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Naughty Excerpt from “Arrested Passion”

“You are a cocky bitch, huh? Think every woman wants to get into your panties.”

“You do.” I grinned. I could see the signs. The shift of her hips. The pressing of her thighs. Those leather pants creaked as she moved. I wanted to peel them off and see what was underneath. “I bet if I could see your eyes, they would be dilated right now. Your cheeks are warm, and that hot flush is forming between your thighs. The itch that you know I can scratch.”

“Riiiiight,” she said. “Listen, I'm working. So hop on your bike, head to the nearest dyke bar, and hit on the women there.”

“Don't deny what you're feeling.” I took a step closer. I didn't care about the traffic racing by us. My heart beat louder, telling me to be bold. That was what I had to do to win her. I had to break through her resistance and prove to her she couldn't resist my body.

I loved seduction. Every woman needed something different. Something to awaken them to the possibilities then encourage them to act on their heart. I had stoked the love in her heart, now I had to spur her to action. I had to make her do something wild. Something that would make her go out of control and love me.

“I know you've been thinking about me,” I continued. “My body. You're checking me out right now.”

“I'm not.”

“Don't lie. And it's okay. I want you to check me out. I wore this just for you.” I turned, my hips shaking, my booty swaying. “My ass isn't as great as yours, but don't tell me you don't want to smack it. To grip it. To hold onto it while we writhe in passion.”

“You are delusional, Aurora. You need to stop interfering. I'm working. What you're doing is a crime.”

“A crime,” I giggled. “Are you going to arrest me?” I turned to face her. “Strip search me? I bet you would love that. To run your hands over my body. To feel how sensual and silky I am. I bet you are just itching for the excuse.”

“Oh, I'm itching to do something,” she answered, voice tight. But her hips betrayed her. That squirm. That creak of leather. She had a hot pussy underneath there. A hot pussy begging for my attention.

“Itching to fuck me?” I took a step closer, standing only inches away. I could smell her leather and something beneath it. Her spicy deodorant. Baby powder. And a hint, just a hint, of perfume. Something to make her feel feminine while on the job. “Itching to feel my tongue and fingers in your pussy.”

“Fucking dyke,” she snarled. “Step back or I will arrest you.”

“Mmm, you want me.” I reached up, hooking my finger into my halter top's cup and yanked it down, baring my right tit, the silver barbell sparkling in the sunlight. She sucked in a breath as she stared at it, seeing the snake tattoo coiled about my breast, the tongue flicking at my nipple. “That could be your tongue, Officer.”

She shook her head and then unbuckled her helmet and set it on her bike. Her short, thick, black hair spilled out, tightly curled. With her glasses on, it was hard to read her emotions. Had I gone too far? Or was this the push she needed to finally act?

“I warned you,” she said and pulled out a pair of handcuffs. “Think you can interfere in my duties and flash your tits at me? Like I want to see that.”

“Oh, you do, Officer,” I said, keeping the fear out of my voice. I pulled my fingers away from the cloth, my tit still exposed, and held both hands out before me. “Arrest me. Strip search me. I know you want to. Here's your chance to run your hands over my body. To satisfy your curiosity.”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Chapter One: Off-Balanced

Hope McClintock, my boss's busty trophy wife, thrust the strap-on dildo deep into my pussy. She gasped and moaned, cumming hard as I thrashed, bent over her marriage bed. My fingers clawed at the sheets as the pleasure boiled through my body. My pussy clenched and spasmed about the huge dildo stretching me out.

“That's it, you filthy dyke-slut,” she snarled. Her fingernails scratched at the cheeks of my ass, leaving burning pain behind. “That's it, Aurora. Mmm, yes. You did good today.”

“Uh-huh,” I panted and then groaned as she pulled the toy out of my sensitive depths. I shuddered, gasping in breath, my red hair sticking to my wet lips. “Do you need anything else?”

“No, no, you've made me cum enough.”

It was the third time I had been called over to the house since I seduced Hope in her husband's office a week ago today. When I first saw the busty trophy wife—and glimpsed her gorgeous ass, her fake tits bouncing, her mouth-watering legs—I had to seduce her.

I just hadn't counted on her being so dominating. When I realized it, I used it, acting submissive to seduce her. I worked her into a frenzy until she couldn't resist forcing me to eat her pussy until she explode. I made her cum so hard, better than any man had.

And that was the problem. She loved it. She was addicted to it. And if I didn't give it to her, I would lose my job as the receptionist at McClintock & Associates Accounting.

Of course, the job sucked. But I had to pay my bills. Her husband was a dick, and it was thrilling knowing my pussy juices stained the comforter of his bed while he was at the office. And when Hope needed my “assistance” at her house, it got me out of the office and away from that asshole's demands.

Servicing Hope was almost my dream job. When I met her, I fell in love hard. I was always discovering a new woman to love. Just last night, I met this girl at my favorite bar crying over her asshole boyfriend. She was so beautiful. She made my heart beat so wildly. I made love to her in the bathroom then again at my apartment.

But already the spark faded.

Like it had for Hope. Of course, the spark for Hope faded before we ever even had sex. She was too dominating. I liked to be in control. I seduced women and made them love me, even if only for a night. I wasn't someone to be used by a dominating straight woman who got off on having a dyke come over and lick her pussy.

But I needed the job. And I did have fun. I came so hard on the dildo as she pounded me.

But it left me...off-balanced. Out of sorts.

“Get dressed, and you can head back to the office. I'll call my husband when I need your services again.”

“Yes, Mrs. McClintock,” I groaned, stretching.

My body buzzed. My juices coated my thighs. I grabbed my black thong and drew it up my thighs, loving the feel of wet panties against my pussy lips, then I pulled on a pair of tight, red leather pants. I would change when I got back to the office. My business skirt and blouse were not the type of clothing that should be worn while riding a motorcycle.

I pulled on my bra and a tank top then strolled out, leaving her to lounge naked on the bed, her eyes closed. She was a beautiful woman, even with fake tits. Tanned and lush and so passionate. It was a shame she was such a bitch.

I had to find a new job. I didn't like this. I should be in control.

I walked out of her large house and into the cool breeze wafting off the Puget Sound. It kept July's heat at bay. The McClintocks had a large house built on the outskirts of Steilacoom with their own view of the Puget Sound. It was gorgeous.

I stretched as I stepped off the porch. My bike waited in the driveway, a red Honda Interceptor.

My baby.

I had bet my friend Samir that I could seduce one hundred straight women in a year. I had until New Years Eve to accomplish it. I had seduced fifty-three so far, including Hope. I had their panties in a box at my apartment, each one a memento of passion. If I lost the bet, I would have to forfeit my bike. If I won, he would pay me $10,000.

It was a sucker's bet. No one was better at seducing women than me. He was a fool to make it.

I kick-started my bike. The engine growled beneath me, that wonderful vibrations shivering through my body. My clit, still aching from my orgasm, buzzed. I smiled, revving the engines, loving the power between my thighs.

When I was riding, I was always in control.

I popped the bike into gear and roared down her driveway. I leaned over to turn right and roar up the street towards the Dupont-Steilacoom Highway. It was the fastest way back to I-5. I reached the two-lane highway and didn't stop, but turned right and roared down it.

The air howled past me. In moments, I left Steilacoom and entered Joint Base Lewis-McChord. Dark pine trees towered over me, land kept untouched by the military. Tall, chain link fences topped with barbwire lined both sides of the road, screening away the trees. It was cool in the gloom as I roared over the hill and then down the other side. I took a left on the other side, racing towards the rear gate of North Fort. I went left again and hooked onto North Fort Drive, heading towards Lakewood and I-5.

It was midday, traffic light. I blazed down the road, flashing by more trees as I drove through the base. My engine growled. The road ended in residential Lakewood. I went left half-a-block, then took the right onto Washington Boulevard. I growled down it, passing slower cars.

Freedom. I set the pace now.

I flew down the street until Gravelly Lake Drive. I hooked a right and followed the curving road to I-5. Traffic grew denser, forcing me to slow as the traffic lights at the on- and off-ramps were red. I idled on my bike, eager to get on the freeway and really tear loose.

To forget about Hope calling me a dyke-slut as she reamed me with her strap-on. And how much I loved it.

The light changed. Cars moved. I went through the first intersection and took a left at the second. I raced down the on-ramp towards I-5. My bike howled as I changed through the gears, blazing by the time I reached the merge.

I slid in front of an eighteen-wheeler and cut over three lanes into the far left. I leaned over, my helmet's visor keeping the wind out of my face as I went faster and faster. My heart thudded with excitement. I weaved and swerved around cars, leaning right and left, blazing past them all.

A red comet. Free to fly wherever—

Sirens erupted behind me. I groaned, glancing over my shoulder. A motorcycle cop roared after me, blue and red lights flashing. I released the accelerator, slowing, and signal to merge over. A cop. Today.

Fuck.


Chapter Two: Leather-Clad Ass

I slowed to a stop on the shoulder, the cop right behind me. I groaned and popped off my helmet, hanging it from my handlebars. My hands went to my breasts. Maybe I could get out of it with a little help from my tits. I adjusted them, pushing them up and pulling down on my tank top at the same time. My breasts appeared so round and perky, a nice cleavage formed.

I smiled as the cop's boots crunched up behind me. I turned, the wind whipping at my fiery hair. I used my most seductive smile, fluttering my eyes. I had beautiful, green eyes. I was hot. Guys ogled me all the time. I used to strip.

I may be a lesbian, but I had no problem flirting with a man to get out of an expensive ticket.

“Was I going to fast?” I asked with my most vapid expression as the cop stopped before me, leather pants squeaking.

“You can put those tits away,” the cop said, her voice very feminine. A coffee-brown face peered down at me, lips lush and plump, eyes hidden by mirrored sunglasses. A white helmet covered her head, the State Patrol logo emblazoned in gold on the side. “Not going to work on me.”

“You sure?” I asked, loving the sound of her voice. Wearing her leather jacket, bulky from her vest, I hadn't realized it was a woman until she spoke. “I do have a lovely pair of tits. What do you think, Officer...?”

“Greene,” she answered. “And how often do you flirt with my male coworkers to get out of a ticket?”

“A few times,” I giggled. “You can't blame a girl for using everything god gave her.”

“I guess not,” she answered. “But you're out of luck.”

“You're the only straight, female cop on the force,” I sighed. “Just my luck. I always do so well with the butch.”

“Yep,” she nodded. “Afraid so. Which is why I'll need your license, registration, and proof of insurance.”

“Sure, sure,” I sighed. She was cute, at least the lower part of her face was. Those lips would feel wonderful nuzzling at my pussy. And she had handcuffs...

Naughty fun to be had.

I reached into my back pocket and pulled out my wallet. I had a slim one, a man's wallet technically, but a woman's was too big to fit in your pocket. I pulled out my driver's license then smiled, “I just have to reach down here and get the other.”

“Down where?” she asked, her eyes glancing down at my crotch. My leather pants were tight, and I had a nice cameltoe showing. “You couldn't hide anything in those.”

“Glad you noticed,” I winked. “You know how it sucks wiggling into these tight pants and then no on appreciates what you're advertising.”

“Like me?”

“Yes.” I sighed. “Unless you're feeling a little bi today, Officer? I won't tell. No one has to know you're a little dyke.”

“Pull out the papers,” she said, her lips curling with the touch of a smile. “Before you talk yourself into more trouble.”

“Am I in trouble?”

“I clocked you at 103.”

“Ouch. I'll have trouble paying that.” That really stung. 43 over the speed limit. That was into negligent driving territory. I might get the yellow ticket instead of the green, which meant a court summons.

And that meant driving school.

I lifted my seat and reached into the compartment, fishing out my registration and insurance. It wasn't active insurance, but she had no way to know I had canceled it the moment I got the paperwork. I was just too poor to make payments right now.

I had so many other bills to pay.

And now a ticket.

“Here you are,” I said, keeping up my seductive purr. She was a cute, and straight. And her eyes did linger on my cameltoe. Maybe...

I licked my lips, my heart beating. Officer Green took the papers and turned, walking back to her motorcycle. My jaw almost dropped. The ass was perfect. Her leather pants hugged it like a second skin. My pussy clenched as my heart beat faster and faster.

I loved that ass. Maybe I could seduce her. I could lick her pussy right here on the highway as all the cars screamed by. It would be one of the wildest things I had ever done. My heart thudded in my chest as the possibility danced through my head.

Seducing a female cop on a traffic stop. It was so bold. So wild.

Something I could control.

She opened the back case on her Harley and unfolded a heavy duty laptop. She began typing my information in. I squirmed, staring at her in profile. What did she look like without the bulky jacket and vest on?

Were her tits nice and round? Big? Small? And her nipples? Fat or tiny? I pictured them rising hard, dark-brown, begging to be sucked on. And her skin. That lush, coffee-cream color. I wanted to lick up her entire body.

Officer Greene glanced up. “Do you need anything?”

“I just want to take you for a ride, Officer. Mmm, you're gorgeous. Those leather pants make your ass look fantastic. The things I would do to it.”

“Are you trying to bribe me with sex? I'm straight, remember?”

“Write me the ticket first,” I grinned. “And then we can have fun. Trust me. You'll enjoy riding my bike. I'll make it an afternoon you will never forget.”

She snorted and shook her head. Her fingers kept typing. “Do you try this on every female cop that pulls you over.”

“Get in their panties?”

She nodded.

“I would if they were as hot as you. You are gorgeous, Officer Greene. I mean that. A beautiful woman. Strong, powerful, and sexy.” I squirmed on my bike. “Let's have fun.”

She shook her head again. She was far too focused on her job to relax. And if she wouldn't relax, then how could I seduce her? Some women were easier than others. And sometimes you found them at just the right moment.

This wasn't that sometimes for Officer Greene.

She pulled out her ticket book and began writing. I caught a flash of green instead of yellow. I wasn't getting a court summons. She finished filling it out and walked to me, her boots crunching. She held out the metal clipboard and pen to me.

“Sign at the bottom,” she said. “It is not an admission of guilt, but merely a statement that you received the ticket. If you want to contest the ticket or see a judge about mitigating it, instructions are on the back.” She paused. “Though you know that.”

“I have been bad,” I grinned and took it from her. I scrawled my signature then glanced at the infraction.

80 in a 60. She cut it in half. I guess my flirting paid off.

“Any chance I can get your number,” I asked as she tore off my copy of the ticket.

She snorted. “You do not give up.”

“Not with someone as beautiful as you,” I said. I was in love. I had to have her. She was so beautiful. So exciting. A cop... I bet she was an amazing lover. Her body fit and lithe. And that perfect ass...

“You have a good day, Aurora. I hope we never meet again.”

“Oh, don't say it like that,” I groaned as she walked back to her bike. “Come on, we'll have so much fun.”

But she ignored me and climbed onto her bike. She turned off her lights then pulled out into traffic, whipping by me. I leaned onto my handlebars, watching her disappear down the highway. My stomach twisted.

My heart ached.

She was my next flower, and she was gone.


Chapter Three: Under Aurora's skin

I flopped onto my couch after work, staring up at the ceiling. After I got back to work, it was hard to focus on anything but that wonderful, beautiful, amazing ass writhing back and forth in those tight, black leather pants. She was under my skin, itching at me. My hands kept clenching. I wanted to grab them. To hold them and love them and worship them.

They were amazing.

Perfect.

She was perfect. My heart beat so fast and it sucked. I would never see her again. How would I get her to go out with me? Love me? I could see our future stretching out, dates, hot passion in my bed, riding our bikes, making love beneath the stars. I would show her what she was missing out on. She doesn't know the true delights her body offered. What man could love her like I could?

Keys rattled in my lock. I didn't look up. There were only one person who had my keys. My best friend, and sometimes lover, Ruth. Right now was one of those times. Ever since her relationship with her married lover—was her name Tammy?—ended, she had been staying over at my place most nights. We didn't always make love. Sometimes we just hung out and talked.

The door opened and Ruth groaned. “I saw your bike, Aurora. You need to help me bring in these groceries. If I have to feed you, then you'll carry them in.”

I grunted.

Her steps stalked across my loft apartment, ringing on the bare cement floors. She appeared over the top of my couch, bending over. A brunette almost on the stout side, but with a beautiful smile.

Only she didn't have a smile right now.

“Come on, get up.”

I grunted again.

“Who did you fall in love with today?” she sighed. “And why are you moping about her?”

“Officer Greene.”

“A cop?”

I nodded my head. “A sexy motorcycle cop.” I sat up, energy returning. “She was so beautiful and confident. But she was straight, so all my flirting didn't pan out.”

“I thought you could seduce any straight woman, Aurora.” A smirk crossed her lips. She sometimes got mad at me for all the women I seduced.

“I can. I just needed more time and she was working.”

Ruth froze. “Do I have to lend you more money?”

“A $175. It's not that much.”

“Aurora,” she groaned. Then she pushed on my back, trying to roll me off the catch. “You get your speeding ass downstairs and unload the groceries so I can cook you dinner.”

“I guess,” I muttered. I paused. “How am I ever going to see her again?”

“I don't know,” Ruth said. A sad smile crossed her lips. “Sorry that this one got away.”

“She could be the one.”

“Wasn't Melissa supposed to be the one?”

“Who?” I frowned.

“Jesus, the girl you seduced at the bar last night.”

“Oh, I thought her name was Missy.” I was terrible with names. “And since when were you allowed to say Jesus. I thought only Christians could swear that way.”

“He was one of us,” she shrugged. “So I can swear with his name if I want to. Now march your butt down there and get those groceries.”

“Fine.”

“And don't go having any dumb ideas about speeding so you can get a ticket from her.”

I froze. “Ruth, you are brilliant.”

“No, Aurora,” she groaned. “I'm not paying for any more tickets. Not if you're stupid enough to do that.”

I only winked at her and rushed to get the groceries.

*   *   *

I wasn't technically sick—well, I was sick of being around my boss—but I needed the day off to hunt for Officer Greene. It was for love, so that made it okay. Besides, I could get another job if I did get fired.

I mean, It was only the sixth or so job I had already this year.

I dressed to seduce, my tightest pair of low-riding jeans with a bright, red whaletail thong to draw the eye. A matching hued halter top that lifted my breasts into a wonderful and delicious mound of cleavage, held on by spaghetti straps. It left my flat midriff bare. I was shaved, perfumed, wearing a light amount of makeup, and my hair combed.

I was ready to hunt for my lover. She was out there. I knew she was thinking about me. I got in her head. The idea of being with a woman bouncing back and forth though her mind. I pictured her delicious, dark body lying on her white sheets, trying to sleep, and unable to get my delicious cleavage and yummy cameltoe out of her thoughts.

And I had another wicked cameltoe for her to appreciate. These jeans I wore were tight, and I was horny. I whipped out my phone and texted Ruth, “Gonna get some cop booty!”

Her answer was a typical Ruth. “I'm not paying for any more speeding tickets. And you better not lose another job over this.”

“Love you, too.” I sent a winky emoji and a heart emoji.

“Not bailing you out of jail, either,” was her final response.

I threw back my head and laughed as I headed out of my loft. My red, heeled boots thudded as I went down the stairs. My bike awaited. My baby. I washed and waxed her before I took my shower and readied myself for seducing a cop.

Officer Greene was waiting for me, thinking about me, wishing she had the courage to do something. I know I had awakened something in her, stirred desires she may have suppressed years ago over a friend, maybe at a slumber party or in the locker room. The curiosity that all women feel but only few ever act on.

I would fan those embers into an inferno.

I threw my leg over my bike and purred in delight as the engine roared to life. I closed my eyes and savored the thudding rumble against my pussy. I loved it. I could grind myself to an orgasm right here, right now.

But I wanted to wait. To savor being taken hard by her. Officer Greene. Those lush lips and that ass... I had to feel that ass. I revved the engine a few times as my hands clenched on the handlebars. I wanted to feel that ass through those leather pants.

But first I had to find her.

And, no, I wasn't doing it by speeding. I wasn't that dumb. But she was out there, on the shoulder of the freeway somewhere. I just had to find her. I rode out of my apartment building's driveway and headed down the hill to Pacific Avenue. I went right, heading to the I-5 on-ramp. I roared onto the freeway and began my search.

I rode the speed limit. It was painful to go so slow. My baby was built for speed, but I had to find Officer Greene. I scanned the shoulder of the road, looking for speed traps. I kept my eyes moving while heading south towards JBLM and beyond. I passed the army base and reached Lacey and the Thurston County boundary. I sighed and turned around, heading back north, scanning.

Where was she?

I passed three speed traps, all State Troopers in their white cruisers parked on the side of the freeway. No motorcycles. I went as far north as Federal Way, passing into King County, before I turned around in disgust.

I went south again, my stomach twisting. This seemed like a good idea, but where was she hiding? Normally, I loved riding. It was my second favorite thing in the world after making love to a beautiful woman, but it was growing tedious. I reached Lacey and the Thurston County line and headed back north. What if she wasn't on I-5? She could be out on Highway 16 heading out to Gig Harbor and beyond, or maybe she was on 512 or 167. And both Pacific Avenue and Meridian were also State Highways, 7 and 161 respectively. She could be working one of those. She might be all the way out at Mount Rainier or be in Downtown Puyallup

I wanted to give up. It was pointless, useless.

But my heart wouldn't let me. I loved her. I had to have her. She was such a gorgeous woman. I couldn't give up just because it seemed hopeless. I had to keep questing. She was out there somewhere, sitting on the side of the road trying to catch speeders. She was on a bike. She must be on one of the freeways. That had to limit my search. I could head east on 512, take that all the way to Puyallup and get on 167 and blast out to Auburn, see if she was doing speed traps down there. Then I could check out 410, head through Summer and up to Bonney Lake.

And if that didn't pay off, there was Highway 16. I liked riding across the Narrows Bridge.

I passed the military base again as I headed north on I-5. The interchange for 512 came up. I merged right and got onto the smaller freeway, my eyes scanning. It quickly narrowed down to two lanes in the eastbound direction, the shoulder wide. Trees flashed by as we left the urban areas and passed through the suburban space that separated Lakewood and South Hill.

My eyes scanned as I puttered behind a car doing 50 MPH. It wasn't even the speed limit. I grit my teeth, wanting to roar past the slow poke. We drove under the overpass of Portland Avenue when I spotted a motorcycle cop on the other side of the freeway.

I snapped my head around, craning to see if it was her. It was hard to tell as I drove away. Cars kept streaming by, blocking my view. But it was a State Trooper. It could be her. Worse, I had a few miles to go before the next exit while stuck behind grandma.

No, my grandma owns a sports car and loved to speed. I don't know what this woman's problem was.

I twisted the accelerated and whipped past the car, pushing it. I had to get to the exit at Canyon Road and double back. My stomach twisted. What if she left? What if I missed my opportunity to find her? I worried my lip beneath my helmet as I weaved through traffic, pushing my bike to 60, 70, and hitting 80 as I neared the exit.

I cut over, a semi-truck's horn blaring, and raced up the long off-ramp to Canyon Road. It was busy, traffic backing up. Of course. I came to a stop behind a long line of cars wanting to turn left. My bike chugged and growled beneath me, eager to roar down the highway again.

“Come on,” I muttered, shifting on my bike. “Come on, change, you stupid light.”

It didn't. The light knew I was in a hurry. They were sentient that way. Cruel lights designed to keep you from reaching the woman you loved. I revved my engine as I sat there, trying not to scream like a mad woman.

“Come on, you stupid, fucking, asshole of a—”

The light changed. I sighed in relief. But, of course, traffic was slow to go through the intersection. Two cars drove through, but number three wasn't paying attention. She lurched finally, speeding forward when she realized she could go. Traffic moved. The truck in front of me crept forward. I put my bike into first and rolled up the ramp. Traffic moved so slow. Would I make the light?

It turned yellow.

The truck in front of me stopped at the intersection. The light turned red a second later.

“No, you idiot,” I shouted. “It was yellow. Yellow means caution. It doesn't mean stop your stupid truck. Don't you understand? She's waiting for me, you asshole!”

I shuddered and rocked on my bike, swearing vociferously beneath my breath. I threw a look over my shoulder in a vain attempt to peer miles down the highway and make sure she was still there. Weird thoughts shot through my head: maybe she saw me and is waiting; maybe no one is speeding so she doesn't have to move; maybe every car in the world will vanish and then there would be nothing to stand between me and her.

The light changed green.

“Go,” I shouted at the stupid, blue Ford F-150 super-sized, compensating-for-my-small-dick pickup truck.

It pulled lazily out into the intersection. I revved my bike and roared after, diving into the right lane and shooting pass the truck before I darted back over into the left lane to get back onto the freeway. That light was green. Nothing would stop me once I made it to the freeway.

“Stay green,” I muttered beneath my breath.

The green turn arrow went yellow and then was gone, but the light itself was still green. I could make the left turn, I just had to yield for traffic. I slowed as I entered the intersection, watching oncoming traffic.

I saw my chance.

I gunned it and made my turn in a small break between cars, pushing my bike fast. Brakes squealed, a car honked, but I was gone, zooming down the on-ramp and heading out onto 512 westbound. I was coming, Officer Greene.

Please, please, please still be there.

I rode as close to the shoulder as I could, peering down the highway. My heart sped up. A bike on the road, a cop standing beside it with a radar gun aimed at traffic. Black leather pants and jacket, white helmet. Was it a man or a woman? I couldn't tell. Too far away to even discern skin color. I focused on the cop, staring at her—please be a her—as I came closer and closer.

Skin on the wrist was dark. It had to be her. I pulled off onto the shoulder, slowing to a stop. The cop turned, her lush lips beneath mirrored sunglasses. Officer Greene was in those tight, leather pants hugging her sleek legs. Her hips cocked as she lowered her radar gun. Her lips worked as I flipped out my kickstand and turned off my bike.

“Well, well, well, Aurora Hayes,” she said over the roar of passing traffic.


Chapter Four: Under Arrest

I pulled off my helmet. My red hair spilled out, an errant curl caressing my cheek, caught by the wake of a passing semi-truck. “Office Greene, I've been looking all over for you.”

Her dark eyebrow rose over her mirrored sunglasses. “What does that mean?”

I climbed off my bike. Her head moved up and down. I hoped her eyes were drinking in my body as I sauntered to her, my hips swaying. I was so turned on. My nipples were hard points tenting the front of my halter top.

“That I can't stop thinking about you,” I smiled. “It's not often such a beautiful cop pulls you over. You didn't even give me your number.”

“Remember, I'm the only straight, female cop.” An amused smile on her lips. “Though I'm flattered. And a little concerned. Are you going to stalk me?”

“Are you going to take me out for coffee?” I grinned. “I make a wonderful cup. All my lovers enjoy it the next morning.”

“You are something else.”

“Been thinking about me?”

“Well, I've had a few dumb men hit on me at traffic stops, but you are the first woman. Most women hate it when they see me. They know they can't cry prettily and make me feel bad for them. But you still went for it.”

“It worked. You knocked 20 MPH off the ticket.” I rested my hands on my thighs and slid them up, pulling my jeans tighter, accentuating my cameltoe. “You liked what you saw. You were interested. I bet you were thinking about me all night. Aching. Wishing you had taken me up on the offer.” I arched my eyebrow. “Well, it's not too late.”

“You are a cocky bitch, huh? Think every woman wants to get into your panties.”

“You do.” I grinned. I could see the signs. The shift of her hips. The pressing of her thighs. Those leather pants creaked as she moved. I wanted to peel them off and see what was underneath. “I bet if I could see your eyes, they would be dilated right now. Your cheeks are warm, and that hot flush is forming between your thighs. The itch that you know I can scratch.”

“Riiiiight,” she said. “Listen, I'm working. So hop on your bike, head to the nearest dyke bar, and hit on the women there.”

“Don't deny what you're feeling.” I took a step closer. I didn't care about the traffic racing by us. My heart beat louder, telling me to be bold. That was what I had to do to win her. I had to break through her resistance and prove to her she couldn't resist my body.

I loved seduction. Every woman needed something different. Something to awaken them to the possibilities then encourage them to act on their heart. I had stoked the love in her heart, now I had to spur her to action. I had to make her do something wild. Something that would make her go out of control and love me.

“I know you've been thinking about me,” I continued. “My body. You're checking me out right now.”

“I'm not.”

“Don't lie. And it's okay. I want you to check me out. I wore this just for you.” I turned, my hips shaking, my booty swaying. “My ass isn't as great as yours, but don't tell me you don't want to smack it. To grip it. To hold onto it while we writhe in passion.”

“You are delusional, Aurora. You need to stop interfering. I'm working. What you're doing is a crime.”

“A crime,” I giggled. “Are you going to arrest me?” I turned to face her. “Strip search me? I bet you would love that. To run your hands over my body. To feel how sensual and silky I am. I bet you are just itching for the excuse.”

“Oh, I'm itching to do something,” she answered, voice tight. But her hips betrayed her. That squirm. That creak of leather. She had a hot pussy underneath there. A hot pussy begging for my attention.

“Itching to fuck me?” I took a step closer, standing only inches away. I could smell her leather and something beneath it. Her spicy deodorant. Baby powder. And a hint, just a hint, of perfume. Something to make her feel feminine while on the job. “Itching to feel my tongue and fingers in your pussy.”

“Fucking dyke,” she snarled. “Step back or I will arrest you.”

“Mmm, you want me.” I reached up, hooking my finger into my halter top's cup and yanked it down, baring my right tit, the silver barbell sparkling in the sunlight. She sucked in a breath as she stared at it, seeing the snake tattoo coiled about my breast, the tongue flicking at my nipple. “That could be your tongue, Officer.”

She shook her head and then unbuckled her helmet and set it on her bike. Her short, thick, black hair spilled out, tightly curled. With her glasses on, it was hard to read her emotions. Had I gone too far? Or was this the push she needed to finally act?

“I warned you,” she said and pulled out a pair of handcuffs. “Think you can interfere in my duties and flash your tits at me? Like I want to see that.”

“Oh, you do, Officer,” I said, keeping the fear out of my voice. I pulled my fingers away from the cloth, my tit still exposed, and held both hands out before me. “Arrest me. Strip search me. I know you want to. Here's your chance to run your hands over my body. To satisfy your curiosity.”

Her lips twisted. She seized my right wrist and twisted me around. I gasped as she yanked my arm behind my back. Metal snapped about my wrist, the handcuff ratcheting tight. Then she reached around and seized my left arm.

I wanted to fight, but I didn't. Was I really getting arrested? And Ruth wouldn't bail me out.

My heart thudded. It was so exciting. The unknown. What was about to happen. The other cuff snapped about my left wrist. My hands were trapped behind my back. She held them. Her breath was warm on the back of my neck.

“This is what you want?”

“I want you to enjoy me,” I moaned. “I want to enjoy you. To love you, Officer Greene. I haven't been able to stop thinking about you. I've been searching for hours, driving up and down the highway. I couldn't let you get away. Not without having you.

“Loving you. Just take a chance. Embrace what's happening.”

Her gloved hand tightened on mine. Her breathing grew heavier as she thought. I twisted my head, staring at her over my shoulder, trying to read her emotions. But those damned sunglasses interfered. How could I seduce her without seeing her eyes? Without knowing how I was affecting her?

I was blind.

My thighs pressed together. I was so aroused. It was exciting not knowing. I licked my lips, waiting. Would she arrest me or would we make love? I glanced at the ditch beside us. It was covered in thick bushes. She could walk me down there, out of sight of the highway, and we could love each other.

“3Charlie19 to dispatch,” she said, speaking into her shoulder-mounted radio.

Static crackled. “Go 3Charlie19.”

“Show me 10-20.”

10-20? What did that mean? Was she arresting me?

“10-4, 3Charlie19. See you 10-20. Enjoy your lunch.”

Lunch? She was taking her break?

“Come on,” Officer Green said. “You want to be arrested? You want to be searched and booked?”

“By you,” I moaned as we walked off the shoulder into the tall grass of the ditch. I brushed against my jeans, whisking as we descended. She kept a firm grip on my hands. We pressed behind the bush, the greenery muting the sounds of the highway, allowing only glimpses of cars to flash by.

“I can't believe I'm doing this,” she muttered in the privacy of the bushes.

I trembled. “You're finally acting on those desires you've repressed. It's okay. Women love women. It's natural. Wonderful. Beautiful.”

She stopped me. Leather creaked as she peeled off her gloves and dropped them into the grass. Next came her mirrored sunglasses, her eyes dark, hungry. Her face was lovely, her skin light-chocolate and silky. Last, she took off her heavy gun belt, dropping it on the gloves. It jingled and rattled.

“This is what you want?” she demanded, reaching around and rubbing her hands on my stomach. “For me to search you. To invade your privacy and poke and prod everywhere.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned, loving the touch of her fingers. “I was bad. You had to arrest me. I flashed my tit in public. Mmm, and this is what happens to bad people. They get frisked and arrested.”

Her hands slid up, reaching the hem of my halter top. Her fingers went beneath it as she pressed against me. The cloth rolled up my flesh as she stroked higher and higher. I sucked in deep breaths, my body shaking.

It was happening.

The halter top pushed over my tits, bunching beneath my armpits. Her hands found my breasts. Squeezing them. Kneading them. Her breath was hot on my neck. She leaned in, her leather jacket creaking as she massaged and played with my breasts. Her fingers brushed my nipples, sending hot ripples down to my pussy.

“I have to sure you're not hiding anything beneath your top,” she purred.

“You have to keep searching. Be thorough. I'm such a bad girl.” Just saying the words made my pussy clench. “A bad, wicked girl. I flashed a sexy cop.”

“Dyke,” she hissed, her fingers squeezing.

“Yes, yes. I'm such a dyke. Such a slut for a sexy woman in a uniform. Oh, wait until you search my pussy.”

Her fingers pinched my nipples. She played with my silver barbell, twisting and prodding it. Making my nub ache. I groaned, the sensations rushing down to my sex. My heart beat faster and faster as I squirmed in her arms.

The pleasure burned hotter and hotter in my core. I squirmed, pressing my ass into her crotch. My arms pulled at the cuffs, the metal biting into my flesh. I wanted to touch her. To stroke her. But I couldn't. I was under arrest.

I was bad.

I leaned my head back into her shoulder, inviting her to lick and nuzzle as I savored her fingers. She pulled on my nipple piercing, stretching the pink nub. I moaned, my hips undulating faster. My fingers twisted, rubbing at her leather jacket.

Her lips brushed my neck. It was a fleeting contact, but it burned. I sighed. She nuzzled again, her lips wet and lush. She nibbled. She kissed. She sucked harder, growing more and more comfortable touching me as her hands played with my breasts. She massaged them, digging her fingers into my mounds before twisting my nipples and teasing them. The sensations jolted down to my sex, making me tremble.

“Oh, yes, search my tits. Mmm, that's so good.”

“You're such a slut,” she hissed. “Tracking me down. Driving me wild. I'm going to make you pay for doing that.”

“Good,” I moaned. “Because I've been so bad.”

Her hands let go of my tits. She stepped back. Her hand went to the back of my neck. She bent me over. I didn't fight, my tits dangling beneath me. Her other hand groped my ass, squeezing it through my jeans, her fingers dinging in through the denim. She slid up to my thong and pulled on the tail.

“Dressing like this?” she growled. “Like a slut.” She pulled on the cloth, the gusset digging into my juicy pussy. Then she let go, and the thong snapped into my back. “What a whore.”

“Yes,” I moaned as her hand groped my ass again. I squirmed and pressed against her hand. I loved it.

Her hand drew back and cracked down. I gasped as she spanked me through my jeans. I squirmed again. Her hand fell two more times. It was wonderful. I sucked in a breath, the pain flaring sharp then dulling to a warmth.

“Yes, yes, I've been bad, Officer.”

“So bad,” she moaned. Her hand shot around me and found the snap of my jeans. “But I don't think you're really feeling justice. Yet.”

With one hand, she worked my tight jeans off my hips, exposing my curving ass, the thong nestled between my cheeks. Could she see the gusset? I was so wet. My thong's crotch had to be soaked through. A wonderful, dark spot for her to play with.

Her hand cracked down on my bare cheek. I yelped and bucked, the pain more intense. Needle-like pricks stabbed into my pussy. Oh, she was so wonderful. She was amazing. My heart beat faster and faster.

I watched her face as she stared at me, such lust in her eyes. Her hips shifted faster, her pussy growing hotter as she spanked my ass. The cracks were so loud, drowning out the passing cars on the highway.

“So bad,” I moaned. “Keep spanking me.”

“Dirty slut,” she moaned. “Filthy, lesbian whore. Think you can seduce a cop? Think I'll drop my pants and panties for you?”

“I do,” I moaned, staring at her. She was so beautiful. My heart beat faster. My head swam with excitement. I loved her so much. I felt so close to her now. So intimate. The spanking, my submission, her dominance created a bond, uniting us. My toes curled in my boots.

My stomach twisted. I didn't want to lose her. All my relationships ended. I never could stay in love before. But I hoped I could with her. She was majestic. The way her lips curled as she stared at my red ass, hungry.

“Now your thong matches,” she said, stroking my spanked ass. Her fingers dipped beneath the cloth. She stroked down my butt-cheek, pulling my thing out of my crack, tugging it down my hips. “Need to keep searching you. Who knows where you could have hidden the contraband.”

The thong rolled off my burning ass, exposing me. Her fingers brushed my wet snatch, stroking shaved vulva. I groaned, the pleasure rippling through her. Her touch was amazing. I bit my lip, squirming, trembling.

Two fingers shoved inside of me.


Chapter Five: Cavity Search

“I have to make sure you have nothing hidden in your cooch,” Officer Greene said.

I gasped as her fingers worked deep into my pussy. I swayed, still bent over, my ass burning from her spanking. Her fingers were wonderful. They pumped in and out of me. My pussy walls clung to her digits. Juices ran down my thighs. Her fingers shoved in straight and deep then pulled out. Her thumb stroked my shaved vulva, sliding up and down the slicked surface.

I clenched down on her invading fingers. The pleasure rushed out of me. Wonderful, delightful waves that made me groan. My eyes rolled back into my head as I squirmed on her fingers. My heart thudded. I bit my lip as I humped back into her.

She was so good at this. Amazing. She stirred me up, driving my pussy to a wonderful, wet froth. I shuddered and undulated my hips, moaning and gasping as she searched my cavity for contraband. My head snapped back as the pleasure swelled.

“Yes, yes, search me,” I moaned. “I'm such a bad girl. You don't know what I might have hidden in my cunt. Probe deep. Don't stop. Keep going.”

“You like it, huh?” she asked, her thumb sweeping down, rubbing at my clit.

My pussy clenched down on her fingers. “I absolutely love it,” I moaned. “It's the best. Oh, yes, don't stop. Keep probing me. I'm such a bad lesbian. Oh, yes. I love it.”

My legs trembled. I squirmed, my hands still trapped behind my back. I jerked at the cuffs, wishing I was free so I could pinch and pull on my nipples or touch her delicious body. I especially wanted to touch her body.

She knelt down behind me, staring at my cunt as she fingered me. Her breath washed about my thighs, brushing my damp flesh. I shuddered again, her wonderful thumb and thrusting fingers sending shivers through my body.

And then she pulled her fingers out. I let out a moan. “Don't stop. You have to keep searching me. Please, please.”

“Slut,” she moaned, “I'm not done yet.”

My eyes widened. Her fingers spread me open. She was peering into my pink depths. Her warm breath tickled my sex. I squirmed, my clit throbbing. And then her lips brushed my pussy. Her tongue probed my depths.

She had fully surrendered to her passions.

“Officer Greene,” I moaned, twitching, humping against her as I swayed. It was so hard to stay bent over, but I didn't want her to stop licking me. It was amazing.

Her thumb rubbed at my clit again while the fingers of her left hand kept me spread open. Her tongue licked and explored, stirring up my passions. I trembled and humped into her while the fingers of her right hand, two stained with my juices, slid up my taint.

My eyes widened. “Yes, yes, search my asshole. I could have something hidden in there. You know I'm such a bad girl.”

I gasped as her fingers probed. They wormed into my asshole. My bowels clenched on her. I gasped, undulating, writhing against her. She tongued my pussy faster. The burning bliss of her fingers probing my asshole shuddered through me.

My body trembled. My knees grew weak. My stomach burned from holding myself over. her tongue licked faster, harder, teasing me as she fingered my ass. Her digits probed so deep into my bowels, stirring up the burning sensations.

“Officer Greene,” I gasped as my orgasm swelled. I trembled. My hands pulled hard on the handcuffs, the metal biting into my flesh. “I...I... Yes!”

I came on her sweet mouth.

My bowels clenched on her fingers. I trembled. The world spun around me. Cars zoomed by, the drivers oblivious that a hot, sexy cop ate out my pussy and fingered my asshole as she searched me. My back arched. My red hair tossed. I screamed out my bliss as my juices flooded into her mouth.

She drank them. Feasted on them. She enjoyed them. Her thumb rubbed harder on my clit. I trembled, the pleasure roaring through my body. It was so much bliss. I couldn't take it. I stumbled and fell forward into the grass, spasming, gasping.

“Yes, yes, yes, Officer Greene. That's how you search a woman.”

A zipper rasped as I trembled. I groaned, looking up at her as she took off her leather jacket revealing a blue blouse beneath, her silver badge shining. She dropped the jacket then worked the buttons of her blouse, starting at the bottom. Her breasts were constrained by a purple sports bra, nipples hard. She peeled that off.

“You're so beautiful,” I moaned, staring at her dark breasts, her nipples brown, hard, begging to be sucked.

“Damn, you are something else,” she panted, her eyes wild. “What did you do to me?”

“Gave you what you've always wanted.” My heart beat as I stared into her eyes. Emotions stirred in her depths. “It was wonderful. Now let me pleasure you.”

“Yes.” She bent down, pulling keys out of her pocket. She rolled me onto my stomach, the grass tickling my tits, and uncuffed me. The metal came off.

I growled and rolled over, attacking her, pressing our bodies together and kissing her. Our mouths met, her lips stained with my tart juices. I savored the taste of my pussy as we sank to the ground, my hands stroking her side. Our breasts pressed together as we rolled in the grass, kissing each other with a hungry passion.

I savored the feel of her body. We ripped off my halter top. I kicked off my boots and bunched up jeans. My thong hung on my ankle as I slid my hands down to her leather pants. She squirmed as she ended up beneath me. I unfastened her pants.

“Time for me to love you, Officer.”

“Yes,” she moaned, humping beneath me. Her nipples were so hard as they dug into my soft breasts.

I kissed her again as my hands shoved into her leather pants, brushing her panties. She rolled me onto my back, the grass tickling my ass as I pushed her leather pants off her ass. Her hips humped, grinding her panty-covered pubic mound against my burning snatch. She was so soft, so feminine, stripped of her uniform.

A wild woman who made my blood burn.

I flipped her onto her back and climbed off of her, turning, straddling her stomach. I ground my pussy into her hot flesh as I ripped off her boots and tossed them to the side, along with her socks. She squirmed, undulating beneath my. My clit throbbed against her flat, firm belly. She was muscular, fit, gorgeous.

“Aurora,” she panted, her hands grabbing my ass, squeezing them.

I pulled her leather pants and then her plain, white panties off. I brought them to my lips, inhaling her tangy musk. I licked the crotch, tasting cotton and her cunt, my body trembling. Then I threw them to the side and stared down at her feminine beauty.

A landing strip of black, tightly curled pubic hair led to the dark lips of her pussy. I scooted down her body as I leaned over, my fingers teasing her. My pussy rubbed over her breasts. Her hands seized my hips, pulling me to her.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned as my pussy pressed into her hot lips. She licked and tongued me again, her fingers digging into the meat of my thighs.

I bent over, my nipples rubbing into her stomach, and stared at her pussy. Her labia were thick, engorged with her excitement. Pink glistened between them. I leaned over, my tongue parting her folds, digging into her tangy delight.

She moaned and shuddered into my pussy. We both squirmed, grinding our pussies on each other's mouths. It was so hot. So delicious. My tongue flew through her folds, tasting her, loving her, exploring all her depths. I breathed in her musk. I savored every bit of her.

My heart beat faster and faster. Emotions surged through me as I reveled in her depths. My tongue licked and flailed through her folds, gathering her tangy juices while she moaned and nibbled on my labia. She teased me. Pleased me.

Loved me.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned. “Officer Lucy. Oh, yes. You're so juicy. So tasty.”

“Uh-huh,” she gasped, trembling beneath me.

We rolled in the grass, unable to stay still as we ate each other's juicy pussies. Pleasure trembled and shuddered through me, stirred by her fingers. Her hands found my ass again, kneading the burning cheeks, adding more sensation while I teased her with my tongue stud.

I ground the hard point into her labia and then swirled it through her pussy's depths. When I found her clit, strumming it with my tongue and stud, she bucked and groaned. Her fingernails dug into my ass. Pain flared, crashing into pleasure.

“Aurora,” she moaned into my sex as she came.

I feasted on her tangy juices pouring into my mouth. My hands pulled her butt-cheeks apart as she spasmed. It was my turn to probe her cavity. She gasped, her body bucking harder as my finger slid into her spasming bowels.

Her orgasm kept rolling through her. I kept pleasing her, tonguing her. Loving her. I drank her juices and fingered her asshole. Her thrashing kept us rolling in the grass. The fronds tickled us and blades stuck to my back.

“Officer Greene,” I gasped, my finger shoving deep into her asshole. “Yes, that's it. I'm going to...”

“Cum,” she moaned.

I did. Hard.

I thrashed beneath her then on top of her. I humped my pussy into her mouth. We kept licking and sucking, driving each other to more and more orgasms. They burst through us, leaving us gasping and shuddering. Stars burst in my eyes. I groaned, spasming on her.

Our pleasure peaked. We both shuddered, our pussies and clits growing hypersensitive. Too much pleasure. I sucked in a deep breath, lifting my lips from her pussy as I rolled off of her onto the grass, my breasts rising as I stared at the blue, summer sky above us.

“Aurora,” she panted, spinning over and pressing her body atop me.

“Officer Greene,” I groaned, her lips smeared with my juices.

“No, Lucy.”

I stared into her eyes as she said that. Something change, not lust. Not love. Something stronger. Something I had never seen in a woman's eyes.

She kissed me. My emotions swelled. I trembled beneath her, my heart thudding. My head swam. What was happening? Everything felt so intense. So strong. I shuddered, blinking, trying to understand what this new emotion was. It was so different then the first flutters of love I felt when I spotted a new woman to worship, a new flower to drink from.

It was strong. Deeper.

And it scared me. It was so wide. So vast. Lucy kissed me with such passion, sharing the same emotions with me. I couldn't handle this. It was too much for me. I squirmed beneath her, my hands pressing on her hips.

“What's wrong?” she asked. “I thought you wanted this.”

“Me, too.” My head swam. I wanted to love her. Kiss her. Hold her. I wanted to just be with her. I fell in love three or four times a week. It never felt like this. My head swam.

I grabbed my jeans, thrusting my feet through them.

“I don't understand,” she said, her face twisting. “What just happened? We were enjoying ourselves and...and...”

“Sorry,” I gasped, pulling my jeans up. I fastened them then grabbed my halter top and pulled it over me.

She sat on the ground, looking bewildered, hurt in her eyes. I wanted to kiss her, to comfort her. To drown in her embrace.

It was too much.

I shoved my feet into my boots and fled. I didn't even grab her panties. She was a straight woman. But it felt so wrong to take her panties, to add them to my collection just to win a bet. I reached the highway, cars streaming by, and hopped onto my bike. I plopped on my helmet. I heard her dressing, calling my name, trying to stop me.

I started my bike and roared off, terrified.

It was so different. So intense. That wasn't what being in love was. It was a rush of fuzzy emotions, passion, to seduce, to love, to kiss and tease and make my lover cum. Not to be lost in her. Not to be wrapped up in her.

I didn't understand what happened. So I rode and rode. I put miles between us. I fled home. Officer Greene, Lucy, was a mistake. It shouldn't have happened. I needed something else. I needed love, fluttery, pure, fun love.

So I didn't head home. I headed to the Tavern on the Ave, my favorite bar. I had to forget her. I had to get her out of my head. I had to fall in love.

Because what I felt with her couldn't have been love. It was too intense. Too encompassing. It frightened me. A fluke. She was just a fluke I needed to forget. I had a bet to win. I had straight women I had to fall in love with and seduce.

Lucy... Dark eyes... Soft lips... Feminine beauty hidden... I had to forget her.

Another flower. That's what I needed. I took a deep breath as I roared south. Another woman to love. I just had to forget her.

My eyes burned as I roared down the highway. The next straight woman would be normal. I didn't know if she would be a wife, a virgin, a bride, a waitress, a nurse, a doctor, a model, a lawyer, or even a yoga instructor.

I just knew I would find her, love her, and forget all about my mistake today.
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Sneak Preview of “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.”

If you want to read more, click here for The Boss's Wife!
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