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Neon signs glowed garishly in the dark night. The city around me was a blur of sights and sounds. This was Las Vegas, baby. I was finally here!
 
    
 
   The city of sin, of lust. The city of sex.
 
    
 
   I wanted it, yes, I wanted it! The bright lights and the electricity that hummed in the air left me hornier than I had been in ages. As I walked down the strip, the vibrations from my heels clicking on the pavement shot straight up to my clit. Just being in this city had me worked up. I hadn’t had sex in months, and I was craving dick – or something else.
 
    
 
   But nothing could happen.
 
    
 
   “Walk a little faster, Lynsey,” my co-worker Rowena said. “We’re going to be late for the cocktail party.”
 
    
 
   I sighed loudly, not even bothering to conceal how uninterested I was. The meetings had been going on from dawn to dusk for the past two days. We hardly got a moment to ourselves. My older co-worker and I had had to play hooky just to go for a short walk. Before, I hadn’t even felt like I was in Vegas.
 
    
 
   When I’d first heard the whole company would be going to Vegas, my mind filled with fantasies about strip clubs and casinos. I wanted to sneak away from my boring coworkers and explore my escalating bicuriosity in the city of sin. 
 
    
 
   For months, I had been thinking of women more and more. I didn’t have a shot at meeting a girl who would actually want me back home, but at least I could pay a stripper for a little fun. I had made myself come countless times dreaming of the soft body that would grind up against my own.
 
    
 
   But after the days full of meetings, I had been too exhausted every day. Having to share a room with Rowena made it even harder to sneak away. I hadn’t broken out any of the tight party dresses that showed off every curve of my young body. I definitely hadn’t had a chance to use any of the lacy lingerie I had picked up especially for this trip.
 
    
 
   Rowena gazed longingly into a casino that we walked by. It was the same kind of gaze that I usually gave her. We worked on the occasional project together back home, but it was only on this trip that we had really bonded. Even though she was probably twice my age, we got along like partners in crime. And worst of all, she was hot. Sharing a room with her was torture.
 
    
 
   The first time I saw her walk into the boardroom all those months ago, she took my breath away. She was tall, at least a head taller than me. And she was gorgeous, with eyes that crinkled in an amused smile. The dark skirt and tight button-down she wore flattered her mature body. Then again, anything would have. Despite her age, she had a curvaceous form any woman would envy.
 
    
 
    “Do we have to go?” I asked. “Can’t we skip this party, too?”
 
    
 
   “Not a chance,” Rowena said. “Our supervisors would definitely notice if we missed the meeting and the party. Plus, it might actually be fun.”
 
    
 
   I pouted. I was still young, and I definitely considered myself hot. I was so tired of being the stuffy businesswoman all the time. Especially as the youngest person in the office, I felt the need to always be on my best behavior. I wanted to have fun, to let loose! That wasn’t going to happen at any company party.
 
    
 
   It would have to happen another time. Tomorrow morning, we were going home.
 
    
 
   The party that night would be more interesting for her than for me. A natural charisma exuded from her every time she spoke, and people fell all over themselves to get to her. We hadn’t talked much about our personal lives, but I knew she had been divorced for a few years. I didn’t think she’d leave the party tonight alone if she didn’t want to.
 
    
 
   “Lynsey?”
 
    
 
   I hadn’t heard what she’d just said. I was too fixated on those dark eyes and perfect lips to listen. Okay, sometimes my eyes strayed to her frame and took in the elegant way she moved across the sidewalk. “What did you say?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “I wanted to know if you have your eye on any hot guys in the company.”
 
    
 
   She herself wasn’t hot. I couldn’t call her that. No, she was more like a work of art. And there was nothing masculine about her. My lips parted slightly as I stared at her perfect face. “Not exactly,” I said.
 
    
 
   I wondered if she ever masturbated. Probably not – that was for humans like me, not angels like her. Did she have sex? Maybe. I was sure she would be an incredible lover. As we walked into the hotel, her in front of me, my eyes lingered on her ass for a little too long.
 
    
 
   This crush was bad news. She was way too old for me, and way too straight. Besides, she was my coworker. Even if I had half a chance, it was a bad idea. The company would definitely frown on it pretty severely. I just needed to wait until I got home. Then I could look for a strip club in town and try to satisfy my curiosity with someone closer to my age.
 
    
 
   Still, I dressed up a little bit for the cocktail party that night. It was the closest I would come to clubbing in Vegas, so I put on a slinky red dress that clung to my curves in all the right ways. It wasn’t short and revealing like the dresses I’d been hoping to wear that week, but for something that was work-appropriate, I looked damn good in it.
 
    
 
   Rowena and I went together from our room to the hotel’s ballroom. Mingling soon drove us apart, and I chatted with people from all different parts of the company. With a glass of champagne in my hand, I talked to people I knew and some that I didn’t.
 
    
 
   Just when I was yawning with boredom, her familiar face appeared beside me again. The smile she wore was a new one, and I wondered if the alcohol had loosened her inhibitions a little. Those eyes I had stared into before were now burning into mine, then they swept me up and down. It almost looked like she was checking out my body in the red dress. 
 
    
 
   No, that couldn’t be. She was another woman, my coworker, twice my age – she wouldn’t be interested in me. I must have read the signs wrong.
 
    
 
   “So, you wish you could have gone wilder this week, Lynsey?” she asked.
 
    
 
   The glass of champagne shook in my hand. I had said as much during our conversation outside, but she hadn’t commented much on it. Now she seemed to want to hear more about the dirty things I had been hoping to do.
 
    
 
   I took a step back involuntarily, but Rowena took one toward me to make up for it. I took another step, and she did the same thing. We were at the edge of the room now. No one else could hear us.
 
    
 
   “It’s okay,” I said.
 
    
 
   “What do you mean?” That gorgeous face looked amused again. 
 
    
 
   “I thought it would be a little more exciting. I thought I might have the chance to go out a little. But it’s no big deal.” Damn it, I shouldn’t have said that to my coworker! I sounded so stupid! What was wrong with me?
 
    
 
   Her expression didn’t change, though. If anything, she just looked more amused. “Nightclubs?” she asked.
 
    
 
   I took a long sip of champagne. “I was hoping for the strip clubs,” I admitted.
 
    
 
   One perfect eyebrow arched. “Why is that?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know. It seems wild and crazy. I’ve never been to one before.”
 
    
 
   She laughed now, that beautiful face even more so with the brilliant smile that came over it. “Male strip clubs, or female?”
 
    
 
   Maybe I shouldn’t have said anything, but I was feeling a little bit bold. And she did ask. “Male would be fine, of course,” I murmured. “But that’s old news. What I’m really curious about is the females.”
 
    
 
   Leaning in, she touched my shoulder. Electricity sparked from the place where her skin met mine. “I have an idea,” she whispered in my ear. “We’ll set up our own strip club in our room later.”
 
    
 
   “What? What do you mean?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “You’re going to give me a lap dance.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened and my breath caught in my throat. Maybe I had misheard her, I thought. But as I looked at her, the way she waited for my response with her eyes sweeping over my curvy body, I knew I had heard correctly.
 
    
 
   She had to be joking around. It would just be for fun. Straight girls did that kind of thing. She was clearly perfectly straight. There were no gay vibes coming off her, as much as I wanted there to be.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know,” I said. 
 
    
 
   “No problem,” she told me. “But if you want to, I’ll come up in about an hour.” She moved by me, her arm brushing mine as she returned to the party. “I hope to see you there.”
 
    
 
   Again I watched her ass move away in that skirt that she wore. She was so hot. This was so crazy. 
 
    
 
   I had to do it.
 
    
 
   Back in the room, I took a long bath and shaved everything. I lingered in the tub with fragrant bath salts and fruity shampoo. Every part of my body was already tingling with anticipation. My wildest dream might be coming true!
 
    
 
   I lay back in the tub and slipped one hand between my thighs. If there was any chance that she wanted me... that Rowena wanted to fuck me... My hand moved there, rubbing my clit in long and rhythmic strokes. The water splashed around me as I worked my clit faster and faster. Finally I seized up, my whole body rushed with pleasure. Rowena!
 
    
 
   After, I relaxed against the tub. My hair dripped down behind my neck and my hand lingered between my legs. I hadn’t meant to make myself come. I was just so worked up at the thought of her.
 
    
 
   In all the time we had known each other, I hadn’t even allowed myself to fantasize about her. She was so obviously straight, and I didn’t want to set myself up for disappointment. Now this lap dance suggestion was confusing everything I thought I knew.
 
    
 
   When I was sure the party was over, I climbed out of the tub. I dried myself off. I put on the frilly, lacy black underwear set I had bought. The slutty party dress, I put on over it.
 
    
 
   And, my heart pounding, I waited for her to return.
 
    
 
   The hour went by so slowly it was nearly painful. It was probably normal speed, but the situation wasn’t normal. I might be about to touch another woman for the very first time. And not just any woman, either. It would be the gloriously hot woman I never thought I had a chance with!
 
    
 
   When the key buzzed in the door, I was fixing my hair one more time in the mirror. 
 
    
 
   “You look incredible,” Rowena said as she came in.
 
    
 
   She looked incredible, too. I couldn’t believe that a woman like that wanted anything to do with me. And yet, here we were.
 
    
 
   The room had a floor-to-ceiling window that looked out on the bright city below. I was staring at it when Rowena placed another glass of champagne in my hand. “To Vegas,” she said.
 
    
 
   “To Vegas.”
 
    
 
   I was going to have the wild time I had wanted in Vegas, after all. It was going to be even wilder than I had expected. All those people crawling the Strip out there had nothing on what I was about to do. Me giving a lap dance to another woman. Was this really happening?
 
    
 
   I reached out to touch Rowena, but now it was her that took a step away. She seated herself in a beige armchair and put her hands on the armrests. “Are you willing to give me a lap dance, Lynsey?”
 
    
 
   I was as ready as I would ever be. “Yes,” I said.
 
    
 
   Never in my life had I given a lap dance. It couldn’t be that hard, could it? I walked over to her in my heels and leaned in to let her get a good look at my ample cleavage. The stuffy businesswoman was gone now. I was a sexual being, and tonight I was going to let her out!
 
    
 
   Rowena made a sound of appreciation at the sight of the deep cleft. I shook my breasts in her beautiful face, jiggling them together. She stared with longing at the soft flesh, but she didn’t make a move. This wasn’t just for fun. A straight woman wouldn’t be looking at them like that.
 
    
 
   I jiggled my breasts harder, knowing their ripple had a hypnotic effect on men. A woman like Rowena had to be the same. I wanted to do whatever it would take to turn my sexy coworker on.
 
    
 
   Next, I pulled back and turned around to let her see my ass. In the short dress I wore, not much of my booty was left to the imagination. I pulled it up slightly, letting her catch a glimpse of my lacy black panties. Then I turned halfway back and covered my mouth with an “oops!” while pulling the skirt back down. The champagne in my glass nearly splashed on the floor, and I took a long drink.
 
    
 
   Rowena’s eyes were glued to me. Despite the orgasm I had had earlier, my panties were already getting wet again. Showing off for her was getting me all hot. No one had ever appreciated my body like this.
 
    
 
   I turned forward again and set my champagne glass on the coffee table in front of me. Hands on the table, I leaned forward until she could see my full ass in my panties. It was big and round, and men adored it. From the low groan Rowena let out, I could tell she was no different. She might have been the one who had told me to give her a lap dance, but right now she was the one who was in my power.
 
    
 
   Backing up a little, I let my ass graze over her crotch for a brief moment. I rubbed against it, half-expecting to feel something there growing hard. There was nothing there, I remembered. She was a woman just like me.
 
    
 
   Her voice was hoarse when she spoke. “Take off that dress.” 
 
    
 
   I shimmied out of it, taking my time. I watched her face as I eased the straps off my shoulders and down my chest. “Oops!” I pulled it back up, covering up my bra again, and she nearly growled in frustration.
 
    
 
   Torturing her was turning me on. I turned and pulled the dress further up, showing her my entire ass and even pulling the black panties down a little bit. “Oops!” I covered everything up. 
 
    
 
   She reached out for me, trying to pull the dress off me. I wouldn’t let her have it, wouldn’t let her have it.
 
    
 
   And then, with a satisfying rip, she tore it off my curvy frame. I stood before her in my lacy black underwear. My nipples were hard little pebbles under my bra, and my pussy dripped with wetness. This woman turned me on more than anything I had ever known.
 
    
 
   “Dance for me a little more,” she said.
 
    
 
   I twirled around for her, showing off my young body and my sexy underwear. She didn’t seem to want to restrain herself anymore. Her hands were all over me, claiming my smooth skin and squeezing the soft curves. It only took a moment for my bra to come off, too. She stared lustfully at my breasts.
 
    
 
   Putting my hands on the back of the chair, I put her head between them and jiggled them in her face. Her groans were loud and muffled. She reached for my pussy and ran her finger just once over my clit. My own cry was one of frustration when she took that finger away.
 
    
 
   “You like to tease, do you?” she said in a low tone.
 
    
 
   “I do.”
 
    
 
   She smiled, and I could see the lust in her eyes. I threw my arms around her and kissed her with all the passion that had been building up in me.
 
    
 
   I was in her arms and she pushed me toward the bed, seeming as eager as I was to finish taking off my clothes. I was desperate to get my hands on her perfect body, but I had to ask her something first.
 
    
 
   “Why did you ask me for a lap dance?” I asked. “How did you know that I wanted you?”
 
    
 
   She straddled me, her delicate hands pinning me down. “You’ve been looking at me since I met you,” she said. “I could tell you liked me looking at you, too. Sharing a room with you has been driving me out of my mind.”
 
    
 
   She was saying all the things I had wanted so desperately to hear. “I want you,” I breathed. “Oh, fuck, I want you.”
 
    
 
   In one fluid movement she pulled her dress over her head. She was wearing matching underwear too, these ones red and frilly, and she moaned as I pushed my head into the cleft between her breasts and her bra.
 
    
 
   “You want me?” she said. “What do you want from me?”
 
    
 
   “I want you to lick me all over,” I told her, panting. “And then for me to do the same to you.”
 
    
 
   She set her mouth on each of my nipples for a long moment, driving me wild with her talented tongue, before growling at me again. “Is that all you want?”
 
    
 
   “What else?”
 
    
 
   “I want to fuck you so hard you forget about men,” she said, looking up at me from my chest with an expression that sent tingles all through my body. “I’m going to shatter your world with the orgasms I’m going to give you.”
 
    
 
   Her mouth came down on my nipples again and I moaned and squirmed as she teased them. My pussy was wetter than it had ever been. I had never been this turned on in my life. I couldn’t believe Rowena wanted me the same way I wanted her. After hearing those dirty words come out of her perfect mouth, I craved her even more now.
 
    
 
   A finger teased at my opening, then moved up to stroke my clit. I gazed into Rowena’s beautiful face, gasping. “What do you say, Lynsey?” she asked. “Do you want me to finger you?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I moaned.
 
    
 
   In the space of a second, she was on top of me. I sucked in a breath as she parted my legs and pressed two fingers up against my dripping pussy. And then, as she moved them into me in one long, magnificent thrust, I dropped back against the bed and cried out with desperate need. She was inside me now, and feeling her small fingers inside my pussy felt better than anything I could ever have imagined.
 
    
 
   This wasn’t just fingering. What she was doing to me felt better than anything anyone else had ever done to me. With her fingers inside my pussy, my whole body was lit up with ecstasy. 
 
    
 
   “Do you like that?” she asked, her breath hot on my ear. “Do you like feeling my fingers inside of you?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, yes,” I moaned. 
 
    
 
   “Do you want my tongue?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, yes! Go down on me!”
 
    
 
   Gripping my waist, she lowered herself and began to lick me in earnest. Her tongue was warm on my clit, and every thrust of her fingers inside me sent sparks shooting from my core outwards. Looking at her pretty face buried between my legs turned me on even more.
 
    
 
   “That feels so good,” I moaned, my fingernails digging into her back. “So, so good!”
 
    
 
   She moved down to the bed so that she was under me, and I climbed eagerly on top of her. From that position, I could lick her pussy too. I cried out as one of her hands found my breasts, the other still deep inside my pussy and her tongue on my clit. She squirmed against the mattress as I searched her slit and found the spot to make her moan. Being with another woman for the first time was incredible.
 
    
 
   Her teeth dug into my thigh, and I screamed a little louder. I reached down to cup her breasts, hoping I could make her feel as good as she was making me feel. My body was on fire. Sex with men had never felt like this before. It was good, so good.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to come,” I moaned, clutching the pillow and feeling my body tense up.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to come, too.” Her voice was raspy. “I’m going to come at the same time as you. Do you want that?”
 
    
 
   I moaned loudly. It was so hot, and I wanted it so badly. “Yes,” I yelled out. “Come with me!”
 
    
 
   A second later I felt her shake under me. My own pussy contracted around her fingers and my whole body seized as she pumped me with her hand. She stroked my clit with her tongue even as she continued to come, and I did the same. My orgasm fed off her, her off mine, and the mutual climax went on and on and on.
 
    
 
   Finally we fell against the sheets, sweaty and tangled up in each other. “Do you need to rest?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Not really. Do you?”
 
    
 
   “I wouldn’t mind doing what we just did again. But I want to be on top this time.”
 
    
 
   “I think I can handle that…”
 
    
 
   We were up all night exploring each other’s bodies in every way possible. There were so many things to do with another woman, and I wanted to try all of them. With Rowena as my teacher, I was an eager student.
 
    
 
   The next morning, we nearly missed our flight home. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other long enough to get ready. We did make it, although we couldn’t wait until we landed to keep going. Our “quickie” in the bathroom ended up lasting almost the entire flight.
 
    
 
   The sex we had only got hotter as time passed. More than that, I found that we enjoyed talking to each other. We had a lot in common, and we got along like old friends. When she gave me a glittering diamond ring, I said “yes” with tears pouring down my face.
 
    
 
   That night I gave her another lap dance, my soft curves driving her out of her mind. She had done what she said she would: she made me forget about men. I didn’t need anything but her.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Thank you for reading Coming For My Coworker!
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed it, you’ll love these other lesbian fantasies.
 
    
 
   Available through Kindle Unlimited:
 
   Lick Me There 
 
   Zinnia and Maryam are the perfect lesbian couple. They share secrets, hold hands, and cuddle up together for hours. The only problem is, Maryam is straight. Zinnia tries to date other girls, but she knows it will never work. She's in love with Maryam. The only solution is to move to the Australian outback, spend months training under an expert hypnotist, and bewitch her straight best friend into loving her!
 
   For Women Only
 
   Working at a rub-and-tug massage parlor is no fun, especially when you’re a lesbian. It’s been a long time since I’ve had a pretty woman naked and moaning in front of me, on or off the massage table.  When a gorgeous younger woman comes in for a massage, I’m not sure what kind of service she wants. Turns out she wants to get what the men get – and to do the same back to me! 
 
    
 
   Riding Her 
 
   As a club bitch with the Gunslingers Motorcycle Club, I was expected to service any member who wanted me. It wasn't a bad deal, when I got food and shelter for free in return. Plus, those rough, hard-bodied bikers were hot! Then the club admitted a woman biker. Even though it wasn't exactly traditional, they said it was okay because she liked girls as much as guys do. I didn't agree with it at all - especially when I was asked to service her, too! Luckily, I caught on pretty quickly... 
 
    
 
   Bloody Good
 
   Lori doesn't want to be at a gay club. Her friend dragged her out to party, but she would rather be at home with her vibrator. Another night, she might have tried to find a hot girl for a little fun, but right now she's expecting her period to come at any moment. 
 
   
Then a beautiful stranger catches her eye. She doesn't know why, but the woman is absolutely irresistible. She goes home with her, hoping against hope that her cycle will wait until the morning. 

What she doesn't know is that the gorgeous stranger is actually an immortal creature - and that her cycle is the reason she chose her to take home with her. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



Not available through Kindle Unlimited:
 
   My Daughter’s Best Friend 
 
   I was drunk. That's my only excuse. I drank too much wine, and then I slipped my number to a younger woman at my daughter's twenty-fifth birthday party. What can I say? My husband cheats, so I think it's okay if I do, too. It's been so long since I've been with a woman, and when I saw this girl, I just couldn't resist. Then my daughter pointed out that the girl, that super-hot girl, was her childhood best friend. Oops. 
 
    
 
   My Daughter’s Roommate
 
   After one steaming hot experience with a much younger woman, I was ready to become a lesbian cougar for real. The first step was divorcing my husband. I went to visit my daughter at college to give her the hard news. But she was out, and her roommate, a sexy young law student, was in. She was more than willing to help me out with my cougar dreams... 
 
    
 
   My Daughter’s Boss 
 
   Life as a just-divorced cougar was shaping up to be amazing. Free of my cheating husband, I had my pick of any young woman I wanted. One thing was holding me back: My daughter had graduated and moved in with me. I couldn't bring women back to my place when I had a daughter the same age as them the next bedroom over! As much as I loved my daughter, she needed to get a job and move out. She had one interview after another, but nothing was happening. When one law firm seemed to be hesitating on hiring her, I decided to help her out a little bit by going in to see the hiring manager... 
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