
        
            
                
            
        

    

TAKEN BY A BIG BALD DYKE 2: Willie & Katie


Hannelore Bella




 
Much to the chagrin and surprise of her players on the Kansas volleyball team, assistant coach Deandra Reid took an extended two-week leave of absence in the middle of the season with no warning or explanation. As they are known to do around college campuses, rumors swirled with fervor around what could possibly be going on with the former collegiate star turned beloved coach. Word came around that she had abruptly ended things with her long-term fiance and possibly shacked up with a woman. There was also the outrageous rumor that Deandra was going by a different name and had even shaved her head now. This all seemed totally outrageous and out of character, but the rumors persisted and festered the longer she was MIA.









 
Katie Shwartz, a senior and starting setter on the Kansas team, was the first to notice their assistant coach re-enter the training facility during practice. She had to do a double take and it took her a good twenty seconds to realize the short, bald-headed woman dressed in all black was indeed Coach Deandra. Katie's eyes widened as she took in the startling transformation. Gone was Deandra's flowing blonde hair, replaced by a completely smooth and hairless scalp that accentuated her delicate facial features. The new look was jarring, yet strangely alluring.









 
Deandra's outfit was a far cry from her usual coaching attire. She wore a tight-fitting black, sleeveless turtleneck that clung to her athletic frame, tucked into high-waisted leather pants that hugged her curves. A studded belt cinched her waist, and simple black flats allowed her to still move quickly across the gym floor. Multiple silver rings adorned her fingers, glinting under the fluorescent gym lights. A small rainbow pin on her lapel caught Katie's eye, its vibrant colors a stark contrast to the monochromatic outfit.









 
Katie felt her breath catch in her throat as she watched Deandra stride confidently across the gym floor. There was a newfound swagger in her walk, a sense of liberation that seemed to radiate from her very being. The transformation was more than just physical; it was as if Deandra had shed her old skin and emerged as someone completely different.









 
“

 
Afternoon, ladies,” Coach Deandra said in her usual friendly but all-business tone as if she wasn’t reappearing after two weeks rocking a chrome dome totally new look.









 
“

 
Afternoon, Coach Reid,” the team responded as they usually did. Katie was one of a few girls struck by the change in their coach and only mouthed the words, her voice dying in her throat from the shock of the visual.









 
Katie's eyes remained fixed on Deandra as the coach began to address the team. The familiar voice emerging from this transformed figure made Katie very uncomfortable for reasons she couldn

 
’

 
t quite articulate. She tried to focus on Deandra's words but found herself captivated by the way the gym lights gleamed off her smooth scalp, the subtle movements of her toned arms as she gestured, the confidence radiating from her stance.









 
"Alright, let's run through our defensive drills," Deandra announced, her gaze sweeping across the team. When her eyes met Katie's, there was a flicker of something - recognition, perhaps, or a hint of challenge. Katie felt her cheeks flush and quickly looked away.









 
As practice continued, Coach Deandra seamlessly slipped back into her role, barking out instructions and offering encouragement as if she hadn't been absent for two weeks. Her newly shaved head glistened with sweat as she demonstrated proper form for a dig, her lithe body moving with practiced grace. Katie found herself mesmerized by the way Deandra's muscles rippled beneath her tight black top, the fabric clinging to every curve and contour.









 
"Katie, eyes on the ball!" Deandra called out, snapping Katie back to reality just in time to receive a serve later in practice. The ball connected with Katie's forearms, but her distraction caused it to sail off-course. She muttered an apology, feeling heat rise to her cheeks as Deandra approached.









 
"Focus, Shwartz. I know you can do better," Deandra said, her voice low and encouraging. She placed a hand on Katie's shoulder, and Katie felt a jolt of electricity at the touch. Deandra's fingers were cool against her flushed skin, and Katie found herself leaning into the contact before she could stop herself.









 
As the week progressed, Katie found herself increasingly distracted by Coach Deandra's transformed presence. Each day brought a new variation on the sleek, edgy style that seemed to have become Deandra's signature look. Katie's eyes would trace the curve of Deandra's newly exposed neckline, lingering on the delicate hollows and graceful lines that had been hidden beneath her long hair for so long. Even on the sidelines of the one game they played that week, she had retained the same new look.









 
During team meetings, Katie struggled to focus on the strategic diagrams and play breakdowns. Instead, her gaze would drift to the way Deandra's slender fingers moved across the whiteboard, imagining how those same fingers might feel trailing across her skin. The thought sent a shiver down Katie's spine, leaving her flustered and confused by the intensity of her reaction.









 
By Friday's practice, Katie's performance had noticeably declined. She fumbled simple passes, miscommunicated with her teammates, and found herself constantly out of position. Her frustration mounted, but she couldn't seem to tear her eyes away from Coach Deandra long enough to regain her focus.









 
That day, Deandra arrived wearing an outfit that seemed specifically designed to test Katie's already fragile concentration. She wore a fitted black crop top that exposed a tantalizing strip of toned midriff, paired with high-waisted leggings that hugged every curve. A sheer mesh panel ran down the sides of the leggings, offering teasing glimpses of skin with every movement.









 
As practice progressed, Katie found it increasingly difficult to concentrate. Her usually precise sets became erratic, her timing off. She couldn't shake the feeling of Deandra's eyes on her, observing, evaluating, distracting.









 
Katie snapped back to attention, realizing she had completely missed her cue in the drill. She mumbled an apology, her face burning with embarrassment. As practice continued, Katie found her gaze continuously drawn back to Deandra. There was something magnetic about her new persona, a confidence and sensuality that hadn't been there before.









 
After practice, as the other girls filed out of the gym, Coach Deandra told Katie to hang back for a second. Katie nodded and approached her coach, again noting how inappropriate her new attire was for the gym setting. Katie steeled herself, ready to be admonished for not staying focused in practice.









 
"Katie, I couldn't help but notice you seemed a bit... distracted today," Deandra said, her voice low and smooth as she stepped closer to the young setter.









 
Katie swallowed hard, her eyes darting nervously between Deandra's intense gaze and the floor. "I'm sorry, Coach. I'll do better next time, I promise."









 
To Katie's surprise, Deandra laughed softly, the sound rich and warm. "Oh, don't apologize. I'm not upset with you at all." She reached out, her fingers brushing Katie's arm in a touch that felt far too intimate for a coach-player interaction. "I appreciate y

 
’

 
all staying focused during practice, but we don

 
’

 
t have to act like I didn

 
’

 
t change my appearance in the two weeks I

 
’

 
ve been gone."









 
Katie's eyes widened, her heart racing at the unexpected turn of the conversation. Deandra's hand lingered on her arm, thumb tracing small circles on her skin. The touch sent shivers down Katie's spine, awakening sensations she'd never experienced before.









 
"I...er, well," Katie stammered, her cheeks flushing a deep crimson.

 
“

 
I guess me and the girls are probably a little curious where you went and how you ended up looking…like this.”









 
Deandra's lips curved into a knowing smile. "Totally understand. I have been through A LOT over the last couple weeks but honestly, I have come out of it better and happier than I ever thought I could be before everything started. I

 
’

 
m only sorry for the distraction it caused the team when I had to step away.”









 
“

 
Well, you

 
’

 
re back now, right?” Katie said, clearly still trying to make sense of what she was hearing from her coach.









 
“

 
Indeed I am, and hey, I know you

 
’

 
re probably still curious about what

 
’

 
s going on with me, hmm?” Deandra said, smiling at her player in that same approachable way she always did when she talked to those she was trusted to coach. At least that hadn

 
’

 
t changed with her appearance.









 
"I... um, yes, I guess I am," Katie admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. She felt a strange mix of curiosity and nervousness bubbling up inside her.









 
Deandra's smile widened, her eyes twinkling with a mischievous glint. "Well, how about we grab a drink tonight? I'd be happy to fill you in on some of what's been going on with me. That is, if you're interested."









 
Katie hesitated for a moment, her mind racing. This was definitely crossing some boundaries, wasn't it? But her curiosity about Deandra's transformation overwhelmed her reservations. "Um, I

 
’

 
m not sure if that

 
’

 
s totally appropriate, right, coach?”









 
“

 
Oh c

 
’

 
mon Katie!” Deandra said, running her fingertips over the top of Katie

 
’

 
s arm in a playful gesture.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m barely a few years older than you, let

 
’

 
s just hang and catch up. Plus I have a couple people I want to introduce you to!”









 
“

 
Introduce me to? I thought this was just about us catching up?” Katie asked, red flags rising in her mind.









 
“

 
Oh it is, the gals I want you to meet will help explain what

 
’

 
s been going on with me.” Deandra insisted, squeezing Katie

 
’

 
s toned upper arm.









 
Deandra's grip on Katie's arm tightened ever so slightly, her thumb tracing small circles on the skin. The touch sent shivers down Katie's spine, awakening sensations she'd never experienced before. Deandra leaned in closer, her breath warm against Katie's ear.









 
"Listen, sweetie," Deandra purred, her voice low and sultry. "Meet me at Albert's Alcove tonight at 8. You know the place, right? That cozy little bar just off campus where all the grad students hang out?"









 
Katie nodded mutely, her heart racing at Deandra's proximity. The scent of her coach's perfume - a heady mix of jasmine and something darker, more primal - filled her senses.









 
"Good girl," Deandra murmured, her lips nearly brushing Katie's earlobe. "I'll be waiting in the back corner booth with my friends. Wear something nice but not too slutty, okay?"









 
Katie felt her face flush hot at the instruction, not able to resist even if she wanted to. This was so unlike the Coach Deandra she knew - or thought she knew. Yet she couldn't deny the thrill that raced through her at the older woman's words.









 
Deandra pulled back slightly, her eyes locking with Katie's. A slow, seductive smile spread across her face as she saw the mix of confusion and desire in the younger woman's gaze.









 
"Don't look so worried, sweetheart," Deandra cooed, running a finger along Katie's jawline, a move she had learned from her mistress. "We're just going to have a little chat and meet some interesting women. Nothing you can't handle, I'm sure."









 
Katie swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. "O-okay, Coach. I'll be there."









 
Deandra's smile widened. "Perfect. And Katie? Don't call me Coach tonight. With these ladies, I

 
’

 
m Dee, okay?"









 
With that, Coach Reid, Dee, turned and sauntered away, leaving Katie standing alone in the gym, her head spinning and her body thrumming with an unfamiliar excitement.









 
Later that evening, Katie stood outside Albert's Alcove, the soft glow of the streetlights illuminating her athletic figure. The simple black dress she had chosen clung to her curves, accentuating the toned muscles developed through years of rigorous volleyball training. The fabric hugged her slim waist before flaring slightly at her hips, ending just above her knees to reveal long, sculpted legs.









 
Her black hair, usually pulled back in a practical ponytail during practice, now cascaded in loose waves over her shoulders, framing her slightly boyish yet undeniably feminine, cute face. Katie's wide, expressive eyes, a warm shade of hazel, darted nervously from the bar's entrance to the passersby on the street. Her full lips, painted with a subtle pink gloss, quivered slightly with anticipation.









 
Despite her modest chest, the dress's sweetheart neckline emphasized what curves she did have and she had left for this strange-sounding rendezvous feeling at the very least, cute. Now that she stood before the entrance though, self-doubt and nervousness crept back in.









 
“

 
What the hell am I even doing here?” she asked herself, pulling her phone out for the thousandth time as she stood outside the bar. She scrolled past the text she had sent her boyfriend telling him she had to cancel their date night plans for tonight to do whatever this was and double-checked the address that Dee had texted her. Of course it was right, she was standing in front of the big sign with the bar

 
’

 
s name on it. She was in the right place, at least physically, but mentally…









 
Finally, she could put off her entry into the bar no longer. Katie took a deep breath and pushed open the heavy wooden door of Albert's Alcove. The warm, smoky atmosphere enveloped her immediately, a stark contrast to the cool night air outside. Her eyes scanned the dimly lit interior, heart pounding as she searched for Coach Deandra - no, Dee - and her mysterious friends.









 
She spotted them in the back corner booth, just as Dee had said. The bald head of her coach was unmistakable, even in the low light. Dee was flanked by two women Katie didn't recognize, all three of them leaning in close, engaged in animated conversation. What struck her the most though, was that, like her coach, the two women also had cleanly shaven bald heads. One was white and slightly overweight, while the other was a tall, muscular black woman.









 
As Katie approached the booth, her eyes widened, taking in the striking sight before her. Dee sat on the edge of the booth, her smooth scalp gleaming under the soft amber light of the bar. She wore a sheer black blouse that clung to her athletic frame, the fabric so delicate it was nearly translucent. Beneath it, Katie could make out the outline of a lacy bralette, its intricate patterns teasing glimpses of skin. A choker adorned with a small silver pendant rested at the base of Dee's throat, drawing attention to her elegant neck.









 
To Dee's left sat the white woman, her round face framed by large, ornate hoop earrings that swayed with her animated gestures. Despite her fuller figure, she exuded confidence in a tailored charcoal gray suit jacket over a crisp white button-down shirt. The jacket was left open, revealing a masculine vest underneath that hugged her curves. A black silk tie hung loosely around her neck, giving her an air of casual sophistication. Her hands, adorned with several chunky silver rings, moved expressively as she spoke.









 
On the other side of the booth, facing Dee and her companion was the tall, muscular black woman. Her statuesque frame was accentuated by a form-fitting, deep burgundy turtleneck that clung to her well-defined arms and torso. The sleeves were pushed up to her elbows, revealing intricate tattoos that swirled around her forearms. She wore high-waisted, wide-leg trousers in a rich chocolate brown, the fabric flowing elegantly around her long legs. A delicate gold chain necklace with a small pendant nestled in the hollow of her throat, catching the light with each movement.









 
As Katie approached, Dee looked up and locked eyes with her. A slow, predatory smile spread across her face.









 
"Katie! You made it," Dee purred, her voice low and sultry. "Come, sit. Let me introduce you to my friends."









 
The slightly overweight bald woman was in the booth next to Dee, so the assistant coach motioned for Katie to slide in to the open seat next to the tall, intimidating black woman in the padded bench opposite her.









 
Katie hesitated for a moment, feeling suddenly out of her depth. But Dee's expectant gaze compelled her forward. She slid into the booth next to the tall woman, acutely aware of how close their thighs were pressed together in the cramped space.









 
"Ladies, this is Katie, one of our star players," Dee said, her eyes gleaming. "Katie, meet Evelyn and Wilhemina."









 
The larger woman - Evelyn - reached across the table, grasping Katie's hand in a firm shake. "Ev, charmed. Pleasure to meet you, dear," she said, her voice deep and rich.”









 
“

 
For our purposes, you can call me Willie,” the tall black woman next to Katie said, sliding an arm around her shoulder and giving her an overly familiar squeeze.

 
“

 
Dee has told us a lot about you and your…potential, so I am very delighted indeed to get to meet you.”









 
Willie rubbed her fingertips up and down the bare skin of Katie

 
’

 
s shoulder as she spoke, and Katie had no idea what to make of the overly familiar gesture by this stranger. The touch of the woman’s fingertips tracing lazy circles on her skin was electric. She glanced nervously at Dee, who was watching the interaction with an amused smirk.









 
"I... it's nice to meet you both," Katie managed to stammer out, her cheeks flushing. She felt overwhelmed by the intensity of the women's gazes, all focused solely on her.









 
Evelyn leaned forward, her eyes gleaming in the dim light. "So, Katie dear, what do you think of our Dee's transformation? Quite the change, isn't it?"









 
Katie nodded, struggling to find her voice. "It's... different, that’s for sure.”









 
Dee laughed, the sound low and sultry. "Oh, sweetie, you have no idea. The last two weeks have been... enlightening, to say the least."









 
Willie's hand slid from Katie's shoulder to the nape of her neck, fingers playing with the soft and fine hairs there.

 
“

 
Mhmm, Ev has really been making your coach happy in ways she never dreamed, isn

 
’

 
t that right Ev?”









 
Ev smiled almost sheepishly and turned her head to face Deandra.

 
“

 
Oh, I think you

 
’

 
d have to ask Dee here about that?” She said, staring into the assistant coach

 
’

 
s eyes deeply.









 
“

 
You could say that…” Dee agreed, leaning in closer to the larger woman, their bodies all but pressing together.









 
With Willie

 
’

 
s hand playing idly with the hairs on the back of her neck, it began to dawn on Katie what was being shown. This woman, Ev, it seemed was now WITH her assistant coach in some bizarre, baldheaded romantic way. Katie gulped and her eyes widened as the realization hit her and she shifted a bit uncomfortably in her seat.









 
Katie's mind reeled as she tried to process the scene unfolding before her. The intimate way Dee and Ev looked at each other, the casual touches between them felt alien and unfamiliar. And Willie's hand on her neck, the closeness of their bodies in the cramped booth - it all felt so overwhelming.









 
"I... I don't understand," Katie stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. "Coach - I mean, Dee - what happened to Nate? I thought you two were engaged?"









 
Dee's eyes flickered with something - regret? Amusement? - before she smiled softly. "Oh, sweetie. Nate was... a phase. A misunderstanding of who I truly am." She reached across the table, her fingers brushing Katie's hand. "Ev helped me see that. She opened my eyes to a whole new world of possibilities and showed me how good it can feel to embrace my real self!”









 
Ev chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent shivers down Katie's spine. "Our Dee here was like a flower waiting to bloom. All she needed was the right... gardener." Her eyes raked over Katie's form appreciatively.









 
Katie's cheeks flushed even deeper at Ev's words and appraising look. She felt exposed, vulnerable, yet strangely exhilarated. Willie's hand had moved from her neck to her upper back, rubbing more slow circles that sent tingles through her body.









 
“Embrace your true self, coach? I don’t understand…” the varsity player asked. “What exactly did you realize?”









 
"That I'm gay, sweetie," Dee said matter-of-factly, reaching out to pat Katie's hand. "Ev helped me see that I've been living a lie, trying to force myself to be someone I'm not. With her, I've discovered the real, true me.”









 
Katie's eyes widened in shock. "But... but you were together for years! You were going to get married! You bragged about it to the team!”









 
Dee laughed, the sound low and sultry. "Oh honey, you'd be surprised how many women live in denial, forcing themselves into heterosexual relationships because it's what society expects. Compulsive heteronormativity and all that, but deep down, there's always that spark of sapphic curiosity waiting to be ignited…and boy did this lady ignite mine…” Dee said, leaning in and kissing her older lover deeply while Katie watched on, mouth hanging agape in surprise.             









 
Katie felt her face burning as she watched Dee and Ev kiss passionately right in front of her. She squirmed uncomfortably in her seat, averting her eyes from the intimate display. Willie's hand on her back continued its slow, sensual massage.









 
"Don't be shy, darling," Willie purred in Katie's ear. "It's beautiful to see two women express their love so openly, isn't it?"









 
Katie nodded mutely, not trusting herself to speak. Her heart was racing, and she felt a strange heat building low in her belly. She'd never seen two women kiss like that before, let alone her coach with another woman. It was shocking, confusing, and yet... oddly arousing.









 
“

 
Y-yes…er uh, expression is good…” Katie could only stammer out, mesmerized.









 
Dee and Ev finally broke their passionate kiss, both women grinning as they turned back to face Katie. The younger woman's face was flushed, her eyes wide with a mix of shock and something else - a hint of curiosity she couldn't quite hide.









 
“Oh, Katie," Dee cooed, reaching across the table to stroke her player's cheek. "I can see the wheels turning in that pretty little head of yours. Sorry, this is probably a lot, but well, this just seemed the easiest way to show you instead of trying to explain it.”









 
Katie bit her lip, wavering between the intoxicating allure of what she had watched and the confusion swirling in her mind. She couldn

 
’

 
t fathom how Dee, the woman who had guided her throughout her struggles in volleyball, had transformed so dramatically and seemed so… happy about it. Then, Willie leaned closer, her breath warm against Katie's ear.

 
“

 
You know, sweet girl, you have your own lovely beauty. It would be a shame to keep that in one box because it’s what you think you’re supposed to do…” Her fingers danced down Katie

 
’

 
s arm, grazing softly against her own skin in a way that sent delightful shivers through her. “It’s a kind of beauty that deserves to explore and to be explored.”









 
“

 
Explored?” Katie echoed, glancing nervously at Dee for guidance.









 
“

 
Yes,” Dee said with a playful smirk.

 
“

 
Explored. You are surrounded by women who understand that there is more to desire than what society prescribes. And trust me when I say that exploration can be deeply... satisfying.”









 
Katie

 
’

 
s heart raced faster than ever. A strange fluttering sensation coiled in the pit of her stomach as she glanced between the two women—Dee glowing with confidence and Ev radiating magnetic energy that was hard to resist. Willie's hand had moved to her thigh, gently kneading the soft flesh through her dress. The touch sent sparks of electricity coursing through Katie's body, awakening sensations she had never experienced before.









 
"You know, Katie," Ev purred, her voice low and sultry, "there's a whole world of pleasure out there that you've probably never even imagined. Women understand each other's bodies in ways men simply can't."









 
Dee nodded in agreement, her eyes locked on Katie's. "It's true, sweetie. The first time Ev touched me, it was like every nerve in my body came alive. I came to realize I had been sleepwalking through my sexual encounters with men."









 
Willie leaned in closer, her lips barely grazing Katie's ear as she whispered, "Don't you want to know what that feels like? To have someone who truly understands your body, your desires? Better even than you do?”









 
Willie's hand moved to Katie's thigh, her touch light but insistent. "You strike me as someone who's always pushing herself to grow, to improve, and learn more about herself. Isn't that right, little volleyball star?"









 
Katie swallowed hard, her skin tingling where Willie touched her. "I... I guess so. But this isn’t me. I have a boyfriend, and I'm not... I mean, I've never been at all attracted or thought about a girl…” Katie stammered nervously.









 
Willie chuckled softly, her fingers tracing delicate patterns on Katie's thigh. "Oh sweetie, that's what they all say at first. But trust me, once you open yourself up to the possibilities, you'll wonder how you ever lived without it. I can tell about people, and you? Yeah this is for you. You’ll see.”









 
Dee leaned forward, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Remember how nervous you were before your divisional game, Kate? How you thought you couldn't possibly do it? But then you stepped onto the court, and everything just... clicked. This is like that. Sometimes, you don't know what you're capable of until you try.”









 
Katie felt her resolve wavering, a heady mix of curiosity and desire coursing through her veins. The air around them seemed to crackle with electricity, charged with unspoken possibilities.









 
"It's okay to be curious, Katie," Ev added, her voice a low, soothing purr. "There's no shame in exploring your desires. In fact, it's beautiful to watch a woman blossom into her true self."









 
The air around them seemed to thicken, charged with an electric tension that made Katie's skin tingle. The tingling was further exacerrbated by Willie's fingers tracing delicate patterns on her thigh. Katie’s mind raced, torn between the ingrained beliefs she'd always held and the intoxicating allure of this new, forbidden territory.









 
“

 
I didn

 
’

 
t think I had it in me either,” Dee said almost wistfully,

 
“

 
But then this one showed me things…made me feel things…” Dee trailed off as she turned to face her older lover again. Their eyes locked and they began to gravitate towards one another with a palpable intensity.









 
Katie watched, transfixed, as Dee and Ev's faces drew closer together. Their eyes locked with an intensity that made Katie both uncomfortable and enthralled. Slowly, deliberately, their lips met in a passionate kiss. Katie couldn't look away as their mouths moved against each other, tongues hungrily exploring and tasting. Soft sighs and quiet moans escaped them as they lost themselves in the moment.









 
Willie's hand on Katie's thigh gave a gentle squeeze. "They do get carried away sometimes," she murmured close enough in Katie’s ear that her breath was warm against it. "What do you say we give them some privacy and go somewhere a bit quieter? We could get to know each other better. No pressure at all, I promise."









 
Katie hesitated, her mind reeling. Part of her wanted to flee, to escape this unfamiliar and overwhelming situation. But another part, a part she barely recognized, longed to stay - to get a better understanding of these strange new notions these women were showing her. Willie's touch was electric, awakening sensations Katie had never experienced before.









 
"I... I don't know," Katie stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. She glanced again at Dee and Ev, going to town on each other in this public place. She should be taken aback by her usually composed coaches open lust, but she wasn’t. If anything, she was curious what it felt like to be so unencumbered.









 
“

 
Hey,” Willie said, putting her finger to Katie

 
’

 
s chin and turning her to face her.

 
“

 
I know we

 
’

 
re coming on strong and that maybe you

 
’

 
re feeling weird about this, but all I

 
’

 
m asking is for you to come hang out with me one on one. I promise not to try to jump you or anything. You seem a really sweet girl and I

 
’

 
d like to see what you

 
’

 
re all about. Dee vouches for you and for your potential, and in our world, that is something significant that I take very…seriously.”









 
Katie was struck by the sudden normalcy and directness that Willie was speaking with. She gulped and nodded with a shy smile.

 
“

 
Okay, just to hang out.”









 
Willie beamed, her eyes lighting up as if Katie had granted her a precious gift.

 
“

 
Perfect! I know just the spot,” she said, taking Katie's hand in hers. The warmth of Willie's palm sent another ripple of electricity through Katie's body, amplifying the feelings swirling within her. Willie used the side of her warm, thick thigh to push Katie to slide out of the booth.









 
As they rose from the booth, Willie kept Katie's hand firmly in hers, fingers entwined like ivy curling around a sturdy oak. They moved through the crowded bar toward the exit with ease as if propelled by an unseen force—a magnetic connection drawing them closer together while other patrons faded into mere background noise.









 
They stepped into the crisp night air and a fresh gust of wind danced between them, causing Kate’s black hair to flutter and catch the light of the overhead bar sign. The neon flickered above them, casting playful reflections in puddles that had collected on the cobblestones. Willie didn

 
’

 
t release Katie

 
’

 
s hand; instead, she entwined her fingers with an almost possessive tenderness as they meandered away from Albert

 
’

 
s Alcove.









 
Back inside, Ev and Dee were still going at it passionately, not having noticed that their tablemates had left. Finally, Ev pulled back from Dee, both women flushed and breathless. She gently wiped Maddie’s glistening lips with her thumb, her eyes still dark with desire.









 
"My god, Dee," Ev purred, her voice husky with desire. "You never cease to amaze me. The way you've taken to this new life, it's... intoxicating."









 
Dee grinned, her eyes sparkling with mischief and lingering arousal. "What can I say? You make me feel things I

 
’

 
ve never felt before…on many levels” Dee said as she pressed herself against her lover/owner again.









 
Ev chuckled, a low, throaty sound that Maddie was growing to love and crave more each day. "And you're playing your part beautifully, my dear. The way you handled Katie just now was masterful.” Dee preened under the praise, basking in Ev's approval.









 
"Thank you. I have to admit, I didn

 
’

 
t think I

 
’

 
d get her to show up. From what I know about her campus life, she is super straight and vanilla and honestly strikes me as so…innocent. I almost feel bad about what

 
’

 
s going to happen to her.”









 
“

 
Well, it

 
’

 
s not that long ago that you were that innocent and straight, and look at how that worked out, hmm?” Ev said, wrapping her large hand around the back of Dee

 
’

 
s bald head and kissing her again deeply.









 
Ev broke the kiss once more, her fingers tracing the smooth contours of Dee's scalp. The dim light glinted off their matching bald heads, a symbol of their shared transformation. Dee shivered at the touch, still marveling at how sensitive her scalp had become since shaving it.









 
"Mmm, my beautiful, obedient girl," Ev purred, her voice low and rich like aged whiskey. "I can't thank you enough for what you've done - for yourself, for us, and now for Willie."









 
Dee's eyes fluttered open, a mix of adoration and satisfaction on her face.

 
“

 
It uh, still feels a little weird, to set Katie up like that…”









 
“

 
It

 
’

 
ll wind up being what

 
’

 
s best for her, just as me meeting you was best for you, wouldn

 
’

 
t you agree?” Ev explained.









 
“

 
I knew I shouldn

 
’

 
t have let you bring a friend to my first game back to the sidelines,” Dee said playfully.









 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s true. You sealed her fate even then.” Ev laughed along and then leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "You should have seen the way Willie's eyes lit up when she first spotted Katie on that court. Katie was poetry in motion, her lithe body arching gracefully as she set up those perfect plays."









 
Dee nodded, recalling the game vividly. "She was on fire that night. One of her best performances of the season."









 
"Mhmm," Ev hummed, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on Dee's thigh. “I think she went extra hard to impress you on your first game back, if I’m honest. A nice side effect was that Willie couldn't take her eyes off her. The way Katie's muscles flexed with each movement, the determination in her eyes, the sheen of sweat on her skin...Willie was absolutely mesmerized. That’s rare for someone of Willie’s…stature. After the game, Willie turned to me and said, 'That's the one, Ev. I need her.' And well, the rest is history, huh?”









 
Dee shivered, remembering all too well how Ev had pursued her with single-minded determination. The memory of those early days, not even that long past but feeling so long ago - the confusion, the excitement, the ultimate surrender - sent a thrill through her body.









 
"I remember," Dee murmured, leaning into Ev's touch. "You were relentless. I didn't stand a chance.”            









 
“No you didn’t.” Ev chuckled, a low, throaty sound that never failed to make Dee's pulse quicken. “And I daresay Willie is even more…effective than I am when she sets her sights on someone.”









 
Dee nodded, a mix of pride and lingering uncertainty in her eyes. "I just hope Katie will be as receptive as I was. She seems so innocent, so unaware of what she's walking into."









 
"Oh, they all start that way, darling," Ev purred, her fingers tracing the curve of Dee's jaw. "But Willie has a way of... opening their eyes. Honestly, she

 
’

 
s more experienced at this than me. By the time she's done with Katie, that girl will be begging for more, just like you were…eventually. And as we both know, that turning is the best part, for both new partners.”









 
“It was certainly a wild ride,” Dee agreed, her mind drifting back to the memory of Ev’s arrival in her life.









 
“And speaking of wild rides,” Ev purred into Dee’s ear. “What say we get out of here and I mount you back at home?” The command was accompanied by a light, possessive nip on Dee’s ear. 









 
Back out on the street, Willie was guiding Katie with a hand on the small of her back toward their destination.

 
“

 
Look,” Willie said softly as she pointed down the block where vivid banners fluttered under dimly lit canopies framed against a star-speckled sky suspended above high-rise silhouettes.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s where we

 
’

 
re headed.”









 
Katie followed Willie's gaze to the entrance to The Velvet Vixen, a clandestine haven known for its all-female clientele, sultry atmosphere, and pulsating rhythm that promised both escapism and discovery. Katie's heart raced; She’d heard of the place in passing when various places to drink for coeds had been discussed among her teammates and college friends, but she’d never envisioned she’d be going there, much less doing so in the grip of a tall woman she’d just met.  She gulped quietly as she passed the sapphic couples laughing freely by the entrance—their joy palpable even amid buzzing city sounds swirling around them—some women playfully flirting as bright splashes of laughter burst forth amongst snippets of conversation layered over melodic beats escaping through doorways.









 
As they stepped inside, the ambiance enveloped them—a mix of dim lighting and deep shadows flickered with anticipation. The soft strains of music washed over them, wrapping around Katie like a warm embrace, while the scent of spiced rum wafted through the air, intertwining with delicate notes of jasmine that seemed to dance between them.









 
"Just trust me," Willie murmured softly, guiding Katie further into the space where revelers were lost in intimate conversations and flirtation. The room pulsed with energy, every corner seemingly alive with possibility. "I promise you will feel at home here."









 
Willie

 
’

 
s confidence was both intoxicating and intimidating. As they wove through clusters of women chatting and laughing, her nerves began to settle slightly, fueled by curiosity and a growing sense of adventure. It felt exhilarating to be somewhere so vibrant, surrounded by women who exuded unapologetic sexuality, all the more so given that there was not a man to be found among them.









 
Willie led her to a cozy little table in a surprisingly quiet and intimate corner of the sensuously charged bar.

 
“

 
Here we go,” Willie said, her voice smooth like the finest silk as she settled into her seat. The shadows danced across her features, highlighting the sharp angles of her jaw and the mischievous glint in her eye. Katie took a seat opposite her on a padded stool, heart racing with excitement and apprehension.









 
The moment their eyes met, an unspoken understanding flickered between them, an acknowledgment of what lay beneath the surface, waiting to be coaxed into the light. Willie leaned forward, propping her chin on her hand with a playful smirk.

 
“

 
So tell me about yourself, My Sweet Katie. What makes you tick? What gets your heart racing?” Her sultry gaze didn

 
’

 
t waver, holding Katie in place like a moth drawn to a flame. The college senior felt suddenly put on the spot, as if pressured to explain herself, perform even, for this tall but captivating stranger.









 
Katie swallowed hard, her cheeks warming under Willie's intense gaze. This was new territory for her. Talking about herself felt like pulling a thread that held her tightly woven façade together. Yet, within Willie

 
’

 
s presence, there was a semblance of safety—a promise that she would not be judged as she explored the depths of her own feelings. It didn’t make any sense, she had just met this woman, and it was clear she had desires of a sexual nature toward her. Despite that, the warm sense of safety felt very real when Katie looked into the older woman’s eyes.









 
“

 
I—I guess I

 
’

 
ve always been focused on volleyball,” Katie stammered, her voice wavering slightly as she tried to gather her thoughts.

 
“

 
It's my life, you know? I trained super hard to make this D1 team and be coached by people like Coach Reid er- Dee, and now I work with my team, and just... try to get better every day.” She fidgeted with the glass of water before her, its condensation cooling against her palm.









 
Willie nodded attentively, a small smile playing at the corners of her lips as if Katie's passion ignited something in her.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re dedicated. I love that," Willie said warmly, emphasizing the word

 
“

 
love” in the sentence, leaning back slightly but maintaining her intense eye contact. "But what about outside of volleyball? What do you want? What do you desire?”









 
The directness of Willie

 
’

 
s questions sent another ripple through Katie. She felt exposed yet exhilarated, her heart pounding in rhythm with the thumping bass of the music drifting from the main area. Katie paused, her thoughts racing as she contemplated the weight of Willie

 
’

 
s inquiry. The question dug deeper than anything she had faced before—something raw and honest that challenged not only her commitment to sport but also the uncharted territories of her identity.









 
“

 
I—I don

 
’

 
t know,” Katie replied slowly, a hint of uncertainty coloring her voice.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
ve never really thought that much about desires outside of volleyball…It’s been my focus for so long, my scholarship is the only reason I could afford college but uh, otherwise, I guess I have my boyfriend.”









 
“

 
Ah, the boyfriend,” Willie mused, her expression shifting slightly, a flicker of intrigue mingling with something darker in her eyes.

 
“

 
You two had sex yet?”









 
Katie felt heat spreading across her cheeks again, a tingle of defiance fueling her words.

 
“

 
Um, I don

 
’

 
t think that

 
’

 
s really your business.”









 
Willie laughed a deep, throaty laugh that was both warm and condescending.

 
“

 
Oh, My Little Katie, is that your way of telling me your gorgeous self is a virgin?!”









 
Katie felt her face burning even hotter at Willie's words. She looked down at the table, unable to meet the older woman's intense gaze.









 
"I... we're waiting," Katie mumbled, her voice barely audible over the pulsing music. "It's not that we don't want to, it's just... I've never felt ready."









 
Willie leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "Oh, I know all about that, sweetheart. But let me tell you a little secret - sometimes, what feels right isn't what you've been told to expect."









 
Katie's heart raced as Willie's words washed over her. She felt a strange mix of embarrassment and excitement, her body responding to Willie's proximity in ways she didn't quite understand.









 
"Have you ever wondered," Willie continued, her fingers lightly tracing patterns on the back of Katie's hand, "what it might be like to be touched by someone who truly understands your body? Someone who knows exactly how to make you feel good? Someone who has studied your physicality from afar and could make you feel things you never even imagined from up close?"









 
“

 
W-what are you saying?” Katie asked shakily.









 
“

 
Maybe the reason you haven

 
’

 
t felt ready is because that boy isn

 
’

 
t the right person for you at all,” Willie said, her tone making it clear that this was a statement of absolute fact and not a question in the slightest. “Maybe what you need isn’t a boy at all.”









 
Katie's breath caught in her throat as Willie's words sank in. The idea was both thrilling and terrifying - a revelation she hadn't dared to consider before. Her mind raced, replaying moments with her boyfriend that had left her feeling... unfulfilled. Was Willie right? Had she been forcing herself into a role that didn't truly fit?









 
"I... I don't know," Katie whispered, her voice trembling. "I've never thought about it like that before."









 
Willie's smile widened, a predatory gleam in her eyes. "Of course you haven't, sweet girl. That's why I'm here.” Her hand moved from Katie’s to underneath the small table between them. The table was so small that their knees nearly touched and after a brief moment, Katie felt Willie’s hand on her thigh. "Tell me, when you're alone at night, what do you think about? What makes your body come alive?"









 
Katie felt her face flush even hotter, if that was possible. She'd never discussed such intimate things with anyone before, let alone a virtual stranger. And yet, there was something about Willie's intense gaze and soothing voice that made her want to bare her soul.









 
“

 
Th-that REALLY isn

 
’

 
t your business…” Katie finally stammered, squirming under Willie

 
’

 
s touch.









 
“

 
Well, what if just for tonight, I said that it was? Maybe you

 
’

 
re not the one in a position to be making that determination for yourself. What would you have to say to that, hmm?” Willie pushed.









 
Katie felt her pulse quicken at Willie's assertive words. There was something both thrilling and unsettling about the way this woman seemed to take control so effortlessly. Katie's mind raced, torn between her ingrained sense of propriety and the electric current of curiosity running through her veins.









 
"I... I don't know what to say to that," Katie whispered, her voice barely audible over the pulsing music.

 
“

 
I've never... I mean, I'm not...I…I barely know you."









 
Willie's hand on Katie's thigh gave a gentle squeeze, sending shivers up her spine. "Shh, it's okay, sweet girl. You don't have to have all the answers right now. Just answer me this: forgetting that boy, your ideas about yourself and what you think you SHOULD be, does it feel good to be here with me? To be sitting this close? To have my hand on you like this?”









 
Katie's breath hitched as Willie's thumb began tracing small circles on her inner thigh, the touch was both soothing and electrifying. She found herself leaning in slightly, drawn by some magnetic pull she couldn't explain.









 
“

 
Answer me, sweet girl,” Willie hissed insistently as her hand on the volleyball player

 
’

 
s thigh began to move upward again and Katie was reminded of how long Willie’s arms were. Her mind raced, torn between the unfamiliar sensations coursing through her body and the voice in her head screaming that this was wrong.









 
"I... I don't know," Katie stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. "It feels... different. Exciting, but... scary too."









 
Willie's eyes gleamed with satisfaction. "Different can be good, Katie. Scary can be thrilling." Her fingers traced delicate patterns on Katie's inner thigh, each touch sending jolts of electricity through her body. "Tell me, does your boyfriend make you feel like this? Does his touch set your skin on fire?"









 
Katie shook her head mutely, unable to form words as Willie's hand crept even higher. Her entire body felt alive, nerve endings singing with each caress.









 
"That's what I thought," Willie purred. She leaned in close across the table, her piercing eyes holding all of Katie’s focus as she whispered, "I can show you pleasure you've never dreamed of. All you have to do is let go and trust me."









 
With that, Willies hand shifted again and cupped the younger girl

 
’

 
s pussy through the thin material of her dress and panties. Katie let out a soft gasp as Willie's hand touched her most intimate area. The contact was electric, sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through her body. For a moment, Katie froze, her mind reeling as unfamiliar sensations washed over her. Then, Willie’s fingers began to move, gently exploring and caressing through the thin fabric of Katie's dress. The volleyball player's breath came in short, ragged pants as Willie applied more pressure, her skilled touch igniting sparks of pleasure Katie had never experienced before.









 
"That's it," Willie murmured, her voice low and husky. “I’m touching you. You know I know what you need." Katie's eyes fluttered closed as she gave in to the sensations, her hips unconsciously rocking against Willie's hand. The bar around them faded away, the pulsing music becoming a distant throb that matched the rhythm of Katie's racing heart.









 
Willie's fingers expertly found Katie's most sensitive spot at the top of her lips, circling and teasing the throbbing nub through her clothes. A soft moan escaped Katie's lips before she could stop it. Her cheeks burned with a mix of arousal and embarrassment.









 
Katie's mind swirled as Willie's skilled fingers continued their intimate exploration. The unfamiliar sensations grew more intense with each passing moment, building like a crescendo. Her breathing quickened as her awareness grew acutely with her arousal. She was torn between the intoxicating sensations and the voice in her head screaming that this was wrong. But her body seemed to have a mind of its own, her hips rocking against Willie's hand of their own accord.









 
Without conscious thought, Katie found herself pressing harder against Willie's hand, chasing the building pressure. Soft whimpers escaped her lips as Willie applied more focused pressure to her most sensitive areas. The thin fabric of her dress and panties did little to dull the exquisite sensations. As Willie's fingers circled and pressed against her most sensitive areas, Katie felt a familiar tension building low in her abdomen. But this was different, more intense than anything she'd experienced before. Her thighs trembled as the pressure built, threatening to overwhelm her.









 
Suddenly, Katie became acutely aware of the wetness pooling between her legs, her arousal evident even through her underwear. The realization hit her like a splash of cold water. What was she doing? This was a public place, with a virtual stranger! And a woman!









 
Katie's eyes flew open, reality crashing back in like a tidal wave. The dim lights of the bar, the pulsing music, the press of feminine bodies around them - it all came into sharp focus. Shame and panic flooded through her as she realized what she had allowed to happen.









 
"I-I can't do this," Katie gasped, her voice trembling. She abruptly pushed Willie's hand away and stumbled to her feet, nearly falling off of the short stool in her haste. Her legs felt weak and unsteady, her body still thrumming with the aftershocks of arousal.









 
Willie reached for her, confusion and concern etched on her face. "Katie, wait-" But Katie was already moving, pushing her way through the crowded bar. Her cheeks burned with humiliation as she shouldered past couples locked in intimate embraces and groups of laughing women. She felt exposed, certain that everyone could see her shame written plainly on her face.









 
She burst through the door into the cool night air, gulping in deep breaths. The sidewalk swam before her eyes as tears threatened to spill over. What had she done? How could she have let a stranger, a woman, touch her like that? In public, no less?!









 
Katie hugged herself tightly, her arms wrapped around her trembling body as she stumbled away from the bar. The cool night air kissed her flushed skin, a stark contrast to the heated intimacy she had just fled. Neon signs flickered overhead, casting eerie shadows that seemed to dance and mock her shame. The distant thrum of bass from the bar pulsed through the sidewalk, echoing the frantic beating of her heart.









 
She took a shaky step forward, her legs still weak and unsteady. The world around her blurred as tears threatened to spill over. Laughter and chatter from nearby revelers felt like a cacophony in her ears, each sound amplifying her sense of exposure and vulnerability.









 
Suddenly, strong arms encircled her from behind. Katie gasped as she felt Willie's tall, muscular form press against her back. One hand splayed possessively across her stomach while the other cupped her breast through the thin fabric of her dress. Willie's touch was all at once familiar, mortifying and electrifying, sending shockwaves of conflicting emotions coursing through Katie's body.









 
"Shh, it's okay, sweet girl," Willie's husky voice whispered in Katie

 
’

 
s ear, even as she tried to squirm away. Katie struggled against Willie's embrace, her body trembling with a mix of fear, arousal, and confusion. Katie struggled against Willie's firm grip, her heart racing as she tried to pull away. But Willie's strong arms held her in place, her tall frame easily overpowering Katie's athletic but smaller body.









 
"Let me go," Katie whimpered, her voice barely audible over the pulsing bass spilling out from the nearby clubs. Willie's grip tightened slightly, her lips brushing against Katie's ear as she spoke. "In a minute, but not before we talk a little more.”









 
Katie shivered at the contact, her body betraying her with a surge of arousal even as her mind screamed at her to flee. She could feel the warm softness of Willie's breasts pressed against her back, the strength in her arms as they held her close. It was nothing like being held by her boyfriend - this was all curves and softness, yet with an underlying musculature and power that both thrilled and terrified her.









 
"Please," Katie whimpered, making another weak attempt to break free. Willie's arms tightened around Katie, her tall frame enveloping the smaller woman like a cocoon. Katie's struggles grew weaker as Willie's warmth seeped into her, a stark contrast to the cool night air that raised goosebumps on her exposed skin.









 
Without another word, Willie’s strong arms guided Katie towards a narrow alleyway between two brick buildings. Katie's feet moved of their own accord, her body responding to Willie's silent commands even as her mind raced with confusion and fear. The sounds of the bustling street faded as they stepped into the shadowy passage, replaced by the soft echo of their footsteps and Katie's ragged breathing.









 
The brick walls rose high on either side, creating an intimate cocoon that shut out the world beyond. Faint moonlight filtered down, casting ethereal patterns across their skin. Katie shivered as Willie's hands roamed her body, fingertips tracing the curve of her waist, the swell of her hips. Willie pressed Katie’s back against the cool brick, her tall frame caging the smaller woman. The rough texture of the wall scraped against Katie's bare shoulders, a stark contrast to the softness of Willie's body molded against her front. Katie's breath caught in her throat as Willie's thigh slipped between her legs, applying delicious pressure that made her knees weak.









 
"Shh, sweet girl," Willie murmured, her breath hot against Katie's ear. "I've got you. You're safe here with me." Katie's body trembled, caught between the desire to flee and the intoxicating pull of Willie's embrace.









 
Willie's hand moved from Katie's breast to her chin, gently tilting her face upward. Their bodies pressed together, curves melding in a way that sent sparks of electricity coursing through Katie's veins.









 
"Look at me, Katie," Willie commanded softly, her dark eyes boring into Katie's with an intensity that made her breath catch in her throat. Katie met the taller bald woman

 
’

 
s intense gaze, shaking as she did. Willie's gaze held Katie captive, dark eyes reflecting the pulsing neon lights around them. Katie trembled, acutely aware of every point of contact between their bodies - the press of Willie's larger rounded but firm breasts against her own, the strong arm now around her back, the heat radiating between them.









 
Willie's hand slid slowly down the curve of Katie

 
’

 
s spine. The younger woman shivered at the touch, goosebumps rising on her skin despite the warmth of Willie's body pressed against hers. When Willie's hand reached the small of her back, it paused for a moment before continuing its descent. With deliberate slowness, Willie's large hand cupped Katie's toned and muscular ass, her fingers splaying possessively across the taut flesh. Katie gasped, her hips instinctively pressing forward into Willie's body. The firm grip sent shockwaves of pleasure coursing through Katie, igniting a fire low in her belly that she couldn't ignore.









 
"Please," Katie whimpered, her voice barely above a whisper. "I need to go..." Willie's grip tightened slightly, fingers kneading Katie's ass through the thin fabric of her dress.









 
"I'll let you go," Katie

 
’

 
s captor said, her voice low and husky. "But only if you agree to see me again."









 
Katie's mind raced, torn between the lingering shame and the undeniable arousal coursing through her body. Willie's strong arms held her firmly in place against the wall and her body, the warmth of her body a stark contrast to the cool night air. The neon lights of the surrounding clubs pulsed in rhythm with Katie's racing heart, casting ever-changing shadows across Willie's face.









 
"I... I can't," Katie whispered, her voice trembling. She tried to take a step back, but Willie's grip on her waist and ass only tightened. The firm pressure of Willie's fingers kneading her flesh sent jolts of unwanted pleasure through her body. Willie leaned in closer, her lips barely brushing against Katie's ear.









 
"You can, sweet girl. You want to. I can feel it in the way your body responds to my touch. It wants to be mine, like your mind will soon." As if to prove her point, Willie's hand slid lower, fingers dipping between Katie's thighs from behind. Even through the fabric of her dress, Katie could feel the heat of Willie's touch. She bit back a moan, her hips betraying her as they rocked forward slightly.









 
"No," Katie protested weakly, even as her body arched into Willie's caress. "This isn

 
’

 
t me…please.”









 
Willie's grip remained firm, her tall frame enveloping Katie like a fortress of flesh and desire. The volleyball player's protests grew weaker as Willie's skilled fingers continued their teasing exploration, sending jolts of unwanted pleasure through her trembling body.









 
Katie's mind raced, desperately seeking an escape from this intoxicating trap. "Please," Katie whimpered, her voice barely audible over the pulsing bass spilling from nearby clubs. "I need to go home. This isn't right."









 
Willie's dark eyes bore into Katie's, filled with a predatory hunger that both thrilled and terrified the younger woman. "Oh, sweet girl," Willie purred, her lips curving into a knowing smile. "You can keep saying that, but we both know this is exactly where you're meant to be."









 
Katie shook her head frantically, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes. She tried to push against Willie's chest in a feeble attempt at an escape, but her arms felt weak and uncoordinated. The conflicting sensations of arousal and shame left her dizzy and disoriented.









 
"The offer still stands my sweet. I'll let you go," Willie murmured, her breath hot against Katie's ear. "But only if you promise to see me again. Tomorrow night. My place.”









 
“

 
O-okay…” the panting volleyball player finally surrendered.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
ll see you tomorrow, just please, let me go now…”









 
“

 
Mmm, very good,” Willie smiled.

 
“

 
But how do I know you

 
’

 
re not just gonna head for the hills as soon as I let go? What guarantee do I have you

 
’

 
ll show?”









 
“

 
I…I don

 
’

 
t know,” Katie stammered in frustration.

 
“

 
I am a person of my word, you…you can ask Coach, er, uh, Dee.”









 
“

 
My girl Ev is probably bottoming out in your precious little coach Dee’s ass hole right now, so she

 
’

 
s not in any position to vouch for you right this minute,” Willie smirked, squeezing Katie between her legs.









 
Katie's eyes widened in shock at Willie's crude words about her coach. A wave of nausea washed over her as unwanted mental images flashed through her mind. She shook her head, trying to clear the disturbing thoughts.









 
"No, that's not... Coach…Dee wouldn't..." Katie's protests died on her lips as Willie's fingers pressed more insistently between her legs. Despite her best efforts, Katie's body betrayed her with a surge of arousal.









 
Willie chuckled darkly. "Oh sweet girl, you have no idea what your precious coach is capable of now. But you will soon enough. Me and Ev do like to share our girlies on occasion, and seeing the two of you kissing and grinding those taut bodies for our entertainment Mmmm…” Her free hand moved to cup Katie's face, thumb brushing across her cheek. “But I digress. Now, about that guarantee..."









 
Katie trembled, torn between fear and a confusing desire she couldn't shake. "What... what do you want from me?" she whispered.









 
"These panties," Willie murmured almost instantly, her voice low and husky in Katie's ear like she

 
’

 
d been waiting for the question. "Give them to me. Right here, right now. That's how I'll know you'll come tomorrow."









 
Katie's eyes widened in shock. "What? I can't... we're in public!"









 
Willie's lips curved into a predatory smile. "No one's paying attention to us, sweet girl. It'll be our little secret." Her fingers traced teasing patterns between Katie's legs. "Don't you want to be a good girl for me?"









 
Katie whimpered, her body betraying her as she unconsciously pressed into Willie's touch. The conflicting emotions of shame and arousal swirled within her, leaving her dizzy and disoriented. It was hard to think and find a way to reason out of this. Escape became the main priority in her addled mind, and so Katie’s resistance broke, and she nodded up at Willie shakily.









 
With trembling hands, Katie reached under her dress. She hesitated for a moment, her fingers hovering at the waistband of her panties. Willie's intense gaze bore into her, dark eyes glittering with anticipation.









 
"That's it," Willie murmured encouragingly. "Show me how obedient you can be."









 
The college student gritted her teeth at that, not happy to be called obedient as she considered herself quite independent. That misgiving didn

 
’

 
t stop her from complying, though, and Katie's fingers trembled as she finally hooked them under the waistband of her underwear. With a shaky breath, she slowly slid the lace panties down her thighs, hyper-aware of Willie's intense gaze following her every move. As the fabric pooled at her ankles, Katie stepped out of them, her face burning with embarrassment. She held the delicate garment in her hand, unsure what to do next.









 
Willie's predatory smile widened as she held out her hand expectantly. "Good girl," Willie purred, her voice low and husky. "Now give them to me." Katie swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest as she placed the still-warm panties in Willie's outstretched hand.









 
Willie brought them to her face, inhaling deeply, her eyes never leaving Katie's. "Mmm, delicious. Can

 
’

 
t wait to get a taste," Willie murmured, tucking the panties into her purse. "I'll keep these safe until tomorrow night. A little reminder of what's waiting for me."









 
“

 
Thanks…” the perturbed Katie said flatly, looking away now.









 
“

 
And here

 
’

 
s one reminder for you of what

 
’

 
s to come tomorrow,” Willie said, grabbing at Katie

 
’

 
s chin with her fingertips, turning the girl to face her again.









 
Before Katie could react, Willie's lips crashed against hers in a searing kiss. Katie's eyes widened in shock, her body tensing at the unexpected contact. But as Willie's skilled mouth moved against hers, Katie felt her resolve crumbling. The older woman's tongue slipped into her mouth, warm and insistent. Katie whimpered as Willie's tongue seemed to fill her entire mouth, probing and exploring.









 
Katie had never been kissed like this before - with such hunger, such intensity. The sensation was overwhelming, Willie's tongue reaching deeper than Katie thought possible, tickling the back of her throat. The volleyball player's hands fluttered uselessly at her sides as Willie's tongue explored her mouth with a thoroughness that left her breathless. Her knees went weak as the kiss intensified.









 
Willie's strong arms held her upright, pressing their bodies tightly together. Katie felt powerless to pull away, caught in Willie's passionate embrace as her older lover claimed her mouth with her tongue. After what felt like an eternity, Willie finally broke the kiss. Katie gasped for air, her lips tingling and swollen. She stared up at Willie in a daze, her mind reeling from the intensity of the moment.









 
“

 
Welp, see ya tomorrow, Volleyball star…” Willie said with a grin, wiping her palm over the girl

 
’

 
s raw lips and then depositing the moisture from her mouth on the side of her dress.









 
“

 
Off you go…” came the command, accompanied by a soft pat on the butt.









 
Katie stumbled away from Willie, her legs unsteady beneath her. The cool night air hit her exposed skin as she moved out of the alley and back on the street, the rush of air on her intimate area reminding her of her missing underwear. Shame and confusion warred within her as she hurried down the sidewalk, desperate to put distance between herself and the intoxicating woman who had turned her world upside down. How had she let things go so far with a virtual stranger? And a woman, no less?









 
She hailed a cab, desperate to get home and wash away the evidence, and taste, of her transgression. But as she settled into the backseat, Katie realized with a jolt that she couldn't fully erase what had transpired. Her panties were still in Willie's possession - a tangible reminder of her moment of weakness. The cab wound through the city streets as Katie stared blankly out the window. Her body still thrummed with residual arousal, much to her shame. She pressed her thighs together, acutely aware of the wetness between them. Each time she swallowed, she could feel the ghost of the sense memory of Willie

 
’

 
s long skilled tongue probing at the back of her mouth.









 
What would she tell her boyfriend? How could she face her teammates? Was she destined to become like Coach Reid- Dee? What had Willie meant when she alluded to the two of them kissing and grinding against each other? And why couldn’t she stop trying to picture it? Did she even have a choice in anything anymore?









 
The cab pulled up to Katie's dorm building. She paid the driver with trembling hands and hurried inside, grateful that she had one of the rare single-occupant rooms as a senior. She quickly disrobed and got in the shower, but as the hot water poured over her, Katie could only focus on the memories of what had just transpired, the steamy water adding to her own flushed state. She’d never felt anything like she had when she was pressed against Willie and her tongue was in her mouth, fingers stroking at her lower lips…









 
As she crawled into bed, Katie's mind swirled with conflicting emotions. Shame and confusion battled with a lingering arousal she couldn't seem to shake. Katie tossed and turned restlessly in her bed, her mind still reeling from the events of the evening. As exhaustion finally overtook her, she slipped into a fitful sleep filled with vivid, arousingly unsettling dreams…









 
In her dream, Katie found herself back on the volleyball court. But something was different. The air felt thick and heavy, charged with an electric tension. As she moved to serve the ball, Katie realized she was completely naked. Panic rose in her chest as she tried to cover herself, but her body wouldn't respond.









 
Suddenly, Willie appeared on the other side of the net, her tall frame imposing and alluring. She wore nothing but Katie's stolen panties, stretched tight across her muscular form. Willie's dark eyes locked onto Katie's, a predatory smile spreading across her face.









 
"Serve the ball, sweet girl," Willie purred, her deep voice echoing in the empty gym.









 
Katie's arm moved of its own accord, sending the ball sailing over the net. But instead of volleying it back, Willie caught it effortlessly. The court faded away and then it was just the two of them.









 
Suddenly, Willie was everywhere in the dream. Every direction she looked, no matter where she turned, Willie was all over her, it was like she had occupied her entire sphere of existence. There seemed to be only Willie. She was surrounded by the darker-skinned woman

 
’

 
s muscular body, her piercing eyes, her intense scent…the taste of her tongue in Katie

 
’

 
s mouth.









 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re mine….and you know that

 
’

 
s what you want to be,” Willie stated in the dream. She was huge compared to how small Katie felt. The giant, dream woman stared her down and opened her mouth impossibly wide. Katie felt herself being sucked into Willie

 
’

 
s mouth and was powerless to stop the pull.









 
Just as the reddish blackness enveloped her, she shot up in her bed. Katie awoke with a start, her heart racing and her body drenched in sweat. The vivid dream clung to her consciousness, leaving her disoriented and breathless. Sunlight streamed through the gaps in her curtains, painting her dorm room in a soft golden glow. As she shifted in bed, Katie became acutely aware of the wetness between her thighs, a physical reminder of the intense dream that had plagued her sleep. A wave of shame washed over her as she realized her body had responded to the erotic nature of her dream. She squeezed her thighs together, trying to ignore the lingering arousal that pulsed through her core.









 
Desperate to ground herself in reality, Katie reached for her phone on the nightstand. Her fingers trembled slightly as she unlocked the screen, hoping to see a comforting good morning text from her boyfriend. Instead, her eyes widened in shock at the notifications that greeted her.









 
Multiple messages from an unknown number flooded her screen. As Katie scrolled through them, her cheeks flushed hot with a mix of embarrassment and unwanted arousal.









 
"Good morning, sweet girl. Did you dream of me?"









 
"I couldn't stop thinking about you last night. Your scent and how you felt against me. I know you feel the same.”









 
Katie's heart raced as she scrolled through the messages, each one more provocative than the last. Willie's words painted vivid pictures in her mind, stirring up memories of the previous night's encounter.









 
"I bet you're still wet for me, aren't you? I can almost taste you on my tongue."









 
"Your panties smell so good, sweet girl. I've been holding them close all night."









 
Katie's breath caught in her throat as she read the increasingly explicit messages. Her body betrayed her once again, a familiar heat building low in her belly despite her mental protests.









 
The next message contained an image that made Katie gasp aloud. It showed Willie's muscular bare thigh with Katie's own delicate lace panties dangling from one finger over them. The caption read: "Missing something?"









 
Another photo appeared, this one showing Willie's hand holding her panties sliding beneath the waistband of her shorts. "Thinking of you," the message said.









 
Katie's breath caught in her throat as she saw another image appear. It showed Willie's long, dark fingers wrapped around Katie's lacy panties, holding them up to her face. The caption read: "Your scent is intoxicating. Can't wait to breathe you in again."









 
The next photo made Katie gasp aloud. It showed Willie's hand between her strong, bare legs, very apparently nude. Katie's panties were pressed against her most intimate area covering her modesty.









 
Katie's hands shook as she scrolled through the explicit messages and photos. Her face burned with shame, but she couldn't tear her eyes away from the screen. Each image seared itself into her mind, stoking the unwanted fire building low in her belly.









 
Just as Katie was about to close the messages, a final text appeared:









 
"Don't forget our date tonight, sweet girl. I'll text you the address later. Wear something pretty... and no panties. I've got the only pair you need right here."









 
Katie dropped her phone as if it had burned her. She buried her face in her hands, overwhelmed by the conflicting emotions swirling within her. Shame and arousal battled for dominance as memories of the previous night's encounter flooded back.









 
The ghost of Willie's touch lingered on her skin. Katie could still feel the older woman's strong hands gripping her waist, the insistent press of her thigh between Katie's legs. The memory of Willie's skilled tongue exploring her mouth made Katie shiver involuntarily.









 
"What am I doing?" Katie whispered to herself, voice trembling. She had a boyfriend. She wasn't gay. This was wrong on so many levels. She should block this number. Delete the messages. Pretend none of this ever happened. That's what the rational part of her brain screamed at her to do. And yet...









 
Katie's fingers hovered over the block button, but she couldn't bring herself to press it. Despite her shame and confusion, there was an undeniable pull - a curiosity she couldn't shake. What would happen if she went to Willie's tonight? How far would things go? Why was there something so excitingly flattering about the interest this strange woman showed in her? Who was she to have someone as intense and powerful as Willie interested in her, anyway?









 
Her mind was in a distracted daze as she finally got out of bed and began to prepare for the day. She had a full slate of classes and practice before Willie had demanded to see her, and yet she couldn

 
’

 
t think one iota about any of that. With every minute that passed, she felt that there was a clock constantly counting down until she would have to see Willie again, because she didn

 
’

 
t have a choice in the matter, did she?









 
Katie moved through her day in a fog, her mind constantly drifting back to the explicit messages and photos from Willie. In class, she struggled to focus on her professors' lectures, instead, replaying the events of the previous night over and over. The ghost of Willie's touch lingered on her skin, making her shiver at random moments.









 
During volleyball practice, Katie's distraction was painfully obvious. She fumbled simple passes and missed easy shots, earning concerned looks from her teammates. Coach Dee pulled her aside at one point, her newly bald head gleaming under the gym lights.









 
"Everything okay, Katie?" Dee asked, her voice laced with concern. "You seem off today."









 
Katie felt her cheeks flush as she met her coach's gaze. Did Dee know what had happened last night? Was she in on it somehow? Katie's mind raced as she stammered out an excuse about not sleeping well.









 
Dee's eyes narrowed slightly as if sensing there was more to the story. "Well, try to stay focused, okay? We need our star setter at her best."









 
As practice wrapped up, Katie's phone buzzed with a new message. Her heart raced as she saw it, knowing she was mere minutes from seeing Willie again. "Ready for our little rendezvous, sweet girl? I have big plans for us. Don’t keep me waiting too long.”









 
The chill that coursed through Katie

 
’

 
s spine was electric; the thrill of anticipation and fear mingled within her, sending her pulse racing once more. She glanced around the gym, making sure no one was watching as she read the text for the third time.









 
Deciding that a quick shower would help center her thoughts, Katie hurried back to her dorm. As the hot water cascaded over her body, she tried to wash away the remnants of her tumultuous day. Memories of Willie

 
’

 
s touch haunted her still—even the water couldn

 
’

 
t erase the way those powerful hands had felt against her skin.









 
Katie's heart raced as she soaped up, letting her fingers glide over her body. She couldn

 
’

 
t help but imagine what tonight would bring. Would she succumb fully to this strange pull toward Willie? How far would the woman push her boundaries? The questions spiraled in her mind like a chaotic cyclone.









 
After drying off and dressing carefully in a soft peach sundress that hugged the taut curves of her lithe body just right, she paused for a moment in front of the mirror. A mixture of innocent charm and sultry allure stared back at her—was she really getting herself dolled up and wanting to look cute to go see a woman who was making it explicitly clear she had sexual intentions for her?









 
She didn

 
’

 
t need a bra, not with her muscular and torso and the relatively thick material of the sundress’ top. Still, she realized that she was now completely bare beneath the dress with no undergarments whatsoever and that was certainly something new for her. The idea that she was willingly going out like this because a woman who had already shoved her tongue down her throat told her to was mortifying and thrilling all at once.









 
She took a deep breath, grounding herself as she recalled Willie

 
’

 
s primal energy—how it sparked something inside her that she’d had no idea was there. Katie caught herself biting her lip, her heart pounding as she imagined the older woman

 
’

 
s gaze roaming hungrily over her form. Would Willie look at her like that again? Would she like what she saw? Would those strong arms wrap around her waist and pull her close?









 
An enticing thrill shot through her as she snatched up her phone and brought up Willie's message once more, the words dancing before her eyes: "I

 
’

 
ll be waiting for you."









 
The address was just a few streets away, tucked into a secluded neighborhood that Katie half-remembered from when she

 
’

 
d looked it up on the maps. Her pulse quickened at the thought of making the journey there—not just to see Willie but to confront this new side of herself. She slipped on a pair of pretty but comfortable pink pumps that clicked softly against the floor as she walked.









 
With a deep breath, Katie stepped out of her dorm, the weight of her decision pressing against her like a heavy fog. The hallway felt familiar yet alien, as if she were walking through a dream she couldn't quite wake from. Each step toward the door echoed in her ears—an urgent symphony played by her racing heart.









 
Outside, the evening air was warm and golden with the dying light of the sun. The world seemed alive, bustling with activity; couples laughed in the distance while friends shared stories at nearby outdoor tables. Yet all Katie could focus on was the electric anticipation thrumming through her veins, pulling her away from the safety of her everyday life and toward something far more dangerous and intoxicating.









 
She found herself glancing around at every passerby, half-expecting to see Willie lurking in the shadows or peering out from behind an unsuspecting tree, or for them to give a look of recognition like they knew her taboo destination. Both thoughts sent shivers down her spine—not quite fear but rather an eager yearning.









 
As she quickened her pace, Katie's mind danced back to Willie

 
’

 
s words—the promise of a night that could unravel everything she thought she knew about herself. Was it possible for a single encounter to change the very fabric of who she was? She was blissfully unaware of how a single encounter with Ev had changed things so permanently for her coach, but she was about to learn about the effectiveness of women like Ev and Willie firsthand.









 
Upon reaching the address Willie had texted her, Katie hesitated for a moment, her heart racing wildly against her ribcage. The house before her was elegant and imposing, draped in ivy, with warm golden light spilling invitingly from its windows. It seemed to thrum with a life of its own, beckoning her closer while simultaneously making her stomach flutter with nerves.









 
With shaking, clammy hands, she ascended the steps and knocked on the door, the sound echoing like thunder in her ears. A soft laugh floated through the thin wood, and Katie's breath caught as anticipation wrapped around her throat like a silken noose. When the door opened, Willie stood there—an ethereal vision of commanding grace wrapped in a loose-fitting and revealing burgundy robe tied at the waist that left little to the imagination.









 
“

 
Right on time My Sweet Katie,” Willie purred, her dark eyes glinting with mischief.

 
“

 
That bodes well for you.” She stepped aside to allow Katie in, and Katie couldn

 
’

 
t help but feel enveloped by the rich scent of sandalwood that hung in the air like an intoxicating spell.









 
“

 
Well uh, you told me to come at eight, so here I am,” Katie managed to stutter, stepping over the threshold as if it were a barrier into another world. The interior was plush and inviting—velvet furnishings adorned with opulent accents wrapped around a space that shimmered under soft lighting. Classical music whispered through the air, creating an intimate and very adult feeling space for the college student.









 
Willie stopped in the entryway and turned to face her guest.

 
“

 
Now, before we go any further, mouth or face?” she asked and looked down at Katie.









 
“

 
W-what does that mean?” Katie stammered, her cheeks going hot.









 
“

 
Doesn

 
’

 
t matter. Just answer.” Willie demanded.









 
"Um... I—" Katie stumbled over her words, confusion swirling in her mind. A surge of heat washed over her as she observed Willie's intense gaze, the way it seemed to pierce through her very soul, searching for a truth both buried and waiting to be unearthed.









 
"Speak, sweet girl," Willie urged softly, taking a step closer. Her presence loomed large, filled with an intoxicating dominance that electrified the air between them.









 
Katie swallowed hard, the weight of Willie

 
’

 
s scrutiny sending shivers cascading down her spine. She suddenly felt acutely aware of her bare skin beneath the soft fabric of her sundress—the absence of undergarments felt like an invitation, a submission to the woman before her who was so exquisitely compelling.









 
“

 
Face,” Katie whispered at last, with no idea what she was asking for.









 
Willie's lips curved into a slow, predatory smile at Katie's whispered response. "Good girl," she purred, her voice low and rich like aged whiskey. "I had a feeling you'd choose wisely."









 
With deliberate slowness, Willie reached down to the hem of her burgundy robe. Katie's eyes widened as the silky fabric parted, revealing tantalizing glimpses of Willie's bare and smooth muscular thighs. The older woman's fingers hooked under the waistband of her underwear, Katie’s stolen panties, which were stretched tight across Willie's impressive lower curves.









 
Katie watched, transfixed, as Willie slowly shimmied the lacy, clearly too-small garment down her legs. The delicate fabric clung to Willie's skin, as if reluctant to let go. Finally, the panties pooled at Willie's ankles, and she gracefully stepped out of them.









 
Willie held the panties up, dangling them from one finger. The lace caught the soft light, shimmering enticingly, very visibly damp. Katie could smell a heady mix of Willie's arousal and her own lingering scent. Her cheeks burned hot with embarrassment and unwanted desire.









 
"These have been keeping me company all day," Willie murmured, her voice thick with desire. "I've been thinking about you, about how good you felt against me and well, it kept me in a good mood until your arrival, as evidenced by the uh, affect I

 
’

 
ve had on your darling undergarments since you gave them to me.”









 
Katie gulped and went rigid as Willie moved closer, the lacy garment dangling from her fingers. "You're going to wear these on your face, covering your nose and mouth," Willie instructed, her voice low and commanding. "And you'll keep them there until I say otherwise. Understand?"









 
Katie nodded mutely, her cheeks burning with embarrassment and something else - a flicker of excitement she couldn't quite suppress. With gentle but firm movements, Willie pressed the panties against Katie's face, positioning them so the gusset covered her nose before securing the straps around her ears and forehead so it stayed in place like a lewd mask. Katie's breath hitched as she felt the damp fabric against her skin. Her eyes widened as she realized just how wet the panties were, and it wasn

 
’

 
t just the moisture that had absorbed into the material either.









 
“

 
There

 
’

 
s uh…goo on my nose.” Katie gasped out, feeling the viscous and warm substance that was creeping from the panties onto the tip of her nose. She inhaled and was struck by the intense, deep, earthy, undeniably feminine scent of Willie

 
’

 
s still-fresh vaginal secretion.









 
Willie chuckled softly, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "That's right, sweet girl. I want you to breathe me in, to taste me on your lips. Let my essence fill your senses. It

 
’

 
s going to be important for you to be very used to my taste and smell at all times going forward."









 
Katie whimpered softly, overwhelmed by the intimate act. The panties clung to her face, the damp fabric molding to her features. With each breath, she inhaled the intoxicating scent of Willie's arousal mingled with her own. The viscous fluid on her nose felt warm and sticky, a tangible reminder of how much Willie desired her.









 
"Good girl," Willie purred, her fingers gently caressing Katie's cheek. "Now, let's move this to somewhere more comfortable, shall we?"









 
With a firm hand on the small of Katie's back, Willie guided her deeper into the house. Katie's steps were unsteady, her senses overwhelmed by the panties covering half her face and the heat of Willie's touch.









 
"Good girl," Willie murmured approvingly as they walked into a well-appointed living room. "Now, keep those pretty panties right where they are when you sit down. I want you to taste me with every breath as we get to know each other more."









 
Katie nodded slightly, unable to form words. The warm, damp fabric pressed against her lips and nose. Willie motioned to the couch in front of them and gave the small of Katie

 
’

 
s back the slightest push, an indicator that she should sit.









 
Katie sank onto the plush velvet couch, her legs feeling weak beneath her. The panties clung to her face, the damp fabric molding to her features. With each breath, she inhaled the intoxicating scent of Willie's arousal mingled with the hints of her own. The viscous fluid on her nose felt warm and sticky, a tangible reminder of how much Willie desired her.









 
Willie settled into an armchair across from Katie, her robe falling open to reveal tantalizing glimpses of her perfectly round, proportionally large, natural breasts. Her eyes raked over Katie's form, a predatory gleam in their depths.









 
"You look absolutely delicious, sweet girl," Willie purred, her voice low and sultry. "Tell me, how does it feel to have my essence so close to you? To breathe me in with every breath?"









 
Katie squirmed under Willie's intense gaze, acutely aware of her lack of underwear beneath her sundress. The panties on her face felt like both a shield and an intimate violation. She could taste Willie on her lips, the musky flavor making her head spin. "It

 
’

 
s…surreal," Katie whispered, her voice muffled by the fabric. "I can

 
’

 
t believe I

 
’

 
m really sitting here with your wet panties against my nose.”









 
“

 
Well, technically, they

 
’

 
re your wet panties…” Willie quipped with a wink.










 
Katie could only let out a laugh of relief as the tension broke and the absurdity of the situation flooded in.

 
“

 
But it

 
’

 
s your wetness!” she retorted before breaking out in incredulous chuckles.









 
Willie's deep, rich laughter joined Katie's, filling the room with a warm intimacy despite the absurd visuals of the panties on Katie

 
’

 
s face. As their chuckles subsided, Willie leaned forward, her eyes locked on Katie's.









 
"You're right about that," Willie conceded, her eyes twinkling with amusement. "And how does my wetness taste, sweet girl? Be honest now."









 
Katie's laughter faded, replaced by a flutter of nervousness in her stomach. She licked her lips unconsciously, tasting the musky flavor that clung to the fabric.









 
"It's... different," Katie admitted softly. "Kind of tangy. Not what I expected."









 
Willie leaned forward, her robe falling open further to reveal the swell of her breasts. "And do you like it?" she asked, her voice dropping to a husky whisper.









 
Katie hesitated, torn between honesty and embarrassment. The scent and taste of Willie's arousal was intoxicating, stirring something primal within her. But admitting that felt like crossing a line she wasn't sure she was ready to cross.









 
"I... I don't know," Katie stammered, her cheeks burning beneath the damp fabric.









 
Willie smiled and leaned forward, placing her hands on Katie

 
’

 
s thighs. The robe hung open slightly, showing just about all of Willie

 
’

 
s impressive, round breasts as she did.

 
“

 
I think you do, Sweet Katie.”









 
Katie felt her breath catch as Willie's hands settled on her thighs. The warmth of the older woman's touch seemed to burn through the thin fabric of her sundress. She was acutely aware of her lack of underwear, feeling exposed and vulnerable under Willie's intense gaze.









 
“I think you like it very much,” Willie purred, her thumbs tracing small circles on Katie's inner thighs. "The taste of my arousal on your lips, my scent filling your lungs with every breath. It's intoxicating, isn't it?"









 
Katie whimpered softly, unable to deny the truth in Willie's words. The musky flavor coating her tongue, the heady aroma overwhelming her senses - it was unlike anything she'd experienced before. And to her shame and confusion, she found herself craving more.









 
"Y-yes," Katie whispered, her voice barely audible through the damp fabric covering her face. "It's... intense. But not unpleasant."









 
Willie's smile widened, predatory and satisfied. "Good girl," she praised, her hands sliding higher up Katie's thighs. "Honesty is very important between us. I want you to always be open and not hide anything from me for as long as we

 
’

 
re together. Is that understood?”









 
“

 
T-together?” Katie asked, shifting under the invasive touch.

 
“

 
Um, Willie I thought I made it clear I have a boyfriend…”









 
Willie shook her head dismissively and swatted the air with her hand as if batting away an annoying fly, not acknowledging the existence of Katie

 
’

 
s boyfriend of almost two years as anything but a nuisance.

 
“

 
Not after today, you don

 
’

 
t,” she stated firmly. She spoke as if it was something she had determined and was not up for debate.









 
Katie felt her throat go dry. Her eyes widened as she realized, in this moment, with the scent of Willie

 
’

 
s arousal flooding her senses, emanating from her own panties, that she could think of no rebuttal to the statement. Willie had said it as a fact and Katie was at a loss but to treat it as such, regardless of how she felt about it. Was it now a certain truth? Did she no longer have a boyfriend just because Willie declared it so? Why did that logic suddenly make total sense to her?









 
"B-but..." Katie stammered, her voice muffled by the damp fabric covering her face. "I can't just... I mean, we've been together for two years..."









 
Willie's fingers tightened slightly on Katie's thighs, her gaze intense and unwavering. "Sweet girl, I need you to understand something. Your boyfriend, your old life - none of that matters anymore. There's only us now."









 
Katie felt her heart racing, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through her veins. Willie's words should have terrified her and should have made her want to flee. But instead, she found herself leaning into the older woman's touch, craving more of her commanding presence.









 
"But... I can't just..." Katie stammered, her voice muffled by the damp panties covering her face. "I can't just end things because you say so."









 
Willie's hands slid higher up Katie's thighs, pushing the hem of her sundress up slightly. “But that’s just it," she purred, her voice low and hypnotic. "You already have. The moment you walked through my door wearing this pretty little dress with nothing underneath, you made your choice. You had every chance not to come today, but we both knew what you showing up as instructed would mean. "









 
Katie squirmed under Willie's touch, acutely aware of how exposed she was. The older woman's fingers traced teasing patterns on her inner thighs, inching ever closer to her most intimate areas. "I... I didn't mean to..." Katie protested weakly, even as her body betrayed her by pressing into Willie's touch.









 
“

 
Now I know even you don

 
’

 
t believe that.” Willie said, inching the edge of Katie

 
’

 
s skirt even higher up her toned, smooth thighs.









 
Katie's breath caught in her throat as Willie's fingers inched higher, pushing the hem of her sundress up further. She felt exposed and vulnerable, yet undeniably aroused. The scent of Willie's arousal still filled her senses from the panties pressed against her face, making her head spin.









 
"I... I don't know what I'm doing," Katie whimpered softly, her voice muffled by the damp fabric. "This isn't me. I'm not... I've never..."









 
Willie's dark eyes locked onto Katie's, intense and hypnotic. "Oh, but it is you, sweet girl. This is the real you, the one you've been hiding all this time. I'm just helping you discover her."









 
Katie shivered as Willie's fingertips grazed the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. She knew she should stop this, should push Willie's hands away and run. But her body seemed to have a mind of its own, her legs parting slightly to allow Willie better access.









 
"How about this?" Willie purred. "You

 
’

 
re getting all hung up on what you think you

 
‘

 
should

 
’

 
do, and what is and isn

 
’

 
t you, it

 
’

 
s getting you all confused and upset. I

 
’

 
m going to take all that from you. Willie is your lady now, and I

 
’

 
ll be making all of those decisions about who and what you are from now on. That way all you have to do is what I say and enjoy how good it feels. It

 
’

 
s so much simpler that way, you

 
’

 
ll be so much happier.”









 
Katie's eyes widened at Willie's words, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through her veins. The idea of surrendering control completely, of letting Willie make all her decisions, was both terrifying and strangely alluring.









 
"I... I don't know if I can do that," Katie whispered, her voice trembling. "It's too much..."









 
Willie's fingers continued their teasing exploration of Katie's thighs, inching ever higher. "But that

 
’

 
s the beauty of it, My Sweet Katie. You don

 
’

 
t know if you can do that, yet I know that you can. So just listen to me when I say you should let me take all that decision-making from you and you

 
’

 
ll be better off. You

 
’

 
re already here even if you don

 
’

 
t realize it, sitting here with your wet panties on your face, your pretty little pussy bare and exposed for me. "









 
Katie whimpered softly, unable to deny the truth in Willie's words. Her body was responding to Willie's touch in ways she'd never experienced before, heat pooling low in her belly. The scent of Willie's arousal filled her senses with every breath, making her head spin.









 
"That's it," Willie purred encouragingly. "Just let go. Let Willie take care of everything."









 
With deliberate slowness, Willie's fingers finally reached Katie's most intimate area. Katie gasped as she felt Willie's touch against her bare flesh.









 
Katie gasped as Willie's fingers made contact with her pussy. The older woman's touch was electric, sending shockwaves of pleasure through Katie's body. She whimpered softly, her hips unconsciously rocking forward to press against Willie's hand.









 
"Oh my, someone's excited," Willie purred, her fingers exploring Katie's slick folds. "You're absolutely dripping, Sweet Kate. Is this all for me?"









 
Katie's cheeks burned with embarrassment beneath the damp panties. She wanted to deny it, to claim it was just a natural reaction, but she couldn't find the words. Her body was betraying her, responding eagerly to Willie's skilled touch.









 
Willie's fingers circled Katie's sensitive bud, drawing a moan from the younger woman. "Answer me, Katie," Willie commanded softly. "Is this wetness for me?"









 
"Y-yes," Katie whimpered, her voice muffled by the fabric covering her face. "I can't help it..."









 
"Of course you can't," Willie murmured soothingly.

 
“

 
Do you know why? Because you

 
’

 
re already mine.”









 
Katie whimpered softly as Willie's skilled fingers explored her most intimate areas. The older woman's touch was electric, sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through Katie's body. She felt powerless to resist, her hips rocking instinctively against Willie's hand.









 
“Yesss," Willie purred encouragingly. "Let go of all those inhibitions holding you back."









 
Katie's mind reeled as conflicting emotions battled within her. Shame and guilt warred with an overwhelming desire she could no longer deny. The scent of Willie's arousal filled her senses with each breath, clouding her thoughts. Willie's fingers found Katie's sensitive bud, circling it with expert precision. Katie gasped, her back arching as pleasure radiated through her core.









 
“W-Willie?" Katie moaned, her voice muffled by the damp panties. “I I shouldn’t…”









 
"Shh," Willie soothed, her free hand caressing Katie's cheek through the fabric on her face. "No more 'shouldn'ts'. There's only what feels good now."









 
Katie furrowed her brow but could only nod in agreement with the growing pleasure, her legs spreading wider to allow Willie more access. Willie's fingers continued their skilled exploration, teasing and stroking Katie's most sensitive areas. The volleyball player whimpered and gasped, her hips rocking against Willie's hand as waves of pleasure washed over her.









 
Willie's thumb found Katie's sensitive bud, circling it with expert precision while two fingers teased her entrance. Katie gasped, her back arching as pleasure radiated through her core. Her sundress had ridden up around her waist, leaving her completely exposed to Willie's hungry gaze and skilled touch.









 
"W-Willie," Katie moaned, her voice muffled by the damp panties. "Oh god, that feels..."









 
"Amazing?" Willie supplied with a knowing smirk. "Of course it does, sweet girl. I know exactly how to make you feel good, and I intend to spend a lot of the coming weeks and months doing exactly that. You should consider yourself very, very lucky.”









 
The volleyball player whimpered and gasped, her hips rocking against Willie's hand as waves of pleasure washed over her. The damp panties covering her face intensified every sensation, Willie's musky scent filling her lungs with each panting breath.









 
Katie's sundress had ridden up around her waist, leaving her completely exposed to Willie's hungry gaze and skilled touch. Willie's thumb circled Katie's sensitive bud with expert precision, while two fingers teased her entrance, never quite pushing inside. The younger woman's thighs trembled as she teetered on the edge of release.









 
Just as Katie felt herself approaching the precipice of pleasure, Willie's touch suddenly lightened. Katie whimpered in frustration, her hips chasing Willie's retreating fingers. Katie's body thrummed with unfulfilled desire, every nerve ending alight with sensation. The damp panties covering her face intensified her arousal, Willie's musky scent filling her lungs with each panting breath. She squirmed on the velvet couch, acutely aware of how exposed she was.









 
"Not yet, sweet girl," Willie purred, her voice low and sultry. "We're just getting started."









 
Katie's eyes fluttered open, meeting Willie's intense gaze. The older woman's dark eyes gleamed with a mix of desire and mischief.









 
"Lie back for me," Willie instructed softly, guiding Katie to recline on the plush velvet couch. "That's it, get comfortable."









 
Katie sank into the soft cushions, her body thrumming with unfulfilled desire. The cool air of the room kissed her exposed skin, making her acutely aware of how vulnerable and open she was. Her sundress bunched around her waist, leaving her lower half completely bare. The damp panties still clung to her face, Willie's scent filling her senses with each shaky breath.









 
Willie's fingers traced feather-light patterns along Katie's inner thighs, never quite reaching where the younger woman desperately wanted to be touched.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s it, stay just like that and close your eyes for me.” came the order from Willie.









 
Katie

 
’

 
s eyes fluttered shut, losing the visuals only added to the arousal and sense of vulnerability at how exposed she was in this relative stranger

 
’

 
s home. The soft velvet of the couch caressed her bare skin, a stark contrast to the damp fabric clinging to her face. Willie's scent filled her lungs with each shaky breath, clouding her mind with desire.









 
She heard Willie's footsteps retreating, the soft padding of bare feet on hardwood fading into silence. Katie lay there, exposed and vulnerable, her sundress bunched around her waist. The cool air of the room kissed her heated skin, raising goosebumps along her thighs and stomach.









 
Time seemed to stretch and warp as Katie waited, her body thrumming with unfulfilled desire. She could hear the faint ticking of a clock somewhere in the room, each second feeling like an eternity. The classical music that had been playing softly in the background faded in and out of her awareness, the gentle melodies weaving through her heightened senses.









 
Katie's mind raced, replaying the events that had led her to this moment. How had she gone from a straight, committed college athlete to lying exposed and aroused on a strange woman's couch, all within a day of Dee inviting her out to meet some friends? The weight of her choices pressed down on her, mingling with the intoxicating arousal coursing through her veins.









 
Just as the anticipation threatened to overwhelm her, Katie heard the soft pad of footsteps returning. Her heart raced, a mix of excitement and apprehension flooding her system. Her eyes fluttered open as she heard Willie's footsteps approaching and she let out a gasp as Willie reappeared in the room. The taller, muscular woman stood at the edge of the couch, her body completely bare, save for the harness holding the large, black strap-on dildo that jutted proudly between her legs. The dildo itself was intimidatingly large, at least eight inches long and impressively thick. Its surface gleamed in the soft light of the room, smooth and inviting.









 
Willie's dark skin seemed to glow, a thin sheen of sweat highlighting the defined planes of her body. Her full breasts rose and fell with each breath, dark nipples hard and pebbled. The absence of hair on her scalp only emphasized her striking features - high cheekbones, full lips curved in a predatory smile, and eyes that burned with desire.









 
Katie couldn't tear her gaze away from the impressive appendage between Willie's legs. It swayed slightly as Willie moved closer, the movement almost hypnotic. Katie's cheeks burned hot beneath the damp panties still covering her face.









 
“

 
W-what is that for?” Katie finally stammered out, the question feeling dumb on her lips as soon as she said it.









 
Willie's lips curved into a predatory smile as she gazed down at Katie's exposed form. "Oh, sweet girl," she purred, her voice low and husky. "This is for claiming you, body and soul. For making you mine in every way possible."









 
Katie's eyes widened as Willie's words sank in. The older woman's intentions were clear, the large strap-on leaving no doubt as to what was about to happen. Katie's heart raced, a mix of fear and unwanted arousal coursing through her veins.









 
"B-but I've never..." Katie stammered, her voice muffled by the damp panties still covering her face. "I mean, I'm not ready for..."









 
Willie's hand caressed Katie's cheek through the fabric again, the touch both soothing and possessive. "Shh, I know you've been saving yourself, waiting for the right moment, but we know you were never sure when that moment would be. You

 
’

 
re so lucky to have me here to tell you that that moment is here and now."









 
Katie shook her head frantically, panic rising in her chest. "No, please," she whimpered. "I can't... I'm not..."









 
Willie's expression softened slightly, but the determination in her eyes remained unwavering. She gently stroked Katie's cheek through the damp panties. "Shh, it's okay to be nervous, but I need you to trust me. I'm going to take such good care of you."









 
Katie trembled, torn between her ingrained reluctance and the undeniable arousal still coursing through her body. Willie's commanding presence and gentle reassurances were eroding her defenses.









 
"I... I don't know if I can," Katie whispered, her voice shaky.









 
Willie leaned down, her lips brushing against Katie's ear. “I do, and that’s enough.”









 
With that, Willie gently nudged Katie's legs further apart, positioning herself between them. The tip of the strap-on brushed against Katie's inner thigh, eliciting a soft gasp from the younger woman.









 
"Just relax and breathe," Willie instructed softly. "I'm going to go slow."









 
Katie whimpered as she felt the head of the dildo pressing against her inexperienced lower regions.

 
“

 
Sh-shouldn

 
’

 
t we like…kiss first?” she stammered as if trying to reason this heightened situation back into some semblance of normalcy.









 
Willie chuckled softly, her dark eyes gleaming with amusement and desire. "Oh sweet girl, we're well past the kissing stage now. But if you insist..."









 
In one fluid motion, Willie leaned down and pressed her lips against Katie's through the damp fabric of the panties. The kiss was deep and possessive, Willie's tongue pushing insistently against the barrier between them. Katie whimpered into the kiss, overwhelmed by the intensity and the heady scent of Willie's arousal filling her senses.









 
As Willie kissed her, Katie felt the head of the dildo pressing more firmly against her entrance. Her body tensed instinctively, a mix of fear and anticipation coursing through her.









 
"Relax," Willie murmured against Katie's lips. "Just breathe and let me in."









 
Katie tried to focus on her breathing, willing her body to relax. She felt Willie's hand snake between them, fingers gently spreading her folds. The tip of the dildo circled her entrance, coating itself in Katie's abundant wetness.









 
With agonizing slowness, Willie began to push forward. Katie gasped as she felt the head of the dildo stretching her tight virginal opening for the first time. The sensation was intense, a mix of pleasure and discomfort as her body struggled to accommodate the unfamiliar intrusion. Willie moved with agonizing slowness, allowing Katie's inexperienced body time to adjust.









 
"That's it, sweet girl," Willie murmured encouragingly. "You're doing so well. Just breathe through it."









 
Katie whimpered softly, her fingers clutching at the velvet couch beneath her. The damp panties covering her face intensified every, taste and smell and sensation, Willie's musky scent filling her lungs with each shaky breath. She felt overwhelmed, caught between the physical sensations and the emotional turmoil swirling within her.









 
Willie's free hand caressed Katie's thigh soothingly as she continued to push forward. Inch by inch, the thick dildo stretched and filled Katie in ways she'd never experienced before. The initial discomfort began to fade, replaced by a growing pleasure that radiated through her core.









 
"Oh god," Katie moaned, her voice muffled by the fabric covering her face. "It's so... so much..."









 
Willie smiled down at her new lover, relishing at how Katie was already conquested with her own panties on her face, the once respectable-looking sundress bunched up lewdly around her open body. The volleyball player's lithe form trembled beneath her, a mix of pleasure and overwhelm evident in every shaky breath. Willie's hands caressed Katie's trembling thighs, soothing and possessive. "I know, baby. Your body was made for this - made for me."









 
Willie continued to push forward slowly until she was fully sheathed inside Katie's virgin passage. She paused there, allowing the younger woman time to adjust to the unfamiliar fullness. Katie gasped as she felt Willie bottom out inside her, the thick dildo stretching and filling her completely. The sensation was overwhelming - a mix of pleasure, discomfort, and emotional turmoil. She felt utterly claimed and possessed by this powerful woman on top of her.









 
Willie remained still for a long moment, allowing Katie's inexperienced body time to adjust. Her dark eyes roamed over Katie's flushed form, drinking in every trembling reaction. "How does it feel, Sweet Katie?" she purred, her voice low and sultry. "To be filled so completely for the first time, by me?"









 
Katie whimpered softly, her mind reeling as she tried to process the intense sensations coursing through her body. The damp panties covering her face intensified everything, Willie's musky scent filling her lungs with each shaky breath.









 
"It's... it's so…nice,” Katie gasped, her voice muffled by the fabric. "I feel so full..."









 
Willie smiled, a predatory gleam in her eyes. "That's because you were made for this, Katie. Made to take my cock, to be filled and claimed by me. You

 
’

 
re Willie

 
’

 
s girl now. You know that right?"









 
Katie nodded and Willie began to move the dildo inside her younger lover, in and out, letting the young girl feel every little movement. Each thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure coursing through her body, mingled with a lingering ache from the initial penetration. She whimpered softly, overwhelmed by the intensity of the sensations.









 
Willie's hips moved with practiced ease, setting a steady rhythm that had Katie writhing beneath her. The older woman's hands roamed over Katie's body, caressing and teasing sensitive spots she didn't even know she had. Katie felt utterly possessed, claimed in a way she'd never experienced before.









 
“Yes Katie, take it,” Willie murmured, her voice thick with desire. "So beautiful, so responsive. You were made for this, Katie. Made to be mine."









 
Willie's pace increased as if to emphasize the point, her hips driving the thick dildo deeper into Katie with each powerful thrust. She began really hammering in and out of Katie, leaning forward and holding her against her body in a warm, steamy embrace as she fucked her in earnest. The volleyball player cried out, her body arching off the velvet couch as waves of intense pleasure crashed over her. Willie leaned forward, pressing her muscular body against Katie's lithe form as she fucked her in earnest.









 
"That's it," Willie purred, her breath hot against Katie's ear. "Take it all. Take what I give you, you little dyke slut!”









 
Katie whimpered and moaned, her voice muffled slightly by the damp panties still covering her face. Willie's strong arms encircled Katie, holding her close as she continued to thrust. The feeling of skin on skin, of Willie's full breasts pressing against her own, sent shivers down Katie's spine. She felt utterly possessed, claimed in a way she'd never experienced before.









 
Katie's legs instinctively wrapped around Willie's waist, pulling her even deeper. The change in angle caused the dildo to hit a spot inside her that made her see stars. She cried out, the sound muffled by the damp panties still covering her face.









 
"Oh, god," Katie moaned, her voice unrecognizable. “Yes! Yes omigod yesss!”









 
Willie's thrusts became even more forceful, driving her point home - no pun intended.









 
“Good girl! Sweet girl," Willie purred, her voice low and sultry. “Enjoy your first time, your first time with a woman, your first time being filled up by your lady!”









 
Katie whimpered into the damp fabric, her body bucking beneath Willie's relentless assault. She felt so close, her first-ever orgasm as a lesbian looming just within reach. Tears of overwhelming pleasure and humiliation spilled from her eyes, the gravity of such an impending event overwhelming her along with the pleasure. She knew if she came with Willie

 
’

 
s member inside her, there would be no going back to the old, straight Katie.









 
“

 
First…first of all of it…” she sputtered as Willie thrust inside her deeper and harder than ever.









 
“

 
First…” Willie hissed into her ear,

 
“

 
of many.”









 
Willie sped up her motions even more, pounding herself like a pile driver into her temporary confederate, nailing her right to the couch with every devilishly inserted inch.









 
"Oh, god!" Katie screamed, her body tense with anticipation. "Willie, I'm... I'm going to..."









 
Willie reached down and found Katie's clit with her free hand, her fingers teasing the sensitive nub as she continued to pound relentlessly into her. "That's it," she purred. "Cum for me. Let it all go."









 
The world exploded in a white-hot haze of pleasure as Katie's orgasm tore through her. Her athletic body arched off the couch, every muscle tense as wave after wave of blistering ecstasy coursed through her. The damp panties covering her face were soaked through now, with her own saliva and perspiration in addition to their mingled fluids as she came harder than she ever had before.









 
As Katie's climax subsided, Willie gave one final, hard thrust and groaned out her own release, pushing deep inside the volleyball player as the other end of the dildo rubbed against her own aroused sex.









 
“God Damn, Katie," Willie gasped, catching her breath. "You are incredible. So damn fit and responsive.” Slowly, Willie withdrew the dildo from Katie's spent body, her muscles quivering in its wake. She removed the soaking panties from Katie's face, allowing her to breathe freely again.









 
Katie lay there, panting and spent. She couldn't believe what just happened - she'd just lost her virginity to another woman, at the hands - or dick - of Willie Rodgers, no less. Her body still tingled from the intensity of her first lesbian experience and first orgasm given to her by another. The dominant older woman who had seemed so intimidating and scary only hours before now held her in a warm, comforting embrace that made Katie feel like everything was beautiful and right.









 
Willie brushed a stray lock of hair from Katie's damp forehead, her dark eyes full of unspoken pride and hunger. "That... was something else," she said finally.









 
Katie could only beam up at her older lover.

 
“

 
It…it certainly was.”









 
Willie

 
’

 
s lips curled into a satisfied smile, her gaze burning with an intensity that made Katie's stomach flutter. As the haze of their passionate encounter began to settle, Willie maintained her grip on Katie

 
’

 
s waist, grounding them both in this new reality that was unfolding.









 
“

 
You know,” she started casually, tracing a finger along the curve of Katie's hip as though mapping out uncharted territory.

 
“

 
What just happened here…it changes everything.” The tone shifted slightly; there was something authoritative behind her soft words that sent goosebumps prickling down Katie

 
’

 
s spine.









 
Katie blinked slowly as if still trying to process what these changes might entail. "What do you mean?" she asked cautiously but curiously, her body still radiating warmth from their earlier connection while dread mingled with excitement deep within her chest.









 
“

 
I mean," Willie continued nonchalantly, brushing off any pretense and allowing herself to lean closer—a forceful presence now pinning sweet naivety beneath its weight—“you belong to me now—in every sense.” She paused for effect; let it sink in before unleashing another wave of revelation upon the young woman sprawled before her like art awaiting final strokes by a master painter.









 
Feeling trepidation combined with an odd thrill bubbling inside (like champagne readying for release), Katie searched Willie's eyes for signs of levity or that this was a joke of some sort. She found none. The woman looking back at her was serious. The connection between them was palpable and real, and so, too, apparently, was this concept of ownership and submission.









 
Katie's heart raced, caught between the thrill of the moment and the weight of Willie's declaration. "Belong to you?" she echoed, her voice barely a whisper. The idea settled like an anchor in her gut, heavy, intimidating, yet intoxicatingly magnetic.









 
Willie's predatory gaze softened just a touch, transforming from raw dominance to something deeper, more intimate. "Yes, Katie. You

 
’

 
ve tasted it now—the freedom that comes with surrendering to me. To accepting that I know what you need better than you think you do." Her voice caressed Katie's ears, drawing her in further.









 
As if sensing Katie

 
’

 
s hesitation, Willie leaned closer, brushing her lips against Katie

 
’

 
s cheek, lingering there just long enough to ignite a shiver along her skin. "With me, you

 
’

 
re going to feel things you never knew were possible. Let me take that burden of determination away and help mold you into the sexiest, most pleasure-filled version of Katie Shwartz that there could ever be. Can you trust me to do that now that I

 
’

 
ve taken your sweet virginity?”









 
Katie's breath caught in her throat, a mix of trepidation and electric anticipation sparking within her chest. The weight of Willie's words enveloped her, stirring a cocktail of emotions that left her dizzy. She had always prided herself on being strong-willed, but in this moment, under Willie's commanding gaze, the foundations of her certainties began to shift.









 
"Trust you?" Katie whispered, feeling the thrill dance along the edges of her reserve. It was a question, but it reverberated with a yearning that she could no longer ignore. The possibility of exploration sparked like fireworks behind her closed eyes—this newfound intimacy felt like a forbidden fruit, ripe for the taking.









 
Willie smiled knowingly, as if she could read every thought racing through Katie's mind. "You don

 
’

 
t need to answer right away. Just let it simmer for now," she said softly, coaxing Katie

 
’

 
s chin up with an index finger until their eyes locked once more. "But remember this moment; remember how it felt to be claimed by another woman."









 
Katie gulped and a newfound look of determination spread over her flushed face.

 
“

 
It felt…amazing. I never dreamed it could feel this way but I can

 
’

 
t deny how good you make me feel, Willie.” she stated as she discovered that was how she felt deep down.

 
“

 
Yes, okay Willie. I trust you…you have me.”









 
Willie beamed and placed a deep, sweet kiss on Katie

 
’

 
s lips.

 
“

 
So glad to hear it, My Sweet Katie.” She pulled back and began to slide her larger body off of Katie

 
’

 
s smaller one, which was still clad in the useless sundress.









 
“

 
Now,” Willie said as she stood naked and proud before Katie and held her hand out to her.

 
“

 
Come with me and we

 
’

 
re going to make it official.”









 
Katie felt the warmth of Willie's hand enveloping hers, a solid anchor amidst the rising tide of her emotions. She stood hesitantly, their fingers entwined like lovers entangled in an unbreakable bond, allowing Willie to guide her into the bathroom. The space was sumptuously adorned with plush towels and delicate teal accents that shimmered under soft lighting. The air bore hints of lavender mingling with warm water; it felt welcoming yet charged—as if secrets lay hidden within those walls just waiting to be discovered.









 
“

 
Sit there,” Willie instructed gently as she maneuvered Katie closer to the bathtub

 
’

 
s edge. With deliberate grace, she turned toward Katie and pulled away at last what remained of her sundress—scraping down smooth legs until it slithered onto cool tile without ceremony. Katie gasped involuntarily; standing naked before this striking muse transformed from hesitation into bold vulnerability awakened by thrills unknown.









 
Willie removed the dildo from the strap on harness adorning her pelvis. She placed it on the counter next to the sink, where it landed with an unceremonious, wet-sounding thud. She then knelt down beside the aged porcelain tub while guiding Katie's bare form to sit upon its rim.









 
Willie

 
’

 
s piercing gaze held Katie captive as she settled onto the cool edge of the bathtub, her heart racing against her ribcage like a caged bird desperate for freedom. A shiver raced down Katie's spine, electrifying and frightening all at once—the air seemed to thrum with anticipation.









 
“

 
Now we have some decisions to make,” Willie purred, leaning in closer until their faces were mere inches apart. The intoxicating scent of sandalwood clung to Willie's skin; it anchored Katie even while sending tremors through her core. Willie started playfully brushing back stray strands of hair that framed Katie's face lovingly but possessively alike; fingers woven through silken locks before descending down to trace curvatures defining perfection only inches away from complete surrender—the once safe zone peeling layer after careful layer under Willie's ministrations.









 
“

 
What would you prefer we deal with first? This ratty hair or…," pausing momentarily as she met those wide cerulean depths fixed steadfastly within hers before finishing deliberately slow, "...your unpiercied body?”









 
Katie shivered, her nipples hardening uncontrollably in the cool air. Willie's voice was like warm honey spilling over freshly baked toast; it seemed to seep into every pore and vein within Katie's body, suffusing her with an insatiable longing she never knew existed until now. "Um..." She swallowed hard against the dryness creeping up from deep within her throat; finally finding enough courage (or perhaps forfeiting all reason?) she managed a single word: "Hair."









 
Willie

 
’

 
s smile widened, a predatory gleam shimmering in her dark eyes as she stood up with an elegant flourish.

 
“

 
Excellent choice,” she declared, basking in the rush of power that coursed through her veins like potent wine. As if compelled by some unseen force, Katie felt an odd mixture of thrill and trepidation ripple across her skin.









 
With each deliberate stride towards the cabinets spanning the walls of this luxurious bathroom—a space punctuated with textures both soft and hard—Willie commanded attention effortlessly. She opened one polished door after another until finally unearthing a set of gleaming black clippers nestled between rich mahogany shelves adorned with fragrant candles flickering knowingly nearby.









 
“

 
Now we can make some magic happen.” Willie

 
’

 
s voice reverberated deep within Katie's chest as she caressed each tool; their metallic glint doused any remaining formality lingering just moments prior turning into something far more visceral: inevitability wrapped impeccably around desire.









 
As Willie returned to where Katie perched upon the porcelain

 
’

 
s edge poised teeteringly between defiance and submission, the clips humming softly now vibrating against taut muscles took on almost hypnotic resonance, a siren

 
’

 
s call echoing divine promises only they understood alone together under these surreal circumstances unfolding before trembling breaths trapped captive should fate choose to intervene once again now!









 
“

 
First things first,” Willie said with an impish grin, lowering herself down to Katie's level, the clippers poised in one hand while the other gently gripped Katie's chin, pulling her eyes up to meet her own.

 
“

 
This is a big step I know. But now I

 
’

 
m going to make you how I want you presented and soon all will be able to see you

 
’

 
re Willie

 
’

 
s girl from now on.”









 
Katie felt a rush of vulnerability mingling with excitement as she nodded slowly, her heart pounding in her chest like a drum echoing through the tense silence that enveloped them. The clippers buzzed to life, filling the air with a low hum that vibrated against Katie's skin.









 
“

 
Just sit back and relax,” Willie instructed, her voice sultry and dripping with the authority that ignited a fire deep within Katie

 
’

 
s core.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re about to be reborn.”









 
With precision, Willie began to run the clippers through Katie

 
’

 
s hair, sending tendrils of dark brown cascading down into the tub behind her like fallen leaves. Each pass was electric, touching not just the hair but every nerve ending spread across Katie's body. Willie was creating something new—shaping Katie into a reflection of the desires they both craved.









 
As she worked, Willie leaned close once more, letting their warmth mingle and swirl in the intoxicating space between them. The scent of lavender intensified with every breath they shared. Katie closed her eyes as Willie methodically ran the clippers over her scalp, feeling each pass vibrate through her entire body. Thick chunks of her long brown hair fell away, cascading down her bare shoulders in ticklish whispers. The transformation was both terrifying and exhilarating.









 
Willie worked slowly and deliberately, savoring each moment as she stripped away Katie's old identity. "You're doing so well, sweet girl," she murmured encouragingly. "Just relax and let me take care of you."









 
Katie whimpered softly as the last of her hair fell away. She felt exposed and vulnerable, yet strangely liberated. Willie's fingers caressed her freshly shorn scalp, sending shivers down Katie's spine.









 
"Open your eyes," Willie instructed gently. "Look at your new self."









 
Katie's eyes fluttered open, meeting Willie's intense gaze in the hand mirror her new lady held before her. She gasped at her reflection - her head completely bald, shorn shiny, and smooth, emphasizing her delicate features. She looked striking, sensual, utterly transformed.









 
"Beautiful," Willie purred, pressing a kiss to Katie's scalp. "Now everyone will know you're mine. Tell me, how does it make you feel?"









 
Katie trembled as she tried to find the words.

 
“

 
I…It

 
’

 
s so different, so fast. I never thought when I came here…” she trailed off with a gulp. Staring at her reflection in the mirror, she leaned forward.

 
“

 
It feels…right,” she conceded and they both saw a look of relief wash over her at the admission.









 
Willie's satisfied smile lit up her face like a thousand stars, as bright and intoxicating as the power she wielded over Katie. "I knew you had it in you, baby girl," she praised, stroking Katie's newfound confidence with the same tenderness she had her newly shorn scalp.









 
Leaning in, Willie captured Katie's lips in a searing kiss, claiming her as her own fully once more. Katie melted into the embrace, her body yielding to Willie's practiced touch. The fire between them ignited like gasoline on a flame, consuming them both in its wake. Their tongues danced together in a symphony of passion, each stroke of their lips a testament to their growing desire.









 
Breaking apart for air, both women panted heavily. Katie's breath caught in her throat as she met Willie's smoldering gaze in the mirror. Their reflection stared back at them: two women so clearly meant to be, now so visually aligned that Katie wondered how she had ever thought she would be with anyone else.









 
"Now," Wille purred, "you ready to really show your commitment to me?”









 
Katie could only nod eagerly, staring at her mistress in the mirror. Willie put it down and gestured for Katie to spread her legs wider at the edge of tub, so they were now open to the rest of the bathroom.









 
Willie's eyes gleamed with excitement as she reached for a sleek black case on the bathroom counter. She opened it carefully, revealing an array of gleaming metal tools nestled in velvet lining. Katie's eyes widened as she realized what they were for.









 
"Now, my sweet girl," Willie purred, selecting a long, hollow needle from the case. "We're going to make you even more beautiful. These piercings will be a constant reminder of who you belong to. No going back now, as they say."









 
Katie's shivered visibly as Willie approached, the needle glinting in the soft bathroom light. She was petrified and thrilled all at once. Willie's free hand cupped Katie's breast, thumb brushing over her nipple.









 
"We'll start here," Willie murmured, her touch sending shivers through Katie's body. "Take a deep breath for me.”









 
Before Katie could fully process what was happening, Willie deftly pushed the needle through her nipple. Katie gasped at the sharp pain, which quickly faded to a dull throb. Willie quickly inserted a small silver barbell in the closing hole, locking it into place with a definitive CLICK that indicated the permanence of its placement on Katie

 
’

 
s body. She looked down in awe at the small silver barbell now adorning her breast, a permanent marker of her submission to Willie.









 
"Beautiful," Willie murmured, admiring her handiwork. "One down, one to go."









 
Before Katie could fully catch her breath, Willie was positioning the needle at her other nipple. Another quick pierce and a second barbell was in place. Katie looked down at her newly adorned chest, the small silver barbells glinting in the soft bathroom light.









 
"Stunning," Willie murmured, her fingers gently tracing the piercings. "How does it feel, sweet girl?"









 
Katie took a shaky breath, her mind reeling. "It's... intense," she whispered. “But not as bad as I thought. I like it. It makes me feel... marked. Yours."









 
Willie's smile widened, a predatory gleam in her eyes. "That's exactly right. And we're not done yet."









 
Katie's eyes widened as Willie selected another needle from the case. "W-what do you mean?"









 
“

 
Spread your legs as wide as you can and lean back for me,” Willie said plainly.









 
Katie hesitated for a moment, her heart racing as she processed Willie's request. But the intensity in Willie's eyes and the lingering arousal from their earlier encounter compelled her to comply. She leaned back, gripping the edge of the tub for support as she spread her legs wide.









 
Willie's gaze raked over Katie's exposed form, drinking in every curve and shadow. She knelt between Katie's thighs, her warm breath ghosting over sensitive skin. With exquisite gentleness, Willie's fingers traced along Katie's inner thighs, leaving trails of fire in their wake.









 
"So beautiful," Willie murmured, her voice low and husky. "You're already glistening for me, you know that?”









 
Katie whimpered softly as Willie's fingers finally reached her most intimate area. With practiced skill, Willie parted Katie's outer lips, exposing her delicate inner folds to the cool air. Katie gasped as Willie's thumb found her clit, circling the sensitive bud with feather-light touches.









 
"Now, this is going to sting a lot immediately," Willie purred, her fingers exploring every fold and crevice of Katie's sex. "And then it

 
’

 
ll be a way that I make you feel incredible any time you or I want. Isn

 
’

 
t that worth a little short-term pain, Sweet Katie?”









 
Katie trembled as Willie's fingers explored her most intimate areas. The older woman's touch was electric, sending shivers of pleasure and anticipation through Katie's body. She whimpered softly as Willie's thumb circled her sensitive clit.









 
"I-I don't know if I can do this," Katie whispered, her voice shaky. "It's so much, so fast."









 
Willie's dark eyes locked onto Katie's, her gaze intense and hypnotic. "You can, sweet girl. You already have. It’s just one more and then it’s all pleasure from now on. You can handle one more little prick can’t you?”









 
Katie found she couldn’t argue with that logic. She nodded in agreement and whimpered softly as Willie's thumb continued to circle her sensitive clit. The pleasure was undeniable, clouding her thoughts and weakening her resolve.









 
"Good girl," Willie purred encouragingly. With her free hand, Willie reached for the sterilized needle. Katie's eyes widened as she saw it glinting in the soft bathroom light. Her breath caught in her throat, a mix of fear and anticipation coursing through her veins.









 
"Deep breath," Willie instructed softly.









 
Katie inhaled sharply as she felt the cool metal of the needle against her heated flesh. Before she could fully process what was happening, Willie pushed the needle through the hood of Katie's clit in one swift motion.









 
“GAH!” Katie cried out at the sharp pain, her body tensing. But almost as quickly as it had come, the pain faded to a dull throb. Willie worked quickly, sliding a small curved barbell through the fresh piercing.









 
"There we go," Willie murmured, her fingers gently caressing the newly adorned area.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re truly a wonder, My Sweet Katie.”









 
Katie looked down in awe at the small silver barbell now nestled in her most intimate area. The metal caught the orange light of the bathroom

 
’

 
s overhead lamp, and she couldn

 
’

 
t help but shift her hips to watch the glimmer change its shape.









 
Willie's eyes softened as she took in Katie's trembling form. She could see the mix of emotions playing across the younger woman's face - awe, excitement, and a hint of trepidation. With gentle hands, Willie helped Katie stand on shaky legs, guiding her away from the tub.









 
"Come here, Sweet Katie," Willie murmured, pulling Katie into a warm embrace. "You've been so brave, so perfect for me."









 
Katie melted into Willie's arms, burying her face in the crook of the older woman's neck. The pain from her fresh piercings throbbed dully, but it was overshadowed by the overwhelming sense of belonging she felt in Willie's embrace. Willie's strong arms encircled her, one hand cradling the back of Katie's freshly shaved head while the other traced soothing patterns along her spine.









 
"How are you feeling?" Willie asked softly, her lips brushing against Katie's temple.









 
Katie took a shaky breath, inhaling Willie's comforting scent. "It's... a lot," she whispered. "But I feel... different. Special."









 
Willie smiled, pressing a gentle kiss to Katie's forehead. "Because you are special. And now your looks match how special I know you are inside.”









 
Willie held Katie close, her strong arms enveloping the younger woman in a cocoon of warmth and security. She could feel Katie trembling slightly, overwhelmed by the intensity of the past hour's experiences. With infinite tenderness, Willie guided them both to the plush bath mat, sinking down and pulling Katie into her lap.









 
"Shh, I've got you," Willie murmured, her voice a soothing balm to Katie's frayed nerves. Her fingers traced delicate patterns along Katie's spine, each touch a silent reassurance. "You've been so brave, so perfect for me. Let it all out, sweet girl. I'm here."









 
Katie buried her face in the crook of Willie's neck, inhaling the comforting scent of sandalwood and something uniquely Willie. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes as the full weight of what had transpired washed over her. The loss of her hair, the piercings adorning her most intimate areas - physical manifestations of the profound change she'd undergone in such a short time.









 
"It's okay to feel overwhelmed," Willie soothed, her hand cradling the back of Katie's freshly shaved head.

 
“

 
As long as you know, this is for the best. I am going to give you such a life you never could have dreamed of.”









 
With gentle guidance, Willie led Katie out of the bathroom and into the bedroom. The space was softly lit, casting a warm glow over the plush king-sized bed. Katie's eyes widened slightly as she took in the luxurious surroundings - the silken sheets, the mountain of pillows, the subtle scent of lavender hanging in the air.









 
Willie helped Katie onto the bed, arranging the pillows to support her still-sensitive body. Katie winced slightly as she settled back, the fresh piercings sending little sparks of sensation through her.









 
"Easy now," Willie soothed, her hand ghosting over Katie's torso.









 
Willie's eyes softened as she took in Katie's trembling form, nestled among the plush pillows. The younger woman looked both vulnerable and radiant, her newly shaved head emphasizing her delicate features. The small silver barbells adorning her nipples and intimate area caught the soft light, a constant reminder of the profound changes she'd undergone.









 
Willie's eyes softened as she took in Katie's trembling form, nestled among the plush pillows and silken sheets. The younger woman looked both vulnerable and radiant, her freshly shaved head emphasizing her delicate features, the new piercings glinting in the soft bedroom light.









 
"You've been through so much today, sweet girl," Willie murmured, her voice a soothing balm to Katie's frayed nerves. "How about we spend the rest of the night right here, just the two of us?"









 
Katie looked up at Willie, her eyes wide and questioning. "What do you mean?"









 
Willie smiled softly, her fingers tracing gentle patterns along Katie's arm. "I mean, let's just cuddle up together, skin to skin. Let me hold you and help you process everything that's happened."









 
Katie gulped as Willie slid her large, muscular, naked form into the bed beside her.









 
Willie's strong arms enveloped Katie as she settled into the plush bed, pulling the younger woman close against her warm body. Katie nestled into Willie's embrace, her back pressed firmly against Willie's soft breasts. The silken sheets caressed their bare skin, a luxurious cocoon that seemed to shut out the rest of the world.









 
Willie's hand splayed protectively over Katie's stomach, her thumb tracing soothing circles just below her navel. Katie sighed contentedly, the tension slowly melting from her muscles as she sank deeper into Willie's comforting hold. The gentle rise and fall of Willie's chest against her back lulled Katie into a state of tranquil relaxation.









 
As they lay intertwined, Willie's fingers ghosted over Katie's freshly shaved scalp, marveling at the velvety softness. Katie shivered at the touch, still adjusting to the newness of her transformed appearance. Willie pressed a tender kiss to the nape of Katie's neck, inhaling the clean scent of her skin.









 
"You're so beautiful," Willie murmured, her voice a low rumble against Katie's ear. "My perfect girl."









 
Katie's mind began to quiet. The whirlwind of emotions and sensations from earlier began to settle, replaced by a profound sense of peace. The dull ache from her fresh piercings faded into the background, overshadowed by how nice and warm Willie felt pressed against her.









 
The soft glow of moonlight filtered through the gauzy curtains, casting the room in a warm, ethereal light. Willie's strong arms encircled Katie, pulling her close against the curves of her body. Katie nestled deeper into the embrace, her back pressed firmly against Willie's soft breasts, their legs tangled together beneath the silken sheets.









 
The gentle rise and fall of Willie's chest against Katie's back created a soothing rhythm, lulling them both into a state of tranquil relaxation. Willie's hand rested protectively over Katie's stomach, her thumb tracing lazy circles just below her navel. The touch was both comforting and possessive, a silent reminder of Katie’s new status as Willie’s.









 
Katie sighed contentedly, the tension slowly melting from her muscles as she sank deeper into Willie's comforting hold. The events of the day played through her mind like a hazy dream - the intensity of their first encounter, the transformative experience in the bathroom. Her fingers ghosted over her freshly shaved scalp, marveling at the velvety softness. The slight ache from her new piercings had faded to a dull throb, quieting enough that the creeping in sleep would be able to overcome the discomfort. Soon, Katie

 
’

 
s breathing slowed, and her lover felt her entire body relax as she slipped into a sweet slumber.









 
Katie awoke the next morning as the sunlight streamed in to Willie

 
’

 
s, or rather her and Willie

 
’

 
s, elegant bedroom. She blinked awake and shifted her sore body, sensing immediately that she was alone in the plush bed.









 
“

 
Willie?” Katie called out, surprising herself at how much she missed the older woman

 
’

 
s presence all of a sudden.









 
Katie sat up slowly, wincing slightly as her fresh piercings made themselves known. The events of the previous day came flooding back - the intense passion, the transformative experiences, the profound connection she'd formed with Willie. A mix of emotions swirled within her - excitement, nervousness, and a touch of disbelief at how much had changed in such a short time.









 
As she looked around the sun-drenched bedroom, Katie caught sight of herself in the full-length mirror across the room. She gasped softly, taking in her transformed appearance. Her head was completely smooth, emphasizing her delicate features in a way she'd never seen before. The small silver barbells adorning her nipples glinted in the morning light. Katie's hand drifted lower, gently exploring the new piercing nestled in her most intimate area.









 
A soft knock at the door pulled Katie from her reverie. "Come in?" she called out, pulling the silken sheets up to cover herself on instinct.









 
Willie entered, a vision of casual elegance in her burgundy robe. She carried a tray laden with fresh fruit, pastries, and steaming mugs of coffee. Her face lit up with a warm smile as she took in Katie's sleepy face.









 
“

 
Aww, I was hoping to have this all ready and back in bed before you woke up.” Willie grinned as she approached with the breakfast tray.

 
“

 
Eat up and then I have one more fun little task for you this morning to really seal our new…bond.”









 
Still half-asleep and groggy from the previous night's events, Katie accepted the coffee gratefully, letting the aromatic brew revive her senses. She took a tentative sip, savoring the rich flavor as it coursed through her veins, chasing away the last vestiges of sleep. Her stomach rumbled in hunger, and she reached for a warm croissant, tearing into it with abandon.









 
Willie watched her with amusement as she tucked into the food, enjoying the sight of this beautiful woman succumbing to her appetites. "I'm glad you're hungry," she purred, and her voice dropped into a lower register as she continued. "We'll be needing our strength for later."









 
Katie looked up, blushing furiously, both from the double entendre and the desire that pooled between her thighs at the thought of what awaited them later that day. Willie gave her a knowing smile, and Katie ducked her head back down over her food, desperate to regain control of her flushed cheeks.









 
After they had finished their breakfast in a comfortable silence broken only by the occasional smile, compliment and inevitable kiss between bites, Willie said she was going to get dressed and would return with something for Katie before they set out for this morning

 
’

 
s activity. Willie had ducked out of the room to put on her own clothes and so Katie was left alone in Willie

 
’

 
s bed once more.









 
Katie waited nervously in Willie's bed, the silken sheets pooled around her bare form. Her fingers absently traced the smooth curve of her freshly shaved scalp, still marveling at the drastic change. The new piercings throbbed gently, a constant reminder of her transformation.









 
After what felt like an eternity, the bedroom door swung open. Katie's breath caught in her throat as Willie strode in, her presence commanding and magnetic all the more now that she was fully dressed. The older woman had transformed herself, trading the soft elegance of her robe for a rugged, outdoorsy ensemble that exuded confidence and strength.









 
Willie wore a fitted button-down shirt in a deep forest green, the sleeves rolled up to reveal her toned forearms. The fabric stretched enticingly across her broad shoulders and full breasts, tapering to a narrow waist. Dark wash jeans hugged her curves, accentuating the powerful muscles of her thighs and calves. The ensemble was completed by a pair of well-worn leather boots, their rich brown color complementing the earthy tones of her outfit.









 
“

 
So, um, I guess we

 
’

 
re going somewhere outside?” Katie quipped with a wry grin.









 
Willie nodded with a chuckle and held out a bundle of the fluttery fabric that Katie recognized as the sundress she had worn over to Willie

 
’

 
s a lifetime ago. "You'll be wearing this again today, cutie," Willie said, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

 
“

 
And despite how uh, rugged this outfit looks, I can assure you we

 
’

 
re just going to a park.”









 
Katie blushed, taking the proffered sundress with a shy smile. "Thank you," she mumbled, her eyes focused on the floor. Slipping into the bathroom, she relievd herself and changed quickly, careful not to catch her new piercings on the fabric. When she emerged, she felt a little more like her old self, yet the confidence she'd once exuded in this outfit was nowhere to be found.









 
Willie's eyes swept over her appreciatively, a slow grin spreading across her face. "You look... delectable," she purred, leaning in for a teasing kiss. "But we can't keep the park waiting, can we?"









 
Linking their fingers together, Willie led Katie downstairs and out to her sleek black BMW convertible parked in the driveway. The cool morning air caressed their bare arms as they sped through the quiet suburban streets, sunlight filtering through the leaves above them. The cityscape soon gave way to winding country roads, lined with lush greenery and picturesque farmland.









 
After a short drive, they pulled up outside an idyllic-looking park on the other side of town from campus. Katie didn

 
’

 
t know it, but that hardly mattered at this point. Willie parked the car and climbed out. She came around to the passenger

 
’

 
s side and opened it for Katie. She took Katie

 
’

 
s hand and intertwined their fingers together before guiding the younger girl to the wooded area at the edge of the large park.









 
Katie tried to look around and get some sense of geography as Willie guided her deeper and deeper into the thicket. It was hard to focus and keep her bearings though, as Willie was making big plans for her new charge. Apparently, once the volleyball season was over in just a few weeks, Katie was expected to drop out of college a semester before graduation and move in promptly with her. Not having her drop out tomorrow was apparently a courtesy to Ev and Dee, as she wouldn

 
’

 
t want to leave Coach Reid

 
’

 
s team short a setter as they tried to make a playoff run.









 
After that though, that was it for Katie

 
’

 
s scholastic career.

 
“

 
Willie

 
’

 
s girl doesn

 
’

 
t need a degree when I

 
’

 
ll be taking care of your every need for the rest of your life. The commitment you

 
’

 
ve shown by letting me change and mark you is all the assurance I need that you

 
’

 
re worthy of me giving you all I can from now on.” Willie had said proudly to the gobsmacked young woman whose hand and life she now held tight. Katie had tried, momentarily to find some reasoning for why she couldn

 
’

 
t make these huge steps to becoming completely and totally dependent on her new mistress. Try as she might though, she could find no meaningful rebuttal, probably because the more she thought about it, the more she realized it was exactly what she wanted.









 
They made their way, hand in hand, through the wooded area and came to the edge of a huge open lawn. People could be seen in the distance hanging out on blankets and tossing baseballs and frisbees to one another.









 
Willie stopped them where they were on the edge and finally let go of Katie

 
’

 
s hand. She walked in front of Katie and placed her large warm hands on her shoulders.

 
“

 
Alright sweet girl, ready for one last gesture to seal your submission for good?”









 
“

 
Anything,” Katie said quickly without thinking.









 
“

 
What I wanted to hear,” Willie grinned and motioned to the trees behind Katie.

 
“

 
Here

 
’

 
s what

 
’

 
s going to happen. About a hundred yards in those trees is a lovely little clearing with a little chair built into a tree stump that not a lot of people know about. In a moment I

 
’

 
m going to pull your sundress off and go to that clearing with it. You are to wait here on the lawn and count to sixty before you come find me to get your dress back. Can you do that?”









 
Katie's eyes widened as she processed Willie's instructions. She glanced nervously at the open lawn behind her, where people could be seen in the distance enjoying the sunny day. The thought of being completely naked outdoors, even for a brief time, sent a thrill of excitement and fear through her body.









 
"You want me to... walk through the woods... naked?" she whispered, her voice trembling slightly.









 
Willie's smile was equal parts reassuring and predatory. "That's right, sweet girl. One last test of your devotion to me. To show that you truly understand you belong to me now, body and soul. I want to see you do whatever I tell you, in public, without hesitation.”









 
"I... I don't know if I can do that," Katie whispered, her cheeks flushing. "What if someone sees me?"









 
Willie's eyes gleamed with a mixture of challenge and encouragement. "You can, sweet girl. And you will. Because you're mine now, remember? And this is what I want for, and from, you."









 
Before Katie could protest further, Willie's hands were at the hem of her sundress, swiftly pulling it up and over her head. The cool morning air kissed Katie's bare skin, raising goosebumps along her arms and legs. She instinctively moved her arms over her breasts and crotch.









 
“

 
Uh uh,” Willie said, wagging a finger in her face, her eyes drinking in Katie

 
’

 
s naked form. She openly stared at the metal barbels on Katie

 
’

 
s nipples and clit, which glimmered brilliantly in the sunlight.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t you cover yourself, that defeats the purpose.”









 
Katie trembled as she stood completely naked at the edge of the woods, her arms reluctantly dropping to her sides. The cool morning air caressed her bare skin, raising goosebumps along her arms and legs. Her heart raced as she glanced nervously at the open lawn behind her, where people could be seen in the distance enjoying the sunny day.









 
Willie's eyes roamed appreciatively over Katie's exposed form, lingering on the glinting barbells adorning her nipples and intimate area. "Beautiful," she murmured, her voice low and husky. "Now remember, count to sixty before you follow me. And no covering yourself as you walk."









 
With a final predatory smile, Willie turned and disappeared into the trees, Katie's sundress clutched in her hand. Katie watched her go, fighting the urge to chase after her immediately. Instead, she closed her eyes and began to count slowly.









 
"One... two... three..."









 
Unbeknownst to the naked Katie, Dee and Evelyn had spotted her from the hiding place Willie had told them to be at on the far edge of the lawn.









 
“

 
Damn, Katie!” Dee said from their vantage point.

 
“

 
I knew she was fit under her uni but wow, THAT is a killer bod…and, are her nipples and clit…sparkling?” Dee asked in awe, leaning against Evelyn

 
’

 
s body as they looked across the lawn. Ev kissed her cheek softly and chuckled and Deandra

 
’

 
s relatively innocent observation of her player

 
’

 
s new modifications.









 
“

 
Yeah. Willie likes her girls pierced. Don

 
’

 
t worry though, I like mine…intact.” Ev said, cupping Dee

 
’

 
s unpierced breast through the sleeveless black top she wore.









 
As Katie counted to sixty, she tried to steady her breathing and calm her racing heart. The cool morning air caressed her bare skin, raising goosebumps along her arms and legs. She could hear distant voices and laughter from the open lawn behind her, reminding her of how exposed she was.









 
"Fifty-eight... fifty-nine... sixty."









 
Taking a deep breath, Katie opened her eyes and scanned the treeline where Willie had disappeared. With trembling legs, she took her first tentative steps into the woods, hyper-aware of her nakedness. Twigs and leaves crunched beneath her bare feet as she made her way deeper into the trees.









 
Katie's heart pounded in her chest as she moved through the woods, her eyes darting around nervously for any sign of other people. The new piercings glinted in the dappled sunlight filtering through the leaves, a constant reminder of how exposed she was, and how permanently she

 
’

 
d been changed.









 
Katie's heart raced as she carefully picked her way through the underbrush, wincing as twigs and leaves crunched beneath her bare feet. The dappled sunlight filtering through the canopy above danced across her naked skin, highlighting the glint of her new piercings. She felt utterly exposed, vulnerable in a way she'd never experienced before. Every rustle in the bushes made her jump, certain she was about to be discovered.









 
After what felt like an eternity of creeping through the woods, Katie finally spotted a break in the trees ahead. Sunlight streamed into a small clearing, bathing it in a warm, ethereal glow. As Katie stepped into the sun-dappled clearing, her eyes widened at the sight before her. In the center stood an ancient tree stump, weathered and gnarled with age. Carved into its surface was a crude but sturdy wooden chair, its seat smoothed by years of use. And there, perched regally upon this rustic throne, was Willie.









 
The older woman's powerful presence seemed to fill the entire clearing. Her forest green shirt was still buttoned, a stark contrast to her bare lower half. Willie's jeans and boots lay discarded in a heap beside the stump, leaving her legs completely bare. Her rich brown skin gleamed in the filtered sunlight, the defined muscles of her thighs on full display.









 
With deliberate slowness, Willie spread her legs wide, revealing the dark, glistening folds of her sex, drawing Katie's gaze like a magnet. Willie's labia glistened with arousal, the deep brown folds a stark contrast to her smooth, dark skin. A neatly trimmed patch of coarse black hair adorned her mons, previously hidden by the strap on harness, it added to the raw, primal energy emanating from her.









 
“

 
You know where your place is,” Willie stated firmly.









 
Katie gulped dryly as she realized that she did, in fact know her new place. She felt a heady mix of anticipation and nervousness as she approached Willie. Despite her nakedness and vulnerability, Katie found herself moving forward with a sense of purpose she'd never experienced before.









 
As she drew closer, Katie could smell Willie's arousal - a musky, intoxicating scent that made her mouth water. Without hesitation, she sank to her knees before Willie's spread legs, her face mere inches from the glistening folds of her mistress's sex.









 
"That's my good girl," Willie purred, her voice low and sultry. One hand came to rest on Katie's smooth scalp, gently guiding her closer.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re going to be doing this A LOT, so it

 
’

 
s time you start learning your new skill.”









 
Katie leaned in, inhaling deeply as she nuzzled against Willie's inner thigh. The deep, earthy essence of Willie's arousal filled her senses. With trembling hands, Katie placed her palms on Willie's warm, powerful thighs, steadying herself.









 
"That's it, My Sweet Katie," Willie purred encouragingly. "Take your time, explore me."









 
Katie's tongue darted out tentatively, taking her first taste of another woman. The flavor was tangy and complex, unlike anything she'd experienced before. She lapped gently at Willie's folds, growing bolder with each stroke of her tongue.









 
Willie's fingers cupped the back of Katie’s head, guiding her movements. "Up a little higher, baby," she instructed softly. "Find my clit."









 
Katie followed Willie's guidance, her tongue seeking out the small bundle of nerves at the apex of her mistress

 
’

 
s sex.









 
Katie's tongue glided up Willie's slick folds, searching for her clit as instructed. When she found the swollen bud, she circled it gently with the tip of her tongue, eliciting a low moan from Willie. Encouraged by the reaction, Katie grew bolder, alternating between broad licks and focused attention on Willie's clit.









 
"Good girl," Willie purred, her fingers tightening around Katie’s head. "Just like that. You're a natural at this."









 
Katie's heart swelled with pride at the praise. She redoubled her efforts, determined to please her new mistress. Her hands gripped Willie's powerful thighs as she worked, enjoying how it felt when the muscles tensed and relaxed beneath her palms.









 
The musky taste of Willie's arousal was even more potent than the smell and it overwhelmed her senses, clouding her mind with desire. She lost herself in the act, forgetting her nakedness and vulnerability as she focused solely on bringing Willie pleasure. Her own body thrummed with a burning desire she had never known before, and all from the act of pleasing someone else.









 
Katie's tongue danced over Willie's slick folds, alternating between broad strokes and focused attention on her sensitive clit. Willie's hips began to rock against Katie's face, her breathing growing heavier. "That's it, sweet girl," she panted. "Right there. Don't stop."









 
Katie redoubled her efforts, her tongue flicking rapidly over Willie's swollen clit. She could feel the older woman's thighs trembling on either side of her head, a sure sign she was close to climax. She brought her lips to the top of Willie

 
’

 
s pussy, sucking in her clit and the tops of her lips with a sloppy, noisy pull into her mouth. Katie's lips sealed around Willie's swollen clit, sucking gently as her tongue flicked rapidly over the sensitive bud. Willie's hips bucked against her face, her thighs clamping around Katie's head as she neared her peak.









 
"Oh god, yes!" Willie cried out, her voice echoing through the clearing. "Don't stop, baby. Make me cum!"









 
Katie moaned into Willie's sex, the vibrations adding to the older woman's pleasure. She gripped Willie's thighs tightly, holding on as her mistress writhed beneath her ministrations. The musky scent and taste of Willie's arousal filled her senses, spurring her on.









 
With a final flick of Katie's tongue, Willie tumbled over the edge. Her back arched as waves of pleasure crashed over her, a guttural moan tearing from her throat. Katie held on with her mouth as Willie bucked and humped in almost violent ecstasy. Willie's powerful thighs clamped around Katie's head as she rode out the waves of her intense orgasm. Katie held on tight, her mouth still sealed over Willie's pulsing sex. The older woman's body shuddered and convulsed, waves of pleasure washing over her. Katie continued to suck gently at Willie's sensitive folds, savoring the flood of tangy wetness coating her tongue.









 
As Willie's climax subsided, her grip on Katie's head loosened. She slumped back against the tree stump, panting heavily. Katie placed gentle kisses along Willie's inner thighs, savoring the salty taste of her skin.









 
"Come here, you," Willie murmured, her voice husky with satisfaction. She pulled Katie up into her lap, capturing her lips in a deep, passionate kiss. Willie could taste herself on Katie's tongue, and she groaned appreciatively.









 
Willie pulled Katie close, cradling the younger woman in her lap. The ancient tree stump creaked softly beneath them as they settled into a comfortable embrace. Dappled sunlight filtered through the canopy above, casting a warm glow over their entwined forms. The clearing was quiet save for their gentle breathing and the occasional rustle of leaves in the breeze.









 
Katie nestled against Willie's chest, inhaling the comforting scent of her skin - a heady mix of sandalwood and something uniquely Willie. The older woman's strong arms encircled her, one hand splayed protectively across her lower back while the other traced soothing patterns along her freshly shaved scalp. Willie gazed down at Katie, taking in every detail of her transformed appearance. The smooth curve of her bald head emphasized her delicate features, making her look both vulnerable and striking. The small silver barbells adorning her nipples caught the dappled sunlight, glinting enticingly. Willie's hand drifted lower, cupping Katie's pierced sex with infinite tenderness.









 
"Is this really what you want, sweet girl?" Willie asked softly, her dark eyes searching Katie's face. "This new life with me, belonging to me completely?"









 
Katie looked up at Willie, her heart swelling with emotion. In this moment, nestled in Willie's strong arms, she felt utterly safe and cherished. The cool metal of her new piercings pressed against Willie's palm, a constant reminder of the profound changes she'd undergone. The gentle breeze caressed their bare skin, carrying with it the earthy scent of the forest.









 
Katie's eyes locked onto Willie's, seeing the depth of care and passion reflected there. Without hesitation, she nodded emphatically, her voice soft but filled with certainty as she spoke. "Yes," Katie whispered, her fingers tracing the curve of Willie's jaw. "This is exactly what I want. To be yours, completely and utterly."









 
A brilliant smile bloomed across Willie's face, lighting up her eyes with joy. She cupped Katie's cheek tenderly, drawing her in for yet another deep, passionate kiss. Katie melted into the embrace, her arms winding around Willie's neck as she pressed herself closer. Their lips moved together in perfect synchronicity, tongues dancing and exploring with a newfound intimacy.









 
The kiss deepened, growing more heated as their bodies molded together. Willie's hand cupped the back of Katie's smooth scalp, holding their faces together as their tongues swirled around each other. They explored each other

 
’

 
s mouths and the rest of the world fell away for a long time. Eventually, Willie broke the kiss, her lips curving into a mischievous smile. She turned her head slightly, calling out into the surrounding woods:









 
"Evelyn, Dee - Come on out!"









 
Katie's eyes widened in shock as she heard rustling from the nearby bushes. Her heart pounded as she realized they weren't alone. She instinctively moved to cover herself, but Willie's firm grip on her wrists stopped her.









 
"No hiding, sweet girl," Willie murmured. "Let them see how beautiful you are now that you’re fully mine."









 
From the lush greenery emerged two familiar figures - Evelyn and Dee had apparently been watching this whole time. Katie gasped softly as she watched them approach. Dee bounded out ahead of her own mistress, clapping her hands proudly.









 
“

 
Katie! Oh my god you look fantastic!” Dee said as she reached the stump chair. She leaned over and hugged the naked Katie in Willie

 
’

 
s lap.

 
“

 
I am so proud of you! I knew you were the right girl for Willie but wow, you look so…and what you just did…I never would have dreamed…”









 
Katie blushed deeply as Dee hugged her, acutely aware of her own nakedness pressed against her friend's clothed body. She stammered, struggling to find words as the reality of the situation sank in.









 
"I...you...you were watching?" Katie managed to squeak out, her cheeks burning hot with embarrassment.









 
Evelyn chuckled as she approached, her eyes roaming appreciatively over Katie's transformed appearance. "We certainly were, darling. And I must say, Willie has outdone herself with you. You look absolutely delectable."









 
Willie beamed proudly, her arms tightening possessively around Katie's waist. "Doesn't she? My perfect little pet."









 
Katie squirmed slightly in Willie's lap, overwhelmed by the attention and praise. Part of her wanted to run and hide, but a larger part was thrilled at being on display like this, to have made her coach so proud. Willie and Ev exchanged knowing glances, their eyes gleaming with satisfaction and excitement. Willie's hand caressed Katie's bare thigh possessively as she addressed the group.









 
"I think we can all agree that this is the start of something very special," Willie purred, her voice rich with pride. "Katie here has proven herself to be an exceptional addition to our little circle."









 
Evelyn nodded in agreement, her arm draped casually around Dee's waist. "Indeed she has. And I must say, watching her transformation has been quite... inspiring."









 
Dee bounced on her toes, barely able to contain her excitement. "Oh, it's been amazing! I knew Katie had potential, but this is beyond my wildest dreams."









 
Katie blushed and looked away, all but overwhelmed at the flattery pointed in her direction.

 
“

 
Th-thanks. I never would have thought, 72 hours ago…”









 
“

 
But it feels so right, doesn

 
’

 
t it?” Dee said knowingly. To which Katie nodded in agreement.









 
“

 
I suppose the real question now is…” Ev began, giving Dee a possessive squeeze,

 
“

 
Willie, do you think your girl has a little friend we could serve up to Stephania? I hear she

 
’

 
s in the market for a new bitch of her own!”
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