vivienne’s hand. 
	“Joanna” his still affected fiancée finally managed to croak out, holding out her hand for Vivienne to take.
	Vivienne's hand enveloped Joanna's in a gesture that was tender yet firm, the contact sending an unanticipated surge of warmth through her. It was as though an electric current had passed between them, the sensation so startling that Joanna flinched and nearly withdrew her hand.  Joanna could not understand why the touch and piercing stare of this woman had suddenly affected her so deeply. Her heart raced, pounding against her chest like an insistent drum, and she fought to catch her breath. With a gentle release, Vivienne let go of Joanna’s hand, but the impression lingered, like the afterglow of a bright light seared into one’s vision.
	"Welcome, Joanna," Vivienne said, the sound of her voice smooth and melodic, pronouncing her name with a new intimacy that felt both unfamiliar and exhilarating. “or is it Joey?” she added almost inadvertently, the variation on Joanna’s name slipping out with ease and sounding natural on Vivienne's lips. The room suddenly felt warmer to Joanna, or perhaps it was just a flush that colored her cheeks. Every fiber of her being seemed hyper-aware of Vivienne's proximity.
	“Oh, she doesn’t like being called Joey” Jake gently corrected on behalf of his fiancée. 
	“It’s fine!” Joanna suddenly cut him off. Vivienne could call her anything she wanted. 
	“Oh, er, you sure? I can call you Joanna if you like.” Vivienne said. 
	“Joey works.” Joanna insisted, unsure herself of why she so enthusiastically insisted Vivienne call her whatever she preferred. She usually got quite hung up on being called anything but her full proper name, a relic of her older brothers’ coming up with all sorts of teasing variations the way only pre-teen boys can provide to a younger sister. That was long ago though, and in Vivienne’s presence, she found herself with no issue being called “Joey.”
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	“Great! So, I understand we’ve got a wedding in six weeks and y’all want to really wow your guests with a show-stopping first dance, right?” Vivienne said, getting right down to business. She was a professional after all. 
	Joanna broke out in another big excited grin, glancing from Jake to Vivienne before her. “That’s right! I want the pageantry!”
	Vivienne laughed at Joanna’s enthusiasm and the younger woman’s heart felt suddenly very full. Viv’s laugh was like music, warm, slightly brassy, and full. 
	“I smell a former theater nerd,” Vivienne said, stepping slightly closer to Joanna. 
	“How did you know!” Joanna asked, giggling openly now. 
	Viv smiled, glancing from Joey to Jake, who was nodding with approval. “You’re not exactly subtle, plus the way you move tells me you’ve performed in front of a crowd before. That bodes well for the work we three are going to do. Speaking of, shall we get started?”
	Vivienne led them to the center of the dance floor. “We’ll start with a basic waltz to get you two accustomed to moving together as one, and then we’ll build the choreography from that base,” she said. Her voice was clear and strong, commanding yet warm, echoing through the studio with an authoritative ease. “Now as I’m sure our experienced theater dancer Joey knows, dance is a language of movement spoken between two bodies. It takes sensitivity and mutual understanding and active reaction. Since you all are getting married soon, we can assume you two have got all that mutual understanding in spades. Hmm?”
	Vivienne winked as she said that and Joanna blushed. The younger woman gulped as a wave of uncertainty washed over her. Her fiancé smiled back at her and nodded, giving her side a squeeze. Of course, they had that kind of mutual understanding, they were getting married! Jake sure seemed sure, why was Joanna not convinced all of a sudden?
	Vivienne positioned Jake before Joanna, showing him where to place one hand on her waist and hold the other up for her to take. She guided Joanna's hand to Jake's shoulder and the other to his outstretched hand. Their bodies were close but not intertwined. Vivienne started the music and they began to dance, with Vivienne starting to walk them through the basic steps of the waltz. 
	"Keep your frames steady," Vivienne instructed as she moved around them like a hawk circling its prey. "Your arms are a picture frame—hold them strong and firm but remember to be responsive to your partner's movements."
	As they started moving under Vivienne's watchful gaze, Joanna couldn't help but feel a bit of their emotional disconnect despite their physical proximity. They were moving through the steps correctly – one, two, three –one, two, three- but Joanna couldn’t help but think and look past her fiancé. Her focus was drawn intently to their teacher. She did the steps and moved with Jake, but she felt deep down she was doing it to garner Vivienne’s approval as opposed to more firmly establishing the connection with the man she was to marry. 
	The song ended and Vivienne approached. She had a thoughtful look on her face and her hand held to her lips. “Hmmm, that was great for your first time working it through, guys. I’m sensing a little stiffness though. Do you mind if I run through it with each of you so we can kind of see where to loosen you each up individually?”
	They both nodded and stepped apart. Vivienne stepped up to Jake first, assuming the follower position to let Jake lead. Joanna stepped back and watched, her hands clasped together. As her fiancé and her new teacher began to move about the room, Joanna felt a strange, unfamiliar pang of jealousy. She blinked and brought her hands to her mouth as she watched, perplexed. What puzzled her was that she couldn’t tell if she was jealous of another woman dancing with her fiancé, or of Jake getting to dance and move closely with the dazzling Vivienne. 
	Vivienne’s laughing voice echoed through the room, bouncing off the walls and the polished wooden floors as she corrected Jake's posture. Joanna watched as Vivienne gently nudged Jake's hand higher on her own back and guided his steps with a grace and ease and all she could think was “why isn’t it me she’s touching and guiding?!”
	"Better, Jake!" Vivienne praised, her voice carrying a note of genuine admiration. Jake blushed under the compliment, his grip on Vivienne tightening in response. They moved more synchronously, their bodies flowing together with a rhythm that was both impressive and slightly unsettling to watch. Joanna watched them and felt a confusing heat rising with in her. 
	After three rounds around the studio floor, Jake and Viv broke apart. Vivienne gave Jake a small nod of approval before turning her attention to Joanna. "Joey," she said softly, offering her hand again with an intensity that rivaled their first contact. "Your turn."
	Swallowing hard, Joanna stepped forward and took Vivienne’s offered hand. Their fingers interlaced naturally, like they’d done that a million times. Vivienne pulled her closer into a dance hold and Joey had to suppress a full-body shudder. It felt right in ways she couldn’t explain. The flutter of excitement that had been contained until now threatened to spill over.
	"Okay," Vivienne said, her voice low and calming as if trying to soothe Joanna's nerves or perhaps her own. "Remember what I told you about the frame? Keep it firm and square, but be actively ready to react and adjust as the leader tells you where you’re going. Can you do that for me, Joey?”
	Joanna nodded, her heartbeat audible in her ears. The rest of the world hung in suspense as Vivienne began to lead. Vivienne's hand on her waist was warm and firm as she guided Joanna into position. They were standing so close that Vivienne’s impressive chest lightly rubbed up against the younger woman’s more modest breasts, eliciting another shockwave on Joey’s skin through the tight materials they each wore. Joanna was acutely aware of the strength and warmth emanating from Vivienne's body, the way their legs seemed to brush against each other in the confines of their dance steps, their movements becoming more fluid as they glided across the floor.
	"Relax your shoulders," Vivienne murmured, her breath tickling Joanna's ear. "Let the music guide you, feel it in your core. Move with my steps. React to me.” Joanna closed her eyes for a moment, allowing herself to internalize Vivienne’s instructions. “React to me.” seemed to sear itself into the younger woman’s subconscious right then and there. 
	She couldn’t help but focus on the contact between their bodies, the steady pressure of Vivienne's hand against her back. Joanna found herself leaning into the touch, instinctively trusting this woman who seemed to understand her body better than she did herself. The music rose and fell around them, a tender melody that seemed to cradle their newfound harmony.
	Their feet moved in unison, and with each step, Joanna felt something blossoming within her—something hot, pleasurable, new, like nothing she’d ever felt being this close with anyone, Jake or otherwise. It was more than just the dance; it was the silent conversation occurring between their intertwined fingers, their shared breaths, their bodies moving as one. She was so overwhelmed she hadn’t even realized her eyes were now lingering on a detail she hadn’t noticed on Vivienne’s top before: a small but sparkly rainbow flag indicating at least allyship if not membership in the LGBTQ+ community on the right strap of Vivienne’s top. 
	Her dance teacher, the one whose body she was currently pressed and moving against might be queer. Vivienne, another woman, might be attracted to women. Dared she imagine, even in a hypothetical there might be some attraction from this dancing goddess pointed in her direction? Not that Joanna was or had ever been interested in women prior. She was happily engaged to Jake, a great guy, after all. All of her previous encounters, hell even all of her thoughts and fantasies had been about men. Still, something about the knowledge that this powerful woman she was millimeters from, whose every touch sent tingles throughout her body might have even the most minuscule chance of being interested in her sexually sent the butterflies in her stomach into a frenzy. 
	Joanna was glad the sudden conflict of emotions she was feeling was able to be covered by her nerves as she worked to follow Vivienne’s lead as they danced. The music, a languid, sultry jazz number, seemed to stretch the boundaries of time as they continued to move as one entity. Joanna's body responded to Vivienne's gentle but insistent guidance with an easiness that surprised her.
	The song finally ended and Vivienne stepped back from Joanna, whose face was visibly flushed. “Oh, sorry hun, did I push you too hard? I know the pace went a little fast for a first class. You look like you’re starting to sweat!” Vivienne said with a sweet smile. “It seemed like we were in a good groove so I just let us go til the song ended.”
	Joanna, now acutely self-conscious, attempted to regain her composure. "No, no, it's fine. I actually... I was into it," she stammered, quickly brushing a loose strand of hair behind her ear. She was trying to steady her breathing, not just from the exertion of dancing but also from the turmoil swirling within her.
	Vivienne's smile softened, and she reached out to gently squeeze Joanna's shoulder. "You're a natural, Joey. With a little more practice, you'll be dazzling those wedding guests in no time." Her touch lingered for a moment longer than necessary, creating a charge between them. “Isn’t she a natural, Jake?”
	Jake, who had been watching the two women from the sidelines after a few failed attempts to keep up with the choreography, clapped his hands in a mixture of admiration and support. "Absolutely, she's amazing," he agreed sincerely, unaware of the tempest that had brewed within his fiancée as she’d danced so close to their statuesque instructor. 
	Joanna caught the look of genuine pride in Jake's eyes and felt an unfamiliar pang of guilt at the complicated emotions she was suddenly harboring. She flashed him a grateful smile, a silent apology for whatever she might have been thinking or feeling during that dance with Viv. 
	“Alright superstars, we got about 5 minutes left in this session, why don’t you both show me your best rendition of everything we learned today. You guys have come so far already!” Vivienne said. 
	Joanna was suddenly trotting with glee towards her fiancé. She was eager to show Viv she’d internalized all that she’d shown her, determined to get her approval, for Viv to see her as talented, with potential even just after this introductory lesson. 
	They took their positions, Joanna in Jake's arms, mirroring the pose she had just shared with Vivienne. As the music swelled around them, Jake led Joanna through the simple routine. They stumbled slightly through a couple of steps, but the overall performance was competent and earnest.
	Vivienne watched them from the side, her arms crossed over her chest, a look of satisfaction on her face. From the corner of her eye, Joanna noticed Vivienne nodding approvingly at their progress and felt a surge of warmth at her approval.
	Whenever they spun on the floor so that she was facing Vivienne, Joanna couldn’t help but notice that Vivienne was staring intently at her. The eye contact they made seemed pointed, intense…significant.  Joanna felt Vivienne's gaze following her every movement. Her heart pounded as they locked eyes again, emerald green meeting deep brown. She wondered if Vivienne was scrutinizing her technique or seeing something more.
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	The music reached its crescendo and Jake dipped Joanna back gracefully. As he pulled her up, their faces inches apart, Joanna's eyes fluttered over Jake's shoulder to where Vivienne stood watching. 
	A charged moment passed between the two women before Joanna turned her attention back to Jake. She smiled up at her fiancé, hoping her flushed cheeks could be attributed to the exertion of the dance.
	"Beautiful, you two! You’re gonna rock it, I can already tell.” Vivienne said, clasping her hands together. 
	Joanna pulled slightly away from Jake. She felt suddenly exposed, as if Vivienne could see right through her.
	"Yes, thank you Vivienne. I really appreciate you taking the time to work with us," Jake said amiably. 
	Vivienne smiled. "Of course, it's my pleasure. You're both such wonderful students." 
	Her eyes lingered on Joanna as she said this. Joanna felt her mouth go dry and quickly looked away. Vivienne noticed the younger woman blush again and approached her with a smirk on her face, holding out her hand. 
	“It was a pleasure dancing with you tonight, Joey,” she said as she took Joanna’s hand in her own warmly. She ran her finger gently over the top of the younger woman’s hand as she did. Joanna felt the touch like a spark, her hand tingling under Vivienne's caress. She returned the handshake, her fingers lingering in Vivienne's grasp a second too long. "Thank you, Vivienne... for everything," Joanna managed to say, her voice revealing more emotion than she intended.
	As they pulled apart, there was an almost imperceptible reluctance to part. Joanna's heart was pounding against her ribcage, and she was certain Vivienne could hear it. She tucked a strand of whispy hair behind her ear and took a step back towards Jake.
	Jake, oblivious to the undercurrents flowing between his fiancée and their instructor, clapped his hands with enthusiasm. "Same time next week then?" he asked cheerfully.
	Vivienne nodded. "I look forward to it," she said, though her eyes were still fixed on Joanna.
	The couple gathered their belongings and said their goodbyes, Jake pulling Joanna into his side as they headed for the door. Joanna glanced back at Vivienne, who stood in the center of the dance floor, watching them leave with that enigmatic smile.
	Outside of the studio, the air was brisk and helped clear some of the fog from Joanna's mind. The ride home to their shared apartment was uneventful save for the relatively one sided conversation in the car.  Jake chattered about wedding plans and work while Joanna stared idly out the window, trying to make sense of what she’d just experienced. 
	Joanna couldn't help but replay that dance with Vivienne over and over in her mind, each soft command, the way the older woman's fingers gripped her waist, the soft pleasant rustling of different materials rubbing against each other whenever their bodies touched, the intense gaze of the instructor that seemed to see right through her. The sensations were so vivid, it felt as though Vivienne was still there with her, guiding her through the complex choreography of emotions she never knew she was capable of feeling.
	Her mind was flooded with images of Vivienne - the way she moved, her voice, and most of all, her touch. Joanna felt a pang of guilt each time she stole a glance at Jake, his enthusiasm so endearing yet increasingly distant from what she was feeling. 
	Back home, Joanna and Jake moved about their nightly routines in a comfortable silence. Jake was sprawled on their couch, engrossed in a football game while Joanna busied herself with preparations for dinner. As she chopped vegetables and stirred sauces, she kept replaying Vivienne’s words in her head: “React to me.” The notion made her shiver. She was continuing to react to Viv and the intensity of it was unnerving her to her in a thrilling and unfamiliar way. 
	Jake, oblivious to Joanna's introspection, broke the silence. "That went really well, didn't it? I mean, I know I have two left feet but you... you were amazing."
	Joanna glanced at him and attempted a bright smile. "Thanks Jake. You weren’t half bad yourself." But her mind was still on Vivienne.	
	She let herself think ahead to the next time she’d dance with Vivienne, lowering her guard just a bit to surrender a smile. “Yeah, I’m definitely looking forward to next week’s lesson.”
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	Joanna stared out the window of her apartment, watching the raindrops race down the glass as if trying to escape their fates. A sense of emptiness gnawed at her insides, leaving her feeling hollow. She had always believed that she loved Jake, her best friend in college and now live-in fiancé, so why did it feel like something was missing? They’d just completed a session of attempted lovemaking, and while Jake had found release and completion, Joanna had not been able to, despite both of their best efforts. 
	Now here she sat, unsatisfied and confused, wearing only the lingerie bra top she really enjoyed having sex in. She was wrapped in the bedsheet as Jake had stepped into the bathroom to clean up and get dressed. They’d been doing their favorite things to each other’s bodies that had gotten her there countless times before. They both could tell though, that something had changed . 
	Jake eventually emerged from the bathroom, his sandy hair damp from the quick shower and a look of concern etched on his kind face. He noticed she was still wrapped in the bedsheet, her slim shoulders hunched as she gazed out at the rain-soaked city. She looked so beautiful in the dim light streaming from the window, yet so far away.
	"Joanna?" Jake broke the silence first, stepping closer to her with a cautious curiosity. "Are you okay?"
	Joanna turned to look at him then, her emerald eyes clouded with confusion she blinked away as she forced a smile. "Good, yeah fine. You’re so sexy Jake." she said just a little to insistently. 
	Jake paused, standing before her in just a t-shirt and clean boxer shorts. “You didn’t finish, huh?”
	“No babe, but you did, and that was hot for me. You know I don’t believe in it needing to be transactionally reciprocal every time.” Joanna tried to reassure him.
	Jake chewed his fingernail, trying to understand his wife-to-be’s tone. “You sure? I wouldn’t want you to not be uh…satisfied.”
	“It’s fine. I did have a good time, sometimes I don’t need to finish to have enjoyed myself.” Joanna insisted, desperate to move past the awkward subject. 
	“You sure?” Jake asked again. 
	Joanna grabbed Jake’s hand and pulled her to him, smiling up at him. “I find you incredibly sexy, what we did was so hot, I just didn’t get there.” she said genuinely. “and that’s ok.” 
	“You’re ok, I’m ok.” Jake said, believing her. 
	“I’m ok.” Joanna said, wondering inside if she really was. 
	The next morning Joanna met up with her friend Lila for coffee and a light brunch. After they’d gotten through the chitchat and catching up, Joanna’s friend of over 7 years could tell something was up and, after minimal probing, Joanna gave up her troubles in the bedroom with Jake over the last few weeks. 
	“When was the last time you, you know, took care of yourself?” Lila asked point blank, never one to be shy about such things between women. 
	“Lila!” Joanna hissed, her cheeks suddenly flushed as she looked around the small cafe they were sitting at to make sure no one had heard. 
	Lila rolled her eyes, unbothered by Joanna's embarrassment. "Joanna, seriously. It might help you get back on track. Besides, it's nothing to be ashamed of."
	Joanna took a moment to consider her friend's advice before finally admitting, "I just... I haven't been feeling it lately," she confessed, her green eyes filled with a deep confusion that made Lila reach across the table and squeeze her hand in reassurance.
	“Jake’s out til late tonight, right? That’s what you said? So while he’s not home, go take yourself a nice steamy shower and then see what happens…” Lila said, a knowing grin on her face. If only she knew the inner turmoil and sexual confusion roiling in her friend. 
	Back home, Joanna decided to give Lila’s suggestion a chance. Jake was in the next town over for a work function that wouldn’t be over til late and she didn’t expect him back until after midnight. The house was quiet, save for the occasional creak of the old wooden floors. Joanna felt her heartbeat quicken as she made her way to the bathroom. She lit some candles, casting a warm amber glow against the cool, white tiles, and turned on the water. The steam began to rise, filling the room with a comforting haze. As she undressed, her fingers brushed against her skin, sending a gentle shiver down her spine.
	Joanna stepped into the shower and let the hot water cascade over her body. It was soothing, almost cleansing, but her mind was far from still. Beneath the surface of the water's steady rhythm, images of Vivienne began to invade her thoughts unbidden — the curve of her lips, the intensity in her gaze during their dance sessions, the tender way she corrected Joanna’s posture with hands that lingered just a moment too long.
	She closed her eyes and tried to focus on memories of passionate nights with Jake, attempting to rekindle the fire that had burned so hot not that long ago.  But instead of Jake's familiar embrace, Vivienne's smoldering gaze invaded her thoughts again and again. Joanna's heart raced as she imagined the dance instructor's strong hands guiding her body, their limbs entwining gracefully on the dance floor. With each vivid image, her arousal grew, leaving her breathless and wanting more.
	Try as she might to push it out and replace it with a memory of some of the very satisfying sex she’d had with Jake, the image of Vivienne, clad in a fantastically sexy ensemble of black lace that hugged her every curve, transparent and opaque at once, depending on where her mind would focus, persisted. She could so vividly see the lace bodice Joey saw calling all her attention to Vivienne's ample cleavage, the delicate fabric almost teasing in its sheerness in her mind’s eye. She could practically feel the heat emanating from Vivienne's body as her vision conjured up the dance instructor moving languidly to a sensual rhythm only they could hear.
	In Joanna's mind, Vivienne's hands were everywhere on her, tracing fiery paths along her flesh, igniting a burning need that Joanna had never known before. She visualized the way Vivienne’s eyes would lock onto hers, dark and full of promise, the air between them charged with an electric tension that threatened to erupt into unbridled passion at any moment.
	The cascading water became Vivienne's caress in Joanna's imagination, each droplet a whisper against her skin. She saw herself leaning back against the cool tile wall, her chest heaving with each shallow breath as Vivienne pressed close. The image of the sparkly rainbow pin grew until it consumed them both in a sexy tableau of sapphic attraction, something totally new and foreign to Joanna. The fantasy was so consuming that she could almost feel the press of soft lips trailing down her neck, leaving a trail of kisses that marked a path to her racing pulse.
	Joanna's fingers worked in earnest now, as if driven by a force beyond her control. In her steamy reverie, Vivienne somehow both naked and still clad in the lingerie slipped her thigh between her own, urging her legs apart and pressing closer in an intimate dance that made Joanna's body thrum with need. Her breath hitched, her hand mimicking the movements she imagined Vivienne's would make, gliding across her sensitive flesh with an urgency that matched the rapid beating of her heart.
	Lost in the torrent of sensations, Joanna began to let herself give in to the fantasy, her other hand reaching up to grasp at the wet tiles for support as she imagined it was Vivienne’s shoulder she clung to. Her senses were engulfed in the heady mix of steam and desire, blurring the lines between reality and the vivid images unfolding behind her closed eyelids.
	The guilt that had gnawed at her conscience was drowned out by the sound of her own soft moans echoing off the shower walls, each one a testament to the pleasure coursing through her. The water sluiced over her body, but it was Vivienne's imagined touch that brought her closer and closer to the edge. Joanna's pulse pounded in her ears, a steady drumbeat urging her on as she chased after a release that had eluded her for weeks.
	As her arousal started to build, she began to realize that giving herself over to another woman in her thoughts and climaxing from it would have consequences for her marriage and sexuality. With this in mind, despite being ravenous for release, she began to slow her fingers, it was starting to feel wrong. She couldn’t let herself get the release, not in that way, she loved Jake and was still attracted to him. 
	The pull was proving to be too strong though, and Joanna's body seemed to act on its own accord. It was as if every nerve ending had been awakened by the mere idea of Vivienne's touch. The guilt that Joanna felt was now mixing with her arousal, pulling her back and encouraging her barreling towards a forbidden release at the same time. 
	With trembling hands, she resumed her movements, slower this time and more deliberate. The guilt transformed into a raw ache for something she could no longer name as just curiosity or confusion; it was a profound longing that demanded to be acknowledged and…dealt with.
	Silently, she pleaded for forgiveness from whatever forces may judge her actions, from Jake's image that lingered in the back of her mind, from her own sense of self that was now questioning everything it had known. Her breath caught with each stroke, her body arching instinctively towards the phantom embrace that brought her closer and closer to-
	“No. I can’t.” She stated out loud in the shower, wrenching her hand from between her legs. 
	Still panting, she turned the water off. Her body trembled, wet and flushed from the heat, aching with a need she had refused to let herself satisfy. The room was shrouded in steam, the mirror fogged over her reflection hidden behind a veil of condensation, a hint at her own self-deception. Tears welled up in Joanna's eyes as she stepped out of the shower and dried herself. She leaned against the sink, her heart pounding against her ribcage like a war drum.
	After finishing drying and wrapping herself in her warm fluffy towel, Joanna moved to the bedroom and collapsed onto the bed, her body still trembling from the intensity of her self-inflicted pleasure denied. The sheets felt cold against her heated skin, a stark reminder of Jake's absence. But the ache that echoed inside her wasn't for him; it was for the woman who had unknowingly ignited this turmoil within her.
	Sleep came in fitful wisps, images of Vivienne's alluring figure undulating through her dreams. As much as Joanna tried to focus on Jake, his image continued to blur and fade, replaced by the intoxicating sight of Vivienne's soft curls cascading over her shoulders and down her shapely back. Even when he returned late at night and joined her in bed, all Joanna could see in her mind’s eye as she drifted off, was the undeniably sexy visage of Vivienne. 
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	The next day's dance lesson with Vivienne arrived quickly, not helped by how much anticipation Joanna felt toward seeing their instructor again. The young woman felt nervous, her stomach tight with anticipation. It didn’t help that she still hadn’t found release. Every touch during their previous encounters replayed in her mind as she entered the studio. The scent of hardwood floors and lingering perfume greeted her and she knew she’d be experiencing Vivienne’s presence soon. Realizing that almost made Joanna melt right then and there, for how worked up she already was. 
	Joanna's choice of dance attire today was slightly more alluring than usual, as if she unconsciously wanted to catch the attention of their teacher without appearing too eager for it. The dance outfit consisted of a form-fitting dance bodice that accentuated her slender waist and a flowing skirt with a slit that revealed just a hint of thigh with each step she took. She wanted to be able to move in a way that Vivienne would notice and praise, and feel beautiful and confident as she did so.
	Vivienne was already in the studio, her silhouette framed by the soft afternoon light filtering through the tall windows. She turned as Joanna entered, her eyes acknowledging her student with a warmth that set Joanna's heart fluttering yet again.
	"Joey!" Vivienne called out, excitement in her voice. Why did it feel so good when Vivienne called her Joey? She didn’t like it when anyone else did, but from Viv’s lips it sounded so right. Vivienne’s figure was accentuated by a form-fitting tank top, the fabric hugging her curves in all the right places. The glimmering rainbow pin caught the light and added a touch of whimsy to her ensemble. As she moved towards Joey, her skirt swirled around her thighs, teasingly revealing glimpses of skin with each movement. Her dark hair was pulled back in a loose bun, errant strands framing her face in a way that Joanna found mesmerizing. "So glad you made it," Vivienne continued with a warmth that sent an involuntary flutter through Joanna's chest. “and hello Jake!” she said, greeting Joanna’s fiancée who had entered a step behind her. Joanna was ashamed to admit she’d all but forgotten about his presence as soon as she’d seen Vivienne. 
	The presence of Jake in the studio was both a relief and a complication, grounding Joanna to her reality while at the same time making the electric undercurrent of her desire for Vivienne even more dangerous. She offered Jake a dutiful smile, all too aware of the contrast in emotions she harbored for the two figures that now occupied the same room.
	The lesson began with the usual warm-ups and a practice of the bit of choreography Vivienne had shown them thus far. As she practiced with Jake, Joanna could not shake off the heightened sensitivity in her body. Every movement felt exaggerated, every step seemed to carry more weight than before. 
	“Hmm, hey Joey, you’re looking a little stiff and distracted,” Vivienne said after Joanna and Jake completed one run-through of the choreography. “Jake, do you mind if I dance your part with your fiancée and see if we can’t get her a little loosened up?” There was a wry, almost excited-sounding tone in her voice that Joanna picked up on, but Jake seemed oblivious to.
	Jake, who had been trying to hit the steps exactly with a concentration that bordered on comical, gave a chuckle and stepped aside with a good-natured shrug. "Be my guest, Vivienne. If anyone can loosen her up, I bet it’s you!"
	Joey couldn’t help but let out a gasp and was on the verge of bursting into a hysterical giggle until she clasped a hand over her mouth. Vivienne caught the reaction but said nothing as she approached her student, their eyes locked knowingly onto one another. 
	Joanna felt her pulse quicken as Vivienne approached, the butterflies in her tummy once again fluttering in a frenzy. The instructor's hand settled on Joanna's waist with practiced ease, like it belonged there.  Joanna found herself drowning in the depths of Vivienne’s gaze, a mix of concern and something else—something that whispered of unspoken possibilities.
	“Remember to breath, Joey,” Vivienne said quietly, in an almost sensuous tone that was only for the two of them. “Stay loose, present, and be ready to react to my body’s movements. I know you can do that…for me.” 
	It took every ounce of strength Joey had not to break out into a full-body shudder when Vivienne said “for me.” What was happening to her? She’d never reacted to anyone in her life like this!
	The dance was a slow, sensuous waltz that required close contact and fluid movements. They moved together as if they were one entity, their hips swaying in perfect sync. “Focus on me, react to me,” Vivienne whispered in that same irresistibly intimate tone. 
	Vivienne led with firm yet gentle guidance, her fingers tracing patterns on Joanna's back, setting her skin alight with an intense yearning she had never felt before. Whenever they brushed against each other, Joey was acutely aware of the softness of her instructor's skin, the subtle scent of her perfume mingling with the smell of polished wood and exertion. There was a moment when their faces were so close that Joanna could feel Vivienne's breath on her cheek, warm and inviting. The space between them seemed to shrink with every step they took, and Joanna fought to keep her composure while her heartbeat thundered in her ears.
	As the music crescendoed, they found themselves in an embrace that felt as natural as it did forbidden. Joanna’s head instinctively rested against Vivienne’s shoulder, and for a heartbeat too long, they swayed together, chests rising and falling against each other in rhythm. The world around them dimmed to a dull roar, inconsequential compared to the symphony of sensations coursing through Joanna’s veins.
	They broke apart when the music tapered off to a soft conclusion on the far corner of the dance floor, with Jake watching from the other side. the silence following like an abrupt awakening from a poignant dream. Their eyes held onto each other intently. 
	“Tell me…” Joey whispered breathily up at her instructor. “Please, tell me you’re feeling this, too?” 
	Vivienne's composed facade slipped for just a moment as she locked eyes with Joey in her arms. An audible gulp escaped her as she yearned to acknowledge that she did indeed reciprocate the young woman's feelings in her embrace. She forcibly restrained herself though, recognizing that it would be a betrayal of her own ethics and principles to allow her authority position as a teacher to interfere with Joey's impending marriage, despite feeling the electrically intense connection pulsing between them.
	Vivienne forced a knowing, wry smile and gave Joanna a brief wink before stepping away from the younger woman. She looked past her and to Jake in the far corner of the room. “Hey Jake, your fiancée’s figured it out I think. That was much better.”
	Jake started trotting over, an oblivious smile on his face. “Hey yeah, that was fantastic Joanna. You were moving like a natural!”
	“Okay, you two pair up now, and Joey, do it just like that.” Vivienne encouraged, before giving just the slightest knowing nod that only Joanna registered. Joanna felt a pang of disappointment as the moment was severed, the return to reality feeling like the harsh snap of a tightrope breaking under too much strain. Jake's cheerfulness grated on Joanna's nerves, but she swallowed her irritation and plastered a smile on her face. She turned to face him, taking his hands as they resumed their positions for the dance. But the electricity that had crackled through her moments before had faded to a dull hum, the absence of Vivienne's touch leaving her feeling achingly hollow.
	They danced mechanically through the motions, Joanna's mind wandering back to the sensations of Vivienne's body pressed against hers. The contrast was jarring, the routine with Jake now feeling more like going through the paces of a well-practiced drill rather than the intoxicating movement across the floor she'd experienced with Vivienne. At least, thanks to her go around with Vivienne, she was hitting her marks and seeming less stiff as she went. 
	Joanna could feel Jake's gaze, studying her with mild concern as they moved across the floor. "Everything okay?" Jake finally ventured, she could hear the nerves in his voice and felt bad for his clear confusion. 
	She nodded too quickly, words sticking in her throat. "Yeah, just... tired, I guess." It was a feeble attempt to explain away the obvious shift in her demeanor, but Jake did not persue it further.
	The lesson wrapped up soon after, with Vivienne coming over to give some last notes and things to practice before the next lesson. Joanna couldn’t help but stare wide-eyed at Vivienne as she talked Jake through some minor points to consider as the leader of the routine. Joey’s mind raced, and that little moment of acknowledgment between them replayed over and over in her mind. Vivienne had to feel the same intensity, didn’t she? Why didn’t she just tell her what she needed to hear? Her eyes drifted to the rainbow pin on the strap of Vivienne’s top and then to the cleavage of her impressive breasts visible below the low neckline. 
	Vivienne caught Joanna's gaze once again, and responded silently with a faint smile and a softness in her eyes that seemed to say she understood the tumultuous storm raging within Joanna. She subtly adjusted her top, as though keenly aware of the effect she was having on her student and the delicate state she was in. "Keep practicing those steps," she advised them both. "Especially the connection you share with your partner. It’s all about the feel between you two.” Jake nodded eagerly, oblivious to the undercurrents swirling between the two women. "Sure thing, Vivienne. Thanks for all your help," he said with genuine gratitude. Joanna simply murmured in agreement, unable to trust her voice.
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	“Alright, that’s time for today. Bring it in you two.” Jake leaned in and Vivienne gave him a brief but warm side hug. “You’ve both come a very long way in a short time. Well done!”
	Vivienne then opened her arms for Joey, who stepped fully into the embrace. Joanna hesitated for a mere heartbeat before allowing herself to be drawn into the warmth of Vivienne’s embrace.  Vivienne's arms enveloped Joanna in a hug that, to an outsider, might look like nothing more than a polite gesture between teacher and student, yet it unfolded into a warm deep moment suspended in time, where unspoken confessions were whispered through the closeness of their bodies. The space between them vanished, and Joey found herself pressed against Vivienne, her senses immediately baptized by the warmth radiating from the dance instructor's body.
	The hug was deep and secretly intimate, without appearing in any way inappropriate to an outsider.It lasted only a few seconds, but for the two participants, time seemed to slow down, making the experience feel eternal yet frustatingly fleeting.The intimacy was only apparent to the two participants, whose respective senses were heightened to an exponential degree. It was as if Vivienne was drawing Joanna into her own private world, a sanctuary where fears and doubts dared not tread. Vivienne's hands settled on the small of Joanna's back with gentle firmness, pulling her closer still. The scent of her perfume mingled with the faint trace of perspiration from their dance lesson; it was heady and intoxicating, swirling around Joanna like an aromatic mist that seeped into her very being.
	Joey felt Vivienne's breath against the nape of her neck, each exhale seeming to trace patterns upon her skin, sending shivers cascading down her spine. Her heart pounded — no longer a steady rhythm but an erratic symphony composed of desire and confusion. Every point of contact felt magnified: where their chests touched, how Vivienne's fingers splayed against her spine, the brush of hips aligning in an accidental but electrifying choreography.
	In this embrace, Joey could not deny the arousal blooming within her—a fierce heat that flooded her veins and pooled at her core. She was pressed against Vivienne’s body, being touched by her and she liked it. She couldn’t deny that anymore. She liked being this close to this woman, and she wanted more, the consequences and ramifications be damned. She was desperate from her lack of release and the intense feelings she felt for this woman in this moment. 
	Joey let out a breath she didn't know she was holding as Vivienne's hand moved slowly up her back, tracing the column of her spine with a touch so gentle it felt like a whisper over silk. With every millisecond that passed, the hug deepened further, evolving beyond comfort into an unspoken dialogue between their bodies.
	“See ya next week,” Vivienne said and stepped back suddenly, in a tone that belied the intimacy they had just shared. 
	“Next week!” Jake said as he trotted to the door. Joey moved to follow him, shooting a bewildered look over her shoulder at their instructor.
	Joanna's steps faltered, glancing back to catch Vivienne's gaze one last time. In those eyes, she found a myriad of unspoken words: reassurance, understanding, perhaps even a hint of longing. But it was masked so well beneath the professional facade that for a second Joanna doubted her own perceptions. She forced a smile at Jake, who held the door open for her, and stepped through into the chill of the evening air.
	The drive home was silent; Jake humming to himself while Joanna stared out the window, her reflection superimposed over the passing city lights. She was acutely aware of the thrumming in her veins, the remnants of Vivienne's touch ghosting across her skin despite the distance now between them. Her fingertips grazed her own arm, tracing where Vivienne's hands had lain.
	The restlessness that had been growing inside Joanna for weeks now felt like a living entity, clawing at her insides, demanding to finally be let loose. The vivid impressions of Vivienne now obscured the once-clear image of her future with Jake—the curve of her smile, the intensity of her gaze, the warmth of her embrace, the imagined future she could have sharing a life with an older woman…
	Once home, Joanna excused herself under the guise of needing a shower to wash away the day's exhaustion and the sweat from their dance lesson. It was hardly a cover, she really did need a shower, but as soon as she stepped into the bathroom and turned on the shower, there was no question of her true objective. 
	Quickly removing and discarding her dance outfit, she slid into the steamy shower, shaking with anticipation. Steam lazily curled around the room, a sensual dance of its own accord. The water cascaded over her heated skin, mingling with the other evidence of her arousal as she pressed her thighs together, hovering on the edge of the threshold.
	As she reached down, a moan escaped her lips at the memory of their dance lesson. Joanna closed her eyes, and there was no one but Vivienne. The image of her dance instructor filled her mind: those smoldering emerald eyes, the way her hips moved with such fluidity, every curve and angle of her toned form. God, how she longed to be in those arms again.
	Her hand, guided by a memory fueled craving, mimicked the journey Vivienne’s had taken across her body. Joanna’s fingers slipped over her own slick heat, imagining it was Vivienne touching her, stirring the fire that had been simmering within her. The walls of the shower echoed with her deepening breaths, each gasp mingling with the steady drum of water droplets.
	In the sanctity of her mind's eye, Joanna envisioned a scene charged with forbidden desires. They were back in the dance studio, but this time there was no Jake, no prying eyes, no boundaries, just Vivienne and her entangled in a dance far more primal than any routine they had practiced. Vivienne's breath would be hot against Joanna's neck as she whispered encouragement, guiding Joanna into a state of vulnerability she'd never known before.
	There was no music to guide them now; their rhythm was set by the sound of their synchronized breathing and the soft noises of their bodies moving against each other. The scent of Vivienne would be intoxicating—a mixture of sweat and something uniquely her. She focussed intently on the memories of those few whiffs of pheremone laiden body odor she’d caught off of Vivienne as they’d moved together. That rich, deep, undescribably feminine aroma was intoxicating and she relished the vividness of the scent memory as she rubbed herself.  
	The fantasy surged forward, and Joanna let herself be swept away by it. She envisioned those strong arms wrapping around her waist, pulling her flushed body firmly against Vivienne's. The heat emanating from their intertwined figures would match the steam filling Joanna's shower. In her reverie, lips grazed dangerously close to lips, tempting fate with every shared breath.
	Suddenly all clothing and modesty disappeared in the fantasy. She saw her bare, petite body pressed against Vivienne’s statuesque figure. She saw her modest breasts rubbing against the large globes with prominent pointed nipples she’d fixated on on Vivienne’s chest. She imagined Vivienne’s lips consuming hers, their mouths beginning a dance all their own. 
	Joanna's breathing intensified as she lost herself to the images and imagined sensations, her movements growing more urgent. Her fingers became Vivienne's, her touch a sacred invocation that brought forth a wave of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. With each stroke, she edged closer to that precipice of ecstasy, chasing the intoxicating rush that threatened to consume her entirely.
	Joanna bit her lip to stifle her cries, conscious of Jake somewhere beyond the bathroom door, oblivious to the seismic shift occurring within her. She moved faster, her thoughts a blur of sensation and Vivienne—her touch, her voice, the promise held in her gaze.
	Then it happened—a climax so powerful it seemed to break free from the confines of her body. It rolled through Joanna like a thunderstorm, stripping away every last defense she had against this new awakening. The reverberations left her clinging to the shower wall for support, gasping for breath as tremors wracked her frame.
	As the water continued to pour over her sensitized skin, Joanna slowly returned to herself. The intensity of what she had just experienced was overwhelming—a physical manifestation of the emotional maelstrom that had been brewing inside her since she first laid eyes on Vivienne.
	And yet, as she turned off the shower and stepped out onto the damp bath mat, a shiver ran through her—not from cold, but from a dawning realization: there was no turning back now. While she’d finally gotten the release she’d hoped would reset her back to normal, the memories of Vivienne’s touch and the desire for more lingered as present as ever. Something was different in her now, and she didn’t know if she could continue to pretend it wasn’t. 
	Wrapped in a towel, she stood before the bathroom mirror. The steam from her shower had fogged up the glass, rendering her reflection a nebulous form. She reached out, dragging her fingers through the condensation. The woman she was becoming was yet unclear, obscured by fear and uncertainty. 
	Too many questions haunted her mind: Was this just a phase or confusion or something more? Could she deny her feelings for Vivienne and continue with her planned future with Jake? How could she tell her? How could she tell him?! Joanna didn’t have any answers yet, but understood she was on a precipice, teetering on the edge of life-altering revelations.
	She stopped her fingers on the steamy mirror as she looked up to see she had, without thinking, almost drawn a full letter “V” across it. She quickly wiped away the steam from the mirror to hide the subtle confession of her true desires she’d unconsciously written there before turning from the sink to leave the bathroom. 
	Back in their bedroom, Jake was on his laptop, fully engrossed in some project for work. His obliviousness seemed somehow cruel in its innocence, a stark contrast to the tumultuous storm raging within Joanna.
	She slipped naked into bed beside him, her body curled away from his touch. Every nerve of hers was still thrumming from her self-induced release. Jake leaned into kiss her goodnight and for the first time she flinched inwardly; not repulsed by him but rather tormented by guilt.
	“Night Joanna. I love you.” Jake said, his eyes focused on his laptop screen again.
	“Night Jakie. I’m so excited to dance with you.” Joanna said in a tone that she felt could almost be believed as genuine. She rolled over onto her side and pondered her phone screen for a few moments. Her fingers hovered over the glossy screen, a draft message to Vivienne taking form in her mind. But what would she say? That she couldn't stop thinking about her? That she was wracked with guilt over the desires that threatened to consume her? That she'd just pleasured herself while thinking of their dance lesson? That she could be over at the studio or her place in 10 minutes and please, please fuck her now?
	But even as she played out the scenarios in her mind, she knew it was a step she wasn't ready to take. The phone felt heavy in her hands, the consequences of actually typing such a confession in clear black and white and pressing 'send' overwhelming. Crushing the impulse, Joanna locked her phone and placed it on the nightstand.
	As she turned off the bedside lamp, lights from the city outside filtered through the blinds. It cast wavering shadows across their bed, transforming Jake's oblivious figure into an abstraction of contrasts—light and dark, known and unknown. Guilt knotted her stomach again as she watched him focus intently on his work, blissfully unaware of the internal battle raging within her.
	Every fiber of her screamed out to confess, to share this torment with someone who might understand. But instead, she opted for silence—the only defense she had left against the tectonic shift that was altering the landscape of her life.
Sleep was elusive, her mind desperate to escape into dreams but constantly dragged back by reality. Every time she closed her eyes, visions of Vivienne filled her mind—a flash of those piercing green eyes, the subtle curve of a smile that held promise and danger in equal parts.
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	Eventually, sleep did come, dragging her down into a kaleidoscopic world of imagery—a place where she could explore the deepest recesses of her desires without judgment or consequence, safe from the waking world and its cause and effect. The dream began in stages—first, the music, a haunting melody that echoed off unseen walls and reverberated within her soul. Then, the dance studio materialized around her, its long mirrored walls reflecting back a thousand Joannas, each one caught in the throes of intense rapture.
	Vivienne was there too, more radiant than ever. Her dark hair cascaded down her back, catching the twilights in its waves. The form-fitting tank top accentuated her curves, her flowing skirt fluttering with each move she made. The usual professional facade was replaced with an enigmatic expression that matched the intensity in Joanna's heart.
	"Dance with me," Vivienne beckoned with an outstretched hand, her voice an intoxicating melody filling the studio space.
	In this dreamscape, they danced with a fluidity and intimacy that surpassed any of their previous sessions. Vivienne's hands ran over Joanna's body with possessive familiarity—along her waist, over her hips, up to cradle her face. Their bodies moved together like two celestial objects pulled together by an irresistible gravitational force.
	Then came the dream-kiss, a union so intense it felt almost cataclysmic. Vivienne’s lips were soft yet insistent against hers and Joey imagined they tasted faintly of cherries. She could feel every inch of her body thrumming in response as she eagerly met Vivienne's kiss with equal desire.
	As the kiss in the dream deepened, Joanna felt a stab of guilt that cut through the intoxicating haze of desire. It was not Jake she was kissing passionately—it was Vivienne. Vivienne and Joey swirled together, pressing lips and legs and bodies and essences into one, surrounded by a deep red dream-haze of desire. 
	The exchange was breathless, feverish, a frenzy of touches and whispers. Vivienne's hands explored her body with an unspoken promise, each caress sending shivers down Joanna's spine. They moved in harmony, bodies swaying to the primal rhythm of want, the studio's mirrored walls reflecting their heated dance of seduction.
	Suddenly, all light dimmed until only they were illuminated under a single spot of radiance. The melody changed, slow and melancholic, their movement stilling to the mournful tune. Vivienne's eyes bore into hers with an intensity that stole her breath away, sparking an anticipation that made her heart pound within her chest. 
	Vivienne slowly guided Joanna backward until she was pressed against the mirrored wall, their bodies mere inches apart. Their gazes locked, two storms of emotions clashing in silence. Vivienne leaned closer, her breath hot against Joanna's lips. Suddenly she spoke with a clarity as loud and bright as day. "There’s no fighting this, for either of us. You will be mine, Joey.”
	The words seared themselves into Joey’s mind, even in her sleep. There was to be no fighting whatever was happening between Viv and her. She was coming to know that deep in her soul. The silence deepened as the urge to deny this truth threatened to claw its way up her throat, but all coherent thoughts were lost when Vivienne’s lips descended upon hers once more. She surrendered willingly to the kiss that seared through her like wildfire, consuming everything that dared stand in its path.
	The world spun wildly around them as they clung to each other amidst the chaos of their passion in this unstable dream world. Emotions melded into one, a colliding whirlpool of desire and guilt from which there was no escape.
	Suddenly, Joey awoke, her heart pounding against her ribcage, a soft whimper escaping her lips. Her skin was flushed and she was trembling slightly, the remnants of her dreams still coursing through her veins. The light of the early dawn streamed through the bedroom window, casting elongated shadows across their bed and accentuating the peaceful look on Jake's face as he slept beside her. His quiet snores filled the room, a stark contrast to the whirlwind of emotions that were churning within Joanna.
	She was shaking from the confusing mix of guilt and arousal that had filled her dream. The vivid images of Vivienne pierced into her mind, making it impossible for them to be forgotten. It terrified her how real it felt, how tangible. It had been more than just a dream; it was a tantalizing glimpse into a world she had never considered before, a possible future she found herself suddenly considering more and more. 
	She stared down at Jake, whose steady breathing echoed in the silent room. She used to find comfort in this sound, in his presence. Now it only served to heighten her sense of disconnection. What once felt safe and predictable now seemed foreign and detached. A pang of guilt hit her as she studied his oblivious form. This man, the one she had promised to marry, had no idea about these new feelings and the fact that she was, at least on some levels, entertaining them.
	 She felt she was suddenly living a double life; one that continued to spiral out of control, fueled by her unexpected attraction to Vivienne. She whimpered to herself in the darkened bedroom, her mind racing with thoughts of what to do next. Should she tell Jake the truth or keep it buried inside? But then, an even more pressing question arose - could she really stand to wait until next week to see Vivienne again? Her heart longed for her presence, to be held against her frame, for her warm touch. Joanna’s conscience was torn between loyalty and desire. As she lay there in the darkness, she couldn't shake off the overwhelming feeling of conflict within her, afraid most of all that she did not know where it could lead. 
	The last thing she heard in her conscious mind before she drifted off again, were the words that Vivienne had said to her in her dream: 
	There’s no fighting this, for either of us. You will be mine, Joey.”
	Joey didn’t know it then, but she would soon learn that her dance instructor was grappling with the very same feelings and conflicting considerations in her house across town. 
TO BE CONTINUED…
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