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Editorial note:

This book was published as The Shape of Love and Pain before. Amazon KPD blocked suddenly the book in December 2025 without giving me any reasons for it. 

I therefore changed the title, the cover pic, and updated the content. 

Thank you all,

Larissa
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​​Chapter 1: A hand in Mel’s bed
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Mel couldn't sleep. The whole week had been terribly stressful, so she hardly had time to relax in the evening. She just wanted to get out of her office at the consultancy firm and go home to the bathtub. Now she was finally lying in bed on a Friday.

But she couldn't sleep properly. It has been hot these days. Melanie Pfeiffer, who was only called Mel by her friends, lived on the second floor of an apartment building and usually left the windows open in summer. She had lowered the shutters in the living room so far that no one could get in, not even with a ladder. 

Only the blinds in her bedroom were not lowered very far. She needed fresh air and had gone to bed in just her shirt and underwear. The silk bed linen caressed her body with a pleasant coolness.

Then she felt something between her legs that startled Mel. She was just about to fall asleep, so at first, she thought she had imagined the touch, but there was definitely something there. 

Mel had closed her eyes, and now she opened them. The room was dark, and it was nighttime outside. Her room was in a part of the city that wasn't very well lit at night, and it looked out onto the garden, so the room was nice and dark. Mel liked it when her bedroom was very dark, but now she felt uncomfortable. 

Mel looked into the darkness: nothing was visible, but she felt something between her legs. She lay there stiffly. Could someone come into the room? But how could it have been possible for them to get into her bed? She should have felt that. 

The intruder would have had to pull the comforter aside somehow to touch Mel between her legs. But there was no one in the room! At least she couldn't see anyone, but she could clearly feel a touch between her legs.

Mel concentrated. She could hear breathing—quiet, deep, not a man, Mel could tell. More likely a woman, but who could it be? Mel focused further: was it her own breath she heard? Then she felt a hand again—no, an index finger with long nails between her legs. Damn, what was that? Mel realized she was getting wet against her will and spread her legs a little. 

What should she do? Jump up and flee the room? But she was afraid she wouldn't be able to do it in time. She could just turn on the bedside lamp, but she was afraid of what she might see. So, she preferred to do nothing for the time being.  

Her finger explored the damp area between her legs. It rubbed gently through the panties against Mel's pubic area, pressed the fabric into her labia, and then released so Mel could feel the dampness of the panties. Her breathing quickened, her heartbeat sped up, and Mel realized she was getting hot. What was happening to her right now?

Then the panties were pushed down. Mel was freshly shaved; she had treated herself to this relaxing shave after the bath today. She could simply sleep better when she was shaved and felt more comfortable. In her eyes, it was simply a form of aesthetics; even if she didn't shave completely, she still left something behind. But the downside was, of course, that she was now more accessible. 

Mel could now clearly feel an index finger on her labia. The finger explored her. If it hadn't been so dark in the room..., but Mel didn't want to move. She had read that rapists were only more incited when they resisted. Mel's heart began to beat faster. Who was touching her between her legs, and what was this intruder going to do to her?

The panties were now pushed down a little further. Mel lifted her pelvis slightly to make it easier. She didn't want to put up any resistance to the intruder. Maybe that would make him stop, but on the other hand, she also felt that the situation was turning her on. She had never had a fantasy like this before, but she could feel herself getting wetter, a clear sign that she was enjoying the whole situation. 

Now Mel's shame was exposed. The finger was there again, between her legs, massaging her labia, which were getting wet, and then slowly penetrating Mel all at once! 

Mel held her breath! She felt the finger between her legs. The finger explored her, slowly pushed between her legs, penetrated deeper, and then turned, left, and right. 

Mel opened her mouth. Don't make a sound, she thought to herself, don't make a sound, no matter what. The finger, no, now there were two, penetrated Mel again. They had probably found their target now and were slowly moving in and out. Mel got wet, not just a little, she got really wet and opened her mouth wider.

Whoever was having their way with her, they knew what Mel liked. Mel opened her legs wider. She knew this was an invitation to indulge her shame, but she just got aroused. What was she supposed to do?

The fingers moved deeper, exploring Mel further, twisting again and making Mel wetter, hotter, and hornier. She closed her eyes to concentrate fully on being fingered. The fingers continued to explore her and then suddenly found Mel's most sensitive spot, Mel's G-spot, and applied some pressure to it.

Mel gasped. This didn't last much longer. She was wet, no wet, and a hand was in her bed exploring her labia and now her clit. Mel opened her eyes but couldn't see anything in the darkness. 

All she could feel was a hand in the bed, touching her and fingering her intensely. Mel gasped and willingly spread her legs wider. The hand gratefully accepted the invitation, and the fingers continued to penetrate Mel, who moaned loudly and tore off the comforter.

Now she saw the hand. It was a slender woman's hand, well-groomed and manicured. The nails were not painted but simply treated with a clear varnish. 

Two fingers were inside Mel; she could see that. They moved inside Mel, unerringly, knowing now what Mel wanted and seeing from Mel's reaction that what was being done here was good. 

Mel looked at the hand, which she couldn't really see because of the darkness, but she could see enough to recognize who it belonged to and who was making themselves at home between her legs. 

Mel blushed with shame and wanted to beg the owner of the hand to stop. She felt so helpless as she lay with her legs open, soaking wet and horny, her labia swollen, like an invitation to continue fingering her and give her even more pleasure. 

Please, stop, Mel whispered, but it was too late. The orgasm had built up slowly and now overwhelmed Mel like a flash flood. She spread her legs wider, the fingers massaged her more vigorously, twirled her clitoris, and then Mel came. She had given up resisting. 

She opened her mouth, but no sound came out; the orgasm was too intense for that. Mel was caught by a wave that lifted her up, then pushed her back down again. Her body surged upward, and Mel pushed her legs into the bed, feeling the second orgasm rolling in like a tsunami, which was even stronger than the first wave and took hold of her even more. Then it was over. 

Mel gasped. She had come in a way she hadn't in a long time. The sexless time was simply not good for her. Mel needed sex more than she wanted to admit. She looked at the fingers still inside her. Then the fingers were slowly pulled out, and Mel's own hand, wet from her lust, slipped out from under her, going beneath the pillow, and Mel finally fell asleep immediately.  
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​​​Chapter 2: The new client
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Rested, Mel went into the office the next day. She felt good, radiant inside, and moved as if on a cloud. The orgasm had done her good! 

But it all started like a dream. Mel wasn't sure until the end whether this experience had really happened or whether she had just dreamed it. The certainty came with the second finger, when Mel realized that it was no longer a dream. 

However, she was really shocked when she realized it was her own hand that was pampering her. Mel smiled. It was actually a crazy situation: her own hand had felt like a foreign object to her. Sigmund Freud would have been thrilled!

Her subconscious probably rejected the situation of fingering herself so strongly that Mel initially didn't recognize the hand as part of her body. First signs of schizophrenia?

Mel grinned. Well, if that were really the case, then she would make sure that her two personalities had a lot of fun together. 

But Mel suddenly became serious again. She now entered the office and had to make a professional impression. She knew that many of her male colleagues would be staring at her and admiring Mel's great legs, which she liked to wear in 8 cm heels to make her legs look even longer.

Then she opened the door to her office. Before she could sit down, the eager Jennifer Braddock appeared, the assistant to her boss, Bryant Griffith, who ran the firm as a paternal patriarch. In private, Bryant was a man of great integrity, but in business, he was tough as nails, and Mel always wondered how he managed this balancing act.

“Please, come into the conference room immediately,” Jennifer asked Mel in her slightly submissive voice. Mel smiled. Jennifer looked very well-behaved again. Pearl earrings, frilly blouse, nylons, and heels, but they had a wide heel. 

Jennifer had once confessed to Mel at the Christmas party, slightly buzzed and with a world-weariness in her voice, that she had problems with stiletto heels. She even practiced at home, but she simply couldn't walk elegantly in these shoes and therefore opted for this type of wide and conservative heel. 

Mel smiled, thanked Jennifer, and went into the conference room where Griffith, the new employee, Paul Meyer, a sycophantic and ambitious man, and another person were seated. This new person was probably a new client; her long hair, the perfectly fitting business suit that perfectly emphasized her long legs, and the slight sneer at the corners of her mouth were the first things Mel noticed. 

Mel immediately recognized that this was a very self-confident woman and groaned inwardly, knowing she was likely another new client who would be very difficult to please. That reflects how much knowledge of human nature Mel now possesses. 

Griffith stood up and greeted Mel: “Nice of you to come straight away. This is our new client, Mrs. Julia Wagner, the chairwoman of an e-commerce group, whose accounts we are now to review for the annual tax return. Mrs. Wagner is not happy with the current accountant and is considering outsourcing the whole area to us. It's best if I leave you three to discuss this now; I have an appointment outside the office.”

Griffith stood up and bid a formal farewell to Mrs. Wagner, who had given her business card to Mel. “I would be very pleased, Mrs. Wagner, if I could welcome you as a new client soon. Please excuse me for not being able to continue, but my two colleagues will be on hand to help and advise you. With that, may I take my leave?”

Very old-school cavalier, Mel thought, smiling inwardly. With that, Griffith left the room and closed the door, leaving only Mel, Paul, and Mrs. Wagner in the room. Mel let a few seconds pass before she took the floor and introduced the firm in a few words, until she was interrupted by Mrs. Wagner, who smiled but was also a little gruff: “I already know that, thank you, but I'd like to know why you're supposed to be looking after me now.” 

She looked at Mel with an open smile, which also contained some mockery, and added: “Dr. Griffith spoke very highly of you, but you're a bit young and I'll have to think about whether you're the right caregiver for me.” 

Mel saw Paul grinning until Mrs. Wagner continued by pointing at Paul - “not as young as him, of course”, no look at Paul and no name either, so the smile fell from Paul's face, which amused Mel greatly, “but still young”, Mrs. Wagner finished her remarks.

Arrogant chick was Mel's first intuition. Just because you've set up a company doesn't mean you can look down on us like that. Mel's fighting spirit awoke: “I admit that we're not as well-known as the big four, but our fees aren't as high either.” 

Mel tried to defuse the tense situation with a joke. Mrs. Wagner continued to look at her with that penetrating, mocking look: “That means that since you're not as good as the others, you can't charge their prices either. Did I understand that correctly?” 

Mel was horrified to see that this woman had understood her attempt at a joke but had deliberately interpreted her words in a way that made Mel look bad. Mel was annoyed: she wasn't in the mood for power games, and Paul started to grin again. Mel could literally see how he thought he was much better at this.

Mel now tried to smile: “I don't see it that way,” she deliberately avoided the subjunctive, “I think, no, I know that we do a very good job, which shows us that 95% of our clients remain loyal to us. We just think that the Big Four are too expensive in their fees, and, as you have correctly recognized, in order to remain competitive with the Big Four, you have to offer better prices. But cheaper doesn't necessarily mean worse.”

Mrs. Wagner put on her sphinx smile again: “Not necessarily, you're right.” Paul continued to smile, which Mrs. Wagner noticed but didn't respond to. She concentrated on Mel: “Enough theory, why don't you just come by my office tomorrow, and we can discuss the case in more detail?” 

Julia Wagner pointed at Paul again and addressed him directly for the first time: “I don't think you need to come either. Your contribution to this meeting wasn't very helpful.” Now, Mel had to grin and almost couldn't stifle a laugh. 

Paul blushed and stammered that he didn't want to interrupt his experienced colleague's presentation. “That's very decent of you,” Mrs. Wagner replied with incredible arrogance, ”but, my youngster, I can assure you that you won't make a career out of this attitude. I may take my leave, yes?” With that, she stood up, her skirt still perfectly in place, and moved towards the door, which Paul eagerly pulled open. 

Mrs. Wagner held out her hand to Mel and smiled, “I'll see you in my office tomorrow at 3 pm. Be on time, I have a busy schedule, we don't have much time, and I don't like to wait.” Then the smile widened: “And, my dear, this lipstick really doesn't suit you, you're not the type for these pale red colours.” And with these words, Julia left the office, leaving a puzzled Mel behind.
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​​​Chapter 3: The Meeting
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Mel was visibly nervous when she showed up for the appointment at Mrs. Wagner's office. Mrs. Wagner radiated a confidence that didn't sit well with Mel, though she wasn't sure if this mocking arrogance was just a shield or if Mrs. Wagner was truly as self-assured as she acted.

Mel had thrown herself into a costume that emphasized her slender legs. She didn't want to compete with Mrs. Wagner for better legs, but she wanted to show right from the start that she had nothing to hide. 

Mel always felt more confident in a costume than in a trouser suit because she knew she had a good figure, and it showed better in a costume than in a trouser suit. She also chose a darker lipstick, not to ingratiate herself, but because she realized that Mrs. Wagner's opinion was correct. At least, that's what she told herself. 

Mrs. Wagner's assistant, Caroline Carlson, received Mel. Mrs. Carlson was a very attractive woman in her late 20s who also wore a costume and heels, but they were not as high as Mrs. Wagner's shoes.

After the usual pleasantries, Carolin Carlson led Mel into the conference room and later brought Mel the black coffee with two lumps of sugar that Mel had requested. Then Mel waited for Mrs. Wagner, who took her time. The usual power games are played to establish the hierarchy. Oh, how Mel hated that!

Then Mrs. Wagner appeared again, dressed in a black suit, her long, straight hair loose, wearing black heels, and with that slightly mocking expression around the corners of her mouth: “Glad you're on time, sorry I'm a little late, a client needed more information before he wanted to commission us with an international marketing campaign.” 

The apology sounded sincere, and the following reprimand was again very direct: “You should drink your coffee with milk, it's better for your health. I'll get some for you.”

Mel wanted to protest, but she realized it was pointless. If Mrs. Wagner wanted to play the dominant role, so be it. She wasn't there to debate the merits or flaws of milk in coffee, but to win Mrs. Wagner as a customer. So she began: “Given your tight schedule, shouldn't we get started?”

Mrs. Wagner smiled, seemed surprised at Mel's brash manner, and gestured for Mel to begin. Mel connected her laptop to the projector and started the presentation, which she had supplemented with additional points that related specifically to Mrs. Wagner's company. 

Mel explained the benefits of outsourcing and also made an effort to allay the usual concerns, such as giving up control of a key aspect of the company.

Mrs. Wagner looked on with interest, her legs crossed, but she kept swaying her right foot, a sign of impatience, or another attempt to unsettle Mel? 

Mel didn't really care about these power games; she concentrated on her performance and finished the lecture in a tight 15 minutes. Then she sat down, two chairs away from Mrs. Wagner, on the same side of the table, and smiled at her new client. This round went to her! 

Then Mrs. Wagner stood up and let go of the power games for a moment. She looked at Mel's presentation: “What do you think? Should I take my company's bookkeeping out of my hands and put it in yours?” 

Mel hadn't expected this direct question and hesitated to answer. Then she smiled: “I've already told you that we specialize in such cases. The advantage is that we can also work with the officials when a tax audit comes, which saves them time and ultimately saves you time too. And, yes, I think you should hire us.”

Mrs. Wagner just looked at Mel, then smiled and said, “You did a very good job. Maybe my first impression wasn't appropriate. I thought you were too young and too inexperienced. I'll give your firm the job if you take care of it personally.” 

Now Mel wanted to protest, but Mrs. Wagner already sensed the objections: “Don't argue, I know you don't have the necessary experience, and my company is very branched, but that's my condition. Make up your mind now.”

Mel looked at Mrs. Wagner. This woman seemed to love power games, but Mel was beginning to enjoy them. She smiled and said, “Then I look forward to working with you.” “Fine,” Mrs. Wagner replied, “I'm looking forward to it, too. Why don't you call me Julia from now on? I've worked abroad for so long, and I think it's nicer to be called by my first name when doing business. Anyone who has an insight into my finances also has an insight into my soul, so it's perfectly appropriate to call me by my first name. Don't you think?”

Mel hesitated. She didn't like it; she preferred to keep her clients at a distance. On the other hand, this seemed important to Mrs. Wagner, so refusing might mean she didn't get the job, and then she would have to explain that to her boss. So, she swallowed her reservations and accepted. “I'd love to,” she said, ”but then you have to say Mel to me too.”  

Julia smiled and was pleased that Mel had accepted her offer: “Why don't you come and have dinner with me on Saturday, then you can get to know the other colleagues and get some initial information in a relaxed atmosphere.”

Mel gladly accepted, and the initial tensions seemed to have subsided. She was really looking forward to working with Julia. She held out her hand, which Julia took, and the deal was sealed. Mel had no idea that this handshake also put her in Julia's hands in another way, and so the real reason for Julia's smile remained hidden from her. 
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​​Chapter 4: Dinner at Julia’s house
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Mel sat nervously at home and didn't know what to wear. The usual problem: a wardrobe full of clothes and nothing to wear! She didn't know how festive the setting was. Would it be more casual or more elegant? Julia had talked about a relaxed dinner, so Mel decided that she'd rather be a little overdressed.

She picked a summer dress with a figure-hugging fit and a zipper in the back, which highlighted her curves and legs. She opted for stiletto heels, but this time not black—she chose cream-colored shoes that matched the dress. Then she ordered a ride. She didn't want to drive because she wanted a drink. Traffic checks had increased in recent months, and Mel didn't want to risk losing her driver's license.

Julia lived in a wealthy area of London. Mel was surprised when the cab turned onto the street. People here clearly had money. However, they also liked to keep things understated. Mel looked down at herself. Was she dressed appropriately?

Then the cab stopped, and they were there. Mel noticed that her heart was suddenly beating faster. Was she nervous? There was no reason to be; it was only supposed to be dinner with friends, but Mel sensed that she would be under observation. If she made any mistakes that evening, she would lose the job, as the contract had not yet been signed. 

If she appeared too familiar, she could annoy Julia, as intrusive friendliness was probably not appropriate for a business relationship. If she seemed too reserved, she could annoy Julia, because too much distance didn't fit in with the familiar tone Julia had suggested. 

Mel swallowed, tightened up, and walked towards the front door after paying the driver. What did she have to lose? Everything! What did she have to gain? Everything, too, because this mandate would be a huge step forward in her career. 

Let's go into battle, Mel thought, putting a winning smile on her face. Mel climbed the few steps to the entrance. There was no name on the doorbell, only the initials. Was Julia trying to keep her address a secret? Or was she just trying to appear important? 

Mel was a little annoyed. She hoped this wasn't going to be a C-list celebrity party where everyone was patting themselves on their backs for being so great. Then she rang the doorbell and heard a muffled ring that didn't fit in with the friendly day.

Shortly afterwards, she heard the sound of high heels, which Mel could already recognize. Then Julia opened the door and smiled at Mel. 

“Nice of you to be so punctual,” she greeted Mel and kissed her on each cheek, a familiarity that really surprised Mel. Then Julia opened the door wider, so that Mel could enter.

Julia's house was tastefully furnished. It featured a down-to-earth style — nothing flashy, expensive but not ostentatious, leaning more towards timeless elegance. Mel entered the living room, which had a wooden ceiling. Heavy, black wooden beams supported the gabled roof, making the room almost 3 meters high. Mel wondered what that would cost in heating during winter. 

Then she saw the first guests. Julia introduced Mel: “This is Melanie Pfeiffer, who will be taking the money out of my pocket for my bookkeeping in the future.” Laughter, a little too intentional, the joke probably didn't go down too well. 

Mel still blushed a little but tried to make light of the situation: “The real reason is that I want to give Mrs. Wagner more time for her customers and employees.” Mel paused for a moment and then added: “Completely selfless, of course.” 

Now the laughter was on Mel's side, who smiled at Julia, who once again put on her mocking smile. “Touche,” replied one of those present, who let his gaze rest a little too long on Mel's athletic body. 

“My name is Paul Lang and I'm the company's finance director.” Paul looked good, light summer suit, no tie, shirt open, tanned, the classic sonny boy. Mel immediately realized that she didn't like Paul. 

The other guests, 10 in all, were all Julia's colleagues or friends. They must have known each other for a long time, Mel found out, and the longer the evening went on, the more uncomfortable she felt. 

Julia was in her element. She toyed with her guests and played her usual power games to lure Mel out of her shell, but she refused to be provoked.

After the light Italian starter that Julia had served, she disappeared into the kitchen for a little longer than before. The Italian main course still needed a little fine-tuning. “Mel, can you come and help me?” Julia asked from the kitchen. 

Mel stood up: “Then I'll save the food before we all ruin our stomachs. Mine is already churning after the first course.” Now there was uproarious laughter, and Mel winked at the guests.

Mel went into the kitchen and saw Julia standing in the corner of the stove. The meat for the saltimbocca had just been finished. “Pass me the plates” – no, please, as Mel realized. 

Mel first had to get used to the familiar handling. She didn't like being called by her first name, especially not by clients, as it created a basis that was too familiar. 

Mel handed the plates to Julia, who arranged the meat on them. “You look pretty, only the panties are showing through the dress; you should have left them off.” Mel was speechless. Julia hadn't even looked at her when she made this comment. 

Now it was getting too much for her: “Julia,” she attacked her new client sharply, “I thank you for being so concerned about my health and appearance, but I can look after myself very well on my own and would like to ask you to refrain from comments of this kind. It's very unprofessional, I'm afraid!”

Julia looked up and sneered at Mel. She said nothing, approached Mel, took the plate from her hand, set it down, and pressed Mel's body against the wall. Mel could smell Julia's perfume, feel her breasts against hers, and also sense Julia's breath, which smelled of wine. 

“What do you think you're doing, you little bitch?” Julia snapped at her in a hissing tone. “You think you can just come in here and stand up to me in front of my coworkers and my friends? Don't you dare undermine my authority over them, or you'll get to know me.” 

Then she kissed Mel on the lips. Mel was surprised. She wanted to fight back, but Julia didn't allow any resistance. She pressed Mel further against the wall and moved her right hand down. Julia kissed Mel greedily, lifted the dress, spread Mel's legs, and placed her right hand on Mel's panties. She began to massage Mel's pubic area and demandingly pushed her tongue into Mel's mouth, who had no choice but to let Julia have her way. 

Mel had tried to push Julia away at first, but she had pushed Mel's arms to the side and pressed herself even more tightly against Mel so that Mel could feel Julia's hard nipples through her bra. Julia was horny for Mel, and Mel couldn't handle that. This had never happened to her before! 

Mel had never kissed a woman before, never even dreamed of it. She was only interested in men. Now she was standing in the kitchen with her new client, who was obviously bi or lesbian, and was greedily pushing her tongue into Mel's mouth. Mel felt Julia exploring her mouth. Julia was hot; she could feel it. 

Then Julia's fingers reached into Mel's panties and slid them down a little. “No,” Mel gasped, “I don't want that.” “But I do,” Julia whispered with a laugh and pushed the panties down so far that her fingers could play with Mel's clitoris, which Julia did. Mel audibly sucked in her breath. She was getting wet, against her will.

Julia laughed softly for a moment before gently spreading Mel's labia open. Mel suspected what was about to happen but was surprised by how intensely Julia wanted to explore her body. Julia inserted her index finger and began to finger Mel, who now held onto Julia even tighter. 

My God, if someone came in right now! It was only a sliding door that separated the living/dining room from the kitchen. Then Julia moved another finger into Mel's cunt. Mel's legs were spread open by Julia's finger. Mel tried to resist, but Julia ordered her, “Leave me alone!” and then Julia's fingers moved nimbly inside Mel, who gasped louder and louder. 

“Shut up!” Julia ordered her and continued to kiss Mel on the mouth: ”I know you like it, I can feel how wet you are, so let me and shut up!” Julia's tongue became even more demanding and penetrated deeper into Mel's mouth. Mel could feel that she was getting really wet now. Damn, how was she supposed to go back to the other guests in this state? Julia pinched Mel's nipples hard; her nipples stood on end, and Julia laughed again: “Look how horny you are!” 

Julia continued to finger Mel, who was really getting hornier and hornier. How long had this been going on? They had to get back to the guests! For God's sake, what was Julia doing to her, because Mel was horrified to feel that she was cumming. 

How had Julia done this? Mel wasn't a lesbian, but she gasped so much that Julia covered her mouth as she continued to finger her relentlessly. 

Mel felt the orgasm rolling towards her, like a huge wave that caught her and almost knocked her over. She felt reminded of her dream, which wasn't a dream after all. Had she perhaps felt all this instinctively? But how could that be? 

Mel struggled more violently now, resisting Julia's intense, almost brutal fingering, but could no longer hold back her orgasm. Mel looked helplessly at Julia, who again showed her mocking smile and now massaged Mel's clitoris so intensely that Mel gave up all resistance and came. She opened her mouth and was about to make a sound, but Julia cut her off with a look.

Then Julia pulled her fingers out of Mel: “You're soaking wet. Go into my bedroom and put on one of my panties. You can't wear yours anymore. And straighten up a bit, you can't go back to the table like this. You look so deranged. Go on, or what are you waiting for?” Mel did as she was told and then sat down on the toilet seat.

What had happened here? She had only made harmless remarks; there was no reason for Julia to freak out like that. She felt used and emotionally empty. She felt like she had been assaulted, because Julia had not fingered her gently, but brutally and with such relentlessness that Mel was afraid to face her again. The longer she hesitated, the stranger the situation became because she had stayed away from the table for so long. 

So, she grabbed one of Julia's white panties so that it wouldn't show under her dress, put it on, and went back into the living room where the other guests were still sitting. 

Paul was the first of the guests to speak: “I hope you're feeling better. The climate these days is really exhausting, especially when you're unwell.” Mel looked at Julia in shock: Had she told the guests that she was supposedly on her period and had therefore disappeared for a short time? That was unbelievable! Now, Mel was getting really angry and wasn't going to let it get her down. 

Julia seemed to be trying to put on a show of strength after Mel had verbally cornered her, but Mel was capable of fighting back, and Julia should feel that too. Mel smiled and looked around: “Thanks, I'm fine, it must really be the weather, but I'm feeling much better now. 

Actually, I haven't felt this good for a long time.” With that, she sat down and regained her poise. Mel made sure that this was still a successful evening and that she was able to convince the guests of her quick-wittedness. The evening was definitely a points victory for her. 

At 11 pm, the guests began to say their goodbyes. Paul had been looking at Mel all evening, who was trying to keep her composure despite the experience. Julia had looked at her penetratingly a few times, but Mel had withstood her gaze, because she wasn't that easily intimidated. 

Mel was the last to leave among those present. She wanted to confront Julia and attacked her head-on: “What were you thinking?” she barked at Julia, who again only lifted the corners of her mouth in a sneer. 

She looked calmly at Mel: “I wanted to punish you for your insolence at the table, and I did. You showed no respect and deserved to be punished and humiliated, and I gave it to you.” 

Julia then gave her a cheeky look: “No one has been this wet under my fingers in a long time. Are you bi or just horny to sleep with a woman for once? I haven't seen anyone this horny in ages." Julia grinned cheekily at Mel, who was stunned at that moment: no apology, no feeling of remorse, nothing like that. Instead, Julia provoked Mel even further.

“What if I report you to the police?” Mel looked Julia straight
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