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A couple of days later, Farah’s phone buzzed with a message from Selma, with a link to an online checkout, followed by a winking emoji and the words, “This. Tuesday.” Farah clicked it, her breath catching as the page loaded: a racy yet elegant outfit: a deep burgundy satin blouse with a plunging neckline, paired with a fitted black leather skirt that promised to hug her curves and showcase her long, shapely legs. It was bold, classy in its audacity, and far beyond her usual tailored suits. Her pulse quickened at the thought of wearing it, of Selma seeing her in it, and she ordered it without a second thought, the purchase a quiet thrill that lingered through the weekend.

When the package arrived, Farah slipped into her bedroom, locking the door behind her as she tore open the box. She slid the satin blouse over her shoulders, the neckline dipping low to showcase her breasts in a way that felt daring, yet sophisticated. The leather skirt clung to her hips, ending mid-thigh, accentuating her legs with a sleek, confident cut. She checked herself out in the mirror, her reflection unashamedly alluring, a sexy, powerful woman who didn’t just fade into the background. A flush crept up her neck, her lips curving into a smile as she ran her hands over the outfit, imagining Selma’s reaction. She felt alive, desirable in a way she hadn’t in years.

Her husband noticed it too. That evening, as she tried it on again under the guise of “testing a new look,” he glanced up from his tablet, his brow lifting. “Wow, Far, that’s... different,” he said, his tone a mix of surprise and appreciation. “Where’d that come from?” She shrugged, deflecting with a casual, “Just felt like a change,” but his eyes lingered, a flicker of curiosity she brushed off with a quick kiss goodnight. The next day at work, the outfit turned heads as colleagues, men and women alike, tossed compliments her way: “You look stunning,” “That’s a killer look,” their words stoking the fire of her newfound confidence. She stood taller, her legs drawing admiring glances, and every step in that leather skirt felt like a quiet rebellion against her old self.

By Tuesday, Farah was buzzing with anticipation, the outfit folded carefully in her bag as she planned her escape. She cornered Donald over breakfast, her voice breezy but firm. “Got a late meeting tonight. Project crunch time. Might be a while.” He nodded, unsuspecting, muttering something about leftovers as he scrolled his phone. She got ready at the office, putting on the burgundy blouse and leather skirt, the satin and leather transforming her into that bolder version of herself. Her heart raced as she drove to the clinic, the parking lot a familiar sight now, the glow from the treatment room beckoning her inside. She stepped through the door, her outfit fulfilling her end of the bargain, ready for Selma’s next ‘treatment’, and their unspoken game. 

Farah pushed open the clinic door, and her breath caught the moment she saw Selma. There she stood, leaning casually against the reception desk, clad in nothing but a sleek black bikini that hugged her toned limbs and showcased her ravishing bust. From their conversations Farah knew that Selma was 24, in her dating prime. Nearly as tall as Farah, her slim frame radiating a lithe, effortless strength—long legs stretching endlessly, a flat stomach tapering to narrow hips, and those full breasts straining against the bikini top, a sight that hit Farah like a punch to the gut. Her dark hair cascaded loosely over her shoulders, framing her piercing eyes and kissable lips. 

Farah’s mind spun with the sudden realization that Selma must have admirers lining up, men and women alike, and yet here she was, waiting for her. The thought sent a surge of arousal coursing through her, her skin prickling as her eyes drank in every inch of Selma’s stunning form.

Selma’s lips curved into a slow, appreciative smile as she took in Farah’s outfit, the burgundy satin plunging low, the leather skirt molding to her hips and legs. “Well, look at you,” she said, her voice a warm tease, laced with delight. “I knew you’d kill it in that. Makes me feel like I’ve got some power over you, dressing you up like my own personal muse.” She pushed off the desk, her bikini-body moving with a fluid grace and gestured toward the treatment room. 

“Come on, let’s get started.” Farah followed, her heart pounding, the air between them humming with a tension that felt sharper tonight, heightened by Selma’s near-nakedness. It felt not so professional now. And yet they continued...

Inside, the atmosphere shifted with soft classical music, a gentle swell of strings replacing the usual jazz, and the flickering glow of candles lined the counter, casting warm shadows across the room. The scent of lavender and sandalwood hung faintly in the air, wrapping them in an intimate space that felt miles away from the sterile clinic it had once been. 

Selma locked the door, the sound a now-familiar signal, and turned to Farah, her bikini barely containing her moving breasts as she stepped closer. “Thought we’d switch it up tonight,” she said, her tone still playing at professionalism, though her eyes roamed Farah’s body with unabashed appreciation. “You look... incredible. Makes me want to take my time with you.”

Farah’s arousal deepened, a warm flush spreading from her chest to her belly as Selma’s words sank in. “You look pretty irresistible yourself.” Farah managed to squeak out, the leather skirt tight against her thighs, the satin brushing her skin, feeling utterly exposed yet powerful under Selma’s gaze. The idea that this woman, young, vibrant, fearless, desired by so many, had chosen to spend this time with her, had orchestrated this moment down to the outfit and the ambiance, made her dizzy with want. 

Selma reached out, her fingers grazing the edge of Farah’s blouse, and the charade held for a beat longer before the inevitable pull of their game took over, the candles flickering like silent witnesses to what was about to unfold. 

Selma’s fingers brushed the edge of Farah’s satin blouse, lingering there for a moment as her sharp eyes locked onto Farah’s, a silent question hanging in the candlelit air. Farah gave the faintest nod as her mouth ran dry with anticipation.

Selma’s smile widened, slow and deliberate, and she began to undress her. She slid the blouse off Farah’s shoulders, the satin whispering against her skin as it fell away. The air kissed Farah’s bare arms, raising goosebumps, and Selma’s hands moved to the leather skirt next, unzipping it with a soft rasp that echoed in the quiet room. She eased it down Farah’s hips, her fingers grazing her thighs, and Farah stepped out of it, the act of being stripped so deliberately erotic that her pulse thundered in her ears. Left in just her lace bra and panties, she felt exposed, vulnerable, and impossibly alive, the candlelight dancing over her skin as Selma’s gaze devoured her.

Selma gestured to the treatment table, her bikini-clad form a vision of confidence as she said, “Lie back for me.” Farah obeyed, settling onto the cool surface, her body tingling with anticipation. This time, Selma didn’t start where she usually did. Instead, she knelt at the foot of the table, her hands finding Farah’s feet. The shift was unexpected, and Farah’s breath caught as Selma’s fingers wrapped around her ankle, lifting it gently. 

She began with a slow, teasing press of her thumbs into the arch, a sensation both soothing and electric that made Farah’s toes curl. “You’ve got such pretty feet,” Selma murmured, her voice low and intimate, her breath warm against Farah’s skin as she massaged with a care that felt almost reverent. She traced the curve of her instep, then brushed her fingertips along the tops of Farah’s feet, sending shivers racing up her legs, new, delicate sensations that woke every nerve and felt unbelievably erotic.

Selma took her time, her hands moving with a languid pace as she worked upward. She slid her hands and palms along Farah’s calves, kneading the muscle with firm, slow strokes, her fingers occasionally dipping to the sensitive hollows behind her knees. 

Responding, Farah’s legs parted slightly, and Selma’s sharp eyes flickered with amusement as she noticed. “Seems like you’re ready for more,” she teased, her tone playful but rife with intent. Meanwhile, her hands climbed higher, caressing the soft skin of Farah’s lower thighs. The candlelight cast shadows over Selma’s toned limbs, her bikini top straining as she leaned forward, and Farah’s arousal built with every inch Selma claimed, a slow, deliberate, torturous ascent that left her trembling.

She lingered at Farah’s thighs, her fingers tracing lazy circles on the inner skin, close enough to the lace panties to make Farah’s breath stutter but not yet crossing that line. The teasing was exquisite - Selma’s touch firm one moment, featherlight the next, her thumbs brushing the crease of her groin and sending sparks of heat straight to Farah’s core. 

Farah’s moans slipped out then, soft and needy, her hips shifting as the new sensations piled atop the old, each stroke a promise of more. Selma hovered over her, her breasts moving, soft in the flickering light, and she smiled down at Farah, clearly savoring the slow unraveling she was orchestrating, taking her time to build the tension higher with every lingering caress up Farah’s long and sensitive legs.

Selma’s hands finally reached the edge of Farah’s lace panties, her fingers pausing there as if savoring the moment, the candlelight casting a warm glow over the scene. Farah’s breath was ragged, her body primed and ready, every nerve alight from the slow, teasing journey up her legs. Her pussy ached with need, the anticipation making her wet. She shifted her hips subtly, a silent signal of her readiness. Selma’s caught the movement, a flicker of delight crossing her features as she traced the lace with her fingertips, brushing over the damp fabric that clung to Farah’s skin. “You’re so eager tonight
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