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Naughty Excerpt from “Passion's Pose”

The silk of the robe felt wonderful on my naked skin, particularly my nipples. They both hardened the instant I pulled the cool cloth across my body. That wonderful tingle raced through my body straight down to my pussy. I was ready for the fun to begin.

I stood behind a changing screen in the corner of the art studio. A lingering scent of paint thinner filled the air. I breathed it in as I waited. Doors opened, footsteps echoed through the room as the students arrived. I bit my lip.

It was such a long wait for this class. Ever since I left Septima's office last night, I had been so excited for this. To seduce a student and have a hot threesome with her and her professor. It was so wicked. If I was a professor, I knew I would fall in love with so many of my students.

I squirmed my thighs together. I was so ready for this. I was shaved and perfumed. I had my hair styled. I rode the filthy bus to keep my hair looking perfect. I wanted to be beautiful for Clarissa. I wanted to seduce her just with my pose.

It would be sensual.

The students talked. Easel's clattered. The sounds excited me, building the anticipation of my reveal. I ran my hands up and down the silk robe, pressing it into my skin. I bit my lip to stifle my moan. My heart beat faster. The talking buzzed louder.

Why wasn't Septima calling me out? What was taking so long? I was ready to go out there and show my fine body, to seduce Clarissa.

I hated waiting. Patience was fine for a seduction. It was necessary for a seduction. You had to wait for the right moment to awaken the desire in the person you were wooing. It was a magical moment when you found that perfect moment to lure her into passion.

Outside of seduction, I had no patience. It was why I had motorcycle. The freedom to race down the street, to go where I wanted when I wanted. Waiting sucked. My bare toes twitched against the linoleum.

“Okay, class,” Septima said. “Our model is behind the screen. She is eager to expose her beauty for you. Today, we will be capturing femininity. It is a spectrum. It covers such a wide variety. And capturing it is something magical. You are immortalizing it. You are creating something new to enrich the world.

“Now, let's all welcome Aurora.”

I let my hips sway as I stepped out from behind the screen. The students sat on stools before their easels. There were seven of them, five women and two men, their eyes fixed on me. I scanned them, searching for Clarissa. She stood out. Fresh-faced, innocent, a nervous gleam in her blue eyes. They seemed so large, so virginal. Her face delicate. Her pink lips pursed as she stared at me. Her blonde curls completed the look.

Today, I would show her a whole new world of delight.

I gave her a slow smile as I strolled to the divan. It sat on a small platform. The students formed a half-circle facing it. Her breathing quickened. She wore a plain shirt. Two points rose on her blouse as I sauntered past her. Color blossomed in her cheeks.

I gave her a slow wink, and then I strutted into the center. I felt her eyes on me. Septima waited beside the dais in a purple, ruffled blouse, with a plunging neckline showing off that delectable cleavage of hers. Her smile grew, her eyes lighting up. She gave me a subtle nod.

Like Clarissa, she was nipplely.

I reached the platform and ascended. I looked over my shoulder at Clarissa as I undid the ties of my robe. She stared at me like a deer, in shock, not sure what to expect but unable to look away. So young. Just into adulthood.

I let the robe drop, unveiling my naked back and ass. She shifted and swallowed. My smile grew, and rotated my hips. I hoped she appreciated it. I felt all their eyes, hers in particular, as I moved to the divan and stretched out on it. I spread my legs wide, my arms resting over my head as I leaned back. My breasts arched as I exposed everything to their gaze. I could feel my sex open. Pink, glistening beauty.

“Let her femininity inspire you,” Septima purred, walking past me, her hips shaking in her black skirt. It clung to that glorious, Latina ass. Her heels clicked as she passed Clarissa, her hand trailing across her arm. “Immortalize her.”

I fixed my eyes on Clarissa. She still sat rigid. I gave her a sultry smile, drinking in those delicious, blue eyes. She was so innocent. I just wanted to rush over there and hug her, soothe her, and tell her it would be wonderful when we made love.

My heart beat faster.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Chapter One: Want Ads

“What are you doing with a newspaper?” I asked when my friend patted naked to my bed, the paper clutched in her hand.

“It's been two weeks since you lost your job at Gamahuche,” answered Ruth, her plain face fixing me a grin.

She was my best friend and sometimes my lover. Like right now. Ever since her affair with a married woman ended, she had been coming around to my place for comfort. She had spent a passionate night with me. We started out watching terrible B-movies which somehow ended up with us in my bed using vibrators on each other.

“And what does a newspaper have to do with it?” I asked.

Ruth gave me a very Jewish-mother look. She was good at it, what with her being Jewish. “Aurora, you can't mooch off of me to pay your bills and feed you. I have bills to pay, too.”

“I haven't mooched.”

“I paid your electric bill.”

“Well, how else could we use my powerful massagers? They don't run on batteries.”

“And your cable bill.”

“You don't want to use all your data on your smart phone so you want to use my WiFi.” I gave her a smirk as I sat up, the sheets falling off my naked breasts.

Her eyes followed the movement, locking on my round, perky breasts, the right tattooed with a snake that coiled about my lush mound, his tongue flicking at my pink, pierced nipple. My left nipple was unadorned.

I liked to be different.

“Aurora,” she sighed. “Come on. You need to have another job. I can't believe you walked out in the middle of your shift.”

My heart ached. “Penny was a wonderful woman.”

“Penelope,” she corrected absently.

“I loved her.”

“She was married, and you had one night with her and haven't seen her since.”

I fell back on my bed. “It was worth it.” I smiled, remembering the wild ride on my motorcycle that ended at the beach. We had loved each other that night. My hands rubbed my belly as a sensuous itch formed between my thighs. My pussy begged to be touched and stroked.

“Come to bed and finger me,” I moaned.

“Will you look through the classifieds and find something?” she asked.

“Yes.” I humped my hips. A vibrator, trapped in the sheets after we crashed last night, rolled into my hip. “Please, please, please come finger me. I'm so horny.”

“That's your problem. You get horny so easy, and your pussy makes the stupidest decisions.”

“It is never stupid to follow your heart.” I always did. I fell in love so often. I savored the surge of excitement at seeing a new, beautiful woman to love. That wonderful, pounding beat of my heart that always surged through me. The seduction. The kisses. And the sex.

Nothing was better than making-love to your heart's desire.

But I never stayed in love long. My heart always found a new woman to love, a new flower to sup at. I liked to think of myself as a butterfly flitting from flower to flower, loving her and then moving on to the next.

But sometimes I wished I would stay at one flower. What would that be like?

Ruth flopping on my bed brought me out of my fantasy. Her pillowy breasts bounced. She groaned and dug the vibrator out from beneath her back. She gave it a dirty look and dropped it onto the floor before snuggling up to me.

“Read,” she said.

I took the paper as her hand went to my belly. I grinned as she stroked me, her fingers dragging across my skin. I squirmed, the juices flowing and staining my thighs. I spread them as her fingers reached my shaved pudenda. She caressed me before her fingers dipped between my thighs.

“Mmm, yes, touch me.”

“Read,” she said, her fingers stopping short of my pussy. “Or no fingering.”

“Fine,” I groused and flipped through the classifieds until I found the want ads. “Let's see. I could be a welder.”

“You'd burn the place down.”

I giggled as her fingers caressed my pussy. They danced up and down my slit. I groaned and rustled the paper. “I am very good at fixing cars. I could be a welder.”

“Nope, you'd burn the place down.” Ruth's fingers were so lithe. She cuddled against me, her breasts rubbing on my side, her face pushing my red hair aside so she could nibble on my ear. “Keep looking.”

“An oral hygienist.”

“You need to go to school for that.”

“Shame, I've been told my oral is good.”

Ruth giggled and slipped a pair of fingers into my pussy. “Yes, I can attest to that.”

I groaned, her wonderful fingers sliding in and out of my juicy depths. Her thumb pushed up through my folds and found my hard clit. My toes curled as she rubbed the sensitive nub. My nipples ached, and I let out a moan.

She was good. Ruth may not be a traditionally attractive girl—she was plain, a little mousy and on the chubby side—but she was a fantastic lover. She knew how to make a woman gasp and moan and cum so hard.

Her fingers pumped in and out of me, churning me. The newspaper crinkled in my hands as I let out a wonderful sigh. I squirmed on the bed, humping against her pumping fingers as the pleasure swelled in me.

“Keep reading,” she whispered. “Or no cumming for you.”

“Oh, you are such a mean woman.”

“I know.” She nipped my ear and slid a third finger into my pussy.

I gasped, loving how she stretched my pussy. I stared at the want ads, seeing jobs advertised that I had no hope of fulfilling or jobs I really didn't want to take. Landscaping did not sound fun, and I didn't want to work at another fast food restaurant.

I just wanted to enjoy her fingers pumping in and out of my pussy, teasing my flesh. The pleasure swelled in my core. I groaned and arched my back. My breasts jiggled, brushing the newspaper. And her thumb...

What a wonderful thumb. It rubbed at my clit. It teased and caressed it, giving me just the right amount of stimulation. My pussy clenched over and over on her probing fingers as my body undulated and turned.

“I could be...a...a...secretary,” I panted. “They're hiring at McClintock & Associates Accounting. But that sounds boring.”

“Nope, I don't care how boring it sounds,” Ruth said. “You're filling out a resume and sending it in,”

I pouted at her.

“If you say yes, you'll get to cum.”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Even if it is so boring. Yes, yes, yes. Let me cum.”

“Keep looking. One isn't enough. You have to find other prospects.”

My eyes stopped at the next ad: “Looking for attractive female model, comfortable naked, for college art class. Pay $100 per class. Contact Professor Septima Ruiz, 253-555-9817, ext 731.”

“Ooh, I can pose nude for an art class. It's $100 bucks per class.” My pussy clenched. “Septima. What a pretty name.”

“You just want to seduce a college professor,” Ruth moaned, her fingers pumping so deep into me.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned. “Oh, yes. I want to. I want to do this.”

“Fine, but you're sending in your resume to the boring place.”

“Yes,” I agreed with a low moan. “Yes, yes, yes.”

“Then cum, you wicked slut.”

I turned my head and kissed Ruth hard on the mouth. My pussy clenched on her wonderful fingers. Her thumb rubbed hard on my clit. The pleasure burned hot through me. I bucked and trembled as my climax filled my body with bliss.

The newspaper crumpled and tore as I bucked. I let go of the shreds and turned, embracing Ruth. I rolled on top of her, our breasts pressing together as her fingers pumped so deep into me, keeping the bliss of my orgasm shooting through me.

I broke the kiss and grinned at her. “I bet your pussy is dripping.”

“Yes,” she moaned as I slid down her body. I squeezed her larger tits, her nipples so hard. I sucked on the left, nipping. “But you are turning in that resume, Aurora. No amount of sex will dissuade me.”

“I will,” I moaned and moved lower. “Thanks for being such a great friend.”

“You would be hopeless without me,” Ruth groaned as I buried my face between her tits. “Just lost.”

“Probably,” I moaned as I played with her lush mounds.


Chapter Two: Naughty Professor

Ruth made me turn in resumes to the accounting firm, plus two others, before she let me call Professor Septima. Of course, it was a Saturday, so I got her answering machine. I left her a message and then forgot all about her.

It was only on Monday, when I was hanging out at the Tavern on the Ave, my favorite bar, when my phone rang. Samir, my good friend, was a Saudi Arab who liked slumming it with us poor people. His father was filthy rich. Samir was so rich, he bet me $10,000 last New Years Eve that I couldn't seduce a hundred straight women before the next New Years. So far, I had forty-five. Not bad considering the end of June loomed. I would have to step up my seduction.

But I enjoyed seducing straight women.

“Only forty-five,” Samir laughed. “I'm going to get your bike.”

I rolled my eyes.

“She has that look, Samir,” Deshawna, his girlfriend, laughed, her ebony arm thrown over Samir's shoulders. “She's going to do it.”

“Not at the rate she's going,” he laughed, taking a drink of his beer.

“You're not getting my bike,” I said as my phone vibrated in the back pocket of my jeans.

I pulled it out and frowned at the number. “Hello?”

“Is this Aurora Hayes,” a woman asked with a slight, Hispanic accent.

“Yes?” I asked, my voice neutral.

“I'm Septima Ruiz. You applied to be a model for my art class.”

“Oh, yes,” I smiled. “It sounds fun.”

“Could you come down to my office at three today. I would love to meet you and see if you fit.”

“You mean, you want me to strip naked and see how hot I am?” I laughed.

I could feel the woman's blush over the phone. Samir and Deshawna both gave me expectant looks. I winked at them as Septima gathered herself. “Well, I just need to make sure you're comfortable with your skin and that you can hold a pose.”

“I used to be a stripper. I don't have a problem baring all.” I licked my lips. “I'll be there at three. Where at?”

“Tacoma Community College, building 23, room 413,” she answered.

“Gotcha,” I said. “Well, Professor, I look forward to stripping naked in your office. I hope I'll leave you satisfied.”

Deshawna gave a wicked giggle and mouthed, “Slut.”

I winked at her.

“Er, okay,” Septima said. “Three o'clock.”

“Yep,” I nodded.

“Another pair of panties to add to your collection?” Samir asked, a smile on his dark lips.

“Maybe. It's also a job.” I grabbed my burger and took a huge bite of it. They had the best burgers here. I loved the pub. It had a dark ascetic, not bright and garish like a lot of the lesbian bars, but moody and old-fashioned.

“That'll get Ruth off your ass.”

“Hopefully,” I nodded to Samir. “Of course, she can ride my ass all she wants. She knows how to use a strap-on.”

It was a great lunch. I lingered over the burger and beer while flashing smiles at Goldie, the barmaid. She had such wonderful, honey-brown hair. I was pretty sure I had seduced her once. I had dim memories of her being angry at me for a month or longer over it. Samir and Deshawna left, but not before he paid for the food and drinks.

I had such great friends.

I went for a ride after I ate. I only had one beer, so I was fine. I roared my Honda Interceptor around Tacoma. It was my pride and joy. I would not loose my motorcycle to Samir. He would give me $10,000. So I hoped Septima was straight.

She could be my forty-sixth pair of panties. That was how I was keeping track of the bet. I took a pair of panties from each woman I seduced. I had a box full of them at my loft. As I rode, I remembered that delectable Maria, or was her name Mary, I had on Friday. She was selling magazines so I invited her inside my loft. It took a little persuading, but she dropped her panties for me and discovered just how much better a woman was at eating pussy than a guy.

As three o'clock neared, I headed for Tacoma Community College. It occupied a huge block between 19th and 12th Streets, and Mildred Avenue and Orchard Street. I found a place to park and wandered through campus hunting for building 23. It took me ten minutes, but I found it, a large, brownstone building, five stories tall. The buildings of TCC were eclectic. None looked the same, like the college had expanded haphazardly and never bothered to keep a unified style.

I passed the other students bustling about their business. There were a lot more older students then I expected. I never went to college, so I always imagined it was fresh-faced youths, but there were as many middle-aged moms and grizzled grandfathers roaming the halls as eighteen-year-olds. At twenty-three, I wasn't the oldest person I saw.

Maybe there were more older students because it was a community college?

I rode the elevator up to the fourth floor of building 23 and wandered down the halls, my boots thudding on the linoleum. I found a hallway with lots of small offices, each with the name of a professor and their department. I counted down them and found 413, Professor Septima Ruiz, Art Department.

I rapped smartly on the door.

“Come in,” the same, Latina voice I spoke with on the phone answered.

I twisted the doorknob and strolled on through, my hair bouncing about my shoulders. I strutted in my tight jeans and belly shirt. It was a warm, June day and I didn't need to wear a jacket as I rode. Summer had begun, and I was looking to have fun.

“You must be Aurora,” Professor Septima smiled as she rose from behind her desk. She wore a gray, silk blouse, the top few buttons undone, showing off a hint of her golden-brown cleavage. She had an impressive chest, the cut of her blouse molding to her breasts. Her wavy-brown hair fell about a hungry face, her eyes flicking up and down my body.

I smiled at the interest burning in her depths.

Her curves continued with a nice set of hips her that dark-gray skirt clung to. She was a gorgeous woman, just hitting her late thirties or early forties, ripe and lush. My smile grew as my eyes roamed her body.

“Well, you are just like you sounded on the phone, bold and beautiful.”

“Thank you, Professor,” I nodded, my eyes turning from her to examine her small office.

There was a single bookshelf covered in what else—books. They appeared to be on art. My eyes flicked past them to the rest of the walls. They were covered with drawings of women's pussies in all manner of styles. Realistic paintings, watercolors, pencil, charcoal. Some were abstract, others captured even the small drops of excitement beading on a pink labia. Every pussy looked different, some tight, virginal slits others mature, well-used cunts with thick labia perfect for sucking on. There were even paintings of flowers designed to look like hot pussy.

“Well, I can see what you like to paint,” I grinned. “Is my snatch going to grace your walls?”

“Maybe,” she answered. “I do love to draw the most feminine art I can, capturing a woman's beauty in as many diverse forms as possible.

Her eyes were hungry on mine. She had a wedding ring glinting on her finger and a picture of her with a middle-age, Hispanic man. Married, but she was clearly into women. A part of me was disappointed. She wouldn't be number forty-six.

Another part of me was thrilled. I would have fun today.

“So, you want me to strip now or after the interview?”

She licked her lush lips. “Oh, if you're comfortable stripping now, don't let me stop you.”

I gave her a wink as she settled behind her desk. Her chair creaked as she crossed her legs. I hoped she had a hot cunt. Her cheeks had a crimson hue suffusing her golden flesh, and her breasts rose and fell faster.

She wanted me.

So I teased her. My fingers grabbed the hem of my belly shirt. I pulled it up slowly, letting the fabric roll up my ribs to my breasts. I tugged it up, working it over my bra, exposing myself as slowly as possible. She watched with rapt attention, her tongue flicking out and caressing her lips.

And then my shirt was over my head and discarded. I bent down and pulled off my boots, my breasts dangling in my black bra. I took that off next. She held her breath as I unhooked my bra and slid the straps off my shoulders and down my arms.

“Oh, lovely,” she moaned as she saw my naked tits revealed, my dusky nipples hard. “Your piercing and tattoo will be lovely additions for my students to draw.”

“How many students?” I asked.

“There are seven enrolled,” she answered. “I met them today. Summer classes just started. All eager to draw the nude, feminine form.”

“That's all your teaching?”

“For this class.” She licked her lips as my hands slid down to my jeans.

“I like the sound of it,” I purred as I unsnapped my jeans.

I wiggled them down my hips, leaving me in a black thong. Feeling naughty, I turned and did a booty shake, like I would when stripping, then ripped my panties down my legs, revealing my ass and pussy peeking out between my thighs.

I hoped she saw how wet I was.

“Well, you weren't kidding about being a stripper,” she purred as my hips undulated. “Such natural grace and self confidence with your naked body.”

“I am completely comfortable in my skin,” I said, perching on the edge of her desk and twisting around to look at her. I leaned back, letting the profile of my breast arch above me.

Her greedy eyes stared at my breasts and the barbell nipple piercing. Her chair squirmed and shifted. I could feel the excitement bleeding out of her. She wanted me so badly. She wanted to pounce on me right now. I could feel the hunger in her.

“How often do you fuck your models?” I asked.

Her smile grew fixed. “Excuse me?”

“I see how you look at me. You have that wedding ring on your finger and a picture of hubby, but how often do you get wild with your models? Do you like licking their pussies? I bet you do. I can tell from your collection.” I turned on the desk, my right leg sweeping high over here head. I shifted, now sitting before her, my pussy faced right at her. “I can tell how much you love cunt. Do I have a pretty cunt?”

“Oh, yes,” she moaned, staring with naked lust at my exposed sex. “If I can enjoy the model, I do. I love it. It's so wicked to indulge.”

“And your husband has no idea?”

“He doesn't care,” she answered. “He lets me indulge in my bisexual side.”

Some of the thrill went out of me. But, still, I was horny. “Have you ever slept with a student?” I asked, my hand reaching out and seizing her wavy-black hair. I pulled her lips towards my sex. “Huh? Have you ever been a naughty teacher?”

“That would violate ethics,” she gasped. “It's against the rules. I never would.”

“Right,” I grinned, pulling her lips even closer to my pussy. Her warm breath washed over my sex. “But if you could, would you?”

Instead of answering, she took a long, slow lick up my snatch. My toes curled. I groaned, my back arching against her sweet caress. Her tongue flicked my clit at the end of my her lick before she started all over, dragging her tongue, teasing me. I shuddered with every heartbeat of her licking touch.

Damn, she had done this before.

I played with her black hair, letting her tongue slide through my folds. I let her tease me. I moaned, undulating, grinding against her face as she licked and tongued me. It was such a wonderful delight. I groaned as she circled my clit, teasingly slow.

“Delicious,” she purred. “Mmm, yes.”

“Uh-huh,” I panted. I licked my lips, savoring the feel of my hard tongue stud. “I know. But you didn't answer my question.”

“What question?”

“Don't play games.” I tightened my grip in her hair and lifted her lips from my cunt. My juices smeared her mouth. “Tell me if you wanted to sleep with one of your students.”

“Yes,” she moaned, her eyes wild. Septima took a deep breath. “God, I would. But I can't. It's wrong. I'm a good teacher.”

“And fucking your art models is okay?”

“I'm not grading you. There's no chance of a quid-pro-quo. You won't think you're doing it to get good grades. You're just my...employee.”

“Mmm, yes,” I moaned, pulling her face back. “Hired so you can eat my pussy.”

“Just a bonus,” she moaned before her tongue slid through my folds. I gasped again, the desk creaking as I undulated against her hungry mouth. Her tongue teased me. She nuzzled at my labia, caressing and stroking before she sucked my folds into her mouth.

I groaned again. I leaned back, my breasts bouncing before me as I savored her excellent tongue. “Oh, Septima, I see why you spend so much time painting pussy. You love it.”

“I do.”

The sucking lips and licking tongue drove me wild. My juices flowed. I humped and ground against her mouth. My breasts rose, my nipples aching. I tossed back my fiery hair as her lips latched onto my clit.

She sucked hard.

“Yes,” I moaned, bucking into her mouth. Her dark eyes fixed on mine as she pleasured me. “Ooh, you saucy teacher. Oh, you need to teach this. Teach girls how to eat cunt. Ooh, that would be an amazing class. I would pay to attend that class.”

She purred around my clit as I heard a drawer open. Papers rustled. What was she grabbing. Her hand appeared, a small, purple nub on the end. A little massager. The clit rocket hummed to life, and then I gasped as she rubbed it up and down my labia.

My pussy lips drank in the humming vibrations. My legs shook and my clit throbbed in her hungry mouth. I groaned, the pleasure swelling rapidly in me thanks to her naughty toy. The massaging bliss made me ache. My pussy clenched.

“I'm going to cum,” I moaned, my fingernails scratching at her desk.

Her eyes flashed with joy at me. She rubbed her little massager faster and faster up an down my vulva. She sucked and nibbled on my clit as her humming toy worked its magic. My stomach heaved as my body tensed.

I came.

“Yes, yes, yes. Oh, we're going to have so much fun, Professor. Oh, yes. Oh, wow. Oh, my god, that's amazing.”

The pleasure rushed through me. Endless waves washed against my mind's shore carrying bliss and rapture. The ecstasy inundated my thoughts. I fell back on her desk, knocking over her coffee mug. It thudded on the carpet as I writhed.

And then the humming stopped. Septima lifted her mouth. “Yes, drawing your pussy will be so much fun.”

“Oh, it will be,” I purred as I sat up. “So tell me, what's the name of the student in your current class you want to devour?”

Septima licked her lips. Her face twisted, her eyes flicking back and forth. “I don't know if I should.”

I sat up and cupped her face. She rose as I lifted her, bringing her pussy-stained lips closer to my mouth. “You want to tell me because I'll make it happen. Name the girl, and you'll get to devour her. I promise.”

“Clarissa Simpson,” Septima breathed before I kissed her on the mouth and tasted my hot, tart pussy.


Chapter Three: Exposed

The silk of the robe felt wonderful on my naked skin, particularly my nipples. They both hardened the instant I pulled the cool cloth across my body. That wonderful tingle raced through my body straight down to my pussy. I was ready for the fun to begin.

I stood behind a changing screen in the corner of the art studio. A lingering scent of paint thinner filled the air. I breathed it in as I waited. Doors opened, footsteps echoed through the room as the students arrived. I bit my lip.

It was such a long wait for this class. Ever since I left Septima's office last night, I had been so excited for this. To seduce a student and have a hot threesome with her and her professor. It was so wicked. If I was a professor, I knew I would fall in love with so many of my students.

I squirmed my thighs together. I was so ready for this. I was shaved and perfumed. I had my hair styled. I rode the filthy bus to keep my hair looking perfect. I wanted to be beautiful for Clarissa. I wanted to seduce her just with my pose.

It would be sensual.

The students talked. Easel's clattered. The sounds excited me, building the anticipation of my reveal. I ran my hands up and down the silk robe, pressing it into my skin. I bit my lip to stifle my moan. My heart beat faster. The talking buzzed louder.

Why wasn't Septima calling me out? What was taking so long? I was ready to go out there and show my fine body, to seduce Clarissa.

I hated waiting. Patience was fine for a seduction. It was necessary for a seduction. You had to wait for the right moment to awaken the desire in the person you were wooing. It was a magical moment when you found that perfect moment to lure her into passion.

Outside of seduction, I had no patience. It was why I had motorcycle. The freedom to race down the street, to go where I wanted when I wanted. Waiting sucked. My bare toes twitched against the linoleum.

“Okay, class,” Septima said. “Our model is behind the screen. She is eager to expose her beauty for you. Today, we will be capturing femininity. It is a spectrum. It covers such a wide variety. And capturing it is something magical. You are immortalizing it. You are creating something new to enrich the world.

“Now, let's all welcome Aurora.”

I let my hips sway as I stepped out from behind the screen. The students sat on stools before their easels. There were seven of them, five women and two men, their eyes fixed on me. I scanned them, searching for Clarissa. She stood out. Fresh-faced, innocent, a nervous gleam in her blue eyes. They seemed so large, so virginal. Her face delicate. Her pink lips pursed as she stared at me. Her blonde curls completed the look.

Today, I would show her a whole new world of delight.

I gave her a slow smile as I strolled to the divan. It sat on a small platform. The students formed a half-circle facing it. Her breathing quickened. She wore a plain shirt. Two points rose on her blouse as I sauntered past her. Color blossomed in her cheeks.

I gave her a slow wink, and then I strutted into the center. I felt her eyes on me. Septima waited beside the dais in a purple, ruffled blouse, with a plunging neckline showing off that delectable cleavage of hers. Her smile grew, her eyes lighting up. She gave me a subtle nod.

Like Clarissa, she was nipplely.

I reached the platform and ascended. I looked over my shoulder at Clarissa as I undid the ties of my robe. She stared at me like a deer, in shock, not sure what to expect but unable to look away. So young. Just into adulthood.

I let the robe drop, unveiling my naked back and ass. She shifted and swallowed. My smile grew, and rotated my hips. I hoped she appreciated it. I felt all their eyes, hers in particular, as I moved to the divan and stretched out on it. I spread my legs wide, my arms resting over my head as I leaned back. My breasts arched as I exposed everything to their gaze. I could feel my sex open. Pink, glistening beauty.

“Let her femininity inspire you,” Septima purred, walking past me, her hips shaking in her black skirt. It clung to that glorious, Latina ass. Her heels clicked as she passed Clarissa, her hand trailing across her arm. “Immortalize her.”

I fixed my eyes on Clarissa. She still sat rigid. I gave her a sultry smile, drinking in those delicious, blue eyes. She was so innocent. I just wanted to rush over there and hug her, soothe her, and tell her it would be wonderful when we made love.

My heart beat faster.

I fell in love so easily. No words. Just looks. That was all that was needed. I licked my dry lips, breathing slowly, calmly. I had to move as little as possible. The other students worked, pencils tracing my body's form on canvas, drawing me in all my naked glory while Clarissa drank me in. Her eyes finally moved, sliding up and down my form. Her breathing quickened, her nipples still two hard points pressing against her cute top.

I wanted to strip her naked and lick her until she screamed.

And then she raised her pencil and began to sketch. She stuck her tongue between her lips as she worked, her eyebrow furrowing. An errant, golden curl tumbled out from behind her left ear to gleam on her cheek.

She brushed it back without breaking her concentration.

Now when she looked at me, her eyes were intense. My heart beat faster. It was so hard to control my breathing. I wanted to move. To stand up and rush to her. Those eyes became my universe, blue pools I would gladly swim through for eternity.

A trickle of juices worked their way out of me and down to my rear. The divan's cushion grew wet with my excitement. And that just made me want to twitch more. Pins and needles ran through me. I wanted to scream out how much I loved her.

She was perfect.

I lost track of time as I stared at her. She studied me, so I studied her back. I loved how she held the pencil in her left hand, delicate but with confidence. When she drew, everything seemed purposeful. She wasn't a novice at art despite her youth. She sat straight now, her back rigid. The golden curl spilled out across her cheek again.

But she ignored it, lost to her art.

Her right foot twitched, clad in a red sneaker, her white sock peeking out as her blue jeans rode up just an inch. Delicate ankles. I studied the jeans. They fit her thighs tight. They looked like the perfect thighs to caress with my hands.

Oh, I would love this girl. I would make her moan and gasp. I almost didn't want to share her with Septima.

But we had our deal. I couldn't let myself fall in love. That wasn't why I was here today. It would only end with me crying in Ruth's arms if I wasn't careful. Today was about opening a young woman's eyes to the possibilities of life, to new experiences and new beauties.

Nothing was more beautiful, more precious, then sex. It was magic. The only magic in our universe.

The room was quiet save for the whisk of pencils. The other students studied me, but I did not feel their gaze. They did not exist for me. It was like the room darkened save for a shining light illuminating Clarissa.

I wasn't even sure if time passed. I did not look at the clock. I could not look away from Clarissa. I hoped time had stopped. I hoped she would sketch me for eternity. A lifetime of committing my form to canvas.

Immortality.

“Well, class,” Septima said, “I think that was a very illuminating experience.” She walked around her students, studying each and every one of their paintings, nodding her head. “I hoped you all were enriched by capturing Aurora in your own unique way. Let's all thank her.”

I smiled as they all murmured their thanks. Clarissa glanced at me once, her cheeks going red, and she looked away. Her posture slumped. All the focus and intensity vanished from her and she became the deer again, so innocent.

“Oh, that's wonderful, Melissa. You really captured her zest for life.”

“Thank you,” a matronly woman smiled.

“And Pete. Wow. So lifelike. It's like she's about to come alive.” Septima patted the young man.

Clarissa looked up as Septima paused behind her. “Well, this is interesting. Clarissa, do you mind staying behind so we can discuss your work?”

“I...” Clarissa paled. “Is there something wrong?”

“Absolutely nothing,” Septima said. “I just want to give you a few private critiques. Trust me, I think you will find them both eye-opening and illuminating.”

I let out a purr as I stretched. I hadn't noticed the strain of holding my pose until now. I closed my thighs, shifting on the wet spot I left behind. A few of the students came up to me and all thanked me. I nodded at them.

Melissa picked up my silk robe and handed it to me. “I hope your boyfriend's understanding about this.”

“No boyfriend,” I grinned.

“Oh, really? Such a beautiful thing.”

“Lesbian.” I gave her a wink. “I know, we should wear signs.”

“Oh,” she said, a brittle edge to her words. “Well, how about your girlfriend?”

“Don't have one of those, either.”

“Shame. I'm sure you would make her happy.”

I gave her a smile and took my robe from her. “I'm not sure I was meant to be with one person. They never seem to last.”

“That is so sad. You have no idea how enriching it is to commit to one person. To share your life and burdens with. It's more than love and sex. It's...satisfaction.”

I blinked, tears in my eyes. I did want that, but I fell in love so easily. One moment, I loved Clarissa, and the next it would be another woman. None could hold my interest for long. Eventually, another pretty face would turn my head.

Butterflies didn't get to find love, they only spread it, flitting from flower to flower. And that was fine. Instead of loving one person, I would love many. I would leave such joy in my wake. I focused on Clarissa, sitting nervous.

Today, I would give her that joy. It had to be enough. I kept my smile and blinked away the tears.


Chapter Four: Finger Painting

“So, um, why do you need to talk to me, Professor?” Clarissa asked, looking up at Septima. The poor thing looked so afraid.

“Relax,” smiled Septima. The Hispanic professor leaned over, affording me a delicious look down her blouse. “I just want to talk about some of the...decisions you made in your sketch of Aurora.

Septima turned the easel so I could see. There I was, sketched in pencil, faint lines roughing out my shape while darker lines added detail. My form was there and my face. She captured my sensual smile and hungry eyes. She drew all my fingers curled and delicate over my head and even captured my cute toes. My thighs were fleshed out, and she had the curves of my hips and the lines of my arms.

But my breasts and pussy were almost devoid of any details. I might as well be a Barbie doll. Yes, my breasts were there, but no nipples or my tattoo. Smooth was the only way to describe between my thighs. She got the cleft of my ass but then left off what made me a woman.

“The class is on drawing the feminine form and you left off the most feminine details,” Septima said. “You spent so much time on the rest of her. The fingers are gorgeous, and you captured her expression, but we hired a nude model. You were supposed to focus on those areas normally hidden, to learn how to capture and immortalize them.

“Are you shy?”

Clarissa's cheeks burned. She squirmed on her seat.

“It's okay if you're shy,” Septima said. “That's fine, but why did you take this class? It's spelled out in the syllabus that you would be drawing nude women.”

“I...I...” Clarissa swallowed her words. “Sorry. I...”

“That's why I wanted to talk to you. An artist has to be fearless. It's just a vagina and a pair of nipples. I have them. You have them. They're not things to be feared or to be considered taboo. They're to be celebrated. We are women.

“And I think I know just how to help you overcome this shyness.”

“How?” Clarissa licked her lips then glanced at me. I gave her sultry smile.

“Well, I think Aurora would be up for this. I want you to paint her body.”

“Okay,” Clarissa said. “I...I'll try to concentrate on her...uh...”

“Pussy,” I purred.

Clarissa's eyes darted away. Mmm, she was delicious.

“You misunderstood me. I didn't mean to create a picture on canvas, but use her body as your canvas. To transform her into a work of art with finger paints.”

Clarissa blinked. “Y-you want me to touch her.” She glanced at me again and swallowed. “I...I don't know...if I can...do that.”

“There is nothing to be afraid of. She's just a woman.”

“A beautiful woman.”

“Aren't you, Clarissa?” I asked. “A beautiful woman? So is Septima. We are all beautiful. So there is nothing to be afraid of.”

Septima smiled. “Now go behind the screen while I set out the paints, Clarissa. Strip naked and—”

“Naked!”

I think her entire body flushed this time.

“And put on a robe,” Septima said, finishing her words. “These paints will stain your clothing. And you don't want your pretty jeans or this cute blouse ruined. The robe will protect you. Okay.”

Clarissa swallowed. “I guess that makes sense.”

She hopped off her stool and walked quickly to the changing screen. Her ass was gorgeous, hugged by those jeans. Just scrumptious.

Septima frowned, then glanced at me. I smiled back. “Trust me,” I mouthed. Then, out loud, I said, “And take off your bra and panties. Don't want any paint bleeding through your robe and staining your pretty undergarments.”

“Smart,” Septima purred softly while heading to a shelf to squeeze out finger paints onto a palette. Then she bustled back. “You are such a wicked thing, Aurora.”

“Just make sure you snag her panties for me while she's painting me. I need them.”

A wicked shudder ran through her. Then she glanced at the privacy screen. “Come along, Clarissa. Aurora is doing this out of the goodness of her heart.”

“Okay,” Clarissa said. She emerged in a thin, gray robe. It was clearly old but clean. It clung to her body, her hard nipples pressing at the material. She walked over, hugging herself. I would make sure I relaxed her.

“I gave you a nice mix of colors,” smiled Septima. “I want you to transform her into a work of art.”

Clarissa nodded.

“You can do this,” I purred, lounging back on the divan, letting my legs part. “I won't bite.”

Clarissa sat on the edge of the divan. Septima fetched a little table to rest the palette and the paints on. Reds, greens, blues, yellows, and blacks were smeared on the palette. Clarissa shoved her finger into the blue and then dragged it to the bright red, forming a purple. She added more blue, mixing with her finger.

“You have to paint me eventually.” I arched an eyebrow at her then held out my hand. “Here.”

She gave me a thankful smile, then she drew a whorl of purple of the back of my hand. I smiled at her, and she drew a line up my arm, her touch so light. It took effort not to moan. My skin was so excited to finally feel her touch. She dipped her pinkie in the yellow and added that to my inner arm, making little polka dots.

“I really don't know what to do,” she admitted. “I'm too nervous to think.”

“Well, you're being so dainty,” I said. “Just smear some colors on your hands and rub them on my flesh. Let's see what you get.”

“Okay.”

She smeared green and yellow and red onto her hand then stroked my upper arm. The paint was cool as it slid across my skin, leaving streaks of the three colors that sometimes blended to make new hues. Her touch was soft, reaching my shoulder. She slid across it, stroking above my breasts, massaging me as she painted me.

Clarissa gathered more while Septima watched us. She smeared pinks and oranges onto my stomach, drawling lazy circles, working the paint into my skin. I purred in delight as she moved lower and lower. My legs were spread wide.

How low would she go?

The concentration set in as she smeared paint towards my shaved pubic mound. I groaned as she massaged my groin. She made a wild barrage of mixing colors then took her pinkie and began drawing designs through the mess, caressing my pudenda and stomach.

“Ooh, that looks lovely,” I said as she sketched. Her finger felt wonderful as it ran up my stomach and circled my bellybutton.

“Thanks.”

“You're very talented. I love how you captured my face.”

Her blush suffused it.

“But it looks like you're running out of room on my stomach.” I grabbed her hand and moved it higher and higher. “Besides, aren't you supposed to be focusing on these?”

She gasped as her knuckles brushed the bottom of my breast. “I can't touch you there.”

“Would you rather start on my pussy, then. You came very close.” I arched an eyebrow. “Curious?”

She bit her lip, then she moved her hands up to my breasts. She gave the lightest touch as she let her fingers smear paint across my mounds. My nipples ached. She covered my snake with reds and oranges, while violets and greens covered my other tit.

“Cover my breasts and draw something beautiful,” I moaned. “Don't be afraid.”

She nodded her head, that serious look in her face. I reached out and dipped my fingers in the red paint before I grasped the tie of her robe. I pulled slowly while her fingers drew swirls and stars on my breasts, coming so close to touching my aching nipples.

The knot came undone. Her robe fell slightly open. She hadn't noticed yet. The intensity had captured her. I reached in and drew a red line up her stomach. She froze and gasped as my finger went higher and higher. Her robe fell farther open, exposing her hard, pink nipples. I followed her breast bone between her tits then circled out to her right one.

“W-what are you doing?”

“Shh,” I purred. “Don't stop painting me. I'm just expressing myself.”

“I...” Her blue eyes widened as my finger swirled around her breast, spiraling in towards her hard nipple. I brushed her areola, leaving streaking red behind until I found her nipple.

And painted it.

“I...I...” Her hands grabbed my breasts. She squeezed them, smearing the paint with her thumbs, washing away her designs. “I have to...paint...oh...”

Behind Clarissa, Septima began unbuttoning her blouse, a huge smile on her lips. I kept painting Clarissa's nipple. I circled that nub, loving how it felt covered in the thick paint. Clarissa let out a soft sigh. My eyes glanced down her flat stomach, following my red line, and smiled.

She hadn't taken off her panties. Plain and dull.

I stopped painting her nipple to smear blue on my finger. I moved to her left nipple and put a glob of paint on it, then I drew straight down, across her ribs and to her stomach. I brushed her belly button before going lower and lower.

“Someone didn't take off her panties,” I purred as my finger brushed the fabric. I drew down it towards her pussy. “How naughty.”

“Aurora,” she gasped as I pressed into panties, working the fabric into her sex. Heat and moisture bled out, diluting my paint. “I...I...”

“Love being painted.” Then I leaned up and kissed her on the mouth.


Chapter Five: Messy Menage

Clarissa's fingers clenched into my breasts as my tongue brushed her lips. She groaned, her hips undulating on my digits. I massaged harder at her groove, working her paint-covered panties into her pussy lips, stirring her up.

Her fingers found my nipples. They swirled around them, rubbing the paint into my sensitive nubs. I groaned. My right nipple ached as she twisted my piercing. I undulated my hips and groaned as she painted me.

“Very good,” Septima purred. “You're learning to appreciate the feminine form.”

Clarissa broke the kiss and gasped. She turned, her eyes bugging wide as she saw the golden-brown body of Septima. The Latina beauty stood naked and proud, her mature body a work of art in its own right.

“Professor,” gasped Clarissa.

Septima took Clarissa's hands from my breasts and brought them to her own. Clarissa smeared paint on those pillowy mounds as she squeezed them. Septima nodded her head. “Paint me, too. Love my body.”

“I...I... You're so beautiful, Professor.”

“And so are you.” Septima leaned down and captured Clarissa's lips in a kiss.

A surge of jealous shot through me, but I pushed it down. I wasn't here to fall in love. I was here to show Clarissa how to appreciate feminine beauty. Including the feminine beauty that belong to her college professor.

What happened before me was magical.

I stood up, rubbing my hands across my paint-smeared body. Then I reached out and pushed the robe off Clarissa's shoulders. She moaned into the kiss with her teacher as I leaned over and nibbled on the sweep of her pale neck. My hands stroked her skin, painting her as I nibbled up to her near.

Clarissa pulled her hands away from Professor Septima's breasts long enough to let the robe drop. I smiled, my hand stroking down her back, leaving a trail of purples and reds. I reached her pantie-covered butt, squeezing, leaving smeared hand prints behind on the white cotton.

“Oh, you have a gorgeous rump,” I moaned. “Keep painting Septima while I paint you.” I licked her ear. “And I'll use more than my hands and fingers.”

Clarissa let out a low moan.

Septima turned and sat down on the divan. Clarissa's hands were locked on the Hispanic professor's body. She massaged Septima's large tits, covering them in paint while I fondled her gorgeous ass through her panties.

Those had to go.

I knelt and yanked her panties down. The blonde was too engrossed in her finger painting to protest. I threw the paint-stained panties onto my robe then pried her butt-cheeks apart. I stared at a delicious asshole, licking my lips.

“Don't be afraid to use every bit of you,” moaned Septima as I knelt.

“Every bit?” Clarissa asked.

“Use your tongue, too.” Then I demonstrated. My tongue licked up the back of of her thigh, reaching the cleft where her round ass began. I licked there, tracing the curve of her cheek up into her butt-crack. I breathed in the sour musk of her ass.

“Yes, yes, that's it,” moaned Septima. “Mmm, that's how you paint with your tongue. Swirl it around my nub. The paints are non-toxic, dear. They're meant to be used...erotically.”

I heard sucking. Clarissa's lips were wrapped about Septima's dark nipple. I pictured the innocent cheeks hollowing as Clarissa pleasured her teacher's nipple. My pussy ached. It was so hot. I licked higher through her crack, nearing her sphincter

I painted it with my tongue.

Clarissa moaned as I rimmed her sphincter. I savored the puckered texture and sour flavor as my tongue danced around it. Her butt-cheeks clenched as she undulated her hips. My messy fingers slid up her thighs to her pussy, rubbing non-toxic paint against her wet snatch. Her pubic hairs were so soft and curly.

I shoved a finger into her cunt at the same instant my tongue wiggled past her asshole. Clarissa gasped. Her lips made a loud plop as they popped off Septima's nipple. She moaned throatily, her pussy and asshole both clenching, her flesh so hot and wet.

“You're licking my ass,” gasped Clarissa. “Aurora...that's...”

“Art,” moaned Septima. “She's painting you. Showing you how much your beauty inspires her. Now show me how much my beauty inspires you.”

“Yes,” breathed Clarissa. “This is...I can't...I don't l..”

“Shhh,” purred Septima. “Words don't matter. Only how you express yourself.”

Clarissa moaned again as I slid a second paint-covered finger into her pussy. My tongue probed deep into her sour bowels, swirling around, rimming her as I pumped my digits faster and faster into her wet, silky pussy.

“Ooh, you're adventurous,” moaned Septima. “Yes, yes, keep going down. You make me so wet, Clarissa. The moment I saw you, I almost lost it. So beautiful.”

“Uh-huh,” I panted between licks.

Clarissa shifted back as she kissed her way down Septima's stomach. I heard every loud smack, loving them. Clarissa's hips wiggled as she worked lower. I popped my head up, pumping my fingers in and out of her pussy. I smiled as her blonde hair spilled over her teacher's golden-brown thighs. She lowered her head.

“Paint her pussy with your tongue,” I purred. “Express what you're feeling.”

“Yes,” she moaned.

“Oh, yes,” groaned Septima, her ass rising off the seat. “Oh, yes, that's how you express yourself. Oh, wow, you're good. Mmm, yes. Oh, wow. I...I... Clarissa!”

I smiled, loving the sounds. I shoved my tongue back into Clarissa's asshole, fucking her tongue, my own pussy on fire. But that didn't matter right now. I concentrated everything on Clarissa. I tongued her ass and fingered her pussy faster and faster.

Her flesh grew so hot. She moaned into Septima's pussy between noisy lick. The older professor appreciated the young woman's technique. I watched Septima's paint-smeared breasts bounce and heave as she ground on Clarissa's mouth.

“Oh, that's it, honey. That's it. Use that delicious mouth. Oh, wow. You're going to make me cum on that hungry tongue. Mmm, yes. That's how you express yourself.”

I slipped a third finger into Clarissa's pussy and a finger from my left hand into her ass. She moaned again, both holes clenching on my probing digits. I squeezed my thighs together, my breasts jiggling as I wiggled.

And fingered her hard.

“Oh, I love expressing myself with you, Clarissa,” I panted. “I love it. Your holes are so delicious to paint.” I shoved a second finger into her ass, her sphincter coated by orange and green paints. I pumped them in and out as I leaned down and tongued at her snatch.

Tangy pussy mixed with the paint. It wasn't bad. Almost flavorless, just a hint of acridness. It enhanced the tangy snatch. I licked around my fingers, sucking on her labia, her golden curls tickling my mouth and pussy.

“Yes, yes, yes,” gasped Septima. “Oh, wow, that's it. Oh, yes. I...I...”

Her orgasmic moan echoed through the room. Clarissa's holes clenched down on my probing fingers I loved the different texture from her wet, silky pussy to her hot, velvety bowels. Both my hands worked faster and faster, stirring her up as my tongue found her clit, covered in a smear of green.

I licked it. My tongue flicked and circled it.

“Oh, Aurora,” she gasped. “I...I...”

“Make her cum,” panted Septima. “Do it.”

I sucked on the clit. My nose pressed into her folds beside my pumping fingers. I shoved them deep into both her tunnels. My body heaved with excitement. I trembled, my thighs working together, stimulating my clit.

I was dripping wet. I was so excited. I was on the verge of cumming. I ripped my fingers out of her pussy and shoved them between my thighs. I pumped faster into her ass as I frigged my clit and sucked on hers.

“Oh, yes, Aurora,” she moaned.

I nipped her clit.

“Yes, yes, yes,” gasped Clarissa.

Her pussy juices flooded around my mouth. So pure and tangy. I loved the feel of them washing about my cheeks and pouring down my throat. Her bowels spasmed about my fingers. I rubbed so hard at my clit. My body shuddered.

“Clarissa,” I moaned against her clit. I breathed in her musk.

And came.

The pleasure boiled through me. My breasts shook. I kept rubbing my clit, keeping the pleasure alive in me. It was intense. The hour lying nude and the teasing painting surged through me. I groaned and slumped on the ground as the bliss overcame me.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I panted, my back arching, tits bouncing.

Above, I heard teacher and student sharing a passionate kiss. I opened my eyes and saw their naked, paint-smeared bodies pressed together. Septima pulled Clarissa on top. Their hands painted each other everywhere as they kissed and writhed.

I sighed. They were in their own world. Such intimacy burned between them.

My love for Clarissa wasn't meant for me. She wasn't mine. But maybe she was Septima's. I snagged the girl's panties, balling them up as I strolled to get my clothing. I hoped this paint didn't actually stain. I paused at the changing screen, giving them one last look. Septima's hands clenched Clarissa's ass, the pair humping together.

“You two are beautiful,” I whispered as I stared at a true piece of art. And then I left them to their pleasure.
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Sneak Preview of “A Dinner Afair”

I pressed into her from behind, grinding my crotch into her ass as my arms went around her waist. I nuzzled against her ear and licked. “I bet you have a hot cunt from the ride.”

“So hot,” she moaned. “That and the champagne. It's my weakness.” She giggled again. “The bubbly makes my pussy bubble.”

“Good,” I purred.

I gripped the dildo tight in my left hand as my right went wandering. I nuzzled at her neck, nibbling, teasing. I breathed in her perfume. I didn't recognize the brand, but it made every inhalation nirvana. My hand reached the hem of her dress. I stroked the tight fabric and pulled it up.

She shivered. “Aurora?”

“Shhh, keep browsing. Find a hot toy you want to use on me.” I nipped her neck. “And just enjoy while I play with you.”

My right hand dipped between her thighs, pushing her skirt up with my wrist as I stroked to her panties. I brushed the lacy edge. The heat of her pussy bled through. I smiled, loving the feel of her through her panties. I pressed her panties' gusset into her folds, letting her excitement bleed through.

Her moans were heavenly. They pushed me to keep up my naughty exploration. To press into her depths and make her squirm on my fingers. I probed deeper and deeper. Her hot flesh clung to me. She squirmed again and ground against me, loving my touch.

I undulated against her ass, wishing we were naked so I could feel her skin directly. No barriers. I sucked harder on her neck, bringing another soft moan from her lips while my fingers pushed aside the gusset of her panties. I brushed her shaved lips.

“Naughty? Did you do that for your husband.”

“A surprise for him,” she moaned. “I hate shaving.”

“Well, I'm so glad I get to enjoy,” I moaned as I stroked a finger through the plump, hot wetness of her pussy.

“I think you'll appreciate it,” she moaned.

“And I think you'll appreciate this.” I brought the dildo to the lips of her pussy. She stiffened in my arms as I rubbed the tip of the toy up and down her folds. I pictured her swollen labia gripping the tip, her juices coating it.

I quested and probed, found her hole. She rose in her heels as I slid the dildo deeper and deeper into the velvety grip of her pussy. She shuddered in my arms and let out the cutest moan. My pussy clenched in sympathy, glad I could share such a wicked delight with her.

I pulled the dildo out and slid it back in. Slowly. I teased her with it. I loved how she trembled and sucked in her breath. My right hand slid up her body, rubbing her stomach through the fabric of her dress before I went higher and higher.

“So, how do you like it?” I whispered into her ear.

“It's exciting. I can feel all the bumps and ridges. Mmm, I love how it caresses me.” She gave a little squeal as I thrust the toy into her depths. “Yes, Aurora. I can't believe were doing this. In a sex shop. Someone could spot us.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned. “Wicked, right?”

“So wicked.” She bit her lip, worrying it. “Damn, Aurora. I can't believe how wild you are. You're just amazing.”

“I know,” I giggled. “Mmm, your juices are dripping out. I can feel how wet you are.”

I slid the dildo faster and faster. I loved how she squirmed. My nipples ached as they rubbed on her back and my clit tingled in my jeans. Her ass writhed, rubbing into the crotch of my pants. My right hand found her breasts, squeezing and playing with both, going back and fort between them, feeling how hard her nipples were.

I tweaked them.

She shuddered, her ass pushing back into my crotch. My wrist pumped the dildo faster and faster. My pussy flooded my panties as I drove my lover closer and closer to cumming. The door opened. A new customer walked in, stomping through the store, heading for the DVD's.

If you want to read more, click here for A Dinner Affair!


Other Works by Reed James

Check out Reed James's catalog of hot, sexy erotica on Amazon! If you like cheating wives, swinging couples, futanari, or sexy lesbians, the there is a steamy erotica for you!

Naughty Wives Series (Swinging, Interracial, BDSM, Spanking)

Roleplay Gone Wrong

Naughty Wife's Surprise

Cuckolding the Cheat

Swinging at the Keys

Bored Wife's Fun

Naughty Wife's Plan

Seducing Straight Women Series (Lesbian, Seduction)

The The Girl at the Bar

My Test-Drive Lover

The Bride At the Shower

The Librarian In the Stacks

Two Best Friends

Serviced by the Barista

Dressing Room Seduction

Hot Wife in the Sauna

A Dinner Affair

BDSM Love (BDSM, Domestic Discipline, Public Sex)

A Submissive Bride

Disciplining the Bride

Bound for Marriage

Cheating Wives, Oblivious Husbands (Cheating, Cuckolding)

Fingered Next to My Husband

Under His Boss's Desk

Hot Tub Romp

The Bride Possessed (Succubus, Virgin, Supernatural)

My Fallen Angel Series (Harem, Angel, Demon, Supernatural)

The Girls of My Dreams

White-Feathered Angel

Wings of Gray

My Familiar Succuba

Light's Redemption

Succubus Cafe (Supernatural, Succubus)

My Submissive Desire (BDSM Cafe 1)

Submissive Exhibitionism (BDSM Cafe 2)

Princess Submissive (BDSM Cafe 3)

My Secret Lesbian Desire (Lesbian Cafe 1)

Lesbian Seduction Delight (Lesbian Cafe 2)

Lesbian Sinful Temptation (Lesbian Cafe 3)

Magical Girl Chronicle (Tentacle, Magical Girl, Supernatural)

Shadowy Tentacle Passion

Tentacles of Lust

Innocent Magical Passion

Magical Tentacle Surprise

Innocent Passion Transformed

Dark Queen's Passion

Bimbo Wife Surprise (Bimbo, Hot Wife, Transformation)

Hot Wife Injection

Bimbo Menage

Bimbo Modeling Fun

Bimbo Wife's Cuckolding

Bimbo Wife's Naughty Plan

Bimbo Wife's Interracial Party

Bimbo Wife's Spanking

Bimbo Wives Wild Party

Bimbo Wife's Domination

The Futa Genie (Genie, Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Supernatural)

Taken by the Futa Genie

Taking the Innocent Futa Genie

Gender Swap Wish

Futa Witch Menage

Gender Swap Magic

Futa Magic Delight

Naughty Futa Magic

The Futa Genie's Bottle

Naughty Futa Ritual

Futa Witch's Spanking

Futa Witch's Wicked Spell

Gender-Swapped Magical Domination

Angelic Harem (Harem, Supernatural, D/s, Lactation)

The Angel & the Naughty Librarian

Angel's Demonic Lover

Innocent Angelic Passion

Angel HuCow Passion

Angel's Innocent Bride

Librarian's Naughty Game

Angelic Wicked Passion

Angelic Innocent Domination

Angel's Naughty Wife

Angelic Domination

Angelic Convent Submission

Angelic Beauty's Seduction

Angelic Hot Wife's Submission

Creamy Angel Menage

Submissive Angel's Desire

Angelic Hot Wives Menage

The Angel's Passion

The World of Erasthay (Fantasy, Magic, Monster)

The Triad and the Innocent Maidens

The Triad and the Gorgon's Seduction

The Unicorn's Mate

The Nubile Mermaid's Courtship

Master of the Harem (Genie, Harem, PI, BDSM)

Hot Genie Surprise (Master of the Harem 1)

Genie's Naughty Wish (Master of the Harem 2)

Genie's Hot Delight (Master of the Harem 3)

Alien Lesbian Tentacle Surprise (Lesbian, School, Alien, Tentacle)

Innocent Lesbian Surprise

Passionate Lesbian Dream

Naughty Lesbian Tentacles

Teacher's Teasing Tentacles

Lesbian Headmistress Surprise

Spanked Before the Class

Lesbian Tentacle Demonstration

Vibrating Tentacle Passion

Passionate Tentacle Explosion


About the Author

Reed James is a thirty year-old guy living in Tacoma, WA. “I love to write, I find it freeing to immerse myself in a world and tell its stories and then share them with others.” He's been writing naughty stories since high school, furiously polishing his craft, and finally feels ready to share his fantasies with the world.

“I love writing about women who want to be a little (or a lot) naughty, people expressing their love for each other as physically and kinkily as possible, and women loving other women. Whether it's a virgin experiencing her/his first time or a long-term couple exploring the bounds of their relationships, it will be a hot, erotic story!”

Check out his Amazon Author Page, follow him on twitter @NLPublications, like him on Facebook, and visit his blog where you can sign up for his newsletter and receive two free ebooks.
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