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Naughty Excerpt from “Dominating the Lawyer”

The biker parked at the far end of the strip mall, heading into the smoke shop. My heels clicked on the asphalt as I marched over, the blood pounding through my veins. I reached her bike, staring inside the smoke shop. The biker was at the counter and I sized her up. She was dressed like a slut, her big tits almost falling out of low-cut halter top, a pair of tight jean shorts clinging to a shapely ass. She wore a pair of thick boots, and she probably could kick my ass, but I wasn't intimidated. Just because she looked dangerous didn't mean anything. I had pair of big girly-balls.

She bought her cigarettes and came trooping out, rubbing at her flat stomach right, her breasts jiggling as she walked. She waked with a strut, her boots clicking, her hips swaying and undulating. She knew she was hot and wanted everyone to witness it. Her lips had a dangerous, hungry smile as her piercing eyes fell on me. She stepped out of the store, her hands peeling off the plastic wrap from the pack of smokes and tapping a cigarette out with the heel of her hand

“What you want?” she asked me

“You fuckin' spat on my car, bitch!” I snarled, ignoring the sudden heat flushing through my body and the damp itch forming in my panties. “So you're going to fucking go over there and clean my car.”

A grin split her lips as she pulled out a cigarette. She flipped out her lighter, a flame sparking up and she puffed on her cigarette, blowing out a cloud of smoke.

“You listening to me?” I demanded. “March over to my car and clean it up or you're going to be a in a world of fucking hurt.”

Her eyes flickered down to my blouse, the top few buttons undone and showing off my cleavage. Her smile grew hungrier as she took another drag on her cigarette.

“Do you know who the fuck I am?”

The biker licked her lips. “My bitch.” She blew out another puff of smoke.

“You got that fucking wrong,” I hissed, coughing as the acrid smoke burned my lungs. “I'm the fucking lawyer that's going to bury you in so much paperwork and litigation you won't be able to breathe. When I'm through with you, you'll be begging to be my bitch.”

She snorted with laughter.

“So get the fuck over there and clean off my car, bitch!”

“Make me.”

“Oh, I will. I have your license plate number. I'll sue for your bike, and for whatever property you have. I'll get a judgment on you for so much emotional damage for spitting on my car, you'll work your whole life and never pay it all. So get over there and clean and that'll be the end of it.”

“Nope.” She took another drag, the end of the cigarette glowing cherry red in the darkness.

Who was this bitch? Why wasn't she intimidated? “I work for Franklin, Ulysses, and Taylor. Do you know who they are?”

“Nope.”

“They're the law firm that's going to bury you, bitch.”

She reached down, rubbing at her stomach, her hips shifting. Something swelled in her jean shorts. What was that? It couldn't be a cock? “You got a pretty mouth, lawyer.”

I blinked, my eyes still glued to the expanding object. “What?” I gaped, my pussy clenching. It was a cock. Somehow, this sexy woman had conjured a cock into her skin-tight shorts. There was no way she could hide that monster.

“A real pretty mouth. I bet it'll look so pretty suckin' on my big, futa-cock.”

This wasn't going at all the way it should. “Listen, bitch, I'm not going to suck on your filthy, shemale cock.”

“You sure?” She took a step closer, looming over me, and I suddenly wanted to run and hide. But she was so sexy. My pussy ached to feel that monster. “You look like a slutty lawyer to me. Your mouth was just made to suck cock.”

I drew myself up. I had to stay in control. I couldn't let this bitch intimidate me or I wouldn't get what I wanted. And I didn't want to suck her cock, even if that would be so wild. So I reached up, grabbed her cigarette, and threw it into the dirt. “You listen to me, cunt, get over there and clean off my car right now.”

Her hand shot out, grabbing my shoulder, her fingernails bit into my flesh. I winced at the pain. Then she pushed me towards the side of the strip mall. I stumbled back, tripping and falling onto the gravel alley that ran around the building, my skirt riding up.

“This is a thousand dollar power suit, bitch!” I snarled as she marched up to me, her boots crunching on the gravel.

She bent down, seizing me and hauling me to my feet. She was strong. I struggled, but she didn't have a problem manhandling me and pushing me behind the strip mall. My heart beat with excitement. I didn't know what was about to happen. It was quiet behind the dumpster, I looked around for anyone to help me.

“Let me the fuck go! You don't want to mess with me! I know people in the police force.”

Her fingers squeezed my shoulder, pain flooding through me. “You can fall to your knees and suck my cock, slut, or else.”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Dominating the Lawyer

“This is fucking unacceptable!” I snarled at the dry cleaner. “Do you see this blouse? Look at this fucking stain.”

“I am sorry that we could not get it out,” the scrawny, old Asian woman said, bowing her head. “As it says on our sign, some stains are not possible to get out.”

“Bullshit! I pay good money for you to clean my fucking clothes. This is a three hundred dollar Etoile Isabel Marant blouse!” I brandished my soiled, silk top at the woman. “You will keep washing this until you get the fucking stain out.”

“I am sorry, miss. It is not possible. I think it is best if you leave.”

I slammed my hand down on the counter, loving the way she flinched. “This is a dry cleaner. I am a customer. So you are going to clean my blouse.”

“I am sorry, miss,” she quavered, but held strong against my demands. “You must leave. Now.”

How dare this woman tell me to leave. “If you don't clean my fucking blouse I'm going to sue you.”

“Fine! Sue! But get out!”

“You don't know who you're fucking with. I'm a lawyer with Franklin, Ulysses, and Taylor. We'll destroy your business.”

“Leave!”

“You will fucking regret this! I'll bury you in so much litigation your great-grandchildren will still have to pay.”

She grabbed her phone. “I call police! You leave, now!”

I glowered at this woman. She was obviously too stupid to understand just what I could do to her. I stormed out of the dinky dry cleaners into the dark, empty parking lot. It was late at night, which is why I used this dry cleaner. Or used to. I could never come back here, not after this woman stood up to me. I walked to my brand new Mercedes-Benz, throwing my ruined top into the trunk. It was a beautiful car, a bonus from the senior partners because I killed it last year with billing my clients. I knew I was going to be the youngest partner ever.

I climbed into my car, whistling as I started up my car. The old bitch could go fuck herself. I had a date with a rich stock broker. It was a shame I had to waste time dating him. It would be so much easier if he just proposed and started paying my bills.

I backed up.

It was the roar of the motorcycle engine that alerted me. I hit my brakes as some skank biker bitch passed by, dressed all in black, not visible at all in the darkness until she was right behind my car. The cunt didn't even notice me backing out. She should have stopped. She was lucky she didn't hit my car.

And then, in my rearview mirror, I saw her lean over—a hungry, predatory mouth, piercings studding lips and eyebrows, hair spiked and gelled—and spit on the trunk of my car as she passed. That cunt just spit on my forty-thousand dollar car. This bitch had no idea who the fuck she was messing with. I was Priscilla St. Cloud, junior associate at the most powerful law firm in the state.

I re-parked my car, climbing out. I thought the damn dry cleaner lady had made me mad, but this cunt was on a whole new level. I glowered at the glob of her spit staining my pristine trunk. She was going to wipe my fucking hood clean with that disgusting mop of hair.

The biker parked at the far end of the strip mall, heading into the smoke shop. My heels clicked on the asphalt as I marched over, the blood pounding through my veins. I reached her bike, staring inside the smoke shop. The biker was at the counter and I sized her up. She was dressed like a slut, her big tits almost falling out of low-cut halter top, a pair of tight jean shorts clinging to a shapely ass. She wore a pair of thick boots, and she probably could kick my ass, but I wasn't intimidated. Just because she looked dangerous didn't mean anything. I had pair of big girly-balls.

She bought her cigarettes and came trooping out, rubbing at her flat stomach right, her breasts jiggling as she walked. She waked with a strut, her boots clicking, her hips swaying and undulating. She knew she was hot and wanted everyone to witness it. Her lips had a dangerous, hungry smile as her piercing eyes fell on me. She stepped out of the store, her hands peeling off the plastic wrap from the pack of smokes and tapping a cigarette out with the heel of her hand

“What you want?” she asked me

“You fuckin' spat on my car, bitch!” I snarled, ignoring the sudden heat flushing through my body and the damp itch forming in my panties. “So you're going to fucking go over there and clean my car.”

A grin split her lips as she pulled out a cigarette. She flipped out her lighter, a flame sparking up and she puffed on her cigarette, blowing out a cloud of smoke.

“You listening to me?” I demanded. “March over to my car and clean it up or you're going to be a in a world of fucking hurt.”

Her eyes flickered down to my blouse, the top few buttons undone and showing off my cleavage. Her smile grew hungrier as she took another drag on her cigarette.

“Do you know who the fuck I am?”

The biker licked her lips. “My bitch.” She blew out another puff of smoke.

“You got that fucking wrong,” I hissed, coughing as the acrid smoke burned my lungs. “I'm the fucking lawyer that's going to bury you in so much paperwork and litigation you won't be able to breathe. When I'm through with you, you'll be begging to be my bitch.”

She snorted with laughter.

“So get the fuck over there and clean off my car, bitch!”

“Make me.”

“Oh, I will. I have your license plate number. I'll sue for your bike, and for whatever property you have. I'll get a judgment on you for so much emotional damage for spitting on my car, you'll work your whole life and never pay it all. So get over there and clean and that'll be the end of it.”

“Nope.” She took another drag, the end of the cigarette glowing cherry red in the darkness.

Who was this bitch? Why wasn't she intimidated? “I work for Franklin, Ulysses, and Taylor. Do you know who they are?”

“Nope.”

“They're the law firm that's going to bury you, bitch.”

She reached down, rubbing at her stomach, her hips shifting. Something swelled in her jean shorts. What was that? It couldn't be a cock? “You got a pretty mouth, lawyer.”

I blinked, my eyes still glued to the expanding object. “What?” I gaped, my pussy clenching. It was a cock. Somehow, this sexy woman had conjured a cock into her skin-tight shorts. There was no way she could hide that monster.

“A real pretty mouth. I bet it'll look so pretty suckin' on my big, futa-cock.”

This wasn't going at all the way it should. “Listen, bitch, I'm not going to suck on your filthy, shemale cock.”

“You sure?” She took a step closer, looming over me, and I suddenly wanted to run and hide. But she was so sexy. My pussy ached to feel that monster. “You look like a slutty lawyer to me. Your mouth was just made to suck cock.”

I drew myself up. I had to stay in control. I couldn't let this bitch intimidate me or I wouldn't get what I wanted. And I didn't want to suck her cock, even if that would be so wild. So I reached up, grabbed her cigarette, and threw it into the dirt. “You listen to me, cunt, get over there and clean off my car right now.”

Her hand shot out, grabbing my shoulder, her fingernails bit into my flesh. I winced at the pain. Then she pushed me towards the side of the strip mall. I stumbled back, tripping and falling onto the gravel alley that ran around the building, my skirt riding up.

“This is a thousand dollar power suit, bitch!” I snarled as she marched up to me, her boots crunching on the gravel.

She bent down, seizing me and hauling me to my feet. She was strong. I struggled, but she didn't have a problem manhandling me and pushing me behind the strip mall. My heart beat with excitement. I didn't know what was about to happen. It was quiet behind the dumpster, I looked around for anyone to help me.

“Let me the fuck go! You don't want to mess with me! I know people in the police force.”

Her fingers squeezed my shoulder, pain flooding through me. “You can fall to your knees and suck my cock, slut, or else.”

I looked up at her intense eyes. She meant it. This bitch didn't care that I was a lawyer or that I worked for the most prestigious, all-women law-firm in the state. She didn't give a fuck if I knew the deputy mayor of New York. No one was going to help me out back here.

I let her hands push me down to my knees, my mouth dry. I was almost eager to suck her cock.

“That's what I thought,” the biker grinned. “Don't worry, you'll love it. Every woman is a slut for a futa's cock. Now get my big, ol' dick out, bitch.”

My hands shook as I reached for the zipper of her jean shorts, my heart hammering in my chest. We were all alone and this sexy woman with a cock stood over me, making me do what she wanted. My clit tingled as I submitted to her, a wild, burning thrill passed through me as I fumbled with the button of her shorts.

“That's it. Fuck, you have a pretty mouth. You're making me so hard.”

A shiver passed through me at the compliment. I unbuttoned her jeans shorts, pulling the zipper down. They fell down her sleek thighs, her cock straining the black thong she wore, stretching out the material. I took in a deep breath, reaching up to pull her thong down.

Her cock sprang out, so big and thick, smacking me in the face. Her hard, throbbing dick slipped down my face, the tip trailing wet precum in a sticky trail. More leaked out of the slit at the tip of her cock. A shaved pussy was beneath her cock, glistening with her juices.

What would a woman's pussy taste like?

“Suck it, bitch. Don't just stare at it. I need to fuckin' cum. Suck it. You know you want to. You're my fucking slut tonight.”

I leaned in, still hesitant to cross that line. I had never thought I would suck a woman's cock—I hated sucking a man's cock. And yet hers was irresistible as it throbbed before me. I couldn't pull away. My tongue pressed forward and I licked up the dollop of precum leaking out the tip.

She groaned, her cock twitching. The slick, salty juices coated my tongue. It wasn't bad. I took a second lick, taking the time to swirl about the tip of her cock. I enjoyed the texture and loved the way she moaned as I pleased her.

Her hand ran through my perfectly-combed, brown hair, mussing it. “That's it, bitch. Lick it. Suck it. Oh, yes. You're a slut for my futa-cock, aren't you?”

“Yes,” I admit, my own cock throbbing hard in my slacks.

“You're my slutty bitch tonight.”

“I am.” Then I sucked her cock into my lips, wanting to prove just how much I was her slutty bitch. Her cock was warm and thick in my mouth. I had to open wide to fit her in. I swirled my tongue about her head as I sucked, bobbing my head and loving her dick.

More precum leaked into my mouth. I loved it, sucking harder, eager to taste what her full load of cum would be like. I was into it. I was loving submitting to this sexy and sultry biker. She was so curvy and amazing. I was going to let her do whatever she wanted to me tonight. I couldn't help myself.

I reached down, rubbing my pussy through my skirt and panties, shuddering as I brushed my own sensitive clit, moaning around the futa's dick. I looked up at her, loving the way her sultry mouth opened as she groaned out her pleasure.

“That's it, slut! Make me cum! You love it!”

I worked more of her dick into my mouth, bobbing faster and sucking hard. My tongue explored her shaft, leaning to love every bit of her hard dick. I rubbed my pussy harder, my sheath aching to feel the biker's cock. I drew back on her cock, keeping only the tip in my lips, lashing it with my tongue. She groaned and her cock twitched as I pleasured her.

Then I kissed down her shaft to her shaved and wet pussy. I always loved it when a guy licked my pussy, and since I was her slutty bitch tonight, I licked through her velvety folds. I savored the tart flavor of her labia, swirling the engorged pussy lips in my mouth as I grabbed her cock with my free hand, fisting her wet shaft.

“What a wild bitch,” she groaned, running her hand through my hair.

I rubbed my clit harder at her compliment. I was going to cream my panties. I rubbed harder through my skirt as I licked and nibbled on her pussy. I pressed my skirt and panties up inside my pussy with a single finger, stroking myself harder. The pleasure swelled inside me as I fingered myself and tongued her pussy

Ecstasy pumped through me as I creamed my panties, moaning into her hot pussy. I shuddered, moving my lips back up to her cock, sucking her in deep as waves of pleasure assaulted my mind. I was ready to taste her cum, and put all my effort into sucking her off.

“Shit!” she grunted. “You are fucking hungry for my girl-cum.”

I was.

Her cum erupted into my mouth. I swallowed the thick, salty load. There was no going back for me. I loved sucking on a woman's cock. It was so much better than a man's. She had awakened a new passion inside me. I swallowed her next blast, swirling it about my mouth before swallowing it. This biker had turned me into a futa's slut.

“Fuck, bitch,” she groaned, pulling her cock out. “You know how to give head.”

“Thanks,” I panted, licking the cum off my lips, savoring every drop.

“Come on, bitch, let's get out of here.”

My date with the stock broker was forgotten. I followed this sexy woman to her motorcycle, my eyes on her bubbly ass in those tight jean shorts. She climbed onto her Harley, the motorcycle growling like a beast and I climbed on behind her, riding bitch.

“Where are we going?”

“To have fun,” she answered, gunning the engine.

I wrapped my arms around her slim hips as she took off down the street, the wind rushing through my long hair. My hands touched her bare stomach beneath her halter top, exploring her silky skin. I moved higher and felt her pillowy tits. She laughed as I squeezed them, her nipples fat and hard through the thin material.

I felt so alive as we roared down the street, the engine vibrations stirred up my pussy. I rubbed my clit on the seat as I pressed my breasts against her back. I couldn't help myself. I felt so alive and sensual as the pleasure shuddered through me. I was her slutty biker-bitch. My hands explored down her stomach, squeeze at her hardening cock through her shorts. We raced past cars and I wished everyone could see how I was touching her, stroking her.

We stopped at a light, cars streaming by in front of us. My hand rubbed hard at her cock, fully erect now, and my lips kissed at her neck beneath her wild hair. She groaned, throwing a look over her shoulder at me.

“You're eager to feel my hard cock in your cunt, ain't you?”

“I am,” I groaned, rubbing my breasts against her back. “My pussy is dripping with excitement!”

“Fucking slut,” laughed the biker.

“That's what I am.”

“Yes, you are.” Her hand slipped down over mine, pressing me harder into her crotch. “I'm going to fuck you so hard. I'm going to tear your cunt up and make you howl for mercy.”

I clenched my pussy, my sheath tingling with anticipation. “Do it. I'm your slutty bitch tonight. Use me how you want.”

She revved the engine, then the motorcycle took off, running through the red light and weaving around a car. I whooped at the excitement and the danger. This woman lived. She did what she wanted, took what she wanted, fucked whom she wanted.

And tonight she was going to fuck me.

A few blocks later, she pulled into the parking lot of a rundown bar, Dancing on the Futa's Pole, and parked her bike in a line of twenty or so Harleys. Rock music thudded through the paint-peeling walls of the bar.

She grabbed my hand and pulled me along. My pussy throbbed in my drenched panties, eager for another cum. The music washed over me as we entered, the bar full of sexy, female bikers like the woman that claimed me.

I didn't even know her name. I had sucked her impossible, magical cock but we hadn't so much as even exchanged names.

“Hey, Lilith,” a biker called out, skimpily dressed, a tattoo of a black-winged, naked angel running up her side.

“Zelda,” Lilith said, her hand squeezing my ass—so hot. “This is my bitch for the night.”

“Got a pretty mouth,” laughed Zelda.

“And she knows how to use it,” Lilith grinned, reaching down to cup her bulging crotch. “This little bitch sucked what felt like a gallon of cum out of my futa-cock.”

Zelda smacked my ass, her hand squeezing and digging into my crack. “I bet you just loved that, bitch.”

“I did,” I grinned, licking my lips, searching for any linger trace of that salty treat.

“I can see that.” Zelda hand slid around my hip to grope me between my legs, rubbing my pussy. I shuddered and moaned, loving her delicate touch. “Did you cum in your pants while sucking her off, bitch?”

“So hard,” I groaned, her fingers stroking my labia through my skirt and panties. “I'm drenched.”

“I bet you'll cum if I keep stroking you, bitch.”

“I will. Keep doing it.”

Zelda ripped her hand away and I let out a frustrated moan. “You ain't my bitch. Ask Lilith to make you cum.”

I looked at Lilith and she laughed. “Fucking bitches, always so needy. Looks like I need to give this cutie some quality time.”

Zelda grinned. “You're gonna scream when she fucks you. Lilith's got a cock thicker than the end of the pool stick.”

“Maybe she should get broken in with one of those,” another biker laughed, grabbing a long pool stick from the table. “See how much the fucking bitch can take.”

My pussy throbbed as I dropped my skirt. My silk panties were a sudden mess as I peeled them down, juices trickling down my thighs. A few of the biker's nimble hands grabbed me, rubbing my ass and stroking my pussy.

“On your knees, bitch,” Zelda said, grabbing the pool stick from the other biker's hand. “Prepare to get your cunt torn up.”

I knelt down, wiggling my naked ass. I felt so wild. All these women had cocks bulging their tight jeans and shorts. They all wanted to fuck me. My pussy clenched in eager desire. I needed it. I reached between my thighs, fingering my pussy a few times, showing them just how wet I was.

“Finger that cunt, bitch!”

“Look at the fucking slut go! She's dripping wet. She wants that pool cue shoved up her cunt!”

Their words spurred me to shove a third finger into my pussy, churning them in and out. I didn't care that the floor was filthy, I was just thrilled that all these sexy women with cocks were staring at me, their dicks throbbing hard. Anyone of them could take me and make me submit to their depraved lusts.

“Enough of that,” Zelda laughed, nudging my ass cheek with the pool stick. “Let's see how much you can take, bitch.”

“Fuck, yeah,” I groaned.

“Spread those thighs nice and wide.”

I shifted my knees, spreading my thighs wider apart. My pussy lips parted, revealing my pink tunnel. The round, fat end of the pool stick nudged my vulva, slipping down into my folds, moving closer and closer to my hot hole. The end nudged into my sheath, a tremble shooting through me.

And then she began to push it into my pussy.

I groaned, my back arching as my pussy stretched. It was thicker than I was used to. But she kept pushing as the bikers whooped and whistled. I shuddered in delight as more and more of that thick stick shoved into my pussy. If Lilith was bigger, I would be in heaven. I groaned, my pussy clenching on the stick as she worked it in and out of me.

“What a fucking slut,” Zelda laughed. “Look at her. She's in fucking heaven.”

Zelda twisted the stick inside me and I let out another groan. I pushed my hips back, wanting to feel more of the stick buried into me. The bikers began pulling out their cocks. They were all thick and long, jutting out above shaved pussies. All those hard shafts and wet cunts made my mouth watered as they began to jerk themselves.

I made them hot.

“You like watching my slutty hole take that thick pool stick?” I moaned to the bikers.

“Yes!” they roared back.

“I bet you all want to stick your thick cocks in my cunt.”

“Fuck, yeah!” a biker groaned, her hand flying up and down on her cock. “You'd love my thick stick plumbing your hole.”

Zelda shoved the stick deeper and I moaned, “I would.”

“Yeah, you would!” The biker gasped, and then her cum shot out, arching at me and splattered against my cheek, running hot down to my chin. “You're just a bitch that needs to be covered in cum.”

“I am,” I panted. “Oh, fuck! I need to cum so bad.”

Another biker suddenly knelt before me, seizing my face and shoving her cock into my lips. I sucked her with a hungry passion, eager to find out if her cum tasted any different than Lilith's. The biker's cock hammered my mouth, her wet pussy lips brushing my chin as she slammed her cock down my throat. She grunted and panted, her fingernails digging into my scalp.

And then she flooded my mouth with delicious, creamy cum.

“Drink it, bitch,” the futa-biker muttered as I swallowed her salty load.

She pulled out and a new biker took her place, her cock delicious and salty, precum staining her cute crown. Zelda worked the pool stick in and out faster, my pussy screaming in delight as the pleasure burned through me, mixing with the excitement of being used like a bitch by all these bikers.

I drank more cum down, my pussy squeezing down on the pool stick. I was so close to cumming. I just needed someone to rub my clit and I would cum so hard. The next cock thrust into my mouth, shoving all the way down my throat before she unloaded her cum right into my hungry belly.

“Enough!” Lilith shouted. “It's time for me to break my bitch in properly.”

Zelda yanked the pool stick out of my pussy and I moaned, missing its girth. The cock in my mouth pulled out before she came and Lilith's hands grabbed my neck and hauled me to my feet. I trembled with excitement, my breasts heaving as I looked into her eyes. She was naked, her tits lovely. She ripped my blouse open, buttons popping, and tore my bra off.

Her lips crushed mine, our naked breasts rubbing together as we kissed. She claimed me, thrusting her tongue into my mouth. She kissed with such strength, her soft hands holding me in place as she ravished my mouth.

I was breathless when she broke our kiss. Then she turned me around and shoved me against a rough, wooden table. I bent over, my legs spread and my cunt ready to be fucked. I squirmed my hips, my pussy on fire for her cock.

“Ready, bitch?”

“I am, Lilith! Fuck my cunt! Dump your cum in my slutty hole!”

Lilith entered me.

I groaned as the pleasure roared through me. She was thicker than the end of the pool stick. Her cock stabbed into me, her groin slapping into my ass as she bottomed out. I shuddered, humping my hips back. Her hands roamed my back, the table rocking beneath me. I gripped it, groaning as she tore my cunt apart.

“That's it, bitch!” she grunted. “Take my cock! You fucking love it! Your cunt is so tight! Squeeze it! Fuck!”

“Yes, yes, yes, Lilith!” I moaned, shuddering every time she hammered into me. The pleasure went straight to my core, swelling and growing. “Fuck me! Dump your cum in me!”

I was just the cum-dump for this sexy, futa-biker. She was the more dominant woman. She had made me submit, and she was taking her reward. I loved every second of her passion drilling into me. Her thrust grew harder, her fingers kneading my ass.

“Yes! Oh, yes!” I moaned. “Fuck! My clit! I need something! Touch me, please!”

“Someone help this slut out,” Lilith grunted, her cock burying deeper into me. “Little bitch needs to cum.”

Someone went beneath the table. A warm mouth engulfed my clit. The tongue was pierced, slapping the hard metal into my sensitive nub. I gasped and bucked, sharp sparks of pleasure cascading into the bliss Lilith's cock churned.

“Yes!” My body tensed as my pleasure swelled through me. “Fuck, yes!”

My pussy clenched about Lilith's thrusting cock. My orgasm exploded through my body. I tossed my head, stars dancing before my eyes as the pleasure flooded my body. Lilith grunted, her thrusts became frantic as she savored my cumming pussy.

“That's it, bitch! Massage my cock! Yes, yes!” she grunted. “Here it comes!”

“Cum in me!” I screamed

She buried into me and flooded my pussy with pulse after pulse of her thick cum. I moaned, bliss pumping through my veins as one last wave of pleasure swept through my body. I shuddered, savoring Lilith's cum flooding my hole.

Lilith pulled out, gave my ass a slap, and announced, “Who's fucking this bitch next?”

A lot of women cried out and I grinned, looking over my shoulders at them as Lilith's cum leaked out of me. “Come on, futas, fuck my slutty holes!”

As the next cock sank in, I knew I would be coming back to this bar again. I had never been fucked so hard in my life and I was eager for another go. Who needs limp-dick stock brokers when I could get all the hard cock I needed from a mob of futa bikers?

If you liked this hot read, don't forget to subscribe to Reed James's newsletter to keep up with the latest news, specials, and new releases! You can subscribe here! Read on for previews of other hot reads!


Sneak Preview of “Futa Beach Party”

Bailey parked the car in an empty parking lot, frowning. “Where's all the hung studs, Erika?”

“Give it time,” I shrugged.

“And where the hell do we change?”

I looked around, frowning. There was a shack that was used for changing, but the door was wrapped with yellow tape and a sign hung proclaiming it was out of order. “I guess we just need to strip out here,” I shrugged. “Be quick.”

Bailey eyed me. “Are you wanting another look at my tits? I know they're bigger than yours and you're jealous, but you need to control yourself, girlfriend.”

“Funny,” I laughed even as my eyes drifted down to her tits pressing against her top. It was so obvious she wasn't wearing a bra.

My pussy was itching hard as I ripped off my shorts and panties, reaching over to grab my blue bikini out of the backseat. Bailey was on the other side of the car, doing the same. She was bent over, her naked ass facing me through the car window. Perky and smooth, her shaved pussy lips peaking at me between her thighs, and I could almost see her asshole between her butt-cheeks.

My pussy grew wetter.

I turned away, yanking up my bikini bottoms. I couldn't let my roommate know I was turning into a lesbian and lusting for her body. I didn't like it, and I knew Bailey wouldn't either. There was nothing wrong with being a lesbian, but I wasn't and I knew Bailey wouldn't want to worry about her roommate trying to catch flashes of her round tits and bubbly butt.

“Well, there ain't no studs here,” laughed Bailey, grabbing the case of wine coolers, “but at least the ocean is.”

“Yeah.”

We walked down the stairs to the beach, a cool breeze rolling off the blue waves. It was gorgeous. I inhaled the salty scent of the sea, gulls cawing in the air above us. The sand was soft beneath my bare feet, my toes digging in as I walked. We spread out our towels and dropped down the beer. We really should have brought a cooler.

Guess we'll have to polish them off fast.

I popped a bottle of strawberry wine cooler open, drinking half of the sweet, cold drink. It was refreshing as it flowed down into my stomach. I let out a sigh, then knelt on my towel and grabbed the sunscreen. I didn't hesitate to rub it across my white stomach. I would roast without it.

“You mind getting my back?” I asked my roommate as she sipped at her wine cooler.

“No prob, girlfriend,” she grinned as I tossed the tube of sunscreen to her, my stomach, shoulders, arms, and legs feeling greasy.

I shuddered as Bailey squirted the cold cream on my back. Then her gentle hands worked up and down, kneading it into me. I wanted to groan, to squeeze my eyes closed and enjoy her fingers as they worked the sunscreen into my skin.

She was thorough, her fingers touching every inch of my back, dipping beneath the ties as she moved lower, nearing the waistband of my bikini bottoms. My nipples hardened as I squeezed my thighs together, wondering if she would let her fingers dip done into my bottoms and touch my ass.

“Alright, you look good. Want to do me?”

Hell yeah, I do. “Sure, Bailey,” I said with a shrug, trying to play it cool.

Bailey turned around, her fingers undoing the knots—she had no tan lines on her back. My pussy clenched in delight.

I grabbed the bottle of sunscreen, squirting the greasy, white liquid into my hand, then reached out to touch her sleek, tan back. I worked the milky cream, my clit throbbing in my bottoms. I started on her slim shoulders, moved slowly down. I was patient, working the sunscreen into her skin, wanting to prolong this moment. I don't know what happened, but seeing her tits today had down something to me.

“Well, well, well, what do we have here?” a voice purred.

“Looks like a pair of dykes,” another sultry voice laughed.

My friend and I both started, turning to see about a dozen female bikers crossing the beach to us, dressed in tight, black leather skirts and tops, leaving tattooed and pierced bodies on display. They were all beautiful and sultry, moving with a wild, dangerous grace as they crossed the beach. The closest had a smile on her pierced lips, her arms crossed beneath an impressive bosom that was barely covered by a leather bra.

“Uh, hi,” I said.

“Fuck, Lilith, look at those nipples pressing against her top,” another sexy biker said, stepping up beside the pierced lip woman.

“I think she's excited rubbing her friend's back, Zelda,” Lilith grinned. I shuddered it was such a hungry, sensual smile. My bikini bottom became soaked.

The bikers began to surround us, all looking dangerous and exciting. Each woman was so sexy, my eyes drinking in their cleavage and curvy hips. I had never seen a pack of women more beautiful. They were all like models, only no model could ever be so predatory, like a pride of lionesses.

“What are you sluts doing here?” purred Lilith.

“Just enjoying the beach,” Bailey said, holding her bikini top to her breasts, her cheeks going red.

“That's a problem,” Lilith growled. “You see, this is our beach.” She reached down, grabbing one of our wine coolers, popping off the top and taking a nice, long swig.

“We didn't say you could come here, right?” Zelda asked, then looked around. “I don't recall giving a pair of dykes permission to use our beach.”

“Sorry,” Bailey said. “We'll just be going. Keep the wine coolers and we'll be out of here.”

“Wine coolers ain't enough payment,” laughed Lilith. She took another swig, drained the bottle, then chucked it down the beach. “That ain't near enough for all of us.”

“Well, um, what can we give you?” I asked, still kneeling, looking up at all these sexy woman eyeing us. And that's when I noticed bulges forming on their tight, leather shorts. They all had cocks that were growing hard.

My excitement grew. Sexy women with dicks, it was like the best of both worlds.

If you want to read more, click here for Futa Beach Party (Aphrodite Devils 2)!
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