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Naughty Excerpt from “The Boss's Wife”

“So you did get the job.”

“Yes, Ruth.” I rolled my eyes. “Get your priorities straight. I found a new woman to love.”

“And what happened to Dorothy?”

“Who?”

“The girl you met at the dry cleaners.”

“Oh, we fingered each other,” I shrugged. “It was hot. Right there in the laundromat. But Dorothy isn't Mrs. McClintock. She's like a model. She's the boss's trophy wife.”

“So you got the job.”

“Yes. How else could I seduce her?”

Ruth's sigh was very audible. “So let me get this straight, you only tried to get the job so you could seduce your boss's wife?”

“Yes. You don't understand. I'm in love.”

“And after you seduce her, you don't think there'll be any problems at your new job.”

“When she leaves him for me? Probably. Who fucking cares. She's amazing. Ooh, the things I plan on doing to her. I should bring a dildo to work just in case I get a chance to use it.”

“C'mon, Aurora, try and take things seriously.”

“I'm always serious about my dildos. You know that.”

“God, you're hopeless, Aurora. You're lucky I love you.”

I smiled. “Aww, you're so sweet. I love you, too, Ruth. And how did last night go? I want details. I'm horny.”

I fell back on my bed, my free hand sliding into my skirt's waistband. I found the frilly hem of my thong and shoved my hand down it. I caressed my shaved pubic mound before I reached deep enough to rub at the wet lips of my pussy.

“Are you going to masturbate?” Ruth asked.

“You masturbate to my stories all the time,” I purred, my bed creaking as my hips shook. “Come on, tell me. I need a nice, juicy orgasm.”

My fingers stroked the wet lips of my pussy. Just thinking about Mrs. McClintock kept me wet and on edge the entire bus ride back home. Not even the sleazy conditions on the bus took away from my excitement or could banish her glorious body from my thoughts.

“Well, we went to her place,” Ruth said, “and she busted out some fun toys. We used a double-headed dildo on each other. First, I was fucking her and then she was fucking me. And it had ridges around it so my pussy could grip it. And when it slid inside me... Damn, Aurora. It made me ache.”

“Uh-huh,” I panted, rubbing faster at my pussy. “Were you both kneeling and pressing your ass together as you fucked her, or were you using it more like a strap-on.”

“More like a strap-on. I was on top, my tits bouncing as I fucked her. She loved my tits.”

“Mmm, they are a good pair,” I purred, sliding a pair of my fingers into my juicy twat. My thumb brushed my clit, circling it as I humped against my probing fingers. “I love playing with your tits.”

“You're sounding all breathy. You're getting me excited, and I can't do anything about it.”

“Why not?”

“I'm at work, Aurora.”

“Oh, right.” I groaned. “Keep going. Did she suck on your nipples?”

“She nibbled on them as I fucked her. The headboard of her bed kept banging against the wall and... Damn, Aurora. I can't do this at work. I'm so excited I want to yank my panties down and masturbate.”

“You have an office. Just do it.”

“No!”

“You have to be adventurous. Take risks. They pay off so well.” I slipped a third finger into my juicy twat.

“I'm not like you, Aurora. I can't lose my job because I wanted to have a fling with the girl on the third floor, or because I was too horny to control myself and had to masturbate at my desk at work.”

“You're missing out,” I moaned. “Oh, yes, you are. Mmm, I picturing you two fucking. Your ass clenching as you thrust the dildo into her juicy cunt. The way she nibbles on your nipples and just drives you wild. I see it all. Ooh, she loves your nipples, doesn't she?”

“Yes,” she hissed. “Dammit, Aurora. I have to go. I can't listen to you masturbate. It's too mean. I should come over after work and make you lick my pussy.”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Chapter One: Job Interview

I squirmed in the cheap chair at the entrance to McClintock & Associates Accounting. I was not happy to be here. I did not want to interview for a job as a secretary. This was all my friend Ruth's fault. She made me apply. I never thought they would call me in for an interview.

But they did.

So here I was, wearing one of my pencil skirts, nylons up to mid-thigh, a simple blouse appropriate for the work force. I went trashy with my underwear, a bright-red thong and a bra made of more of lace than solid cloth. It hid nothing. My nipples, the right pierced by a barbell, would be on display if I popped off this blouse. I even had three inch heels on instead of my boots.

And the worst part, I had to ride the bus. Pencil skirts and my hair stylized to look professional did not agree with riding a motorcycle. Luckily, it was a short bus ride. Only thirteen blocks from where I lived. I was on the fifth floor of the skyscraper on Pacific Avenue and 13th Street waiting for my turn to be interviewed.

I did need the job. My gig as a nude model for an art class had been fine, but it was only twice a week. I needed to make more than three hundred dollars, even if the perks of having hot threesomes with Professor Septima—or was it September?—and her naughty student Clarisse were a fun bonus. Those two had hit it off.

It was so cute that I brought them together. And sucked. I wanted that, but I never would have it. I fell in love too easily, like the girl I met at the laundromat three days ago. I thought I was in love, but after I worked her panties off and fingered her to a nice orgasm beside the clattering dryer, all the excitement vanished.

She wasn't the one. I was cursed to flit from woman to woman, a butterfly craving only one flower but unable to resist the next bright blossom that caught my gaze.

Today, I found that bright blossom in a tight miniskirt.

She entered the office with a bang, throwing up the door as I played on my phone, waiting for Mr. McClintock to finally get around to interviewing me. I looked up and stared right at her ass as she walked past, heading for the boss's office door. Her skirt hugged two perfect hemispheres. They writhed together as her ass shook. Tan legs descended, calves sculpted, thighs sleek. She walked in a pair of stiletto heels with a dangerous strut.

I pressed my thighs tighter together as the rush of love shot through me. My nipples tingled and hardened in my bra. My poor thong would not be able to contain the flood. The woman turned, and I followed my eyes up to a set of gravity-defying breasts pressing against the fabric stretched over them. Big and artificial, like the bleached-blonde of her hair.

But that didn't make her any less beautiful.

She was a model. What was she doing in an office in downtown Tacoma? She should be working the runway in Paris or New York. I licked my lips as she grabbed the boss's door and threw it open, saying, “Honey, there's a problem with—”

Her words cut off as the door slammed shut behind her.

“Wow,” I said.

“Yep,” A guy nodded.

I looked up to see a tall man in a dress shirt and tan slacks, holding a steaming mug of coffee. “That is Mrs. McClintock. Well, the second Mrs. McClintock. The first does not look so good.”

“I guess being an accountant must pay well. Those tits looked expensive.”

He smiled. “Only if you're the boss.” He gave me a speculative look.

“Aurora,” I answered. “I'm here for the receptionist job.”

“Pete,” he said. “Well, good luck on that. The last receptionist walked out, tired of his BS.”

“Well, I know how to shovel it.”

He laughed. “You look like you do.” He sipped his coffee. “So, uh, maybe we could go have a coffee or something?”

“You have a coffee.”

“I mean, after work, you know, to celebrate you getting the job.”

“I haven't gotten the job.”

His smile was confident. “I think you will. I'm a good judge of people. I take one look at a person, and I can know a lot about them.”

Amused, I leaned back in my chair and arched an eyebrow. “Oh. And what do you think when you look at me?”

“Someone playful. Someone who's not afraid of having fun after work. Adventurous.”

I nodded my head. “And adventurous means I would want to go out and get coffee with you? I mean, come on, that's so boring.”

The boss's door burst open and Mrs. Trophy Wife stepped out. I put on a sultry smile and met her green eyes as she strutted to me, those big tits bouncing. A pendant flashed with sapphires about her neck, the end nestled between those delicious mounds.

She glanced at me and frowned. “Who's she?”

“Applying to be a receptionist,” Pete answered. “She's adventurous.”

“Which is why Pete thinks I want to go get coffee with him.”

The woman laughed, rich and delightful. It made her breasts do such interesting things. I was a leg girl, but that didn't mean I ignored a woman's breasts. Especially when they were as magnificent as hers.

“I doubt she wants to get coffee with you.”

Before Pete could answer, she sauntered out of the office, bursting through the door, her heels echoing down the hallway to the elevators. Pete shook his head and muttered something that may have been “bitch” beneath his breath.

Anger flared through me. That bitch was the woman I loved. She was perfect. The way she spoke, the way her eyes sparkled. She was a woman who needed to have adventure. What was she doing married to an accountant?

Even if he was loaded.

“I don't want to go get coffee with you, Pete, and it has nothing to do with being adventurous.”

“Oh?”

“I thought you were so good at judging people.” I arched an eyebrow. “So can't you tell I'm gay?”

His smile froze. “Oh.”

“Yep.”

“So...not even a little.”

“Nope. Now, Mrs. McClintock on the other hand, if she asked me to coffee, I would be all over her.”

He gave me a nod. “Well, uh, good luck.” Then he retreated back to his desk.

I had to possess Mrs. McClintock. And that meant I had to have this job. I had to march into her husband's office and make sure he hired me. Otherwise, how would we ever meet again? It would be a big sacrifice. But one I would gladly make for her.

The office door opened and a heavyset man stepped out. He was balding, his face ruddy, and his gut stretched the front of his shirt. I kept myself from blanching. This ugly thing got to touch the woman I loved? Just the idea of this man pawing those perfect, magnificent breasts made my stomach curdle.

But I didn't show it. I needed this job. I would do anything to get it.

Well, anything short of sucking this man's cock. I don't think I could stomach that. I had never stooped that low in my life. But I was a beautiful woman, and Mr. McClintock clearly appreciated us. I bet he would hire me as long as I kept up my charm.

“Aurora Hayes?” he asked, his voice gruff. His jowls shook as he spoke. He had a triple chin.

I took a deep breath. “I am.” I stood and extended a hand. “Pleased to meet you, Mr. McClintock.”

His hand was greasy. I smelled French fries on his breath. That poor woman had to put up with this. He must be loaded. Or have a huge cock. My eyes flicked down purely out of curiosity, but I didn't see any large bulge.

Was it obvious when they had one? I really did not pay enough attention to men to know.

“Well, let's get this over with. I hope you're not as mouthy as the last one.” He shook his head. “Can't stand a mouthy subordinate. It's your place to listen, my place to speak.”

I nodded my head, resisting the urge to knee him in the balls. I had never done that in such a tight skirt. I might tear it or fail miserably. Plus, I needed the job. I followed him into his office, my thoughts full of his beautiful wife and all the wicked, delicious things I wanted to do to her fine body.

It was the only way I could get through the interview. I kept my thoughts full of her lovely body, her naked breasts, so firm and pliant in my hands, her hard nipples so perfect to pinch and suck, and her dripping pussy, so sweet, so juicy.

I would run my tongue through her snatch, teasing her with my tongue stud, and make her explode. She would cum so hard on my mouth. She would forget all about this boor and run away with me. We would make love in every spot in my loft—the couch, the shower, my bed, the floor. I would take her for wild rides. I would worship her body.

“Well, Aurora,” he said at the end. “You start tomorrow. Be here at 8:30.”

“Yes, sir,” I smiled as his eyes leered at my body. I would devour his wife. We would make such sweet love to her behind his back.

I reached across the table and shook his hand.


Chapter Two: Great News

“I have great news,” I said the moment Ruth picked up her phone. I called her the moment I got home to my loft.

Ruth was my best friend, a Jewish lesbian and sometime lover. Right now was one of those times. She was still taking her breakup with Tammy, or was it Tonya, hard. Whatever-her-name was married and decided not to leave her husband for Ruth.

But she was mending. We went out last night, and she hooked up with a cute, pink-haired dyke. I saw them leave, and Ruth's texts this morning were bubbly and happy. She got laid and I was thrilled for her.

“You got the job?” Ruth asked, her voice hopeful. I had to borrow money from Ruth to help pay my bills, which was why she was such a strict task master, making sure I found a new job.

“That's not the great news. I'm in love.”

“You're always in love, Aurora. That can't be the great news.”

“Well, it is. Her name is Mrs. McClintock, and she is gorgeous. Just scrumptious, Ruth. I'm going to enjoy seducing her behind my boss's back.”

“So you did get the job.”

“Yes, Ruth.” I rolled my eyes. “Get your priorities straight. I found a new woman to love.”

“And what happened to Dorothy?”

“Who?”

“The girl you met at the dry cleaners.”

“Oh, we fingered each other,” I shrugged. “It was hot. Right there in the laundromat. But Dorothy isn't Mrs. McClintock. She's like a model. She's the boss's trophy wife.”

“So you got the job.”

“Yes. How else could I seduce her?”

Ruth's sigh was very audible. “So let me get this straight, you only tried to get the job so you could seduce your boss's wife?”

“Yes. You don't understand. I'm in love.”

“And after you seduce her, you don't think there'll be any problems at your new job.”

“When she leaves him for me? Probably. Who fucking cares. She's amazing. Ooh, the things I plan on doing to her. I should bring a dildo to work just in case I get a chance to use it.”

“C'mon, Aurora, try and take things seriously.”

“I'm always serious about my dildos. You know that.”

“God, you're hopeless, Aurora. You're lucky I love you.”

I smiled. “Aww, you're so sweet. I love you, too, Ruth. And how did last night go? I want details. I'm horny.”

I fell back on my bed, my free hand sliding into my skirt's waistband. I found the frilly hem of my thong and shoved my hand down it. I caressed my shaved pubic mound before I reached deep enough to rub at the wet lips of my pussy.

“Are you going to masturbate?” Ruth asked.

“You masturbate to my stories all the time,” I purred, my bed creaking as my hips shook. “Come on, tell me. I need a nice, juicy orgasm.”

My fingers stroked the wet lips of my pussy. Just thinking about Mrs. McClintock kept me wet and on edge the entire bus ride back home. Not even the sleazy conditions on the bus took away from my excitement or could banish her glorious body from my thoughts.

“Well, we went to her place,” Ruth said, “and she busted out some fun toys. We used a double-headed dildo on each other. First, I was fucking her and then she was fucking me. And it had ridges around it so my pussy could grip it. And when it slid inside me... Damn, Aurora. It made me ache.”

“Uh-huh,” I panted, rubbing faster at my pussy. “Were you both kneeling and pressing your ass together as you fucked her, or were you using it more like a strap-on.”

“More like a strap-on. I was on top, my tits bouncing as I fucked her. She loved my tits.”

“Mmm, they are a good pair,” I purred, sliding a pair of my fingers into my juicy twat. My thumb brushed my clit, circling it as I humped against my probing fingers. “I love playing with your tits.”

“You're sounding all breathy. You're getting me excited, and I can't do anything about it.”

“Why not?”

“I'm at work, Aurora.”

“Oh, right.” I groaned. “Keep going. Did she suck on your nipples?”

“She nibbled on them as I fucked her. The headboard of her bed kept banging against the wall and... Damn, Aurora. I can't do this at work. I'm so excited I want to yank my panties down and masturbate.”

“You have an office. Just do it.”

“No!”

“You have to be adventurous. Take risks. They pay off so well.” I slipped a third finger into my juicy twat.

“I'm not like you, Aurora. I can't lose my job because I wanted to have a fling with the girl on the third floor, or because I was too horny to control myself and had to masturbate at my desk at work.”

“You're missing out,” I moaned. “Oh, yes, you are. Mmm, I picturing you two fucking. Your ass clenching as you thrust the dildo into her juicy cunt. The way she nibbles on your nipples and just drives you wild. I see it all. Ooh, she loves your nipples, doesn't she?”

“Yes,” she hissed. “Dammit, Aurora. I have to go. I can't listen to you masturbate. It's too mean. I should come over after work and make you lick my pussy.”

“Ooh, yes,” I panted. “Then I can tell you all about how I'm seducing Mrs. McClintock.”

“Goodbye, Aurora.” She hung up.

I groaned and dropped my phone on the bed. Then I reached out and yanked open my nightstand's drawer. I shoved my hand in, searching around as I kept fingering my twat. I brushed smooth vibrator and snagged it.

I pulled out my silver bullet. I smiled and ripped my fingers out of my pussy. I licked them as I brought my vibrator to my sex. I twisted the handle, savoring my tart juices. I cleaned my fingers off one by one as I reamed the humming shaft in and out of my pussy.

“Oh, Mrs. McClintock, I'm going to love using this vibrator on you. Oh, yes I'm going to make you cum right in the office. I bet you want that, don't you?”

Yes, Aurora, she moaned. My husband's such a fat, disgusting pig. I have to fake it all the time.

“You won't fake it with this,” I moaned, twisting the base. It hummed louder and harder.

I groaned, my pussy clenching down onto the shaft. My back arched and my toes curled. My heel fell off my left foot as I thrashed. The nerves came alive in my pussy. I bit my lip, tossing on my bed as I pumped the dildo in and out of my snatch.

My tart juices perfumed the air. Bliss rippled out of my pussy as I imagined bending Mrs. McClintock over her husband's desk while he was out of the office, hiking up her skirt, and yanking down her panties. Her pussy was perfect, shaved bare, and so wet for me.

I rubbed the vibrator up and down her pussy, making her gasp and squeal. Then I rammed it into her hot depths, churning her up. She gasped and bucked, her hips undulating. I gave her such delicious pleasure.

“You like that?” I moaned out loud, my hand moving faster and faster as my orgasm built. “You like that, huh? You gonna cum on your husband's desk?”

Yes, yes, yes, Aurora. Oh, you're toy is so much better than his dick. Oh, yes. Keep ramming it into my cunt. Make me explode.

“I will,” I panted.

My body tensed. My pussy clenched down on the shaft. My thumb brushed my clit. The sensations swelled. I sucked in a deep breath and held it, anticipating the release of my orgasm. The humming shaft churned me into a wonderful froth.

My breath exploded out of me as I came. I gasped and bucked on the bed. My red hair flew into my eyes as I shuddered. I screamed out my bliss. My heels drummed into my mattress as I bucked and spasmed.

“We'll make each other cum so fucking hard. Yes, yes, yes.”

I slumped, eager for my chance to seduce her.


Chapter Three: Who's In Charge

Mr. McClintock was just as unpleasant to work for as I imagined. I hated sitting at that receptionist desk when the line from his office would ring. If I didn't pick it up by the second ring, he would yell at me—even if I was on the phone with a customer. And what he had to tell me was always so demeaning. “I need fresh coffee, now,” was his usual demanded. The man must drink coffee by the gallon. I loved the stuff—it was what let me wake up so damned early for this job.

But three cups an hour?

The only time he emerged was to talk to a client or to make a trip to the bathroom. A lot of trips. Anything else he needed, he summoned. If I wasn't fetching him coffee or running to the vending machine to buy him something salty to snack on—which I never got right; the asshole expected me to read his mind or some bullshit like that—it was to summon an employee in for a meeting.

Who would thought accountants would be so damned busy in July. It was only on my third day that I learned they managed accounts for major corporations and not just peoples taxes. There was a lot of work year-round. It was only at its busiest in March and April.

I put up with it hoping to see Hope McClintock.

Her name was perfect—Hope. She embodied everything that kept me showing up for work and not running out of the office. If I was Catholic, I would nominate the woman for sainthood. She deserved it for putting up with the asshole. What must it be like at their home?

The asshole had to be loaded. There was no other way to explain Hope.

I was glad he was married to a gold digger. That woman earned every penny she got out of him for putting up with the asshole. I wanted to smash my keyboard across his forehead every time the damned phone—

It rang.

My hand darted for the receiver. After four days, it was a Pavlovian reaction now. I hated it, but I snatched up the phone before it rang a second time. “Aurora.”

It. Was. Him.

“My wife's coming in. I hope you're not wearing such a low-cut blouse like you were yesterday. If you are, button up. Last thing I need is for her to chew me out over your attire. Like I'm in to redhead's.”

I grit my teeth. I had a great pair of cleavage. My tits were magnificent and deserved to be shown off to Hope. And my red hair was amazing. I had the best fucking hair. My hands clenched. My fingernails were more than sharp enough to dig out his eyeballs.

Ooh, that would be satisfying.

“I can't button up,” I said. “If you had a problem with my blouses, why didn't you say anything?”

“I don't have a problem with your blouses.”

I shuddered at his tone. I glanced at his office wall and imagined his eyes were boring through it to stare at my cleavage. Pig.

“My wife has a problem. I like your blouses. If I knew the woman was coming in today, I would have told you. She wants to go to lunch. Like I have time for that today.”

“I could take her,” I said.

He laughed. “She'd kill you. She's a jealous type. She thinks I'm going to cheat on her with the receptionist.” He laughed again. “She has a point. She was my secretary when I cheated on my last wife. She knew how to wear a blouse. Let me tell you, Aurora.”

“I really don't need to know about this.”

“The first time she sat on my face, you should have heard her squeal.”

I needed a shower. Hope should only sit on my face. Then she would really squeal and not have to fake it like she does for that tub of lard. I clenched my teeth. If I got fired, then Hope would never get to fall in love with me.

And that would be a tragedy. We were perfect for each other. Just perfect. Mmm, her ass was perfect. And those tits.

We were made for each other. It was fate.

Thinking about Hope sitting on my face was far better than listening to the disgusting words my boss said. No wonder his last secretary quit. I should tape this. I bet I could get a great settlement out of it.

After I seduced his wife and cuckolded him. I would have to remember that.

“Well, it's your funeral for dressing like a whore,” he said, snapping me out of my thoughts.

A whore? “I'm wearing a classy top, sir.”

“Really classy.” He laughed again, a disgusting bark. My hand clenched on the receiver

“Anything else?”

“Coffee. Now.”

“Right away, sir.”

I slammed the phone down on the receiver and let out a growl of frustration. Pete gave me a sympathetic nod. He seemed to think he could somehow seduce me into being straight. He kept trying to flirt with me.

It was so pathetic.

I stood up, smoothing the tight, beige pencil skirt I wore. It was a short one, showing off my legs. I hoped Hope appreciated it as much as my cleavage. I wore a nice scoop-neck blouse, my push-up bra giving my tits a nice shelf of cleavage that bounced as I walked.

I crossed he office and reached the coffee pot. I poured him a cup and started another pot. He had his own dedicated pot. With all the caffeine and junk food, I couldn't wait for the fat fuck's heart to explode. It had to be clogged with so much shit.

I marched back across the office, the scent of the cheap coffee filling my nose. It wasn't even good coffee. It was so pathetic. I reached his office and knocked once before entering He sat at his desk, staring at his computer. He lifted his eyes and smiled.

“Oh, she is going to hate you,” he chuckled as I handed him his cup. “That skirt, too. Damn, she hates competition.”

“Then why did you hire me?” Anger boiled through me. It was hard to hold back my tongue.

“She's always the best lay when she's angry. Tonight, she's going to be hissing fury, and it will be amazing.”

I bit back my, “You're a fucking asshole who doesn't deserve my Hope,” and retreated from his office back to my desk.

I settled on my stool, glancing at my computer. My half-completed game of solitaire beckoned, but I couldn't focus. Hope was coming. This was my chance to make her love me as much as I loved her. A flutter rippled through my stomach and I squirmed on the seat. I ripped open my purse, pushed aside my dildo and strap-on harness, and pulled out my compact.

I checked my makeup.

Lips cherry red. Cheeks rouged. Eyelashes thick and dark. Eyeshadow mysterious and beguiling. No blemishes. Only perfection. I grabbed a comb and tamed a few errant curls of my red hair, and then I adjusted my bra, making sure my breasts were on display.

I hoped she appreciated all the work I did.

Two cups of coffee later, the elevator dinged, and the distinctive click of stiletto hills echoed down the lobby to the doors. She appeared through the frosted glass, a beautiful goddess in foggy silhouette. She yanked the door open and burst in. Today, she wore a pink dress that hugged her body like a tight sheath, molding to all her curves and delicious shape. Her large breasts jiggled as she walked forward. It was cut so low I didn't think she had a bra on.

Especially not with such hard nipples.

I gave her a smile. “Hello, Mrs. McClintock. How are you doing today?”

She paused, studying me. Her lips tightened. They were plump and juicy. So kissable. Her green eyes flicked down to my cleavage. I leaned forward, giving her a nice peek. Color spotted her cheeks. Her fingernails drummed on the top of the counter.

“Well, well, well, so you're the new whore he hired,” she hissed.

“Yes,” I smiled, staying calm.

“All tarted up for his pleasure”

I snorted. “Not for his.”

“Right.” She looked me up and down, her eyes narrowing. “Come with me.”

I didn't flinch at her tone of voice. She was a passionate woman. But not bi. Her eyes didn't linger on my breasts. She didn't see me as a sexual partner but a rival. Once I disabused her of that notion, we could have fun.

Ooh, the fun we would have.

I grabbed my purse then slid off my stool, straightened my skirt, and walked out from behind the receptionist counter. Her eyes flicked down to my toned, naked legs and short, tight skirt. Her mouth tightened further and her breath quickened, which made those lush tits rise and fall.

“Tart,” she hissed beneath her breath. “Follow.”

“I love to follow,” I told her. “It's such a great view.”

“Oh, and sassy. My ass is amazing. I won't have you mocking it.”

“I'm not mocking. I'm appreciating.”

Everyone in the office watched us. I didn't care. I hoped they all knew that I was after the boss's wife. No one liked Mr. McClintock. I could probably fuck Hope right out here, and none of them would scurry to their boss to curry favor by tattling.

I followed Hope to her husband's office. She wrenched the door open and strolled in. I followed and closed it shut. Her husband stood there, a boyish smile on his face, his back straight. I blinked; all the arrogance gone from his face.

“Hi, honey,” he said.

“Don't 'hi, honey' me,” his wife snapped. “Do you see what your whore of a secretary is dressed like?”

“I told her to not dress so provocatively, dear.”

He sounded so meek. Where did the asshole go?

“You need to fire her.”

“What?” I blinked.

“I can't, dear. You know that. All those laws. I can't just fire her without being sued. You don't want that.”

“Then make her wear something else. Like a garbage bag or something. I won't have little miss trollop prancing about the office wagging her tits and ass at you, Gerald.” Her eyes narrowed. “I know what you do when that happens.”

“I would never cheat on you, Hope. I love you.”

Did he? His eyes were so nervous. She loomed over him, controlling him. I glanced at her small, Gucci purse that matched her pink dress. Were his balls in there? Had she cut them off and put them in her purse?

It explained a lot.

“I can't force her to dress differently,” he added. “Lawsuits, honey. She's not dressed inappropriately”

“She's dressed like a whore? Look at that skirt.” Hope touched my skirt's hem. “Look at how much leg she's showing.”

“It's as much as you're showing,” I said, trying to get a handle on this situation. I wasn't expecting such a dominating woman. Trophy wives were supposed to be vapid, empty-headed, clothing-obsessed things.

Not this shrieking woman. Maybe this was a mistake.

No. No. I had to seduce her now. She wasn't the woman for me, but she was sexy. And it would be satisfying to figure out how to win her affections. She was so dominating. I had to flip that around on her. But I need to be alone with her.

“So you won't fire her, and you won't make her change?” Hope folded her arms beneath those breasts then leaned over. “You are in so much trouble.”

For a moment, a gleam of entered Mr. McClintock's eyes. Then it was gone. “I guess so. Well, I have to get going. I have a client meeting.”

“What? We're going to lunch. You promised.”

“Sorry, have to make money.” He pushed back his chair and stood up. “Maybe you can convince Aurora that she should change her dress.”

I knew he didn't have an appointment—I was in charge of his calendar. He just wanted to get away from his wife. He wanted her angry, but he didn't want to put up with her nagging. He just wanted that hot, passionate sex tonight, and he was throwing me to his wife's claws.

Of course, I was eager to feel them.

He fled out of the room and slammed the door behind him. Hope's green eyes fell on me, a deadly smile curling her lips.


Chapter Four: Dressed to Seduce

I smiled back as I set my purse on the desk and folded my arms. I faced Hope without flinching. I was ready for whatever she could throw at me.

She advanced on me, manicured fingernail lunging forward and poking me right between the breasts. “Now you listen to me, Little Miss Trollop. If you think you can seduce my—”

I laughed. I let out a rich, delightful laugh. Her plucked, dark eyebrows narrowed as she stared at me. She had expected me to wilt, to retreat, to protest, but not to laugh. People didn't laugh at Hope McClintock.

“I'm not trying to seduce your husband. But that's cute that you think it.”

“Then why are you tarted up like a three dollar whore?”

Three dollar whore? Who talks like that? If she wasn't so gorgeous, I wouldn't put up with this shit. “I'm not trying to seduce him, but you.” I stepped closer. “Mmm, the moment I saw your ass, I had to have you.”

“What?” Her lush lashes blinked rapidly. “Me? What? I'm not—”

I kissed her. I pounced on her and pressed myself tight against her body. Her breasts were so firm against mine as my hands went around her waist and grabbed that lush, perfect ass. I moved my lips, kissing her hard, undulating my hips, writhing against her perfect beauty. Mmm, she was so damned sexy. I loved how she felt, the flavor or her lipstick, the smell of her perfume.

Intoxicating.

She squirmed and struggled. I let her break away. Her eyes were wide. She stared at me as my fingers dug into the flesh of her ass. The shock was still there, but something else. Something kindled. Something burning.

“You...want me?”

“You are so beautiful,” I moaned. “A fucking goddess. Of course I want you. Those legs. That ass. Your tits. Your lips.” I kissed her again, nibbling on her lower lip as she trembled. “Of course I want you. How could I not?”

“So you think you can just kiss me?” The domination returned. That was the key to her. She liked to be in charge. She didn't like someone challenging her.

And I had.

Now I just had to let her reassert her dominance and she was mine.

She seized a handful of my red hair and pulled my head away as I leaned in for another kiss. I gasped at the pain, my pussy growing more excited. I wasn't used to surrendering control. I liked to drive the car, but sometimes it was nice to relax and enjoy the ride.

“You think I want to be your lover?” She flicked her eyes down. “You're cute enough. But, honey, I don't like girls. Especially not hussies that thing they are all that.”

“You're hurting me,” I whimpered while my hips still undulated against her. The pain added a delicious spice.

“You love it. You're humping against me like a bitch in heat.” Something entered her eyes. “You're just a little dyke thinking you could make me do something filthy with you.”

“Yes,” I moaned. “So filthy.”

“I bet you wanted to lick my pussy, huh? I bet you thought you were good enough to devour my cunt? And then you expected me to return the favor.”

“Yes, we can sixty-nine,” I moaned. “We can make each other cum and cum.”

“Like I want to touch your cunt. I'm not a dyke.” Her nipples were so hard.

I glanced down at them.

“Ooh, is this what you want?” She pulled down the top of her dress. Her nipple popped out, so hard, just begging to be sucked. “Huh, dyke? Do you want to lean over and suck my nipple?”

“I just want to please you.”

She snorted and yanked my head down. Her nipple was pink and fat, thrusting from the top of her round breast. It was a beauty. I seized her tit with my hand, unable to resist the opportunity to feel her big, fake mound. I sank in, loving the feel of silicon, making her tit firmer than a big, pillowy breast that size should. I latched onto her nipple and sucked as hard as I could.

“Oh, you wicked whore,” she moaned. “Ooh, you think I want your mouth on my nipple. Sucking it. Nibbling on it.”

I sucked then nibbled. She moaned as her words continued to spill out of her mouth. Filthy, humiliating words. But it was so hot. I wanted to be her dyke-slut. I wanted to make her howl. I couldn't wait for her to drown me in her pussy juices.

I ran my tongue over her nipple, making her suck in a breath, then I nibbled on it again, nipping with my teeth. She twisted my hair in her hand and pulled my mouth off her nub with an audible pop. She forced me to look into her green eyes.

“Ooh, you are just a wanton bitch,” she hissed. “Trying to get me horny, huh? You want me to beg you to lick my pussy.”

“I just want to lick it. You don't have to beg,” I moaned, my heart hammering. My pussy flooded my panties with juices. “I just want to lick your pussy and maybe use my strap-on.”

“You think you can fuck my cunt with your nasty toy?” She yanked on my hair. “Huh?”

“Please, please, just let me please you.” I flicked out my tongue. “I'll make you cum better than any man.”

She arched an eyebrow. “Really? That's quite the boast, dyke.”

“No boast,” I purred. There it was in her eyes. The interest. She wanted it. She heard me beg, and now I gave her a way to submit to her burgeoning lusts without ruining her sense of domination. I almost laughed. She thought she was in control.

But she wasn't. I was. I had her hot cunt right where I wanted it. She was horny, and I was ready to satisfy her.

“Fine.” She yanked down on my hair. I didn't resist. “But you better fucking devour my pussy better than any man ever has. Or you'll regret it.”

I fell on my knees before her. Those magnificent legs rose up before me, vanishing into the dark promise beneath her skirt. I licked my lips as she yanked my head forward, pressing my face into the crotch of her dress.

My pussy clenched and I squirmed. It was exciting not being in control. And it was a straight woman dominating me. She had never had her pussy licked, and I was about to devour her.

My hands slid up those wonderful thighs. I caressed her flawless flesh and pushed up her skirt. It rose over her hips, exposing a cherry-red thong, the crotch darkened by her desire. I breathed in her tart musk, savoring it before my fingers hooked the waistband of her panties and yanked them down her flesh.

The thin cloth rolled and bunched as I drew it down her legs, exposing the trimmed, brown hair covering her pussy. The carpets did not match her bleached-blonde drapes. She had a bikini wax, keeping her bush small, a little mat of curly hair covered in her juices.

She stepped out of her thong, and I balled them up and shoved them into my blouse before she noticed. Her hands pulled my face into her pussy. Her hips undulating, Hot, wet curls brushed my lips, tickling me, and then her cunt.

I licked.

She moaned

“Oh, that's it, slut. Mmm, you think you are all that, huh? That I wanted anything to do with your skank, dyke ass. I just want you to eat my pussy. Mmm, yes. Do it. Make me cum all over that sweet mouth of yours. I want to cream you and drown you in juices.

My hands reached around her waist, my fingernails scratching at her skin. She shuddered as my tongue slid through the folds of her pussy, caressing all her sensitive folds. She trembled and moaned again, undulating faster, grinding on me as I teased her.

My fingers clenched into her ass, pulling her tight against me. She gasped, her back arching, her bleached-blonde curls bouncing about her forehead. She purred as my tongue stroked and loved her. I explored her folds, loving her flower the way only a butterfly could.

I would drink her nectar dry.

I probed my tongue into her pussy, swirling it through her holes. She gasped as she felt the pleasure. She smeared her hot flesh on my lips. Her hips circling faster as her pleasure built, her moans echoing through her husband's office.

“Oh, you little dyke-slut. Mmm, devour my pussy. That's it. You're not bad. Better than my husband, but he's abysmal at pussy licking. Come on, dyke. Prove it to me. Be better than any man. Make me cum on those pretty lips.”

I would.

My tongue fucked in and out of her pussy while I nuzzled my face into her flesh. My right hand drifted down and and reached between her thighs from behind. I brushed the folds of her pussy as I licked my tongue up to her clit. I circled the nub as my finger sank to the first knuckle into her hot, dripping folds.

She gasped, her pussy clenching on my finger. I played with her clit, staring up at her as she squirmed. Her hands squeezed her breasts through her blouse, her tongue flicking across her lips. She loved it.

I was the best.

“Do you like it?” I moaned. “Do you like my tongue licking and my finger fucking?”

“It's not bad,” she purred.

I nipped her clit.

“Oh, it's not bad at all.”

I pumped my finger in and out of her cunt a few more times before I ripped it out and traced it up through her taint. She gasped, staring down at me as I brought my juicy finger to her asshole. Her eyes widened.

“Oh, you are a wicked slut.” She jerked on my red hair. “Do it. Ram that finger into my asshole. Finger me and make me cum all over that pretty face.”

“Yes,” I moaned and rammed my finger deep into her asshole.

My finger, lubed by her dripping juices, slid into her tight depths. Hot bowels clenched about my finger. She gasped and bucked, undulating her pussy against my lips. I flicked and flailed my tongue on her clit, driving her wild with pleasure as I reamed her tight, puckered asshole.

I loved playing with a woman's asshole. I squirmed, my nipples aching, my pussy on fire. My hips writhed. I wanted to finger myself, but I needed to give her every trick I possessed. I kept reaming her asshole with my right hand while my left slid around and caressed the folds of her pussy.

Her juices coated my fingers. I licked and nuzzled at the clit as my fingers dipped into her folds, caressing them on my way to her dripping hole. I slid two fingers into her twat. Her hot flesh clenched on them, her bowels squeezing my probing finger.

“I bet you like taking it in both holes at the same time,” I moaned. “I know you do.”

“Are you calling me a slut?” she asked, humping against my fingers

“Just a woman that loves her pleasure, and isn't afraid to take it wherever she can.”

“Mmm, that's right. I do love my pleasure. I'm not afraid at all. Especially not of a little dyke like you. Ooh, yes, you better make me cum. I'm so fucking horny. I want to spill my juices across your lips.”

“Yes, Mrs. McClintock.”

I sucked her clit into my mouth as my fingers curled I scraped my fingernails along the top of her pussy wall, searching for her G-spot. I fingered her asshole faster as I searched and caressed, stroking her sensitive flesh.

She bucked and gasped.

I found it.

I massaged her G-spot, caressing it over and over. Her body bucked and shuddered. The pleasure rippled through her. She gripped my hair tighter, pulling at my roots as her pussy and asshole both convulsed about my fingers.

“You fucking dyke,” she howled. “Oh, yes, yes, yes. You wonderful, delicious, fucking dyke. Oh, my god. Oh, yes. Oh, fuck.”

Her tart juices flooded out of her pussy. A delicious, wonderful, creamy delight. I drank it all down, feasting on her as she spasmed and moaned. Her large tits heaved and bounced. She groaned as she undulated against my mouth. Her free hand clenched on her breast through her blouse. Her face contorted as absolute bliss shuddered through her.

“That's it,” I moaned. “Cum. I know you love it. Let yourself go. Enjoy.”

I kept attacking her G-spot. I didn't let up. I massaged it, keeping her body bouncing and heaving, the pleasure rippling through her. I flicked her clit with my tongue, playing with the engorged nub. Her fingers twisted in my hair as her back arched.

She screamed louder as another orgasm rippled through her. I kept fingering her ass and massaging her G-spot, pleasuring her as I watched the beauty of lesbian delight cross her face. I gave her such delight.

“No man has ever made you feel that,” I moaned.

“No man,” she panted. “Oh, fuck. Stop, stop. I can't...Oh, shit, I'm cumming again.”

I delighted in her third orgasm. I assaulted her clit. I knew it was overstimulated. And that made her orgasm swell with power. I flicked it, ignoring the fatigue in my tongue. That didn't matter. I had to please this woman.

“Aurora, you fucking dyke,” she panted. “Please, please, stop. I can't... Too much... Oh, shit.”

She wrenched away from me, my fingers popping out of her holes. She let go of my hair and stumbled back, hitting her husband's desk. She sat her naked ass on the edge, shuddering as the bliss washed over her. Shivering, she rested her hand on my purse I left on the desk, her hand clenching and relaxing on it.

“Holy shit. Damn, you know how to eat pussy.”

“I am the best,” I purred as I stood up, licking my lips.


Chapter Five: Strap-on Delight

Hope McClintock nodded her head, her breasts rising and falling in her blouse. “You are the best. Oh, you fucking dyke.” She clenched her hand on my purse and frowned. “I bet you have toys in here.”

“Guilty.”

“Toys you thought you could use on me?” She wrenched open my purse and pulled out the blue dildo. It was a straight shaft of hard rubber, covered in bumps and ridges. There were a pair of fake balls at the end, to help the harness hold on, and ridges on its base to massage my clit when I fucked with it. The harness came out with it, a tangle mass of black vinyl. “Is this what I think it is?”

“A strap-on,” I nodded. I arched an eyebrow. “Want me to put it on and fuck you?”

She lifted her eyebrow, not suggestively, but in disgust. “You fuck me?”

“It's a lot of fun.”

Her eyes flicked down at the dildo and harness then up at me. She tossed it to me. I fumbled and managed to hold on by pressing it to my breasts. My nipples tingled, rushing sensations down to my dripping pussy. I frowned at her. Why did she throw it to me?

She stood off the desk and said, “Put it on me then bend that dyke ass over the desk. I'll show you how to fuck.”

I smiled and nodded.

I knelt before her and slipped the dildo through the harnesses. Then I held it out for her to step into. She did, and I drew it up her sexy legs, tugging here and there when the vinyl caught on her lovely flesh. I pulled it up to over her hips and adjusted the straps, tightening it.

“Ooh,” she moaned.

“Yep, it'll give your clit quite the delight.” I pressed the dildo into her clit, and she moaned again. “See?”

“Yes,” she purred. “Mmm, I see why you brought this.”

I pulled the straps tight then walked to the desk. I bent over it and wiggled my hip at her. “Come fuck me. Mmm, I'm so wet.”

“Bitch,” she hissed, marching up to me. “I'm not fucking you to make you cum. I'm fucking you because I'm in charge here.”

She yanked up my skirt and seized the thong I wore today. She snapped it against my pussy. I gasped and shuddered, my clit so hard. I was so wet, so aching. I didn't need any foreplay. Eating her pussy had me ready to go.

She hooked her fingers into my thong's waistband again and jerked. The flimsy material dug into my right side and pressed on my clit. The fabric tore free, and she discarded my ruined underwear on the ground. The air made contact with my shaved pussy. I moaned and wiggled my hips.

“Fuck me.”

“Dyke,” she hissed, and her hands squeezed my ass, her fingernails biting into my flesh.

I hissed through my clenched teeth, drinking in the flare of pain. My pussy contracted, begging to be filled. Juices trickled down my thighs as she parted my butt-cheeks over and over, purring behind me.

“Please, please, fuck me,” I moaned.

“Mmm, I like to hear you beg, slut.”

“I need to be fucked. My pussy is so hot. It turned me so on to eating your pussy. Please, please, please, fuck me.”

The words were exactly what she needed to hear. She let out a purring growl and slammed the dildo into my pussy. I gasped and the desk creaked as she drove my thighs against the edge. I groaned, undulating my hips as the dildo's bumps and ridges caressed the inside of my pussy.

Hope was missing out.

But her loss was my gain.

Her fingernails bit into my flesh again. I drank in the pain as I undulated my hips, eager for her to pound me. I wanted to be fucked. I needed to feel that big, huge toy reaming my cunt and making me squeal on the dildo.

“Mmm, you like that?” she asked, undulating her hips and stirring the dildo in me. “I bet you do. Such a slut.”

“I love it. Please, please, fuck me. Ram that huge, thick toy in and out of my pussy. I need it.”

She laughed and drew the dildo back. My pussy clung to the shaft. Every bump and ridge sliding through my body sent a wave of bliss through me. They crashed one after the other into me. I squirmed and sighed, loving how it felt. She drew back until only the tip remained.

“Beg.”

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” I panted, looking over my shoulder at her. “Please, please. Give it to me, Mrs. McClintock. Fuck me so hard! Ram that dildo into my cunt.”

“Yes!”

She slammed into me again. Our flesh slapped together. I groaned and clenched down on the toy. She drew back and thrust again. And again. She moaned, her hips picking up, her face twisting as she enjoyed the thrill of fucking me.

My pussy ached. Those ridges stimulated me. My nerves drank in the bliss, transmitting it to my core. Every time she buried in, the fake, rubbery balls smacked into my clit. I groaned with each one, undulating harder, faster.

The pleasure swelled. My fingernails scratched at the desk. I knocked over a lamp. It crashed on the floor followed by a stack of reports. I didn't care. I just humped back into her thrusts, drinking in every sensation.

“Oh, you're a hot fuck,” she moaned. “Pity you're a dyke. All those poor guys are missing out.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, my face twisting. “Oh, yes, Mrs. McClintock. Oh, yes. Fuck me. Ram that big, thick dildo into me. Oh, I love it. Ooh, yes. You're fucking me so hard. Oh, god, yes.”

“Are you going to cum? Huh, slut?”

“Yes,” I hissed, my pussy clenching down on the shaft. “I'm going to explode on that toy.”

“Good,” she moaned. Her hands kneaded my ass again. She pulled my butt-cheeks apart, her fingers swiping through my crack. A manicured finger brushed my sphincter. I gasped, my asshole clenching at the touch. “Oh, yes, I want you to cum.”

I didn't fight the pleasure. I squirmed on the desk. I squeezed my eyes shut as I concentrated on every inch of that dildo sliding in and out of my cunt. All the wonderful ridges and teasing bumps rubbing against my sheath. I groaned.

And came.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped as I bucked on the table. I shrieked. I didn't care if the people in the office heard. I only drank in the pleasure. It was amazing. My eyes rolled back in my head as I had my release at the hands of her hard thrusts.

“Oh, you dyke slut,” she hissed as I spasmed on her.

She ripped the dildo out of my pussy. I groaned, “Please, keep fucking me. I want to cum some more.”

“I am,” she purred.

She moved the dildo through my crack. I gasped as she pressed against my sphincter. My moan became a grunt as she rammed the dick several inches into my asshole, lubed by my juices. I shuddered, the burning bliss of her dildo sliding deeper and deeper into my asshole.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned. “Mmm, look at that. I knew you were a slut. Tell me how much you love it up the ass.”

“So much,” I panted as she worked the dildo in and out of my asshole, a new sensation building through me. “Fuck my ass. Oh, yes. Pound me. Tear my ass apart.”

“Fucking dyke slut.”

She pounded my ass. She showed me no mercy. Our flesh smacked together over and over. I humped and writhed against her. Such bliss shuddered through me. I bit my lip and groaned as the burning bliss seared through my bowels to my cunt.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned. “Oh, god, yes. Take it. Take it up your ass, slut.”

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes.” I couldn't stop saying it as I thrashed on the desk. It shuddered from her hard thrusts. Our flesh smacked so loudly together.

Her moans grew louder and louder. Her fingernails dug harder into my asscheeks. She slammed the dildo deep into my asshole and screamed pure, orgasmic bliss. She came from fucking me with the dildo. Her thrashing worked the dildo in and out my asshole.

“Oh, yes,” I hissed, focusing on the pleasure of her twisting. One ridge kept popping in and out of my sphincter, the sensation shooting to my pussy.

My orgasm exploded through me.

A deep, powerful wave of bliss shot out of me. My eyes rolled back into my head as the pleasure shuddered through me. My bowels spasmed on the toy. Stars danced before my eyes. I groaned and grunted, drinking in the pleasure. It left me so weak. My knees sagged. I slumped to the floor, the dildo popping off my ass, and I lay there, twitching, Hope standing over me.

She smiled as she undid the straps. “You're a lot of fun, Aurora. A lot of fun. I'll make sure you lick my pussy more often.”

I nodded my head. She definitely wasn't a woman to love, but she was a woman to fuck. Plus, I had her panties. Number forty-nine in my bet with Samir. Fifty-one more straight woman to seduce, fifty-one more flowers to love.

She tossed the dildo and harness on me, straightened her clothing, then marched out of the office, leaving the door open. Pete peered in, his eyes wide. I had cum too hard to care what I might be displaying.

“Damn, Aurora. The whole office heard.”

I smiled at him. “You gonna tell the boss?”

“Fuck that asshole,” he grinned.

“I fucked his wife,” I giggled and Pete joined me in a laugh as I pushed down my skirt. “Damn, I think I'm going to like working here.” The perks were amazing.

Want to read the next part? Click here for Arrested Passion!
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Sneak Preview of “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.

If you want to read more, click here for Passion's Pose!
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