
        
            
                
            
        

    

TAKEN BY A BIG BALD DYKE 1: Evelyn and Dee


Hannelore Bella




 
Deandra Reid stepped through the grand entrance of the Women in Collegiate Sports Conference at the International Convention Center in Kansas City, her heart pounding with a mix of exhilaration and trepidation. This would be the first time she

 
’

 
d be attending an event like this as a coach and not a college player. She felt an added responsibility to represent her alma mater and current employer, the University of Kansas. As a player for the very successful volleyball program, she was a strong advocate for the viability and visibility of women

 
’

 
s sports and now that she was a mentor and coach charged with bringing up a new generation of women athletes to the fore, that responsibility felt even more heavy and important. This weighed on her mind as she looked out over the huge convention space. Her worry was lifted slightly when she took in the sight of so many empowered and athletic women milling about, shaking hands, laughing and smiling. All of the women here had the same goal as her. She wasn

 
’

 
t alone. There were many kindred spirits to be found in this crowd.









 
She was almost actually excited by the time she started making her way across the huge convention floor toward the registration booths. The polished marble floors gleamed under the overhead lights, reflecting the vibrant banners that adorned the space—bold slogans celebrating female empowerment danced above her head. After she passed through the registration booth, she put the lanyard with her nametag around her neck and smoothed down her blazer, a familiar gesture that helped anchor her amidst the chaos. The tailored jacket hugged her athletic frame, accentuating the strength in her shoulders—a testament to years of powerful serves and blocks on the volleyball court. Beneath the blazer, a fitted floral dress whispered against her skin, its delicate pattern a stark contrast to the solid, professional outer layer. The dress, with its sweetheart neckline, offered a tantalizing glimpse of her collarbone and taut upper body, while the hem fell just above her knees, revealing toned calves sculpted by countless hours of training.









 
On her feet, Deandra had opted for a pair of nude pumps with a modest heel. The shoes were a perfect compromise between style and comfort, allowing her to navigate the expansive convention floor with ease while still adding a touch of elegance to her ensemble. The leather was butter-soft against her skin, molding to her feet as if they'd been custom-made for her, something she greatly appreciated after so long-running and jumping on them during her playing career.









 
After the opening remarks concluded in the main hall of the convention center, Deandra rose with the rest of the attendees and began filing toward the exit of the large hall back onto the convention floor. She was unaware that she had caught the eye of a tall, broad-shouldered woman a few rows behind her. She moved innocently with the throng of athletic women to the exit, unaware that the woman with her gaze now locked on the back of her head was about to upend everything for her.









 
Deandra stepped out of the crowded session hall, her pulse still thrumming with the energy of the speeches that had ignited a fire within her. The polished marble floors felt cool beneath her as she moved into the sunlit networking area, where clusters of women gathered in conversation. She took a deep breath, allowing the mingling scents of coffee and floral perfumes to envelop her, grounding her momentarily before she was swept back into the current of excitement.









 
“Deandra Reid, right? Oh wow, I thought that was you!" said a deep, husky-sounding woman

 
’

 
s voice behind her. She turned to see a tall, slightly overweight bald woman grinning and holding a large hand out to her. Deandra was struck by the intensity of the piercing gaze of the strange woman moving toward her. Those sharp eyes seemed to see right through her, stripping away layers of carefully constructed composure. She took the offered hand, feeling calluses and strength in the woman

 
’

 
s grip.









 
"Yes, that's me," Deandra managed, her voice steadier than she felt.









 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s an honor to be shaking your hand, Deandra. Truly.” the woman said.

 
“

 
My name is Evelyn Hart and I'm a big fan of your work on the volleyball court."









 
Deandra felt a flush creep up her neck at the praise. "Thank you, that's very kind," she replied, withdrawing her hand from Evelyn's lingering grip. There was something unsettling about the intensity of the older woman's gaze, a hunger that made Deandra's skin prickle with awareness. She took a step back and took in the full visage of the tall woman standing over her.









 
Deandra's eyes traced the contours of Evelyn's imposing figure, taking in every detail with a mixture of fascination and unease. Evelyn stood nearly a head taller than Deandra, her broad shoulders and slightly overweight build giving her a commanding presence that seemed to dominate the space around them. Her bald head gleamed under the conference hall lights, smooth and striking, drawing attention to the sharp angles of her face.









 
Evelyn's eyes were perhaps her most arresting feature - dark and piercing, they seemed to bore into Deandra with an intensity that made her breath catch. Those eyes held a glimmer of something dangerous, a predatory gleam that sent a shiver down Deandra's spine. High cheekbones and a strong jaw lent Evelyn's face a masculine edge, softened only slightly by the fullness of her lips, which were curled into a knowing smirk.









 
Evelyn's attire perfectly straddled the line between masculine and feminine. She wore a beautifully tailored charcoal suit, the jacket cut to emphasize her curves while maintaining a powerful silhouette. A crisp white shirt peeked out from beneath, open at the collar to reveal a hint of the woman

 
’

 
s impressive cleavage, a jarring contrast given the more

 
“

 
butch” look she flaunted. Instead of a tie, a delicate silver chain adorned her neck, adding a touch of softness to the ensemble.









 
Evelyn stepped to Deandra again, closing the gap the younger woman had created when she stepped back. "You know, during your playing days, I always admired the way you moved on the court. Such grace, such power." Her voice dropped lower, almost a purr. “Makes a body wonder if that grace and power were retained…off the court.”









 
Deandra's eyes widened at the blatantly suggestive comment. She opened her mouth to respond, but before she could form words, Evelyn's hand was on her lower back, fingers splayed possessively. The touch sent a jolt through Deandra's body, equal parts shock and an unfamiliar thrill.









 
"I... I'm not sure what you mean," Deandra stammered, acutely aware of the warmth of Evelyn's palm through the thin fabric of her blazer.









 
Evelyn's lips curled into a predatory smile, her eyes never leaving Deandra's face. "Oh, I think you do," she murmured, her fingers tracing a slow circle on Deandra's back. "I can see it in your eyes, Deandra. That spark of curiosity, that hunger for something... more."









 
Deandra felt her breath hitch, caught between the urge to pull away and a strange, magnetic pull toward this enigmatic woman. The bustling conference faded into the background, leaving just the two of them in a bubble of charged tension.









 
“

 
You…you don

 
’

 
t know me.” she managed to stammer out, moving against Evelyn

 
’

 
s hand on her back but unable to escape the woman

 
’

 
s warm touch.









 
Evelyn's smile widened, her eyes glinting dangerously. "Perhaps not yet, my dear. But I'd very much like to." Her hand slid lower, fingertips barely grazing the curve of Deandra's hip. "I find you... utterly fascinating."









 
Deandra's heart raced, her skin tingling where Evelyn touched her. She knew she should step away, should put a stop to this inappropriate encounter, but something kept her rooted to the spot, a heady mix of fear and exhilaration coursing through her veins.









 
"I'm engaged," Deandra blurted out, her voice barely above a whisper. "To a man. I'm not... I don't..."









 
Evelyn chuckled, the sound low and rich. "Oh, Deandra. All women are at least a little queer. Some just haven't realized it yet." She leaned in close, her breath hot against Deandra's ear. "Like you never groped or fooled around with any of your teammates? You can

 
’

 
t tell me those short tight short shorts you all were prancing around in weren

 
’

 
t at all…tempting?”









 
Deandra felt her cheeks flush crimson, a wave of heat washing over her body. Evelyn's words stirred up long-buried memories - fleeting touches in locker rooms, lingering glances, the electric thrill of bodies pressed close during celebratory hugs. She swallowed hard, trying to banish the images from her mind.









 
"I-I don't know what you're talking about," Deandra stammered, her voice trembling. But even as she denied it, she felt a flutter low in her belly, an unfamiliar ache blooming between her thighs.









 
Evelyn's hand slid lower, fingertips grazing the curve of Deandra's ass just barely. The touch was so light that Deandra thought later maybe she imagined it. She was suddenly hyperaware of how close this strange woman was to her and she found herself rigidly frozen, the public setting keeping her from making a scene and telling this overstepping woman to fuck off.









All of a sudden, the intimidating Evelyn stepped back and pushed Deandra off of her touch. She smiled down at the flushed girl and adjusted her jacket, assuming a more professional demeanor.

 
“

 
Well, perhaps not.” she said in a more appropriate tone.

 
“

 
But either way, I am very glad to have connected with you here. It

 
’

 
s rare to get to meet a star athlete after she graduated, and I just needed to let you know you made quite an impression on me as a player.”









 
Deandra stared up at her, still flushed and frazzled, the sudden change totally jarring. She blinked rapidly, trying to regain her composure as Evelyn's demeanor shifted so abruptly. Her heart was still racing, her skin tingling where Evelyn's fingers had grazed moments before. She cleared her throat, struggling to find her voice.









 
"I... thank you," she managed, her words coming out breathier than she intended. "It's always nice to meet a fan."









 
Evelyn's smile widened, a predatory glint still visible in her eyes despite her now-professional stance. "Oh, I'm much more than just a fan, Deandra. As you will see soon enough.”









 
Deandra nodded numbly, her mind reeling. She needed to get away, to process what had just happened. "I should go," she said quickly. "I have a... a session to attend."









 
"Of course," Evelyn purred, reaching into her jacket pocket and producing a sleek business card. She pressed it into Deandra's hand, her fingers lingering a moment too long. "Here

 
’

 
s my number. You

 
’

 
re going to text me later, and we

 
’

 
re going to get to know each other over coffee. I assume you

 
’

 
re staying at the convention center hotel, no way you

 
’

 
re driving back to Lawrence every night, yes?”









 
Deandra

 
’

 
s eyes went wide again. The woman wasn

 
’

 
t giving her a choice in the matter, was she? She balked at the social overstepping but was unable to find the words to tell this creepy lady to leave her alone, her instinct to be polite and avoid confrontation taking over.

 
“

 
Er uh, okay, I will text you later. Yes I

 
’

 
m staying at the hotel.” she finally stammered as she pulled her hand away from Evelyn

 
’

 
s.









 
"Excellent," Evelyn purred, her eyes glinting with satisfaction. "I'll be eagerly awaiting your message, Deandra. Don't keep me waiting too long."









 
With that, Evelyn turned and strode away, leaving Deandra rooted to the spot, her mind whirling. The business card felt heavy in her hand, like a dangerous promise. She glanced down at it, noting the embossed letters that spelled out "Evelyn Hart, Executive Consultant" along with a phone number.









 
Deandra's legs felt weak as she stumbled towards the nearest restroom, desperate for a moment of privacy. Once inside, she leaned against the cool tile wall, her breath coming in short gasps. What had just happened? How had a simple conversation at a professional conference turned into... whatever that was?









 
She caught sight of her reflection in the mirror and barely recognized herself. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes wide and bright. There was a wildness about her appearance that both thrilled and terrified her. Deandra splashed some cold water on her face, trying to calm her racing heart.









 
As she dried her hands, her engagement ring caught the light. Guilt washed over her in a sickening wave. See, she knew that deep down, she hadn

 
’

 
t just been embarrassed and weirded out by that strange woman being way too close in her personal space, for reasons she couldn

 
’

 
t even comprehend, she found herself inexplicably aroused after that encounter, and there was so much wrong with that she didn

 
’

 
t even want to acknowledge it in the conscious part of her mind.









 
Deandra took several deep breaths, focusing on the cool porcelain of the sink beneath her palms. She closed her eyes, willing her heartbeat to slow and the flush to fade from her cheeks. Gradually, the roaring in her ears subsided, replaced by the gentle hum of the bathroom's ventilation system and the distant chatter of conference attendees beyond the door.









 
"Get it together, Reid," she muttered to herself. "You're here as a professional."









 
With trembling fingers, she reapplied her lipstick, the familiar berry shade a comforting mask of composure. She ran a hand through her honey-blonde waves, taming any flyaways. The simple act of grooming herself helped settle her nerves, like donning armor for battle.









 
As she exited the restroom, Deandra's steps grew more confident. The bustle of the conference enveloped her once more - the chatter of attendees, the rustle of promotional materials, the occasional burst of laughter. She allowed the jovial, supportive atmosphere to distract her from that strange encounter as she headed to the next panel on her convention schedule.









 
Deandra found herself increasingly distracted as the day wore on. The conference sessions blurred together, her notes becoming sparse and disjointed. During breaks, she caught herself scanning the crowd, both dreading and anticipating another glimpse of Evelyn's imposing figure. The memory of their encounter replayed in her mind, each time more vivid than the last.









 
During a panel on mentorship in women's sports, Deandra's gaze drifted to the speaker's hands, remembering the feeling of Evelyn's strong grip. She imagined those hands on her body, trailing fire across her skin, and a shiver ran down her spine. By lunchtime, Deandra's nerves were frayed. She sat alone at a high-top table, picking at a salad she couldn't taste. The cacophony of the dining hall faded to a dull roar as she stared at her phone, Evelyn's number having been typed on the screen from the card.









 
Her thumb hovered over the keypad, trembling slightly. She bit her lip, the berry lipstick leaving a faint stain on her teeth that made the accomplished twenty-six-year-old look much more juvenile than her age and status.









 
Deandra's heart raced as she stared at the phone screen, Evelyn's number taunting her. With a shaky breath, she began to type:









 
"Hi Evelyn, this is Deandra from the conference. I hope you're having a good day."









 
Her finger hovered over the send button. Was this really happening? Was she actually going to text this woman who had so brazenly invaded her personal space? Who had stirred up feelings she didn't even want to acknowledge?









 
Before she could second-guess herself further, Deandra hit send. The message whooshed away, leaving her with a mixture of relief and dread pooling in her stomach.









 
Barely a minute passed before her phone buzzed with a response:









 
"Deandra, darling. I've been waiting to hear from you. Are you free for that coffee now?"









 
Deandra's breath caught in her throat. She glanced at her watch - there was still an hour before her next session. Plenty of time for coffee. Plenty of time for... whatever this was.









 
"Yes, I'm free," she typed back, her fingers trembling slightly. "Where should we meet?"









 
The response came almost instantly: "Coffee shop in the Northeast corner of the Convention Center. I

 
’

 
m there now. Don

 
’

 
t keep me waiting.”









 
Deandra's heart raced as she gathered her things, her movements jerky and uncoordinated. She smoothed down her blazer, checking her reflection in the polished surface of a nearby pillar. Her cheeks were flushed, eyes bright with a mixture of anticipation and fear.









 
As she made her way to the coffee shop, Deandra's mind whirled with conflicting thoughts. What was she doing? Why was she so drawn to this intimidating stranger? She should turn back, go to another session, forget this whole bizarre encounter. But her feet kept moving, propelling her forward as if pulled by an invisible thread.









 
The coffee shop came into view, a cozy oasis amidst the bustle of the convention center. Deandra spotted Evelyn immediately, her commanding figure notably larger than most of the other women sipping lattes around her. The older woman sat at a corner table, two steaming mugs already waiting. As their eyes met, Evelyn's lips curved into a predatory smile that sent shivers down Deandra's spine. The larger woman rose and opened her arms to pull Deandra in for a hug as if they were old friends.









 
"Deandra," Evelyn purred as she approached. "I'm so glad you could join me."









 
And with that, Ev wrapped her arms around Deandra and pulled her into an overly intimate, warm embrace. Deandra froze as Evelyn's strong arms enveloped her, the older woman's body pressing against hers in a way that was far too intimate for their brief acquaintance. The scent of Evelyn's perfume - something rich and spicy - filled Deandra's senses, making her head spin. She was acutely aware of every point of contact between their bodies – Evelyn's hands splayed across her back, the press of the older woman's ample chest against her own, the warmth of her breath against Deandra's ear as she whispered huskily, "I knew you couldn't stay away."









 
Flustered, Deandra pulled back, her cheeks burning. "I... I just thought it would be rude not to follow up," she stammered. Evelyn released her, though she kept one hand on Deandra's lower back as she guided her to the table. "I took the liberty of ordering for us both," Evelyn said, her voice low and intimate. "I hope you don't mind."









 
Deandra sank into her chair, her legs feeling weak. "No, that's... that's fine. Thank you," she replied, her eyes darting nervously around the coffee shop.









 
As Deandra settled into her seat, she took a deep breath, trying to calm her racing heart. The coffee shop hummed with gentle conversation and the rhythmic whir of espresso machines. Soft jazz played in the background, creating a soothing ambiance that helped ease some of her tension.









 
Evelyn leaned back in her chair, her posture relaxed yet still commanding. "I hope you like lattes," she said, gesturing to the steaming mug in front of Deandra. "I asked them to add a touch of vanilla - it's my favorite."









 
Deandra wrapped her hands around the warm ceramic, grateful for something to focus on. "Thank you," she murmured, taking a small sip. The rich, creamy coffee danced across her tongue, the hint of vanilla adding a comforting sweetness. "It's delicious."









 
Evelyn smiled, a genuine warmth replacing the predatory glint in her eyes. While initially, Deandra was on high alert after how overly familiar Evelyn

 
’

 
s touch had been, she was surprised that the conversation between them actually progressed rather normally. As they sipped their lattes, the conversation flowed more naturally than Deandra had expected. Evelyn's intensity softened, revealing a sharp wit and genuine passion for women's sports that resonated with Deandra's own experiences.









 
"So, tell me about your transition from player to coach," Evelyn prompted, her eyes bright with interest. "It must be quite an adjustment."









 
“Oh, yeah, definitely an adjustment. Winning is easy, but teaching other girls, younger girls than me how to adopt a winning mindset? That is so much harder!”









 
Evelyn nodded, a knowing smile playing at her lips. "I understand that completely. In my consulting work, I often find myself feeling the pressure of ensuring the success of my clients. It

 
’

 
s so daunting!”









 
“

 
It really is, oh my gosh!” Deandra laughed in agreement. There was audible relief in her voice at having found someone else who understood.









 
As they continued to chat, Evelyn's eyes never left Deandra's face, drinking in every expression and gesture. The intensity of her gaze sent shivers down Deandra's spine, a mix of unease and an unfamiliar thrill.









 
"You know," Evelyn said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, "these conventions can be quite overwhelming, especially when you're here alone." She reached across the table, her fingers brushing Deandra's hand. "I've been thinking..."









 
Deandra felt her breath catch, suddenly hyper-aware of Evelyn's touch. The older woman's fingers traced lazy circles on her skin, sending tingles up her arm.









 
"Since we're both staying at the hotel and attending the conference solo, why don't we look out for each other?" Evelyn's lips curled into a smile that was both warm and predatory. "We could be each other's convention wives."









 
Deandra blinked, her mind struggling to process Evelyn's words. "Convention... wives?" she repeated, her voice barely above a whisper.









 
Evelyn nodded, her eyes glinting with amusement. "You know, we'll have breakfast together, attend sessions as a pair,









 
Evelyn leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a low, intimate murmur. "Think about it, Deandra. We're both here alone, navigating this sea of networking and panels. Wouldn't it be nice to have someone to rely on? Someone to debrief with at the end of each day?"









 
Deandra felt her cheeks flush, the heat spreading down her neck. Evelyn's words painted a vivid picture in her mind - shared meals, whispered conversations, the comfort of a familiar face in a crowd of strangers. It was tempting, she had to admit. But something about the way Evelyn said it, the possessive glint in her eye, made Deandra's stomach twist with unease.









 
"I... I'm not sure," Deandra stammered, her fingers fidgeting with the handle of her coffee mug.









 
Before Deandra could finish her rebuttal, Evelyn reached into her bag and pulled out a sleek leather-bound planner. "Look, I've already taken the liberty of mapping out some of the sessions I think we should attend together. Here, let me show you." She opened the planner, revealing the meticulously organized pages filled with highlights and notes in elegant handwriting.









 
Deandra's heart raced as she leaned in to examine the planner, acutely aware of how close they were now. She was so caught off guard by this woman

 
’

 
s forwardness. She was mapping a schedule for THEM to attend, like they were together somehow? Who did this lady think she even was?









 
The planner lay open between them, Evelyn's fingers deftly tracing the neatly penned notes as she spoke animatedly about the various sessions. "This one on mental resilience in female athletes is crucial, don

 
’

 
t you think? We could glean so much from it," she said, excitement lighting up her features.









 
Deandra struggled to concentrate, her mind caught in a whirlwind of thoughts. She couldn't shake the overwhelming sensation of Evelyn's presence, how close they were now, their thighs nearly brushing beneath the table. The intoxicating mix of warmth and danger hovered in the air between them, electrifying and disorienting.









 
The scent of Evelyn's cologne enveloped her, rich and intoxicating like a dark whisper. The moment felt charged, fraught with a tension that was almost palpable. "You really have thought this through," Deandra replied, her voice barely strong enough to mask her hesitation.









 
"Of course," Evelyn said, leaning back slightly but maintaining that magnetic gaze. "We

 
’

 
re both driven women; we could make quite the formidable team. Just imagine—sharing insights, perhaps indulging in a little friendly competition over who takes the best notes or who can network better."









 
Deandra felt warmth pooling in her stomach—an unsettling mix that made her heart pound with anxiety and curiosity alike. She was caught in Evelyn

 
’

 
s web, and while a part of her wanted to escape, another part was drawn to the thrill.

 
“

 
I mean... it does sound nice,” she admitted reluctantly, already feeling herself taking the easy choice and acquiescing despite the strong sense of unease that lingered beneath the strangely positive way Evelyn made her feel when she spoke.









 
“

 
Perfect! It

 
’

 
s settled then!” Ev said, clapping her hands together.

 
“

 
From now until Monday morning when we part ways, you are officially my convention wife, Deandra Reid!”









 
Deandra's heart stumbled at the term, a playful title that conjured an array of confusing emotions. "Convention wife," she echoed, trying to mask her bemusement, but a thrill coursed through her veins, igniting something she couldn

 
’

 
t fully comprehend.









 
“

 
Now there

 
’

 
s just one little demand I

 
’

 
m making as your convention wife, Ms. Deandra.” Evelyn said with a wry grin that made Deandra nervous.









 
Deandra raised an eyebrow, her nerves fluttering at the promise of Evelyn

 
’

 
s next words.

 
“

 
What

 
’

 
s that?” she asked cautiously, though a part of her was already bracing for impact.









 
“

 
Oh, nothing too drastic,” Evelyn began, leaning in closer, the rich scent of sandalwood wafting from her and enveloping Deandra like a thick fog. Her voice lowered, teasingly conspiratorial.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s just that I couldn

 
’

 
t help but notice—” she paused dramatically, her finger gesturing to Deandra's mouth with a languid sweep.

 
“

 
This lovely lip color you

 
’

 
re sporting? It seems to have found its way onto your teeth.”









 
Deandra

 
’

 
s cheeks flushed crimson as she instinctively raised her hand to her lips, mortified. Indeed, the attractive stain that had felt so bold now seemed to mock her diligently maintained composure.

 
“

 
Oh God,” Deandra stammered, quickly pulling out a compact mirror from her purse only to confirm Evelyn

 
’

 
s assertion with dismay.









 
Evelyn chuckled softly, the sound rapturous and intoxicating in its playful derision.

 
“

 
Clearly,” she continued, mischief dancing in her eyes,

 
“

 
you

 
’

 
re not capable of doing this yourself properly. So I think it would be best if you just removed all your makeup for the weekend.”









 
Deandra's heart raced, her pulse thrumming in her ears at the bold declaration. "Remove all my               makeup?" she echoed incredulously, the words hanging between them like a thread ready to snap. There was an edge to Evelyn's tone that suggested this was not merely playful banter but an instruction wrapped in veiled authority.









 
"Yes," Evelyn said, her dark eyes glimmering with a mixture of challenge and something deeper              —something that made Deandra's stomach twist and tighten. The commanding presence exuding from Evelyn sent ripples of anxiety through her while simultaneously igniting an unbidden desire to obey.









 
Deandra swallowed hard, momentarily losing herself in the depths of Evelyn's gaze, which seemed to penetrate straight into her soul. "I can't just—" she started but was immediately cut off by a low, sultry chuckle from Evelyn.









 
"Darling, you simply must," Evelyn replied, unabashedly leaning closer until Deandra could feel the warmth radiating off her body. The air felt thicker and charged with an unspoken promise that made Deandra's breath hitch.

 
“

 
I insist,” she added, the weight of the words settling heavily in Deandra

 
’

 
s mind.









 
“

 
This is ridiculous,” Deandra muttered, though there was no conviction in her voice, only a hint of lingering resistance wrapped around the tension between them. Evelyn stared back at her, unblinking and Deandra rocked slightly. Finally, with a gulp, Deandra stood up and sighed.

 
“

 
Fine, I

 
’

 
ll be back in like 20 minutes.” Evelyn nodded with approval and Deandra stomped off to remove her makeup.









 
Some twenty minutes later, a makeup-less Deandra Reid re-emerged on the convention floor, feeling naked, exposed and vulnerable in a way that surprised her. When she stepped back into the bustling convention center, the hum of conversation surged around her like a tide of energy, but all she could focus on was the absence of her familiar façade. The polished glamour she had worn like armor was gone, replaced by a rawness that left her feeling startlingly unprotected, naked even. She brushed a stray strand of hair behind her ear and took a moment to steady herself, stealing a glance around for Evelyn.









 
And then she saw Evelyn. There she stood, a magnetic force amidst the chaos, a radiant beacon pulling Deandra closer. Evelyn

 
’

 
s bald head shimmered under soft overhead lights, defining her striking features with sharp precision. The tailored suit hugged her curves just so, accentuating every line as if she were art on display. Deandra felt her breath catch, the vulnerability she had tried to cast aside threatening to envelop her once more.









 
“

 
Oh, there

 
’

 
s my very smart good girl,” Evelyn purred when Deandra approached. The sudden warmth of Evelyn's embrace swept over Deandra like an unexpected summer storm—a blend of comfort and alarm that filled her with wild sensations.









 
Deandra melted into the hug despite herself, allowing Evelyn to envelop her within a cocoon of intimacy that definitely sent the wrong message about their

 
“

 
relationship” to any onlookers.









 
The scent of sandalwood and something floral clung to Evelyn, intoxicating Deandra as she clung to her for just a moment longer than necessary. It was a heady rush, standing there in what felt like a forbidden sanctuary with Evelyn

 
’

 
s arms wrapped around her, their bodies fitting together in ways Deandra had never anticipated. Here was a stranger of a woman holding them close together and making her feel warm, what was that about?









 
Evelyn pulled back slightly, lifting Deandra's chin with a gentle finger, her gaze intense and searching.

 
“

 
Mhmmm,” was all she said in appraisal. There was an artistry in the way she observed Deandra, an almost predatory spark that made Deandra's heart pound.









 
“

 
Better?” Deandra squeaked out, struggling to find her footing in this dizzying sea of emotions as she felt herself get lost in those dark eyes once again. The buzz of the convention faded into the background, every conversation and laugh becoming mere whispers as she became hyperaware of their proximity.









 
“

 
Much,” Evelyn declared with confidence, her voice wrapping around Deandra like velvet. She took Deandra

 
’

 
s hand in hers, fingers intertwining naturally as if they had been made to fit together.

 
“

 
Let

 
’

 
s walk, shall we? I don

 
’

 
t want you to miss any of the interesting talks.”









 
The next two days unfolded in a haze of workshops, discussions, learning and shared laughter that echoed off the polished marble floors of the conference center. Evelyn moved through the bustling crowd with grace, her commanding presence parting the sea of attendees as Deandra trailed closely behind, both captivated and unnerved by the attention they attracted together.









 
As they mingled among their peers, Deandra found herself enveloped in a strange new dynamic. Evelyn, with her commanding presence, drew attention effortlessly; her charisma was magnetic. Deandra

 
’

 
s discomfort began to fade as she observed the way others gravitated toward Ev—how they laughed at her clever quips and leaned in closer when she spoke. It was intoxicating to witness and oddly comforting to be on the side of such magnetic energy.









 
That she was now here “with” Evelyn made Deandra feel a warmth unfurl inside her, one that mingled with the excitement coursing through the air. Despite the initial awkwardness, there was something undeniably exhilarating about having Evelyn by her side, a woman who not only knew the game but also understood the unspoken rules of female camaraderie in a world often dominated by men. Evelyn's confidence became a protective shield around Deandra; she slowly began to bask in that glow, allowing herself to let go of some of her usual self-consciousness.









 
The workshops they attended became rallying points for their connection. In one particularly engaging session about leadership styles in sports, Evelyn leaned closer, her breath brushing against Deandra's ear as she whispered sharp insights and little inside jokes just for the two of them. Deandra shivered at the proximity and caught herself leaning in too, eager to absorb both Evelyn

 
’

 
s knowledge and the magnetic energy thrumming between them.









 
During lunch breaks, they found cozy corners away from the crowd where they could share bites of food and stolen moments. Evelyn would reach across tables to grab Deandra's hand in a playful gesture as she recounted anecdotes from her own career, her laughter rich and deep, like an earthy wine that warmed Deandra from within. They exchanged glances laden with unspoken intimacy, the air thick with a connection that danced on the edge of something profound. Deandra found herself captivated, hanging onto every word Evelyn spoke, her laughter ringing in Deandra's ears like music.









 
Evelyn

 
’

 
s touch lingered just a moment longer each time, her fingers curling around Deandra

 
’

 
s wrist or brushing against her palm. It felt almost natural, yet always infused with an undercurrent of something more—something darkly seductive and thrilling. There was something intoxicating about being cared for in such an overtly personal manner, as if Evelyn was not just keeping track but was also claiming Deandra as her own.









 
Sunday night, after the closing remarks of the convention, Evelyn insisted Deandra and a few of the other women they

 
’

 
d connected with go out for drinks before they all went their separate ways in the morning. Deandra hesitated, glancing at her phone, wondering if she should check in with Jonah, her fiance. But the excitement of the evening and Evelyn's unyielding gaze compelled her to push aside her doubts. She felt a whisper of rebellion stir within her, an urge to escape the constraints of her orderly life for just a few hours. "Alright," she finally acquiesced, a teasing smile forming on her lips.









 
The group descended into the pulsating energy of L. Slugger's, the vibrant sports haven alive with laughter, cheers, and the smell of sizzling bar food. Neon signs flickered above, casting colorful reflections on their faces as they entered. Deandra was immediately engulfed in the lively atmosphere—a stark contrast to her usual quiet evenings at home or the more subdued glasses of wine she’d share with her friends at local wine bars near her neighborhood.









 
Evelyn's casual attire contrasted sharply with Deandra’s flirtatious ensemble, creating a magnetic visual that captured the attention of those around them. Dressed in a fitted white tee that clung to her curves just enough to accentuate her figure, Deandra exuded femininity. The shirt was adorned with delicate floral embroidery along the neckline, drawing the eye and softening her athletic build. Below, she wore a flirty skater skirt that danced playfully at her mid-thigh, showcasing her toned, athletic legs. The fabric swayed gently with every movement, leaving trails of light reflected off sequins that sparkled like stars against the deep navy hue. Nude pumps added height and elegance, subtly elevating her posture while retaining an air of playful charm.









 
In stark contrast, Evelyn embodied a more rugged allure. The charcoal-colored button-down shirt she wore was unassuming yet undeniably masculine; its sleeves rolled up to reveal strong arms dusted with faint tattoos that peeked from beneath the fabric. The shirt was slightly oversized, hinting at a nonchalant confidence. Beneath it, she wore tailored black chinos that hugged her curves with just the right amount of snugness, showcasing her silhouette in a way that was practical yet put her impressive figure on display.









 
Evelyn's hand found Deandra's lower back, guiding her through the crowded bar as if they were the only two souls in that raucous sea. The warmth of Evelyn

 
’

 
s palm against her skin sent a spark of electricity coursing through Deandra, leaving her both dizzy and exhilarated.









 
They were a group of five, Deandra, Evelyn and three other ladies that had attended many of the same panels during the convention. Evelyn spotted a recently emptied high-top and the ladies quickly swarmed it. They were only able to secure four stools but Evelyn assured them it would be fine.









 
Evelyn, with her usual confidence, smirked and gestured toward the remaining stool.

 
“

 
Dee, darling, why not just lean in here between my legs? It

 
’

 
ll be cozy, and we can share these drinks more easily.” Her tone was playful yet commanding, a magnetic pull that made it hard for Deandra to say no.









 
The words hung in the air like a challenge, laced with an intoxicating thrill that sent warmth flooding to Deandra

 
’

 
s cheeks. She wasn’t the biggest fan of being called “Dee” but this was hardly the first time her convention wife had referred to her as such this weekend, and she hadn’t thought to correct her up until now. The other women chuckled lightly as if sensing the tension but unsure of how to navigate it. These two had been seen being pretty close throughout the weekend. Were they together or something? Not that it was their business of course. Deandra hesitated, scanning the bustling bar for an escape route, but something deep within her urged her to surrender to the moment.









 
With a playful roll of her eyes and her heart racing, Deandra sidled closer.

 
“

 
Why is it I can never seem to find the right way to say no to you, Evelyn?” she said with a wry giggle as she sidled her way in between Evelyn

 
’

 
s open knees. The older woman shifted slightly to make room, her body radiating heat that enveloped Deandra as she nestled between her legs. There was an unmistakable intimacy in the act—a precarious mixture of vulnerability and exhilaration that sent Deandra's mind swirling.









 
“

 
Oh DeeDee, you so don

 
’

 
t want to know the answer to that!” Evelyn hissed playfully in Deandra

 
’

 
s ear before giving just the slightest nip on her earlobe. The quick, intimate gesture combined brush of her thigh against Evelyn's knee sent ripples of unease and excitement coursing through the younger woman. She leaned forward slightly, feeling the warmth radiate from Evelyn, enveloping her like an invisible cloak. Evelyn

 
’

 
s hands found Deandra

 
’

 
s waist and held her there lightly, ushering her into a position where their bodies were very close indeed, whispers of contact igniting fires along Deandra's skin.









 
Deandra bit her lip, her breath hitching as she felt Evelyn's fingers trace delicate patterns along the curve of her waist. The bar

 
’

 
s dim lighting cloaked them in a world just for the two of them, despite them not even being alone at their table.









 
The waitress came and took their drink orders. Evelyn insisted everyone drink something with

 
“

 
real booze” in it as it was their last night together. With a mischievous glint in her eyes, Evelyn leaned closer, her breath hot against Deandra

 
’

 
s ear.

 
“

 
Let

 
’

 
s make this a night to remember, shall we?” she suggested, her voice low and sultry. The thrill of shared secrets danced in the air between them as Deandra felt her pulse quicken at the invitation.









 
Once the drinks arrived, a vibrant array of colorful cocktails garnished with fruit, Evelyn raised her glass with an exaggerated flourish.

 
“

 
To Women

 
’

 
s Athletics!” she proclaimed, her tone dripping with playful allure. The others joined in, but Deandra was only conscious of Evelyn

 
’

 
s body pressed against hers from behind. They clinked glasses, and as the liquid sloshed against the glass, it felt as though they were sealing a pact—one that danced precariously along the edge of temptation.









 
Deandra took a sip of her drink, the taste intoxicatingly sweet yet laced with an undercurrent of warmth that settled pleasantly in her stomach. A giggle escaped her lips as she knew she would soon feel the effects of the alcohol.

 
“

 
I think I

 
’

 
m already feeling tipsy,” she admitted sheepishly.









 
“

 
Oh darling Dee,” Evelyn purred into her ear.

 
“

 
That is just what I wanted to hear.”









 
Evelyn

 
’

 
s hands slid tighter around Deandra

 
’

 
s waist, pulling her closer until their bodies were flush and there was no air between them. Ev held Deandra this way through most of the night. As laughter floated around them, all Deandra could focus on was the way Evelyn's fingers danced playfully along her side and wandered to her front, toying periodically with her midriff. An intoxicating mix of anxiety and desire brewed within her, making it increasingly difficult to brush off the heat emanating from Evelyn's body.









 
The other women at their table began to exchange knowing glances and muffled chuckles, their conversations drifting like wisps of smoke in the air. As one by one they excused themselves for another round of drinks or a quick break, Deandra felt an undercurrent of anticipation building between them, but anticipation of what, she couldn’t say. This whole weekend had been an exercise in navigating uncharted waters, and standing between the the thick thighs of a bald woman holding her by the waist had certainly not been where she thought this weekend would end, but that was beside the point. Here she was and she was enjoying herself, so what of it?









 
Eventually, only Evelyn and Deandra remained, their surroundings suddenly transformed, as if the world outside had dimmed just for their private performance. With a playful smirk, Evelyn pushed back from Deandra

 
’

 
s body and motioned to a smaller empty booth that had just opened up in the far corner of the slowly emptying bar.









 
“

 
Come on, let

 
’

 
s get more comfortable, shall we?” Evelyn beckoned with a teasing glimmer in her eye, standing and extending a hand toward Deandra. The way her fingers curled made Deandra

 
’

 
s heart race, as if she were being pulled into a world of tantalizing unknowns. She hesitated for just a moment, caught between the safety of the bustling bar and the alluring promise radiating from Evelyn in the more private corner of it.









 
Moments later, Evelyn slid in to one side of the booth and Deandra moved to climb into the other side. Evelyn grabbed her wrist and asked,

 
“

 
Where you going, Coach?”









 
“

 
Um, I

 
’

 
m sitting in the booth?” Deandra said, blushing.









 
“

 
After all we

 
’

 
ve been through this weekend, why don

 
’

 
t you come sit on my lap? No different than how we were on the barstool, no?” Evelyn said in her pragmatic tone that had dictated all of their decisions over the course of the weekend.









 
Deandra's breath hitched as she processed the challenge, a rush of heat flooding her cheeks. The idea of sitting on Evelyn

 
’

 
s lap felt wrong somehow, like it would get her in trouble, but in her current buzzed state, she couldn

 
’

 
t put her finger on why. She hesitated, her heart racing in anticipation, but something about Evelyn's dark gaze beckoned her forward.









“

 
Come on, sweetheart,” Evelyn coaxed, an inviting smile playing on her lips.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
ll be fun. Conference wife on conference wife.”









 
With a decisive breath that felt like she was leaping into uncharted waters, Deandra slid across the plush velvet seat until she found herself nestled sideways across Evelyn

 
’

 
s lap. The closeness was electric, more potent than when she’d just been standing between her legs. The warmth of Evelyn

 
’

 
s body enveloped her like a soft cocoon. She felt the pressure of Evelyn

 
’

 
s warm, strong thighs beneath her, and the sensation sent a thrill racing up her spine.









 
Evelyn chuckled softly, wrapping an arm around Deandra's waist to hold her securely in place against her body.

 
“

 
See? Much better than sitting apart.” Her fingers brushed lightly against Deandra's skirt, trailing dangerously close to where it ended just above mid-thigh.









 
Deandra

 
’

 
s pulse quickened as she felt Evelyn

 
’

 
s touch, a potent mix of tenderness and mischief. The dim light of the booth cast shadows across Evelyn's face, emphasizing the sharp angles and the way her piercing gaze locked onto Deandra's with a kind of intensity that made her skin tingle.









 
“

 
Isn

 
’

 
t this cozy?” Evelyn murmured sweetly, her voice low and velvety. She leaned in slightly, her breath warm against Deandra

 
’

 
s ear.

 
“

 
You look so pretty like this, so close to me. I could just keep you here forever.”









 
Deandra swallowed hard, her mind a whirlwind of confusion and excitement. She wanted to protest, remind Evelyn of the boundaries that existed between them— and that she was about to be married to someone else, a man at that—but every fiber of her being was drawn to the warmth radiating from Evelyn's body. Ev

 
’

 
s fingers began to gently knead Deandra's thighs, each stroke igniting sparks that danced through her.









 
“

 
Let

 
’

 
s make it interesting,” Evelyn continued with a playful lilt in her voice.

 
“

 
I have a little Convention Wife Bet for you.”









 
Deandra's breath hitched again, a mix of trepidation and exhilaration swirling within her. Evelyn

 
’

 
s playful tone was laced with a challenge that sent a shiver of excitement through her.

 
“

 
What kind of bet?” she managed to ask, her voice shaky as she tried to sound nonchalant.









 
Evelyn smirked, her eyes glinting with mischievous intent.

 
“

 
If I can guess the color of your panties without looking,” she said, pausing for effect,

 
“

 
you have to let me lift up your skirt right now and see them. No arguments.” The boldness of the proposition hung heavy in the air between them, every word sliding between the delicate threads of propriety and temptation.









 
Deandra felt a rush of adrenaline pulse through her veins. The notion sent her heart racing—both fear and thrill mingling together in a potent cocktail that clouded her judgment. She should say no; she should push off Evelyn

 
’

 
s lap and set clear boundaries. Yet as Evelyn

 
’

 
s fingers continued their soft torturous dance along Deandra

 
’

 
s thighs, coaxing and teasing, it was becoming increasingly difficult to remember those boundaries amidst this warm curiosity growing within her.









 
“

 
Come on, Coach,” Evelyn encouraged softly, an enticing smile playing at the corners of her lips.

 
“

 
Where

 
’

 
s the fun in playing it safe? Let

 
’

 
s see just how deep your rabbit hole goes.”









 
Deandra could feel her resolve wavering as Evelyn

 
’

 
s playful demeanor wormed its way past her defenses. The booth felt like an intimate chamber, filled with an electric tension that was impossible to ignore. Each gentle caress along Deandra's thigh resonated within her, a symphony of butterflies fluttering in her stomach, threatening to break free.             









 
“

 
Alright,” Deandra found herself saying, the word escaping her lips before she could fully comprehend its weight. She could hardly recognize her own voice as it mingled with the seductive atmosphere suffusing the air.









 
Evelyn

 
’

 
s eyes sparkled triumphantly, and the room seemed to pulsate with energy as she leaned back slightly, surveying Deandra with a predatory gaze that sent shivers of anticipation cascading down her spine.

 
“

 
Let

 
’

 
s see... I

 
’

 
m going to say… lavender?”









 
The utterance hung heavily in the air between them, each syllable filled with an intoxicating confidence that made Deandra

 
’

 
s heart race even faster. Her cheeks flushed deeply at the thought of Evelyn so intimately guessing at such a private detail—a detail usually reserved for only herself and Jonah in moments of vulnerability.









 
“

 
How…how could you possibly have guessed that?” Deandra asked, astonished that Ev had been right.









 
Evelyn smirked victoriously.

 
“

 
I have my ways, darling.”









 
Without hesitation, gripped the hem of Deandra's floral skirt, fingertips grazing the soft fabric as she lifted it just enough to reveal the delicate lavender lace beneath.

 
“

 
You know the bet, sweetheart,” she murmured, the steady rhythm of her heartbeat almost audible over the pulsing energy in the room.









 
Deandra's breath hitched as she felt the cool air brush against her skin, mingling with the heat radiating from Evelyn

 
’

 
s body. Panic surged through her—was this really happening?—but before she could voice an objection or even think to stop it, Evelyn

 
’

 
s deft fingers danced across the soft material of Deandra’s panties on her mound, just above where the hint of the start of her lips could be seen through the delicate underwear. The touch was feather-light but insistent and oh-so possessive. Evelyn touched her like it was her right to do so.









 
“

 
You…you didn

 
’

 
t say anything about touching!” the former star athlete stammered.









 
Evelyn's lips curled into a sly smile, her eyes gleaming with unrestrained delight.

 
“

 
Oh, but sweetheart, where

 
’

 
s the fun in just peeking?” she teased, her fingers continuing to explore the delicate lace that adorned the space between Deandra's thighs.









 
Deandra's heart raced, a wild drumbeat echoing in her chest. The world outside their little cocoon faded into a hazy blur; all that mattered was the electric connection sparking between them.

 
“

 
I swear I could feel your anticipation before you even sat down,” Evelyn purred.









 
The thrill of being exposed to Evelyn

 
’

 
s gaze sent heat pooling in Deandra's core. She had never imagined herself in such a compromising position—especially with a woman who oozed confidence and allure like Evelyn did. And yet, here she was, caught in a whirlwind of sensation so exhilarating it made her head spin.









 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m…I

 
’

 
m engaged. To a man. To Jonah,” she finally found the courage to say and began awkwardly trying to climb off of Ev

 
’

 
s lap. With her panties still showcasing the delicate lavender lace, Deandra fumbled to break free from Evelyn's grip. "I really need to go," she managed to murmur, her voice barely steadying as she tried pushing herself away from Evelyn's lap with trembling hands.









 
Evelyn's eyes darkened with playful insistence as she tightened her hold just enough to halt Deandra

 
’

 
s retreat.

 
“

 
Oh no, darling, not so fast,” she said sweetly, but the underlying command sent a jolt of uncertainty pulsing through Deandra

 
’

 
s veins.

 
“

 
You can

 
’

 
t just share a beautiful moment like that with me and expect me to let you run away. You owe me an explanation. I

 
’

 
m your Convention Wife remember?!”









 
“

 
That doesn

 
’

 
t mean anything! I just met you three days ago!” Deandra said, pushing off of Evelyn fully and standing awkwardly beside the booth now. The air was thick with tension, charged with unspoken words and a dizzying intimacy that had blossomed between them in mere moments. Evelyn had taken her wrist in her grip—firm yet deceptively sensual—it held her in place at the end of the booth, as though she were a fragile flower caught in the clutches of a persuasive wind.









 
“

 
I want you to stay,” Evelyn insisted, her voice low and sultry, filled with that magnetic allure that was almost impossible to resist.

 
“

 
I think you know deep down that doing what I say is what

 
’

 
s best…for us both,” Her dark eyes sparkled with an intensity that pierced through Deandra

 
’

 
s hesitation, forging an invisible tether binding them together in a way that felt both intoxicating and terrifying.









 
The weight of Evelyn's words pressed down on Deandra like the humid air before a storm. The soft fabric of her skirt, now fully covering her once more, felt suffocating against her skin.

 
“

 
No, Ev. I can

 
’

 
t,” she whispered, the desperation lacing her voice betraying the internal battle waging within.









 
Evelyn

 
’

 
s grip remained, but there was a flicker of something darker in her eyes as if she reveled in Deandra

 
’

 
s turmoil.

 
“

 
Why fight it, darling? You know I can give you everything you crave,” she crooned, and the seductive lilt of her voice wrapped around Deandra like a silken noose, tightening with each breath.

 
“

 
Just think about it.”









 
Deandra shivered, torn between the thrill of temptation and the thick weight of her life's commitments. The echo of laughter and clinking glasses faded into an almost voyeuristic silence as she grappled with her emotions, trying desperately to break free from the alluring grip of uncertainty that threatened to consume her.









 
"I have a life! A good life!" she protested weakly, but even as she spoke, she could feel her resolve beginning to crack. No, she couldn

 
’

 
t give in to this. It would ruin everything. Deandra's mind raced, a tempest of confusion and desire swirling like a storm above an ocean of calm, dark waters. Evelyn's finger lingered on her wrist, a maddening reminder of their connection, sparking an unexpected longing that coursed through her veins like fire. She could taste the bittersweet edge of rebellion on her tongue as she fought against the seductive pull threatening to unmoor her from everything she knew.









 
But this was wrong. This moment was wrong. Her pulse quickened as if each heartbeat was a countdown to some inevitable collapse. "I can

 
’

 
t do this," she gasped, the words barely escaping her lips before another wave of Evelyn's intoxicating presence crashed over her like a tide, pulling her deeper into temptation.









 
"You can," Evelyn replied softly, her voice imbued with an unsettling confidence that made Deandra's resolve teeter on the edge. The way she leaned in closer, the warmth radiating from her body invitingly, heightened the electric charge that hung between them.

 
“

 
You deserve more than what you're settling for.”









 
Deandra saw red and pulled her arm away from Evelyn,

 
“

 
I am not settling, you crazy bitch!” she said a little too loud. Looking around, realizing her panties were still slightly visible in this position, and she shoved her skirt down and took a step away from the booth, hoping no one had seen.









 
Evelyn

 
’

 
s eyes darkened, a smirk playing at the corners of her lips as if Deandra's outburst had only served to fuel the fire within her. The tension in the air buzzed with unspoken things, words yet to be uttered, and desires yet to be acknowledged. Deandra could feel the weight of Evelyn's gaze upon her as she stumbled backward, desperate for distance. Each step away felt like breaking free from a spell woven tight around her, a spell that had ignited something reckless deep within.









 
“

 
I won

 
’

 
t let you do this to me,” Deandra spat, her voice trembling with indignation and fear, an internal war raging just beneath the surface. Her heart raced wildly in her chest as she turned on her heel, fleeing from the confines of L.Sluggers and the threat to the life she had built that Ev represented. She pushed through the thrumming crowd of patrons, their laughter and chatter fading into a distant hum as adrenaline coursed through her veins.









 
The cool night air hit her skin like a refreshing wave after too much heat, but it did little to calm the storm brewing inside. Deandra

 
’

 
s breath came in ragged gasps as she hurried down the sidewalk, her high heels clicking against the pavement like frantic drumbeats heralding her escape.









 
Early the the next morning, she drove the 40-minute drive from Kansas City back to her home near the University of Kansas campus in Lawrence and was on the verge of tears the entire time. How had she let that strange, overzealous woman treat her that way? She determined that she would never tell Jonah about any of what had happened that strange weekend. Determined to put it all behind her, one thing was certain, she was happy to never have to see that crazy bald Evelyn ever again.









 
Little did Deandra know, though, Evelyn Hart had very different plans for the former volleyball star. And she had a way of always seeing her intentions through to completion.






—






 
The following Wednesday, Deandra was back to work on the Kansas campus in her office. She sat at her desk, the familiar hum of the gym filtering in through the open window behind her desk. The air was tinged with the scent of polished wood and fresh chalk, mingling with the faint aroma of sweat that lingered from practice earlier that day. She tapped away at her laptop, reviewing player statistics and strategizing for the upcoming games, each keystroke a deliberate effort to drown out the memory of Evelyn Hart.









 
This day, she wore a fitted, navy, athletic polo shirt that hugged her torso just right. The fabric was breathable and soft against her skin, subtly accentuating the defined muscles in her arms and shoulders while tapering gently at her waist. The color played nicely against her sun-kissed complexion, giving her an air of effortless confidence. Deandra tucked it neatly into a pair of tailored black shorts that hit just above mid-thigh, showcasing her toned legs and allowing for mobility on the sidelines of the volleyball courts in the gym.









 
Transitioning back to her home and coaching life after the bizarre incidents with the overzealous bald woman had been more challenging than she expected. She couldn

 
’

 
t shake the memories of the warmth she had felt blooming within her when Evelyn had held her body close to hers. The sensory memory of the light stroke of Ev

 
’

 
s fingertips on her panties kept replaying itself whenever her mind went idle no matter how much she tried to push it away. Even Jonah noticed that she seemed distracted since her return. She was able to convince him she was just tired from the conference, but deep down, she felt there was something very wrong with how she had reacted to that woman and she wanted nothing more than to bury the memory of the whole thing and never think of it again. She was straight, she loved Jonah, and that was all that mattered, so why wouldn

 
’

 
t those memories just disappear?









 
Deandra rubbed her eyes and looked away from the stat sheet she was analyzing. The sunlight streamed in to her office, illuminating dust motes dancing in the air. Everything in this moment felt normal, safe. The sound of sneakers squeaking against the hardwood floor echoed from the gymnasium next door, punctuating her concentration. She settled back into her chair, determined to immerse herself in the busy administrative work expected of an assistant coach. It was work she was never particularly fond of, but the monotony would be welcome today.









 
She dove into the spreadsheets, each cell a meticulous compilation of player performance metrics, training schedules, and game strategies. The rhythmic tap-tap of the keys became her mantra, lulling her into a focused stupor that shielded her from the chaotic whispers of her inner turmoil. Colors blurred as she filtered through line after line of data, navigating the complexity of each player's potential with acute precision. The numbers were comforting in their familiarity, offering a sense of control she desperately craved.









 
Time slipped by unnoticed; minutes turned into hours as she lost herself in the mundanity of Excel formulas and administrative protocols. Her athletic mind found solace in analyzing statistics as though they were a puzzle to be solved, crafting intricate narratives about each athlete's journey and potential growth. The hustle outside faded into white noise while her thoughts danced between strategy and logistics. She could almost hear the thudding heartbeat of the gymnasium—a reminder of why she was there.









 
A brief moment passed where she glanced at a framed photo on her desk. It captured a sun-soaked afternoon with last year

 
’

 
s team, their arms slung around one another

 
’

 
s shoulders with Deandra and the other coaches crouched in the middle. That moment had been pure joy—a day dedicated to unfiltered camaraderie among the players, free from the serious constraints of competition. This was what she thrived on, what made her heart swell with pride.









 
As she stared at the picture, she could suddenly hear the sound of heavy, booted footsteps echoing down the long cinderblock hallway outside her office. The pace of the footfalls, the gate the approacher was walking with sounded dauntingly familiar. She gulped and stared at the closed door of her office. There was no way…









 
The door swung open with a foreboding creak, and there she was—Evelyn Hart in all her domineering, bald-headed glory. She entered like a tempest, her aura pulsing with undeniable energy that swallowed up the modest office. Deandra's heart raced as she felt the room constrict around her, an invisible pulse of tension radiating through every corner. Evelyn

 
’

 
s crisp button-down shirt accentuated her commanding figure, the tailored slacks framing her slightly rounded hips, exuding both masculinity and a hint of seduction.









 
"Deandra! What a delight to see you again!" Evelyn

 
’

 
s voice was smooth and deep, dripping with enthusiasm as if they were old friends reuniting after a long separation rather than an unwanted intruder crashing into her carefully curated professional sanctuary. Deandra blinked in disbelief, mouth slightly agape, grappling with the surrealness of Evelyn's sudden appearance. It was as though the universe had decided to toy with her sanity…again.









 
Evelyn sauntered across the room with purpose, each stride purposeful and imbued with unshakeable confidence. She rounded Deandra

 
’

 
s desk and stood before her, grabbing the younger woman

 
’

 
s arms to pull her up before wrapping her up in a deep, warm hug that was more akin to a long lost lovers embrace. Deandra was so overwhelmed she was unable to react until her body was pressed up against Evelyn

 
’

 
s once more. Her heart quickened, pounding in her chest like a frantic metronome, each beat echoing her shock and the unwelcome thrill that coursed through her veins. Evelyn held her tightly for what felt like an impossibly long time.









 
When Deandra pulled back, Evelyn grinned and took the opportunity to place a big hand on her cheek, and push her face towards her lips. Ev placed a big, wet smooch on Deandra

 
’

 
s flushed cheek, leaving some of her dark purple lipstick behind.

 
“

 
Gosh, I missed you, Convention Wife!”









 
“

 
Evelyn…” Deandra began, desperately trying to tether herself to reason, but her voice faltered in the face of Evelyn's magnetic presence. The words felt clumsy in her throat, as if they were too heavy to push past her lips. Instead of continuing her sentence, she settled for a forced smile, hoping it would mask the internal chaos swirling within her.









 
“

 
Oh, let

 
’

 
s not pretend you aren

 
’

 
t thrilled to see me,” Evelyn said with an exaggerated wink that sent another rush of adrenaline through Deandra

 
’

 
s system.

 
“

 
I can see the excitement written all over your face.” She stepped back slightly but kept that low, playful tone that brushed against the boundaries of propriety.









 
Deandra opened her mouth to retort, to assert some semblance of control over this absurd situation—but nothing came out. The air felt thick and charged with electricity; every fiber of her being was conflicted between fleeing and succumbing to the bizarre allure Evelyn exuded.









 
“

 
I…W-what are you doing here?” Deandra stammered out, prying herself from Evelyn

 
’

 
s grip.









 
“

 
I live in Lawrence, silly. Didn

 
’

 
t I mention that during the conference?” Evelyn said with a shit-eating grin on her face that said they both knew she hadn

 
’

 
t.

 
“

 
You left me so suddenly on Sunday night, I just had to find you again once we got back home!”









 
“

 
H-how did you find my office?” Deandra asked breathlessly.









 
“

 
Oh, my sweet Deandra,” Evelyn said, reaching into the back of her slacks and pulling out a masculine square leather wallet. She pulled out a business card, Deandra

 
’

 
s card. The color drained from Deandra

 
’

 
s face as Evelyn brought it closer to her face and tapped lightly at the office address listed right below her phone number and email.

 
“

 
You shouldn

 
’

 
t hand this out if you don

 
’

 
t want new friends dropping in on you, Coach.”









 
Deandra's heart raced as she struggled to regain her composure, the words swimming in her head like a chaotic tide. She glanced at her desk, desperately seeking refuge in the cold, unyielding data sprawled across her computer screen. The numbers had once offered her solace, a labyrinth to navigate that kept her grounded and focused. Now they felt irrelevant compared to the ravenous intensity of Evelyn

 
’

 
s presence.









 
“

 
Uh noted,” Deandra managed to reply, her voice barely above a whisper, laced with confusion and something else she couldn't quite name.

 
“

 
But you can

 
’

 
t just walk in here like this!”









 
Evelyn leaned forward, the playful glimmer in her eyes morphing into an intensity that rendered Deandra momentarily speechless.

 
“

 
And why not? You know I

 
’

 
ve always believed life is too short for hesitations and boundaries.” The words hung between them, heavy with implication. Deandra

 
’

 
s mind raced as she contemplated the paradox of Evelyn's philosophy









 
“

 
Well, er uh, that

 
’

 
s all well and good, but I have things I need to do today.” Deandra said, trying to move past Evelyn to get back to her chair.









 
Just as Deandra took a step to the side, Evelyn swiftly turned, placing herself squarely in Deandra's path. The confidence radiating from her was palpable, and Deandra felt that familiar magnetic pull drawing her closer like she had all weekend at the conference. Evelyn's laughter danced in the air, rich and inviting, laced with a hint of mischief.

 
“

 
Oh, come now, don

 
’

 
t you want to spend some time with me? I

 
’

 
ve been thinking about you all week,” she purred, her voice low and sultry.









 
Without waiting for an answer, Evelyn reached out and grasped Deandra's wrist, gently but firmly guiding her back toward the plush office chair.

 
“

 
Let

 
’

 
s not act like we

 
’

 
re strangers,” she declared, her boldness taking root as she settled into the desk chair with an ease that belied the tension crackling between them.









 
Before Deandra could object or even articulate a coherent thought, Evelyn effortlessly tugged at her waist, pulling her down onto her lap. The sensation jolted through Deandra like electricity; she felt both warm and vulnerable, a deep blush creeping up her neck again as the fabric of her fitted blouse pressed against Evelyn's tailored shirt. It was an intimate cocoon, one that enveloped them both in an unexpected intimacy that left Deandra breathless.









 
“

 
Now this is much better,” Evelyn said with a satisfied sigh. She began rocking them on the chair slightly.

 
“

 
It could be like this all the time if you just stopped running away from me.”









 
The closeness was overwhelming; Deandra could feel the warmth radiating from Evelyn

 
’

 
s body, the faint scent of sandalwood and jasmine that lingered around her, intoxicating and disarming in equal measure. The chair creaked under their combined weight, a subtle reminder of how precariously the situation teetered on the edge of something both thrilling and dangerous.









 
“

 
Evelyn, you—this isn

 
’

 
t appropriate,” Deandra finally managed to stammer, her voice barely above a whisper as she tried to muster the strength to resist. Yet even as she spoke, her body betrayed her, instinctively leaning into Evelyn's embrace, drawn in by the gravity of her presence. It felt as if every ounce of discipline she had cultivated over the years was crumbling beneath Evelyn's relentless allure.









 
“

 
Oh DeeDee,'“ Evelyn replied with a knowing smirk, tracing her fingers softly along Deandra

 
’

 
s hip.

 
“

 
You let me decide what is and isn

 
’

 
t appropriate, hmm?”









 
Deandra's breath hitched at the tender touch, a cascade of confusion cascading through her like a dissonant melody. She tried to focus on the reality of the moment, on the office that suddenly felt far too small and intimate for comfort. Yet Evelyn's fingers sent shivers down her spine, igniting a swirl of emotions she was desperate to contain.









 
“

 
Evelyn, please,” Deandra implored, the words barely escaping her lips as she fought against the magnetic pull urging her to succumb to the heat building within her.

 
“

 
I can

 
’

 
t do this. I

 
’

 
m engaged…and not into women,” The declaration was meant to ground her, to remind her of the commitment she had made to Jonah and the life they were building together.









 
Evelyn

 
’

 
s laughter rang out, a melodic tease that danced through the space between them, causing Deandra to squirm involuntarily on her lap.

 
“

 
Oh, sweet Deandra,” she purred, leaning in closer, her breath warm against Deandra

 
’

 
s ear.

 
“

 
Engagements can be… flexible. And as for your preferences? Well, let

 
’

 
s just say they might need a little re-evaluation. A woman knows another like her, you know?”









 
The words hung in the air heavy with implication, and before Deandra could process the discomfort and intrigue swirling within her, Evelyn's grip tightened around her waist, anchoring her firmly in place. A gasp escaped Deandra

 
’

 
s lips as she felt the strength in Evelyn's hold, an undeniable force that made retreating seem impossibly futile.









 
“

 
Let me go,” Deandra pleaded, trying to shift herself away from Evelyn

 
’

 
s embrace, but it was no use. The older woman merely tugged her closer, their bodies fitting together with an unsettling familiarity that sent Deandra's heart racing. She could feel the warmth of Evelyn's body seeping into her skin, igniting a flame of awareness she desperately wanted to extinguish.









 
“

 
Not just yet,” Evelyn murmured playfully, brushing a lock of hair behind Deandra

 
’

 
s ear and letting her fingers linger along the delicate curve of her jawline.

 
“

 
You and I have some unfinished business, don

 
’

 
t we?”









 
Deandra's stomach fluttered with a mix of anxiety and an undeniable thrill. She could scarcely think straight, her mind racing as she tried to formulate an escape plan. She adjusted her weight again, attempting yet again to escape the vice-like grip Evelyn had on her, but it was futile—Evelyn was like a warm shadow, enveloping her in an embrace that felt both terrifying and tantalizingly close.









 
“

 
Okay, okay,” Deandra said, her voice shaky yet resolute as she began to bargain,

 
“

 
how about this? If you let me up, I

 
’

 
ll agree to spend more time with you… outside the office?” She needed Evelyn out of her office right this minute, and she could figure out what to do after she was gone. It was a desperate move, a flimsy negotiation framed by her desperation for independence.

 
“

 
I have like an hour left of work to do and then I can meet you and we can spend the afternoon together, okay?”









 
Evelyn paused, her deep-set eyes glinting with mischief.

 
“

 
More time sounds delightful,” she mused, tilting her head ever so slightly as if weighing Deandra

 
’

 
s offer in the balance. Then, with a sultry smile that sent shivers coursing through Deandra

 
’

 
s veins, she continued,

 
“

 
But what

 
’

 
s to stop you from just bailing and ditching me the moment I leave?”









 
Deandra's heart raced at having her flimsy gambit immediately called out.

 
“

 
Because I wouldn

 
’

 
t do that,” Deandra replied, her voice steadier than she felt.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m not like that.” She tried to project an air of confidence, but the truth was that she wasn

 
’

 
t sure if she meant it anymore. Something about Evelyn's persistent presence stirred a discontent within her, one that had been lurking just beneath the surface of her ordered life.









 
Evelyn

 
’

 
s expression softened momentarily, the glimmer of amusement replaced by something more profound—a flash of curiosity that sent a shiver down Deandra

 
’

 
s spine.

 
“

 
Prove it then,” she challenged, her tone playful yet commanding.

 
“

 
Give me a show of loyalty that will convince me you

 
’

 
re true to your word.”









 
“

 
What do you mean?” Deandra asked, feigning ignorance while the truth lurked just beneath her skin, pulsing with an unsettling excitement. She could feel her pulse quicken, and her breath came in shallow gasps.









 
Evelyn leaned in closer, her breath warm against Deandra

 
’

 
s ear.

 
“

 
I want you to do something for me that you wouldn

 
’

 
t do for anyone else,” she whispered, each word dripping with honeyed dominance.

 
“

 
Make me feel special and important to you.”









 
“

 
H-how?” the twenty-six year old shivered in Evelyn

 
’

 
s lap.









 
Evelyn gave Deandra her answer by sliding one of her large hands to Deandra

 
’

 
s lower torso, the sides of her fingers slipping just barely under where her top ended. She gestured to the subtle swell of Deandra

 
’

 
s breasts and smiled hungrily.

 
“

 
Let me feel one, with the promise that I get to feel the other when we reunite in an hour.”









 
Deandra

 
’

 
s breath caught in her throat, a whirlwind of panic and an unexpected thrill igniting within her. The world around them faded, leaving only the pounding of her heart and the steady weight of Evelyn's gaze. She could feel the pressure mounting as if every choice she made in this moment would echo throughout her life.









 
“

 
No,” she started, the word tasting foreign on her tongue as it clashed violently against the murmur of desire bubbling just beneath her facade of resistance. But Evelyn

 
’

 
s fingers were already teasing along the hem of her top, and Deandra felt herself teetering on the precipice of surrender.









 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t say no yet,” Evelyn coaxed with a sultry lilt that sent sparks dancing across Deandra's skin.

 
“

 
Think about it—an intimate exchange between us, a secret just for you and me. Something so delightfully taboo, and then I

 
’

 
ll leave you to do your very important work.”









 
“

 
Just one,” Evelyn purred into Deandra's ear, her voice thick with temptation.

 
“

 
Just one touch, Deandra. What harm could there be in that? I promise it

 
’

 
ll be our little secret.”









 
Deandra's pulse quickened at the prospect, a wild mixture of rebellion and intrigue swirling within her. She knew she should reject the notion outright, but the way Evelyn gazed at her—like a predator sizing up its prey—made the line between right and wrong blur into an enticing haze. It was dangerous. Yet the thrill of being desired in such an overtly intimate way sent heat radiating through her cheeks.









 
“

 
I…” she faltered, words slipping like sand through her fingers as she wrestled with the gravity of the moment. Each heartbeat echoed in her ears, drowning out the rational part of her mind that screamed for caution.









 
“

 
Just one,” Evelyn repeated, her fingers inching closer to the soft fabric of Deandra

 
’

 
s top, teasingly brushing against the delicate skin just beneath it.

 
“

 
One touch, and I

 
’

 
ll reward you with my absence—for now.”









 
There it was again—the promise of freedom entwined with a seductive challenge. And within that moment, Deandra felt herself teeter on a precipice where choices hung heavy like ripe fruit begging to be plucked. The contradiction and confusion was giving her a headache. She scrunched her eyes shut in an attempt to silence the voices in her head screaming at her not to do it, and she just whispered

 
“

 
Okay…”









 
As the word slipped from her lips, it felt like a thunderclap in the quiet tension that enveloped them. Deandra

 
’

 
s heart surged wildly, an intoxicating mix of exhilaration and dread coursing through her veins. Evelyn

 
’

 
s eyes sparkled with victorious mischief, as if she had just unwrapped a long-awaited gift.









 
“

 
Good girl,” Evelyn cooed, the praise curling around Deandra like a warm embrace.

 
“

 
Now, let

 
’

 
s keep this simple and sweet.” She leaned in closer, her breath washing over Deandra

 
’

 
s skin, igniting a fire that spread across her body.









 
Deandra's pulse throbbed in her ears as she felt Evelyn's fingers glide beneath the hem of her polo shirt, teasingly brushing against her bare skin. Madness! What was she doing? But the thought was drowned by the undeniable thrill that surged within her. The world outside faded further into obscurity—her responsibilities, her fiancé, all transformed into distant echoes that only served to amplify the intensity of this moment.









 
Evelyn's hand found its way to the soft swell of Deandra

 
’

 
s breast, fingers coaxing gently as if she were testing the waters of forbidden territory. Deandra gasped at the sudden rush of sensations; her body betrayed her mind with a wave of warmth and longing that coursed through her like wildfire.









 
“

 
Oooh DeeDee, not wearing a bra, naughty girl?” Evelyn giggled into Deandra

 
’

 
s ear as she gave the small mound of her breast a soft squeeze.

 
“

 
Am I gonna have to teach you how to dress yourself going forward?”









 
“

 
I…I usually don

 
’

 
t…I don

 
’

 
t need them and the material of my top is uh, thick enough.” DeeDee tried to explain as her head spun, unable to process what she was experiencing in this moment in her own office.









 
Evelyn's laughter danced around the room, rich and intoxicating, as her hand moved in a slow circle around the edge of Deandra

 
’

 
s breast.

 
“

 
Aren

 
’

 
t you just full of surprises?” she teased, her hand lingering on the bottom of the tit, cupping it gently.

 
“

 
I must say, it

 
’

 
s delightful.”









 
“

 
Evelyn…” she murmured, half protest and half plea, the name slipping from her lips like a secret she hadn

 
’

 
t intended to share. The way Evelyn

 
’

 
s fingers danced over her skin sent waves of heat cascading through her, leaving her breathless and trembling on the edge of something both terrifying and enthralling.









 
“

 
Shh,” Evelyn whispered, her voice low and sultry, wrapping around Deandra like a silken thread.

 
“

 
Just enjoy this moment. No one has to know.” Her thumb stroked gently over Deandra

 
’

 
s nipple, teasingly circling it before applying just enough pressure that Deandra gasped involuntarily, arching into the touch.









 
“

 
Ouch.” Deandra whimpered

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s sensitive.”









 
“

 
And diamond hard,” Evelyn replied as she ran a fingertip over the now throbbing erect nipple.









 
Deandra's entire body shivered, a combination of confusion and unexpected pleasure flooding her senses. The teasing pressure sent spirals of heat through her, igniting something deep within that she had long kept locked away. She couldn't believe they were here, tangled in this moment where her world collided with desires she had never dared to acknowledge.









 
“

 
Tell me how it feels,” Evelyn purred, her sharp eyes glinting with a predatory intensity that made Deandra both vulnerable and exhilarated.

 
“

 
I want to hear you, DeeDee. Let me in.”









 
Deandra swallowed hard, torn between the overwhelming wave of emotions crashing over her and the shadow of guilt hovering at the edges of her consciousness.

 
“

 
It—it feels...good,” she finally admitted, her voice trembling as she surrendered to the sweet torment of Evelyn's touch.









 
And with that, Evelyn upheld her end of their bargain, immediately releasing Deandra

 
’

 
s breast and sliding her hand out of the shirt.









 
“

 
Now,,” Evelyn said, straightening her shirt with a flourish as her gaze locked onto Deandra's,

 
“

 
I must leave you to your work. But not without a few final instructions.” There was a mischievous gleam in her eyes that sent a shiver down Deandra

 
’

 
s spine.

 
“

 
In exactly one hour, at 1:55 pm I expect to see you at the south corner of the quad on the opposite side of campus. There

 
’

 
s a bench there tucked into the tree line—the little sanctuary tucked away from prying eyes.”









 
Deandra opened her mouth to protest, to utter some excuse about pressing commitments and responsibilities that awaited her, but Evelyn silenced her with a delicate finger pressed against Deandra

 
’

 
s lips.

 
“

 
No excuses, DeeDee. I need you there—and you like doing what I say.”









 
With an air of playful dominance, Evelyn leaned closer, the scent of sandalwood and jasmine enveloping Deandra like a heady fog that clouded her judgment.

 
“

 
And one more thing—” she punctuated her statement with a purposeful kiss, her lips brushing against Deandra

 
’

 
s cheek hard and deliberate, adding the smudged stain that was already there from the first kiss she

 
’

 
d given upon entry. She pulled back slowly, admiring the way her crimson lipstick stained Deandra's cheek—a bold mark of possession.









 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t you dare wipe that off,” Evelyn ordered with a smile and a wink,

 
“

 
Or I

 
’

 
ll have to redden that sweet bottom of yours more than I already plan to.”









 
Before Deandra could react, Evelyn was gone.









 
Deandra stood in her office, the lingering warmth of Evelyn's touch still prickling her skin, feeling as if the world had tilted off its axis. The air felt thick with unsaid words and uncharted boundaries, the mundane surroundings of paperwork and sports equipment suddenly fading into an alien landscape. She was alone—but not truly. Evelyn's presence throbbed in the silence like a powerful heartbeat, filling every corner of her mind with a chaotic blend of exhilaration and dread.









 
Her hands trembled as she reached for her desk, trying to ground herself in the familiar. What the hell was happening here? How was this woman just waltzing into her life again and not letting her say no?!









 
Deandra blinked rapidly, desperately trying to gather her thoughts, but all she could replay was the way Evelyn's fingers had caressed her breast and the sweet torment in her voice. Each moment echoed with an intensity that left her breathless, caught in a web of forbidden desire she had never anticipated.









 
She shakily sat down at her desk and attempted to finish her work. The clock ticked away in a steady cadence, serving as a metronome for the chaos swirling inside her. A part of her longed to resist—to run home to Jonah and bury herself in the stability he represented. Yet there was another part—one that craved the taste of freedom Evelyn promised, a bittersweet rebellion that both exhilarated and terrified her.









 
She glanced at the clock again: 1:46 PM. The hour was almost up. The quad was a long walk to get across and she shuddered to think what Evelyn might do if she was late. She lifted her hand to her cheek and was about to wipe off the greasy smudge of purple lipstick she could feel lingering there, until she remembered Evelyn

 
’

 
s warning and, despite how mortifying it would be to walk across campus with the imprint of another woman

 
’

 
s lips on her cheek, she knew she couldn

 
’

 
t wipe it away.









 
In a daze, Deandra gathered her things, each movement feeling like a step deeper into a labyrinth she never intended to enter. As she walked down the corridor, her heart raced in tandem with the footsteps echoing against the polished floor. The vibrant chatter of students and colleagues around her became muffled, the world narrowing down to the singular goal of reaching that secluded bench beneath the trees.









 
The sun shone brightly overhead, bathing everything in a soft glow that felt almost mocking compared to the turmoil roiling within her. Every few steps, she caught herself glancing over her shoulder, half-expecting Evelyn to appear at any moment. The heat of her cheeks—still tinged with remnants of Evelyn

 
’

 
s kiss—reminded her of how dangerously exposed she felt.









 
At last, as she rounded the corner into the south quad, the familiar view emerged—lush green grass punctuated by clusters of flowers surrounded by the forest that made up much of the south corner of the campus. And there it was: the bench nestled just within reach of knotted roots and rustling leaves. A flicker of nervous anticipation surged through her as she spotted Evelyn seated there, exuding an effortless magnetism that drew Deandra closer despite every ounce of reason screaming for her to turn back.









 
Evelyn looked up from where she sat, an enticing smile spreading across her face, her eyes gleaming with a mix of mischief and power.

 
“

 
Right on time, darling,” she purred, leaning back against the bench with an air of casual confidence that made Deandra's heart race. The way she tilted her head, the soft sway of her full lips as they curved into that captivating smile. “I like to know you’ll come calling when I tell you to be somewhere.”









 
“

 
I—” Deandra stammered, feeling the flush crawl up her neck. She had prepared herself for a confrontation or perhaps a conversation about boundaries, but all that came out was a weak protest against the undeniable pull that drew her toward Evelyn.









 
“

 
Shh,” Evelyn interrupted, raising a hand to silence Deandra once more.

 
“

 
You don

 
’

 
t need to say anything. Just sit here with me.” Her voice had dropped to a whisper again, seductive and commanding, pulling at the seams of Deandra

 
’

 
s willpower as easily as it invited her in.









 
Deandra hesitated only for a moment before complying, sliding onto the bench beside Evelyn, feeling both exhilarated and terrified by the intimacy of their proximity. The scent of sandalwood wrapped around her senses.









 
“

 
Ooh DeeDee” Evelyn giggled as she took Deandra in,

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m so sorry, I left that one nipple so hard and it looks like it

 
’

 
s sticking out all asymmetrically through your shirt!”









 
Deandra looked down at her chest and went pale as she saw what Evelyn said was true, the nipple that Evelyn had played with was still hard and sticking through her top in a pronounced point.

 
“

 
I guess it

 
’

 
s a good thing you promised to let me get the other one. Lean over here so I can even you out.” Evelyn demanded.









 
Deandra's heart raced, a wild mix of embarrassment and unbidden desire flaring within her. She felt exposed beneath Evelyn's gaze, as if the world had shrunk to just the two of them. The very air around her thickened with tension, every breath becoming an invitation that danced along the edge of temptation.









 
“

 
Evelyn, I—” she began, but the words faltered on her tongue as Evelyn shifted closer, their bodies almost touching. The warmth radiating from Evelyn was intoxicating, a magnetic pull that left Deandra breathless and yearning.









 
“

 
Shhh,” Evelyn whispered softly,

 
“

 
this was part of the agreement.”









 
And with that, she had her hand up Deandra

 
’

 
s shirt again and her meaty hand was working its way up the former volleyball player’s lithe torso.









 
Deandra gasped as Evelyn's fingers found her other nipple, pinching and rolling it with deft precision, just as she had done before. Deandra

 
’

 
s body betrayed her; she leaned into the touch—hungry, desperate for more. A shiver ran down her spine as Evelyn's eyes held her captive, dark and seductive, a storm of untamed desire swirling within.









 
“

 
See? Now you

 
’

 
re even,” Evelyn cooed, satisfaction lacing her voice as she watched Deandra squirm beneath her ministrations.

 
“

 
Hmm, and now, since you didn

 
’

 
t let me finish last time…” Evelyn said, sliding her hand down to the waistband of Deandra

 
’

 
s shorts,

 
“

 
I think it

 
’

 
s time for a proper pantie check!”









 
Deandra's breath hitched in her throat, a wild mixture of fear and exhilaration surging through her veins. The world around them fell away, leaving only the intoxicating thrall of Evelyn

 
’

 
s touch and the undeniable thrill of the taboo. She felt as though she were standing on the edge of a precipice—one misstep could lead to either liberation or devastation.









 
“

 
Evelyn, we can

 
’

 
t—” Deandra managed to stammer, her words lost amidst the overwhelming sensations that coursed through her body. But Evelyn merely tilted her head, her expression a mix of amusement and challenge.









 
“

 
Can

 
’

 
t? Sweetheart, you

 
’

 
ve been saying that since we first met,” Evelyn replied, her tone dripping with sultry confidence.

 
“

 
And yet here you are—sitting right next to me with your delicious little secret waiting to be uncovered.”









 
Deandra swallowed hard, caught between the oppressive weight of societal expectations and the heady promise of indulgence that hovered within reach. Her heart raced as Evelyn's fingers danced along the waistband of her shorts, teasingly slow, each gliding movement igniting a torrent of longing deep within.









 
“

 
C

 
’

 
mon, after all I

 
’

 
ve put up with from you, I deserve to know what color your undies are today,” Evelyn asked softly, her voice low and inviting, practically vibrating with anticipation. Deandra nodded instinctively, breathlessly, not in answer to the question but that was how Evelyn took it.









 
With deliberate slowness, Evelyn's fingers slipped beneath the waistband, sending electric shocks through Deandra's system. The thrill of being touched in such an intimate place by another woman, in public where anyone could walk by, added a dizzying layer to the confusion swirling within her. She went flush as she felt Evelyn pulling the shorts down her thighs. She lifted her bottom instinctively off the bench slightly so the shorts could slide down more easily.









 
“

 
Pink, huh?” Evelyn murmured, her voice a sultry purr. A shiver rolled through Deandra when she felt air on her lower body and looked down to see her slightly juvenile, pink cotton panties in full view to Evelyn. The light pink cotton felt far more innocent than the circumstances demanded.









 
“

 
You really are a girly girl at heart, aren

 
’

 
t you sweetness? That

 
’

 
s good since I

 
’

 
m the one wearing the pants round here, huh?” Evelyn teased, arching an eyebrow as she traced her fingers along the curve of Deandra

 
’

 
s hip.

 
“

 
I like that kind of contrast in my couplings, maybe I

 
’

 
ll even have you calling me

 
‘

 
daddy

 
’

 
by the end of this.” Evelyn winked, already implicitly referring to their

 
“

 
relationship” as if it was a real thing.









 
Deandra could only stare, breathless, her heart pounding in her chest as Evelyn's playful dominance sent shivers through her core.

 
“

 
Evelyn, this is too much…” she protested weakly, but the words felt hollow as they tumbled from her lips. Each flicker of Evelyn's gaze held a challenge, a daring invitation that tugged at the edges of Deandra

 
’

 
s resolve.









 
Evelyn leaned in, her breath warm against Deandra

 
’

 
s skin.

 
“

 
Oh, darling, you have no idea how much I love

 
‘

 
too much,’” she whispered, her voice thick with promise.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s only just beginning.” There was a hunger in Evelyn's eyes, a predatory gleam that threatened to unravel everything Deandra had known about herself.









 
Evelyn

 
’

 
s hand snaked up Deandra

 
’

 
s bare thigh and rested lightly on the triangle of the front of the younger woman

 
’

 
s light pink panties. Deandra squirmed and tried to reject the touch, but Evelyn held her hand their firmly.

 
“

 
Let

 
’

 
s just sit here a moment and enjoy the nice weather, honey. I want you to get used to this.”









 
Deandra's mind raced, caught in the web of longing and fear that Evelyn had so effortlessly woven around her. She had her shorts around her knees and Evelyn was casually resting her hand on her exposed panties like it was the most natural thing in the world. Every second felt like a delicate balance between resistance and surrender, her heart thundering in her chest as Evelyn's fingers lingered at thin fabric of her panties over her mound. The warm sunlight spilled into the office, illuminating the space with a golden hue that felt too intimate, too revealing. She could almost hear her heart thundering in her ears, drowning out the logical part of her brain that screamed for her to get a grip, to put an end to this madness.









 
“

 
Evelyn, really, we shouldn

 
’

 
t…” she murmured, but it was less a protest and more a half-hearted plea. The heat from Evelyn

 
’

 
s palm seeped into her skin, igniting a craving that made her feel both terrified and exhilarated.









 
“

 
Shouldn

 
’

 
t? Oh darling,” Evelyn replied with mock sincerity, her fingers brushing ever so slightly against Deandra

 
’

 
s most sensitive spot,

 
“

 
this is exactly what we should be doing.” The way she said it was like an incantation—binding Deandra to this moment, to this place where the real world faded and only their breathless connection remained.









 
With both fear and unyielding desire coursing through her veins, Deandra couldn

 
’

 
t help but lean back just a fraction, opening up the space for Evelyn

 
’

 
s touch to deepen. Evelyn grinned at her and slowly moved her fingers downward to the top of Deandra

 
’

 
s lips, squeezing just slightly around the little nub of her clit through her panties. This elicited a gasp from Deandra.










 
“

 
Gooood girrrlll” Evelyn purred into Deandra

 
’

 
s ear.









 
Deandra's body responded to the praise in an overwhelming rush, a current of pleasure sparking beneath Evelyn's teasing touch. The sound of the quad and the wind through the trees around them in this little closed off corner melted away, leaving only the pulse of her heartbeat and the sultry whispers that hung in the air like thick honey. Every fiber of her being felt alive and exposed beneath Evelyn

 
’

 
s commanding hand, igniting a desperate need for more.









 
“

 
Evelyn” Deandra breathed, her voice barely a whisper, thick with confusion and longing. She was caught between the sharp edges of reality—the weight of her engagement to Jonah—and the intoxicating thrill of surrendering to this darkly seductive embrace.









 
“

 
Shhh,” Evelyn hushed, pressing closer, wrapping Deandra in an aura so heady it nearly suffocated her with its intensity.

 
“

 
You don

 
’

 
t need to say anything right now. Just let yourself feel my touch. Sit here with me, be with me in this moment and just enjoy being together.” The way Evelyn spoke, dripping with authority, made Deandra feel like getting up and walking away was impossible in this moment.









 
Deandra's breath caught in her throat as her world narrowed down to the warmth of Evelyn's palm and the insistent rhythm of her heart, which was reflected in the throbbing she could feel beneath Evelyn

 
’

 
s intimate touch. Each time Evelyn's fingers moved, teasing the fabric, it unraveled another thread of Deandra's tightly-woven composure. She felt both entranced and terrified, a delicate balance teetering on the precipice of everything she thought she knew about herself.









 
“

 
Evelyn,” she attempted again, though it came out more like a plea than a demand. It was as if the word itself was both a lifeline and a surrender. Deandra

 
’

 
s mind raced with images of her life—Jonah

 
’

 
s comforting presence, their plans for the future, but each thought melted away under the weight of Evelyn

 
’

 
s unwavering gaze. The intensity of those deep, knowing eyes promised untold pleasures and hazards all at once.









 
Evelyn leaned closer, enveloping Deandra in her rich scent, a blend of sandalwood and jasmine that clung to her like an intoxicating mist.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re so much fun to play with, you know that? Such an innocent little thing hiding behind that tough coach facade,” she whispered, brushing her thumb slowly over Deandra

 
’

 
s mound.

 
“

 
And this…” Evelyn continued, pressing on Deandra

 
’

 
s clit through her panties further, which caused the first hints of moisture to show through the fabric,

 
“

 
is what tells me we are meant to be. The way you react to me…to my…touch,” she punctuated that last word by nipping at Deandra

 
’

 
s earlobe.









 
Deandra shivered, every nerve ending on high alert as Evelyn

 
’

 
s words wrapped around her like vines, squeezing tighter with each exaltation of her vulnerability. Her eyes fluttered closed and her heart raced, matching the fervor of Evelyn

 
’

 
s touch.









 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s it Deandra. Forget everything else but my touch and my voice,” Evelyn said as she continued to rub Deandra between her legs, which caused Deandra to slump over into her.









 
Deandra could hardly breathe as the world around her faded into a soft blur of sensation and sound, leaving only Evelyn's commanding presence and the teasing friction pulsing between her legs. This shouldn

 
’

 
t be happening. It was so, so wrong and yet the pleasure that came from giving in to Evelyn

 
’

 
s influence was overwhelming to the point that it made it hard to think and resist.









 
“

 
Just feel my touch,” Evelyn coaxed, her voice sultry and low.

 
“

 
Feel how your body craves this… craves me.” Each syllable slid into Deandra

 
’

 
s psyche like a silken thread, binding her tighter to this moment, drawing her deeper beneath Evelyn's spell. The older woman

 
’

 
s fingers danced with purpose, weaving through layers of fabric that once felt safe but now seemed to confine her more than protect.









 
On some deep, primal physical instinct that compelled her, Deandra began to clench and push back against Evelyn

 
’

 
s touch, actively seeking more of the tingling pleasure the contact through her panties was causing.









 
Evelyn

 
’

 
s lips curled into a knowing smirk, her eyes glimmering with a predatory delight.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s it, love,” she purred, her voice thick with satisfaction.

 
“

 
Let go of the reasons not to. Let me show you what and who you really are…mine.”









 
With entitled confidence, Evelyn slid her hand up to the waistband of Deandra

 
’

 
s panties and then down into them, touching Dee intimately for the first time. Deandra gasped, the shock of that contact sending waves of heat coursing through her body. Every shred of rational thought flickered like a candle in the wind as Evelyn

 
’

 
s fingers explored with an insistent curiosity, moving deeper into territory Deandra had only ever navigated in the confines of her own mind. It felt forbidden yet electrifying, as if Evelyn were unearthing the latent desires Deandra had kept buried beneath layers of expectation and societal norms.









 
Deandra felt her legs spread to give Evelyn more access. she turned her head to face Evelyn, her mouth hanging agape in shock and arousal.

 
“

 
Ev…Evelyn,” she panted as Evelyn ran two fingers up Deandra

 
’

 
s wet, quivering lips.









 
“

 
Delicious Dee…” Evelyn murmured, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

 
“

 
So responsive, so easy to read. I know you better than you think you know yourself,” She relished in each quiver and shiver that erupted from Deandra

 
’

 
s body, the younger woman

 
’

 
s every reaction serving to fuel her own pleasure.









 
Evelyn

 
’

 
s fingers moved over Deandra’s aroused, moistening center with an expertise that sent shockwaves through Deandra

 
’

 
s core. Ev’s teasing and stroking touch twisted the coil of tension tighter, deep within the younger woman. Dee’s body trembled, muscles tensing in anticipation of the release she knew was on the horizon. She could feel her climax building, edging ever closer with each deft touch from Evelyn's skilled fingers.









 
Her breathing came in ragged gasps now, and she bit her lower lip to stifle the moans welling up within her.

 
“

 
Evelyn…I…” It was as close to protest as Deandra could muster, but her words were lost in a whimper of pleasure as Evelyn's thumb pressed down hard on her swollen clitoris.









 
It would have been so easy to let go, to succumb to this forbidden paradise Evelyn had led her to, but some semblance of self-preservation surfaced in the depths of Deandra

 
’

 
s mind. Jonah

 
’

 
s face flashed before her eyes, and she tried to muster the strength to wrench Evelyns

 
’

 
s hand off of her, but she found no will to move at all.









 
Evelyn sensed Deandra's hesitation, and she knew she was on the verge of breaking through her last defenses. With a smirk, Evelyn slowed her pace, drawing out Deandra's agony as she teased her mercilessly.

 
“

 
Shh, love,” she purred in her ear, the vibrations eliciting shivers along Deandra

 
’

 
s spine.

 
“

 
There

 
’

 
s no use fighting it anymore. You

 
’

 
re mine now.” And with those chilling words, she slid two fingers inside Deandra, curling them in a way that made the young woman flex her core and lean forward as the sensations pulsing within her increased exponentially in a kaleidoscope of colors.









 
Evelyn's words reverberated through Deandra's mind as she found herself teetering on the edge of a precipice, her body aflame and aching for release. Tension coiled tighter and tighter within her, read to unravel at any moment. Moisture leaked down her thighs, soaking through her panties, and she knew that she was completely at Evelyn's mercy.









 
As her orgasm crested, and she hovered on the precipice of release, Deandra clenched her eyes shut tighter than ever, preparing for the wave to wash over her. But just as the first shudder of ecstasy began to course through her body, Evelyn withdrew her hand abruptly, leaving Deandra gasping with frustration and desire. Her eyes flew open, a mixture of lust and betrayal in their hazel depths.









 
Evelyn grinned at the sight before her, drinking in the wanton need etched on Deandra's flushed features. She wiped her two very wet fingers on the front of Deandra

 
’

 
s panties before she spoke.

 
“

 
Not yet, little slut. We

 
’

 
re spending the day together, remember? And I like having you in a state like this while we get to know each other better. I reckon it

 
’

 
ll help reduce those pesky no

 
’

 
s, you keep trying with me.”









 
Deandra

 
’

 
s heart raced, her breath shallow as the reality of Evelyn

 
’

 
s playful dominance sank in. She was being toyed with, and though part of her screamed for restraint, another part — deeper and more primal — craved this intoxicating thrill. The sunlight filtering through the trees around them cast a warm glow upon them, illuminating the charged atmosphere that buzzed with unspoken promises and muffled desires.









 
“

 
Come now,” Evelyn murmured, her voice smooth like honey as she gently tugged Deandra

 
’

 
s shorts back over her damp panties.

 
“

 
Let

 
’

 
s explore this lovely campus of yours. I find it

 
’

 
s quite beautiful this time of year.” The way she pronounced the word

 
“

 
beautiful” dripped with meaning, a reminder of what they had just shared and an invitation to step deeper into the abyss.









 
Deandra felt herself being swept away by Evelyn's assertiveness as they walked side by side, their shoulders brushing against one another. And that was how they spent the afternoon, with Evelyn constantly in Deandra

 
’

 
s personal space, conditioning her to it.









 
Evelyn led Deandra through the bustling campus, her hand possessively resting on the small of Deandra's back, steering her with a gentle dominance that sent electric shivers racing through the younger woman's body. The sun hung high in the sky, casting playful shadows as they meandered past throngs of students laughing and chatting, completely unaware of the charged undercurrent enveloping the two women. Deandra felt hyper-aware of Evelyn

 
’

 
s presence, the tantalizing proximity igniting each nerve ending as if they were connected through an invisible thread.









 
Evelyn would lean in close to whisper witty observations and playful jabs about passerby interactions, her breath warm against Deandra

 
’

 
s ear. She made sure to point out particularly pretty women, coeds and professors alike as they passed, again not being shy at all about her intentions and desires with her new charge. And so the hours passed, each moment steeped in sensual tension, a dance of power and vulnerability that left Deandra breathless.









 
As they wandered past the sun-dappled academic buildings and then out into the surrounding neighborhood, Evelyn

 
’

 
s fingers would often drift to brush against Deandra

 
’

 
s skin. A fleeting touch on her forearm here, a lingering stroke down her back there. It was as if every gesture was infused with a magnetic energy, drawing them ever closer while simultaneously pushing Deandra toward the edge of her limits.









 
It was apparent to Evelyn throughout the entire time that Deandra was still on the verge of climax and was clearly pouting with frustration. She made sure to tease and touch the girl just enough that the arousal wouldn

 
’

 
t abate all the way. By around 4:30pm Deandra was barely able to respond or walk straight, which Evelyn loved, but she was not a completely cruel mistress.









 
“

 
Over here,” Evelyn motioned to another little secluded enclave on the other side of the campus

 
’

 
woods. They settled onto a secluded bench beneath an ancient oak tree, Evelyn took full advantage of their private moment. She angled herself towards Deandra, their knees touching intimately. The older woman's eyes were dark with lust, but also something else—a tenderness that tugged at Deandra's heartstrings amidst the maddening and confusing arousal she

 
’

 
d been feeling all afternoon.









 
“

 
Now, pet,” Evelyn purred, running her hand up Deandra

 
’

 
s thigh,

 
“

 
I believe you

 
’

 
ve earned your release after being such a good girl for me this afternoon.” Her eyes glinted with mischief and lust as she slid her hand back into Deandra's shorts and immediately found her panties soaking wet again.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re dripping for me, aren

 
’

 
t you?”









 
Deandra could only whimper in response as Evelyn

 
’

 
s deft fingers played with her clit through the damp fabric, sending electric shocks surging through her heated body. It was true; she was wetter than she

 
’

 
d ever been in her life, aching for release as if it would quench every thirst she'd ever known.









 
“

 
Tell me what you want,” Evelyn coaxed, her voice dripping with seduction.

 
“

 
Tell Madame Evelyn what you need so badly.”









 
“

 
I—I—” Deandra gasped, her cheeks flushing a deep crimson. The wanton desire in her eyes betrayed her, a beacon of hunger that couldn

 
’

 
t be denied any longer.

 
“

 
I need to cum Evelyn…please.”









 
“

 
Good girrrlll” Evelyn purred and slid her hand back into Deandra

 
’

 
s panties, her fingers immediately sliding into her pulsing lips, squeezing at her clit as they did.









 
Deandra gasped, her body arching instinctively towards Evelyn

 
’

 
s touch, surrendering as she felt the world around them dissolve into a haze of heat and pleasure. Each stroke sent tremors through her, building an exquisite tension that wound tighter within her core. She could hardly think, her mind consumed by the urgency of her needs.









 
“

 
Let go, sweetheart,” Evelyn whispered, her voice barely above a sultry murmur, a command wrapped in sweetness.

 
“

 
Give in to me completely.”









 
Deandra's breath quickened as she succumbed to the electric touch of Evelyn

 
’

 
s skilled fingers. She felt like a marionette, strung tight yet ready to unravel at the slightest tug. The way Evelyn manipulated her—a practiced conductor coaxing forth a melody of longing and desire—was intoxicating.









 
Deandra squirmed on the bench, the rough wood meeting her skin like a reminder of reality amidst the delicious chaos that Evelyn was orchestrating. The rustle of leaves above them created a natural symphony, a backdrop to their intimate encounter, making the moment feel even more secretive and charged. The world outside this secluded sanctuary faded away, leaving only the two of them, tangled in their own desires.









 
“

 
Look at you,” Evelyn purred softly, her fingers still dancing over Deandra

 
’

 
s throbbing clit, deftly avoiding the sweet release she craved.

 
“

 
A beautiful mess already. You have no idea how much messier I can make you,” The older woman's voice was honeyed and thick, wrapping around Deandra's mind like tendrils of smoke, clouding her thoughts with a powerful haze of lust.









 
Deandra

 
’

 
s hazel eyes searched Evelyn

 
’

 
s face for mercy but found only that dark glimmer of mischief. It sent shivers coursing through her body as she realized how much control Evelyn had over her. Each flicker of her fingers was a reminder that she was utterly at this woman

 
’

 
s mercy. Her breath hitched as Evelyn

 
’

 
s thumb pressed a little harder against her swollen clit, teasingly flicking it just enough to send shockwaves through her core.









 
“

 
Please” Deandra gasped again, desperation pouring from her lips. She could feel the orgasm beginning to build. Evelyn

 
’

 
s eyes sparkled with sinister delight as she hovered just a breath away from granting Deandra the release she craved.

 
“

 
What a sweet little plea,” she crooned, her voice low and sultry, every syllable dripping with wicked promise. The heat radiating from her body enveloped Deandra like a smothering embrace, urging her further into tantalizing depths of desire.









 
Every stroke became a game, a cruel science perfected by Evelyn's experienced hands. She could feel Deandra's essence dancing around her fingers, the slick warmth gliding against her skin; it was intoxicating, a heady mix of desperation and temptation that only heightened Evelyn

 
’

 
s resolve to keep Deandra at the precipice.









 
Deandra whimpered in response, her body instinctively arching toward the friction she so desperately needed, the hollow ache in her core growing sharper with every passing second. The fine mist of sweat on her brow mixed with the intoxicating scent of sandalwood that clung to Evelyn like an alluring veil, making Deandra dizzy with longing.









 
“

 
You wanna cum my little slut?” Evelyn asked, her own breath getting faster as her fingers picked up speed on Deandra

 
’

 
s clit.









 
“

 
Yes, yes please!” Deandra whimpered and writhed.









 
“

 
Yeah? Think you deserve to?” Evelyn said, increasing the speed even more.









 
“

 
Yes! YES!” Deandra moaned.









 
Deandra's heart raced uncontrollably as her body danced on the edge of ecstasy, every nerve ending zinging with the electric pleasure that surged through her. Yet, amidst the overwhelming sensations, a flicker of sanity remained, desperately fighting for control. It was a futile battle against the tidal wave of desire that washed over her, threatening to drown her in sweet oblivion.









 
Evelyn

 
’

 
s gaze bore into Deandra

 
’

 
s like a predatory cat sizing up its prey, unyielding and darkly seductive. The tension between them crackled in the air, thickening it until it felt almost tangible. Deandra could hardly process the words tumbling from Evelyn

 
’

 
s lips, laced with challenge and tantalizing command.

 
“

 
Give me that ring,” she demanded with a sultry smirk that hinted at her insatiable appetite.









 
“

 
Wh-what?” Deandra gasped, momentarily snapped out of her blissful haze. She blinked rapidly, trying to find clarity through the fog of lust. The engagement ring—a symbol of her stability and the future she had imagined with Jonah—dangled precariously on her finger like a fragile thread.









 
“

 
You heard me,” Evelyn purred, her fingers never faltering in their relentless rhythm.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t like what it represents and I don

 
’

 
t like seeing it on your finger. Give it to me, and I

 
’

 
ll let you cum.” Deandra's mind spiraled, caught in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. The engagement ring, glinting in the soft sunlight, represented her commitment to Jonah and their carefully curated life together. Yet here she was, teetering on the edge of an abyss, every ounce of her reason drowned in the intoxicating pleasure Evelyn was pouring over her like a silky caress.









 
“

 
Evelyn,” she protested weakly, her voice barely a whisper above the pounding of her heart. But the sound of her own words felt distant, washed away by the feverish urgency that bubbled beneath her skin. She could feel the heat pooling dangerously low, and a desperate need surged within her, compelling Deandra to reach for something that felt far more important than the life she had painstakingly built.









 
Evelyn

 
’

 
s fingers pressed harder against Deandra

 
’

 
s sensitive flesh, pushing past the boundaries of pleasure into realms that made her breath hitch and her back arch in delicious surrender.

 
“

 
You want this, don

 
’

 
t you? You want to let go. Just give me what I asked for.” Each word dripped with condescension yet wrapped around Deandra like a velvet rope tightening its grip.

 
“

 
Stop thinking and just act, Deandra!”









 
“

 
Please, just let me cum,” she gasped, so desperate for release she lost sight of everything but the persuit of that release. There was nothing more to do but give in.









 
They both watched as Deandra held her left hand out to Evelyn, straightening her finger to allow the ring to be pulled off.









 
Evelyn snatched at Deandra

 
’

 
s ring finger with the hand not in Deandra

 
’

 
s panties. Her fingers curled around the cool metal of the ring and Deandra felt a deep rush of vulnerability amidst the pulsing arousal. She let out a gasp as Evelyn slipped it off with a single quick motion.









 
With a triumphant smile, Evelyn slipped the ring into her pocket, her eyes glimmering with the thrill of victory. Her grip on Deandra tightened, not just physically but mentally, anchoring her to a reality that was both intoxicating and terrifying.









 
“

 
Now,” Evelyn whispered, leaning closer so their lips almost touched. The warmth of her breath ignited a fire deep within Deandra that she could no longer ignore.

 
“

 
You can finally let go. You can be fully mine. Just let it happen.”









 
As Evelyn's fingertips resumed their tantalizing rhythm and then began increasing their speed. Deandra felt herself spiraling into the blissful surrender she’d just earned herself. Each stroke was a siren

 
’

 
s song, pulling her further away from the life she had built with Jonah—each gasp for air echoed with sweet release as she floated in this newfound ecstasy.









 
The orgasm hit her harder than any she’d had before. It seared through her veins like lightning, leaving her sobbing and moaning simultaneously as the world crumbled around her. Her back arched so high off the bench she was certain her spine would snap. The release was everything and nothing she could have ever imagined—a single point in time where all that mattered was the searing, consuming pleasure that coursed through her as she shuddered and shook with each wave of bliss.









 
Disoriented and breathless, Deandra collapsed into the waiting arms of the woman she had once sworn to resist. Evelyn's embrace enveloped her, enveloped her like a warm, velvet blanket on a winter's eve—safe and comforting, yet suffocating in its intensity.









 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s it, baby,” Evelyn purred, running a soothing hand down Deandra's sweat-soaked back.

 
“

 
You did good.”









 
Deandra lingered in the afterglow, her mind a swirling kaleidoscope of pleasure and confusion. She could feel Evelyn's warmth radiating around her, wrapping her tighter, pulling her to the older woman’s influence.









 
Evelyn

 
’

 
s fingers danced lightly along Deandra's sides, teasingly brushing against the fabric of her shirt as the orgasm subsided.

 
“

 
Let

 
’

 
s make you presentable,” Evelyn teased, her voice sultry and commanding as she pulled Deandra

 
’

 
s shirt down and smoothed it out over her breasts. She then pulled Deandra

 
’

 
s shorts back into place, rubbing her crotch before adjusting the waistband.









 
Evelyn leaned in closer, her breath now warm against Deandra

 
’

 
s ear, igniting every nerve ending within her.

 
“

 
We can

 
’

 
t have you going back home looking all disheveled now, can we?” The sound of her voice was a low hum of authority that vibrated within Deandra

 
’

 
s very being, and she couldn

 
’

 
t help but shiver as Evelyn

 
’

 
s fingers slipped through her hair.









 
With deft movements, Evelyn began to comb through the tousled strands, untangling them with a gentle firmness that made Deandra feel both adored and utterly possessed. Each stroke sent exhilaration rippling through her scalp, a heady mix of pleasure and vulnerability as she surrendered to Evelyn's tender ministrations.









 
The reality of what had just happened started to set in for Deandra as her mind cleared, but her body and will were still so exhausted. Evelyn continued to touch her intimately, her fingers lingering, brushing against Deandra's skin with a deliberate slowness that made her heart race.

 
“

 
There, that looks better,” Evelyn said, satisfaction etched into her features as she pulled back just enough to admire her handiwork.









 
But it was only a fleeting moment of distance; Evelyn leaned in again, closer this time, and placed her hands on both sides of Deandra

 
’

 
s face. Her fingers dug into the warm flesh, tilting Deandra's chin upward as if reclaiming her very essence. Deandra

 
’

 
s breath hitched in her throat, a potent mixture of fear and unquenchable desire flooding her senses.









 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s actually a crime I haven

 
’

 
t been inside this mouth yet,” Evelyn murmured, her voice low and sultry, vibrating with an intensity that made Deandra quiver. Eyes dark with hunger, Evelyn closed the gap swiftly, capturing Deandra's mouth with an eager ferocity that stole the very air from her lungs.









 
The kiss was deep, wet, and possessive—a claim made on Deandra's lips that left her reeling. Every brush of soft skin against soft skin ignited fireworks beneath the surface of her consciousness. Evelyn's tongue plunged into the warmth of Deandra

 
’

 
s mouth, bold and insistent, exploring depths she had never allowed anyone to breach before.









 
Deandra tried to pull away, her instincts clashing against the intoxicating thrill that coursed through her veins—she wanted to resist, but the momentary rebellion felt like futile endeavor against the tide of desire drenching her senses and the orgasm she’d just experienced. Instead of releasing her, Evelyn tightened her grip, holding Deandra captive while her tongue swirled in her mouth.









 
Evelyn seemed to revel in Deandra

 
’

 
s struggle, as if each flick of her tongue against Deandra's sent electric signals coursing through her body. The possessiveness behind Evelyn's kiss promised ownership, an assertion of dominance that sent shivers spiraling down Deandra's spine. It stoked a fire within her that she had never known existed—a blaze fueled by curiosity and desire, even as shame gnawed at her conscience like a relentless beast.









 
Deandra's fingers fisted into the fabric of Evelyn

 
’

 
s shirt, torn between wanting to cling tighter and pushing her away. But just as swiftly as the kiss had begun, it ended—Evelyn pulled away with deliberate slowness, their mouths parting with a soft pop that echoed in the eerie quiet left behind. Deandra gasped for air, her cheeks flushed crimson, heart racing wildly against her ribcage like a caged bird yearning for escape.









 
Evelyn stepped back, her lips glistening, a triumphant smile curving her mouth as she watched Deandra struggle to steady herself. The dim overhead lights caught the playful mischief in her eyes, setting them aglow like two beacons of temptation in a darkened sea.

 
“

 
Oh, Deandra,” she cooed, brushing her thumb across the delicate line of Deandra's jaw,

 
“

 
you have no idea how beautifully chaotic you are becoming.”









 
Deandra's mind buzzed, still intoxicated by the taste of Evelyn lingering on her tongue. She could feel the heat radiating from Evelyn

 
’

 
s body, the magnetic pull of their connection making it almost impossible to breathe evenly. She knew she had to say something—something to tether herself back to reality, but each word floundered in the depths of her throat, choked by unease and desire alike.









 
Before she could though, Evelyn had stepped away from her and began to walk away. Deandra slumped forward and watched her go.

 
“

 
W-wait…” she stammered out as she reached groggily forward. Evelyn still had her engagement ring! How was she going to explain that to Jonah?!









 
“

 
I

 
’

 
ll see you soon my DeeDee, don

 
’

 
t you worry!” Evelyn called over her shoulder as she sauntered away.









 
Once Evelyn was out of her view, Deandra Reid collapsed into a heap of heaving sobbing tears. She couldn

 
’

 
t comprehend what had just happened to her. She had just been brought to orgasm by this crazy woman when she could have gotten up and left at any time. It was so wrong, so fucked up but in that moment she had let it happen, hell she had asked for the release. And now Evelyn had her engagement ring!









 
Deandra pressed her palms against her thighs, feeling the fabric of her shorts dampening with sweat from the lingering tension. She closed her eyes, trying to block out the vivid memories that threatened to invade her thoughts—Evelyn

 
’

 
s lips, their heated kiss, the shattering moments where desire eclipsed reason. The sensation of Evelyn's fingers tracing her skin was still imprinted on her body, a phantom touch that ignited every nerve ending with confusion and longing.









 
“

 
What am I doing?” she whispered to herself, voice trembling with uncertainty. Her heart raced against the fragile cage of her ribs as thoughts spiraled relentlessly. How could she have let Evelyn take such advantage? This was not who she was supposed to be—not to Jonah, not to herself.









 
Still trembling, Deandra gathered herself and stumbled to her feet. Her legs felt weak, barely able to support her weight as she made her way across campus to the parking lot. The late afternoon sun cast long shadows, as if nature itself was trying to hide her shame. Each step felt like a monumental effort, her body heavy with the weight of what had just transpired.









 
As she approached her car, the gleaming metal seemed to mock her, a reminder of the normal life she was supposed to be living. Her hands shook as she fumbled with the keys, dropping them twice before managing to unlock the door. Once inside, she collapsed into the driver's seat, the leather cool against her flushed skin.









 
Deandra gripped the steering wheel, her knuckles turning white as she tried to steady her breathing. The familiar scent of her car's air freshener—a vanilla and lavender blend that usually calmed her—now seemed cloying and suffocating. She started the engine, the low rumble doing little to drown out the cacophony of thoughts racing through her mind.









 
As she pulled out of the parking lot, her eyes kept darting to her left hand, the bare finger where her engagement ring should be. How could she have let Evelyn take it, and in the service of fingering her pussy and making her cum! What was wrong with her?!









 
Deandra drove home in a daze, her vision blurred by the tears that refused to stop falling. The familiar streets of Lawrence seemed alien and threatening, each turn of the wheel a reminder of how far she had strayed from her normal life. The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the road, creating a surreal landscape that matched her tumultuous emotions. Her mind raced with possible explanations for the missing ring. Maybe she could say she took it off at the gym and forgot it in her locker. Or perhaps she could claim it slipped off while she was washing her hands. Each lie felt hollow and unconvincing, even to herself.









 
Pulling into the driveway, Deandra caught sight of Jonah's car already parked. Her heart sank. She had hoped for a few moments alone to compose herself, to craft a believable fiction of how she had lost the ring she had promised never to take off since Jonah put it on her finger. She was so riled up from Evelyn

 
’

 
s violation though, that she had nothing, and there was no time anyway.









 
Deandra's hand trembled as she turned off the ignition, the silence that followed deafening. She stared at the front door of their home, a lump forming in her throat. The porch light flickered on automatically, sensing the approaching dusk - a warm, welcoming beacon that now felt like a spotlight on her shame.









 
Taking a deep breath, Deandra wiped her tear-stained cheeks with the back of her hand. She caught a glimpse of herself in the rearview mirror and winced. Her eyes were puffy and red-rimmed, her hair slightly disheveled despite Evelyn's attempts to smooth it. She looked exactly like someone who had been crying - though maybe that was better than looking like someone who had just been making out with a bald woman who had taken her engagement ring in exchange for an orgasm.









 
With leaden steps, Deandra made her way to the front door. Each footfall on the familiar path felt alien, as if she were walking through a dream - or rather, a nightmare. The scent of blooming jasmine from their garden, usually a comfort, now reminded her of Evelyn's intoxicating perfume, making her stomach churn.









 
She never felt lower than when she stepped through the door and saw Jonah standing in the kitchen making dinner for her, unaware of Deandra

 
’

 
s deep transgressions against their relationship.









 
“

 
Hey babe, welcome home…” Jonah said, coming from around the corner and kissing her on the cheek.

 
“

 
Hey, where

 
’

 
s your engagement ring?”









 
What followed was one of the worst fights between Deandra and Jonah in the years long history of their relationship.









 
Deandra's heart raced, her palms slick with sweat as she fumbled for words. “I told yo..for the millionth time! I don't know, Jonah! I must have lost it on campus or something." The lie tasted bitter on her tongue, but the truth felt impossible to voice.









 
Jonah's fist slammed against the kitchen counter, the sound echoing through their once-peaceful home. "Bullshit! You don't just lose something like that. What aren't you telling me?"









 
Inside, Deandra was drowning in a sea of conflicting emotions. Guilt gnawed at her insides, threatening to consume her whole. How could she explain the inexplicable pull she felt towards Evelyn?









 
"I'm not hiding anything," Deandra whispered unconvincingly, her voice trembling. She hated herself for the lie. Deandra

 
’

 
s mind raced, images of Evelyn flashing through her thoughts—the intensity of their conversations, the electric charge in the air whenever they were close. She pressed her fingers against her temples, trying to dispel the thoughts swirling in her head. How could she reconcile the warmth of Jonah's love with the dark allure of what she felt for Evelyn?









 
Days passed like shadows creeping across the walls, each moment stretching out into unbearable tension. They moved around each other in their cozy home, once vibrant with laughter and shared dreams, now stifled under oppressive silence. They barely spoke for days, not saying anything of consequence when they did.









 
The coffee pot gurgled every morning, but it felt more like a reminder of what had been lost than a comfort. "Good morning," Jonah said one day, his voice flat as he poured himself a cup.









 
"Morning," Deandra replied, her heart heavy. She watched him from across the room, his warm brown eyes clouded with uncertainty, and felt a pang of longing for the intimacy they used to share. But each time she met his gaze, memories of Evelyn flickered in her mind—those sharp, piercing eyes that saw through her defenses, igniting something deep within her that Jonah couldn

 
’

 
t touch.









 
"Deandra," Jonah began, leaning forward, earnestness lacing his tone. "If there's something going on, you can tell me."









 
The sincerity in his voice pierced through her defenses, and she flinched inwardly. What would he think if she admitted what she had let Evelyn do to her? Worse yet, what would he think if he heard that it was the most powerful orgasm she’d ever experienced? Would he understand the magnetic pull, the way Evelyn

 
’

 
s presence sent shivers of excitement coursing through her?









 
"Really, there

 
’

 
s nothing to worry about," she insisted, but the weight of her secrets felt heavier than ever. Every laugh they didn

 
’

 
t share, every soft touch that didn

 
’

 
t linger, pushed her closer to the edge of a precipice she wasn't ready to confront.









 
The days were excruciating as they passed like this, and the worst thing for Deandra was that she wasn

 
’

 
t yearning for Jonah anymore, not after the way he was talking to her. No, the memories of Evelyn

 
’

 
s touch and the knowing way she had taken care of her were all the thought about.









 
"Are we okay?" he asked one evening, his voice trembling with vulnerability.









 
"Yeah," she lied again, though her heart screamed otherwise. Each denial chipped away at her, leaving jagged edges where love once flourished.









 
One morning, over a week after Evelyn had taken her and her engagement ring, Deandra's phone buzzed against the cool surface of the kitchen counter, its insistent vibration pulling her from a haze of unproductive thoughts. She glanced at the screen, her heart racing. It was Evelyn.









 
"Meet me at my place. Now." The message was followed by an address.









 
The simplicity of the message sent a queasy warmth pulsing through Deandra, a mix of exhilaration and dread swirling together in an intoxicating cocktail. A part of her wanted to obey immediately, to feel the thrill of stepping into Evelyn's world, while another part trembled with uncertainty. What would she say? What would she do? The thought of Jonah lingered like a shadow, but it felt smaller in the face of Evelyn

 
’

 
s magnetic pull.









 
She stood there, teeth biting into her lower lip, torn between two lives that felt increasingly incompatible. The air around her grew thick with tension, a reminder of the secrets still coiling around her heart. Could she really step away from what she had built with Jonah? And yet, the thought of Evelyn—her presence, her command—made Deandra's breath hitch.









 
With a shaky resolve, she slipped on a jacket and headed toward the door, her pulse pounding beneath her skin like a drum echoing the dangers of the path she was being shoved into with very little say.









 
Evelyn

 
’

 
s home was everything Deandra had imagined and more. As she entered through the wrought iron gate, she was enveloped by the scent of sandalwood and jasmine, mingling with the faint notes of classical music drifting from within. The sun dipped low, casting warm golden light that filtered through lush gardens, creating an ethereal glow.









 
Inside, the decor was a seductive blend of plush velvet and antique wood, every piece meticulously chosen to evoke intimacy. Soft lighting hugged the corners of the room, creating pools of warmth that invited exploration. A wave of comfort washed over Deandra, intermingled with an electric current of anticipation.









 
Evelyn appeared, framed in the doorway like a vision of authority. Her sharp eyes locked onto Deandra, and a slow smile curled on her lips, one that held promises and demands all at once. She wore a crisp white button-down shirt, the sleeves rolled up to reveal strong forearms. The collar was open, hinting at the soft curves beneath. Dark tailored slacks hugged her hips, accentuating her Rubenesque figure in a way that made Deandra's breath catch. A pair of polished oxfords completed the ensemble, their subtle shine drawing the eye up Evelyn's powerful form.









 
The casual butch outfit highlighted Evelyn's domineering nature, each element carefully chosen to exude confidence and control. The shirt stretched slightly across her full breasts, the buttons straining just enough to make Deandra wonder what it would be like to undo them. The slacks clung to Evelyn's thighs, showcasing the strength in her legs as she moved with graceful authority towards Deandra.









 
Evelyn's bald head gleamed in the soft light, adding to her imposing presence. Without hair to soften her features, every angle of her face seemed sharper, more defined. Her eyes, always intense, now seemed to burn with an inner fire that both thrilled and terrified Deandra.









 
"You're late," she stated, her voice smooth yet edged with an unmistakable dominance. The way she spoke wrapped around Deandra, squeezing tight, making her acutely aware of every breath. "I don't like to be kept waiting."









 
"Sorry," Deandra murmured, guilt prickling at her conscience as she stepped further inside, feeling the weight of Evelyn's gaze. The door clicked shut behind her, sealing them in an intimate cocoon. “It won’t happen again.”









 
"Come here." Evelyn beckoned, and Deandra found herself moving forward almost involuntarily, drawn to the woman who radiated both danger and allure.









 
As she crossed the threshold into Evelyn's space, the atmosphere shifted—charged, electric. The distance between them evaporated, and Deandra could feel the heat radiating off Evelyn's body, a tantalizing invitation that made her skin tingle.









 
Evelyn looked Deandra up and down as she assessed the young woman before her. Evelyn's eyes raked over Deandra, taking in every detail of her outfit with a mixture of amusement and hunger. The young woman stood before her in a soft pink cashmere sweater that hung loosely on her slender frame, its pastel hue emphasizing the youthful glow of her skin. The sweater was paired with light-wash skinny jeans that hugged her hips and thighs, the fabric worn and faded in a way that spoke of comfortable familiarity rather than sophistication.









 
On her feet, Deandra wore simple ballet flats, their lack of heel making her seem even smaller in Evelyn's towering presence. A delicate silver charm bracelet jingled softly on her wrist, its tiny hearts and stars catching the light - a girlish accessory that seemed out of place in the sultry atmosphere of Evelyn's home.









 
Deandra's long dirty blonde hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, wisps of hair escaping to frame her face in a way that was more haphazard than intentional. The hairstyle accentuated her delicate features - wide, innocent eyes and a cute nose.









 
"Do you know why you're here?" Evelyn asked, her voice low, almost hypnotic. There was a challenge in her words, a suggestion that Deandra was already caught in a web she couldn't escape.









 
"To talk?" Deandra offered, though the tremor in her voice betrayed her uncertainty.









 
Evelyn stepped closer, their bodies almost touching now, the air thick with unspoken words. "No, darling. You're here because you

 
’

 
re going to complete the process of becoming mine…and mine alone.”









 
Deandra swallowed hard, her heart racing as she looked up into those piercing eyes. They seemed to see right through her, peeling back layers of defense she hadn

 
’

 
t even known were there. Each word from Evelyn dripped with meaning, with power.









 
“

 
My engagement ring…” Deandra started.









 
“

 
Gone, threw it out. It has no purpose now.” Evelyn said dismissively. She relished how Deandra

 
’

 
s face fell and her heart sank. Evelyn's words hit Deandra like a physical blow, leaving her breathless. The casual dismissal of her engagement ring—a symbol of her life with Jonah, of promises made and a future planned—sent a shiver of both fear and exhilaration down her spine.









 
"You... threw it out?" Deandra whispered, her voice barely audible. She felt untethered, as if the last thread connecting her to her old life had been severed.









 
Evelyn's lips curled into a predatory smile. "Of course. You won't be needing it anymore." Her hand reached out, fingers trailing along Deandra's jawline. The touch was electric, sending sparks of desire coursing through Deandra's body. "You're mine now. Completely."









 
Deandra's breath hitched, caught between the urge to pull away and the overwhelming desire to lean into Evelyn's touch. Her mind raced, images of Jonah flashing before her eyes—his warm smile, his gentle hands. But with each passing second, those memories seemed to fade, replaced by the intoxicating presence of the woman before her.









 
"You…you shouldn

 
’

 
t have done that," Deandra stammered, on the verge of tears.









 
“

 
What did you just say to me?!” Evelyn said, anger in her voice.









 
“

 
I SAID YOU SHOULDN

 
’

 
T HAVE DONE THAT! YOU HAD NO RIGHT TO!” Deandra charged, screaming, right at Evelyn.









 
Evelyn's eyes flashed with a dangerous glint as Deandra charged at her. With the fluid grace of a predator, she easily sidestepped the younger woman's clumsy attack. In one swift motion, Evelyn's strong arms wrapped around Deandra's waist, using the momentum to spin them both.









 
Deandra gasped as she found herself suddenly airborne, the world tilting on its axis before her back slammed against the plush carpet. The impact knocked the wind from her lungs, leaving her disoriented and breathless.









 
Before Deandra could regain her bearings, Evelyn was on top of her, straddling her hips with powerful thighs. Her weight pressed Deandra into the soft fibers of the rug, the pressure both terrifying and thrilling. Evelyn's hands shot out, capturing Deandra's wrists and pinning them above her head.









 
"Oh, my sweet girl," Evelyn purred into Deandra's ear, her breath hot against her skin. "Did you really think you could overpower me?"









 
Deandra struggled against Evelyn's iron grip, her chest heaving with exertion and emotion. Tears streamed down her face as she thrashed, her cries echoing off the walls of Evelyn's elegant home. But Evelyn held firm, her body pressed against Deandra's, an immovable force.









 
"Let me go!" Deandra sobbed as she squirmed in vain beneath Evelyn

 
’

 
s stronger body.









 
“

 
Never,” Evelyn said and pressed her lips against Deandra

 
’

 
s again, kissing her quickly and licking across the lips of the squirming girl before pulling back.









 
Evelyn's grip tightened, her fingers digging into the soft flesh of Deandra's wrists as she held her down. Deandra's pink cashmere sweater had ridden up during the struggle, exposing her taut stomach and the delicate lace of her bra. Evelyn's eyes raked over the newly revealed skin, drinking in every detail.









 
"Stop fighting it," Evelyn murmured, her voice low and husky. "What you think you want doesn

 
’

 
t matter. I know what’s best, don

 
’

 
t you get that by now?"









 
Deandra whimpered, tears streaming down her flushed cheeks. Evelyn shifted her weight, pressing her thigh between Deandra's legs, eliciting a gasp from the younger woman. With one hand still pinning Deandra's wrists, Evelyn used her free hand to slowly push the sweater higher. Her fingers ghosted over Deandra's ribs, leaving goosebumps in their wake. Deandra arched involuntarily into the touch, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps.









 
"No, please," Deandra whimpered, her voice cracking with a mixture of fear and something deeper, more primal.









 
Evelyn's eyes gleamed with predatory intensity as she continued to push the sweater higher, revealing inch after inch of Deandra's quivering flesh. The cashmere bunched around Deandra's neck and face, temporarily blinding her and muffling her protests.









 
Deandra's protests weakened as Evelyn's skilled hands roamed her body, igniting sparks of unwanted pleasure. The older woman's touch was both forceful and tender, breaking down Deandra's defenses with each caress.









 
Evelyn's mouth found the sensitive spot on Deandra's neck, sucking and nibbling as her fingers deftly unclasped the younger woman's bra. Deandra gasped as the cool air hit her exposed breasts, her nipples hardening instantly.









 
"Very cute bra, my little bitch" Evelyn purred, rolling one of Deandra's nipples between her fingers. "It may very well be the last one you ever wear. You

 
’

 
re not to be wearing any underwear as long as you

 
’

 
re mine."









 
Deandra's back arched involuntarily, pressing herself further into Evelyn's touch. Evelyn's fingers trailed down Deandra's trembling body, leaving a trail of goosebumps in their wake. With the sweater bunched around her face, Deandra's world was plunged into darkness, heightening every sensation. She gasped as Evelyn's thumb brushed across her hardened nipple, sending jolts of electricity through her body.









 
"Stop squirming," Evelyn growled, her voice low and dangerous. But Deandra couldn't help it - her body was a battleground of conflicting desires, writhing beneath Evelyn's expert touch.









 
Evelyn's hand slid lower, deftly unbuttoning Deandra's jeans. The sound of the zipper seemed deafening in the charged atmosphere. Deandra whimpered as cool air hit her exposed skin, Evelyn's fingers teasing along the waistband of her panties.









 
"Please," Deandra begged, though she wasn't sure if she was pleading for Evelyn to stop or to continue. Her hips bucked involuntarily as Evelyn's fingers dipped lower, brushing against her most intimate area.









 
Frustrated by Deandra's constant movement, Evelyn suddenly flipped her over. Deandra gasped as she found herself laying on her stomach, the plush carpet pressing against her bare breasts. With her sweater still tangled around her head, Deandra was plunged into darkness, every sensation heightened. She could feel Evelyn's weight settle on her lower back, pinning her in place.









 
"Since you can't seem to stay still," Evelyn purred, her voice dripping with dark promise, "I'll have to take matters into my own hands."









 
Deandra felt Evelyn shift, heard the soft rustle of fabric. Then something smooth and cool wrapped around her wrists - a silk scarf, perhaps, or one of Evelyn's ties. With practiced efficiency, Evelyn bound Deandra's hands behind her back, the knots tight and unyielding.









 
"There," Evelyn murmured, satisfaction evident in her tone. "Much better."









 
Her hands now free, Evelyn returned her attention to Deandra's body. She ran her palms down Deandra's sides, reveling in the shiver that passed through the younger woman. Deandra squirmed, the carpet fibers tickling her sensitive nipples as Evelyn's touch ignited sparks of unwanted pleasure and stinging pain.









 
Evelyn's hands gripped Deandra's hips, lifting them slightly. Cool air hit her most intimate areas as Evelyn slowly peeled her jeans and panties down her legs. Deandra whimpered, torn between shame and arousal as she lay exposed.









 
"I knew from the first time I saw you on the court from the stands that one day you

 
’

 
d end up my little pet," Evelyn murmured, her hands kneading the soft flesh of Deandra's ass. "And here you are, all mine now."









 
Deandra trembled as Evelyn's hands roamed possessively over her exposed skin. She felt utterly vulnerable - bound, blinded by her sweater, and naked from the waist down. A war raged inside her between desire and despair.









 
"Please," Deandra whimpered, her voice muffled by the cashmere. "I can't do this. I have a fiancé..."









 
Evelyn's hand cracked sharply across Deandra's backside, the slap echoing in the room. Deandra cried out, more in surprise than pain.









 
"You don't have anything anymore," Evelyn growled. "Except me. I’m your new mistress, fiance, wife, the one you serve.”









 
Her fingers dipped between Deandra's legs, finding her slick with arousal despite her protests. Deandra gasped and instinctively arched into the touch.









 
"No," Deandra whimpered weakly, her voice muffled by the fabric covering her face. But even as the protest left her lips, her body betrayed her. She arched into Evelyn's touch, craving more despite herself.









 
Evelyn chuckled darkly, her fingers trailing teasingly along Deandra's inner thighs. "Your mouth says no, but your body is begging for it," she purred. "You're dripping for me, aren't you, pet?"









 
Deandra gasped as Evelyn's fingers brushed against her most intimate area, confirming the older woman's words. She was achingly wet, her body responding eagerly to Evelyn's expert touch despite her mind's feeble protests.









 
“

 
I can feel you getting wet my sweet Dee, I bet you need release already,” Evelyn hissed into Deandra

 
’

 
s ear through her sweater.

 
“

 
But I can

 
’

 
t let your little hissy fit here go unpunished, so you are going pay…and you

 
’

 
re not gonna like it.”









 
Evelyn's strong hands grasped Deandra's shoulders, pulling her up into a sitting position. The sudden movement made Deandra's head spin, her bound arms aching as they pressed uncomfortably against her back. With deft fingers, Evelyn grasped the hem of the pink cashmere sweater and slowly pulled it upwards and off her face, dragging the soft fabric across Deandra's flushed skin.









 
As the sweater cleared her face, Deandra blinked rapidly, her eyes adjusting to the dim light of the room. Evelyn's face swam into focus, her piercing gaze boring into Deandra with an intensity that made her breath catch. The older woman's lips were curved in a predatory smile, her eyes glittering with dark promise.









 
"Don't. Move." Evelyn's voice was low and commanding, each word precise and dripping with authority. "I'll be right back."









 
Deandra watched, heart pounding, as Evelyn rose gracefully to her feet and strode towards the bathroom. The click of her oxfords on the hardwood floor echoed in the quiet room, each step deliberate and measured. As she disappeared from view, Deandra could hear the sound of drawers opening and closing as Evelyn gathered her tools.









 
Evelyn emerged from the bathroom, her eyes gleaming with anticipation. In her hands, she carried an array of items that made Deandra's blood run cold - electric clippers, scissors, a razor, and shaving cream.









 
"No," Deandra whispered, her eyes widening in horror as realization dawned. "You can't..."









 
Evelyn's lips curled into a cruel smile. "Oh, but I can. And I will." She set the items down on a nearby table with deliberate care, the metallic clatter sending shivers down Deandra's spine.









 
"Please, not my hair," Deandra begged, tears welling in her eyes. Her dirty blonde locks had always been a source of pride and beauty for her, cascading past her shoulders in soft waves. The thought of losing them was almost too much to bear.









 
Evelyn's lips curled into a cruel smile as she approached, clippers in hand. "Oh yes, my pet. It's time you looked more like your Mistress."









 
Deandra shook her head frantically, dirty blonde hair whipping around her face. "Please, no. Anything but this. I

 
’

 
ll do anything!”









 
Ignoring her pleas, Evelyn grabbed a fistful of Deandra's long locks, yanking her head back. Deandra cried out at the sharp pain. With her other hand, Evelyn flicked on the clippers. They buzzed to life with an ominous hum.









 
"No! Stop!" Deandra thrashed wildly, tears streaming down her cheeks. But Evelyn's grip was iron, holding her firmly in place.









 
Without hesitation, Evelyn pressed the clippers firmly against Deandra's scalp, ignoring the younger woman's cries and struggles. With practiced precision, she drove the vibrating blades through Deandra's long, dirty blonde locks. Thick tresses fell away in clumps, floating to the plush carpet below.









 
"No, please!" Deandra sobbed, her body shaking with each pass of the clippers. But Evelyn was relentless, methodically shearing away years of growth.









 
"Shh," Evelyn soothed mockingly. "You're going to look so beautiful when I'm done with you."









 
Row by row, Deandra's hair disappeared. The gentle waves that once framed her face now lay scattered on the floor, a sea of golden strands surrounding them. Deandra's scalp tingled as it was exposed to the air for the first time, goosebumps rising on her skin.









 
Deandra squeezed her eyes shut, unable to bear the sight of her hair falling away and fluttering listlessly to the floor. She could feel the cool air on her newly exposed scalp. The weight on her head lessened with each pass of the clippers, her once-immaculately quaffed and styled hair she

 
’

 
d spent so long working to get just right disappearing in seconds.









 
Evelyn worked swiftly, her movements sure and deliberate. She tilted Deandra's head this way and that, ensuring not a single hair was missed. The buzzing of the clippers filled the room, punctuated by Deandra's whimpers and gasps.









 
As the last long strands fell away, Evelyn's fingers traced the newly exposed contours of Deandra's scalp, sending shivers down her spine. "There, that's much better," she purred, her voice low and sultry. “Now, you truly belong to me."









 
Deandra whimpered, tears streaming down her face. She felt naked, exposed in a way she never had before. The loss of her hair seemed to strip away the last vestiges of her old life, her identity.









 
"Open your eyes," Evelyn commanded. When Deandra hesitated, Evelyn's grip tightened painfully on her jaw. "I said, open them."









 
Reluctantly, Deandra's eyes fluttered open. Evelyn held up a small mirror, forcing Deandra to confront her new reflection. A stranger stared back at her - pale, tear-stained face framed by a layer of dark stubble where her flowing locks had once been. Deandra choked back a sob.









 
"Beautiful," Evelyn murmured, her fingers tracing the curve of Deandra's exposed skull. "But we're not quite finished yet."









 
She reached for the shaving cream, squirting a generous amount into her palm. Evelyn massaged the cool shaving cream into Deandra's scalp, her fingers working in slow, deliberate circles. Deandra shivered at the sensation, her eyes squeezed shut as she tried to block out the reality of what was happening.









 
“Stop closing your eyes!” Evelyn commanded again, her voice brooking no argument. "I want you to watch every moment of this."









 
Reluctantly, Deandra obeyed, her gaze meeting Evelyn's in the mirror. The older woman's eyes gleamed with dark satisfaction as she picked up the razor.









 
"Please," Deandra whispered one last time, her voice barely audible.









 
Evelyn's only response was to press the razor against Deandra's scalp, dragging it in a long, smooth stroke. The scraping sound seemed deafening in the quiet room as the last of Deandra's hair was stripped away.









 
Slowly, methodically, Evelyn worked her way across Deandra's head. With each pass of the razor, more of Deandra's pale scalp skin was revealed, until not a single hair or hint of stubble remained. Deandra watched, transfixed with horror, as the last vestiges of her former self disappeared.









 
"There," Evelyn murmured, running her fingers over the newly exposed and surprisingly sensitive skin of Deandra

 
’

 
s scalp.









 
Deandra stared at her reflection in stunned silence, barely recognizing the woman looking back at her. Her scalp was smooth and pale, gleaming in the soft light. Without her long hair to frame her face, her features seemed sharper, more angular. There was a juvenile look to her face now. Her eyes seemed bigger, younger, more childish. Tears welled in her eyes as the full weight of what had happened settled over her.









 
Evelyn's fingers traced the curve of Deandra's skull, sending shivers down her spine. "Perfect," she purred, her voice low and filled with satisfaction. "Now you truly look like you belong to me."









 
Deandra's lower lip trembled as fresh tears welled in her eyes. She felt naked, stripped of more than just her hair. It was as if Evelyn had peeled away the last layers of her old identity, leaving her raw and remade in the older woman's image.









 
"Why?" Deandra whispered, her voice cracking. "Why did you do this?"









 
Evelyn's grip tightened on Deandra's chin, forcing her to meet her gaze in the mirror. "Because I wanted you from the moment I saw you back when you were a player," she said, her tone brooking no argument. "And I take what I want. When I saw you at the conference I knew it was time to take you for good…And I like when people know what things are mine just by looking at them.”









 
Deandra's eyes flickered between her reflection and Evelyn's triumphantly grinning face. While her new baldness made her look meek and childish, Evelyn

 
’

 
s bald head and sharp features were a testament to her power and dominant posture. The contrast between them couldn

 
’

 
t have been greater, even though they now rocked the same relative look.









 
Evelyn kissed the top of Deandra

 
’

 
s bald head with another toothy, triumphant grin.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re getting it now, aren

 
’

 
t you? There

 
’

 
s no going back. This is who you are now.”









 
“

 
Who…who am I now?” Deandra asked, still not recognizing herself in the mirror.









 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re my Little DeeDee. The baldheaded submissive bitch who does anything and everything I want her to. Deandra Reid is gone. Little DeeDee is what’s left.” Evelyn stated plainly as her fingers continued to stroke DeeDee

 
’

 
s head.









 
"Little DeeDee," the younger woman whispered, testing the name on her tongue. It felt foreign, yet a part of her responded to it, as if awakening to a new identity.









 
Evelyn's fingers continued to caress DeeDee's smooth scalp, sending tingles down her spine. "That's right, my pet. And do you know what Little DeeDee does?"









 
DeeDee swallowed hard, her throat tight. "W-what?"









 
"She obeys," Evelyn purred, her voice low and seductive. "She gives herself completely to her Mistress."









 
As if to emphasize her point, Evelyn's hand slid down DeeDee's neck, across her collarbone, and cupped one of her breasts. DeeDee gasped at the touch, her body responding even as her mind struggled to process everything that had happened. DeeDee whimpered as Evelyn's other hand dipped between her legs, finding her embarrassingly slick. "Please," she whispered, though she wasn't sure if she was begging Evelyn to stop or continue.









 
"Please what, Little DeeDee?"









 
DeeDee's breath caught in her throat as Evelyn's fingers teased her most sensitive areas. Her mind reeled, torn between the lingering shock of her transformation and the undeniable pleasure coursing through her body.









 
"I... I don't know," DeeDee whimpered, her hips involuntarily rocking against Evelyn's hand.









 
Evelyn's lips curled into a predatory smile. "Oh, I think you do know. Your body certainly does." Her fingers circled DeeDee's clit, eliciting a gasp from the younger woman. "Say it, Little DeeDee. Tell me what you want."









 
DeeDee squeezed her eyes shut, overwhelmed by the conflicting emotions surging through her. The loss of her hair, her identity, seemed to pale in comparison to the burning need building within her core.









 
"Please," she whispered again, "Please... take me. It

 
’

 
s all I have now.”









 
Evelyn's smile widened, a glint of triumph in her eyes. "That's my good girl," she purred, her fingers increasing their pace between DeeDee's legs.









 
DeeDee gasped, her hips bucking against Evelyn's skilled touch. The older woman's other hand continued to caress her newly bald head, the dual sensations overwhelming her senses.









 
As Evelyn's fingers worked their magic between her legs, her other hand brought the mirror back to DeeDee

 
’

 
s face. The newly bald and submissive girl watched her face contort with pleasure. Her lips parted, cheeks flushed, eyes heavy with desire. She barely recognized herself, this wanton creature so clearly under Evelyn's spell.









 
"That's it," Evelyn murmured encouragingly. "Let go. This is who you are now.”









 
DeeDee felt herself spiraling towards the edge, her body trembling under Evelyn's expert touch. The sensations were overwhelming - Evelyn's fingers skillfully working between her legs, the cool air on her newly exposed scalp, the unfamiliar reflection staring back at her in the mirror.









 
"Oh god," DeeDee whimpered, her hips rocking desperately against Evelyn's hand. She was so close, teetering on the brink of release.









 
"Look at yourself," Evelyn commanded, her voice low and intense. "I want you to see exactly who you are when you come."









 
DeeDee's eyes fluttered open, meeting her own gaze in the mirror. The woman staring back at her was a stranger - bald, flushed, eyes dark with desire. As Evelyn's fingers curled inside her, hitting just the right spot, DeeDee watched herself fall apart.









 
Her body shuddering against Evelyn. DeeDee cried out, a primal sound of pleasure and surrender as her body hurdled toward orgasmic release. In that moment, looking at her transformed reflection, something shifted inside her. The last vestiges of her old self were melting away while her mistress made her cum.









 
A cry of pure ecstasy tore from DeeDee's throat as her orgasm crashed over her. Her body shuddered violently, back arching as waves of pleasure radiated outward from her core. Through half-lidded eyes, she watched her bald reflection contort with rapture, barely recognizing the wanton creature staring back at her.









 
Evelyn's fingers continued their relentless assault, drawing out DeeDee's climax until she was a quivering, oversensitized mess. Only then did the older woman's touch soften, becoming almost tender as she helped DeeDee ride out the aftershocks.









 
"That's my good girl," Evelyn purred, pressing a kiss to DeeDee's smooth scalp. "You're so beautiful now that you’re mine in every way."









 
DeeDee sagged against Evelyn, utterly spent. Her mind reeled, trying to process the magnitude of what had just happened. She had crossed a line, one she could never uncross. The realization should have filled her with horror, but instead, she felt strangely... free.









 
Evelyn's lips curled into a satisfied smirk as she set the mirror aside. Her fingers trailed over DeeDee's scalp, sending shivers down her spine. "Beautiful," she murmured, kissing her bald head again and untying the silk around DeeDee’s wrists. "You've never been more perfect."









 
DeeDee whimpered softly, overwhelmed by the conflicting emotions surging through her. Part of her wanted to cry, to mourn the loss of her old self. But another part, a part that was growing stronger by the moment, felt a sense of liberation. Of belonging.









 
"What happens now?" DeeDee asked nervously.









 
Evelyn's eyes gleamed with dark promise as she traced a finger along DeeDee's jawline. "Now? Now the real fun begins." She leaned in close, her breath hot against DeeDee's ear.









 
DeeDee shivered, equal parts anticipation and trepidation coursing through her. "W-what do you mean?"









 
Evelyn ran her fingers over DeeDee's smooth scalp once more before standing, her movements fluid and purposeful. DeeDee watched, transfixed, as Evelyn began to unbutton her crisp white shirt.









 
"I know you're not a virgin," Evelyn said, her voice low and husky. "But there's still a first time I can claim." Her shirt fell away, revealing the swell of her breasts encased in a practical but still alluring black sports bra above her round, impressive belly. "Follow me to the bedroom. It's time I make you truly mine in a way that can never be undone.”









 
DeeDee's heart raced as she shakily got to her feet, her legs still weak from her intense orgasm. She followed Evelyn down the hallway, the older woman's hips swaying hypnotically with each step. The bedroom was bathed in soft, warm light that made the luxurious furnishings glow.









 
Evelyn turned, her eyes raking over DeeDee's naked form. "On the bed," she commanded.









 
As DeeDee complied, Evelyn finished undressing. DeeDee's breath caught in her throat as she took in the full sight of Evelyn's naked form for the first time. The older woman's body was a masterpiece of raw feminine power and sensuality, curves and strength blending in a way that made DeeDee's heart race.









 
Evelyn's shoulders were broad and strong, tapering down to a waist that, while not small, was beautifully proportioned to her frame. Her belly was round and soft, a gentle swell that spoke of indulgence rather than weakness. It flowed seamlessly into wide, womanly hips that DeeDee found herself longing to grasp.









 
Her breasts were large and full, hanging heavy and natural. Dark nipples stood proudly erect, begging to be touched. DeeDee's gaze traveled down Evelyn's arms, noting the subtle definition of muscle beneath smooth skin. Her thighs were thick and powerful, a testament to her strength and authority.









 
What struck DeeDee most was how utterly feminine Evelyn's body was, and how that visual added to its power. There was nothing masculine about her form - she was all woman, gloriously so. The absence of hair anywhere on Evelyn's body only emphasized her power and femininity as strength.









 
Evelyn's eyes gleamed with dark purpose as she moved to a nearby dresser. She opened a drawer and pulled out a harness with a large, intimidatingly realistic dildo attached. DeeDee's eyes widened as she watched Evelyn step into the harness and adjust the straps with practiced ease.The dildo jutted out proudly from between Evelyn's thighs, its size making DeeDee's breath catch.









 
"On your hands and knees," Evelyn commanded, her voice low and husky. "Face the headboard."









 
Trembling slightly, DeeDee complied. She positioned herself on the plush mattress, the silk sheets cool against her skin. Her newly bald head felt exposed and vulnerable as she lowered herself onto her elbows, raising her hips.









 
Evelyn approached slowly, savoring the sight before her. She ran a hand over the smooth curve of DeeDee's back, relishing the shiver that passed through the younger woman's body. Her fingers trailed lower, over the swell of DeeDee's ass.









 
Evelyn's hands caressed DeeDee's curves, savoring the softness of her skin. She leaned down, pressing her body against DeeDee's back, and captured her lips in a deep, passionate kiss. DeeDee whimpered into the kiss, overwhelmed by the intensity of Evelyn's desire. Their tongues danced as Evelyn's hands roamed, teasing and exploring.









 
Breaking the kiss, Evelyn reached for a bottle of lubricant on the nightstand. She squeezed a generous amount onto her fingers, then slowly traced them around DeeDee's puckered rear entrance. DeeDee gasped at the cool sensation, her body tensing instinctively.









 
"Relax," Evelyn murmured, her voice low and soothing. "I'm going to take your ass and you

 
’

 
ll be forever mine. From this day forward I will always have been the one who fucked you anally first."









 
She worked the lubricant around and into DeeDee's opening, her movements gentle but insistent. DeeDee tried to force herself to relax, focusing on the pleasurable sensations Evelyn's skilled fingers were creating.









 
Once satisfied with her preparation, Evelyn positioned herself behind DeeDee. She ran the head of the dildo teasingly along DeeDee's slit, coating it in her arousal, before lining it up with her virgin rear entrance and beginning to apply pressure on the virgin opening.









 
DeeDee gasped as she felt the blunt pressure against her most intimate area. Her body tensed instinctively, even as a part of her yearned for what was to come.









 
"Breathe, Little DeeDee," Evelyn purred, her voice low and soothing. "Relax and let me in."









 
DeeDee tried to force her muscles to unclench, focusing on her breathing as Evelyn had instructed. She felt the head of the dildo slowly stretching her open, a burning sensation that was equal parts pain and pleasure. Evelyn's hands gripped DeeDee's hips firmly as she pressed forward, easing the thick shaft deeper. DeeDee whimpered, her fingers clutching at the silk sheets beneath her. The feeling of fullness was overwhelming, unlike anything she had experienced before.









 
"Good girl," Evelyn praised, running a hand over DeeDee's smooth scalp. "You've taken all of me. How does it feel to be so full?"









 
"I-it's so much," DeeDee whimpered. The feeling of fullness bordered on painful but was also strangely pleasurable.









 
Evelyn began to move, slowly withdrawing before pushing back in. DeeDee cried out at the intense sensations, gasping and writhing with every thrust.









 
Evelyn's hips rocked steadily, driving the thick shaft in and out of DeeDee's trembling body. Each thrust sent shockwaves of sensation through her, pain and pleasure blurring together into an overwhelming storm of feeling. DeeDee's cries echoed off the bedroom walls, a mix of whimpers and moans that grew louder with each passing moment.









 
"That's it," Evelyn purred, her voice husky with arousal. "Let me hear how much you love this, Little DeeDee. How much you love being filled by me."









 
Her hands roamed DeeDee's body as she continued her relentless pace. She cupped DeeDee's breasts, rolling the nipples between her fingers. DeeDee arched into the touch, gasping at the dual sensations.









 
"Please," DeeDee whimpered, though she wasn't sure what she was begging for. More? Less? She was lost in a haze of conflicting emotions and overwhelming physical stimulation.









 
Evelyn's thrusts grew harder, deeper. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, punctuated by DeeDee's increasingly desperate cries.









 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s it take it. You

 
’

 
re doing so good. You

 
’

 
re going to be doing this for me all the time.” Evelyn grunted mid-thrust.

 
“

 
Rub yourself while I fuck your ass. I want you to cum while I

 
’

 
m ruining your back door.”









 
DeeDee whimpered as she shifted her weight to one arm, reaching between her legs with her free hand. Her fingers found her swollen clit, already slick with arousal. She began to rub in tight circles, gasping at the intensity of the dual stimulation.









 
Evelyn maintained her relentless pace, the thick shaft plunging in and out of DeeDee's trembling body. Each thrust sent shockwaves of sensation through her, the line between pain and pleasure blurring into an overwhelming storm of feeling.









 
"That's it," Evelyn purred, her voice thick with arousal. "Be a good girl and cum for me. Cum while I

 
’

 
m deep inside you."









 
DeeDee's fingers moved faster, her hips rocking back to meet Evelyn's thrusts. She was so close, teetering on the edge of what promised to be an earth-shattering orgasm.









 
"Oh god," DeeDee whimpered, her voice high and breathy. "I'm going to... I'm..."









 
"Do it," Evelyn commanded, slamming her hips forward. "Cum for me again like this, Little DeeDee!”









 
As if her words were a trigger, DeeDee's second climax of the night hit her like a freight train. Her body convulsed, the muscles of her inner walls clenching around Evelyn's dildo. Wave after wave of pleasure washed over her, rendering her mindless with ecstasy.









 
Evelyn gave one final, hard thrust, then groaned as she came. "Yes," she gasped, her breath ragged. "I claim you as mine forever, Deandra Reid. My baldheaded dyke bitch."









 
Collapsing onto the mattress, DeeDee barely registered the weight of Evelyn's spent body atop her own. Her entire being was still humming with the aftershocks of her orgasm, her mind reeling from the intensity of what just transpired. She had just been taken in ways she never could have imagined possible, by a woman no less. Her fiance would be devastated if he ever found out about this, but then, she reasoned, there was little chance she

 
’

 
d see him again.









 
Evelyn slid out of DeeDee with a sloppy grunt and then slid over so she was lying next to her, the still warm and wet dildo sticking idly into DeeDee

 
’

 
s thigh. Evelyn pulled DeeDee into a warm cuddle, her soft, naked body enveloping hers as she spooned her from behind. DeeDee couldn't help but feel cherished, though she knew the feeling was fleeting and tied to the sex they had just shared.









 
Evelyn reached between her own legs and then came up with two wet fingers, lifting them to DeeDee

 
’

 
s mouth. "Open up," she purred.









 
DeeDee hesitated for a second, the intimacy of the act catching her off guard despite what they just shared. But Evelyn

 
’

 
s intense gaze brooked no argument, so DeeDee parted her lips. Evelyn slipped her fingers inside DeeDee's mouth, coating her tongue with their combined juices. She moaned around the intrusion, never having imagined she would find such a taboo act arousing. She sucked on the digits greedily, desperate to please this woman who had so effortlessly upended her entire life and made herself the most important person in it.









 
Evelyn watched DeeDee's submission with a satisfied smile, her eyes gleaming with a predatory hunger.

 
“

 
Such a sweet little mouth,” Evelyn murmured, her fingers gliding deeper into DeeDee's throat.

 
“

 
Enjoy this taste, you

 
’

 
re going to get a lot of it, especially when you start getting it right from the source. Actually, I have a feeling it

 
’

 
s going to become your favorite!”
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