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Naughty Excerpt from “Happy Ending Massage”

She dug her fingers in harder. “How's that?”

“Mmm,” I groaned. “Nice.”

Her fingers moved onto my butt, massaging my cheeks. It sent a hot thrill through me. I let my legs part, hoping she would notice my pussy and how juicy I was. My clit was hard and throbbing, pressing into the bed beneath me.

“So, you said you occasionally massage men's butts,” I said. “What's the criteria?”

“Sexy,” she giggled. “You know, nice and muscled, not one of those doughy men. It's hot to run my fingers over a strong man's body.”

“Gets you horny?”

“Yeah.” She admitted.

“Ever do anything about it?”

Her fingers dug into my asscheeks. “What? Like, flirt with them or something.”

“Or something.” I lifted my head, looking behind me as she massaged my oily butt. “Ever given a happy ending.”

“Aurora,” she laughed. “That's so bad. This is a massage parlor, not a bordello. We do not provide that kind of service.”

“I bet they would be happy if you did,” I grinned, leaning my head back down.

“I'm sure they would,” Tandy said, moving down to my legs. “They'll just have to live without it.”

I groaned as she massaged my toes next. I had put the idea of sex in her mind, and now I had to let it germinate as she caressed me. She was thinking of those men, but soon I would turn her thoughts to softer bodies to rub. I kept my thighs parted, knowing she had a clear view of my wet vulva. I shifted, clenching my pussy lips, hoping she stared and wondered what made me so juicy.

Is it my touch? I hoped she thought as she worked her fingers up my calves. Did I make her wet?

I shuddered, her hands climbing higher and higher. Hopes that she would make the first move—rubbing my pussy, caressing me, driving me wild—shot through me. I groaned as she reached my thighs, working the inner and outer muscles.

Climbing higher.

I trembled. I knew she wouldn't touch my pussy, but I hoped she would. The higher she massaged, the more and more certain I was that it would happen. That she would be overcome by the sight of my pussy and lose all self-control

Touching me. Stroking me. Fingering me.

Giving me a deep tissue massage.

But she didn't. She moved onto my other leg. I fought off my groan and then shuddered as she began the teasing climb all over again. She worked higher and higher, massaging calves, then my thighs, drawing to my burning sex. Maybe this time. I bit my lip, letting out a whimpering moan.

“Do you like that?” Tandy asked as she worked higher. She was so close to my pussy. “You keep sighing.”

“Oh, you're just wonderful,” I moaned, trembling, those wonderful fingers getting closer. She had to see how wet I was. How much I wanted her. “Mmm, yes. I love your touch.”

“Good,” she said, digging her fingers in, working at the top of my thighs right before my crotch. “And we're done with the back. Roll over and let's do the front.”

I groaned as I did. She provided a round pillow for me to lie down on, my red hair spreading across it. My breasts rose and fell. She paused, smiling at my snake tattoo. “So cute. Like he's always teasing you.”

“Uh-huh,” I nodded, licking my lips. “So, have your male clients ever asked you to give them a happy ending?”

“No,” she answered as she spread oil on my stomach, the puddle reaching for my shaved groin. Her hands touched me, massaged me.

“How about a woman?”

Her hands froze for a moment, fingers in the oil, her left hand right where my stomach transitioned into my pubic mound. “No. Of course not. Women don't perv on their masseuses.”

“What a pity,” I said, moving my right hand down, touching her left. “Because you are just the perfect thing to perv on.” I moved her left hand lower, dipping it between my thighs until she touched my pussy. “There. Right there is where I need you to massage me.”

“Aurora!” she gasped, eyes wide as I pressed her fingers into the folds of my pussy, spreading the warm massage oil into my flesh. “What are you doing?”

“I was promised a full-body massage,” I grinned, pressing her fingers deeper. “And I am in desperate need of one.”

“B-but.”

I raised my other hand and pressed my finger against her lips. “Shh. Just enjoy what's about to happen. Don't think. Don't be afraid. Don't react. Just let go and allow me to guide you on a new form of pleasure.”

Tandy trembled as I pumped her fingers in and out of my pussy. I savored them stretching my hole as I trailed the digit of my left hand down her chin, her neck, and to the neckline of her scrubs. Her breasts rose and fell as I traced the fabric. I slid down and cupped her breast through her top as my body trembled.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Chapter One: Sunny's Smile

“You are moping far too much, and I don't like that,” the dominating Hope McClintock said. She was my boss's husband. Technically, I worked at McClintock & Associates as the receptionist, but most days the forceful woman had me working as her personal assistant.

And I mean personal.

It usually meant I was on my knees, licking her cunt or asshole to orgasm after orgasm before she put on her newest strap-on and fucked me in the ass or pussy. She would never lick me or finger me. She was straight, and just enjoyed the idea of dominating a lesbian.

And, well, it was different than my usual sex life. When it first happened, it had shocked me. I was, and still am, the aggressive one with my lovers, showing them how to fully love a woman. But with Hope, there was something about her that just...intimidated me. I did what she wanted. It was easier, especially these last two weeks, to throw myself into this aspect of my job. To lick her pussy and let her pound me while calling me demeaning names.

When I was cumming, when I was licking Hope, I didn't have to think about her.

I tried not to think about her at all. She had disrupted me, battered my poor, delicate butterfly wings, grounding me. I don't know what happened that day two weeks ago on the side of Highway 512, in the ditch, behind the bushes, away from the sight of flowing traffic. I could still taste her lips, feel her body, remember the beauty of her ebony form.

Officer Lucy Greene, the motorcycle cop who caught my attention. The latest woman I had fallen in love with.

I was always falling in love. When I saw a new woman, a new flower to feast upon, my heart would flutter like beautiful butterfly wings, lifting me into the clouds and making me eager to seduce her, to love her, and to try and hold onto her before another flower caught my attention. I never stayed in love long. Sometimes my lovers were only passing flings, like most of the straight women I seduced, while others were passionate and sweet and intense. But then I drained them of all the nectar in a few days and hungered for more.

Only that didn't happen with Lucy. I felt something so intense, so terrifying in the core of my body, that I freaked out. It wasn't love. It couldn't be love. Not that powerful rush of emotion. I had been in love so many times. I had fallen in love with Hope and her magnificent ass before she dominated me.

I knew what love felt like, and it didn't terrify me. It didn't keep me up at night replaying that day over and over, wondering what would have happened if I had stayed with Officer Greene instead of fleeing on my motorcycle. I couldn't stop thinking about her. She haunted my mind, she distracted me. In the two weeks since Officer Greene, I had only been with two women—Hope and this oral hygienist at my last teeth cleaning.

Her name was Ida or Irene or Hilda. I was bad with names.

Only one pair of panties gained for my bet with Omar.

“And this,” Hope said, tugging on my fiery curls. “You haven't shaved in two weeks. I liked you shaved.”

“Sorry,” I muttered, lying on the bed in her house, the sheets rumbled, July's sunlight streaming through the room. It was the last day of the month.

“What has gotten into you, Aurora?” Hope asked, her blonde hair framing her face, her surgically enhanced breasts thrusting at me, round and firm. She had a great pair of legs rising up to her groin where the dildo, dripping with my juices, bobbed as she moved.

“Just...thinking.”

“Well, I don't need you thinking. I need you gasping and moaning. I need you to take care of yourself. I won't abide this bush. You'll get it taken care of right now. I have an appointment booked for you at my salon. Sunny will take care of you.”

“Sunny?” I asked, arching an eyebrow.

“She's very good. Vietnamese, so you'll know she'll take care of you.” Hope pointed at the counter. A wad of bills set there. “Pay, keep the rest. I don't care. When I see you next, I want you waxed and back to your normal self. You're getting mopier and mopier.” She shook her head. “I don't care what dyke problem has your pussy all knotted up.

“Fix it.” A smile flickered on her lips. “Or I'll whisper in my husband's ear. Maybe the next receptionist will please me more.”

I scowled at her. “Fine, fine.” I didn't want to lose this job. I hadn't held a job for this long in...I couldn't remember. And it wasn't a bad job. Having sex with a beautiful trophy wife behind my abrasiveness boss's back was delightful. “I'll stop moping.”

How? Find Officer Lucy?

I couldn't even talk to my best friend Ruth about it. Everything was too much. I was avoiding Ruth, and she knew it. I kept feigning work whenever she wanted to keep together, but there was only so long I could keep her at bay.

“Where's this salon at?”

“Just head to the freeway,” Hope said, pointing with a negligent gesture. “It's in a strip mall right before the on-ramp at the end of the highway that runs through the army base. Sunny Smile Salon. On the right.” She headed to the bathroom. “I mean it, Aurora. If you can't please me...”

I grit my teeth and snatched up the bills. It was a lot. Almost two hundred dollars. How much did a wax cost if she threw this much on the table? Rich people could waste money.

I dressed in my leather pants, a tank top, and tied back my tousled, red hair with a scrunchy. I headed downstairs, snagging my motorcycle helmet off the counter on my way out to the door. It was sunny outside. Bright, warm. The McClintocks lived in Steilacoom, Washington. It was a nice community on the coast, one of the oldest in the State. Picturesque.

I threw my leg over my motorcycle—my prize and joy, which is why I had to win my bet with Samir and sleep with a hundred straight women by New Years Eve. And that meant I had to get my head on. Two weeks with only one conquest. July was almost over, and I only had 54 panties. I was falling behind. But it was so hard to go out and meet people when she filled my thoughts.

Even my fling with...Hilda? Ida? Whoever! It hadn't lasted long and hardly distracted me.

I drove down the road, heading to the Steilacoom-Dupont Highway. I turned on it and raced through the dark woods fenced off from the road with ominous signs spaced every twenty feet. It was all part of Joint Base Lewis-McChord. It didn't take long to drive through it and reach the small community of Dupont. I found Sunny Smile Salon in a strip mall between a smoke shop and a dry cleaners. I parked my motorcycle out front and headed in, my hips swaying as I walked.

The salon could provide the opportunity for me to seduce another straight woman. Maybe there was a bored housewife I could show a new way to pass the afternoon while her husband earned the dollars and her children were at school. Oh, wait, no school. Summer. There should be school all year around so their poor mothers could relax. With my help.

A wicked smile crossed my lips as I sauntered in and—

I coughed.

The overwhelming smell of nail polish remover and hairspray hit me. My head swam. I blinked against the dizziness, struggling to regain my equilibrium as I surveyed the store. A woman in her seventies, her hair blue-white, sat in a chair while a short, Asian woman worked on her nails. Another woman walked out of the back, young, a big smile on her round face.

She was cute, her skin dusky-olive. My eyes flicked her up and down. A petite body in old jeans and a tank top, an apron draped over her front. Her black hair was cut short about her face, giving her an elfin look as she moved up to me and inclined her head.

My heart raced. “Sunny?”

“How'd you guess?” she laughed, her accent thick but far from unintelligible. It added another exotic quality about her.

“The smile,” I told her, my hips shifting. I had to get back into the seduction game. My wings were hurt, but here was a new flower to alight on. Maybe it wasn't the most exciting flower, but I had to start somewhere. “I'm Aurora. My boss called to set up a waxing appointment.”


Chapter Two: Healing Kisses

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped as Sunny ripped away the first strip from my pubic mound. My hips rose off the salon chair, the vinyl creaking as it stuck to my butt-cheeks. My pussy ached as Sunny held up the sticky strip covered in my bright-red hair. “That hurt.”

“First time always does,” Sunny nodded, setting the strip on the little rolling table beside her stool.

“And the second?” I asked, sucking in breaths as the burning pain retreated from my pussy. Why did I agree to this?

I should have just kept up with my shaving.

“Hurts worse.”

And she was right. I shuddered and heaved, naked save for my tank top, my legs almost kicking her as I spasmed. I sucked in deep breaths then hissed them out in short puffs as I waited for the burning intensity to fade.

“Damn, that hurts,” I gasped, leaning back, the chair creaking.

Sunny kept on smiling. It was a beautiful smile. She had such small lips. The perfect to lick and nuzzle and lap at my pussy. Her eyes flicked down, staring at me. Feeling her gaze on my vulva cut through pain, numbing it with lust. How I could seduce her?

Seduction was my greatest skill. Every woman could be seduced with the right effort. Some were easier than others. It was all about leading them down the right path, using words and touches and looks to guide them. Each woman required a different path. And I think I found hers.

“Why do you do this?” I asked as she grasped the third strip stuck to my vulva.

“Hurt you?” She furrowed her brows. “You paid me to do this.”

“No, wax pussies. Why—”

Rip!

“Shit!” My head snapped back into the seat. My toes curled. “Oh, damn, you didn't give me warning.”

“Hurts less.” She glanced down at my pussy. I did, too. I was getting there. A few more strips to pull, and I would be bare, a sexy Brazilian wax. My hardwood floors polished to a wonderful sheen.

“You didn't answer my question,” I said.

“Question?”

“Why do you wax women's cunts?”

She grasped the fourth strip. “Because women like to be bare down there. And someone has to do it. Good money to be made.”

Rip!

I was ready this time, my fists clenched on the armrests, so the pain didn't overwhelm me like I feared. It was getting easier with each one, my pussy growing numb to the pain. I was glad, because while I was a sexy but tough biker chick, I did not like pain.

“No, that's not why you do it,” I smiled, licking my lips.

“Really? Why else would I do it?” Her eyes were locked on my pussy as she grasped the last strip. So much of my snatch was exposed now. Spots of color bloomed in her cheeks as she stared. “Ready?”

“Yes!”

She ripped. I let out a pain-filled moan. I bucked and squirmed on the chair. It creaked and rocked with me as I squirmed. My fingers dug into the armrests, my breasts jiggled beneath my tank top, no bra to constrain them.

“Ooh, that hurt,” I gasped. “I think you should kiss it and make it better.”

“Kiss?”

“Yes, because you hurt me.” I licked my lips. “Didn't your mother ever kiss a bruise to soothe the pain away?”

“Oh, yes.” Then she glanced down at my pussy. “But...you want me to kiss...there?” She arched an eyebrow.

“Why not? You're curious what a pussy taste like, right? It's why you enjoy what you're doing. You don't have to fake that smile when you're staring at a nice, waxed-bare twat. You've been asking yourself for years what it would be like to lick one.”

“No, no.” She shook her head. “I'm no lesbian. Like men.”

“But that doesn't mean you're not curious. How could you not be? Every day, applying the wax on a woman's pubic mound and vulva, watching her pussy lips become exposed. Cleaning her up while wishing you had the courage to kiss the hurt away. To lean down and nuzzle. To play with her pussy.”

She wrinkled her nose. “No, no. Just do it for money. Good money in Brazilian wax.”

I caught her hand and brought it down to my pussy. Her slanted eyes widened. I pressed her fingers into my aroused vulva. “Feel how smooth you made me. Savor what you've done. You waxed this pussy. You can't take your eyes off of it.

“Not that I blame you. I do have a pretty pussy.”

“Miss,” Sunny said.

“Aurora. Call me Aurora.” I rubbed her fingers up and down my slit. “Mmm, you're soothing away the hurt. But your lips would feel even better. Kissing. Licking. Nuzzling. You would drive me so wild if you'd just bent down and licked.”

“Aurora, I don't do this. Just wax. Nothing more.”

I pressed the tip of her fingers into my pussy, shiver racing through me. “Feel how warm I am. Mmm, doesn't that feel nice? Admit it. Don't fight your curiosity. Here's your chance to indulge in your fantasies. Just bend down and give me a quick kiss. Soothe me. You were so mean to hurt me. I need to be soothed. So badly.”

A shudder ran through her. She licked her lips, eyes locked on my pussy. I let go of her hand, her fingers stroking me on their own. I smiled, licking my lips and savoring the delight of her touch stirring through me.

This is what I had to do again. Seduce women. Then I wouldn't think about her. I just had to focus on the flower before me. She wasn't a trap like the cop. She was sweet, a dandelion, and I was eager to drain her dry.

Sunny let out a soft sigh as she leaned her head down. She licked her lips again, fighting her urges. She was probably religious and believed this was wrong. She feared touching another woman. Thoughts boiled through her mind. She had to be straight. She couldn't be gay.

And yet there was a part of her that had to satiate its curiosity. That had to bend down and lick and nuzzle at my pussy.

It was inevitable.

“That's it,” I purred, stroking her fine hair as she bent down. Her warm breath washed over my waxed-smooth vulva, helping to soothe the burning. “Just kiss me. Make me feel better. Take away the pain.”

My toes curled as her lips pressed against my pussy. It was only her lips brushing mine. She didn't let her tongue out. She didn't even move her mouth. She just pressed her lips against my pussy and delivered the most timid of kisses. A scared girl kissing another person for the first time, the passion there, wanting to escape, but held back by fear and inexperience.

It was so sensual.

Her lips kissed again, moving a little higher. She sighed, exhaling through her nose as her head moved slightly, nuzzling her lips against my folds. They glistened as they pulled away. Her tongue licked out across her lips, tasting my excitement.

Color blossomed on her cheeks.

I could see it in her eyes, the lie she told herself: Just one more kiss. It won't hurt. A final one, to make sure.

But there was hunger in those dark depths. She leaned in and kissed my pussy. Her lips parted, her tongue flicking out, brushing through my folds before retracting into her mouth. She shuddered, eyes squeezing shut, savoring the taste of my pussy.

And then her hands seized my thighs and she licked hard.

“That's it,” I groaned as her tongue bathed up and down my pussy. “That's how you soothe your client. Oh, yes, just make all the pain waft away.”

I shivered as her tongue slid up and down my pussy. Her lips were wet and juicy. Her fingers tightened on my thighs then slid up to my pussy as her tongue parted my labia. Her finger brushed my clit, grazing it accidentally as she bathed my pussy with her tongue.

She had no skill, no idea really what to do. Her tongue licked everywhere. Her novice touch excited me. She was a straight women seduced, shown something new. Something feminine. Something she thought wasn't a part of her.

But it was.

“Oh, Sunny, yes,” I purred, stroking through her hair. “Lick, feast. Mmm, make me feel so much better after you hurt me. It was so wicked of you.”

“Yes.” Her tongue licked. “Yes, yes, I'll make you feel better.”

My juices stained her lips as her licking grew swifter. Her enthusiasm infected me. My pussy clenched, the pleasure building as she teased me. She brushed my clit over and over, sending small sparks flooding through me, keeping my hips moving, my toes curling. My sighs echoed through the room. The chair creaked and the vinyl stuck to my skin as I squirmed.

Her fingers stroked my thighs, adding a delicious shiver to the pleasure building in my depths. I groaned and licked my lips. My free hand shoved beneath my tank top and squeezed my right breast, twisting my barbell piercing.

The pleasure shot down from my nipple to my pussy. My legs convulsed. My back arched.

I came.

“Sunny, yes, yes,” I groaned as the pleasure rippled out of my snatch. “That's how you soothe a patient after a wax. Yes, yes, yes, that's wonderful. Oh, your tongue... Oh, yes. Mmm, so good. I love it.”

Her tongue licked at my pussy as I came, gathering my juices flooding out and keeping me trembling and gasping. My eyes rolled back in my head. I pinched my nipple so hard, bucking a final time as the pleasure crested through me and left me shuddering and gasping.

“Oh, thank you,” I panted. “Oh, you are a naughty thing. Mmm, I loved it.”

“Uh-huh,” she purred, licking her lips. “I am glad I helped you out.” Her cheeks were dark, a mix of embarrassment and horniness.

“And now you need help,” I told her, moving fast before she could think and process what she had just done.

I cupped her round cheeks and kissed her hard, tasting my tart juices on her lips. She stiffened for a moment as my tongue swept around inside her mouth. I brushed her tongue and savored the flavor of her as my hands went lower to her jeans.

I unsnapped them. The zipper rasped, and my hand shot inside, rubbing at her pussy through her panties. Her wet heat melted through the cotton. She shuddered and kissed me back. Her tongue dueled with mine as I stroked the excited flesh of her twat.

She panted when I broke the kiss. I held up my fingers, coated in her juices. “That's all you. Have you ever been this wet?”

Sunny shook her head and smiled.

I smeared her pussy juices on her lips before kissing her, sharing the tangy flavor with her. She groaned, kissing me back so hard, her hands stroking my thighs and hips. They gripped me, holding me, pulling me to her. She swayed, half-drunk on the moment, intoxicated by the thrill of indulging in her desires.

I broke the kiss. “Get naked. I am going to make you explode.”

“Yes,” she breathed, slanted eyes lidded with lust.

I ripped off my tank top, exposing my round breasts, the right tattooed by a serpent entwined about my tit, its tongue flicking at my pierced nipple. She didn't even look, too busy stripping as fast as possible. The apron fell to the floor, quickly joined by her top, her small breasts constrained in a black bra. She wiggled out of her jeans, kicking her shoes off in the process. Then she rolled off her white panties. She had a hairy bush. A thick, black tangle covered her pussy.

I licked my lips, falling to my knees before her, grasping her slim, olive-toned thighs, and stared at her bush, her tangy musk filling my nose. She unhooked her bra as I leaned in and licked.

She shuddered and moaned, her small breasts coming into view as I dragged my tongue slowly through her pussy's slit. I savored her flavor bursting to life on my tongue. I loved the silky feel of her pubic hair tickling my chin and cheeks as her mouth opened into a large O and her moan burst forth.

“Aurora,” she gasped. “Oh, oh, oh, Aurora.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, savoring her tangy flavor coating my lips. “Nice, huh? That's the soothing delight you gave me.” I winked at her. “You might want to lean against the counter, because I'm just getting started.”

She nodded her head, her breasts rising and falling as she backed up. I loved their firm jiggle. Small breasts were always such a delight to watch. Her nipples were hard and long, a rich brown complimenting her pale-olive skin. She reached the counter, leaning against it, trembling as she stared at me.

I could see it on her lips, her desires building. She wanted to tell me to lick her pussy. To crawl over to her and bury my face between her thighs. She was awakened to passion, shown the delight of lesbian lusts.

And she was not close to being finished.

“Tell me, Sunny,” I purred then licked my lips. “Tell me what you want me to do to your sexy body.”

“I..I...” Her slanted eyes screwed up, her round face looking so cute as she trembled. “I want you to lick my pussy!”

The words poured out of her mouth. She gasped like she had just run a marathon, throwing back her head, her short hair brushing about her face. Her small breasts rose and fell, long nipples wagging at the peak of firm, jiggling mounds.

“Good,” I smiled. “I want to devour you, too.”

I crawled to her, loving the hard feel of the linoleum beneath me. It was sexy, my ass wiggling, my mouth hungry, my lover trembling. She wanted my lips on her pussy. She had to feel them lick and nuzzle and pleasure her. She spread her thighs farther apart, sleek flesh glistening. I breathed in her tangy musk as I reached her, my hands sliding up her thighs.

The way she trembled was intoxicating.

I pressed my face between her thighs and licked. My tongue slid through her plump vulva. Tangy juices coated my tongue. I nuzzled my lips against her clit as I savored her flavor. Then I licked again, taking my time, dining on my feast.

Through the doors, the bustle of the salon continued. The bell over the door jingled as a new customer entered or an old one left. Greetings or farewells exchanged. The snip-snip of scissors and the grinding whir of emery boards. No one had any idea about the sapphic passion going on here. They had no idea just how broad Sunny could actually smile.

As I licked and nuzzled, the smile grew, spreading across round cheeks. Her hips undulated. Her body shook, and her grin dominated her round face. She shuddered, firm breasts jiggling as I licked and nuzzled and pleased her, sharing every skill I knew.

I hoped she paid attention.

“Oh, Aurora,” she groaned. “Oh, yes. So sweet. Your tongue... Skilled.”

“I'm always inspired to please a beautiful woman,” I purred. “Mmm, your moans compel me to lick and suck and do this.”

I batted her clit. She gasped, shuddering. I batted it again. It grew harder, longer, thrusting out like her nipples. It was one of the biggest I had seen. I shuddered in delight, my tongue flailing over it, before I latched on and sucked on it like a nipple. The round nub felt wonderful between my pursed lips.

She bucked, moaning louder, her smile still fixed to her lips even when they were opened wide to sigh. Her hands stroked my red hair, twining her fingers through my curls as she undulated her hips, smearing her pussy against my face as I sucked on her clit.

Her juices poured out of her. She was so wet. Cream trickled down my throat to my chest, reaching for my breasts. I loved the naughty feel. I batted her clit with my tongue over and over, driving her wild, each strike making her gasp and heave.

“Oh, Aurora, yes,” she moaned, her accent growing thicker and thicker. So beautiful and exotic. “Yes, yes, you tongue my clit so well. So very good. Oh, yes. Oh, my. Oh, oh.”

“Don't fight it,” I moaned between clits. “Cum for me. Let your radiance out.”

“Yes,” she gasped and then broke into Vietnamese. The musical language poured out of her mouth while hot cream poured out of her pussy.

I drank it down, savoring her flavor. She bucked and heaved, grinding on me as her eyes fluttered and her breasts jiggled. She gripped my hair, holding on with a death grip as the pleasure rippled through her body.

The juices overflowed my mouth, pouring down my chin and neck. This flood reached my breasts, a sheen of delight coating me while Sunny let out the must musical gasps and moans I had ever heard in my life.

I created a symphony of passion in her, conducting her pussy to an orgasm while I drank all the nectar from her crescendo of bliss.

“So good,” she moaned. “Oh, Aurora, so good. You very good pussy licking. Very good.”

“Uh-huh,” I nodded, rising, and then I kissed her.

Our breasts pressed tight, our skin silky, our nipples hard, brushing. I loved her so much at this moment. My heart beat in my chest. This was what I needed to forget Officer Lucy. I had to revel in feminine flesh. I had to love every flower I could.

And boy did I love Sunny hard.


Chapter Three: Two Flowers in a Day

“I hope you were very pleased by the wax, Aurora,” Sunny said fifteen minutes later as I stood at the cash register. Her cheeks were still dark, but we had cleaned up as best we could, wiping off pussy juices from our faces.

I had her panties in my pocket. She did not object when I snatched them up.

“Oh, I was very pleased,” I nodded. “You made my first wax special.”

Sunny's cheeks darkened. She fumbled on the cash register. It was old, with actual mechanical buttons that pressed and made so much noise as the cash drawer ejected. I paid and had plenty of money left over from what Hope gave me.

“Your change, Aurora.”

I smiled at her. “I definitely have to come back and get another wax.”

“Oh, yes,” Sunny nodded, an eager glint in her eyes. “Very much so. You were most pleasant customer. Most pleasant.”

I laughed, the both of us in our own world, the other stylists and their clients oblivious to what passed between us. I took my change and sauntered out, putting a sway to my hips in my leather pants, hoping I had Sunny's complete attention. I stepped out into daylight, my heart fluttering in the sunlight, remembering my lover well.

I would hold onto this feeling for as long as I could. It wouldn't last. I already knew it was fading. Sunny was fun, and I loved her so much in the moment, but now, outside the heady scents of her shop, I hungered for a new flower to love and...

My eyes followed her across the parking lot.

I smiled, savoring the bounce of her brown hair pulled back in a simple ponytail. She wore, of all things, a nurse's pink scrubs as she walked, a small bag slung over her shoulder. She had a cute nose and lush lips. As she hit the sidewalk beside me, turning to head into a different business, I stared at the way her scrub bottoms hugged a scrumptious ass.

My heart fluttered and then beat so fast. I was in love with the pretty flower.

I followed her, passing the smoke shop, the sign for their vaping products flashing with a blue and orange neon light. Then I strolled past the tattoo parlor, the door open, the buzz of a tattoo gun drifting out of the back. She went into the next store. I stopped before it, glancing at the sign.

Sandalwood Massage.

Through the glass doors, I caught a sight of her waving at the receptionist as she walked past into the back. So she wasn't a nurse. She must be a masseuse, explaining her nurse-like attire. Scrubs were comfortable to wear and cheap, so you didn't have to worry about staining them with massage oil.

I hadn't had a massage in... Well, I couldn't remember.

Even though I just had a fun time with Sunny—or was it Sunday?—I was eager to feel the joy of love pounding in my heart. The brunette was such a sweet flower, and I had to sup on her nectar.

I threw open the door. “Hey,” an effeminate voice said. A man, with a thin beard on his chin, gave me a smile from the receptionist desk. He was slender, skinnier than I was. “Can I help you?”

“Yeah, I was hoping I could get a massage from the girl that just walked in. Um...”

“You mean Tandy?”

I nodded my head. Tandy. What a perfect name. “Exactly. I could really use it, and she looked perfect.”

The man arched an eyebrow. “Her shift doesn't start for fifteen minutes. I have June open.”

I shook my head. “Tandy.”

“Well, if you don't mind waiting.” He typed on his computer. “Name?”

“Aurora Hayes.” I answered the rest of his questions while he typed away, then he told me the amount. It wasn't cheap.

Luckily, Hope gave me far too much money for the wax. I paid in cash. I really had to thank the dominating woman the next time I saw her. Today was exactly what I needed to forget about my intense emotions for Officer Greene.

“Okay,” he smiled. “Just take a seat, and Tandy will be right with you.”

I did. I pulled out my phone and sent my best friend, sometimes with benefits, Ruth a quick text. “Just had my pussy waxed. And then I waxed her right back.” I added a winky emoji and hit send.

A few minutes later, she answered. “Really? You finally out of whatever funk you've been hiding in?”

“I haven't been in a funk. Just...been thinking. But today's helping. About to have a massage from Tandy.”

“Cute?”

“Very. Such a tight ass. You'd like her. A brunette with a ponytail.”

“Aurora, I'm at work.” She sent an angry emoji. “Don't get me excited. I am coming over tonight. No more ducking. I want answers.”

“And my hot tale seducing both my stylist and my masseuse today?”

“Yes!” I could feel the excitement of my Jewish friend's fingers typing on her phone. She had been striking out in dating lately, which only made her more eager to get together and share benefits. It had been mean of me to avoid her, but Officer Lucy had thrown me off so much.

I don't know what it was about the woman. I could see her, strong and beautiful, passionate and loving. Her skin, her eyes, her lips, her fingers, her—

“Aurora,” a bubbly voice said. “Is that you, sweetie?”

I lifted my eyes from my phone to the heavenly sight of Tandy. I smiled, my heart quickening. She had a wonderful smile, not a Sandy smile like my stylist, but it was still great. My leather pants creaked as I pressed my thighs together.

“That's me,” I grinned. “Let us do this.”

“So enthusiastic. I like that in a client. Just follow me, and I'll relax you right into Nirvana.”

“And I'm eager to visit again.”

I followed Tandy back into the massage parlor. A sweet, spicy scent permeated the room, a wonderful incense that made me smile just inhaling it. It was such a soothing tone, relaxing. And relaxing always lowered inhibitions.

Perfect.

“It must be wonderful to smell this all day,” I said. “So relaxing and soothing.”

“Uh-huh,” she nodded, her ponytail bouncing as she walked before me, that delicious ass swaying. Oh, I wanted to worship that ass. “Intoxicating.”

“Making me feel all tingly. Does it do that to you?”

“Yeah,” she said, a slight hitch to her voice. She opened a door. “Here's your room. Please strip as naked as you feel comfortable. Clean towels are hanging up there. Then stretch out on your stomach on the massage table. I'll be back in a few minutes.”

I swept in and pulled off my top before the door even closed. “Oh, you don't have to wait,” I said, turning, showing her a side-profile of my breasts. “I'm not shy.”

“Bit of a nudist,” Tandy said and shrugged her shoulders, her eyes staying up at my face.

“It's so freeing,” I agreed and sat down on the massage table. “Do you mind helping with my boots.”

“No, no,” she smiled, moving into the room and kneeling before me. She was quick to obey. Good. She grabbed my boot and unlaced it before tugging it off.

I liked seeing her kneeling before me.


Chapter Four: Hot Oil

I lay on my stomach, naked, no towel covering my body. I had my head resting in a padded, oval insert at the end of the table, my eyes staring down at the floor. The scent of sandalwood incense grew stronger as she walked about the room, making my ass wiggle.

I hope she liked the shape of it.

“So, you want a full body massage?” she asked as she moved around me. “Glutes included?”

“Yes. I ride a bike, and it always makes my ass sore. I could use it. If you don't mind?”

“Not at all,” Tandy answered. “I only usually do it for women when they ask.”

“But occasionally men?”

“Occasionally,” she answered, her voice rising an octave. I imagined her cheeks spotting with color, the juices flowing between her thighs.

Excellent.

“Okay, we keep our massaging oil at room temperature, which keeps it from being a shock,” she said. “So just let it soothe you, okay?”

“Sure,” I smiled and then sighed as she dribbled the oil across my back, following my spine. “Ooh, that's nice.”

“And it's about to get nicer.”

Tandy's hands spread the oil across my skin. Her fingers went to work, kneading, massaging, working her fingers into my muscles. She had a firm touch despite her size. It was almost painful, but it soothed away tension I didn't even know I carried.

I sighed as she worked, starting at my shoulders and upper back. I wiggled, my toes curling as she worked her magic down my back. I let out groans and sighs as she massaged small circles into my back, every moment pure nirvana.

“You're good,” I groaned as she worked lower and lower to my butt.

“I'm glad you're satisfied.”

“Mostly,” I said.

“What does that mean?”

I just sighed.

She dug her fingers in harder. “How's that?”

“Mmm,” I groaned. “Nice.”

Her fingers moved onto my butt, massaging my cheeks. It sent a hot thrill through me. I let my legs part, hoping she would notice my pussy and how juicy I was. My clit was hard and throbbing, pressing into the bed beneath me.

“So, you said you occasionally massage men's butts,” I said. “What's the criteria?”

“Sexy,” she giggled. “You know, nice and muscled, not one of those doughy men. It's hot to run my fingers over a strong man's body.”

“Gets you horny?”

“Yeah.” She admitted.

“Ever do anything about it?”

Her fingers dug into my asscheeks. “What? Like, flirt with them or something.”

“Or something.” I lifted my head, looking behind me as she massaged my oily butt. “Ever given a happy ending.”

“Aurora,” she laughed. “That's so bad. This is a massage parlor, not a bordello. We do not provide that kind of service.”

“I bet they would be happy if you did,” I grinned, leaning my head back down.

“I'm sure they would,” Tandy said, moving down to my legs. “They'll just have to live without it.”

I groaned as she massaged my toes next. I had put the idea of sex in her mind, and now I had to let it germinate as she caressed me. She was thinking of those men, but soon I would turn her thoughts to softer bodies to rub. I kept my thighs parted, knowing she had a clear view of my wet vulva. I shifted, clenching my pussy lips, hoping she stared and wondered what made me so juicy.

Is it my touch? I hoped she thought as she worked her fingers up my calves. Did I make her wet?

I shuddered, her hands climbing higher and higher. Hopes that she would make the first move—rubbing my pussy, caressing me, driving me wild—shot through me. I groaned as she reached my thighs, working the inner and outer muscles.

Climbing higher.

I trembled. I knew she wouldn't touch my pussy, but I hoped she would. The higher she massaged, the more and more certain I was that it would happen. That she would be overcome by the sight of my pussy and lose all self-control

Touching me. Stroking me. Fingering me.

Giving me a deep tissue massage.

But she didn't. She moved onto my other leg. I fought off my groan and then shuddered as she began the teasing climb all over again. She worked higher and higher, massaging calves, then my thighs, drawing to my burning sex. Maybe this time. I bit my lip, letting out a whimpering moan.

“Do you like that?” Tandy asked as she worked higher. She was so close to my pussy. “You keep sighing.”

“Oh, you're just wonderful,” I moaned, trembling, those wonderful fingers getting closer. She had to see how wet I was. How much I wanted her. “Mmm, yes. I love your touch.”

“Good,” she said, digging her fingers in, working at the top of my thighs right before my crotch. “And we're done with the back. Roll over and let's do the front.”

I groaned as I did. She provided a round pillow for me to lie down on, my red hair spreading across it. My breasts rose and fell. She paused, smiling at my snake tattoo. “So cute. Like he's always teasing you.”

“Uh-huh,” I nodded, licking my lips. “So, have your male clients ever asked you to give them a happy ending?”

“No,” she answered as she spread oil on my stomach, the puddle reaching for my shaved groin. Her hands touched me, massaged me.

“How about a woman?”

Her hands froze for a moment, fingers in the oil, her left hand right where my stomach transitioned into my pubic mound. “No. Of course not. Women don't perv on their masseuses.”

“What a pity,” I said, moving my right hand down, touching her left. “Because you are just the perfect thing to perv on.” I moved her left hand lower, dipping it between my thighs until she touched my pussy. “There. Right there is where I need you to massage me.”

“Aurora!” she gasped, eyes wide as I pressed her fingers into the folds of my pussy, spreading the warm massage oil into my flesh. “What are you doing?”

“I was promised a full-body massage,” I grinned, pressing her fingers deeper. “And I am in desperate need of one.”

“B-but.”

I raised my other hand and pressed my finger against her lips. “Shh. Just enjoy what's about to happen. Don't think. Don't be afraid. Don't react. Just let go and allow me to guide you on a new form of pleasure.”

Tandy trembled as I pumped her fingers in and out of my pussy. I savored them stretching my hole as I trailed the digit of my left hand down her chin, her neck, and to the neckline of her scrubs. Her breasts rose and fell as I traced the fabric. I slid down and cupped her breast through her top as my body trembled.

Her nipples were hard through bra and scrubs. I circled it, letting my fingers try to pinch it through the fabric. She gasped, her eyes still wide, still wild with what was happening while her fingers pumped on their own. I merely held her hand there, savoring the pleasure rippling through me.

“That's it,” I purred. “Mmm, yes, you're getting into the spirit of things. That's what you have to do to please me. Just work those fingers in and out of my depths. Oh, yes. You're sooooo good. Yes. Massage my pussy. Relieve all my stress.”

“Aurora,” she said, voice hoarse. She licked her dry lips. “T-this isn't...”

“What did I tell you about thinking?”

“To just relax.”

I smiled and lifted my hand away from hers. She didn't stop fingering me. I seized her ponytail, stroking it. I pulled her head down by her ponytail. She didn't fight me, her lips trembling as they lowered to mine.

I claimed her sweet mouth in a kiss.

I sighed into her mouth, my pussy clenching about her fingers as they probed in and out of my snatch. My clit ached every time her wrist accidentally brushed it. I moaned as I worked my lips against hers, coaxing a kiss out of her.

I let go of her braid, and she kept kissing me. Her eyes closed. Her lips relaxed, letting me guide her. She was wonderfully malleable. My heart fluttered as I molded this delightful woman into the joys of sapphic pleasures.

My fingers rubbed at the oil on my belly, growing slick and sticky. I had to feel her ass, massage it as she kissed me. I groaned, my tongue brushing her lips as I reached around behind her and shoved my hand down her scrubs.

And found a wicked thong.

My oily fingers caressed the bare cheeks of her ass. I gathered oil on my left hand's fingers before plunging them down her scrubs, too. I gripped both her butt-cheeks, kissing her harder. Her fingers pumped faster and faster in my pussy, her excitement building as I kneaded and massaged her butt.

I broke the kiss, purring, “That's the spirit. You're getting into it now, aren't you?”

“I...” she shuddered. “I don't know why. But...but...”

“You just can't resist letting me mold you. Mmm, you want to know just what I'll do to you.” I squeezed her butt-cheeks and she shuddered. “Curious?”

She nodded her head, tongue licking her lips, savoring the taste of my kiss.

I gave her a big smile as my fingers dipped into the crack of her ass. I pushed past her thong, trailing oil, and found her puckered sphincter. Her eyes widened as my fingers stroked her wrinkled asshole. She clenched.

“W-What, Aurora?”

“Just relax and finger me while I finger you.” I sank my middle finger into her asshole, the oil lubing the way. Hot, tight, velvety flesh engulfed my finger to the first knuckle.

“Yes,” she gasped, shocked joy bursting across her face. Her smile spread as I pumped my finger in deeper, showing her another joy she didn't know about. “Oh, my. Wow... I never... Oh, yes, Aurora.”

“Good, huh?” I asked, working my middle finger deep into her hot, tight bowels. Three of her fingers pumped in and out of me faster and faster. My pussy shuddered, clenching on them. “Ooh, you have a great ass. And I'll make you feel such pleasure with it.”

“Please,” she said.

I kissed her again and slipped a second finger into her bowels. My middle and pointer fingers plunged over and over into her asshole, matching the rhythm of her fingers fucking my pussy. My clit throbbed as she worked faster while she moaned into the kiss. Her hips shifted, her bowels clenching down on my probing fingers, loving them.

We fingered each other. Pumping faster and faster. My juices flowed out of my pussy. As I shifted on the massage table, the juices glued my ass to the surface. I savored it ripping from my butt-cheeks with every shift, my body growing more and more excited.

She fingered her first pussy today. My pussy.

What a delicious thrill.

I broke the kiss, gasping, “Oh, yes, Tandy. Finger me. Oh, you're going to make me cum. You're going to make your client cum. You wicked masseuse.”

She blushed even as she grin. Her eyes flicked down to my heaving breasts and the shiny silver of my nipple piercing. I grinned, digging my fingers into her asshole as I shivered. She licked her lips then glanced at me, asking permission.

“Suck my nipple, you wicked masseuse.”

Her head snapped down. Her lips engulfed my entire nipple and areola. I groaned as she sucked so hard, her enthusiasm making me tremble. My hips bucked, and my pussy clenched on her plunging fingers. My orgasm built. And built.

I trembled. My left hand squeezed her asshole as I plunged my fingers as deep into her hot bowels as I could. I savored the tight, velvety flesh about my digits as my head snapped back, red hair flying. She was so delicious and wonderful.

My beautiful flower. I created the hunger in her to feast on my body.

“Yes, yes, yes, Tandy,” I moaned as I came.

My body shuddered on the table as the wonderful, delicious bliss flooded out of my pussy and into my veins. I groaned, eyes fluttering as the pleasure washed through my body, unleashed by the fingers of my straight masseuse enjoying lesbian delight for the first time.

Tandy released my nipple and lifted her head, staring at me. Her eyes were wide with wonder as she watched me shudder and gasp. My fingers dug into her bowels while my left hand clutched at her asscheek. No words spilled out, only the wondrous sounds of thankful rapture.

“I made you cum,” Tandy whispered, awe in her voice.

“You gave me a happy ending,” I groaned, falling back on the massage table, my left hand popping out of her pants. “And it's time for yours.”

“Mine?”

I nodded, my fingers sliding out of her asshole, still covered in oil. I grasped her hand between my thighs and pulled her fingers out of my depths. I shuddered, still sensitive from my cum. And then I brought them to her lips. I shoved them to her mouth, letting her taste pussy for the first time. Her eyes squeezed shut as her lips pursed about dripping fingers.

“That's it,” I smiled. “Love the taste on your fingers. Savor every bit of my juices. Mmm, you love how I taste.”

Her muffled “uh-huh” made me shudder.

I had to show her passion. I had to fuck her hard. I wish I had my strap-on with me. Or any toy. My eyes cast about the room as I stood naked from her massage table. On a counter were several thin bottles of oil.

Perfect.

“Time to be fucked,” I grinned. “I'm going to pound you harder than those men you always fantasize about. I'll show you women can fuck!”

“Really?” she gasped after popping her fingers out of her mouth.

“Just bend that pretty, little ass over the table,” I purred, strolling to the bottles. They were clear with black text on them. I grabbed them both, using one to coat the other in oil that smelled like coconut.

I turned around and smiled. Tandy obeyed.

“Mmm, you have a scrumptious ass,” I purred, walking towards her, admiring the scrubs spread tight over her ass, the top of her red thong peeking out and hugging her waist. I grabbed the waistband of the thong, snapping it. “You ready to be taken hard?”

“Yes,” she moaned, undulating her hips, and I smiled at the sight of the dark, wet spot bleeding through her pink scrubs.

I made her wet.

“Good.” I set my lubed, makeshift dildo down on the table beside her and ripped down her scrubs, exposing that ass. It was a wonderful ass. I kissed it and bit it, savoring her toned flesh. My fingers hooked her thong's waistband as I let my tongue slid all over the perfect cheek to the cute, little mole. I kissed that, too.

Then I tore her thong off.

“Oh, Aurora,” she gasped as the scrap of cloth ripped off her body with a popping tear. I held it in my hand, clutching it as my trophy. My prize for claiming this beautiful woman. Her hips wiggled as I grabbed my dildo.

I rammed the bottle's bottom into her asshole. It was as thick as three of my fingers. Her sphincter expanded, the oil letting the bottle glide into her bowels. She gasped and shuddered, her ponytail flying.

“Aurora,” she gasped. “Oh, wow, Aurora! That's...that's...”

“Hot? Amazing? Stupendous?”

“Yes!”

I gripped the end of the bottle, the spout pressing into my palm as I pumped it in and out of her asshole. I plunged it in hard, fucking her with it. I savored the sight of her puckered opening clinging to the flesh. I licked the fingers of my hand, loving the coconut flavor, then shoved them down to her hot, shaved snatch.

I rubbed her clit as I fucked her ass hard. I pounded her with the bottle. I pressed my thighs together, savoring the thrill of just making this woman howl. I had my orgasm, and it was time for her to explode in ecstasy.

“Do you like that?” I growled, frigging her clit. “Huh, slut? Do you like it when a woman fucks your ass?”

“I love it, Aurora!” Her hips bucked back into the thrusts. Her juices coated my finger as I massaged her hard clit. She bucked and shuddered, the table creaking beneath her as I pumped the bottle in and out of her faster and faster. “Fuck my ass. Oh, yes. Take me hard!”

I rubbed my thighs harder together. I could feel the sexual energy brimming in her. The desire for her release to crash over her tensed her body. She was eager to explode and have her orgasm. The louder she moaned, the more inspired I was to ream the makeshift dildo into her asshole, the faster my fingers frigged her clit.

Her nub ached beneath my fingers. I circled it hard, touching her just the way she needed. Her moans echoed. Her face tossed back and forth, watching me as she worked her hips back, grunting as the bottle buried deep into her asshole.

“You're just a nasty, anal slut,” I growled, trembling. My clit ached as I pressed my thighs against it. Small flutters of pleasure washed through me. “Tell me how much you love it.”

“I love it,” she hissed. “I am a nasty, anal slut. Fuck my ass. Make me cum. It's sooooo good. Yes, yes, yes!”

“That's it. Just explode. Explode on my dildo. Let it all rush out of you. Don't hold back.”

I rubbed my fingers hard on her clit, almost mashing it. She bucked harder. Her supple back arched, her pink scrub tops sliding up her body as she shook and writhed. Her hips undulated more as I drove the bottle deeper and deeper into her asshole.

I trembled. I could feel the energy in the room. She neared her orgasm. I wanted to hear her scream out. I wanted the thrill of her moans crashing through the room, echoing and bouncing, announcing that I had shown her true pleasure.

I craved it. I drank in her excitement while my clit throbbed so hard.

“Cum!” I ordered.

And she obeyed.

“Aurora!” she screamed as her back arched. Her pussy clenched hard and her bowels gripped the bottle.

Juice gushed from her pussy, splattering my thighs. Her voice exploded out of her in wordless moans and gasps. I could feel how hard she came. I knew that ecstasy held her in a tight grip. I kept fucking the bottle in and out of her asshole, giving her more and more pleasure as I massaged her clit.

She spasmed and bucked. She gasped, her head tossing back, and more juices squirted from her pussy. She tried to speak, but nothing was coherent as I sent her into multi-orgasmic heaven. The table creaked, rocking and tipping as she thrashed.

“That's it,” I moaned. “That's what a woman can give you. That's real bliss. Savor it, Tandy.”

“I am!” she gasped, her back arching.

Hearing the pleasure in her voice triggered something inside of me. I gasped in shock as waves of bliss rippled out of my pussy. It wasn't a huge orgasm. But it was enough to leave me swaying and gasping, gripping the bottle lodged in her ass for support.

And then she collapsed on the table, panting, her orgasms melting out of her. I pleasured her hard. I grinned and lifted my fingers to my lips, savoring her sweet musk.


Chapter Five: Peace

“That was the best massage I've ever had,” I announced loudly when Tandy led me into the lobby. The receptionist gave us a strange look.

I bet he heard the moaning. We weren't quiet.

“You are definitely the wildest client I've ever had,” smiled Tandy. “Thanks for showing me a few new things. I hope you'll come back.”

I shuddered, my heart beating so fast. I loved her so much. I wanted to blurt it out, but I knew it would only drive her away. Besides, I would find a new flower to distract me before I had a chance to come back for another massage.

“I'll try,” I winked at her. “You were fun.”

I looked away. It was easier if I didn't stare at her. Tandy and I had fun. Two flowers in one day. I stepped out into the sunshine, letting it warm my body. I had two panties in my pocket. It was wonderful. Just what I needed to forget about Officer Lucy.

My stomach churned and my heart beat faster. The emotions were still there, whatever my feelings for the cop were. But they didn't drag on me as much. I could smile and enjoy the sunny day. I walked to my bike, a jaunt in my step.

It was like a whole new world for me now. It was summer. I should be having fun, not moping after Lucy. I needed to fall in love over and over and over again. There were so many flowers out there aching for my touch, not knowing they needed a wicked lesbian to seduce them into real passion.

How could I deny them?

I couldn't. Besides, I had a bet to win. There was no way in hell Samir was getting my baby. I patted her red gas tank as I straddled my Honda Interceptor. She roared to life for me, growling between my thighs.

I revved the engine and roared off to find another flower to love.

Want to read the next part? Click here for Barmaid Delight!
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Sneak Preview of “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.”

If you want to read more, click here for Arrested Passion!
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