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Chapter 1: The Unfulfilled Wife
 
Emily Hargrove adjusted the hem of her fitted black cocktail dress as she stepped into the Meridian Grand’s elegant lounge bar. The dress clung to her curves just enough to feel elegant rather than provocative — a deep V-neckline, sleeveless, ending just above the knee. She had chosen it carefully for the opening night mixer of the four-day leadership conference.
She was still thinking about the phone call with Mark earlier.
“Try not to embarrass me,” he had said before hanging up. As if her simply existing at a professional event was a risk.
Sighing, Emily found a seat at the polished mahogany bar and ordered a glass of Cabernet Sauvignon. The conference was full of familiar faces from her industry, but tonight she wanted a moment to herself.
She was halfway through her wine when a smooth, confident voice spoke beside her.
“Mind if I join you? I noticed you’re with Apex Solutions too.”
Emily looked up. The woman standing there was stunning — tall, poised, with striking silver-grey hair swept into a sleek bun. She looked to be in her early fifties, with sharp green eyes and a commanding presence that made the air feel thicker. She wore a tailored charcoal blouse with subtle leather accents at the collar and cuffs, paired with tailored trousers that showed off long, toned legs.
“Of course,” Emily replied, gesturing to the stool beside her.
“Victoria Vale,” the woman said, extending her hand. Her grip was warm and firm. “I’m leading one of the strategy panels tomorrow morning.”
“Emily Hargrove. I’m presenting on client retention strategies on Thursday.”
They fell into easy conversation at first — shop talk about the conference schedule, speakers, and industry trends. Victoria was sharp, insightful, and surprisingly easy to talk to. As their glasses emptied and a second round appeared, the conversation began to shift.
Victoria glanced down slowly, taking in Emily’s dress with open appreciation.
“That dress looks incredible on you,” she said, voice dropping just a fraction. “The way it fits… it’s elegant, but it doesn’t hide how powerful your body is. You wear it well.”
Emily felt heat rise to her cheeks. “Thank you. I wasn’t sure if it was too much for the first night.”
“Not at all,” Victoria replied, her green eyes lingering a moment longer on the curve of Emily’s cleavage before returning to her face. “It suits you perfectly. You have the kind of figure that deserves to be admired, not hidden.”
The compliment landed low in Emily’s stomach. She took another sip of wine, suddenly very aware of how close Victoria was sitting. As the drinks continued to flow, the conversation grew more personal. Victoria asked about her role at the company, then gently steered into more intimate territory.
“You’re married, I assume?” Victoria asked, nodding toward the faint tan line on Emily’s ring finger.
Emily nodded. “Six years. Mark’s… successful. Stable. But he doesn’t always understand what I need.” The wine loosened her tongue. “Sometimes I feel like I’m just… going through the motions.”
Victoria leaned in slightly, her knee brushing against Emily’s under the bar. “That’s a shame,” she murmured. “A woman like you — beautiful, intelligent, sensual — should be worshipped. Not taken for granted.”
Emily’s breath hitched. Victoria’s voice had taken on a richer, more intimate tone. Those piercing green eyes held hers with unnerving intensity.
“I… I should probably head back to my room,” she finally managed, voice slightly breathless.
Victoria smiled — slow, knowing, and full of promise.
“Of course. Get some rest. I look forward to seeing you around the conference.” She leaned in just enough for Emily to catch the warm scent of her perfume mixed with leather. “And Emily? Wear that dress again sometime. It really does look sinful on you.”
Emily paused, heart pounding. She hesitated, then spoke quickly, almost nervously.
“Perhaps… thank you, Victoria. I just want to say — I’m not lesbian. I’ve always been with men. You understand, don’t you? You’re an incredibly striking woman, but I just wanted to clear the air.”
Victoria’s smile never faltered. She tilted her head slightly, eyes sparkling with quiet amusement.
“Of course,” she replied smoothly, voice confident and warm. “I’m sorry if I’ve made you uncomfortable.”
Then, as Emily turned to leave, Victoria added in a low, velvet tone that carried just enough edge to make Emily’s stomach tighten:
“But life has a funny way of showing us what we truly crave… even when we think we know exactly who we are.”
Emily walked to the elevator on unsteady legs, Victoria’s words echoing in her mind.
Back in her room, she locked the door, kicked off her heels, and sank onto the bed. Her heart was racing. She slipped a hand under her dress, finding her panties soaked through.
As her fingers circled her swollen, aching clit, shame and arousal warred inside her in equal measure. This had only happened once before — years ago, on the night of her school prom. She had touched herself furiously in her bedroom thinking about her elegant, older English teacher, Mrs. Caldwell. The memory flooded back now: that same forbidden thrill, the guilt of wanting a woman old enough to be her mother… and the powerful orgasm that had followed.
Now, it was happening again.
Emily moaned softly, fingers moving faster. She imagined Victoria’s confident voice, those piercing green eyes, and the way her fingers would feel instead of her own. The shame burned hotter — she was a married woman, straight, loyal — yet she couldn’t stop. Her mind flashed between guilt and raw, filthy need.
Right before she came, she pulled her glistening fingers from her pussy and brought them to her lips. Hesitantly, she tasted herself — sweet, slippery, and unmistakably aroused. The filthy act sent her over the edge.
She came hard, biting her lip to stay quiet, her body shuddering with a release far more intense than anything Mark had given her in years. Her thighs trembled as fresh wetness coated her fingers.
Lying there afterward, flushed, guilty, and still trembling, Emily stared at the ceiling.
What the hell am I doing?
But even as shame coiled in her chest, a quiet, dangerous excitement bloomed deeper.
This conference just got a lot more dangerous.

Chapter 2: First Contact
 
The next morning, Emily’s phone buzzed while she was getting dressed. A voicemail from Mark.
“Hey babe, hope the conference is going well,” Mark’s voice came through, sounding outwardly cheerful. “Don’t forget there’s a massive pile of washing and ironing waiting for you when you get back. I’ve been flat out at work — you know how much harder my days are than these little conferences of yours. Anyway, I’m heading down the pub tonight to watch the match with the lads. Try not to stay up too late schmoozing. Love you.”
Emily stared at the phone, jaw tight. The casual condescension stung more than usual.
She tried to shake it off during the morning sessions.
During the mid-morning coffee break, she spotted Victoria again. A brief, charged glance passed between them.
The real encounter came that afternoon in the hotel gym.
Victoria walked in wearing tight, shiny black gym wear — a glossy sports bra and high-waisted leggings that looked almost like liquid latex under the lights. The material clung to every curve, highlighting her full breasts, toned stomach, and firm, rounded ass. The seam disappeared deep between her cheeks, and the front hugged the faint, provocative outline of her pussy. Heads turned from both men and women as she moved through the room with complete confidence.
Emily tried not to stare.
She failed.
Her gaze lingered far too long on Victoria’s arse, the deep cleft between her cheeks, the generous swell of her breasts, and the smooth mound between her thighs. When she finally looked up, Victoria was watching her with a knowing little smile — but said nothing. She simply stepped onto the treadmill beside her.
They ran in companionable silence for a while before Victoria spoke.
“You look tense,” she observed. “Rough day?”
Emily gave a small laugh. “Just… dealing with my husband.”
Victoria slowed her pace, turning toward her with a knowing smile.
“Sounds like your husband’s being a bit of a prick.”
Emily didn’t even hesitate.
“Yeah… a total cunt.”
The words left her mouth before she could stop them. She immediately froze, cheeks burning.
“Oh god, I’m sorry,” she said quickly. “I don’t usually talk like that. I don’t know why I felt so comfortable saying that to you.”
Victoria’s smile widened, warm and reassuring.
“Don’t worry about it,” she said smoothly. “I’ve spent most of my life around wives dealing with their prick husbands. There’s so much more to life than putting up with flaccid cocks and fragile egos.” She leaned in slightly. “Have a drink with me tonight. I’m happy to be a shoulder to cry on… or whatever else you might need.”
Emily’s pulse quickened. “I’d like that.”
As their workout ended, Victoria stepped off the treadmill, her skin glowing with a light sheen of sweat. The shiny material of her gym wear clung even more tightly to her body now, glistening under the lights.
Victoria sighed dramatically as she grabbed her towel. “I’m getting too old for this.”
Emily, still catching her breath, replied without thinking, “You don’t look it. Not with your body.”
Victoria paused, then turned back with a slow, pleased smile.
“Well, thank you. A compliment from someone as incredible as you is indeed praise.”
Emily couldn’t help herself — she watched Victoria walk away. The shine of sweat on her silver hairline, the way the glossy leggings highlighted every curve of her ass, the confident sway of her hips… A deep, forbidden ache settled low in Emily’s belly. For a moment, she had the overwhelming urge to bury her face, her soul, everything into that woman.
She shook her head, trying to clear the thought.
She was in trouble.
That evening, they met in a quiet, tucked-away booth in the hotel bar.
Emily had changed into a soft, cream-coloured blouse that showed a tasteful hint of cleavage and a fitted black skirt that hugged her hips and thighs. Victoria arrived looking powerful and elegant in a deep burgundy silk blouse — unbuttoned just enough to reveal the elegant line of her collarbone and a hint of cleavage — paired with tight, glossy black leather trousers that caught the light with every movement.
They ordered wine, and as the glasses emptied, Emily found herself opening up more than she ever intended.
“He’s been like this since the beginning, honestly,” Emily said, swirling her wine. “At first I thought it was just stress from work, but it’s never changed. He talks down to me. Makes me feel small. And now he’s pushing hard for a baby… but I don’t feel ready. I’m not sure I’ll ever feel ready with him. The thought of being tied to him forever like that… it terrifies me.”
Victoria listened calmly, her green eyes steady and intense. She reached across the table and lightly brushed her fingers over the back of Emily’s hand — a small, comforting gesture that lingered.
“All men are cunts, darling,” Victoria said matter-of-factly, her voice low and smooth. “Most women just refuse to see the bigger picture. They settle. They convince themselves that mediocre sex, emotional neglect, and fragile male egos are just ‘what marriage is.’”
She leaned in slightly, her presence commanding yet seductive.
“There’s an entire world waiting for you, Emily. A world where you’re worshipped. Where pleasure isn’t something you have to beg for. Where a woman’s touch can make you feel things no man ever could.” Victoria’s voice dropped even lower. “Becoming a lesbian — truly surrendering to it — can open doors you never even knew existed. Freedom. Power. Ecstasy.”
Emily’s breath caught. The way Victoria spoke made it sound inevitable. Seductive. Like she had guided many married women down this path before.
“I… I’m not a lesbian,” Emily whispered, though her voice lacked conviction.
Victoria simply smiled, calm and confident.
Later, as the
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