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  Chapter one
Curiosity Awakens


Abigail Stanton clutched her notebook to her chest as she stepped into the crowded lecture hall. The room buzzed with the low chatter of students settling in for the first day of classes. At twenty-two, she was a senior finishing her degree in literature, and this women's studies elective had seemed like the perfect way to round out her credits. It was not as if she needed another challenge. Her schedule was already packed, her grades impeccable, and her boyfriend Mark kept reminding her to relax more. Still, academic curiosity had won out. She smoothed her modest beige cardigan over her simple white blouse and found an empty seat in the middle row. 
Her long auburn hair fell in a loose braid down her back. Fair skin always betrayed her nerves with the slightest flush. She crossed her legs, modest navy skirt brushing her knees, and opened her notebook to a fresh page. Wide green eyes scanned the room. Most faces looked familiar from other humanities courses, but the energy here felt different,sharper somehow. Abigail told herself it was simply the subject matter. Female sexuality. The title of the course had made her pause when she enrolled, but she reminded herself that she was an overachiever. She could handle an intellectual discussion. It was not as if the topic had anything to do with her own quiet, straightforward life.
The door at the front of the hall opened with deliberate precision. Professor Serena Blake entered, and the chatter died almost instantly. She was striking. Thirty-eight years old with sharp cheekbones and dark, wavy hair that framed her face in elegant layers. Her tailored black blazer hugged a toned figure, and her heels clicked with authority across the tile floor. Piercing blue eyes swept over the assembled students as if measuring each one. Abigail sat up straighter without meaning to. She had read the online reviews. Notorious was the most commonly used word. Brilliant. Demanding. Unforgettable.
Professor Blake set a thin leather portfolio on the lectern and did not bother with notes. Her voice, when she spoke, carried to every corner of the room without effort.
"Good afternoon. This is Women's Studies 412: Bodies, Desire, and Power. If you're here expecting a gentle survey course, you may want to leave now. We won't be polite. We won't tiptoe around discomfort. Female sexuality's been defined, distorted, and denied by centuries of male-centered narratives. Our work begins by tearing those narratives apart."
Abigail's pen moved quickly across the page. The words sent a strange spark through her. She was used to lectures that felt distant. This one already felt intimate, as if Professor Blake were speaking directly to hidden parts of her.
The professor continued, pacing slowly along the front of the room. "Let us begin with a simple question. What does it mean for a woman to want? Not what men think we should want. Not what romance novels or pornography script for the male gaze to tell us we should perform. What does genuine female desire actually feel like, and why are so many of us strangers to it?"
A few hands rose tentatively. Professor Blake called on a woman in the front row, who offered a careful answer about social conditioning. Blakelistened, then dissected the response with surgical elegance, drawing out deeper implications. Abigail found herself leaning forward. The discussion moved from biology to culture, from Freud to modern feminist theorists. Each point built on the last, and Abigail's notes filled with underlined phrases. Heteronormativity. Compulsory heterosexuality. The invisible architecture that shaped what women were allowed to feel.
She could not look away from the way Professor Blake moved. The confidence in her posture. The way her blue eyes flashed when she emphasized a key idea. It was admiration, Abigail decided. Purely intellectual admiration. Yet her cheeks felt warm. She shifted in her seat, aware of the way her modest clothing suddenly seemed too confining against her skin.
"Most of you've been taught that female sexuality exists in relation to men," Professor Blake said, her tone dropping into something almost conspiratorial. "That our pleasure's secondary, reactive, decorative. We're here to ask what happens when we instead center our own desires. When we stop performing and start discovering."
The words landed in Abigail's chest like a stone dropping into still water. She thought of Mark. Their relationship was comfortable. Respectful. They had been together since junior year, and their intimate life was... pleasant. Quick kisses, some fumbling in the dark, satisfaction always arriving long before she had even figured out what her own body was asking for. She had never questioned it. Until now.
Professor Blake paused near the center of the stage. "Miss Stanton."
Abigail startled. She had not realized the professor already knew her name.
"You've been writing furiously since we began. I suspect you've thoughts on this. Care to share?"
Abigail's heart hammered. Every eye in the room turned toward her. She swallowed, feeling the flush creep up her neck. Her fair skin would be pink by now. She hated that. Still, the ideas burning in her mind would not stay silent.
She raised her hand formally, even though she had already been called on, then spoke in a clear voice that only trembled at the edges.
"I was thinking about the heteronormative assumptions that still underpin so much of how we discuss female sexuality," Abigail said. Even in academic spaces, the default narrative assumes a male partner as the catalyst for female desire. It erases the possibility that women's pleasure might exist entirely outside that framework. Or that it might be more complex than a simple attraction to men. We keep circling the same assumptions without naming them."
The room went quiet. Professor Blake's lips curved into a slow,appreciative smile. She stepped closer to the edge of the stage,directly facing Abigail. Their eyes locked.
Blue met green. The contact felt physical. Abigail forgot to breathe for a moment. Professor Blake's gaze held steady, probing, as if she could see past the polite student exterior and into the sudden confusion swirling beneath it. Heat pooled low in Abigail's belly. A stirring she could not name. It was not nervousness exactly. It felt deeper. Warmer. Like a secret her body was trying to tell her before her mind could translate it.
"An excellent observation, Miss Stanton," Professor Blake said. Her voice had dropped half an octave, rich and precise. "Heteronormativity doesn't simply assume a male partner. It trains women to experience their own bodies through that lens. To measure our worth, our desirability, our orgasms by how well we serve male pleasure. What happens when we refuse that measurement? What happens when a woman discovers her body responds most powerfully to something entirely different?"
Abigail's thighs pressed together under the desk. The flush on her cheeks deepened. She could feel her nipples tightening against the cotton of her bra, an involuntary reaction that made no sense. This was a lecture. An academic discussion. Yet her pulse throbbed between her legs in a slow, confusing rhythm. She could not name the feeling. She only knew she wanted Professor Blake to keep looking at her.
The professor held her gaze a moment longer than necessary. Something flickered behind those piercing blue eyes. Recognition. Interest. Then she turned smoothly back to the rest of the class, releasing Abigail from the intensity.
"Miss Stanton's point opens the door to our central inquiry this semester. We'll read texts that challenge every comfortable assumption. We'll examine how power moves through desire. And we'll ask what it truly means to surrender to one's own sexuality, even, or especially, when that sexuality leads us somewhere unexpected."
Abigail wrote the words down, but her hand shook slightly. She told herself it was the thrill of intellectual engagement. She had always been an eager student. This was no different. Yet her body kept sending signals she had no framework for. Warmth. Tightness. A slick awareness between her folds that made her shift again in her seat. She crossed her legs the other way, trying to ignore it.
The lecture continued for another forty minutes. Professor Blake guided the discussion with masterful control, drawing out opinions, gently correcting, and pushing every student toward greater honesty. She referenced Abigail's comment twice more, each time with a brief glance that made Abigail's stomach flutter. Each glance felt intentional. Each one left Abigail more flushed, more aware of the way her modest clothing brushed against suddenly sensitive skin.
By the time the professor dismissed the class, Abigail's notebook was filled with more than just academic points. She had written questions in the margins. Private ones. Questions about her own life. About Mark. About why this lecture had left her feeling both exhilarated and strangely hollow at the same time.
She lingered in her seat as other students filed out. Professor Blake stood at the lectern, gathering her portfolio. For a moment, their eyes met again across the emptying room. Blake's expression was unreadable,but the corner of her mouth lifted in the faintest smile. Abigail looked away quickly, heart racing.
She told herself it was nothing. Just the effect of a dynamic professor and a provocative subject. She was straight. She had a boyfriend. She was here for academic credit and intellectual growth. That was all.
Yet as she walked out of the lecture hall into the bright afternoon light, the stirring she could not name followed her. It settled low in her body like an invitation she had not yet decided to open. Her fair skin still carried the flush. Her green eyes looked wider, more uncertain.
Abigail Stanton had come to class seeking knowledge. Instead, something inside her had begun to wake up. And Professor Serena Blake had noticed.
That night, back in her small off-campus apartment, Abigail sat at her desk reviewing her notes. Mark had texted about meeting for coffee tomorrow. She replied with her usual warmth, but her mind kept drifting to the lecture hall. To those piercing blue eyes. To the way her own body had responded when Professor Blake looked at her.
She pressed her thighs together again, unconsciously. The stirring had not faded. If anything, it had grown roots. Abigail bit her lip and tried to focus on her reading for another class. It did not work. The words on the page blurred, replaced by the memory of that commanding voice dissecting female desire.
She did not touch herself. She had never been the type to do that often,and certainly not while thinking about a woman. Instead, she closed her notebook and told herself tomorrow would be normal again. Just another class. Just another professor.
But deep down, in the part of her that overthought everything, Abigail already sensed the truth. Curiosity had awakened. And it would not be easily put back to sleep.






  
  Chapter two
Personal Inquiries


Abigail Stanton stood outside Professor Blake's office door, clutching a single sheet of notes. Three days had passed since the first lecture, and the stirring had not faded. If anything, it had deepened into a constant low hum beneath her skin. She told herself this visit was purely academic. She needed clarification on the assigned readings for her first reflection paper. That was all. Her wide green eyes glanced at the polished nameplate, then back at her neat handwriting. She had prepared three intelligent questions. Nothing more. 
She knocked softly. The voice that answered was smooth and immediate.
"Come in."
Abigail opened the door. The office smelled of leather and faint jasmine. Books lined every wall, but one held a single striking print of two women entwined in shadow. Professor Serena Blake sat behind a heavy oak desk, wearing a crisp white blouse that accentuated her sharp collar bones. Her dark, wavy hair was pinned up, exposing the elegant line of her neck. Those piercing blue eyes lifted and locked onto Abigail instantly.
"Miss Stanton. I wondered when you'd visit. Close the door and sit down."
Abigail obeyed before she could think. The click of the latch sounded louder than it should have. She perched on the edge of the leather chair opposite the desk, smoothing her modest knee-length skirt over her thighs. Her fair skin was already warming. She could feel the flush beginning at her collarbone.
"Thank you for seeing me, Professor Blake. I wanted clarification on the Adrienne Rich essay. The concept of compulsory heterosexuality feels...relevant to the lecture, but I'm not sure how to frame it in my paper."
Blake leaned back in her chair, studying her with open appraisal. A small smile played at the corner of her mouth. She did not reach for the notes Abigail offered. Instead, she folded her hands and gazed at the younger woman as if the paper itself were irrelevant.
"We can discuss Rich in a moment, Abigail. May I call you Abigail? I prefer first names in private. Tell me first why this material has brought you to my office so quickly. Your face is already flushed. Your breathing is shallow. These aren't the signs of simple scholarly confusion."
Abigail's fingers tightened on the edge of her notebook. She had not expected this. The professor's voice wrapped around her like warm silk. She tried to maintain her polite, studious tone.
"I suppose the lecture challenged some of my assumptions. I have a boyfriend. Mark. We've been together almost two years. The discussion of heteronormative frameworks made me wonder if I've been overlooking something in my own life. But that's not why I'm here. I simply want to excel in the course."
Blake's eyes never left hers. She tilted her head slightly as if tasting the words.
"Tell me about Mark. Does he make you come, Abigail?"
The question landed like a stone in still water. Abigail's mouth opened, but no sound emerged at first. Heat flooded her cheeks. She shifted in the chair, feeling an unwelcome slickness gather between her folds. This could not be happening. Professors did not ask such things.
"I... excuse me?"
"You heard the question. Do not make me repeat myself. When Mark fucks you, do you have an orgasm? A real one. The kind that leaves you shaking, soaked, and unable to form coherent thoughts. Or do you lie there performing satisfaction while your mind wanders?"
Abigail's breath caught. The vulgarity delivered in that elegant, commanding tone sent an electric jolt straight to her core. She could not believe she was answering, but the words tumbled out.
"I... I don't know. Sometimes it feels good. He's gentle. We don't do it often. Maybe once every two weeks. I think I've orgasmed a few times, but it's never like what people describe in books. I always assumed that was normal. That women don't always... finish the same way men do."
Blake rose from her chair and moved around the desk with predatory grace. She leaned against the front edge of it, standing directly in front of Abigail. The scent of her perfume, citrus and something darker, filled the space between them.
"Look at me, Abigail. Do not look away. Have you ever been with a woman?"
"No. Never. I'm straight. I've only been with Mark. Before him, there was one other boy in high school, but it was just touching. Nothing serious. I've never even kissed a woman."
The confession hung in the air. Abigail's heart hammered so hard she was certain the professor could see it beneath her modest blouse. Her nipples had tightened into aching points. She crossed her arms over her chest, trying to hide the evidence of her body's betrayal. The stirring from the lecture hall had returned tenfold. It felt like warm honey spreading through her veins.
Blake's voice softened but lost none of its authority.
"Your body is responding right now. Your pupils are dilated. A flush is traveling down your neck and across your chest. Tell me what you are feeling between your legs, Abigail. Be honest. This is part of the inquiry."
Abigail swallowed hard. Tears of embarrassment pricked at the corners of her eyes, yet she could not stop the words.
"I feel... warm. Wet. It started when you asked about orgasms. I don't understand it. I've never reacted this way to a conversation. I'm not like this. I'm a good student. I have plans. Mark and I are supposed to move in together after graduation."
The professor's smile deepened. She did not touch Abigail, but the intensity of her gaze felt like a physical caress.
"Good girl for being honest. Most women in your position would lie. They would hide behind academic language and pretend the wetness soaking into their innocent cotton panties has nothing to do with my voice. But you are different. I saw it in the lecture hall. That intelligent mind of yours is already questioning everything you thought you knew about yourself."
Abigail's breathing had grown ragged. She uncrossed her arms only to grip the sides of the chair. Her long auburn braid had slipped over one shoulder, and she toyed with the end of it nervously. Professor Blake noticed everything.
"Tell me about your limited experience then. When Mark touches you, what does he do? Does he spend time learning your cunt or does he push inside you after a few perfunctory kisses? Does he ever lick you until you can't think straight? Have you ever come on someone's tongue, Abigail?"
The crude words should have shocked her. Instead, they sent another rush of heat straight to her core. Abigail could feel her pussy clenching around nothing. She pressed her thighs together, trying to contain the sensation.
"He... he touches me for a minute or two. Then we have sex. Missionary usually. It doesn't last very long. He says I'm beautiful and that's enough for me. I've never asked for more. I didn't think I needed more. Until your lecture. Now I can't stop thinking about it. About what I might be missing. But that doesn't mean I want a woman. I'm confused. That's why I came to office hours. For clarification."
Blake gave a low, rich laugh that sent shivers down Abigail's spine.
"Clarification. How charming. You came here because your sheltered little straight-girl world is cracking open, and you need someone to guide you through the fracture. Mark is a boy playing at being a man. He can't give you what your body is beginning to crave. The proof is in how you're dripping for me right now after nothing but words. No man has ever made you this wet, has he?"
Abigail shook her head before she could stop herself. Tears slipped down her flushed cheeks, but they were not from sadness. They were from the overwhelming relief of being seen so completely.
"No. Never. I thought something was wrong with me. That I was broken or frigid. But when you looked at me in class... when you speak to me like this... I feel alive in a way I can't explain. It frightens me. I've got plans. I'm supposed to be normal."
The professor leaned closer. Not enough to touch but close enough that Abigail could see the flecks of silver in her blue eyes. Her voice dropped to an intimate murmur.
"Normal is the cage they built for women like you, Abigail. Compulsory heterosexuality. The boyfriend. The future apartment. The polite vanilla sex that leaves you empty. I am not going to lie to you. Once you begin to explore what you truly desire, there's no returning to that comfortable numbness. Your cunt is already choosing me. Your mind is simply catching up."
Abigail's internal monologue spun wildly. She should leave. She should report this conversation. Instead, she sat mesmerized by the older woman's commanding presence. Every word planted seeds of doubt that blossomed into vivid, unwelcome images. Images of herself on her knees. Images of Professor Blake's elegant fingers sliding into her. Images that made her clit throb with a need she had never allowed herself to feel.
"I've never been with a woman," she whispered again as if repeating it could anchor her to her old identity. "I don't know how to want that. Mark's safe. He loves me. We're compatible."
Blake straightened but remained standing in front of her. The power dynamic in the room had shifted completely. Abigail felt small and exposed and strangely exhilarated.
"Compatibility isn't the same as satisfaction. Tell me the truth. When you touch yourself at night, do you think of Mark's cock or do you imagine softer things? Wetter things. A woman's mouth on your cunt. Fingers buried deep while a woman whispers all the filthy truths you have been avoiding. Be honest with me, Abigail. Your reflection papers will require complete honesty. So will I."
The directness stole Abigail's breath. She had never admitted any of this even to herself. Her voice came out small and breathy.
"I don't touch myself often. When I do it, it's quick. I think about...feelings more than specific people. Warmth. Surrender. I never let the fantasies have faces. But since your lecture, the images have started to appear. And they're not of Mark. That's why I'm so confused. I feel like I'm betraying him just by sitting here talking to you."
Professor Blake's expression softened with something that might have been genuine affection beneath the predatory gleam.
"You're not betraying him by recognizing reality. The betrayal happened every time he fucked you and left you aching for more. Every time you smiled and told him it was wonderful when your body was screaming for something deeper. I am planting these seeds because I see what you could become. An exquisite submissive. A woman who understands her own desire so completely that she drops to her knees at the mere thought of pleasing another woman's cunt. But only if you're brave enough to continue."
Abigail's mind reeled. The words should have horrified her. Instead, they made her pussy clench hard enough that she had to bite her lip to stifle a whimper. She could feel that her panties were soaked now. The evidence of her arousal was undeniable even to her own limited experience.
"I don't know if I'm brave. I only know I can't stop thinking about this class. About you. About the way you make me feel seen in a way no one ever has. What do I do now, Professor?"
Blake returned to her chair with fluid elegance. She picked up a slim volume from her desk and slid it across to Abigail. The cover showed two women in an intimate embrace. Nothing explicit, but the suggestion was clear.
"You read. You write your reflection with complete honesty. You'll return to my office next week, and we'll continue this inquiry. And Abigail? Don't let Mark touch you until then. Sit with the confusion. Sit with the wetness. Learn to listen to what your body is begging for. Can you do that for me?"
The command wrapped around Abigail like chains made of velvet. She nodded slowly, her fingers closing around the book.
"Yes. I can try. I want to understand. I need to understand why I feel this way."
Blake's smile was slow and possessive.
"Good girl. That's the first honest thing you've said today. Go now. Before your arousal becomes too obvious to hide on your walk across campus. I look forward to reading your private thoughts."
Abigail stood on shaky legs. Her modest clothing suddenly felt transparent. She was certain the professor could see how hard her nipples were. How her thighs trembled. How her green eyes had gone glassy with overwhelmed desire. She murmured a polite thank you and slipped out of the office.
The hallway felt too bright. Too public. Every step reminded her of the slick heat between her legs. The book burned in her bag like a secret. By the time she reached her apartment, Abigail was trembling with a mixture of shame and excitement she could no longer rationalize away.
She sat on her bed and opened the book with shaking hands. The first page held a handwritten note from Professor Blake.
"Begin here. Notice what makes you wet. Write it all down. I'll know if you're honest."
Abigail closed her eyes and let out a shaky breath. The seeds of doubt had been planted deep. Her limited experience suddenly felt like a prison. Her boyfriend felt like a distant obligation rather than a future. And the stirring she could not name had been given a name at last.
Curiosity.
Submission.
Hunger.
She did not touch herself. Not yet. But as she began to read the first story, her free hand drifted unconsciously to rest high on her own thigh. The wetness had not faded. If anything, it had grown. And for the first time in her sheltered life, Abigail Stanton did not look away from it.






  
  Chapter three
Assigned Reading


Abigail lingered outside Professor Blake's office, clutching her first reflection paper in a white-knuckled grip. The envelope felt too sharp against her sweating palms. She'd read the assigned book twice, every story worming its way into her thoughts, rooting there, impossible to shake. Her body remembered the words as much as her mind did. She knocked, her heart thudding, and waited for that voice she craved. 
"Come in, Abigail."
She stepped inside. Professor Blake sat behind her desk, every inch of her body contained in a charcoal skirt suit that clung to her athletic frame. She didn't bother to stand, just flicked two fingers at the chair. On the desk, a stack of books waited, their covers blank, anonymous, forbidden. Abigail's pulse hammered in her throat. She knew what those books were. She could almost smell the sex on them.
"Your reflection was due today. I read it this morning before you arrived. Sit. We will discuss it."
Abigail sat, her blouse suddenly suffocating, the fabric stretched tight over her aching breasts. Heat crept up her neck, blooming across her cheeks. She watched Blake's eyes move over her words, those cold blue eyes that seemed to see straight through her clothes, straight into the filthy places inside her.
"You wrote about the physical reactions the material provoked in you. The warmth between your legs. The way your nipples tightened when you read the passage about a young woman learning to kneel. You didn't hide behind academic jargon. That's rare. I praise your honesty, Abigail. It pleases me more than you know."
The praise hit her like a slap between the legs. Abigail squirmed, thighs pressed tight, desperate to hide the wetness she could already feel soaking her panties. Blake slid the books toward her, the gesture slow, deliberate, as if she knew exactly what she was doing.
"These are for you alone. Not for the class. Not for your boyfriend. Private texts. Some of them are quite explicit. Stories of women who discovered their true nature through complete surrender to another woman's cunt. Read them slowly. Notice every sensation in your body as you do. Then write another reflection. I want to see how deep that curiosity of yours runs."
Abigail reached for the books, her hands shaking so badly she nearly dropped them. The top one was black, unmarked, heavy with promise. Her fingers grazed Blake's—just a second, just enough to send a jolt of raw electricity up her arm and straight to her cunt.
"Thank you, Professor. I'll read them carefully. Your praise means a great deal. I've been... distracted since our last conversation. Using academic analysis helps me process it, but the material makes it difficult to stay objective."
Blake smiled that slow, possessive smile.
"Good. Objectivity is the last thing I want from you. Go home, Abigail. Read. Feel. Do not fight the arousal. Let it teach you."
Abigail left the office with the books pressed to her chest, her arms tight, as if she could hide the shame burning in her skin. The walk across campus was torture. Every step made her panties stickier, the fabric dragging across her swollen clit, each movement a reminder of how badly she needed to touch herself. By the time she reached her apartment, she was panting, her thighs slick, her body thrumming with need.
She locked her bedroom door even though her roommate was gone for the weekend. The books spread across her bed like forbidden fruit. She chose the thinnest volume first and opened it to a dog-eared page Blake had marked. The story was titled "The First Taste." It described a sheltered college girl on her knees before her mentor, learning to worship a woman's pussy with long, slow licks.
Abigail's eyes widened, her breath catching as the words crawled off the page and into her body. The writing was filthy, unashamed, every sentence thick with sex. She could almost taste the arousal, the scent of cunt rising from the paper. Her own pussy throbbed, slick and swollen, the ache so sharp she couldn't pretend anymore. She needed to touch herself. She needed it now.
She collapsed onto her bed, not bothering to undress, her body too desperate for patience. Her hand slid under her skirt, trembling, and when her fingers found the soaked cotton of her panties, she gasped, hips jerking. The shock of pleasure was almost painful. She'd touched herself before, but never like this, never with her mind full of images so dirty she could barely breathe.
The story dragged her deeper. The mentor told the girl to press her tongue flat against a swollen clit, to breathe in the scent, to know her only purpose was to serve and be used. Abigail's fingers moved in time with the words, shoving her panties aside, finally touching her bare, dripping cunt. Her lips were swollen, slick, her clit throbbing under her clumsy, hungry strokes.
"Oh," she whispered to the empty room. "What is happening to me?"
She couldn't stop reading, even as her fingers worked her cunt, slick and desperate. The girl in the story licked deeper, tongue fucking her mentor, swallowing every drop. Abigail's fingers circled her clit faster, the pleasure building in wild, unfamiliar waves. Her clothes were suffocating. She shoved her skirt up, spread her legs wide, her auburn braid spilling across the pillow, her body open and hungry.
The girl in the story became her, kneeling, mouth open, desperate. The mentor's face was Blake's—those sharp cheekbones, those cold blue eyes. Abigail should have been ashamed, but the thought only made her cunt clench, empty and aching. She slid a finger inside herself, moaning at how tight and wet she was, wishing it was Blake's hand instead.
Her hips rocked against her hand, desperate for more. She shoved a second finger inside, stretching herself, her thumb rubbing frantic circles over her clit. The book shook in her grip, the words blurring as her eyes rolled back. Every filthy sentence made her hotter. Worship. Surrender. Cunt. Words that used to shame her now made her want to come.
Something inside her wound tighter and tighter, a coil ready to snap. She dropped the book, both hands between her legs now—one fucking her soaked pussy, the other grinding hard, desperate circles over her clit. The pleasure was brutal, overwhelming, nothing like the safe, secret touches she'd known before. She was lost in it, drowning.
"Professor," she whimpered without meaning to. The word slipped out and pushed her over the edge.
Her first real orgasm tore through her, violent and unstoppable. Her back arched, thighs shaking, hot slick gushing over her fingers, dripping down between her ass cheeks. She kept rubbing, milking every last spasm, until she collapsed, breathless, dazed, the room thick with the scent of her cunt. Her skin was flushed everywhere, raw and exposed.
She lay there, staring at the ceiling, her body limp, the books scattered around her like evidence. She'd just made herself come, hard, to the thought of her professor's cunt. The shame hit her in a hot wave, sharp enough to sting her eyes. She was filthy. She was changed.
Her phone buzzed. Mark. She answered with a voice still husky from orgasm.
"Hey, babe. You sound weird. Everything okay?"
"Yes. Fine. Just... reading for class. It's intense material."
He laughed on the other end. She could picture his easy smile. The same smile that had once made her feel safe now felt distant.
"You've been super distracted lately, Abby. I came by earlier, but you didn't answer. Want me to bring takeout tonight? We could watch something. Or you know... get close. It's been a while."
Abigail stared at her hand, fingers slick with her own cum. The idea of Mark touching her now made her stomach knot, not with want but with disgust. She wiped her hand on the sheets, trying to erase the evidence, and forced her voice into something neutral.
"Not tonight, Mark. I have to write a reflection paper. This women's studies elective is taking more time than I expected. Maybe this weekend?"
He sighed and let it go. When she hung up, the guilt came back, heavier than before. She was lying to him, but worse, she was lying to herself. The distraction wasn't schoolwork. It was the constant, aching wetness between her legs, the need that only quieted when she thought about Blake's hands, Blake's cunt.
She dragged herself to her desk, legs still shaky, cunt still throbbing. She had to write the reflection now, while her body still remembered every filthy detail. Her fingers hovered over the keys, trembling, before she started to type, raw and exposed.
"The assigned reading provoked physical responses I've never experienced before. While reading descriptions of a woman on her knees performing oral service, I became extremely aroused. My vagina grew wet. My clitoris became swollen and sensitive. For the first time, I touched myself intimately. The orgasm was powerful and left me confused. I can't stop thinking about the imagery of pussy worship. Academically, I understand these challenges through the lens of my heteronormative conditioning. Personally, I am frightened by how much I wanted to be the girl on her knees."
She read the words back, heart pounding. They were raw, almost obscene. She hovered over the delete key, shame prickling her skin, but in the end, she sent it. Blake wanted honesty. Maybe the risk was worth it, if it meant more praise.
Two days later, she received an email. The subject line read simply "Your Reflection." Abigail opened it with her heart in her throat.
"Abigail,
Your honesty is exceptional. I can see you on your bed with your hand between your thighs, discovering how wet these stories make you. The detail about imagining yourself performing oral service pleased me greatly. You're progressing faster than I anticipated. Continue with the next book in the stack. Pay special attention to the chapter on training. I want you to write exactly what you feel when your fingers are inside yourself. No filtering. No academic armor.
You're a good girl for being so open with me.
Serena Blake"
Abigail read the email again and again, each line making her wetter. Blake had called her good girl. The words shouldn't have this power over her. She was twenty-two, a serious student, not some needy slut. But those words made her clit throb, made her want to obey.
She opened the next book in the stack. This one contained detailed accounts of women learning to serve with their mouths. Step-by-step instructions on how to flatten the tongue. How to suck gently on a swollen clit. How to beg for the privilege of drinking down every drop.
Abigail didn't bother pretending this time. She tore off her clothes, naked and exposed, the book open between her thighs. Her fingers slid through the slick mess already coating her cunt. The first orgasm had shattered her hesitation. Now she was hungry, greedy for more.
She read and fucked herself with two fingers, slow and deep, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet room. She shoved in a third, stretching her cunt, pretending it was Blake's hand inside her, teaching her. Her other hand twisted her nipples, pain and pleasure tangled together, making her moan, helpless.
She came again, and again, each orgasm rougher, more desperate than the last. By the end, she was wrecked, trembling, lips parted, eyes glassy with satisfaction and exhaustion. The books were a mess around her, her laptop waiting, hungry for her confession.
Mark texted her that night, wanting to meet. She stared at the screen, numb, before replying that she was busy. The truth was, every time she thought of him, she compared his hands to the ones in her fantasies—Blake's hands, Blake's mouth. Mark's touch felt empty now. She was cold to him.
She wrote the next reflection in a fever, her words raw, shameless. She described how her pussy clenched around her fingers, how she moaned Professor as she came, how female desire felt like a holy fire, burning her up from the inside. When she finished, she was shaking, terrified and free.
The reply came faster this time. Blake's words filled the screen like a caress.
"Abigail,
I am deeply impressed. Your descriptions of masturbation while reading about pussy worship are exquisite. I can almost taste your arousal through the page. You're no longer simply curious. You're awakening. Keep the books close. Read them every night. Touch yourself as often as your body demands. When you return to my office, we'll discuss your progress in greater detail.
Do not let your boyfriend fuck you. That privilege is no longer his.
Stay honest. Stay wet.
Your Professor"
Abigail shut her laptop and immediately shoved her hand between her legs. The praise had made her cunt drip all over again. She rubbed her clit in slow, hungry circles, picturing Blake's hands—those perfect, elegant hands—forcing her head down, holding her in place between strong thighs.
Her overachiever brain tried to make sense of it—research, exploration, just a phase. But her body knew better. The reading had ruined her. The straight, good girl was gone, split open, and something filthy and starving was crawling out.
She came again with Blake's name on her lips and the taste of surrender already forming in her mouth.






  
  Chapter four
First Contact


Abigail stood in the dimly lit hallway outside Professor Blake's office at nine thirty in the evening. The building was nearly empty. Only the faint hum of vending machines and distant footsteps broke the silence. She had emailed earlier, begging for a late appointment to discuss her latest reflection papers. The honest admissions in those documents had left her unable to sleep. Her body felt perpetually on edge now. The private lesbian erotica texts had rewired something fundamental inside her. Every night she read them. Every night, she came harder than the last while imagining Professor Blake's cunt beneath her tongue. 
She smoothed her modest gray skirt over her curvy hips and adjusted the simple cream sweater that hid her modest breasts. Her long auburn hair hung loose tonight, brushing against her fair skin, which was already warming with anticipation. Her wide green eyes reflected both fear and need. This visit was supposed to be an academic clarification. She knew better. Her pussy had been slick since she received the confirmation reply.
The door opened before she could knock.
"Come in, Abigail. Lock it behind you."
Professor Serena Blake sat behind her desk in the soft glow of a single lamp. She had changed into a deep burgundy silk blouse that clung to her toned frame. Her dark, wavy hair cascaded over one shoulder. Those piercing blue eyes tracked every step Abigail took. The office felt smaller at night. More intimate. The faint scent of jasmine and leather wrapped around Abigail like a promise.
"Thank you for seeing me so late, Professor. My reflections keep raising more questions than answers. I find myself unable to focus on anything else. Even my other classes are suffering."
Blake gestured to the leather chair opposite her. Abigail sat. The cool leather pressed against the backs of her bare thighs. She crossed her legs tightly, trying to ignore the persistent throb between them.
"Your latest papers have been the most honest yet," Blake said. Hervoice was low and precise with that commanding undertone that always made Abigail's stomach flutter. "You described masturbating three times in one evening while reading about a student learning to worship her professor's cunt. You admitted that you whispered my name when you came. That level of vulnerability deserves recognition. I am pleased with you."
The praise landed like a caress. Abigail felt her nipples tighten against her bra. She looked down at her hands, unable to hold that intense blue gaze.
"It frightens me how easily the words come now. I've always been studious. Rational. Yet these texts and your guidance have unlocked something I can't name. My boyfriend keeps asking why I am so distracted. I told him it's simply a demanding elective, but that's not the full truth."
Blake leaned forward. The silk of her blouse shifted, revealing the elegant line of her collarbone. She folded her hands on the desk and studied Abigail with psychological precision.
"Let us move beyond the academic language tonight. I want to discuss your physical responses in detail. When you read about kneeling and pressing your lips to a woman's stockinged thighs, what exactly happens in your body? Be specific. No filtering."
Abigail swallowed hard. The conversation had shifted exactly as she both dreaded and craved. Her voice came out hesitant and breathy.
"My heart races first. Then heat pools low in my belly. My... my pussybecomes wet. Not just damp. Soaked. The fabric of my panties clings to me. My clitoris swells and aches until I can't think of anything else. I try to analyze it academically. Compulsory heterosexuality is being dismantled. The power of erotic suggestion. But my body doesn't care about theory anymore."
Blake's lips curved into a knowing smile. She stood and moved around the desk with deliberate grace. The click of her heels on the tile floors sounded intimate in the quiet office. She stopped directly in front of Abigail and leaned back against the desk's edge. Her elegant, tailored skirt rode up slightly, revealing the sheer black stockings beneath.
"Good girl for using the proper words. Pussy. Clitoris. Wet. I can see your fair skin flushing all the way down to your chest. Now tell me about our talks. Right now, for instance. Are you becoming wet while we sit here discussing your growing obsession with lesbian submission?"
Abigail's breath hitched. The directness never failed to stun her. Shenodded once, unable to speak at first. Blake's piercing eyes demanded more.
"Yes. I am. I've been wet since I walked into the building. The anticipation of being alone with you does something to me. My reflections are honest because I can't hide from you. Even when I try to rationalize it as intellectual curiosity, my body betrays me every single time."
The professor's gaze softened with possessive approval. She reached out slowly, giving Abigail time to pull away. Her fingertips brushed lightly against the younger woman's thigh just above the knee, where the skirt had ridden up. The contact was barely there. A feather touch through the thin fabric. Yet it burned like a brand.
Abigail gasped. The sensation shot straight to her core. Her pussyclenched hard enough that fresh wetness slicked her inner thighs. Professor Blake's hand remained there. Not gripping. Not advancing. Simply resting with quiet authority while her thumb traced one small, slow circle.
"Your skin is fever hot even through your clothes," Blake murmured. Hervoice had dropped into that instructional tone that melted Abigail's resistance. "Your pulse is racing under my fingers. Tell me exactly how wet you're right now, Abigail. Do not be vague. I want the filthy details your academic mind usually tries to sanitize."
The light touch on her thigh made coherent thought nearly impossible. Abigail's internal monologue spun wildly. This was wrong. She had a boyfriend. She was straight. Yet no touch from Mark had ever affected her so profoundly. Her green eyes met Blake's, and she confessed in a trembling whisper.
"I am soaked, Professor. My pussy is dripping. The crotch of my panties is completely ruined. I can feel it sliding down between my folds every time I shift in the chair. My clit is throbbing so hard it almost hurts. I've never been this aroused from a simple conversation. Your hand on my thigh is making it worse. Or better. I can't decide which."
Blake's smile deepened. She kept her fingers exactly where they were, applying the lightest possible pressure. The restraint in that touch felt more powerful than any groping could have been. It was control. It was the beginning of training.
"This is what genuine female desire feels like when it's finally allowed to surface. Not the polite fumbling you endured with your boyfriend. Not the quick, unsatisfying releases you gave yourself before these texts. This aching wetness is your body recognizing its natural orientation. You were never meant to spread your legs for a clumsy boy. You were meant to kneel and worship cunt."
Abigail whimpered softly. The word cunt in Blake's elegant voice sent another gush of arousal flooding out of her. She could smell her own excitement now. The sweet musky scent filled the small office. Her wide eyes remained locked on the professor's face, drinking in every nuance of her expression.
"I don't know how to process this. My reflections reveal my curiosity, but experiencing it in person is overwhelming. Your touch is so light, yet I feel it everywhere. I want to press my thighs together for relief, but I am afraid to move. What are you doing to me?"
Blake's thumb continued its slow hypnotic circles. The touch remained chaste in technical terms, yet it felt profoundly sexual. Her voice stayed calm and commanding.
"I am awakening you step by step. The readings planted the seeds. Our conversations water them. This first contact is sunlight. You won't come tonight, Abigail. You will sit with this feeling. You will leave my office exactly as you are. Drenched. Aching. Empty. When you get home, you won't touch yourself. You will write another reflection describing precisely how it feels to be denied relief by my instruction. Do you understand?"
The order should have sparked rebellion. Instead, Abigail felt a deep, submissive thrill race through her. Her pussy spasmed again, leaking more wetness onto the leather chair beneath her. She nodded quickly, her breath coming in shallow pants.
"Yes, Professor. I understand. I won't touch myself. Even though mycunt is begging for it. Even though I can feel how swollen my lips are. I'll sit with it. For you."
Blake's eyes flashed with genuine pleasure at the obedience. She gave Abigail's thigh one final gentle squeeze, then withdrew her hand. The absence of contact felt like a loss. Abigail nearly whimpered again at the sudden cool air where warmth had been.
"Excellent. Your honesty tonight has earned you additional reading. I want you to focus on the sections about thigh kissing and gradual submission. Notice how the women in those stories learn to associate their own arousal with service rather than personal release. That's your path now."
Abigail remained seated for another long moment. Her body screamed for friction. Her mind raced with conflicting emotions. Guilt about Mark.Shame at how easily she had confessed her dripping state. Overwhelming gratitude for being seen so completely. She finally stood on shaky legs. The evidence of her arousal was unmistakable. A small damp spot had formed on the front of her skirt where her thighs had pressed together.
Blake noticed, of course. She rose as well and stepped close enough that Abigail could feel the heat of her body.
"Look at the mess you've made. Your pussy is weeping for attention, and yet you'll deny it because I told you to. This is the beginning of real power exchange, Abigail. Not the heteronormative fantasy you clung to before. Real power is a straight sheltered girl choosing to leave my office with soaked panties and an untouched cunt simply because her professor commanded it."
The words wrapped around Abigail like chains made of silk. She clutched her notebook to her chest, trying to hide how hard her nipples had become. Her voice emerged small and worshipful.
"I don't know why this feels right, but it does. The confusion is still there. The guilt about my boyfriend is still there. But the wetness and the need are stronger. I'll write the reflection exactly as you asked. I'll sit with this feeling all night if I must."
Blake reached out one more time. This touch was to Abigail's cheek. A single fingertip tracing the line of her flushed jaw. The intimacy of it nearly made Abigail's knees buckle.
"You're progressing, my pet, beautifully. Go now. Before I decide to test your obedience further. Email me your next paper by morning. I'll read it while I drink my coffee and imagine how desperately your little pussyis clenching right now."
Abigail backed toward the door on unsteady legs. Every movement reminded her of how soaked she was. The slickness between her folds. The swollenclit rubbing against wet fabric. The throbbing emptiness that Blake had forbidden her to fill. She paused with her hand on the locked doorknob.
"Thank you, Professor. For seeing me. For touching me even that lightly.For giving me permission to feel all of this without pretending it's merely academic anymore."
Blake returned to her desk with that elegant predatory grace. She picked up one of Abigail's reflection papers and tapped it against her palm.
"The permission was always yours to take. I simply showed you where to find it. Now obey me. Sit with the ache. Write with complete honesty. And Abigail?"
The younger woman turned back one final time, her green eyes glazed with need.
"Yes, Professor?"
"When you write about your growing wetness tonight, use the word cunt. Repeatedly. I want to see how many times you can type it before your hands start shaking too badly to continue."
Abigail nodded. A fresh trickle of arousal escaped her pussy at the command. She unlocked the door and slipped out into the empty hallway. The cool night air did nothing to calm the fire inside her. She walked across campus in a haze of denied pleasure. Her modest clothing hid the physical evidence, but she felt marked. Claimed. Her thigh still burned where Blake had touched it.
Back in her apartment, she ignored three texts from Mark asking if she wanted to meet up. She could not face him like this. Not with another woman's instructions ringing in her ears. Not with her cunt dripping from nothing but words and the lightest brush of fingers.
She sat at her desk, still wearing the damp skirt. The reflection poured out of her in a torrent of honest, filthy detail. She used the word "cunt" eleven times, just as instructed. Each time she typed it, her pussyclenched in obedient response. By the time she hit send, her hands were indeed shaking. Her body was a live wire of unfulfilled need.
Abigail did not touch herself. She lay in bed later still, aching and wet, staring at the ceiling. The feeling Blake had commanded her to sit with consumed every thought. It was more than arousal now. It was the slow, delicious surrender of her straight identity. One light touch on her thigh had confirmed what the books had only suggested.
She was part of Professor Blake's project.
And the wetness between her legs was only the beginning.






  
  Chapter five
Kneeling Lessons


Abigail arrived at Professor Blake's office shortly after seven in the evening. The campus had quieted for the night, leaving only the occasional murmur of voices from distant study rooms. She carried her latest reflection paper in a crisp folder. The document detailed every denied orgasm, every soaked pair of panties, every whispered fantasy about kneeling. Her fair skin flushed at the memory of hitting send. Now she would face the woman who had inspired those words. 
She wore a simple navy dress that fell just above her knees. Modest as always, yet the fabric felt heavier tonight against her sensitized skin. Her long auburn hair was tied back in a neat ponytail. Wide green eyes betrayed her nervousness. She knocked twice and waited for the commanding voice.
"Enter."
Abigail stepped inside and closed the door behind her. Professor Serena Blake stood near the bookshelves, wearing a tailored black pencil skirt and sheer black stockings. Her dark, wavy hair framed sharp cheekbones. The silk blouse she wore accentuated her commanding presence. Those piercing blue eyes swept over Abigail from head to toe in open appraisal.
"Lock the door, Abigail. Then stand in the center of the room with your hands at your sides. This session will be different. We're moving from discussion into light experiential research."
The instructions carried a new weight. Abigail obeyed immediately. The click of the lock sounded final. She moved to the center of the rug and stood straight. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Already she could feel warmth gathering between her thighs. The memory of Blake's light touch on her leg last time had haunted her for days.
"Good girl," Blake said softly. She approached with measured steps, stopping just within arm's reach. "Your reflections have shown remarkable progress. You described sitting with your wetness exactly as I instructed. You used the word cunt eleven times in one paper. Such obedience deserves structured exploration. Tonight, we discuss power dynamics while you learn what submission feels like in your body."
Abigail's breath caught. She kept her hands at her sides, though they itched to smooth her dress. "I've been trying to analyze it academically, Professor. The readings on dominance and surrender seemed theoretical until I began experiencing them. My boyfriend noticed how distracted I am. I told him it was stress from coursework, but the truth is more complicated."
Blake circled her slowly. The professor's heels sank into the rug with soft, authoritative sounds. "Your boyfriend is irrelevant now. He can't give you this. Power dynamics in female sexuality aren't abstract concepts, Abigail. They're visceral. One woman holds authority while another offers her will. Tonight you'll kneel as part of your research. You will experience the position that so fascinates you in the texts."
The word kneel sent a visible shiver through Abigail. Her pussy clenched involuntarily. She could already feel herself growing wet. "As research? You want me to kneel here? In your office?" Her voice trembled between hesitation and unmistakable arousal.
"Exactly. Drop to your knees slowly. Keep your back straight, and your eyes lowered until I tell you otherwise. This isn't a play. This is how you learn what your body was designed for."
Abigail hesitated for three heartbeats. Her mind raced with familiar rationalizations. This was academic. Experiential learning. A women's studies elective taken to its logical extreme. Yet her body knew better. Her nipples had stiffened into tight peaks beneath her dress. A trickle of wetness had already escaped her panties to coat her inner thigh.
She sank to her knees on the soft rug. The position immediately changed everything. She felt smaller. More vulnerable. More alive. Her dress rode up her thighs, exposing more fair skin. She kept her hands on her lap and her gaze fixed on Blake's elegant black heels.
"Beautiful," Blake murmured. The praise washed over Abigail like warm honey. "Look at how naturally you kneel. Your cheeks are flushed. Your breathing has changed. Now we'll discuss power while you demonstrate your growing understanding. Kiss my thighs, Abigail. Start just above my knee and work upward. Use only your lips. Show me how seriously you take this research."
Abigail's pulse thundered in her ears. This was the moment. The first real physical surrender. She leaned forward on her knees until her face hovered inches from the professor's stockinged legs. The sheer black nylon gleamed under the lamplight. She could smell the faint scent ofBlake's skin mixed with expensive lotion. Her mouth watered inexplicably.
She pressed her lips to the right thigh just above the knee. The contact was soft at first. Tentative. The stocking felt smooth and warm against her mouth. She held the kiss for several seconds, then moved slightly higher and kissed again. Each press of her lips sent sparks through her own body. Her cunt throbbed in time with her heartbeat.
"Tell me what you feel," Blake instructed. Her voice remained elegant and steady, though a hint of satisfaction colored it. "Both physically and in terms of the power exchange."
Abigail kissed higher. Her ponytail fell over one shoulder as she worked her way up the firm thigh. "I feel exposed, Professor. My face is so close to your body, and I am on my knees like the women in your books. The stocking is silky against my lips. I can feel the muscle beneath. It makes me wetter. The power feels unequal in the most intoxicating way. You stand above me, fully clothed, while I kneel and kiss your thighs, like a supplicant."
Blake's hand came down lightly to rest on Abigail's head. Not pushing. Simply guiding. "Precisely. This is the dynamic that heteronormativerelationships rarely achieve. True power exchange requires one party to surrender status. You're surrendering yours beautifully. Keep kissing. Use small, reverent presses of your lips. Show me you understand that my pleasure matters more than your comfort."
Abigail obeyed. She shifted to the left thigh and began the same slow worship. Her lips parted slightly with each kiss, leaving faint traces of moisture on the black nylon. The act felt increasingly intimate. She could sense the heat of Blake's pussy just inches above her face, though she dared not look up. Her own arousal had reached embarrassing levels. Fresh wetness coated her thighs now. The scent of it mingled withBlake's subtle perfume.
"Your obedience pleases me greatly," Blake continued. Her fingers stroked through Abigail's auburn hair with proprietary affection. "Most straight girls would resist at this point. They would hide behind excuses about their boyfriends or their identities. But you press your pretty lips to my stockinged thighs without being told twice. Does it excite you to submit like this, Abigail? Be honest while your mouth is occupied with service."
Abigail murmured her answer against the warm thigh. Each word punctuated by another soft kiss. "Yes, Professor. It excites me more than I expected. My pussy is dripping onto the rug. I keep thinking about the readings. How the women learned to associate their own arousal with pleasing another woman. I feel that connection now. Your power makes meache. Every kiss feels like I am giving something away and gaining something deeper in return."
Blake let out a low appreciative sound. She adjusted her stance slightly, parting her legs to allow Abigail better access. The movement caused her skirt to ride higher, revealing the lacy tops of her stockings. "Good girl. Such honest reflections, even while kneeling. The power dynamic we are exploring is ancient. Woman over woman. Mentor and acolyte. Owner and pet. Your lips on my thighs represent the first step in dismantling your old straight identity. Keep going. Higher now. Show proper devotion."
Abigail's mind spun with conflict even as her body obeyed. Mark's face flashed briefly in her thoughts, bringing a pang of guilt. Yet the guilt seemed to heighten her arousal. She kissed higher. Her lips brushed the sensitive skin just below the lace tops. She could feel Blake's subtle shiver through the contact. The realization that she could affect the powerful professor sent a rush of submissive pleasure through her core.
"I feel smaller like this," she whispered between kisses. "My wide eyes are looking up at you now. Your piercing blue eyes are watching me so intently. It makes my clit throb. I want to press my face between your legs, but I know that's not allowed yet. This is research. Lightdominance. Yet it feels like so much more."
Blake's hand tightened gently in her hair. Not painful. Just enough to remind her of control. "It's more. The research is simply the frame we use to ease your sheltered mind into acceptance. Your lips feel perfect on my thighs. Soft and eager. I can see the conflict in your green eyes. The good student warring with the budding pussy worshipper. The worshipper is winning. Keep kissing while I explain what comes next."
Abigail continued her task with increasing devotion. She alternated between thighs now. Long lingering presses of her mouth. Small flicks of her tongue against the nylon when she grew bolder. Her ponytail bobbed with each movement. The rug pressed into her knees, but the discomfort only added to the erotic charge. She had never felt so focused. Sopresent. So owned.
"Power dynamics require structure," Blake lectured in her precise, inductive tone. "You will learn to wait for permission. To associate your orgasms with my approval. To crave the taste of cunt on your tongue, the way other women crave cock. Your boyfriend could never command this response from you. Look how wet you've become from simply kissing my legs. Your modesty is gone. Only need remains."
The words wrapped around Abigail like velvet ropes. She pressed her lips firmly to the lace edge of one stocking and held the kiss for nearly ten seconds. When she finally pulled back, a thin strand of saliva connected her mouth to Blake's thigh. The sight was so filthy and perfect that she moaned softly.
"Your praise makes it easier to surrender," she admitted. Her voice had grown breathy and worshipful. "Every time you call me a good girl mycunt clenches. I feel conflicted on the drive home afterward. Guilty about Mark. Ashamed that I prefer this to anything I ever felt with him. But the conflict fades when I am on my knees here. Here I only want to please you."
Blake finally stepped back. The loss of contact made Abigail whimper. The professor looked down at her with possessive satisfaction. Her cheeks showed a faint flush that revealed her own arousal.
"Rise now, Abigail. Our first kneeling lesson is complete. You performed beautifully. Your lips on my stockinged thighs felt like the beginning of something permanent. I praise your obedience without reservation. You are becoming exactly what I knew you could be."
Abigail stood on unsteady legs. Her knees bore faint impressions from the rug. Her dress was wrinkled, and her face was flushed deep pink. She could taste the faint trace of Blake's lotion on her lips. The wetness between her thighs felt obscene. She wanted desperately to touch herself, but remembered all the instructions about earning release.
"Thank you, Professor. The experience was more intense than I anticipated. I'll write about it tonight while the feelings are fresh. The power dynamics make perfect sense now that I've felt them in my body."
Blake reached out and brushed a stray lock of auburn hair behind Abigail's ear. The gentle gesture contrasted beautifully with the dominance of the previous half hour.
"Go home, my pet. Sit with your arousal again. Do not touch that drippingcunt no matter how badly it aches. Read the next chapter on formal training positions. When you return, we'll build on what you learned tonight. Your obedience has earned you a special reward in the coming weeks."
Abigail gathered her things in a daze. She paused at the door, looking back at the woman who had just transformed her understanding of herself. Blake stood regal and composed as if she had not just allowed a student to kiss her way up her thighs.
The drive home passed in a fog of conflicting emotions. Abigail's hands gripped the steering wheel tightly. Her pussy throbbed with every shift of her legs against the car seat. The guilt returned stronger now that she was alone. Mark had texted earlier asking about dinner tomorrow. She had not replied. How could she look at him, knowing she had spent the evening on her knees pressing reverent kisses to another woman's stockinged thighs?
Yet the guilt could not overpower the deep satisfaction. ProfessorBlake's praise echoed in her mind. Good girl. Beautiful obedience. Your lips feel perfect. Each compliment made her clit pulse. By the time she reached her apartment, she was trembling with need.
She did not touch herself. Instead, she sat at her desk and wrote her reflection with feverish honesty. Her descriptions of the kneeling. The texture of the stockings against her lips. The way her cunt had dripped onto the rug. The power exchange had felt like coming home. She used every filthy word she had learned and ended with a simple plea.
"I don't know who I am anymore. But I know I want to kneel for you again."
After sending the paper, Abigail curled up in bed, still wearing her dress. The conflict raged inside her. Straight girl. Sheltered academic.Loyal girlfriend. Those identities felt like ill-fitting clothes now. Beneath them, something new was emerging. Something addicted to praise and submission and the taste of forbidden power.
She fell asleep with the phantom sensation of silk stockings against her lips and the certain knowledge that her next visit would take her even deeper into Professor Blake's world.






  
  Chapter six
Oral Training Begins


Abigail arrived at Professor Blake's office with her pulse already racing. The late hour meant the building was deserted. Only the faint buzz of fluorescent lights in the hallway accompanied her. She had spent the previous two days rereading every assigned text while following the strict no-touch rule. Her body felt like a live wire. Her modest blouse and knee-length skirt hid the evidence, but her panties were already damp from anticipation. The memory of her lips on those stockinged thighs had haunted her every waking moment. 
She knocked once. The commanding voice answered immediately.
"Come in and lock the door behind you, Abigail."
The office felt smaller tonight. Professor Serena Blake stood beside her desk, wearing a fitted black dress that hugged every curve of her toned body. The hem stopped just above her knees, revealing the sheer stockings Abigail had worn last time. Her dark, wavy hair fell loose around sharp cheekbones. Those piercing blue eyes locked onto Abigail with possessive intensity.
"You have been a very good girl with your reflections. I read how you described the conflict. The guilt about your boyfriend. The way yourcunt drips every time you recall kneeling for me. Tonight, we escalate. No more theory. No more tentative kisses. We begin your oral training. Full face-sitting instruction. Are you ready to learn how to worship mycunt properly?"
Abigail's breath caught. The direct words sent a flood of heat between her legs. She nodded slowly, her wide green eyes already glazing with need.
"Yes, Professor. I am ready. The readings have prepared me, but I know experience will teach me more. I want to understand this power dynamic from the inside."
Blake smiled that slow, predatory smile. She stepped closer and traced one finger along Abigail's jawline.
"Strip off your blouse and bra. Then kneel in the center of the rug just as before. This is still research for you. A straight sheltered girl learning her true purpose. But for me, it's the beginning of claiming my project."
Abigail's fingers trembled as she unbuttoned her blouse. She folded it neatly on the chair, then reached behind to unhook her bra. Her modest breasts spilled free. Her pink nipples were already tight and aching. She sank to her knees on the rug, feeling the familiar vulnerability wash over her. The position felt natural now. Right.
Blake circled her once, admiring the sight. Then she reached under her own dress and slid her panties down her legs. The black lace garment dropped to the floor. She stepped out of it and kicked it aside. The scent of her arousal reached Abigail immediately. Musky. Sweet.Intoxicating.
"Lie on your back now. Head on the rug. Arms at your sides. You won't touch yourself tonight. Your pleasure comes only from serving me. This is how you learn proper worship technique. Step by step. I'll sit on your face and guide you. Pay close attention to every instruction. Your tongue belongs to me now."
Abigail lowered herself onto her back. The rug felt coarse against her bare shoulders. Her auburn hair fanned out around her head. She stared up at the ceiling for only a moment before Blake moved into position. The professor lifted her dress and straddled Abigail's face. The view was overwhelming. Smooth-toned thighs framed her vision. The glistening pink folds of Blake's bare cunt are hovering inches above her mouth. The older woman's scent enveloped her completely.
"Breathe me in first," Blake commanded. Her voice was instructional yet laced with arousal. "Do not lick yet. Just inhale. Let the smell of mycunt fill your lungs. This is your new addiction starting right now."
Abigail obeyed. She drew in deep breaths through her nose. The rich, feminine aroma made her head spin. Her own pussy clenched hard, flooding her panties with fresh wetness. She could see every detail. The swollen outer lips. The slick inner petals. The hard pearl of Blake's clitpeeking from its hood. It was beautiful. Intimidating. Perfect.
"Good girl. Now flatten your tongue. Wide and soft. No pointed jabs. You aren't here to fuck me with it yet. You're here to worship. Start at the bottom of my slit and lick upward in one long, slow stroke. Collect all my juices. Swallow them. Show me you crave the taste."
Abigail extended her tongue until it felt fully relaxed. The first contact was electric. The moment her warm, wet tongue met Blake's dripping cunt, the professor lowered herself fully. Face-sitting began in earnest. Hot slick flesh covered Abigail's mouth and nose. She licked upward exactly as instructed. The flavor exploded across her tongue. Tangy. Sweet. Addictive. She swallowed greedily and licked again.
"Yes. Just like that," Blake praised from above. She braced her hands on the desk behind her and rocked slowly. "Long broad strokes. Cover every inch. You're doing well for your first time. Feel how my cunt's soaking your innocent straight-girl face. This's what you were made for."
Abigail lost herself in the rhythm. She licked steadily from the entrance toclit and back again. Blake's juices coated her cheeks, her chin. The wetness was everywhere. She could barely breathe, but the restriction only heightened her arousal. Her own cunt throbbed untouched between her legs. The power dynamic consumed her. Here she was, a college senior on her back, serving her professor's pussy while her boyfriend waited for texts she no longer bothered to answer.
Blake shifted slightly, adjusting the angle.
"Focus on my clit now. Circle it gently with the flat of your tongue. Do not suck yet. Just worship it. Feel how it pulses against you. That's the center of my pleasure, and you're its servant. Learn its shape. Its texture. Its taste."
Abigail followed every direction with desperate focus. Her tongue traced slow circles around the swollen nub. Blake moaned softly above her. The sound sent a thrill through Abigail's body. She had caused that moan. Her tongue. Her obedience. The realization made her own orgasm begin to build despite no direct stimulation. A deep submissive pressure coiled low in her belly.
"Very good. Now vary the pressure. Flatten your tongue completely and press it firmly against my clit. Hold it there. Let me grind against your face. Breathe through your nose when you can. When I lift, I want you to dip your tongue inside my cunt and fuck me with it. Understand the pattern. Outside. Inside. Outside. Inside. This is proper worship technique."
The instructions continued in that elegant, commanding tone. Blake began to move with more purpose. She rocked her hips in deliberate circles, grinding her soaked cunt against Abigail's eager mouth. The younger woman obeyed each command instantly. Broad laps. Firm presses. Deep penetrations with her tongue. She pushed inside the tight channel and curled upward, tasting the source of all that wetness. Blake's inner walls fluttered around her tongue.
"Fuck. Your mouth feels perfect," Blake growled. Her usual composure cracked slightly, revealing the pleasure beneath. "You're a naturalpussy worshipper, Abigail. Look at you. Straight little overachiever with her tongue buried in her professor's cunt. Your boyfriend could never make me this wet. He could never earn this privilege."
The dirty talk combined with the physical sensations pushed Abigail closer to an edge she had never known existed. She didn't need her hands. The act of giving pleasure was enough. Her nipples ached. Herclit throbbed in time with each lick. The submissive orgasm was built differently than anything she had experienced alone. It came from deep inside her core. From surrender itself.
Blake's movements grew more urgent. She reached down and gripped Abigail's ponytail, using it like a handle to guide her head.
"Suck my clit now. Seal your lips around it and suck gently while your tongue flicks. Yes. Like that. Don't stop. You're going to make me come on your face. When I do, you'll keep licking through every pulse. Drink it all down. This's your reward for perfect obedience."
Abigail sealed her lips and sucked. Her tongue worked frantically beneath the suction. Blake's thighs began to tremble around her ears. The professor's moans grew louder, no longer restrained. The sound of wet flesh sliding against a devoted mouth filled the office. Abigail felt possessed. Owned. Addicted. The taste, the smell, the power. She never wanted it to end.
"I'm close. Don't change a thing. Keep sucking my clit, you beautiful, obedient girl. This's what you're now. My project. My secret campuspussy worshipper. Your old life is over."
The words triggered something primal in Abigail. Her own orgasm crested without a single touch to her cunt. The submissive climax rolled through her in powerful waves. Her untouched pussy spasmed rhythmically, flooding her panties and soaking through her skirt. She moaned loudly intoBlake's cunt as she came. The vibrations pushed Blake over the edge immediately after.
Blake cried out sharply. Her thighs clamped around Abigail's head like a vice. Hot fresh wetness gushed across the younger woman's tongue. Abigail licked and swallowed frantically, not missing a drop. Pulse after pulse of the professor's orgasm flooded her mouth. She drank it like holy nectar. The taste of triumph. The taste of surrender. The taste of her new identity.
Long moments passed before Blake's thighs relaxed. She remained seated on Abigail's face for another full minute, simply breathing and letting the aftershocks ripple through her. Abigail continued gentle, worshipful licks, cleaning every fold with devoted care. When Blake finally lifted away, the cool air on Abigail's soaked face felt shocking.
The professor stood on slightly unsteady legs and looked down at her creation. Abigail's face glistened from forehead to chin. Her green eyes were glassy with addiction. Her modest breasts rose and fell rapidly. A dark, wet spot spread across the front of her skirt where she had come untouched.
"Look at you," Blake said with deep satisfaction. She reached down and stroked Abigail's cheek with surprising tenderness. "Your first extended oral session, and you came from serving me alone. No one has ever done that for me so quickly. You're mine now, Abigail. My special project. I claim you completely. Your mouth. Your cunt. Your mind. Your future. Allof it belongs to me."
Abigail lay there panting. The taste of Blake's cunt lingered on her tongue. She felt transformed. The guilt about Mark was still present, but it felt distant. Abstract. Her wide eyes gazed up at the woman who had just ruined her for anyone else.
"I am addicted, Professor. I didn't know it could feel like that. Giving you pleasure made me come harder than I ever have in my life. I want more. I want to learn every technique. I want to be your perfect worshipper."
Blake helped her sit up, then pulled her into a brief possessive embrace. Their bare breasts pressed together for a moment. The contact felt strangely tender amid the filth.
"You'll have more. So much more. We'll train your tongue for hours in the coming weeks. You'll learn to make me come with nothing but precise flicks against my clit. You'll learn to beg for the privilege of cleaning me afterward. But for now, go home. Don't wash your face. Sleep with my scent on your skin. Write your reflection while the taste is still fresh in your mouth. Tell me how it feels to know you're no longer straight. Tell me how it feels to be my project."
Abigail dressed on shaky legs. Her blouse clung to her damp skin. The wet patch on her skirt was impossible to hide. She didn't care. The addiction had taken root. As she stepped toward the door, Blake spoke one final time.
"One more thing, my pet. End things with your boyfriend tomorrow. Completely. He no longer exists in your world. Your cunt and your mouth are reserved exclusively for me now. Do you understand?"
Abigail turned back. Her voice emerged clear and devoted despite the tremble in it.
"I understand, Professor. I'm yours. Your project. Your pussyworshipper. I'll end it with him. Nothing matters now except learning to serve you better."
She left the office floating in a haze of endorphins and new purpose. The drive home passed without notice. She could still taste Blake on her tongue. Still feel the weight of that soaked cunt grinding against her face. She still hears the praise echoing in her ears.
At home, she didn't wash. She sat at her desk with Blake's juices drying on her cheeks and wrote the longest reflection yet. Her words flowed without hesitation now. She described the step-by-step training. The way each instruction had reshaped her understanding of pleasure. The shattering orgasm that had come from pure submission. The addiction that made her cunt clench even now as she typed.
When she finished, she sent it and then stared at her phone. Mark had texted again. Sweet messages about missing her. About their future. She felt a brief pang, but it dissolved under the weight of her new reality. Blake had claimed her. The project was underway.
Abigail set the phone aside without replying. She lay down on her bed, still tasting her professor's cunt. Sleep claimed her quickly, but her dreams were filled with lessons. Long extended sessions of face-sitting. Her tongue learns every secret. Her body is surrendering completely.
The straight sheltered girl was gone. In her place lay a devoted pussyworshipper addicted to the very first taste of her true purpose. And Professor Serena Blake had only just begun her training.






  
  Chapter seven
Public Risks


Abigail sat in Professor Blake's office with her hands folded tightly in her lap. Two weeks had passed since her first taste of Professor Blake'scunt. The breakup with Mark had been brief and brutal. She had told him the relationship no longer served her academic growth. The lie tasted bitter but necessary. Her true purpose now revolved entirely around the woman seated across from her. Professor Blake wore a severe black suit that accentuated her commanding presence. Her piercing blue eyes studied Abigail with that familiar mix of affection and ownership. 
"You've progressed my pet beautifully. Your tongue's learned its lessons well in private. But true submission requires risk. Campus risk. The thrill of discovery heightens everything. Today, I'll introduce you to new training methods. You'll wear a remote vibrator during my lectures. I'll control it from the podium. And on select days, you'll sit under my desk while I teach. Discreet fingering while I lecture on feminist theory. Your job's to maintain composure. To serve without drawing attention. Do you understand the assignment?"
Abigail's breath hitched. The idea terrified her. The lecture hall seated over a hundred students. Discovery could ruin both their careers. Yet her cunt clenched at the thought. Fresh wetness soaked her modest panties. She nodded slowly, her wide green eyes locked on Blake's face.
"I understand, Professor. The risk makes me nervous, but it also makes me wet. I want to please you. I want to learn how far I can be pushed while serving you in public."
Blake smiled and slid a small black device across the desk. The remote vibrator was sleek and egg-shaped with a wireless controller. "This goes inside that greedy little cunt of yours before every one of my classes. You'll wear it for the full fifty minutes. I may activate it at any moment. During discussions. During my explanations of heteronormative power structures. You won't come unless I permit it. And you'll sit in the front row so I can watch your struggle."
Abigail took the toy with trembling fingers. The weight of it feels significant. A symbol of her deepening submission. "Thank you for trusting me with this. I won't disappoint you."
The first time she wore it was the very next morning. Abigail inserted the vibrator in a bathroom stall before Blake's ten o'clock lecture. The smooth egg slid easily into her already slick channel. She adjusted her modest skirt and took her seat in the front row center. Her fair skin flushed pink before the class even began. Blake entered exactly on time. Their eyes met. The professor's expression remained professional, but the corner of her mouth twitched with dark amusement.
The lecture began normally. Blake spoke about the intersection of power and desire in contemporary culture. Her voice carried through the hall with its usual authority. Abigail took notes with careful precision. Then the vibrator buzzed to life inside her.
The sudden pulse against her G-spot made her drop her pen. She gripped the edge of her desk and forced her face to remain neutral. The vibrations were low at first. Teasing. They built slowly until her thighs trembled beneath the desk. Blake never broke stride in her lecture. She gestured elegantly while discussing compulsory heterosexuality, all while remotely tormenting her secret pet.
Abigail bit the inside of her cheek. Her cunt clenched rhythmically around the device. Wetness leaked out of her, soaking the chair beneath her skirt. A soft whimper nearly escaped her lips. She covered it with a fake cough. The girl beside her glanced over, but Abigail kept her eyes fixed forward. The risk of discovery sent electric spikes through her submission. Everyone in this room thought she was the diligent straight-A student. None of them knew she was Professor Blake's trained pussyworshipper with a vibrator buried in her cunt.
The vibrations intensified. Abigail's toes curled inside her sensible flats. Her modest breasts heaved under her cardigan as she fought for control. Blake locked eyes with her during a key point about female surrender. The professor's voice dropped slightly.
"True liberation often requires complete yielding to one's desires. Even when those desires appear risky. Even when exposure could destroy carefully constructed identities."
Abigail knew the words were meant for her. Her clit throbbed untouched. The vibrator pressed relentlessly against that perfect spot inside her. She was close. Dangerously close. Blake seemed to sense it. The devices suddenly went still. Abigail sagged in her seat, gasping silently. The denial left her aching and empty. Class ended. Students filed out. Blakedismissed her with nothing more than a professional nod, but the promise in her eyes was clear. This was only the beginning.
Over the next week, Abigail wore the remote vibrator to three more ofBlake's lectures. Each time the torment grew more refined. Blake varied the patterns. Short bursts during group discussions. Long steady pulses while she lectured from the podium. Once she activated the highest setting, just as Abigail was asked to share her thoughts on a reading. Abigail had gripped her notebook so hard the pages crumpled. Her voice had wavered as she spoke about power exchange, but she managed to finish her point. The risk heightened everything. Her submission deepened with every near miss.
The true test came on a Thursday afternoon. Blake had requested Abigail's assistance during the lecture. A cover story about helping with demonstration materials. In reality, it placed Abigail behind the large wooden podium with her. The desk concealed the lower half of their bodies from the class. Abigail knelt first in the cramped space, pretending to organize papers. Blake stood above her, delivering a flawless lecture on the female gaze.
"Stay silent and serve," Blake murmured down to her without breaking rhythm. Her hand reached below the podium and lifted her own skirt. She wore no panties. Her bare cunt glistened inches from Abigail's face. "You know what to do. Keep me wet while I teach. Use all the techniques I've trained into that talented mouth."
Abigail leaned forward and pressed her lips to Blake's pussy. The familiar taste flooded her senses. She licked slowly and reverently just as she had been taught. Broad flat strokes. Gentle circles around theclit. Occasional dips inside to fuck the tight channel with her tongue. Blake's voice never faltered above her. The lecture continued smoothly, even as her free hand slid down to grip Abigail's ponytail.
The remote vibrator buzzed to life inside Abigail again. She moaned softly into Blake's cunt. The combination of serving and being stimulated pushed her dangerously close to the edge. Blake's fingers tightened in her hair in warning. Abigail redoubled her efforts. Hertongue worked with precise devotion. She could hear the wet sounds of her worship, but the podium microphone masked them from the class. The risk felt overwhelming. One hundred students watched their professor lecture, completely unaware that a devoted submissive was kneeling beneath the desk, licking her cunt.
Blake continued speaking about visual objectification in media. Her hips rocked subtly against Abigail's mouth. The vibrator inside Abigail increased its intensity. She struggled to maintain composure. Her own count spasmed around the toy. Juices ran down her thighs. She wanted to come so badly, but she knew better than to do so without permission.
Blake's hand left her hair and moved lower. While her upper body remained perfectly composed as she delivered complex theory, her fingers found Abigail's soaked folds beneath the desk. She pushed two fingers inside the younger woman alongside the still buzzing vibrator. The sudden fullness made Abigail's eyes roll back. She kept licking frantically, trying not to moan too loudly into the cunt grinding against her face.
"The gaze can be reclaimed through deliberate acts of exposure," Blake told the class. Her fingers curled inside Abigail, finding that sensitive spot and stroking it mercilessly. "When we risk being seen, we discover our true power."
Abigail's thighs shook. Blake was finger fucking her in full view of the class, even if they could not see. The professor's thumb found her clitand rubbed tight circles. The dual stimulation of the vibrator and those skilled fingers, combined with the taste of Blake's cunt on her tongue, proved too much. Abigail came hard. Her submissive orgasm ripped through her silently. Her pussy clenched repeatedly around Blake's fingers and the toy. Fresh wetness gushed out, coating the professor's hand. She kept licking through her climax, determined to bring Blake pleasure even as her own body convulsed.
Blake's voice tightened only slightly as her own orgasm approached. She pressed down harder against Abigail's mouth. The class remained oblivious. Notebooks scribbled. Laptops clicked. Blake's cunt pulsed against Abigail's tongue. A small flood of juices coated her lips and chin. The professor swallowed a moan and concluded her point about hidden power structures with perfect academic poise.
The lecture ended. Students began to leave. Blake kept her fingers buried inside Abigail until the last footsteps faded. Only then did she withdraw them and bring them to her own mouth for a discreet taste. Abigail remained on her knees, panting. Her face was a mess of arousal. Her modest skirt was ruined.
"You did well, my pet," Blake whispered once they were alone. She helped Abigail to her feet and kissed her deeply, tasting herself on the younger woman's tongue. "The risk excites you. I could feel how hard you came around my fingers. The entire class could've discovered us, and still you kept licking like the perfect little worshipper you are."
Abigail trembled against her. The aftermath left her dizzy with conflicting emotions. Guilt at the public deception. Shame at how much the danger aroused her. Overwhelming love for the woman who had claimed her so completely.
"It was terrifying, Professor. I nearly moaned out loud when you fingered me. Everyone would've known. But that fear only made me wetter. I came so hard from serving you while you lectured. I'm addicted to this risk. To this submission. To you."
Blake adjusted her skirt and handed Abigail a tissue to clean her face. Her voice remained low and intimate.
"Good. We'll increase the risks gradually. You'll wear the vibrator to every one of my classes from now on. Some days I'll have you sit under the desk, like today. Other days, I'll simply tease you from afar and watch you struggle. The threat of discovery will bind you tighter to me. Your submission grows stronger with every lecture you survive."
Abigail nodded. She could already feel the vibrator still inside her. Blake had not turned it off. The low buzz continued to stimulate her oversensitive cunt. She shifted her weight and fought another whimper.
"I've got three more classes with you this week. I'll be ready. My reflections will detail every sensation. Every moment I fought not to scream your name while you fingered me under the desk. Every time the vibrator pushed me to the edge in front of my peers."
Blake cupped her cheek with possessive tenderness. "You're my greatest project, Abigail. A straight girl transformed into a campus cuntworshipper who comes from public service. Go now. Don't remove the vibrator until tonight. Write about how it feels to walk across campus with my cum still drying on your chin and my toy buried inside you."
Abigail left the lecture hall on unsteady legs. The vibrator continued its insidious work with every step. Students nodded at her in the hallways, completely unaware of the soaked, desperate submissive walking among them. She felt the risk in every glance. Every casual conversation. It heightened her submission until she could barely think of anything but Professor Blake's cunt and the next opportunity to serve it.
That night, she wrote the reflection with shaking hands. Her descriptions grew more explicit. She detailed the exact pattern of Blake's fingers inside her. The class had continued oblivious as she silently came into her professor's hand. The way the risk had cemented her addiction. When she sent it, she received an immediate reply.
"Excellent work, my pet. Tomorrow you'll wear the vibrator to my afternoon lecture and to your biology class afterward. I've arranged for the controller to remain active during both. Struggle beautifully for me. Your obedience in public only makes your private worship sweeter."
Abigail read the message twice. Her hand slipped between her legs despite the exhaustion. She stopped herself, remembering that her orgasms now belonged to Blake. The denial only made her wetter. She curled up in bed with the vibrator, finally removed, but the memory of its buzz still echoed through her cunt.
The public risks had become another layer of her training. Each lecture brought new chances for exposure. Each discreet fingering under the desk deepened her devotion. Abigail no longer questioned her transformation. The sheltered straight girl had been replaced by a woman who craved the edge of discovery. Who lived for the moments when she could serve her professor's cunt while the entire campus remained none the wiser.
Tomorrow she would wear the toy again. She would sit in the front row and take notes with perfect composure while vibrations tore through her core. She would fight to keep her moans silent. And she would love every second of the exquisite torture because it proved she belonged completely to Professor Serena Blake.






  
  Chapter eight
Breaking Point


Abigail stood outside Professor Blake's office door at eleven o'clock at night. Her hands shook as she clutched the latest reflection paper. The public risks of the previous weeks had pushed her to the edge. Theremote vibrator in her cunt during lectures. The discreet fingering under the desk while Blake taught an entire class. The constant taste of her professor's pussy lingered on her tongue. She could no longer pretend this was research. This was her life now. Her soaked, desperate reality. She knocked twice. 
"Enter."
The office was dimly lit. Only the desk lamp cast a warm glow over the space. Professor Serena Blake sat in her leather chair with her legs crossed. She wore a simple black robe that fell open at the thighs, revealing the tops of her sheer stockings. Her dark, wavy hair cascaded freely. Those piercing blue eyes rose to meet Abigail's with knowing intensity.
"You're late, my pet. I assume your reflection contains the truth you've been avoiding. Lock the door. Strip completely. Tonight we've got an intense session. No more barriers. No more hesitation. You'll worship me until the decision forces itself from your lips."
Abigail obeyed without question. Her modest clothing fell away piece by piece until she stood naked in the center of the rug. Her fair skin flushed pink. Her modest breasts rose and fell rapidly. Her long auburn hair spilled over her shoulders. Between her legs, her cunt already dripped with anticipation. She folded her clothes neatly, then dropped to her knees.
Blake stood and let the robe slip from her shoulders. She was naked except for the black stockings. Her toned body commanded the room. The elegant curve of her hips. The trimmed patch of dark hair above her glistening pussy. She moved to the couch and reclined with her thighs spread wide.
"Crawl to me. Show me how badly you need this. Then you'll worship my cunt with everything you've learned. No rushing. Every step of the technique. And while your tongue serves me, you'll speak the truth you've been holding back. The session ends only when you beg for what you truly want."
Abigail crawled on all fours. The rug burned her knees, but the discomfort only fueled her arousal. She reached the couch and knelt between Blake's spread thighs. The scent of her professor's cunt filled her senses. Musky. Sweet. Perfect. She looked up with wide green eyes full of conflict and desperate need.
"Professor, I've tried to fight this. I ended things with Mark, but I keep thinking about the girl I was before your class. The straight-sheltered student with plans and a future. But every time I taste you, that girl fades. I don't know if I can go back. I don't know if I want to."
Blake reached down and stroked her cheek with deceptive gentleness.
"Then stop thinking and start worshipping. Flatten your tongue. Begin at the bottom of my slit and lick all the way up. Slow. Reverent. Tell me your fears while your mouth is full of my cunt."
Abigail extended her tongue and pressed it flat against the base ofBlake's pussy. She licked upward in one long, broad stroke, collecting the tangy juices. The flavor exploded across her senses, making her own cuntclench hard. She swallowed and licked again before speaking against the wet folds.
"I'm terrified of what I've become. I used to lie in bed with Mark and feel nothing. Now I lie in bed alone and dream of kneeling for you. Of drinking your cum while entire lectures happen above my head. I canceled my plans for graduate school because all I can think about is serving your cunt."
Blake moaned softly and gripped Abigail's ponytail, guiding her rhythm.
"Good girl. Now focus on my clit. Circle it with the flat of your tongue. Keep talking. I want to hear every filthy conflicted thought while you worship."
Abigail obeyed, circling the swollen pearl with perfect pressure. Blake's hips rocked subtly against her mouth. The older woman's juices coated her chin and cheeks. Abigail spoke between long devoted licks.
"I can't stop touching myself while reading your assigned texts. I'm thinking about being your exclusive toy. But then the guilt crashes in. My family. My friends. The life I was supposed to have. What if they discover I'm addicted to pussy? What if they learn I'm your secret campus slut?"
Blake's breathing grew heavier. She tightened her grip on Abigail's hair and ground more firmly against her face.
"Deeper now. Push your tongue inside me. Fuck me with it while you beg for clarity. This is your breaking point, Abigail. You won't leave this office until you choose."
Abigail stiffened her tongue and thrust it into Blake's tight channel. The inner walls fluttered around her. She fucked her professor with steady strokes, tasting the source of all that wetness. Her own cuntdripped onto the floor beneath her. The submissive orgasm built in her core from the act of service alone.
"I don't want that old life anymore," she gasped, pulling back just enough to speak. "I want to belong to you completely. I want to be your exclusive pussy slut. No one else. Just me on my knees worshipping you every day. Please Professor. Own me. Claim every part of me. I can't pretend to be straight anymore. I'm yours. I'm your cunt worshipper. Please let me be your project forever."
The words poured out of her between long licks and deep thrusts of her tongue. Blake's thighs began to tremble. The confession had pushed her close to the edge. She pulled Abigail's face harder against her cunt.
"Suck my clit now. Seal your lips around it and suck while your tongue flicks. Don't stop. You're so close to earning what you beg for. Tell me again. Beg for ownership while you make me come on your pretty, desperate face."
Abigail sealed her lips around the swollen clit and sucked gently. Hertongue flicked rapidly beneath the suction just as she had been trained. Her voice vibrated against Blake's flesh as she pleaded.
"Please, Professor Blake. Own me. Make me your exclusive pussy slut. I'll end everything else. I'll crawl to you every night. I'll wear your toys in class. I'll lick you under your desk while you teach. I'll give up everything if you claim me as yours. I need it. I need to belong to your cunt completely. Please. I'm begging you while I worship. I'm your project. Make it permanent. Make me yours."
Blake cried out sharply. Her thighs clamped around Abigail's head as the orgasm crashed through her. Hot juices flooded Abigail's mouth. The younger woman sucked and licked through every pulse, drinking down her professor's release with greedy devotion. Her own body followed seconds later. A hands-free submissive climax tore through her. Her untouchedcunt spasmed wildly. Clear fluid squirted onto the floor beneath her as she came from nothing but the act of pleading into Blake's pussy.
Long moments passed before Blake's thighs relaxed. She looked down at Abigail with genuine possessive warmth. The younger woman's face glistened with cum. Her green eyes were glazed with total surrender. Blake pulled her up onto the couch and held her close. Their naked bodies pressed together in the aftermath.
"You're mine now, Abigail. Fully and exclusively. No more boyfriend. No more doubts. You're my personal pussy worshipping toy. My secret project. I accept your plea. You'll serve me every day. Your tongue. Your cunt. Your complete obedience. This was your breaking point, and you've chosen perfectly."
Abigail trembled in her arms. Tears of relief mixed with the wetness on her cheeks. "Thank you, Professor. I feel free for the first time. No more hiding. No more pretending. I'm your exclusive pussy slut. I'll prove it immediately."
Later that night, after Blake had kissed her thoroughly and sent her away with instructions, Abigail sat in her apartment with her phone in her hand. The taste of her professor's cunt still coated her tongue. Shedialed Mark's number. He answered on the second ring, sounding hopeful.
"Abby. Finally. I've been worried about you. You have been so distant. Is everything okay with us?"
Abigail took a deep breath. Her voice came out steady despite the lingering tremors in her body.
"Mark, I need to be completely honest. We're done. I ended it in my heart weeks ago, but I was too scared to say it out loud. I've changed. This women's studies class opened something in me that I can't close again. I'm not the girl you think I am. I don't want the future we planned. I don't want a boyfriend at all anymore."
There was a long silence on the other end. Mark's voice cracked when he finally spoke.
"What are you saying? Is there someone else? Did I do something wrong?"
Abigail closed her eyes, remembering the way Blake had looked at her while she begged. The memory gave her strength.
"There's someone else. But it's not what you think. I've discovered who I really am. I'm in love with a woman. She owns me completely. I'm her exclusive pussy slut now. I kneel for her. I worship her cunt every chance I get. I come harder from serving her than I ever did with you. I'm sorry for hurting you, but I can't lie anymore. We're finished. Don't contact me again."
She hung up before he could respond. The guilt was there, but it felt distant. A fading echo of her old life. She deleted his number and blocked him on every platform. Then she stood and dressed in fresh clothes. Her body still hummed from the intense session. Her cunt felt tender and satisfied yet already hungry for more.
Thirty minutes later, she returned to Professor Blake's office. This time, he did not knock. She used the key Blake had given her during their afterglow. The professor waited exactly as instructed. She sat naked on the couch with her thighs spread. Her piercing blue eyes lit with approval when Abigail entered and immediately dropped to her knees.
"I ended it, Professor. I told him everything. That I'm your exclusive pussy slut. That I worship your cunt and nothing else matters. I'm fully surrendered now. No more boyfriend. No more doubts. Only you."
Blake crooked a finger, and Abigail crawled forward eagerly. She pressed her face between those toned thighs and kissed the smooth skin reverently before looking up with total devotion.
"Use me. Claim me again. I'm yours completely. Your project. Your pet. Your personal campus cunt worshipper. Please let me prove it right now."
Blake smiled with deep possessive satisfaction. She gripped Abigail's hair and guided her mouth to her waiting pussy.
"Then worship me, my exclusive little slut. Show me how complete your surrender is. Lick me slowly while I tell you all the ways I'll use you from now on. The public risks'll increase. The private training'll become daily. You'll move into my private residence next semester. Your only purpose'll be to serve this cunt in every way I desire."
Abigail moaned in agreement and sealed her lips around Blake's clit. Hertongue began the worship she now lived for. The intense session had forced her to make a final decision. The breakup was done. The old Abigail Stanton was gone forever. In her place knelt a fully surrendered pussy slut who had begged for ownership and received it with open arms.
As Blake's moans filled the office, Abigail felt only peace. The breaking point had come and gone. She had chosen her true path. And she would spend every day on her knees proving it to the woman who had claimed her completely.
Public Service
Abigail adjusted the slim leather collar hidden beneath the high neck of her modest black dress as she walked beside Professor Blake toward the private faculty residence. The evening air carried the scent of blooming jasmine from the campus gardens. This gathering marked her final conversion milestone. A small, intimate party for trusted tenured faculty only. No students. No outsiders. Just powerful academics who understood and sometimes shared Professor Blake's particular appetites. Abigail's heart beat steadily and strongly. The old nervousness had vanished weeks ago. In its place lived only pride and deep submissive joy.
Blake looked stunning in a tailored emerald green dress that hugged her toned curves. Her dark, wavy hair was pinned elegantly. She placed a possessive hand on the small of Abigail's back as they approached the door.
"Tonight, you serve my pet openly. No hiding under academic pretense. These colleagues know exactly what you are. My permanent pussy worshipper. My exclusive campus toy. You'll kneel beneath my chair at the table and please me while we discuss departmental matters. I expect perfect technique. When I come on your tongue, you won't stop until I tell you. Do you understand your role?"
Abigail met her eyes with complete devotion. Her wide green eyes shone with acceptance. "Yes, Professor. I understand completely. I'm yours. I'll serve you proudly in front of them all. This is what I am now. Your pet. Your personal cunt licker. I've never felt more like myself."
The door opened. The host Professor Elena Vasquez welcomed them with a knowing smile. Several other faculty members mingled in the elegant dining room. A long mahogany table dominated the space, set with wineglasses and appetizers. Conversation flowed easily among the eight guests. Abigail recognized most of them from campus events. None seemed surprised to see her at Blake's side. A few offered polite nods that carried deeper understanding.
Blake led her to a seat near the head of the table. She pulled out her own chair, then pointed subtly downward. Abigail did not hesitate. Shesank gracefully to her knees and crawled beneath the heavy tablecloth. The space was intimate and shadowed. Blake's stockinged legs parted invitingly as she settled into her seat. The tablecloth fell like a curtain separating Abigail from the world above while binding her completely to her purpose.
Conversation continued seamlessly above her. Blake's voice carried clearly and commanded as she discussed upcoming curriculum changes. Abigail inhaled the familiar scent of her professor's arousal. Blake had worn no panties. Her bare cunt already glistened with anticipation mere inches from Abigail's face. The younger woman felt only calm certainty. This was her place. This was her identity. She no longer needed to rationalize or hide. She was Professor Serena Blake's permanent pet. A proud pussy worshipper who lived for these moments of service.
She pressed her lips to the soft skin of Blake's inner thigh first. Small, reverent kisses, the way she had been trained. Blake's legs spread wider, granting full access. Abigail heard the professor softly laugh at a comment from across the table. Its normalcy sent a thrill through her. No one above could see how her tongue now traced slowly along Blake's slit, collecting the sweet tang of her juices.
"The new women's studies track should emphasize practical application,"Blake said above her. Her voice remained perfectly steady. "Theory alone is never enough. Students must experience the material in their bodies to truly understand power dynamics."
Abigail smiled against the wet folds and flattened her tongue. Shelicked upward in one long, broad stroke exactly as instructed during those early training sessions. Blake's flavor flooded her mouth. She swallowed greedily and licked again. The risk of discovery no longer frightened her. It empowered her. These respected academics knew precisely what was happening beneath the table. Some of them probably had their own discreet pets waiting at home. The acceptance only deepened her submission.
She focused on technique. Long, slow laps from the entrance to clit. Gentlecircles around the swollen pearl. Occasional dips inside to thrust her tongue into the tight channel. Blake's thighs trembled once, but her voice never wavered. A hand reached beneath the tablecloth and stroked Abigail's auburn hair in quiet praise. The touch filled Abigail with warmth. She doubled her efforts, sucking lightly on Blake's clit just the way her professor loved.
"Abigail's been an exceptional research assistant this semester," Blake continued casually to the table. "Her dedication to hands-on learning's remarkable. She's fully embraced the subject matter. Haven't you, my dear?"
The question was clearly directed downward. Abigail responded by sealing her lips around the hard clit and flicking her tongue rapidly. Blake's fingers tightened in her hair. A soft, pleased sigh escaped the professor before she covered it with a sip of wine. Abigail felt pure pride. She was serving openly. Proudly. Her modest dress hid nothing from her true self. She was exactly where she belonged, with her face buried in her owner's cunt while academic conversation flowed above.
The gathering continued. Silverware clinked. Wine was poured. Laughter rose and fell. Beneath it all, Abigail worshipped with complete devotion. Her own cunt dripped steadily onto the polished floor. She made no move to touch herself. Her pleasure came from Blake's pleasure. From the knowledge that she could bring her professor to the edge while the woman discussed budget allocations without missing a beat.
Blake's voice grew slightly huskier as the minutes passed. "I believe in complete immersion for the most dedicated students. Some of them require total surrender to the material. It transforms them. Doesn't it, Elena?"
Professor Vasquez chuckled knowingly from the other side of the table. "Indeed, Serena. Your methods've always produced the most committed converts. Your current project seems particularly enthusiastic. We can all hear the dedication."
Abigail flushed with pride at the indirect praise. She pushed her tongue deeper inside Blake's cunt and fucked her with steady strokes. The wetsounds of her worship were audible to anyone listening closely, but no one at the table seemed bothered. If anything, the conversation grew more relaxed. More intimate. These faculty members clearly shared similar tastes. The realization only made Abigail wetter.
Blake's thighs began to quake around her head. The hand in her hair tightened almost painfully. Abigail knew the signs well. She moved back to the clit and sucked with perfect pressure while her tongue flicked rapidly beneath. Blake's voice remained steady, but the words came slowly now.
"The key is finding students who respond to both intellectual and physical stimulation. Abigail has proven exceptional in both areas. She has fully accepted her new identity. She serves without hesitation. She lives for these moments of complete surrender."
The orgasm built beneath Abigail's tongue. She could feel Blake's cuntpulsing. The walls fluttered. Fresh wetness coated her chin. She keptsucking and licking with proud determination. This was her final milestone. Worshipping her professor to climax in full view of her colleagues. Proving once and for all that the sheltered straight girl was gone forever.
Blake came with elegant control. Her thighs clamped around Abigail's head. A soft, controlled exhale was the only sound she allowed herself. Hot juices flooded Abigail's mouth in rhythmic pulses. The younger woman ranked every drop with reverent swallows. She continued to gently lick through the aftershocks, cleaning her professor thoroughly. Only when Blake's hand tapped her head twice did she pull back and rest her cheek against a stockinged thigh.
The conversation above continued as if nothing extraordinary had occurred. Blake's fingers stroked through Abigail's hair with open affection now. The tablecloth lifted slightly. Professor Vasquez peered down with an approving smile.
"She is quite lovely, Serena. You have outdone yourself with this one. So attentive. So perfectly trained."
Blake's voice carried deep satisfaction. "Thank you, Elena. Abigail's my permanent pet now. She begged for the role herself after months of careful consideration. She serves me exclusively. Her tongue, her obedience, and her complete surrender all belong to me. Isn't that right, my darling?"
Abigail turned her face toward the opening in the tablecloth. Her lips and chin glistened with Blake's cum. She met the eyes of the watching faculty without shame. Her voice emerged clear and worshipful.
"Yes, Professor Blake. I'm your permanent pet. Your exclusive pussy slut. I live to worship your cunt in private and in public. I've fully accepted my new identity. The girl I was before your class no longer exists. I'm proud to serve you. Proud to be owned by you. Thank you for converting me completely."
The tablecloth fell back into place. Soft applause and murmurs of approval came from above. Blake reached down and clipped a delicate silver leash to the hidden collar around Abigail's neck. The metal chain rested lightly against her skin. A symbol of her permanent status.
"You've earned this, my pet," Blake whispered down to her. "You're mine now in every way that matters. My permanent pet. My proud little cunt worshipper. You'll move into my home next week. Your only responsibilities'll be to attend my classes as my assistant and to keep my cunt satisfied whenever and wherever I require it. Does that make you happy?"
Abigail pressed a final lingering kiss to Blake's thigh. The taste of her earlier orgasm still coated her tongue. She felt complete. Transformed. Home.
"It makes me happier than I ever thought possible, Professor. I'm exactly what I was meant to be. Your pet. Your project. Your proud pussy worshipper. I accept my identity fully and without reservation. Use me. Display me. Own me completely. I'm yours forever."
The faculty dinner continued above her. Blake kept the leash in her hand, occasionally stroking it as one might pet a beloved cat. Abigail remained beneath the table with her cheek resting contentedly against her owner's thigh. Occasional drops of wine were passed down to her. A small plate of appetizers appeared so she could eat while staying in position. The others at the table included her in conversation as if her placement beneath them was the most natural thing in the world.
Later, as the evening wound down, Blake stood and tugged gently on the leash. Abigail crawled out from beneath the table on her hands and knees. Her face still showed clear evidence of her service. No one commented. Professor Vasquez simply smiled and raised her glass in a silent toast.
Blake addressed the group with elegant pride. "Thank you all for witnessing Abigail's final milestone. She has completely embraced her true nature. From sheltered straight student to devoted permanent pet in one remarkable semester. I am proud of my project. She will continue to serve as an example of what true conversion can achieve."
Abigail knelt beside her professor's chair, looking up with utter admiration. The silver leash now visibly connected them. She felt no shame. Only fulfillment. Her fair skin glowed. Her green eyes were bright with certainty. This was her life. Her purpose. Her joy.
On the walk back to Blake's private residence, the leash remained connected, though Blake kept it discreetly hidden beneath her coat. Abigail walked beside her in perfect step. The night air felt liberating against her flushed skin.
"You performed beautifully tonight, my permanent pet," Blake said softly. Her hand found Abigail's and squeezed with genuine affection beneath the dominance. "I knew from the first lecture you'd break perfectly. That intelligent, curious mind combined with such natural submissive hunger. You're everything I could've hoped for in a project."
Abigail leaned into her side, feeling the warmth of the woman who had reshaped her entire existence.
"I'm grateful every day that you saw my potential, Professor. I thought I was simply taking an elective to round out my credits. Instead, I found my true calling on my knees with my tongue buried in your cunt. I accept it all now. The public service. The private training. The complete ownership. I'm your pet. Your exclusive pussy worshipper. And I've never been happier."
They reached Blake's door. The professor turned and cupped Abigail's face with both hands. Their eyes met in the soft porch light. The kiss that followed was deep and claiming. Abigail melted into it completely. When they parted, Blake's smile held both possession and tenderness.
"Welcome home, my permanent pet. Your training is complete. Now the real pleasure begins. Every day. Every night. You will serve. You will worship. You will live exactly as you were meant to. On your knees with your mouth full of my cunt and your heart full of devotion."
Abigail dropped to her knees right there on the porch. She pressed her lips to Blake's feet in complete acceptance, then looked up with shining eyes.
"Yes, Professor. Your permanent pet is home. Ready to serve. Ready to worship. Ready to live her truth openly and proudly at your feet."
Blake clipped the leash to her collar once more and led her inside. The door closed behind them, sealing Abigail into her new permanent reality. The sheltered straight girl was gone forever. In her place lived a proudpussy worshipper who had found her purpose in the most exquisite form of surrender.
And as she followed her owner toward the bedroom on her hands and knees, Abigail Stanton finally felt whole. She was Blake's pet. Blake's project. Blake's permanent exclusive cunt slut. The journey that began with simple academic curiosity had ended in total blissful conversion. She would not have changed a single moment of it.






  
  
      
        
          Neighbor's Sweet Corruption

          
		      
          Beverly Saphos

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
    	
       
        1. Neighbor's Sweet Corruption
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        2. Copyright
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        3. Unpacking Temptation
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        4. Yoga of Awakening
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        5. Lingering Hands
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        6. Whispers of Past Lovers
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        7. The First Devotion
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        8. Training the Tongue
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        9. Exposed on the Trail
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        10. Presented at the Gathering
      
      
    

  
      

    
  


  
  Chapter one
Neighbor's Sweet Corruption


Beverly Saphos 






  
  Chapter two
Copyright


Copyright © 2026 by Beverly Saphos 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
  Chapter three
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 four
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 five
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 six
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 seven
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 eight
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 nine
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 ten
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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  Chapter one
The Executive's Secret Taste
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  Chapter two
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  Chapter three
Commanding Presence


The conference room on the twenty-third floor felt smaller than usual, charged with the low hum of laptops booting and the crisp scent of fresh coffee. Hannah Whitaker sat at the long mahogany table, her shoulder-length brunette hair tucked neatly behind one ear. She had chosen her favorite navy pencil skirt and a tailored white blouse that skimmed her curves without drawing attention. At thirty-two, she knew exactly how to dress for these moments. Ambitious, polite, always prepared. Today that preparation felt thin. 
This was the kickoff for the Meridian account, a seven-figure campaign that could catapult her to senior director. Her husband, Mark, had wished her luck over breakfast, his kiss perfunctory. She had smiled and told him she would not be home late. The lie sat uneasily in her stomach now.
The door opened. Every head turned.
Cassandra Moreau entered like she owned the air itself. At thirty-eight, the Regional Director moved with the kind of unhurried authority that made lesser executives straighten their spines. Her auburn hair was swept into a sleek chignon. Piercing green eyes scanned the room once, missing nothing. The charcoal power suit hugged her tall, athletic frame, the jacket nipped at the waist to accentuate subtle curves. Hannah felt her pulse jump as those eyes landed on her and held.
"Good morning," Cassandra said, her voice smooth and low, carrying easily without effort. "Shall we begin?"
Hannah swallowed. She had seen Cassandra from a distance at company events, but never this close. Never in a room where the older woman would be judging every word. The intimidation bloomed fast, a hot flush beneath her collar.
The meeting unfolded with brutal efficiency. Slides clicked forward. Metrics were dissected. Cassandra listened from the head of the table, one manicured finger tapping lightly against her chin. When it was Hannah's turn to present the initial creative brief, her voice started steady. Then she made the mistake of meeting Cassandra's gaze directly.
Those green eyes did not blink. They traced her face, then drifted lower for the briefest second before returning. Hannah's next sentence faltered. She recovered, but the tension coiled tighter in her chest. Every point she made felt measured against that unrelenting stare. By the time she finished, her palms were damp.
"Solid foundation," Cassandra said after a beat of silence that stretched too long. "But it lacks teeth. We need to command attention, not ask for it." She rose and walked around the table, her heels clicking with precise authority. She stopped beside Hannah's chair, close enough that the faint scent of her perfume, something dark and expensive with notes of jasmine and musk, wrapped around Hannah like smoke.
"May I?" Cassandra asked, gesturing to the laptop.
Hannah nodded quickly, sliding her chair back an inch. Cassandra leaned in, one hand braced on the table, the other guiding the trackpad. Her forearm brushed Hannah's shoulder. The contact was brief, professional. Yet Hannah noticed the warmth of Cassandra's skin through the thin silk of her blouse. She noticed the way the older woman's jacket pulled across her chest as she reached. She noticed, and she hated that she noticed.
"Here," Cassandra murmured, her voice pitched for Hannah's ears alone. "This slide needs to breathe. Less text. More impact. Like this." She rearranged the layout with quick, decisive clicks. "And when you deliver it, stand taller. Shoulders back. Let them feel your presence the way I feel yours right now."
Hannah's breath caught. The words were professional, but something in the tone slid beneath her skin. She risked a glance up. Cassandra was watching her again, those green eyes steady and knowing. The intimidation deepened into something sharper, more personal. Hannah looked away first.
The rest of the meeting passed in a blur of assignments and timelines. When it ended, the other executives filed out with visible relief. Hannah gathered her notes, hoping to slip away.
"Hannah." Cassandra's voice stopped her at the door. "A word."
She turned. The room had emptied. Only the two of them remained.
"Upper management wants me to mentor you personally on this," Cassandra said, leaning back against the table. Her arms crossed beneath her breasts, pulling the fabric of her suit jacket tighter. "High-stakes projects require precision. I expect we'll be spending many late nights together."
Hannah's mouth went dry. "Of course. I'm grateful for the opportunity, Ms. Moreau."
"Cassandra." The correction came with a small smile that did not reach her eyes. "Titles are for the boardroom. After hours, we can be more... direct. Meet me in my office at seven. We'll refine your deck for the client preview."
"Seven," Hannah repeated. "I'll be there."
Cassandra's gaze drifted down Hannah's figure once more, slow and appraising. "Good. And Hannah? Wear that skirt again. It does remarkable things for your posture."
The door closed behind her before Hannah could respond. She stood frozen in the hallway, heart hammering. The compliment had been veiled, almost casual. Yet it lodged in her mind like a hook. Her skirt? Remarkable things for her posture? The words should have meant nothing. She was married. Straight. Focused only on the promotion.
Then why did the memory of Cassandra's eyes tracing her hips send a strange, unwelcome flicker through her stomach?
The afternoon dragged. Hannah answered emails, revised copy, and tried not to think about the evening session. At six forty-five she stood in the restroom, touching up her lipstick and telling her reflection that this was simply professional pressure. Nothing more. The woman staring back did not look entirely convinced.
Cassandra's office occupied the corner of the executive floor, all glass walls and minimalist furniture. The lights of the city glittered beyond the windows like scattered diamonds. When Hannah knocked, the reply came immediately.
"Come in."
She entered. Cassandra had removed her jacket. The sleeveless silk blouse beneath was the color of cream, revealing toned arms and the elegant line of her collarbones. Her auburn hair had been loosened slightly, a few strands framing her face. She looked both powerful and dangerously approachable.
"Close the door," Cassandra instructed. "We won't be disturbed."
Hannah obeyed. The soft click sounded louder than it should have. She crossed to the seating area where Cassandra had set up a large monitor. Two glasses of sparkling water waited on the low table. Professional. Controlled. Yet the air felt thicker than in the conference room.
They worked for nearly two hours. Cassandra dissected every slide, every transition. Her feedback was sharp but never cruel. Each time Hannah adjusted something, Cassandra would lean close to review it, her shoulder brushing Hannah's, her perfume enveloping her again. The subtle physical awareness built slowly, like a tide. Hannah became conscious of the heat radiating from Cassandra's body. The precise way her fingers moved across the keyboard. The low timbre of her voice when she murmured approval.
"Better," Cassandra said after Hannah reworked an entire section. "Much better. You learn quickly. I like that."
Hannah felt an absurd flush of pleasure at the praise. She hated how much she wanted more of it.
They reached the final slides. Cassandra stood and circled behind Hannah's chair. She placed both hands on the back of it, leaning forward so that her breath stirred the fine hairs at Hannah's nape.
"Now deliver the last point to me," she said. "As if I were the client. Stand up. Shoulders back. Let me see you command the room."
Hannah rose on unsteady legs. She turned to face Cassandra, who had stepped back but not far enough. Only three feet separated them. Hannah began speaking, reciting the closing argument she had practiced. Her voice started thin. Cassandra's intense gaze made the words tangle.
"Stop." Cassandra lifted one hand. "You're shrinking. I told you, shoulders back. Like this." She demonstrated, drawing her own posture tall. The movement pulled her silk blouse across her breasts. Hannah's eyes flicked there before she could stop herself. She looked away immediately, cheeks burning.
Cassandra noticed. Of course she noticed.
"There is no shame in being seen, Hannah." Her tone remained instructional, but a new layer threaded through it. Something teasing. "You have a beautiful figure. That skirt hugs your hips in a way that demands attention. Use it. When you walk into a room, I want every eye on you the way mine are right now."
The words landed like a caress. Hannah's breath shallowed. She felt the compliment slide beneath her professional armor and settle low in her belly, warm and confusing. No woman had ever spoken to her like that. No one had ever looked at her with such deliberate hunger wrapped in the guise of mentorship.
"I... thank you," Hannah managed. Her voice came out breathier than she intended. She cleared her throat. "I appreciate the guidance. Really."
Cassandra smiled, slow and satisfied. She stepped closer. Close enough that Hannah could see the faint flecks of gold in those green eyes. "Good girl."
The phrase hit Hannah like a spark against dry tinder. She felt it between her legs, a tiny, traitorous pulse that made her thighs press together instinctively. Confusion crashed over her immediately afterward. What was that? She was tired. Overworked. That was all. This was just the intensity of the project bleeding into everything else.
Cassandra seemed to sense the internal storm. She reached out and brushed an invisible speck from Hannah's shoulder, the touch lingering a fraction longer than necessary. Her fingers were warm. Strong.
"It's late," Cassandra said softly. "You should go home to that husband of yours. But tomorrow we will pick up where we left off. I have plans for you, Hannah Whitaker. Big plans."
Hannah nodded, not trusting herself to speak. She gathered her things with mechanical movements. At the door she paused and looked back. Cassandra stood silhouetted against the city lights, watching her with that same unblinking intensity.
"Goodnight, Cassandra."
"Goodnight, little mentor." The endearment was delivered with perfect casualness, but Hannah felt it hook deeper.
In the elevator descending to the parking garage, Hannah leaned against the cool metal wall and closed her eyes. Her heart would not slow. The scent of Cassandra's perfume still clung to her blouse. The memory of that veiled compliment repeated in her mind on a loop. The way her body had reacted to a woman's words, to a woman's proximity, made no sense.
She was straight. She loved Mark. This was nothing but professional intimidation and late-night fatigue playing tricks on her.
Yet when she reached her car and slid behind the wheel, her hands trembled. She pressed her thighs together again and felt that same unwelcome warmth. The first flicker of confusion had taken root, small but impossible to ignore.
Tomorrow she would see Cassandra again. The thought filled her with equal parts dread and something dangerously like anticipation. Hannah started the engine and drove into the night, telling herself the shiver that ran through her was only from the chill in the air.
She almost believed it.






  
  Chapter four
Seeds of Dissatisfaction


Hannah sat at her desk the following evening, staring at the same line of copy for the Meridian campaign until the words blurred. The mentoring sessions with Cassandra had intensified over the past three days. Each one left her more aware of the older woman's presence. The way Cassandra's green eyes lingered. The precise click of her heels. The expensive perfume that seemed to follow Hannah back to her own office like a secret. 
Her phone buzzed. A message from Cassandra.
My office. Five minutes. We need to talk strategy.
Hannah smoothed her pencil skirt, the same one Cassandra had complimented, and walked down the hall. Her heart beat faster than she cared to admit. When she entered, Cassandra was already pouring two glasses of red wine. The jacket was off again. The silk blouse clung to her athletic frame in the soft office lighting.
"I thought we might continue our discussion somewhere more comfortable," Cassandra said without preamble. She held out one glass. "After-work drinks. My treat. There's a quiet lounge two blocks away. It will allow us to lower the professional barriers a little. Get to know each other beyond the slides."
Hannah hesitated. Mark was expecting her home at a reasonable hour tonight. Yet refusing felt impossible under that steady gaze. "I suppose one drink couldn't hurt. To talk strategy."
Cassandra's smile was slow and satisfied. "Good girl. I knew you would see the value in it."
The phrase sent the same unwelcome spark through Hannah that she had felt in their last session. She took the glass, their fingers brushing. The contact was brief, but it left her skin tingling.
They walked to the lounge in silence at first. The city evening wrapped around them, cool air carrying the scent of rain on pavement. Cassandra moved with that same commanding grace, her auburn hair catching the streetlights. Hannah felt small beside her, despite being only a few inches shorter. The intimidation from the kickoff meeting had not faded. If anything, it had deepened into something more complicated.
The lounge was upscale and dimly lit. Dark wood booths offered privacy. Cassandra chose one in the back corner, sliding in first and patting the seat beside her rather than across. Hannah sat, conscious of the warmth of Cassandra's thigh only inches from her own.
Drinks arrived quickly. A rich cabernet for both of them. Cassandra raised her glass.
"To dismantling barriers," she said, her voice low and smooth. "And to you, Hannah. You have so much potential locked inside that polished exterior."
They clinked glasses. Hannah took a longer sip than she intended. The wine spread warmth through her chest almost immediately.
The conversation began professionally enough. They discussed the campaign's target demographics and messaging angles. But after the second round of drinks arrived, Cassandra shifted seamlessly into more personal territory.
"Tell me about your life outside these walls," she said, leaning closer. One elbow rested on the table, her chin propped on her hand. "You're married, yes? How long has that been?"
Hannah nodded, tracing the rim of her glass with one finger. "Seven years. Mark and I met in college. He's an accountant. Steady. Supportive of my career, mostly."
Cassandra's green eyes narrowed slightly, calculating. "Mostly? That sounds like there is a story there."
Hannah shrugged, the wine making her tongue looser than usual. "He worries I work too much. Says I bring the office home with me. But this promotion, it means everything. I can't slow down now."
The older woman nodded as if she understood perfectly. Her fingers drummed once against the stem of her glass. "And does he understand your needs? All of them?"
The question carried weight. Hannah felt heat rise to her cheeks. She took another sip to buy time. "What do you mean?"
Cassandra smiled, that teasing edge appearing again. "Come now. We are lowering barriers tonight. I mean in the bedroom, Hannah. Does he satisfy you? Does he see how much fire you keep banked behind that polite professional smile?"
Hannah's breath caught. No one had ever asked her so directly. She thought of her marriage bed, the routine encounters that left her staring at the ceiling afterward. Mark was kind. Gentle. But it had been months since she felt truly desired. Since she had felt anything close to the confusing sparks Cassandra kept igniting.
"It's... fine," she said finally. Her voice came out hesitant. "We are both busy. Sex is not the priority it once was. I have my career. He has his. It works."
Even as she said the words, they felt like a lie. Cassandra seemed to know it too.
"Fine," Cassandra repeated, tasting the word like bad wine. She shifted closer in the booth. Her knee pressed against Hannah's for a moment before pulling back. "A woman like you deserves more than fine. You have this beautiful body that clearly wants to be worshipped. Those curves in your skirts. The way your breasts press against your blouses when you get passionate about an idea. I noticed it the first day. I wonder if your husband still notices."
Hannah's flush deepened. The words should have offended her. Instead they sent a rush of heat straight between her legs. She crossed her ankles tightly, trying to ignore it. This was wrong. She was straight. Married. Yet Cassandra's frank appreciation felt like water on parched ground.
"He notices sometimes," Hannah admitted, her words tumbling out before she could stop them. "But it is quick. Predictable. I finish most nights wondering if that is all there is. Then I feel guilty for even thinking it. He is a good man."
Cassandra's hand moved then. The first non-professional physical contact. Her fingers rested lightly on Hannah's forearm, just above the wrist. The touch was warm, deliberate. Not quite a caress, but far more intimate than any mentor should offer. Hannah felt electricity shoot up her arm and across her chest. An unexpected flush bloomed across her skin, visible at her neckline. Her nipples tightened against her bra, and she prayed the dim lighting hid her reaction.
"Guilt is a wasted emotion," Cassandra murmured. Her thumb stroked once along Hannah's arm, slow and intentional. "Especially when it keeps you from what you truly crave. Your body is speaking to you, Hannah. I can see it in the way you react when I touch you. That pretty flush. The way your breath changes. Have you ever wondered what it might feel like to be touched by someone who understands your submissive tendencies? Someone who would take their time with you?"
Hannah could not look away from those piercing green eyes. The touch on her arm seemed to burn. She felt exposed, as if Cassandra could read every confused thought racing through her mind. The wine, the closeness, the probing questions about her unsatisfying sex life. It all combined into a dangerous cocktail.
"I do not have submissive tendencies," Hannah whispered. Even to her own ears it sounded unconvincing. "I am ambitious. I like control in my work."
Cassandra chuckled softly, but her hand remained on Hannah's arm. The stroke came again, longer this time, tracing up toward her elbow. "Control at work. Surrender in the bedroom. They are not mutually exclusive. In fact, I think you would bloom beautifully under the right guidance. Your husband may not see it, but I do."
Hannah's internal monologue spun wildly. This was just drinks. Just conversation. The flush was from the wine. The warmth between her thighs was nothing more than embarrassment. Yet she could not deny the intrigue taking root. Cassandra made her feel seen in a way Mark never had. Desired. The older woman's confidence was magnetic, pulling at something deep inside Hannah that she had never acknowledged.
She finally pulled her arm away, though the loss of contact felt strangely disappointing. "I should probably get home. Mark will wonder where I am."
Cassandra did not look disappointed. If anything, her expression suggested this was exactly the reaction she had expected. She signaled for the check with a graceful wave.
"Of course. Go home to your adequate marriage and your predictable nights. But think about what I said. About what your body is trying to tell you." She leaned in one last time as they stood, her lips close to Hannah's ear. "And wear something a little tighter tomorrow. I want to see those curves while we work."
Hannah left the lounge on unsteady legs. The night air cooled her flushed skin, but it did nothing to calm the storm inside. She hailed a cab rather than walking, needing to sit down. As the city lights streaked past the window, she replayed every word.
The way Cassandra had probed her marriage. The casual revelations about her unsatisfying sex life. That first deliberate touch on her arm that had triggered such an intense physical response. Hannah pressed her thighs together in the backseat, ashamed at how damp she felt.
This was dangerous territory. Cassandra was her mentor. A powerful lesbian who clearly enjoyed toying with her. Yet the intrigue refused to fade. Hannah found herself wondering what it would be like to surrender control, just once. To be touched with the confidence Cassandra exuded.
She shook her head sharply. No. She loved Mark. She was straight. This was simply the stress of the project and the wine talking. Tomorrow she would reestablish professional boundaries. Keep the barriers firmly in place.
Even as she thought it, Hannah knew the seeds had already been planted. They were taking root deep inside her, growing with every calculated word and lingering touch. When she finally crawled into bed beside her sleeping husband, her mind filled not with thoughts of him, but with piercing green eyes and the ghost of fingers on her arm.
Unsettled. Intrigued. And already craving the next encounter more than she dared admit.






  
  Chapter five
Intimate Relief


Hannah rubbed her temples as she stepped into Cassandra's office on Thursday evening. The Meridian campaign had consumed her waking hours for days. Her neck ached from hunching over her laptop and her shoulders felt like knotted rope. Mark had texted earlier asking when she would be home. She had replied with a vague soon that satisfied neither of them. 
Cassandra sat behind her desk in a crisp black blouse that accentuated her athletic build. Her auburn hair was pinned up neatly exposing the elegant line of her neck. Those piercing green eyes lifted and assessed Hannah in one sweeping glance.
"You look tense," Cassandra observed. Her voice carried that smooth commanding tone that always made Hannah stand a little straighter. "The stress is showing in your posture. This will not do if you intend to present to the clients next week."
Hannah offered a polite smile trying to ignore how her body responded to the older woman's attention. "It has been a long week. I will be fine after a hot bath at home."
Cassandra rose and circled her desk with deliberate steps. She stopped close enough for Hannah to catch the familiar jasmine and musk of her perfume. "A bath is inadequate. I have something far more effective. Stress relief massages. I offer them to my most promising mentees when the pressure builds. My private office is perfect for it. No interruptions. Complete discretion."
The suggestion hung in the air between them. Hannah's mind flashed to their after work drinks. The probing questions about her marriage. The casual touch on her arm that had left her flushed and confused for hours afterward. This felt like another step across an invisible line.
"I am not sure that is appropriate," Hannah said though her voice lacked conviction.
Cassandra's smile was patient and knowing. "It is professional support nothing more. Your body is a tool for your ambition Hannah. If it is tight and distracted you cannot perform at your best. Let me help you the way a proper mentor should. Take off your jacket and blouse. Keep your bra on if it makes you more comfortable. Then lie face down on my couch."
The instructions were delivered with such authority that Hannah found herself obeying before her doubts could solidify. She removed her tailored jacket and hung it on the back of a chair. Her fingers trembled slightly as she unbuttoned her silk blouse revealing a simple nude bra that cupped her full breasts. Cassandra watched openly appraising the fit build that Hannah maintained through occasional gym visits.
"Very good," Cassandra murmured. "Now lie down. I will lock the door so we are not disturbed."
Hannah stretched out on the leather couch. The material was cool against her skin at first but warmed quickly. She turned her head to one side resting her cheek on her folded arms. Her pencil skirt rode up slightly on her thighs but she resisted the urge to tug it down. This was just a massage. Professional support. Nothing that a straight married woman needed to fear.
She heard Cassandra moving behind her. The soft sound of a cabinet opening. The click of a bottle. Then the couch dipped as the older woman knelt beside her.
"I am going to use a light oil," Cassandra explained. "It will help my hands glide. Try to breathe deeply and let your thoughts quiet. Your only job is to receive."
Warm hands settled on Hannah's shoulders. The first touch sent a shiver through her. Cassandra's palms were strong and confident as they began working the tight muscles. Her thumbs pressed into the knots with perfect pressure circling slowly.
"You carry all your tension here," Cassandra said softly. "Right between your shoulder blades. Breathe for me Hannah. In through your nose. Out through your mouth."
Hannah obeyed. The combination of the wine colored oil scent and Cassandra's commanding voice began to unravel the tightness in her body. Those skilled fingers worked down her spine with methodical care. Each stroke felt deliberate and knowing.
"That feels incredible," Hannah admitted after several minutes. Her voice had grown softer already. "Where did you learn to do this?"
Cassandra chuckled low in her throat. Her hands never stopped moving. "I learned many things in my time climbing the corporate ladder. Some skills are more intimate than others. You respond beautifully by the way. Your skin flushes so prettily under my touch."
The compliment sent warmth spreading across Hannah's cheeks and down her neck. She told herself it was simply the effect of the massage. Blood flow. Nothing more. Yet as Cassandra's hands worked lower toward the small of her back Hannah became increasingly aware of her own body. The way her breasts pressed against the couch with each breath. The subtle shift of her hips as the tension released.
After twenty minutes Cassandra paused. "The skirt is restricting me. I need better access to your lower back and hips. Slide it up to your waist for me. Keep your panties on if you wish."
Hannah's heart rate quickened. This was testing boundaries but the relaxation had made her pliant. She reached back and tugged the pencil skirt up until it bunched around her waist. Her simple black panties were now exposed along with the smooth curves of her ass and thighs. She felt vulnerable yet strangely safe under Cassandra's guidance.
"Perfect," Cassandra praised. Her hands returned now slick with more oil. They worked the muscles along Hannah's lower back then boldly cupped the tops of her hips. The touch was firm and professional but the intimacy of it made Hannah's breath hitch.
The session grew progressively more intimate with each passing minute. Cassandra's fingers traced the line where Hannah's ass met her thighs. She kneaded the tension from the backs of her legs with long sweeping strokes. Hannah felt herself growing warmer. A confusing heaviness settled low in her belly.
"Your body is holding so much," Cassandra observed. Her voice had dropped to that intimate register that reminded Hannah of their drinks conversation. "Especially here." Her hands moved to Hannah's inner thighs just above the knees. "Married women often store their unspoken frustrations in the legs. All that unfulfilled need tightening the muscles."
Hannah's internal thoughts raced. She should stop this. She should pull her skirt down and leave. Yet the hands felt too good and Cassandra's words echoed the cracks in her sex life they had discussed before. Mark's predictable touch. The way she often lay awake afterward staring at the ceiling wondering if something was wrong with her.
"I suppose I have been stressed," Hannah whispered. Her voice sounded breathy even to her own ears.
Cassandra's hands slid higher. The strokes lengthened until her fingers approached the edge of Hannah's panties. Each pass brought her closer to more sensitive territory. Hannah's rationalizations spun faster. This was professional support. Cassandra was simply thorough. The growing warmth between her legs was merely circulation from the massage. Not arousal. She was not attracted to women.
Then it happened.
Cassandra's slick fingers brushed along Hannah's inner thigh and slipped just beneath the lace edge of her panties. The contact was light but unmistakable. Those strong fingers grazed the soft sensitive skin only inches from her pussy. A spark of confused arousal shot through Hannah like electricity. Her clit throbbed once hard enough to make her hips twitch involuntarily. A small sound escaped her throat before she could stop it.
She was wet. Unmistakably wet. The fabric of her panties clung slightly as her body responded to the touch.
"There," Cassandra murmured with satisfaction. She did not pull away immediately. Instead her fingers lingered tracing small circles on that inner thigh. "Your body is finally releasing. Feel how it responds when someone knows how to touch it properly? This is what I mean by relief Hannah."
Hannah's mind reeled. The physical response was undeniable. Her nipples had hardened against the couch. Her breathing had turned shallow. A slick warmth had gathered between her folds. Yet she clung desperately to her rationalizations. This was just the power of massage therapy. Endorphins. The relief of stress after long days at work. Cassandra was her mentor providing support. Nothing sexual was happening here.
"I think that is enough for our first session," Hannah managed to say. Her voice cracked slightly.
Cassandra withdrew her hands slowly. The loss of contact left Hannah feeling strangely bereft. She heard the older woman wipe her hands on a towel then felt a soft blanket drape over her exposed legs.
"You did very well," Cassandra said. The praise wrapped around Hannah like warm honey. "We will make this a regular practice. Twice a week at minimum. Your body needs consistent care if you are going to reach your full potential under my guidance."
Hannah sat up carefully keeping the blanket across her lap. Her blouse went back on with fumbling fingers. She avoided looking directly at Cassandra afraid the other woman would see the confusion in her eyes. The imprint of those fingers on her inner thigh still burned. The confused arousal still hummed through her veins.
"Thank you," she said politely. "It did help. My shoulders feel much looser."
Cassandra stepped closer. She reached out and tucked a strand of Hannah's brunette hair behind her ear. The gesture felt almost tender. "I am glad. Next time we will go deeper. There are more pressure points I want to explore. Ones that will release even more tension."
The promise in her words sent another flicker through Hannah. She stood on slightly unsteady legs and smoothed her skirt down. The fabric clung to her damp thighs reminding her of what she had felt.
As she walked back to her own office to collect her things Hannah repeated her rationalizations like a mantra. Professional support. Stress relief. Nothing inappropriate had occurred. Cassandra was simply helping her succeed. The physical response was natural. Any body would react to skilled touch after holding so much tension.
Yet when she finally reached her car in the parking garage Hannah paused before starting the engine. She pressed her fingers to her inner thigh where Cassandra's had been. The spot still tingled. Her pussy gave another soft throb at the memory.
She pulled her hand away quickly and gripped the steering wheel instead. Mark would be waiting at home. She would kiss him hello and try to forget the way her mentor's hands had made her feel. This was just a phase. The project stress playing tricks on her mind.
Even so as she drove into the night Hannah could not quite shake the sense that the boundaries between them had shifted once again. The massages would continue. And with them the slow unraveling of everything she thought she knew about herself.






  
  Chapter six
Guided Visualization


Hannah lay face down on the leather couch in Cassandra's private office her skirt once again bunched around her waist. The now familiar scent of massage oil filled the air as strong hands worked along her spine. Three sessions in four days had made this routine almost normal. Almost. The way Cassandra's fingers had grown bolder each time still sent confusing ripples through her body but Hannah repeated her usual rationalization. This was professional support. Nothing more. 
"Your muscles are responding well," Cassandra said her voice low and commanding. "But I sense deeper tension. The kind that lives in the mind not just the body. I think it is time to teach you a new technique. Something more powerful than massage alone."
Hannah turned her head slightly her cheek pressed against her folded arms. "What kind of technique?"
Cassandra's hands paused at the small of her back. "Hypnosis style relaxation. A guided visualization process I have perfected over years of mentoring. It will help you release the mental blocks that are holding you back. You will remain aware but your subconscious will open to my suggestions. Many of my most successful executives use it. Are you willing to try?"
The question carried an undercurrent of challenge. Hannah knew refusing would disappoint her mentor. She also knew the promotions she craved depended on performing at the highest level. "Yes. I am willing."
"Good girl." The praise sent that familiar warm flutter through Hannah's stomach. Cassandra wiped her hands and helped her sit up adjusting her skirt with casual authority. "Remove your blouse and bra this time. The skin to skin contact helps the process. Then lie on your back. Get comfortable."
Hannah hesitated only a moment before complying. Her fingers worked the buttons until her blouse slipped off. The bra followed exposing her firm breasts with their soft pink nipples. She felt exposed under Cassandra's steady green gaze but the older woman simply nodded in approval. Hannah lay back on the couch her head supported by a small pillow. The leather was warm from her body.
Cassandra dimmed the lights and pulled a chair close beside the couch. She sat with perfect posture her power suit jacket open to reveal the silk camisole beneath. "We will begin with breathing. Deep inhales through the nose. Slow exhales through the mouth. With each breath you will feel yourself sinking deeper into relaxation. Focus only on my voice. Nothing else matters."
Hannah closed her eyes and followed the instructions. The air moved in and out of her lungs in measured rhythm. Cassandra's voice wrapped around her like velvet guiding her down through layers of tension. She counted backward from ten each number pulling Hannah further into a calm focused state. Her body grew heavy. Her thoughts slowed.
"You are safe here," Cassandra murmured. "Completely open to my guidance. Your mind is like a blank canvas ready for new images. I want you to visualize a warm golden light starting at your toes. It moves upward slowly filling every part of you with peace and openness."
The visualization felt vivid in Hannah's relaxed state. She saw the golden light in her mind spreading through her calves her knees her thighs. When it reached the apex of her legs a subtle warmth bloomed there. Cassandra continued speaking layering in sensual elements so smoothly they seemed natural.
"Now imagine soft hands stroking that light deeper into your skin. Gentle at first. Then firmer. These hands know exactly what your body needs. They glide along your inner thighs parting them slightly. Feel how good it is to surrender to that touch. To let it awaken sensations you have ignored for too long."
Hannah's breath deepened. The described hands felt almost real against her skin. She knew on some level that Cassandra was embedding suggestions but the relaxation made resistance impossible. Her nipples tightened as the golden light reached her chest. Between her legs a slick heat gathered despite her efforts to stay detached.
"Good," Cassandra praised her tone laced with satisfaction. "Now picture a woman standing before you. Confident. Powerful. Her body is beautiful athletic with subtle curves that demand worship. You are drawn to her center. The soft wet folds that represent ultimate pleasure. Taste them in your mind Hannah. Let your tongue explore. Feel how that act fills you with purpose and desire. This is your safe place. Your source of power."
The visualization sharpened. In Hannah's mind the woman took on Cassandra's form. Sleek auburn hair. Piercing green eyes looking down with approval. The imagined taste was musky and sweet. Hannah's tongue actually moved slightly between her parted lips as she followed the guidance. Her pussy throbbed with confused arousal. She could feel moisture seeping onto her panties yet the relaxation kept her body still.
Cassandra continued for nearly twenty minutes embedding more sensual details. The slide of skin against skin. The sounds of soft moans. The satisfaction of pleasing another woman completely. Each image built on the last until Hannah's subconscious swam in them. When the session finally ended Cassandra brought her back up through the numbers with gentle commands.
Hannah opened her eyes slowly. The office seemed brighter than before. Her body felt both relaxed and strangely charged. Her breasts rose and fell with quick breaths and she was acutely aware of the dampness between her thighs. Cassandra watched her with that knowing smile.
"How do you feel?" the older woman asked.
"Relaxed," Hannah replied her voice breathy. "But also... energized somehow. The visualizations were very vivid."
Cassandra reached out and stroked her arm exactly where she had touched her during their drinks. "That is the point. Your mind is learning new pathways. We will practice this twice a week along with the massages. Soon it will feel completely natural. You did very well today Hannah. I am proud of how openly you received my guidance."
The praise landed deep. Hannah dressed quickly trying to ignore the persistent ache in her core. She left the office with polite thanks but her thoughts churned all the way home. The visualizations had featured a woman. Not just any woman but clearly Cassandra. She told herself it was only because her mentor was the one speaking. It meant nothing about her sexuality. She was straight. Married. This was simply stress relief.
That night after a quiet dinner with Mark she kissed him goodnight and climbed into bed early. Her husband had not initiated sex in weeks and she felt no urge to encourage it. Instead she lay in the dark replaying the session. Cassandra's voice seemed to echo in her mind. The golden light. The imagined touch. The taste.
Sleep claimed her gradually and the dream began.
In the dream Hannah found herself in Cassandra's office but the couch had become a large luxurious bed. She was naked. So was Cassandra. The older woman stood at the edge of the bed her athletic body illuminated by soft light. Her breasts were full and firm with dark nipples that begged for attention. But it was the space between her legs that drew Hannah's gaze. Smooth shaved lips slightly parted and glistening with arousal.
"Come here," dream Cassandra commanded her voice rich with desire. "On your knees. This is what you need."
Hannah crawled forward without hesitation. The scent of Cassandra's pussy filled her senses musky and sweet just as the visualization had promised. She pressed her face between those strong thighs and extended her tongue. The first taste exploded across her senses. Tangy. Addictive. She licked with growing eagerness exploring every fold and crevice. Cassandra's hands tangled in her shoulder length brunette hair guiding her.
"That's it," the dream woman moaned. "Worship my pussy Hannah. Show me how much you crave it. Deeper. Suck on my clit like the eager little lesbian you are becoming."
Hannah obeyed with desperate hunger. Her own pussy dripped onto the sheets as she devoured Cassandra. The taste consumed her. The power dynamic thrilled her. She felt herself changing in the dream surrendering her straight identity with every lick. Cassandra's thighs began to tremble. Her moans grew louder until she came hard flooding Hannah's mouth with sweet wetness.
"Good girl," Cassandra gasped in the dream. "You belong to me now. My perfect pussy worshipping slut."
The dream shifted. Suddenly Hannah was on her back with Cassandra straddling her face. The older woman's wet pussy ground against her mouth and nose smothering her in slick heat. Hannah licked frantically needing more. Needing everything. Her own orgasm built without any direct touch until she exploded in waves of pleasure that seemed to shake her entire body.
Hannah woke with a start her heart pounding. The bedroom was dark and quiet. Mark slept undisturbed beside her. But between her legs her pussy throbbed with real arousal. Her panties were soaked. Her nipples ached. The explicit dream lingered in vivid detail. She could still taste Cassandra on her tongue. Still feel the weight of her mentor's body pressing down.
She slipped quietly from the bed and padded to the bathroom. In the mirror her face looked flushed her eyes wide with confusion. This was the first explicit dream about Cassandra. Not some vague fantasy but a full sensory experience of licking her pussy. Worshipping her. Coming from it. The subconscious shift terrified her even as lingering desire pulsed through her veins.
Back in bed Hannah lay awake staring at the ceiling. Why had her mind created such vivid images? She had never been with a woman. Never wanted to. Yet the relaxation technique had planted seeds that were clearly taking root. Cassandra's guidance had been so smooth so natural. Those sensual visualizations had bypassed her defenses.
She pressed her thighs together seeking relief from the ache but it only heightened the sensation. One hand drifted down her stomach before she stopped herself. No. She would not touch herself thinking about another woman. About her mentor. About the taste of her in the dream.
Yet the questions would not stop. Was something wrong with her marriage? With her? Had she always carried these hidden desires or was Cassandra awakening something new? The confusion mixed with the lingering desire creating a storm in her chest. Part of her wanted to call in sick tomorrow and avoid the office entirely. Another part a growing part craved the next session. The next chance to hear that commanding voice guide her deeper.
Hannah rolled onto her side facing away from Mark. She could feel the wetness cooling against her skin. The dream had revealed a shift in her subconscious that could not be ignored. As sleep slowly claimed her again she wondered how much longer she could rationalize what was happening.
The seeds of dissatisfaction had grown into something far more dangerous. And Hannah was no longer certain she wanted them pulled out.






  
  Chapter seven
Business Trip Seduction


The hotel lobby gleamed with polished marble as Hannah followed Cassandra through the revolving doors. Their flight to Chicago had been delayed twice leaving both women exhausted but wired from travel. The Meridian client meeting was scheduled for nine the next morning. When the front desk clerk mentioned the only available option was the executive suite with a single king bed Hannah had frozen. 
Cassandra had simply smiled. "It will be fine. We are both professionals. The suite has a separate sitting area. Consider it part of your training in adaptability."
Now as they rode the elevator to the twenty eighth floor Hannah clutched her overnight bag tighter. The guided visualizations and massages had grown more frequent in the two weeks leading to this trip. Each session left her waking with damp panties and fragmented dreams of kneeling before Cassandra. She told herself the proximity meant nothing. She was here for the campaign. For her career. Mark had kissed her goodbye at the airport with his usual absent affection.
The suite was luxurious. A spacious living area opened into a bedroom dominated by the massive bed. Floor to ceiling windows overlooked the glittering city skyline. Cassandra set her bag down and stretched her tall athletic frame. Her power suit clung to her subtle curves after the long day.
"I need to change out of these clothes," Cassandra announced her green eyes locking onto Hannah. "And you are going to watch me do it. No turning away. No hiding behind your polite little excuses. Sit on the edge of the bed and keep your eyes on me."
Hannah's stomach flipped. "Cassandra I do not think..."
"Sit." The command cut through her protest like a blade. That tone left no room for argument. Hannah perched on the bed her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. Her heart hammered against her ribs as Cassandra kicked off her heels.
The older woman moved with deliberate grace unbuttoning her jacket first. It slid from her shoulders revealing a cream silk blouse that hugged her full breasts. Cassandra's fingers worked the buttons one by one her gaze never leaving Hannah's face. "You have been thinking about my body have you not? Those visualizations I planted in your mind. The dreams that follow them."
Hannah swallowed hard. How could Cassandra know about the dreams? The explicit ones where she buried her face between these very thighs. "They are just dreams. Stress from work."
Cassandra chuckled softly as her blouse joined the jacket on a nearby chair. Her bra was black lace barely containing her breasts. The smooth planes of her stomach flexed as she reached behind to unhook it. "Rationalizations. I expected better from you by now. Your resistance is cracking Hannah. I can see it in the way you look at me during our sessions. The way your thighs press together when I describe tasting a woman."
The bra fell away. Cassandra's breasts were perfect. Firm with dark nipples already tightened into peaks. Hannah could not look away even if she wanted to. The order had been clear. Her mouth went dry as Cassandra unzipped her skirt and let it pool at her feet. She wore matching black lace panties that clung to the mound of her pussy. A faint damp spot darkened the fabric at the center.
"Do you see what you do to me?" Cassandra stepped closer until she stood directly in front of Hannah. The scent of her perfume mixed with the subtle musk of her arousal. "Watch closely now."
She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slid them down her long legs. Her pussy came into view completely bare and visibly wet. The lips were swollen and parted slightly revealing the glistening pink interior. Hannah stared transfixed. This was the first time she had seen another woman like this up close. The sight sent a rush of heat straight to her own core.
Cassandra kicked the panties aside and stood naked before her. Tall athletic and utterly commanding. "Stand up. Take off your clothes as well. All of them. I want to see that pretty married body you keep hiding from what it truly wants."
Hannah's hands moved as if controlled by someone else. She rose and unbuttoned her blouse. Her bra followed. Her skirt and panties came next until she stood equally naked. Her fit build from occasional gym visits felt inadequate next to Cassandra's confidence. Her nipples were hard. A trickle of wetness had escaped down her inner thigh.
"Good girl." Cassandra took her hand and led her to the bed. They sat facing each other on the edge. The city lights cast soft patterns across their skin. "Your resistance is beginning to crack. I can see it in your eyes. You want to touch me. You need to know what it feels like. Ask me properly."
Hannah's breath came in short gasps. Her mind screamed that this was wrong. She had a husband waiting at home. She was straight. Yet the dream memories flooded back. The taste. The surrender. "Please. I want to touch you."
Cassandra's smile was predatory and pleased. She took Hannah's right hand in hers guiding it slowly between her own parted thighs. "Feel me. Right here. This is what a woman feels like when she is truly aroused. Not your husband's fumbling cock. This wet needy pussy."
Hannah's fingers made contact. The heat shocked her first. Cassandra's outer lips were silky soft and fever hot. Then her fingertips slid into the slick folds. Wetness coated them immediately. So much wetness. It was slippery and viscous coating her skin as Cassandra directed her hand to stroke up and down the length of her slit.
"That is it," Cassandra instructed her voice dropping into that hypnotic register from their sessions. "Feel how wet I am for you. My clit is right here. Circle it gently. Yes. Just like that. You are a natural at pleasing a woman Hannah. Your straight little marriage never prepared you for this did it?"
Hannah shook her head unable to speak. The tactile experience overwhelmed her. Cassandra's arousal coated her fingers completely. The texture was unlike anything she had felt before. Smooth. Hot. Infinitely inviting. She could feel the subtle throb of the older woman's pulse through the slick flesh. Her own pussy clenched hard in response aching to be touched.
Cassandra kept guiding her hand with firm pressure. "Push a finger inside me now. Feel how I grip you. This is what you have been craving in those dreams. My cunt welcoming you. Accepting your surrender."
Hannah obeyed. Her middle finger slid easily into the tight velvety heat. Cassandra's inner walls clenched around it immediately. The wetness increased as she began to move her finger slowly in and out. The sounds were obscene. Wet sucking noises that filled the quiet suite. Cassandra's breathing grew heavier but her control never wavered.
"Look at me while you finger me," she ordered. Their eyes locked. Hannah saw the raw desire there mixed with triumph. "Your resistance is cracking wide open now. You thought you were straight. You told yourself you loved your husband's cock. But right now your hand is buried in my pussy and you cannot stop. Can you?"
"No," Hannah whispered. Her voice was breathy and desperate. Tears pricked at her eyes from the intensity of the conflict inside her. Guilt over Mark warred with the addictive pull of Cassandra's body. The wetness on her hand felt like a brand marking her as changed. She added a second finger without being told stretching Cassandra slightly. The moan that earned her sent a thrill through her chest.
Cassandra's free hand came up to cup one of Hannah's breasts. Her thumb flicked across the nipple drawing a gasp from the younger woman. "Your body knows what it wants even if your mind is still fighting. Feel how soaked you are making me. This is power Hannah. Not the fake power you chase in the boardroom. This is real. The power of turning a straight married executive into my eager pussy worshipper."
She guided Hannah's hand faster. The heel of her palm pressed against Cassandra's clit with each thrust. Hannah could feel the older woman's thighs beginning to tremble. The wetness had dripped down her wrist now. The scent of arousal filled the space between them rich and heady.
"Do not stop," Cassandra commanded. "Make me come on your fingers. This is your first real taste of what you were born for."
Hannah pumped her fingers deeper curling them slightly the way she wished someone would do to her. Cassandra's pussy fluttered around her digits then clamped down hard. The older woman came with a low guttural moan her hips bucking against Hannah's hand. Fresh wetness flooded out coating everything. Hannah kept moving through the orgasm mesmerized by the power of it. By the way Cassandra's athletic body surrendered to the pleasure she was providing.
When it finally subsided Cassandra caught her breath and lifted Hannah's soaked hand to her lips. She sucked the fingers clean one by one her tongue swirling deliberately. The sight made Hannah's clit throb painfully.
"You did well for your first time," Cassandra said her voice husky. "But we are nowhere near finished. Lie back on the bed. I want you to watch me ride your face next. The trip is young and so is your training."
Hannah's resistance cracked further as she obeyed. The taste of Cassandra's pussy from the dream had been nothing compared to the real thing on her fingers. The wetness the heat the commanding voice. Everything was pulling her deeper. As Cassandra straddled her chest Hannah felt the last fragile pieces of her old identity beginning to splinter. The proximity of the shared suite had forced more than their bodies together. It had forced her to confront the truth growing inside her.
She wanted this. She needed it. And that realization both terrified and thrilled her as Cassandra's wet pussy descended toward her waiting mouth.






  
  Chapter eight
Caught and Kneeling


Hannah sat alone in her dimly lit office long after the rest of the floor had emptied. The business trip to Chicago had ended three days ago yet the memories refused to fade. Cassandra's naked body in the hotel suite. The slick heat of her pussy coating Hannah's fingers. The commanding voice that still echoed in her dreams. She had tried to return to normal. She had cooked dinner for Mark and let him fuck her in their predictable way two nights ago. But all she could think about was the taste she had been denied when exhaustion claimed them both that final night. 
Her hand trembled as she slipped it under her pencil skirt. The building was quiet. No one would know. She told herself it was just once. Just to take the edge off so she could focus on the revised campaign decks tomorrow. Her fingers found her panties already damp. She pulled the fabric aside and stroked her swollen clit in slow circles.
"Cassandra," she whispered to the empty room. Her mind filled with the image of her mentor's bare pussy. Those smooth lips parted and glistening. The way it had clenched around her fingers. The addictive scent that had lingered on her skin for hours afterward. Hannah dipped two fingers inside herself imagining they were exploring Cassandra instead. The wetness increased quickly. Her hips rocked against her hand as guilt and desire battled inside her chest.
She did not hear the door open.
"Well well. What do we have here?"
Hannah's eyes flew open. Cassandra stood in the doorway her tall athletic frame filling the space. She wore a tailored black suit that hugged her subtle curves. Her auburn hair caught the low light like fire. Those piercing green eyes locked onto Hannah's hand still buried beneath her skirt.
"I... I was just..." Hannah stammered pulling her hand free. Her fingers glistened with her own arousal. Heat flooded her face. She wanted to sink through the floor. This was private. A moment of weakness after days of fighting the pull.
Cassandra closed the door behind her and locked it with a soft click. "You were masturbating at your desk like a desperate little slut. And from the way you moaned my name I know exactly what you were thinking about. The trip cracked you open Hannah. Now your body is demanding what it truly needs."
She crossed the room with measured steps. Her heels clicked against the tile like a countdown. Hannah remained frozen in her chair unable to deny the evidence on her fingers or the wet spot darkening her panties. Cassandra stopped directly in front of her and lifted her chin with one finger forcing eye contact.
"Your resistance has officially failed. No more hiding behind your marriage or your straight identity. You are going to kneel for me right now and taste what you have been craving. Get on your knees."
The command sent a fresh wave of wetness between Hannah's thighs. She slid from the chair onto the floor. The carpet pressed into her knees as she knelt before her mentor. Cassandra towered above her exuding pure dominance. This was the moment Hannah had both feared and fantasized about since the guided visualizations began.
"Lift my skirt," Cassandra ordered her voice smooth and instructional. "Slowly. Show me how eager you are to worship."
Hannah's hands shook as she reached up and grasped the hem of the black skirt. She raised it inch by inch revealing toned thighs and then the black lace panties beneath. The scent hit her immediately. That same musky sweet aroma from the hotel suite only stronger now. A visible damp patch darkened the lace where Cassandra's arousal had soaked through.
"Look at you," Cassandra murmured with satisfaction. She threaded her fingers through Hannah's shoulder length brunette hair. "On your knees for another woman in your own office. Does your husband know his ambitious wife is about to become a pussy worshipping lesbian? Does he know how wet you get at the thought of my cunt on your tongue?"
Hannah whimpered. The words should have shamed her. Instead they fueled the fire between her legs. She leaned forward pressing her nose against the wet lace. The heat radiated against her face. Cassandra smelled divine. Addictive. Hannah inhaled deeply her rational mind fracturing further with each breath.
"Take them off with your teeth," Cassandra commanded. "No hands. Use that pretty mouth the way it was meant to be used."
Hannah obeyed without hesitation. She caught the waistband of the panties between her teeth and tugged downward. The lace scraped over Cassandra's hips then down her athletic legs. When they reached her ankles Cassandra stepped out of them gracefully. Her bare pussy hovered inches from Hannah's face. The lips were puffy and slick with arousal. Her clit peeked out swollen and begging for attention.
"This is your first real taste," Cassandra said guiding Hannah's head forward. "No more fingers. No more dreams. You are going to lick my pussy until I decide you have earned the privilege of stopping. Start with long slow strokes. Show me you understand your place."
The first contact sent electricity through Hannah's entire body. Her tongue met the warm wet folds and the flavor exploded across her senses. Tangy. Sweet. Intoxicating. Cassandra's arousal coated her tongue immediately. Hannah licked from the entrance upward savoring every drop. The taste was better than anything her mind had conjured in those secret masturbatory sessions. It sparked something deep inside her. An addiction that bloomed instantly and demanded more.
"Yes," Cassandra hissed her grip tightening in Hannah's hair. "Just like that. You were made for this. Feel how my pussy weeps for your tongue. You are not a marketing executive right now. You are my pussy worshipper. My eager little convert."
Hannah moaned into the wet flesh. The vibration drew a pleased groan from Cassandra. She grew bolder flattening her tongue to lap broadly across the entire slit. She circled the clit with the tip of her tongue then sucked it gently between her lips. More wetness flooded her mouth. She swallowed greedily chasing the taste that seemed to rewrite her very DNA.
Cassandra widened her stance giving better access. "Deeper now. Push your tongue inside me. Fuck me with it. Yes. Good girl. Your husband has never made you this hungry has he? His cock never tasted this good. This is what you were missing all those years."
The words sank into Hannah's mind as her tongue delved into the tight velvet channel. Cassandra's inner walls fluttered around her. The flavor intensified inside. Hannah fucked her with her tongue in steady thrusts matching the rhythm she had used with her fingers on the trip. Her own pussy throbbed untouched dripping down her thighs onto the carpet. She did not care. All that mattered was pleasing Cassandra. Drinking from her. Worshipping at the altar of her mentor's cunt.
Cassandra began to rock her hips grinding against Hannah's face. The movement smeared her juices across Hannah's cheeks nose and chin. The younger woman surrendered completely. She licked and sucked with increasing desperation. Her hands rose to grip Cassandra's firm ass pulling her closer. The addiction spark had become a flame. She needed this taste like she needed air.
"Look at me while you eat my pussy," Cassandra ordered breathlessly.
Hannah tilted her head back slightly. Their eyes met. Cassandra's green gaze burned with possessive triumph. Her athletic thighs trembled on either side of Hannah's head. The power dynamic was absolute. Hannah on her knees in her professional clothes with her face buried between another woman's legs. Cassandra fully in control directing every lick.
"You belong to me now," Cassandra continued her voice growing tighter as pleasure built. "Every morning you will wake up craving this taste. Every night you will dream of kneeling for me. Your marriage is already over. Your straight identity was always a lie. Say it against my cunt."
Hannah pulled back just enough to gasp the words. "I belong to you. My marriage is over. I am not straight." Then she dove back in sucking hard on Cassandra's clit. The addiction consumed her. She could not get enough of the slick folds the pulsing clit the endless flow of sweet tangy nectar.
Cassandra's moans grew louder. Her hips moved faster. "Make me come Hannah. Swallow every drop. This is your communion. Your new religion. Worship my pussy like the devoted slut you were always meant to be."
Hannah redoubled her efforts. Two fingers joined her tongue sliding easily into the soaked channel. She curled them upward seeking that sensitive spot while her lips sealed around the clit and sucked with rhythmic pressure. Cassandra's breathing turned ragged. Her thighs clamped around Hannah's head like a vice.
The orgasm hit like a storm. Cassandra cried out her powerful body shuddering as her pussy spasmed against Hannah's mouth. A fresh flood of wetness poured across her tongue. Hannah drank it all down moaning with pure bliss. The taste of Cassandra's climax sealed something inside her. The addiction was permanent now. She kept licking gently through the aftershocks cleaning every fold with reverent care.
Finally Cassandra stepped back. Her face was flushed but her expression remained commanding. Hannah remained on her knees lips swollen and shiny with pussy juice. She looked up with wide desperate eyes already missing the taste.
"The worship conditioning begins in earnest tonight," Cassandra said stroking her hair almost tenderly. "You will stay here on your knees for another hour. Every time I feel the urge you will service me. No hesitation. No guilt about that boring husband waiting at home. By the time you leave this office you will understand that my pussy owns you completely."
Hannah nodded eagerly. The spark had become an inferno. She leaned forward and pressed a soft kiss directly to Cassandra's slick lips. The taste lingered on her tongue like the finest drug. Her resistance had shattered entirely. As Cassandra guided her head back between her thighs Hannah felt the last fragments of her old life dissolve.
She was a pussy worshipper now. Cassandra's pussy worshipper. And nothing had ever felt more right.






  
  Chapter nine
Public Risk and Admission


The private dining room at Le Bernardin hummed with polite conversation and the clink of crystal glasses. Hannah sat rigidly between her husband Mark and Cassandra Moreau. The client dinner for the Meridian account had been planned for weeks. Two senior executives from the client company occupied the seats across from them laughing at one of Cassandra's perfectly timed jokes. Hannah wore a sleek black dress that hugged her curves. Underneath she had followed Cassandra's earlier text instruction. No panties. 
Her thighs pressed together under the heavy linen tablecloth. The worship conditioning from the past two weeks had reshaped her completely. She woke each morning with the taste of Cassandra's pussy on her mind. She stole moments in the office bathroom to lick her fingers and remember. Mark had noticed her distraction but she brushed it off as work stress. Tonight that lie felt paper thin.
Cassandra looked stunning in a deep emerald blouse that matched her eyes. Her auburn hair was swept up exposing the graceful column of her neck. She carried on business conversation with effortless charisma while her left hand rested casually on Hannah's knee beneath the table. The touch burned like a brand.
"You seem flushed darling," Mark whispered leaning close. His hand patted her arm in what he probably thought was a supportive gesture. "Everything okay? You have been distant since that Chicago trip."
Hannah forced a smile. "Just focused on the account. This is important."
His suspicion had been growing for days. The late nights. The way she showered immediately upon returning home. The new distance in their bed where she lay awake replaying every moment on her knees for Cassandra. He suspected something. He just did not know what.
Cassandra's hand slid higher under the tablecloth. Her fingers traced slow circles on the sensitive skin of Hannah's inner thigh. Hannah's breath hitched. She reached for her wine glass to cover the reaction. The client across from her was explaining quarterly projections but the words blurred into background noise.
"Relax," Cassandra murmured without looking at her. Her voice was pitched low enough that only Hannah could hear. "Keep your eyes forward. Smile. This is part of your training. Learning to need me even when the risk is this high."
The fingers moved higher. Hannah parted her legs slightly despite the scream of panic in her mind. Cassandra's fingertips brushed against her bare pussy. She was already wet. Shamefully soaked from the mere anticipation of her mentor's touch. One finger slid between her folds gathering moisture before circling her clit with maddening precision.
Hannah bit the inside of her cheek to stay silent. The public sexual act felt impossibly dangerous. Mark sat inches away discussing golf with the client's marketing director. The tablecloth hid everything yet the risk of discovery sent adrenaline surging through her veins. Cassandra's finger pressed firmer against her clit stroking in tight practiced circles.
"You are dripping onto my hand," Cassandra whispered during a lull in the conversation. She slipped one finger inside Hannah's pussy curling it upward to stroke her inner walls. "Your cunt knows who owns it now. Not the man beside you. Not that inadequate cock waiting at home. Me."
Hannah's hips jerked involuntarily. She covered it by adjusting her napkin. The finger inside her thrust slowly in and out. A second joined it stretching her. The wet sounds were faint but to Hannah they seemed deafening. She could smell her own arousal mixing with the scent of roasted duck and expensive wine. Her nipples hardened against her dress. The conflict inside her intensified until she felt she might shatter.
Mark glanced at her again. His brow furrowed. "Hannah you are sweating. Do you need some air?"
"I am fine," she managed. Her voice came out breathy. Cassandra chose that moment to grind the heel of her hand against Hannah's clit while her fingers pumped deeper. Pleasure spiked hard. Hannah gripped the edge of the table fighting the urge to moan.
Cassandra smiled at the clients as if nothing were happening. "Hannah has been instrumental in this campaign. Her dedication is truly impressive. She has learned to prioritize what matters most." Her fingers curled again hitting that perfect spot inside. "Haven't you Hannah? Tell them how committed you are."
The clients looked at her expectantly. Mark stared with growing concern. Cassandra's fingers never stopped their relentless assault. The pressure built rapidly. Hannah was going to come at this table surrounded by her husband and important clients. The humiliation and thrill twisted together until she could barely think.
"I am completely committed," she gasped. "To the campaign. To... to what matters most."
Cassandra's thumb joined the torture pressing directly on her swollen clit. The orgasm crashed over Hannah without warning. She clenched around the invading fingers biting her lip hard enough to draw blood. Her thighs trembled violently under the table. Waves of pleasure rolled through her as Cassandra continued stroking drawing out every shudder. Fresh wetness flooded her mentor's hand and dripped onto the expensive carpet beneath.
Mark's eyes narrowed. He could see the flush on her neck. The way her chest heaved. He said nothing but the suspicion in his gaze deepened. Later there would be questions. Tension. Perhaps accusations. The marriage that had once felt safe now seemed like a cage tightening around her.
When the climax finally subsided Cassandra withdrew her fingers slowly. She brought her hand above the table and casually lifted her napkin to dab at her lips. Only Hannah saw her slip those glistening fingers into her mouth for a brief second. The sight sent another helpless throb through Hannah's spent pussy.
The dinner continued. Hannah sat in a haze of lingering pleasure and growing dread. Mark kept glancing at her. His hand found her knee once but she flinched away without meaning to. He withdrew hurt and confused. The internal conflict raged hotter than ever. She loved him. Or at least she had. Yet the addiction to Cassandra's touch her taste her control had burrowed so deep that everything else felt faded and distant.
After dessert Cassandra suggested the women excuse themselves to the powder room. The clients nodded politely. Mark watched them go with unmistakable wariness. In the elegant restroom Cassandra locked the door behind them and pushed Hannah against the marble counter.
"Now for your admission," she said her green eyes blazing with possessive hunger. She hiked Hannah's dress up to her waist and slid her fingers back between her legs. "Tell me what you crave Hannah. Say it out loud while I finger your married cunt. Be explicit. No more hiding."
Hannah's head fell back against the mirror. Cassandra's fingers entered her again three this time stretching her deliciously. The wet squelching sounds echoed off the tiles. "I crave... I crave pussy."
"More," Cassandra demanded pumping harder. Her thumb worked Hannah's clit with ruthless efficiency. "Compare it to cock. Tell me which you need more. Extract the truth from your own lips."
The words tumbled out between desperate moans. "I crave pussy over cock. God help me but I do. Mark's cock feels like nothing now. It never satisfied me. Your pussy Cassandra. Your taste. Your wetness on my tongue. I need it. I am addicted to it. I would risk everything just to kneel and worship you again."
Cassandra kissed her hard claiming her mouth with the same authority she claimed everything else. Her fingers drove deeper curling perfectly. "Again. Louder."
"I crave pussy over cock," Hannah cried out. The confession tore from her soul. "I do not want his cock anymore. I want your cunt on my face. I want to taste you while he waits at home like the clueless husband he is. Please. I am yours."
The second orgasm hit harder than the first. Hannah's knees buckled. Only Cassandra's strong arm around her waist kept her upright. She came with a strangled sob her pussy spasming wildly around those invading fingers. The admission had cost her something vital. The last threads connecting her to her old life had snapped.
Cassandra withdrew her hand and fed the slick fingers to Hannah's mouth. She sucked them clean with desperate hunger tasting herself and her mentor's touch combined. When it was done Cassandra smoothed her dress and smiled with dark satisfaction.
"Good girl. Your husband suspects something now. Let him. The tension will only push you further into my arms. By the time this campaign ends you will have abandoned that marriage completely. For me. For my pussy. For the worship you were born to give."
They returned to the table separately. Mark said little for the remainder of the evening. His eyes flicked between them with clear suspicion. In the car on the way home the tension escalated exactly as Cassandra had predicted.
"What the hell is going on with you?" he demanded gripping the steering wheel tighter. "You were practically panting during dinner. And the way that woman looks at you. Are you having an affair Hannah? With her? A woman?"
Hannah stared out the window at the passing city lights. Her pussy still throbbed from Cassandra's fingers. The taste of her own arousal lingered on her tongue. The internal conflict had become a hurricane. She felt guilty for hurting him. She felt terrified of losing her career and her life as she knew it. Yet beneath it all burned the undeniable truth.
She craved pussy. She craved Cassandra. And no amount of husbandly suspicion or marital tension could extinguish that fire now.
"It is complicated," she said quietly. Her voice shook. "I am complicated. Things are changing Mark. I do not know how to stop it."
He slammed his hand against the wheel. The argument continued all the way home growing uglier with every block. Hannah endured it with downcast eyes. Part of her wept for the marriage she was destroying. The larger part already ached for tomorrow. For the next time she could kneel. For the next taste that would drown out all this guilt and conflict.
Cassandra had won. The public risk had forced the admission. And Hannah's old life was crumbling faster than she could contain.






  
  Chapter ten
Full Conversion


Hannah stood outside the door of Cassandra's luxury apartment with a single suitcase at her feet. The weekend bag contained everything she had chosen to bring from her old life. A few clothes. Her laptop. The wedding ring she could no longer wear. She had left Mark a letter on the kitchen table explaining that she was no longer the woman he had married. The guilt had torn at her for days but the pull toward Cassandra proved stronger. This final weekend of total immersion would complete what had begun in that first high stakes meeting. 
The door opened. Cassandra stood there in a silk robe that clung to her athletic frame. Her auburn hair flowed loose over her shoulders and her green eyes sparkled with possessive triumph. "You came. I knew you would. Leave your old life at the threshold Hannah. Step inside as my devotee."
Hannah crossed into the apartment. The space was breathtaking. Floor to ceiling windows overlooked the city. Modern art decorated the walls. A large circular bed dominated the main room designed specifically for the rituals to come. She set her suitcase down and turned to face the woman who now owned her completely.
"I left him," she said softly. Her voice carried both sorrow and relief. "The letter explained enough. My marriage is over. I belong here with you this weekend. For the training. For everything."
Cassandra smiled and cupped her cheek. "Good girl. This is your final weekend of immersion. By Sunday night there will be no turning back. You will beg for my pussy with perfect desperation. You will complete the worship rituals. And then you will declare your new truth in public. Remove your clothes. All of them. Kneel in the center of the room and wait for instruction."
Hannah obeyed quickly. Her hands shook with anticipation as she shed her blouse and skirt. The bra and panties followed until she knelt naked on the soft rug. Her fit body trembled slightly. Her nipples had already hardened. Between her legs her pussy grew wet from the mere act of submission.
Cassandra let the robe fall open revealing her naked form underneath. She approached slowly letting Hannah drink in the sight of her full breasts and smooth athletic thighs. The scent of her arousal was already present. She stopped with her pussy inches from Hannah's upturned face.
"The face sitting and begging training begins now," she announced. Her tone was commanding yet instructional. "You will learn to plead for every taste. To show me true devotion. Tonight we start with extended sessions. I will sit on your face for as long as I wish. Your only purpose is to breathe when allowed and to worship when commanded. Begin your begging."
Hannah's heart raced. The conditioning from previous encounters had prepared her for this moment. "Please Cassandra. Let me worship your pussy. I need to taste you. I left my husband for this. I abandoned everything because I crave you more than air. Please sit on my face and use me."
Cassandra's eyes darkened with pleasure. She turned and lowered herself onto Hannah's waiting mouth in one smooth motion. The warm wet folds of her pussy settled completely over Hannah's lips and nose. The weight was perfect. The taste exploded across Hannah's tongue immediately. That now familiar tangy sweetness that had sparked her addiction weeks ago.
"Lick," Cassandra ordered settling her full weight down. "Long deep strokes. Show me you understand your new purpose in life."
Hannah extended her tongue and dragged it from the entrance of Cassandra's cunt all the way up to her clit. She repeated the motion again and again savoring every drop of wetness that coated her face. The world narrowed to the slick heat above her. Cassandra's thighs framed her head like pillars of possession. The older woman rocked slowly grinding her pussy against Hannah's eager mouth.
The first extended session lasted nearly thirty minutes. Cassandra would lift occasionally to let Hannah gasp for air before settling down again. Each time she did Hannah begged anew. "Please do not stop. I need your pussy. I need to drown in it. My marriage meant nothing compared to this."
Cassandra moaned with approval. "Your tongue has improved so much. You were born for this worship. Deeper now. Fuck me with it. Yes. Just like that my perfect little convert."
Hannah drove her tongue inside the tight channel tasting the source of the addictive nectar. She could feel Cassandra's walls fluttering around her. The scent filled her lungs. The juices coated her cheeks and chin. She felt utterly used and completely fulfilled. When Cassandra finally came the orgasm was powerful. Her thighs clamped down hard and a fresh flood of wetness poured into Hannah's mouth. She swallowed every drop with grateful moans her own untouched pussy throbbing with need.
That was only the beginning. The weekend unfolded as a continuous ritual of face sitting and begging. They moved to the circular bed where Cassandra could ride her face in different positions. Sometimes she faced forward gripping Hannah's hair like reins. Other times she faced backward so her firm ass pressed down smothering Hannah completely. Each session grew longer. Each time Hannah's begging became more desperate and poetic.
"Please Cassandra let me live between your legs," she pleaded during the Saturday morning session. Her voice was hoarse from use yet filled with genuine need. "I do not want my old life back. I want to wake up every day with the taste of your cunt on my tongue. I am your pussy worshipper. Nothing else matters."
Cassandra rewarded her with extended grinding. She reached back and spread her own cheeks so Hannah's tongue could explore every intimate inch. The tight pucker of her ass received attention as well and Hannah licked it with the same devotion she gave the dripping pussy above. The tastes and smells blended into a symphony of submission that erased any remaining doubts.
By Saturday night the rituals had transformed Hannah completely. She no longer thought of Mark except as a distant memory. Her internal conflict had resolved into pure devoted craving. Cassandra noticed the shift and smiled with dark satisfaction.
"One final training session before we go out," she said pulling Hannah toward the bed again. "This time you will beg while I deny you. No licking until I hear true surrender in your voice."
Hannah knelt once more. Cassandra stood above her holding her head back so she could only stare at the glistening pussy she desired. "Please. I beg you. I have abandoned my marriage for you. I have left my husband to become your full time worshipper. I crave your pussy more than food or water or respectability. Let me taste you again. I will do anything. I will declare it to the world if you wish."
Cassandra's eyes lit with triumph. "Anything?"
"Yes. Anything. I am yours completely."
Only then did Cassandra lower herself again. This face sitting session was the longest and most intense. She rode Hannah's face for nearly an hour alternating between slow sensual grinds and urgent forceful thrusts. Hannah licked and sucked and worshipped through it all. When the final orgasm came Cassandra cried out in release flooding Hannah's mouth until she could barely breathe. The younger woman came untouched simply from the honor of serving. The addiction was total. The conversion complete.
On Sunday evening Cassandra dressed her in a revealing black dress that left little to the imagination. "We are going to The Velvet Rope. It is an exclusive lesbian club. There you will make your public declaration. You will announce your complete devotion for everyone to witness. This seals your transformation Hannah. There is no going back after tonight."
The club pulsed with deep bass music and colored lights. Women of all ages danced and flirted in the dim interior. Heads turned as Cassandra led Hannah through the crowd with a possessive hand on the small of her back. They stopped at the central bar where a group of elegant lesbians recognized Cassandra immediately.
"This is Hannah," Cassandra announced loudly enough for the nearby patrons to hear. "My latest conversion. She was a straight married marketing executive until I awakened her true nature. Tonight she has something to say."
Hannah's heart pounded but the weekend's immersion had prepared her. She climbed onto a small platform near the bar so everyone could see. The crowd quieted with anticipation. She looked at Cassandra who nodded with encouraging dominance.
"My name is Hannah Whitaker," she began her voice gaining strength. "Until recently I was married to a man. I thought I was straight. I thought my career and my conventional life were enough. Then Cassandra Moreau showed me the truth. I crave her pussy more than anything in this world. I have left my husband. I have abandoned my marriage. I am a pussy worshipper now. Cassandra's pussy worshipper. I beg to serve her every day. I belong to her completely. This is my public declaration. I am converted. I am hers."
The club erupted in applause and cheers. Women raised their glasses in celebration. Cassandra stepped onto the platform and claimed Hannah in a deep possessive kiss. Her hands roamed openly over Hannah's body for all to see. When they parted Cassandra addressed the crowd.
"She has completed her training. The worship rituals are now part of her daily existence. Watch her devotion."
Right there in the club Cassandra guided Hannah to her knees. The platform gave everyone a clear view. Hannah lifted Cassandra's short dress with reverent hands. Underneath her mentor wore nothing. The bare pussy that now ruled Hannah's life glistened with arousal. Without hesitation Hannah pressed her face forward and began to lick with open shameless hunger.
The taste flooded her senses once more. She no longer cared who watched. This was her truth. Her new identity. She licked long and deep savoring every fold every drop. Cassandra moaned above her fingers tangled in Hannah's hair. The crowd cheered and whistled some women touching themselves as they witnessed the public display.
Hannah poured every lesson from the weekend into her worship. Her tongue circled the clit then plunged inside. She sucked gently on the swollen lips. She moaned her devotion into the wet flesh so the vibrations added to Cassandra's pleasure. When the orgasm came Cassandra held her head firmly in place letting the entire club see how completely Hannah drank down her release.
Afterward Cassandra pulled her up and kissed her again tasting herself on Hannah's lips. "You are fully converted now. No more hiding. No more husband. You will move into my apartment. You will serve me at work and at home. Your career will flourish under my guidance but only as my devoted pussy worshipper."
Hannah nodded with tears of overwhelming joy in her eyes. The final weekend had stripped away every pretense. The face sitting and begging had conditioned her soul. The public declaration had sealed her transformation. She felt no conflict now. Only pure addicted devotion.
As they left the club together hand in hand Hannah glanced back once at her old life. It held no appeal. The ambitious straight married woman was gone. In her place walked a confident pussy worshipping lesbian who knew exactly what she needed.
Cassandra leaned close and whispered in her ear. "When we get home you will kneel again. The training never truly ends. But now it is simply your life."
Hannah smiled and pressed closer to her owner. "Yes please. I am ready for forever."
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