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Naughty Excerpt from “Barmaid Delight”

“I guess I'll have the cheesesteak. I burned enough calories last night with the married woman.” I glanced at Ruth. “She loved my double-headed dildo.”

“Which one?”

“Blue.”

“Good one,” my friend grin. “Ever played with a double-headed dildo, Lyssa?”

The barmaid's cheeks went crimson. “Nope. I'll be right back with the orders.”

Then she scurried off. It was hard not to watch, but I had to keep up my disinterest. Ruth gave me a grin then took a long sip of her beer, leaving a foamy mustache behind, covering her upper lips. It made her look so cute.

As we talked and ate our food—the cheesesteaks here were amazing, the mushrooms delicious, the cheese perfect, and the steak seasoned to perfection—I kept a watchful eye on Lyssa. She hovered around our table, always sliding in, pretending to do the waitress thing of asking how our meal was and if we needed anything else.

She was fishing for a compliment from me. The more I ignored her, the more blatant it was. She wanted the “predatory lesbian” that Goldie warned her of to pay attention. Doubt and insecurities gnawed at her. I saw it in her eyes and heard it in the catch in her voice.

“And how about you, Aurora, need anything?” she would say, leaning over, almost thrusting her breasts in my face.

It was so hard not to ogle her the way Samir and Ruth did.

“You are driving her nuts,” Ruth whispered when Lyssa walked away for the seventh time, flouncing over to another table. “She's practically throwing herself at you.”

“Yep,” I nodded. “Did I ever tell you about the two friends I slept with? They came into the Auto Part store needing help, and I offered to repair their car. First, I went under the car's hood, then theirs. You should have heard them squeal.”

I said it loud, making sure Lyssa heard. Samir was into hearing about all my sexual conquests. I normally didn't go into such explicit details except alone with Ruth, but he didn't complain. Even Deshawna was squirming in her chair while giving me speculative looks. I had a feeling if I offered, we could slip off and I could devour her pussy.

And if I didn't have the love of my life flitting around the bar, I would. But it was Lyssa I needed. Sweet, delicious, wonderful Lyssa.

“And then I licked the whip cream right off her nipple while the guy gaped at us. He did not expect to have a live sex show when he got his morning coffee,” I grinned, telling the story of brief time working as a bikini barista earlier this year. Lyssa walked up, setting my fresh beer on the table.

“Hope you enjoy,” she said, her voice purring.

I only grunted and picked up the bottle. “Wish I had this that day. There was nothing in the coffee stand that made a good dildo. But a beer bottle is always fun to work into a girl. Really makes her squeal. It's the best.”

“Damn, Aurora,” Samir groaned. “You're giving me a case of blue balls.”

“Better ask Deshawna to take care of that,” I laughed. “I am not responsible for the effect my stories have on the human body.”

“You are wicked, Aurora,” he groaned, leaning back in his chair.

Lyssa moved off then headed to Goldie. I caught, “Going on break,” whispered to Goldie.

“Enjoy your lunch,” the blonde barmaid answered. Then she shot me a hard glance. She had been hearing my stories, too. I had one to tell about her, but it was hard to think just what I did with Goldie as I saw Lyssa grab an empty beer bottle off the counter, the drink poured into a tall glass. Then she headed for the bathroom.

Perfect. She was hot, bothered, and would be thinking of me as she masturbated in the bathroom. She slipped into the ladies room, and I leaned back and began picturing her activities in there. First, she"d stare at the mirror, her face flushed, her body trembling. She'd glance down at the beer bottle, debating.

Can I really masturbate at work and get away with it?

There would be a touch of anger in her lust, mad at me for both ignoring her body and getting her so hot and bothered with idea of lesbian sex. Naughty images danced in her mind, driving her to go into the last stall, desperate to get off. About now, she would be walking to it, swallowing, throwing nervous glances over her shoulders.

The stall door creaks open. She slips inside. Locks it. Another tremble, then fumbling at her corduroys. Zipper rasps. She pulls down her tight jeans and the flimsy thong she wore before sitting on the toilet seat. She gasps at the cold, then spread her legs. Beer bottle is clutched in her left hand while her right begins to caress up and down her pussy. Her eyes close, and she imagines it is my fingers touching her.

A smile crosses her lips.

Bingo. It was time for me to go.

“Well, excuse me,” I smiled. “I have a barmaid to devour.”

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

The rustling in the room drew me out of sleep. The bed shook like someone rolled out of it, jostling me from my dreams. My eyes fluttered open, my mouth dry, a foul taste lingering while a small headache thudded through my mind. I needed to get a drink of water.

“Shit,” a woman snarled.

“Hmm?” I moaned, forcing my eyes to look around. I spotted the source, an attractive and naked brunette, in her thirties, her body toned by yoga. I struggled to pull a name from my mind and remember who she was.

I should know her name. I clearly went to bed with her last night. Georgia? Georgina? Regina?

“Shit, where are my panties?” the woman asked, a wedding band glinting on her right hand.

Last night rushed back to me. Her name was probably Georgina, or maybe just Georgia. There was an office party at my work to celebrate the ending of summer last night. August only had a week left. She was a client of the company, a married MILF in need of a lesbian's loving touch.

And I had loved her last night. First in the supply room of the office, and then I took her home and devoured her on my bed. Beside me was the bottle of Tequila we had polished off in between bouts of sapphic passion.

My heart thudded as I stared at my lady love as she spun around, her round breasts bouncing, her hair flowing. She was gorgeous. An itch formed in my pussy, helping to banish the small ache throbbing behind my eyes.

“Why don't you just slide back into bed and I'll relax you?” I purred.

“Jesus, Aurora,” she snapped, “wasn't last night enough?”

“You didn't seem to think so,” I laughed. “Got your first taste of pussy and you loved it.” I pushed down my covers, exposing my naked body, red hair falling about my shoulders, my breasts round, the right tattooed with a coiled snake and the nippled pierced by a silver barbell. My pussy was shaved and already growing wet. “Come have another taste.”

“You don't understand,” she groaned. “How the fuck am I explaining to my husband why I was out all night?”

“Tell him you went home with an insatiable lesbian,” I purred. “After I eat your pussy one more time.”

“No.” She looked on the floor, picking up clothing. “Where are my panties?”

I had the dimmest memory of hiding them beneath my pillow. They would be my trophy, proof to Samir that I had seduced another straight woman for our bet. She was number sixty-six. I had to seduce one hundred in year, and New Years Eve seemed to loom close. But August had been a productive month after July set me for a loop.

Because of her.

I focused on the beauty before me, keeping Officer Lucy Greene from rising in my thoughts. Her ebony face and lush body always confused me with a welter of intense, frightening emotions. They were too much to handle. Whatever I felt for the woman was beyond love. I knew what love was.

I was in love with Regina. Or was her name Georgia?

“Last night was a mistake,” Georgina hissed, bending down to look under my bed, flashing that gorgeous rump at me. She definitely did yoga. “I'm married. Happily.”

“To a man that can't make you cum like I did.” I shifted on the bed and something rolled into my hip. It was a long, blue, rubbery, double-headed dildo. I picked I up, the end flopping. “We could play with this again.”

She lifted her head, her eyes blushing. “You know what, fuck the panties. If you find them, they're yours.” She pulled on her blouse and then her skirt, heels dangling in one hand, bra in the other. “I'll just wait for my Uber on the curb.”

“Fine,” I pouted, my heart stinging. Sometimes I was the one who left my loves for new flowers, but sometimes they left me.

Especially the straight ones.

I fell back on my bed, the headache returning. I could still smell Gina's scent in the air, soft and sweet. She had lovely perfume. Ooh, why did she have to be married and care about her husband? We could have cuddled all morning.

It was Saturday. Right?

I blinked, struggling to think through the headache. Yes, the party was on a Friday night. I had been shocked when my uptight boss threw it. His wife, the dominating Hope, hadn't made an appearance. But the trophy wife rarely showed up at the office. Which made me happy. I didn't understand at all why I let the woman boss me around and dominate me in bed.

I mean, it was hot when I was licking her pussy while she yanked my hair, but outside of that, I liked to be in control. And I didn't just obey her because my job was on the line—I was used to losing jobs. There was just something so...overwhelming about her.

Nothing in my life made sense any longer. Hope and Officer Lucy. Both women had me reeling in different ways. My life used to be simple. Like a butterfly, I flitted from woman to woman, from love to love, sampling their nectars until the next pretty petals made my heart race, and I started it all over again.

Like with Georgina or Georgia or whatever that sexy MILF's name was.

“Why did you have to be married?” I moaned again.

I rolled onto my side and sulked. I buried myself beneath my sheets, wanting to stay that way for as long as possible. But, of course, it was August, and the heat penetrated my loft. I tried to fight it as I grappled with my hangover, trying not to think of Officer Lucy, her amazing body, and how sexy she looked in her State Trooper uniform.

She looked scrumptious in those tight, leather pants.

My feet kicked in frustration. I did not need to think about Officer Lucy right now. The last thing I needed was for her to mess up my seductions. I had so many women still to seduce, and only four months and a week to go. Thirty-four women.

I could do it. I would not lose my bike to Samir's bet. I would get that $10,000.

Finally, the heat became suffocating beneath my blankets and I crawled out, my mouth even drier. I stumbled through my loft. It was all open, save for the bathroom. I had a triptych to separate my bed from the rest of the space, giving the illusion it was its own room. I liked living in a loft. It was open. Like me. No secrets.

I poured a glass of water from my Brita pitcher in the refrigerator—I did not like how much chlorine Tacoma put in their tap water—then stumbled to the shower. I smelled like pussy, which I normally didn't mind. But it was Regina's pussy, and she left me.

Despite the warmth of the day, I took a hot shower. I ran my hot water heater empty, letting the liquid flow over me and help wash away my headache, my hands braced on the wall, my head beneath the spray. It was wonderful. I felt alive when I stepped out and moved naked through my loft. I plopped on my couch, snagged my phone, and checked messages.

There was one from Ruth. “Want to get lunch at the Tavern on the Ave? Samir and Deshawna'll be there. 1 PM. I'll cover you.”

I smiled at that. I actual had money thanks to my “receptionist” job, which mostly involved sleeping with the boss's wife behind his back. But Ruth was so used to covering for me, she probably offered without thinking.

“Absolutely,” I beamed as I texted back. I loved Tavern on the Ave. It was our favorite bar. “Need to find a new girl. My heart is hurting. Georgia stormed out this morning because she remembered she was married.”

Ruth responded: “I thought her name was Georgina. That's what your drunk text last night proclaimed.”

“Maybe.” I shrugged as I sipped at my water. It was delicious. “I'll definitely be there. I hear there's a new waitress.”

“That didn't work out well last time,” Ruth answered.

I blinked. “What do you mean?”


Chapter Two: The New Girl

I loved walking into the Tavern of the Ave. It was dimly lit bar in the heart of the shopping district of 6th Avenue in central Tacoma. Here small businesses, bars, and clubs vied for the attention of the shoppers and the bustling traffic. The noise of the outside faded as I stepped inside, and the cozy atmosphere of the bar embraced me.

Goldie, one of the barmaids, gave me a hard look as I walked by her, a tray balanced on the palm of her hand with several bottles of bear. I gave her a friendly smile back which only made her look even stonier. I did not understand why Goldie didn't like me.

“You're late,” Samir called from a table in the center of the bar.

Samir El-Amin was a dusky Middle-Eastern with an animated face, a small soul patch sprouting on his chin. He wore a fluorescent-green tanktop which looked hideous on his swarthy body, leaving his arms exposed, covered in spiderweb tattoos. Beside him sat Deshawna Cooper, his African-American girlfriend.

I had gone down on her once at a party, which made me feel like I had a special connection with Deshawna. She smiled, flashing white teeth between her lush lips. She patted the seat between her and Ruth.

Ruth, my best friend in the world, was a plump, Jewish brunette with a dazzling smile. She had a bottle of beer in her hand, sipping it as she rocked a top with fringe dangling from the sleeves. It was something that a hippie might wear if it was tied-dyed instead of a soft brown.

“What is that?” I asked, plopping down in my leather pants on the table, my hair bouncing about my shoulders. I opted for a low-cut top that was half a bustier and half a corset, lifting my breasts and showing off half my snake tattoo on my right tit.

“What?” Ruth asked, frowning. “What's wrong with my outfit?”

“It's hideous,” laughed Samir. “The fringe, Ruth.” He shook his head. “What were you thinking?”

Samir was a great guy and he, mostly, knew style. He was fun to go girl-watching with since we both appreciated a lovely pair of legs and a nice rump on a woman. Deshawna had both, and today they were poured into a pair of tight jeans that had to be more polyester than cotton to fit so tightly about her.

“Florescent green?” Ruth shot back, arching an eyebrow. “I mean, Samir, I know you're a man and don't understand how colors compliment each other, but even you could have known that would be a nightmare.”

“I like it,” Samir said, acting defensively. “I got it on sale. $5.”

You would never know Samir was the son of a Saudi oil baron. He had deep-pockets, but he didn't like to advertise his wealth. He liked living like a normal person, hanging out, partying, not flashing his wealth in our faces. But it was also why he could afford the $10,000 to pay me when I won my bet after seducing a hundred straight women in a year.

In fact, we were sitting in this very spot, my eyes locked on the cutie at the bar, my heart racing with new love, when Samir bet me I couldn't seduce her. It had escalated to the current bet—one hundred women or I had to forfeit my Honda Interceptor motorcycle.

“I hear you got lucky again last night,” Samir said.

I groaned, glancing at Ruth. “Last night, yes. Not so much this morning. She dumped me to run off to her hubby. She'll probably give him some sob story that he'll eat up so she won't have to confess to the things we did last night.”

Samir leaned in, grin growing. “Like what, Aurora? I need details.”

“I'm sure you do,” I answered, “but I'm not going to help you fill your spank bank. Want to know about lesbians, plenty of porn on the internet.”

“It's hotter when you know the women involved.” He patted Deshawna's thigh. “Like when you watch her fool around. Maybe we could have some fun this afternoon. Go back to my place, have some wine, and you could forget all about the married woman with Deshawna.”

“While you're stroking your dick in the corner?” I asked, arching an eyebrow.

“Well, it is my apartment. It would be rude to exclude me.”

“So rude,” Deshawna agreed, rolling her eyes. “Not happening. I'd rather have you go down on me, Samir. I love that little soul patch nuzzling into my flesh. Sorry, Aurora, there is something lesbians just can't offer—stubble.”

“I don't know,” Samir said, considering. “I've seen some pretty butch dykes before.”

I laughed, “Oh, yes. It's okay, Deshawna. I've already tasted you. I need new conquests. Samir's just trying to slow me down from winning the bet.”

“And what did Miss Suddenly-Remembered-She's-Married bring you up to.”

“Sixty-six.” I leaned back, peering around the bar, and then gasped, spotting a woman with short hair, dyed bright blue, wiping down a table, her ass shaking at me in a pair of black corduroys hugging those wonderful cheeks. My heart raced and that excited, new love rush bubbled through me as I gazed at her.

“Ah-hah, spotted the new girl,” grinned Samir. “Lyssa. Just started two days ago. Very straight. I saw her eyeing me, after all.”

“And Goldie's been talking to her,” added Ruth.

“Goldie?” I frowned. “Why would that matter?”

“Jeez, Aurora,” sighed Ruth while Deshawna laughed.

“What?”

“You'd think you'd remember when you slept with a girl and broke her heart when you forgot to call,” Deshawna said, rolling her eyes. “Goldie knows how to grind an ax. It's been at least a year.”

“Oh, right,” I said, blushing in remembrance. “My bad. I got distracted by this cute Thai girl I met. She had the limberest tongue.”

Samir leaned in, grinning, “Oh, how limber?”

I winked at him then caught Lyssa's gaze as she straightened. The barmaid wandered over, wearing a red shirt with a band's logo I didn't quite recognize since it was half-covered by her black apron. She paused before us, a diamond stud glinting in her nostrils.

“Do you need something?”

“I do,” I purred. “I would love the pilsner you have on tap.”

Her eyes narrowed. “You're Aurora, aren't you?”

“I am,” I said, letting my smile grow, my eyes flicking over her body. Oh, she was scrumptious. The heartache from...Georgia was gone. Lyssa. It was the name of a delicious flower begging to be loved. “I see you've heard about me.”

“Yeah, from Goldie.” She gave me a forced smile. “Don't think you can hit on me. I'm not into girls, okay?”

My smile grew. “I wouldn't think of it. You are so clearly straight, after all. I have better things to do than waste my time chasing you.”

She gave me a suspicious look. “Okay. Do your friends need anything else?”

“Yeah, a pitcher of light beer,” Ruth said, “and onion rings. I am getting hungry.”

Lyssa nodded and flounced off to the bar. My eyes were on her ass as it swayed in those delectable corduroys. I couldn't wait to peel them off and love that woman. She was saucy. I liked that. I bet she had piercings in other parts of her body, too, just waiting for me to play with.

“What was that?” Samir asked. “You usually are better at flirting.”

“But I'm not flirting,” I said, arching an eyebrow. “It'll eat at her. You'll see. She's used to guys hitting on her, and with an ass like that, I don't blame them.”

“And when you don't, she'll start to wonder why the lesbian who seduces every girl who passes through the Ave doesn't want her.” Deshawna smiled at me.

I winked at her. “Every seduction requires a different tact. Looks like I'll be getting panties number 67 today. I hope you got my $10,000 ready.”

He snorted. “You hardly got any in July. I doubt you'll make it Aurora. Time can pass so fast. And I can't wait to ride your motorcycle. I have the perfect tank top to wear while doing it.”

“That hideous thing?” I asked and laughed when he winked at me.

Lyssa returned with our drinks. She set my pilsner before me, bottle cap already removed, and then the pitcher of light beer. “It'll be a few minutes on the onion rings. Anything else?” Her gaze flicked to me.

I gave her a polite smile then lifted my bottle and took a nonchalant swig from it, letting the rich flavor of the local brew wash across my tongue. I savored it, holding it in my mouth before swallowing and letting the ambrosia pour down to my stomach.

“No, I think I'm good. Thanks for asking.”

Lyssa furrowed her eyebrows then flounced off to the bar. Goldie met her up and the pair exchanged words. I watched them out of the corner of my eye, sipping my pilsner, acting relaxed and unconcerned. It was clear that they were talking about me. Goldie said something and Lyssa nodded her head. When Goldie left, I felt Lyssa staring at me, clutching her tray before her crotch, her hips shifting ever so slightly.

The thoughts already tumbled through her mind, attacking her certainty that she didn't want to have a fling with the lesbian. She would be mine. I couldn't wait to hear her gasp and moan. It would be delicious.


Chapter Three: Barmaid's Swelling Ardor

“Oh, waxing hurts,” I said, lowering my beer. “A lot.”

“I've heard,” Deshawna said. “But I'm just tired of shaving down there. I only do it because Samir so good at going down on me, and he hates it when I have hair.”

“Gets in my teeth,” shrugged Samir. “So, you got a bikini wax, huh, Aurora?”

“Full Brazilian,” I nodded. I shifted on my chair. “Really cute Asian chick did it. Her name was...Sunny or Stacey or something.”

“Did you fuck her?”

I gave Samir a wink. “Her panties are in the box.” The juicy itch grew in my pussy. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Lyssa cleaning the next table over, slowly wiping her damp cloth around it, her ass in my direction, hugged by those corduroys, wiggling from side-to-side. It was subtle, designed to attract my attention. Every woman instinctively knew how to preen to catch a man's, or in this case a woman's, attention.

“She was such a trembling thing. Big smiles, but I noticed how she kept staring at my snatch after she ripped each strip. There was this look in her eyes, a questioning desire. Attraction to what she saw before her, but also fear of what it meant about her.” I sipped my beer, noticing Lyssa stiffen. “Sometimes, women have themselves convinced that they are 100% straight.”

“And you're so good at ferreting that little bit of lesbian out of them,” Deshawna laughed.

“You just have to open their eyes to the truth of why they have that hot, little itch between their thighs when they see a beautiful woman, or why the idea of kissing a woman's lips or touching her body pops into their mind while masturbating. It's there, lurking beneath the conscious mind, and I just have to let their lesbian desires blossom so I can drink their sweet nectar. It is an exhilarating experience.”

“I bet it is,” Samir groaned, leaning back. “Damn. So you did that for Sunny?”

“I did.” I pictured her smiling, round face. “I asked her why she waxed other women's pussies, getting so intimate with them. And it was so obvious to me even if she couldn't admit it. She wanted to lick one, to nuzzle and taste and try out something new, something different. She didn't know if she would like it, but the idea was there, lurking in her mind, aching to sprout and blossom at the right conditions. So I provided them. I coaxed out her desire, and when she blossomed, she was radiant.”

Ruth nodded her head, her cheeks flushed. She wiggled even more than Lyssa.

“And then she ate my pussy with gusto. I mean, she went to town on it. The first time a woman gives in to her desires is magical. It's beautiful. It is something that I love experiencing. Sharing that moment is special. It changes her. She has crossed a line into a whole new side of her sexuality. Maybe it will be the only time in her life that she'll do it, or maybe she'll be hooked and become bi or even fully lesbian, changed, transformed.

“Blossomed.” I sipped my beer my throat dry. Lyssa still wiped at the table for the dozenth time. “Curiosities should be explored. They should be indulged. They shouldn't be avoided. It is how humans advance both as a species and personally. Without risk, there can be no reward.”

“You should be a motivational speaker,” Samir said. “Going around, lecturing to ladies on how having a fling with a woman will make them grow as a person.”

Ruth nodded her head. “You are skilled at it. You're wasted as a receptionist.”

I rolled my eyes. “You mean as Hope's personal pussy licker.” I sipped my beer. “It's definitely the easiest job I've ever had.”

“Fucking the boss's wife,” laughed Samir. “You have the life, Aurora. Damn. I should get a job and...” He trailed off as Deshawna folded her arms. “Just a joke, baby. Don't need any woman in my life but you.”

“Uh-huh,” she said, raising an eyebrow.

Ruth and I both laughed as Samir squirmed, his confidence wilting beneath Deshawna's gaze. He grabbed his glass of foamy beer and took a long gulp before glancing at Ruth. “And how's your dating life going?”

“Miserable,” Ruth sighed. “Just vapid bimbos. Nothing meaningful except good sex.”

“Which is always good,” Samir said, leaning back. “So long as you get off.”

I nodded my head in complete agreement.

Lyssa appeared at my shoulder. I glanced at a bare midriff, her tight blouse had mysteriously ridden up, exposing her bellybutton pierced by a dangling charm, a gold four-leaf clover bouncing on her fair skin, drawing my gaze down to the low-riding corduroys. I could just make out the sweep of her pelvis narrowing towards her flower.

“Can I get you anything?” she said, her voice husky, her hand resting on my shoulder. She leaned over, her top hugging her round breasts, gravity helping them sway and show off their shape. They were almost pushed into my vision.

“No, I'm good,” I said with a shrug.

“It's food time,” Ruth said. “I'll have a Philly cheesesteak.”

“Same,” Samir nodded.

“Cheeseburger,” Deshawna said, “with onion rings.”

“And you?” Lyssa asked, turning her head, a lush smile on her lips. I let my eyes flicker up then away.

“I guess I'll have the cheesesteak. I burned enough calories last night with the married woman.” I glanced at Ruth. “She loved my double-headed dildo.”

“Which one?”

“Blue.”

“Good one,” my friend grin. “Ever played with a double-headed dildo, Lyssa?”

The barmaid's cheeks went crimson. “Nope. I'll be right back with the orders.”

Then she scurried off. It was hard not to watch, but I had to keep up my disinterest. Ruth gave me a grin then took a long sip of her beer, leaving a foamy mustache behind, covering her upper lips. It made her look so cute.

As we talked and ate our food—the cheesesteaks here were amazing, the mushrooms delicious, the cheese perfect, and the steak seasoned to perfection—I kept a watchful eye on Lyssa. She hovered around our table, always sliding in, pretending to do the waitress thing of asking how our meal was and if we needed anything else.

She was fishing for a compliment from me. The more I ignored her, the more blatant it was. She wanted the “predatory lesbian” that Goldie warned her of to pay attention. Doubt and insecurities gnawed at her. I saw it in her eyes and heard it in the catch in her voice.

“And how about you, Aurora, need anything?” she would say, leaning over, almost thrusting her breasts in my face.

It was so hard not to ogle her the way Samir and Ruth did.

“You are driving her nuts,” Ruth whispered when Lyssa walked away for the seventh time, flouncing over to another table. “She's practically throwing herself at you.”

“Yep,” I nodded. “Did I ever tell you about the two friends I slept with? They came into the Auto Part store needing help, and I offered to repair their car. First, I went under the car's hood, then theirs. You should have heard them squeal.”

I said it loud, making sure Lyssa heard. Samir was into hearing about all my sexual conquests. I normally didn't go into such explicit details except alone with Ruth, but he didn't complain. Even Deshawna was squirming in her chair while giving me speculative looks. I had a feeling if I offered, we could slip off and I could devour her pussy.

And if I didn't have the love of my life flitting around the bar, I would. But it was Lyssa I needed. Sweet, delicious, wonderful Lyssa.

“And then I licked the whip cream right off her nipple while the guy gaped at us. He did not expect to have a live sex show when he got his morning coffee,” I grinned, telling the story of brief time working as a bikini barista earlier this year. Lyssa walked up, setting my fresh beer on the table.

“Hope you enjoy,” she said, her voice purring.

I only grunted and picked up the bottle. “Wish I had this that day. There was nothing in the coffee stand that made a good dildo. But a beer bottle is always fun to work into a girl. Really makes her squeal. It's the best.”

“Damn, Aurora,” Samir groaned. “You're giving me a case of blue balls.”

“Better ask Deshawna to take care of that,” I laughed. “I am not responsible for the effect my stories have on the human body.”

“You are wicked, Aurora,” he groaned, leaning back in his chair.

Lyssa moved off then headed to Goldie. I caught, “Going on break,” whispered to Goldie.

“Enjoy your lunch,” the blonde barmaid answered. Then she shot me a hard glance. She had been hearing my stories, too. I had one to tell about her, but it was hard to think just what I did with Goldie as I saw Lyssa grab an empty beer bottle off the counter, the drink poured into a tall glass. Then she headed for the bathroom.

Perfect. She was hot, bothered, and would be thinking of me as she masturbated in the bathroom. She slipped into the ladies room, and I leaned back and began picturing her activities in there. First, she"d stare at the mirror, her face flushed, her body trembling. She'd glance down at the beer bottle, debating.

Can I really masturbate at work and get away with it?

There would be a touch of anger in her lust, mad at me for both ignoring her body and getting her so hot and bothered with idea of lesbian sex. Naughty images danced in her mind, driving her to go into the last stall, desperate to get off. About now, she would be walking to it, swallowing, throwing nervous glances over her shoulders.

The stall door creaks open. She slips inside. Locks it. Another tremble, then fumbling at her corduroys. Zipper rasps. She pulls down her tight jeans and the flimsy thong she wore before sitting on the toilet seat. She gasps at the cold, then spread her legs. Beer bottle is clutched in her left hand while her right begins to caress up and down her pussy. Her eyes close, and she imagines it is my fingers touching her.

A smile crosses her lips.

Bingo. It was time for me to go.

“Well, excuse me,” I smiled. “I have a barmaid to devour.”

Samir gave me a toothy grin while Ruth shook her head. Deshawna glanced over her shoulder at the bathroom, raising her eyebrows. Had she never experienced the rush of sex in a bar's bathroom? It was a thrill. Always the risk of getting caught in there.

My excitement bubbled through me as I marched across the bar, my hips shaking. Goldie caught my eye, then she flicked her gaze to the bathroom. She shook her head, giving me a stern look. I smiled back and winked at her.

She knew what was about to happen. She tried to warn Lyssa, but nothing would stop me from seducing my love.

Lyssa, what a beautiful name. I would love her so fiercely.

For a moment, Officer Lucy's face popped into my mind. But not even she could dampen my love for Lyssa. I reached the bathroom door and carefully pushed it open. I didn't want to spook Lyssa. Not when she was just enjoying herself.

I licked my lips and entered.


Chapter Four: Lyssa Blossoming

I set my booted foot carefully on the tiled floor, trying not to make a sound as I slipped past the bathroom door. I let it swing slowly close, the hinges creaking slightly. I shut it, taking a deep breath, my heart hammering, and listened.

Soft sighs, gentle caresses, creaking toilet.

She was masturbating. I pictured her legs spread, running her fingers up and down her pussy, getting herself juicy, building the excitement in the depths of her sex. I pictured her pink clit peeking out of her folds. Would she be shaved, trimmed, have a landing strip? Would there be piercings? She had others. I loved jewelry adorning a woman's pussy.

Always sexy.

I stalked across the bathroom, breathing in the faint scent of lemon-fresh cleanser. The Ave maintained clean restrooms. I hoped to catch a scent of her, but the lemon and bleach was too overpowering. I passed two stalls and reached number three. Through a gap in the door, I spotted movement. I heard her sigh again. Feet rubbed across the tiles.

I pushed my hand into my pocket and pulled out a quarter. It was the perfect tool to open a stall door. The lock had a slot on the outside, useful for opening it in case it somehow became locked without anyone inside.

“Aurora,” Lyssa sighed.

My pussy clenched. Juices grew hot, boiling inside of me. Yes, she was blossoming.

I inserted the quarter. Twisted. The lock clicked. She gasped as I pushed the door inward and unveiled her on the toilet just as I imagined, legs spread, fingers caressing her labia, juices glistening, a blonde landing strip leading to the start of her vulva, her clit peeking from its pink hood.

“Aurora,” she gasped, staring at me, her cheeks becoming crimsoning. She squeezed her thighs shut, her eyes going wild, nose ring glinting in the light above as her nostrils flared. “W-what are you doing?”

“You said my name,” I smiled, licking my lips. I closed the stall door behind us, locked it, then leaned against it. “Why?”

“I...I...” she squirmed on the toilet, her hands still covering herself, the beer bottle clutched in the left hand. “It's just...I was...and...”

“You had a hot pussy.” I inhaled, smelling her tart musk over the lemon cleanser. “Mmm, yes, a very hot pussy. And you had to relieve that itch. And you were thinking of me. How wonderful.”

“I wasn't,” she said, shaking her head. “Just had to pee.”

“With your fingers buried in your snatch?” She trembled as I reached down and stroked her cheek to her lips. “These pretty lips shouldn't lie. You were hot. I excited you. And you came in here to relieve it. I understand. Don't let me stop you.”

“What?”

“Masturbate. Relieve your tension. You're lunch break won't last forever. You need to be relaxed to be out there working.”

“B-but... what about you.”

“I'll just watch.” I leaned back. “After all, you're straight and want nothing to do with me.”

Her eyes lowered, and she trembled. I leaned against the closed stall door, my arms folded beneath my breasts, lifting them. Her eyes traveled down my body, freezing on my crotch. I had tight, leather pants molding to me. And when I was aroused, when my vulva became plumped and swollen, you could see a delicious cameltoe between my thighs.

She licked her lips, still hiding her sex. I could almost hear her thoughts grinding away, gears stuck as they tried to work past the obstacle—should I masturbate in front of the lesbian? The lesbian I was masturbating to?

Her thighs spread apart. She leaned back, closing her eyes, trying to ignore me. She was hot and bothered. Her pussy needed satisfaction, even if I stood in the room watching her. I smiled as her hands moved, letting me see her pussy folds as she slid two fingers from her right hand through them.

She shuddered, brushing her clit. She licked her lips, head lolling back as she slid her fingers up and down, her plump vulva gripping them. Juices coated her tip as she masturbated herself, teasing her engorged labia and caressing her inner folds.

I licked my lips, my thighs shifting. My hands gripped my arms. It wasn't time to move, yet. I had to watch her fully blossom before me.

But it was so hard to resist the impulse to fall to my knees and bury my face into her snatch. To feast and lick and nuzzle.

So hard.

She sighed. Her tongue licked those delicious lips as she rubbed harder. She brushed her clit more, working herself up to strumming her nub. Her body shuddered each time she caressed it, the toilet creaking, porcelain grinding on porcelain.

Her left hand shifted the grip on the beer bottle as the right rubbed at her clit. They were slow circles with light pleasure, circling the pink nub as she brought the bottle to the lips of her pussy. She stroked it up and down, coating the open top with her juices.

And then she pushed it into her.

“Yes,” she sighed, her legs arching as she worked the bottle into her folds. Her pussy lips spread around the widening neck, hugging it as she gripped the butt, pushing it deeper and deeper, her fingers pressing harder on her clit. “Oh, yes. Nice.”

“What are you thinking about?” I asked her, my voice soft.

“You,” she admitted, back arching, her breasts straining against her blouse. She pushed the beer bottle in deeper, her pussy lips wrapped tight around the main body. She groaned, gripping the butt, and pulled it out, leaving the brown glass smeared with glistening juices. “You working the beer bottle in and out of me.”

I licked my lips, shuddering. Her nipples were so hard, tenting her blouse. My hands squeezed my arms again as she let out a low groan, pressing the bottle back into her depths. Her legs shot straight out, corduroys and a red thong bunched around her ankles.

“Does it feel wonderful?”

“Uh-huh,” she groaned, massaging her clit.

“And is it my fingers rubbing your clit?”

She nodded her head, eyes squeezed shut, lips pursed tight. She shuddered again, toilet creaking louder and louder. She pumped the bottle in and out of her, fingers circling her clit faster and faster, face twisting with pleasure.

“And what else am I doing to you?”

“Playing with my nipples,” she moaned.

“Oh, how naughty of me,” I purred, rubbing my thighs together, savoring my thong's caress on my clit. “I think I need to see your nipples so I know just how delicious they are to play with.”

“Yes,” she nodded, still working the beer bottle in and out of her snatch, pumping it faster and faster. Her right hand pushed up her top, exposing a lacy, green bra containing her round breasts. She then pushed up the cups, exposing two pink nipples pierced by silver rings.

“Nice,” I grinned as her eyes fluttered. She arched her back, thrusting her tits forward. “I see why I'm playing with them. Do I pinch them? Pull on your piercings? Or do I suck on them?”

“Pull on them. I love that. So hot.”

“So you're imagining me working the bottle in and out of your twat with one hand while the other pulls on your nipple rings.”

She nodded her head and moaned through clenched teeth. The toilet creaked louder. She closed her eyes, nostrils flaring as she snorted in pleasure. Her thighs twitched and her heels drummed on the tiled floor.

“And what are my lips doing?”

“Lips?” she asked.

“Both my hands are busy. But where are my lips? Nuzzling at your neck? Kissing your lips? Licking your other nipple?”

“Nibbling on my ear,” she groaned.

I shuddered. That was a wonderful fantasy. “Close your eyes, picture it, and enjoy.”

“Yes, yes, yes.”

Her eyes squeezed shut. I moved in, leather pants creaking. I leaned over her, my right hand resting over her left, pushing the bottle in deep while my left hand seized her right piercing and tugged on it. She gasped, neck arching. My lips moved to her ear, brushing aside dyed-blue locks to nibble on it.

“Like this,” I purred, her hand moving away, letting me fuck the bottle in and out of her snatch. “Is this what you're picturing?”

“I am,” she gasped, her voice growing throaty as I stretched out her nipple.

I let it go as my lips nibbled and nuzzled at her ear. I pumped the bottle, her juices coating the side, slicking it. Every time I pushed it in, a deliciously wicked, wet sound echoed through the stall. My fingers hooked her nipple ring again, tugging.

She groaned.

“Keep telling me your fantasy,” I purred into her ear. “Let me know everything I'm doing in your naughty thoughts.”

“Uh-huh,” she gasped. I licked her lobe. “Mmm, yes, yes. You twist my ring. Oh, yes, just like that. You hold the twist, making it hurt so wonderfully. I love it. And you keep ramming the bottle in, fucking it into my depths, stirring me up.”

“Wicked girl,” I purred, holding her ring, feeling the tension of her nipple wanting to twist back. “How long do I keep it twisted?”

“Y-you keep twisting until...now!”

I let go of her nipple and she gasped, bucking, her first orgasm spasming through her pussy. Her silken flesh clutched at the bottle, making it harder to pump in and out of her snatch. I didn't mind as I sucked on her earlobe, loving the scent of her lavender shampoo.

“What does it feel like?”

“So good,” she gasped. “My pussy's spasming on the bottle. The pleasure's rushing through me. Oh, yes, I love it. So hot. So good.”

“I bet. Mmm, what do I do next to your naughty body?”

“You kiss down to my breasts. Slowly, taking your time while you pump the bottle in and out of me. Not fast now, but letting me savor the feel of it.”

“Yes,” I purred, slowing my pumping.

She shuddered, coming down from her orgasmic high as I kissed down to her neck. I licked and nuzzled, dragging my tongue, loving the flavor of her skin. I paused, skipped over her top and bra bunched beneath her armpits and over her breasts to nuzzle at her round mounds.

I kissed up the mound, tasting her flesh, licking, teasing. I brushed the edge of her areola. She shuddered as I licked around the wide, pink ring. Then I closed in on the center, on her hard nipple and naughty piercing. I flicked the ring with my tongue, making her gasp and shudder.

“You like that?” I purred.

“Sooo much,” she groaned, squirming. “That's so nice. Mmm, I love your tongue.”

“It's a wicked tongue,” I agreed and flicked her nipple again, flipping her ring so it stuck above her nipple. “Do I suck on your nipple?”

“Yes,” she hissed.

I engulfed the nub, batting her ring with my tongue as I sucked. She groaned, squirming on the toilet. My pussy boiled in my thong. I couldn't wait for her fantasy to get really wicked. I nibbled and teased, fucking the bottle faster and faster in and out of her snatch.

Her hands brushed my hair, stroking through my fiery curls as I loved her nipple. She moaned for me to suck on the other. I obliged. I kissed over and engulfed her left nipple. I savored how it felt in my mouth, the ring brushing the back of my teeth as I nipped it.

“Oh, so naughty, Aurora,” she groaned.

“What happens next?” I purred between nips, her hands stroking down my hair. She grasped my shoulder.

“I...I...” I sucked hard on her nipple, and she squealed, “I play with your tits!”


Chapter Five: The Barmaid's Lesbian Fantasy

Her hands shoved into my top, gripping my braless tits as her admission echoed through the bathroom. I moaned about her nipple, enjoying Lyssa's first time groping another woman. Her hands fondled me as they moved beneath my top, fingers brushing my nipples.

“You have a pierced nipple, too,” she gasped. “But only one.”

“It's so naughty that way,” I grinned then gasped as she twisted my nipple. “Ooh, what a wicked fantasy you're having.”

“So wicked,” she groaned, heaving, bucking. Her body shuddered. “Keep sucking my nipple. I'm getting so close to cumming.”

“There are other places I can suck to really make you go wild,” I purred. “Just imagine it, and it will happen.”

Her eyes widened. Her fingers pinched my nipples. “Yes, yes, lick my clit and fuck me with the bottle.”

I grinned and fell to my knees. She stretched out her arms to keep her hands shoved in my blouse. I worked the bottle faster and faster in and out of her snatch. I licked at her shaved pussy lips bulging around the make-shift dildo. I reached her clit, flicking it, my nose brushing the soft curls of her landing strip.

“Aurora,” she moaned, trembling.

As I pleasured her, I worked off her corduroys and panties over her shoes. Or tried to. They came off in the process. As I tongued her clit, I pocketed her panties, my trophy, a keepsake from my love.

My tongue flicked and flailed against her clit. Her pink nub throbbed beneath my assault. Her hands squeezed my tits, her face contorting with pleasure. She was half-bent over, her breasts swaying above my head, nipple rings flashing silver.

I sucked on her clit, plunging the bottle so fast. She was so close to orgasming. I could tell as more and more of her tart juices brushed my lips while I nuzzled her folds. She grunted every time I drew the bottle out and gasped when I shoved it in.

“Yes, yes, yes, Aurora,” she gasped. “You're making me cum so hard in my fantasy.”

“Good,” I moaned. “Let yourself go and cum again.”

“Yes!” she hissed.

Her fingers pinched my nipples as her orgasm shuddered through her body. Her moans echoed through the bathroom. Juices gushed out around the brown bottle. I jammed it in as my tongue lathed her clit, swirling around it, flicking it, drumming it and driving her wild. My nipples ached as she twisted them, shooting pleasure down to my juicy pussy.

“Oh, Aurora, oh, yes. What a wicked fantasy,” she panted as I flicked her clit a final time. She shuddered.

“And what happens next?” I asked.

“I tell you to turn around and lean against the stall door.”

I did that.

“Then I reach around you and undo your leather pants.” Her arms went around me, and I felt her face press into my ass. “I yank them down, exposing your ass and...a thong buried between your butt-cheeks.”

The leather pants creaked a she worked them down my thighs. I wiggled my hips, helping her out. She planted a hot kiss on my right butt-cheek. Her fingers hooked my thong and pulled it down, too. She nipped my left butt-cheek.

“Then what happens?” I panted, wiggling my ass, my pussy dripping juices down my thighs. I leaned over, thrusting more of my ass at her, shifting my feet as I braced myself against the door with my arms.

“I pull the bottle out of my pussy,” she purred. “It's your turn to be fucked with it.”

“I love where this is going,” I moaned. “You have a wicked imagination.”

“Well, I was inspired by all those naughty stories you were telling in the bar.” A wet, squelching sound echoed as she pulled the beer bottle from her cunt, accompanied by a sighing moan. “Was that on purpose? Were you trying to drive me in here and masturbate?”

“Guilty,” I purred. “I'm such a wicked lesbian. But I couldn't resist. You are just so damned sexy. Mmm, you make me so wet.”

She smacked my ass. “What a naughty lesbian.”

Crack!

“Yes,” I hissed, the heat from her slap melting through me and into my pussy. “So wicked.” I wiggled my hips. “So, what do you do as you fuck my pussy with the beer bottle?”

“Well, I lick at your pussy juices leaking down your thighs as I rub the bottle against your shaved cunt.”

“Good,” I moaned.

I closed my eyes, savoring the lip of the bottle as it slid between the plump lips of my pussy, stirring back and forth. Her hot tongue made me shiver as she enjoyed her first taste of another woman's cream. She licked up the droplets dribbling down my thighs, reaching higher and higher.

“What do I taste like?”

“So good,” she groaned. “Tart with a hint of salt. Just wonderful. I had no idea.”

“Never licked your fingers clean after fingering your twat?”

She nudged the bottle's mouth against my clit. She flicked the rim over and over it, my clit popping in and out. “Yes. But I don't taste as good as you do.”

“It's the thrill of tasting another as much the flavor,” I agreed. “And it's even better right from the source.”

“Then, in my fantasy, I lick at your pussy folds, getting you ready for the bottle.”

“Yes,” I sighed in delight as her tongue licked through my folds and probed into my pussy. It was always wonderful owning the first pussy a straight woman licked. It was a magical moment.

I loved Lyssa so much. She was my sexy barmaid. I would have to come to the Ave all the time to hook up with her. She was wild. My clit ached beneath the bottle's rim as her tongue swirled through my folds.

Then she licked her tongue out, nuzzling at my taint as she slid the bottle to my hole, my pussy lips clenching about the rim. It wasn't that wide, just a tease for the true pleasure to come. She swirled it around.

“Aren't you going to fuck me?” I moaned.

She laughed. “Next, I watch as your pussy lips”—she pressed the beer bottle into me—“spread open wider as the neck swells and the bottle thickens.”

“Yes,” I moaned, feeling the neck press in, then sweeping out to the round girth of the bottle. I groaned, my pussy lips stretching wide as she pushed it in deep. “And what does your tongue do as you fuck the bottle in and out of my pussy?”

“This.”

What she did next absolutely shocked me. I had no idea she was so wicked. Her face pressed between my butt-cheeks as she rammed the beer bottle deep into my snatch. Her tongue licked out, rimming across my puckered sphincter, teasing it as my pussy clenched on the bottle.

I gasped in shock. A hot shudder ran from my sphincter through my body. I groaned, fingers clenching against the stall door. A throaty moan came from my throat as she rimmed me and fucked the beer bottle in and out of my snatch.

“Oh, this is a wicked fantasy,” I panted. “Mmm, lick my sour asshole. Oh, you naughty slut. You're a wicked barmaid, Lyssa.”

“So wicked,” she groaned, working the bottle faster and faster. I shuddered, my back arching. “Mmm, you taste good. Better than a guy's ass.”

I didn't like that image. “No talk of men right now. Just delicious women in here. This is the ladies' room.”

“Yes,” she hissed and tongued my asshole again.

I groaned, my back arching, loving how wicked her tongue felt as it rimmed and swirled about my asshole. She teased me with her tongue, driving me wild, making me squirm. It was amazing. I shuddered and groaned, the bottle slamming in and out of my pussy.

She grunted as she thrust, driving it deep into me. I loved how the narrow neck spread open my pussy lips every time she buried it into me, then how my flesh clung to the bottle as she pulled it out. There was a suction pulling at my snatch, making me tingle.

“Mmm, you taste delicious,” Lyssa groaned.

“Uh-huh,” I gasped. “Yes, yes, lick my ass. Ooh, you are turning into a naughty, lesbian slut. A budding dyke.”

“It's a lot of fun,” she grinned then pressed her tongue on my asshole.

I groaned in pure delight as her tongue pressed into my bowels. I trembled, my breasts heaving, my nipples aching in my top. I pressed my forehead against the cool stall door, undulating my hips as every stroke of her bottle and wiggling swipe of her tongue brought me closer and closer to exploding on her sweet lips.

“Lyssa,” I panted. “Oh, you are so naughty. I love it. Yes, yes, yes, eat my asshole. Oh, wow, that's good.”

“Uh-huh,” she moaned between probes of my asshole.

Her free arm reached around my waist. I shuddered in pure delight as she traced down my pubic mound and found my wet, aching clit. She strummed it. I groaned, my eyes widening in delight as she rubbed up and down the little nub.

Pleasure sparked through me. My pussy clenched down on the thrusting bottle. My head snapped back. My toes curled in my boots. She thrust the bottle in so hard, so deep, teasing my flesh while her finger rubbed hard on my clit, driving me closer and closer to my release.

“Lyssa,” I gasped. “Love you! Oh, yes. You're so wonderful. I'm cumming so hard.”

“Naughty slut,” she growled, licking my ass again. She pressed the bottle as deep as it would go, the end pushing on my cervix.

My flesh spasmed about the bottle. Juices gushed out around it. Her tongue licked and swirled as I trembled, her finger massaging my bud. The pleasure rolled through me, multiple waves sloshing through my body, delivering ecstasy to every last spot in me.

Sweet, wonderful, delicious ecstasy.

The waves kept rolling through me. Sweet and powerful. They trembled through me. My head snapped back as I drank in the pleasure. My butt-cheeks clamped about her sweet face as she kept licking me.

“Oh, god, that's good,” I groaned, my clit aching beneath her touch. Every stroke made it hurt more and more, agony entering the ecstasy. “Oh, damn, Lyssa. I can't keep cumming.”

Her finger stopped. “Did I wear the infamous Aurora out?”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, my pussy clenching down on the bottle. “You were ravenous. Not bad for a first time pleasing a woman.”

“You were inspiring,” she said. “Best fantasy I ever had.”

I heard it in her voice. Fantasy. This wasn't who she was, not truly. She would remember it fondly, but she would never love me the way I loved her. I groaned, pushing that thought down. I would enjoy her for as long as possible.

She slumped back on the toilet seat. I turned, the bottle still clutched in my pussy, trying to work it out. It was not wanting to budge. I grabbed the base with both hands. She had shoved it almost into me. My juice coated the outside. I gripped it, grunting, pulling.

“Fuck,” I gasped as I worked it out. “You really shoved it in there deep.”

“Sorry,” she said, clapping hands over her mouth, making her tits jiggle.

“Don't be,” I told her. I worked more and more out. I heaved, and then it plopped out. “Whew.” I held it up and smiled. Juices sloshed around the bottle, maybe two inches worth of our cream. “I think we flooded the bottle.”

“Holy shit,” she gasped.

I lifted the bottle to my lips and took a swig, our tart pussy juices mixed with the sour beer. “Not bad.” I held it out to her.

She took it, brought it to her lips, and polished off the last of our juices. “Ooh, that's nice. Pussy-flavored beer. Maybe there's a market in it.”

“Maybe,” I laughed, pulling up my thong and leather pants.

She bent down and frowned. “Where are my panties?”

I pulled them out of my pocket. “Right here. They're mine now.”

I took one last look at my beautiful flower then wrenched my eyes away. I would always remember our fun in the bathroom. There was another barmaid I had eaten out in this very stall. Maybe it could become a tradition.

I liked that idea. It helped to dull the hurt.

I strode out and almost ran into Goldie. She eyed the panties in my hand then shook her head. “You better not have broken her heart, bitch.”

I blinked. What did I do to piss Goldie off? “She broke mine.”

Then I walked past her to the table. Samir was clapping his hands, a huge grin on his face as he stared at the balled up panties in my hand. Ruth shook her head, rolling her eyes while Deshawna giggled.

“We're going to be banned from this bar,” Ruth said as I sat down, “if you keep seducing the barmaids.”

“Then they should stop hiring such sexy ones,” I grinned. I snatched the half-full mug of beer sitting before Ruth. “I am thirsty.”

I tipped it back, the warm, foamy drink helping to banish the hurt. Luckily, I had my friends to cheer me up. I leaned back in my chair and relaxed, my eyes flitting around the bar, hoping to spot the next flower.

Want to read the next part? Click here for Scoring at the Game!
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Sneak Preview of “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.

If you want to read more, click here for Happy Ending Massage!
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