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Naughty Excerpt from “Scoring at the Game”

“This way,” I said, pulling her away from the line queuing at the ladies room. “I know a more remote bathroom. Single-use, so we can get cleaned up in privacy.”

“Good idea,” she said.

We walked past concession stands, the fans in lines watching mounted TV's so they wouldn't miss the game as they loaded up on all manner of food, and not all junk food. This was Seattle, home of hipsters and microbrews and artisanal breads. I spotted the single-use bathroom just as a woman walked out. I rushed forward, drawing a glance from a security guard lounging nearby, and snagged the door. I held it open, ushering in Margarete then closed it behind her.

And locked it.

Things got a lot quieter in here, the door muffling sounds. She walked to the mirror and sighed, her hair flattened by the beer. She shook her head as I sat my purse down beside her and opened it, rooting around for wet wipes.

“Is that a dildo?” she said, her cheeks tinging pink.

“Always be prepared,” I laughed at her. Then I peeled off my jersey, my breasts contained in a lilac bra, stained by the beer. I sighed, reached behind me and unhooked it.

“Oh, wow,” she said in shock.

“I got beer on my tits,” I said, dropping my bra into my purse. “I can't stand that.”

She nodded her head. “I have to wash my hair out.”

“Well, better get that top off or it'll be even more soaked.”

“Yeah,” she sighed and turned on the faucet.

The wet wipes left a tingling, clean feel behind as I swiped them across my breasts. I couldn't help circling the green snake tattooed around my right breast, climbing up to my hard, pink nipple pierced by a silver barbell.

“That makes me wince,” she said, leaned over, the water flowing over her brown curls, washing out the beer.”

“The tattoo or the piercing?” I asked, moving onto my left breast.

“Both,” she said.

She looked so sexy in her bra and mom jeans. It was plain, white bra cupping her breasts. Her tits shook as she washed out her hair. My pussy clenched. I had no idea how to seduce her. No plan. I just wanted to seize her, pin her against the wall, and kiss her hard, our tits pressing together.

She straightened up, water falling down from her hair, washing across her shoulders. Trickles of water raced to her bra, soaking the delicate material. More went down between her tits. She shivered and groaned, the fabric going transparent as it soaked up the water.

“Shoot.” She reached behind her and unhooked her bra. “Well, you're already topless.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, my mouth going dry. I stared at her breasts as she shrugged the straps off her shoulders and unveiled them. I couldn't believe this was happening. There they were, round, nipples so hard and pink. They were fat and stubby nubs. I want to suck on them. Worship them.

I didn't think. I acted. I had to love this woman. I didn't have time to seduce her slowly, to lure her into a sultry afternoon of lesbian sex. I had to show her, demonstrate to her, that she needed real passion in her life.

She gasped as I pressed her back into the wall. Our lips and naked breasts met at the same instance. I kissed her hard, my hands slipping down her sides as she stiffened in shock, my tongue playing with her lips, our hard nipples rubbing together. I shifted my shoulders, massaging my nipples into hers, savoring the tingling rush shooting down my body.

I hoped she experienced the same tingling sensation.

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

September was a beautiful month in Washington state for a number of reasons. The weather hasn't turned to the gray muck that afflicts the Puget Sound region from October until April. The days were still warm, but not hot. It produced the perfect afternoons to ride your motorcycle down the freeway, the wind whipping by, the exhilaration and freedom that only racing on two wheels can give you and that driving in any other vehicle lacked.

And there was one other reason that the fall was great: football was back. The Seahawks were playing the 49ers, our division rivals, tonight in Seattle. And I had a ticket to see the game at the Clink, as Century Link Fields was nicknamed by the fans. It was so much easier to say, and made for a far more badass name.

The Seahawks would kick the 49ers ass up and down the field tonight. I couldn't wait to watch the red and gold get pounded by our defense and rolled over by our offense. The twelfth man would be screaming, the Clink ringing with the sound of our cheers.

It was intoxicating. It was almost as much fun as riding my motorcycle or going to bed with a beautiful woman.

The growl of my Honda Interceptor's 782cc liquid-cooled V-4 engine hummed through my seat, adding a buzz to my excitement, keeping me wet and juicy. I knew from experience I could cum from riding a motorcycle if I really let myself go, grinding hard on it.

I bet it was the same reason women loved riding horses. I should try that out one day. Maybe I could convince Hope to take us.

Hope was my boss's trophy wife. The dominating woman had claimed me as her submissive. She was straight. She would never touch my tits or pussy or body more than necessary, but she made me lick her pussy or fuck her with dildos or kneel before her so she could fuck me with a strap-on, the only time she would make me cum.

It was a strange relationship. Not my usual affair. I didn't love Hope. Well, I did, but her dominating attitude knocked the love right out of me. And I still was fluttering like a butterfly from woman to woman, flower to flower, falling in love, seducing sexy girls—gay and straight—into my bed. My panty collection grew. I was growing closer and closer to winning my bet with Samir—one hundred straight women seduced in a year.

Sure I kept having my heart broken, but that was life. I was a butterfly. Even if my lovers didn't leave me, I would fall in love with a new flower's blushing petals and have to love her nectar. I was fickle. I longed to have a steady relationship, to have one woman in my life.

But I knew that wasn't me. My love was just too weak.

It was sad. I was already getting over my last love. She was a married woman I met, at all places, bowling. Samir had dragged me along. She was bowling in the next lane over, and her husband had gotten mad when she bowled better than him. I comforted her after their fight in the backseat of her car.

But she went back to hubby. They had kids.

I never could compete.

But today I had Seahawks' tickets. There was no need to be sad. It would be a great game. We would crush the 49ers. And who knew, maybe I would meet a sexy Sea Gal, as the cheerleaders for the Seahawks were called, and fall in love. If we shared the same interest, we might even last more than a week, my longest relationship.

The idea had me twisting the accelerator, pushing my bike even faster. I whooped for joy as I wove through the heavy traffic passing through Fife, heading for the Fife Curve and North Hill. I made it to the top of the hill, entering into Federal Way and King County, going faster to race to Seattle.

The sirens crushed all my joy.

I groaned as the lights strobed behind me, a motorcycle cop catching up to me.

A motorcycle cop?

My stomach twisted. A rush of confusing, weltering emotions boiled through me as I pulled over onto the shoulder. I hoped it wasn't her. Of all the State Troopers, I prayed it wasn't Officer Lucy Greene. Memories of our passionate affair on the side of the road, hidden by bushes, flared through my mind.

I had loved her so much, so hard. And then... Something changed. Something immense rose in me. Feelings I had no words to describe. They were deep, frightening. They shook me so badly, I fled and had been trying to forget her ever since. I threw myself into sex to forget her, enjoying romp after romp in the month-and-a-half since I last saw her.

It couldn't be her. I slowed to a stop. What were the damned odds? Please, don't let it be her.

The cop pulled over. He—let it be a he!—wore leather pants and a thick, leather jacket. All black, of course, a white helmet hiding the face. The jacket was bulky, hiding any feminine shape. The cop dismounted, mirrored sunglasses flashing.

The trooper's skin was coffee-cream, a rich brown. I swallowed as she walked from her bike. It was a woman. I could tell by the curve of the hips, the legs. The way she walked. The helmet came off, curly, black hair spilling out.

Officer Lucy.

I tried not to hyperventilate. My heart hammered so fast. A warm flush shot through me. She was so beautiful, lips lush and perfect. I felt them nibble across my body again, teasing me, driving me wild as I gasped and moaned. Her leather creaked as she walked, clinging to her legs.

Why did she affect me so? What were these feelings she stirred? They weren't love. I fell in love all the time. I know the signs of love: the flutter in my stomach, the beating of my heart, the hot itch in my pussy aching to be scratched. The thrill of the first kiss. The first lick of pussy. Gasping. Shuddering. Writhing in shared passion.

This was something far more than love. And it scared me because, as I looked at her, I realized just how much I had missed her.

“Officer L-Lucy,” I said, my words cracking.

“I thought that was you.” She licked her lips, stopping before me. “Aurora.”

She said my name like a prayer. She pulled off her sunglasses, hanging them from a breast pocket. Her dark eyes stared at me, glossy with emotion. Her gloved hand clenched. She licked her lips again, trembling.

She was afraid.

“It's been a while,” I said, trying to act casual. “How you've been?”

“Good, good.” She squirmed. “And, um, you?”

I nodded my head. A passing semi-truck whipped a breeze past us, my red hair whipping around into my mouth. I pushed it back, spitting out strands of hair. I blushed, squirming in embarrassment that Lucy saw it.

“So,” I said, nervous. “Am I...?”

Lucy shook her head. “Just a warning. This time.” Her voice grew stern, confident. “Okay. No more speeding. It's dangerous. You could get...” Her voice broke. She took a deep breath. “You could get hurt. Killed.”

“Yeah, I guess.” I worked my shoulders. “Umm...”

“I've been thinking about...what we did.”

I nodded my head. What was wrong with me? I never was awkward with women. I was confident. I knew exactly what to say to them, how to react, to make them look at me favorably, to seduce them. But with Lucy, all I could do was stutter. What was wrong with me?

What happened between us that day? We were having such great sex and then...

“Well,” I said. “I won't speed. Okay. I promise. Can I go?”

She hesitated. Her gloved hands clenched and unclenched. A nervous shudder passed through her body, her leather jacket creaking. She opened her mouth, froze, closed it, her brows furrowing as she searched for the words.

“I can't stop...thinking about it, Aurora.” She put a hand on my shoulder, hesitant. “I...I liked it. A lot. It's made me...think about things.”

“Me, too,” I admitted. I hated this pit yawing in my stomach. What did she want to say to me?

“I went to a...a...gay bar. To try and... I don't know, experiment. I guess.”

“And you met someone?” I said the words, my throat tightening, my mouth dry. I trembled. Afraid. Why?

“No.” She shook her head. “No one there...interested me. I kept thinking about you.”

“Me.” Panic squirmed in my stomach. I saw the question forming on her lips. She wanted to date me? Was she in love with me? No, no. She couldn't be. I didn't love her. I didn't feel those wonderful flutters of joy at the first sight of my new lover, the heat burning in my nethers. I only felt...longing. A powerful need to...to...be with her.

Was this love? Was this scary emotion seeking to engulf me love? Had I mistook something else for it all those hundreds of times? What if she did ask me out? What if I said yes? What would it mean? I had tried so many times to be monogamous. To stay with one woman, but I always fell in love with the next pretty face that caught my eyes.

I never cared if I hurt past lovers. Not when I had a new love to pursue. But what if I hurt Lucy?

“Would you like to...get a cup of coffee with me?”

She said the words. I could see the pleading in her eyes, the hope that I would say yes, the fear that I would say no. My stomach churned more and more. My heart beat so fast. I wanted to say yes, but what would happen if the barista at the coffee shop caught my eye? What would happen if I slipped off in the middle of our date to devour the barista's pussy? To lick her to a frothy orgasm?

“I...I...” My eyes were wild. “I...don't know. I got to get to the game. I...I...” What did I say?

She withdrew. “I'm sorry. I...I shouldn't do this. I'm on duty. Aurora, I...”

Then she fled back to her bike.

I sat there in complete confusion as she roared off into traffic. I watched her disappear through the cars. I stared down at my hands gripping my handle bars, my stomach churning. She asked me out...on a date. I could have said yes. I could have seen where it would go.

What happened to all my confidence? Why was I so afraid of hurting her?

Did I really love her?


Chapter Two: The Bored Wife

Did I really love her?

The question haunted me on the drive to Seattle. I didn't speed. I didn't weave through traffic. I rode with the flow, hardly paying attention as I grappled with my emotions, struggling to understand what made her so different from the hundreds of women I had been with. It started the same with Lucy, the fluttering love, the passionate excitement, and then I stared into her eyes and I found something...

Real.

It was the only word I could use to describe it. And it was terrifying. I was so afraid of hurting her. Of being hurt. It was so different than all my other relationships. It even dwarfed my friendship with Ruth. Officer Lucy occupied my thoughts.

And I didn't know what to do about it.

Why did she have to pull me over. Of all the cops I could have sped past, why did it have to be her? It was Sunday. Football was on. It was supposed to be a fun day, and now my insides were twisted into a tight knot that not even the most expert seamen could undo.

I reached the Clink and found a place to park. I joined the queue of sports fans lining up to get through security. I clutched my ticket, trying to ignore my feelings for Officer Lucy and get psyched for the game. Fans cheered around me, men and women dressed up, some with face paint. The die hard fans shirtless, doughy chests painted with the number 12.

I had my 12th Man shirt on, a baby tee that clung to my body, and a pair of tight jeans. The cheers around me swept me up as I walked into the stadium. It was already filling up, growing so loud with the buzz. And that was nothing compared to when the game actually began.

The Sea Gal Cheerleaders were out pumping the crowd up. I found my seat, losing myself in the distraction of flashing legs, swirling skirts, and flowing long hair. Pompoms were shaken. It was stirring. It was football.

It was time for the Seahawks to kick ass.

I was on the aisle seat, not sandwiched in the middle, which I liked. It was pure luck. When I bought the tickets, I had no idea where I would end up sitting. It wasn't as high as I could have been, and I was near the end zone and not midfield, but that didn't matter. I was here. I stood, clapping, cheering, getting psyched up as the 12th Man Flag was raised, the annual start to every home game.

The seats beside me were empty. I wondered if I would be by myself when a pair of late arrivals came in just as the team captains met on the center of the field for the coin toss. The man was overweight, his face painted half-blue and half-bright green, a 12th Man jersey fighting against his beer gut.

“We almost missed it, Margarete,” he grumbled to the woman in the pink jersey that the NFL sold.

I felt no real fan would by a pink jersey. I had nothing against pink. I loved pink on my women. It made them look so sexy and frilly. But this was something serious. This was Seahawks football, and she should represent with blue and green.

“Kickoff hasn't happened yet, Dom,” she said, arms folded before her, wedding ring glinting on her left hand. She had a cute face framed by a short bob of brown hair. It was mom hair, going with her mom jeans. I bet she had a cute figure, but she was dressing for comfort these days, her face lightly made-up.

My heart beat faster. That wonderful flutter of new love bubbled through me.

And crashed right into the emotions Lucy had drawn out of my depths. I swallowed, pressing back into my seat to let them by. I glanced at her, wanting the love to blossom, the excitement for a new flower in desperate need of attention.

And it was strangled by Lucy. My stomach twisted worse. I felt...bad for staring at Margarete.

Why? Why should I feel bad about falling in love with another woman? Or maybe just in lust? I wasn't dating Lucy. She ran off before I could even give her an answer. I don't know what I would have said.

Maybe I would have said yes.

Or maybe not.

But that was no reason to feel bad about it. As I stewed, feeling more than a little miffed at Officer Lucy now, I missed the result of the coin toss. Seattle was kicking, which they preferred, but maybe they had lost and the other team chose to receive. I clenched my arms as the drums rolled and the special teams took to the field.

I needed to be excited. Instead, I was like Margarete beside me, not invested in the game. I could see it in her eyes. She was here to humor her husband. Maybe she once pretended to be a football fanatic when they were dating and now she was trapped in the lie.

She had her arms folded, half slouching while her husband took a swig from a red, plastic cup, drinking his beer. There was no interest in her eyes as the crowd's excitement swelled. The kicker rushed forward. The ball flew end over end, heading to the 49er's. The receiver called for the fair catch then the offense and defense came out.

I should be roaring with the rest of the crowd as the 49er's began their play call, helping to drown out the quarterback, making it hard for the team to hear the call and maybe make a mistake, like a false start penalty the Seahawks could exploit.

It was my job.

But instead I watched Margarete out of the corner of my eye as she bit her lip and let out a sigh. The poor woman. She really needed a husband who paid attention to her needs. Dom was cheering and shouting with everyone else, focused on the game and not on his wife.

I gave her a smile.

She smiled back. I wanted to say something, but that was impossible with the noise level screaming around us. It was deafening. My ears hurt. They would ring for hours after a game. I arched my eyebrows at her.

She nodded her head, glad she had a friend who understood.

Then the roaring died as the play began. A short throw, complete, a gain of seven yards. The defense had bungled it. But San Fransisco hadn't gained a first down, and on second, they tried to run it right into the wall of defenders gaining maybe half-a-yard.

“I'm Margarete,” she said in the lull of screaming.

“Aurora,” I told her, giving her a quick smile before turning back to the play.

I tried to get into the game, to cheer and stop the 3rd down conversion. But Margarete was beside me. I studied her face as she turned bored back to the field. The ball was snap, receivers went deep. The quarterback fell back into the pocket which began collapsing. It was a blitz and he saw it too late, slammed down before he could go three steps.

The 49ers punted it away.

“Not a football fan,” I asked, the volume noticeably lower as the Seahawks offense took to the field. You didn't want to disrupt your own team's play action. The 49er fans in the stadium tried, but there weren't enough of them.

“No,” she said and shrugged. “But we have the season tickets. I have to go to a few of them or he whines.”

“Got to keep your man happy, huh?”

“Something like that.” She sighed. “A blowjob would be easier. At least it wouldn't take up so much of my time and make me—”

I assumed her last word was deaf, unable to hear because the crowd exploded into shouts. The running back had broken through the 49er's defense and hauled ass up the field. My heart fluttered, watching him go ten, twenty, and then thirty yards before being run out of bounds right at midfield.

“Good play, huh?” she asked me.

“Great play,” I nodded. “Big yards. The 49er's defense messed up big time. The Seahawks faked them, made them think it was a passing play.”

“But the Seahawks aren't a passing team. Dom said that. Right?”

I nodded my head. “But they can still pass. You'll see. It'll be a great game.”

“Right.” She rolled her eyes and turned to the field.

But Margarete was not convinced that it would be a great game. I could see it in her eyes. She did not want to be here, deafened by the crowd, standing by her boorish husband. She deserved someone who would take care of her.

Someone who would love her and treasure her always. Like Officer Lucy.

I grew to resent her shouting husband as he cheered and clapped, driving the Seahawks on. But the offense stalled in the red zone and had to punt it deep, forcing the 49ers to start from the 10 yard line. If the defense could hold things, it would be a good field position for the Seahawks on their next attempt.

This was where the tension of watching a football game was born. On the surface, it was brute force, men bashing into men, but it was so much more than that. There was strategy, a trade off of offense and defense, a battle of wits, both teams trying to trick and feint. The offense tried to trick the defense into behaving a certain way, to seduce them into making a mistake.

Maybe that was why I liked it. Normally.

But now there was Margarete. Poor, bored, suffering Margarete. I wanted to put my arms around her, to kiss away her frown. To take her for a ride on my bike and show her one form of exhilaration before I brought her to my bed and showed her another.

I would pull off her mom jeans and reveal the sleek thighs she hid, the curving hips. Then off would come her panties, her pubic hair trimmed, a dark brown, hiding her sweet treasure. She would sigh as I licked and nuzzled at her pussy, showing her how a wife should be treated and loved.

Aurora, I heard her gasp in my imagination. Oh, you sweet, delicious woman. Oh, wow. Oh, my husband never does this. He thinks it's demeaning to go down on a woman.

He looked like the type who would. The type who only cared about his pleasure and not hers. Always taking never giving. Lucy deserved better than that. She deserved to be worshiped, to gasp on my tongue, to scream out my name, her dark thighs tight about my cheeks, her fingers dug into my dark hair, her breasts heaving. The cop would gasp and moan as I loved her and...

I blinked, shaking my head. Lucy was gone. She had fled before asking me the question. I was with Margarete. She was the woman to love, to woo. The woman to show true pleasure to. I wanted to seize her hand, hold it. I wanted to kiss her lips and banish the boredom from her eyes.

I would peel up her pink jersey, free her breasts from her plain bra, and cup them in my hands. Round and firm, nipples hard. I would flick one, bringing a shuddering moan from her mouth. She would shiver and gasp as I loved both her nipples. I could feel them on my lips.

I closed my eyes, picturing it clearly. My pussy clenched. My hips swayed from side-to-side. She would moan and gasp and sing such sweet praises as I loved her. She would urge me to go lower, to give her the pleasure Dom never would.

Yes, yes, yes, devour me, Aurora, moaned the rich voice of Officer Lucy. Just like you did in the ditch. I've thought about this over and over for weeks. I've yearned for you.

The sudden explosion of cheers around us snapped me out of my daydream, banishing the intruding Officer Lucy. On the field, the Seahawk defense had recovered the ball past the fifty yard line. I had miss the 49ers fifty yard drive. It looked like one of our cornerbacks had the ball, hauling ass down field. He duked around a tackling 49er.

And had open field.

The crowd's cheers grew greater and greater as he sprinted ahead, racing faster than any of his pursuers. For a moment, I was caught up in the excitement as he pounded past the thirty yard line, the twenty, the ten. He was going for it. He had a clear field.

“Touchdown!” boomed Dom beside us, thrusting his hand holding his bear up high. The frothy liquid flew from the cup.

And splashed on Margarete and me.


Chapter Three: Spilled Beer

The cold beer splattered across Margarete's head and then struck my shoulder and chest, the liquid bleeding through and wetting my left breast. I gasped at the shock of it while Margarete stood dumbfounded, froth dripping from her bangs, lines of brown running down her face to soak the front of her pink jersey.

“What the fuck, Dom!” she exploded as he kept cheering and yelling, not realizing what had happened, too caught up in the excitement of the interception and touchdown.

“Yes, yes, yes!” he screamed. “You never mess with the Legion of Boom!”

“Asshole!” Margarete balled up her tiny fist and slugged her husband on the shoulder.

He grunted and frowned. “What, honey?”

“You just spilled your beer all over me and Aurora.”

“Aurora?” He glanced at me. “Oh, sorry. Personal foul. My bad. I just got carried away.” His eyes had that “you understand” look in them.

Normally, I would. But he was the boor who dragged his wife to the game when she didn't want to go. He was the asshole who didn't even notice he spilled beer all over her. He was the selfish prick that didn't go down on her in bed.

Probably.

So I glared at him.

“Really sorry,” he said and his next words cut off as the officials, after reviewing the play, declared it a touchdown officially.

“I am soaked,” huffed Margarete as the cheering died down.

I took her hand, inspiration striking me. I had no idea how to seduce the woman, my mind not working properly, but if I could get her alone and half-undressed, then I was halfway there. “Let's get cleaned up in the bathroom. We don't want to smell like beer all game.”

“Exactly,” she nodded.

I led her out of the seats and we marched up the stairs, passing other fans going to get beers or snacks or use the restroom. We made it to the concourse, the sounds dying down, sounding echoey through the cement hallway.

“I am so embarrassed,” Margarete said. “It's bad enough he spilled it on me, but he doesn't even know you.”

“It's fine,” I said. “Let's just get cleaned up. You'll feel better.” I gave her a big grin. Yes, she would feel so much better after I devoured her pussy. I even had a strap-on in my purse. I wondered what she would prefer—fucking or being fucked.

I knew the stadium. There were several single-occupancy, gender-neutral bathrooms, as mandated by Seattle's pro-transgender laws. If we could snag one of those, we would have privacy to not only strip naked to wash up, but to have hot, passionate sex.

“This way,” I said, pulling her away from the line queuing at the ladies room. “I know a more remote bathroom. Single-use, so we can get cleaned up in privacy.”

“Good idea,” she said.

We walked past concession stands, the fans in lines watching mounted TV's so they wouldn't miss the game as they loaded up on all manner of food, and not all junk food. This was Seattle, home of hipsters and microbrews and artisanal breads. I spotted the single-use bathroom just as a woman walked out. I rushed forward, drawing a glance from a security guard lounging nearby, and snagged the door. I held it open, ushering in Margarete then closed it behind her.

And locked it.

Things got a lot quieter in here, the door muffling sounds. She walked to the mirror and sighed, her hair flattened by the beer. She shook her head as I sat my purse down beside her and opened it, rooting around for wet wipes.

“Is that a dildo?” she said, her cheeks tinging pink.

“Always be prepared,” I laughed at her. Then I peeled off my jersey, my breasts contained in a lilac bra, stained by the beer. I sighed, reached behind me and unhooked it.

“Oh, wow,” she said in shock.

“I got beer on my tits,” I said, dropping my bra into my purse. “I can't stand that.”

She nodded her head. “I have to wash my hair out.”

“Well, better get that top off or it'll be even more soaked.”

“Yeah,” she sighed and turned on the faucet.

The wet wipes left a tingling, clean feel behind as I swiped them across my breasts. I couldn't help circling the green snake tattooed around my right breast, climbing up to my hard, pink nipple pierced by a silver barbell.

“That makes me wince,” she said, leaned over, the water flowing over her brown curls, washing out the beer.”

“The tattoo or the piercing?” I asked, moving onto my left breast.

“Both,” she said.

She looked so sexy in her bra and mom jeans. It was plain, white bra cupping her breasts. Her tits shook as she washed out her hair. My pussy clenched. I had no idea how to seduce her. No plan. I just wanted to seize her, pin her against the wall, and kiss her hard, our tits pressing together.

She straightened up, water falling down from her hair, washing across her shoulders. Trickles of water raced to her bra, soaking the delicate material. More went down between her tits. She shivered and groaned, the fabric going transparent as it soaked up the water.

“Shoot.” She reached behind her and unhooked her bra. “Well, you're already topless.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, my mouth going dry. I stared at her breasts as she shrugged the straps off her shoulders and unveiled them. I couldn't believe this was happening. There they were, round, nipples so hard and pink. They were fat and stubby nubs. I want to suck on them. Worship them.

I didn't think. I acted. I had to love this woman. I didn't have time to seduce her slowly, to lure her into a sultry afternoon of lesbian sex. I had to show her, demonstrate to her, that she needed real passion in her life.

She gasped as I pressed her back into the wall. Our lips and naked breasts met at the same instance. I kissed her hard, my hands slipping down her sides as she stiffened in shock, my tongue playing with her lips, our hard nipples rubbing together. I shifted my shoulders, massaging my nipples into hers, savoring the tingling rush shooting down my body.

I hoped she experienced the same tingling sensation.

She struggled and groaned, wiggling against me. It was so exciting. Heat shot down to my nethers. Her hands grasped my shoulders, pushing softly, but I could feel the urge to surrender as I massaged her nipples and kissed her with such ardor. Her fingers clenched on me.

I just had to hold on, keep kissing. I could feel it. She would crumble. She would embrace this. I just—

She pushed harder. “Aurora,” she gasped, eyes wide. “What are you doing?”

“Showing you how a woman as beautiful as you should be treated. Not dragged to a game, forced to be bored. But loved.” My right hand slipped between our naked stomachs. I found the snap of her jeans. I pressed against her, my nipples rubbing against hers. I could feel her heart thudding. “Just relax. I will love you.”

“I'm married,” she gasped. “I'm straight.”

“Mmm, I know. I love straight women. I'll make you scream.”

Her eyes trembled. “Is this why you brought me into this bathroom? To seduce me?”

I nodded my head as my fingers unsnapped her jeans. She gasped as I boldly shoved my hand down them, feeling her panties. I had to take control of everything. I needed to be in charge. Everything was teetering, about to collapse. I just had to get her through the fear.

“Relax, I will love you. I will give you bliss that your husband has never given.” She sucked in her stomach as my hand now slid into her panties, caressing her soft pubic hair.

“No, Aurora. I'm not...” Her words trailed off and a soft moan escaped her lips. I found her pussy, felt her warmth and growing wetness. I stroked up and down her lips. “Please, this isn't me. I don't want this.”

“Yes, you do.” I looked into her blue eyes. “Your asshole of a husband dragged you here, made you suffer.” I stroked up and down her slit, her juices coating my fingers. “Just relax and enjoy. You deserve something nice to happen to you occasionally.”

“Something...nice...” Her words were tight. “I..I...”

I kissed her again. The pressure of her hands pushing on my shoulders relaxed. She was still stiff, but her hips moved ever so slightly as I stroked her pussy. I ignited her fires. I gave her what she needed. I took control, dominating her as my tongue dueled in her mouth.

It was so wonderful to feel her surrender. To feel her hands relax and submit to my desires. Her thighs parted. Her lips moved. She closed her eyes, turning her head. She moaned into the kiss, her tongue brushing mine, moving, kissing, loving me back.

I broke the kiss. “That's it,” I smiled. “Isn't that nice? Doesn't my finger feel wonderful rubbing up and down your slit?”

“I guess so,” she panted.

“You guess?” I arched. “Does Dom do this?” I circled her clit lightly, sending fiery shudders.

“Not...like this... He's...rougher.”

“Where I am soft and gentle and know how to love a woman. I will love you so much, Margarete.”

“Love.” Her face twisted, eyebrows furrowed. “What?”

I kissed her again, petting her clit, my fingers growing slippery with her juices. I loved how they slid about her sex, making her shiver and groan. Her tongue thrust into my mouth, her hips moving. The hands on my shoulders slid around my neck, clasping together, pulling me against her. She moved, rubbing our nipples together.

It was so wonderful to seize her surrender.

This is what she needed. What I needed. I closed my eyes and kissed her hard, holding onto her body, savoring how sweet she tasted as I rubbed at her pussy. She grew wetter and wetter, juices dripping down my hand.

I had to taste her.


Chapter Four: Passion's Screams

I broke the kiss, still rubbing at her clit, and kissed down her chin to her neck. She leaned back, arching, giving me access, submitting. Soft sighs escaped her lips as I nuzzled and nibbled. I breathed in her scent as her wet hair brushed my cheeks.

“Aurora,” she sighed. Hearing that was as beautiful as I imagined.

“My sweet flower,” I purred as I nibbled on her neck. I loved the salty flavor of her skin, felt the pulse of her artery. Her heart beat so fast with newfound desire.

I moved lower, kissing my way across her collarbone and down to the sweep of her breasts, rising before her. I kissed between their valley, savoring their silky press on the sides of my face. I pulled my hand out from between her thighs so I could seize both her breasts. I smeared juices on her left tit as my hands pressed her breasts against my cheeks.

“You really like breasts,” she groaned.

“I like everything about a woman,” I purred between kisses and licks. I squeezed both her breasts, hefting them in my palms. “And you have a wonderful pair.”

“Not as firm as yours,” she sighed.

“I'm a decade younger.”

“Oh, don't rub it in.” She grinned down at me then bit her lower lip. It was such a cute, innocent gesture.

I kissed up her breast and latched onto her short, fat nipple. I swirled my tongue around it, caressing her areola before sealing tight and sucking. She groaned, shifting. I worshiped her nipple, my nose catching whiffs of her sweet musk staining my fingers and her left tit.

I grinned, staring at the glistening streaks. They would dry fast. I pressed into her breast, lapping at her sweet pussy juices. I whipped more on her nipple, licking up to it. She groaned as I sucked hard, cleaning off her juices.

“Mmm, your pussy taste delicious.”

“Oh, my god, that's so embarrassing,” she gasped.

“That you have a sweet tasting snatch? Trust me, it's wonderful.”

“Oh, god.”

“Have you ever tasted pussy before? Even your own?”

She shook her head.

Feeling wicked, I reached down and unsnapped my tight jeans. I shoved inside my panties, groaning as I brushed my shaved folds. I coated my fingers in my tart juices then pulled them out. I held them up to her nose. Her nostrils twitched as she inhaled through them, scenting me. Then I rubbed my juices on my left nipple, leaving them glistening.

“Well, have a taste.”

“Oh, wow,” she blushed then leaned over and sucked on her first nipple and enjoyed her first taste of pussy.

I groaned, my cunt clenching as she sucked hard on my nipple. Her tongue swirled around the nub, cleaning off my cream. Her lips popped off with a loud smack, her tongue flicking across her lips as she looked me in the eyes.

“Well?” I asked.

“Good,” she breathed.

I took her hand and shoved it down my pants. “Then get as much as you want while I enjoy your tits.”

“Yes,” she moaned.

I sucked on her nipple again, only a trace of sweet musk remained. Her fingers probed into me. I groaned, my pussy clenching down on her fingers as they worked into my hot depths. She gasped as she pulled them back.

“You were so hot and silky,” she breathed before bringing her fingers to her greedy mouth and sucking on them. She moaned, shuddering.

It was always wonderful watching a straight woman blossom into lesbian passion.

She plunged her finger deep into my pussy, working them in and out, wiggling, stirring. She wanted them marinated in my juices. I groaned, my flesh clenching on her fingers as I sucked harder on her nipple.

My lips smacked each time I popped off her nub. Then I engulfed it again, sucking hard, nipping, making her tremble as she brought her fingers to her greedy mouth, licking my cream from her fingers. Aroused and burning, her hips shifted back and forth.

She had a wet pussy down there. A pussy begging to be licked and sucked.

“Oh, Aurora, you taste so good,” she moaned as she reached down and worked her fingers back into me. Three this time.

I shuddered, letting her fuck them in and out of me as I fought off the urge to fall to my knees and devour her snatch. My eyes rolled back in my head. I straighted up, leaving her nipple behind, and stared into her blue eyes as she grinned, fingering me so deep.

“That's it, get a good coating of my juices,” I purred, my fingers playing with her nipples. I twisted them like little dials, making her body sway.

She ripped her fingers out of my snatch, holding them up between us. “Do you want a taste, too?”

“Are you sharing?” I asked, leaning in.

“It's always fun to share.”

I shuddered and licked on the outside of her fingers as she licked on the inside. I savored my tart juices as my tongue ran up her fingers, across her knuckles, and to the beds of her nails. I sucked on the tip of her middle finger, her tongue flicking up, brushing my kiss.

“Mmm, I taste almost as good as you,” I moaned. “I need to devour you.”

“Oh, yes,” she nodded in complete agreement.

I fell to my knees, pulling her pants down her pants and panties in one go. They were such plain, boring panties, perfect for my collection. Number 73. Her shoes came off in my haste, spilling across the ground. I brought her panties to my nose, smelling her sweet scent.

“Oh, that's so nasty,” shuddered Margarete as I rubbed her panties across my face and licked the crotch. “Are you a deviant?”

“I am,” I moaned. “Everyone is. And I love panties. Mmm, these were touching you. They're still warm and taste just like you.” I licked the crotch again, tasting cotton and sweet musk. “But the real treat's between your thighs.

I slipped her panties into my pocket and stared up at her trimmed, brown bush adorning her flesh. Her thick labia protruded out, begging to be licked and nuzzled. I wasn't one to refuse an invitation. I leaned up and licked at her flesh.

She gasped, hips shaking, smearing her hot cunt across my flesh. The stadium roared loud enough to penetrate into our sanctuary. It was like they were celebrating this moment, the first time a woman licked her pussy.

It was virgin, lesbian territory.

I savored that thought as my tongue slid through her sweet folds. I sucked and nibbled on her protruding labia. Then I found her clit peeking out of her hood. She bucked so hard when I licked the little nub, her breasts jiggling.

“Aurora,” she panted, leaning against the wall, head lolling from side-to-side as I licked and nuzzled and drove her wild. “Oh, you are wicked. Mmm, yes. That's so good. Oh, wow. I love it.”

“Wait until you cum,” I promised her between licks.

I reached behind her, squeezing her ass as she humped and undulated. I pulled her snatch tight against my licking mouth. My tongue flailed through her folds. I teased and devoured her. I drank her juices pouring out of her pussy as her gasps echoed through the bathroom.

The acoustics in here were amazing. Her moans echoed two or three times, all spilling one over their other, ringing with her passion. The echo kept her moans alive as she squirmed and ground on me, passion growing.

“Yes, yes, yes, Aurora! Oh, this is the best. Oh, wow. I've never had anyone eat me like this.”

“That's why you don't avoid your friendly, neighborhood lesbian,” I grinned.

She laughed and her fingers seized my red hair. She yanked me back into her snatch. “Don't stop licking. I'm so close.”

Not wanting to disappoint her, I buried my face back into her snatch. I tongued her hard. I flailed through her flesh, stirring her up, driving her wild. Juices poured down my chin and ran to my naked breasts. They brushed her knees as she squirmed and trembled. I rooted my mouth into her pussy, lips pressed deep into her snatch.

I devoured her. I feasted upon her. It was wonderful. My tongue flailed and flowed through her cunt. I found her clit, nibbling on it. That made her buck hard, her head snapping back. She hit the wall and didn't care.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes,” she hissed over and over. “I'm going to explode. Oh, God, this is amazing.”

A low moan rose in her throat, building in volume and pitch as her body trembled. I focused on her clit, attacking it hard with my tongue, waiting for her to explode all over my mouth. Her eyes rolled back in her head.

She gasped once and bucked.

Juices gushed out of her pussy, splashing against my lips and chin. Hot cream ran down my neck, reaching towards my pussy. She spasmed and groaned, trembling hard, her fists ripping at my fiery hair. It hurt.

I loved it. I spurred such passion in her. She gasped my name over and over, breasts heaving. I pulled my face away and watched her tremble. The smile burst across her lips as she shuddered, her eyes fluttering, the pleasure dying.

“Oh, wow,” she breathed. “Oh, my, that was something special.”

“Uh-huh,” I told her, licking my lips. “And that's just the start of the fun. Bend that pretty little tush over the sink so I can fuck you.”

“How?” Her eyes widened. “With the dildo in your purse?”

“And the harness that goes with it,” I told her.

I grabbed the harness. It could be pulled on like a belt. I didn't have to strip off my jeans, which would require pulling off my boots, and I was too impatient for that right now. I stared at her ass as she bent over the sink, wiggling it at me, her pert butt-cheeks jiggling. I could see the dark shadow between her thighs leading to her snatch.

I deftly pulled on the harness, yanking the straps tight, the black dildo thrusting from my crotch. It had a slight curve to it, the tip bulbous. It would drive her wild. I adjusted it, making sure the base pressed on my clit. It had little ridges to massage my sensitive bud.

“This is one of my favorite strap-ons,” I purred, walking up behind her. “It's great for either hole. Preference.”

“Either hole?”

I squeezed her butt-cheek, my thumb slipping into the crack and brushing her sphincter. “You have two holes.”

“Oh, my god, that's so wicked. No way people do that.”

“Surely you've heard of anal?”

“But...isn't that just to keep from getting pregnant. I knew girls in school who did that.”

“No, it's because it feels awesome.” I rubbed her sphincter. “Your choice. Either way, I'm going to fuck you so hard you scream your pretty, little head off.”

“My ass,” she said quickly, her face screwed up. “Do it before I chicken out.”

“Got to lube up first,” I told her. I grabbed my favorite lube, strawberry flavor, out of my purse and rubbed it on the dildo. A thick coating of the clear liquid. “Ready?”

She nodded her head, biting her lip.

“Relax. You don't want to be tense for this.” I guided the dildo to her asshole. “Trust me.”

“Okay, Aurora,” she said, letting out an explosive breath. “I'm ready.”

I thrust hard.

Her asshole swallowed the lubed dildo. The base pressed into my clit. I groaned, shuddering and savoring the pressure. Pleasure rippled through my excited cunt as my groin slapped into the cheeks of her ass. She gasped, back arching, fingers gripping the side of the sink.

“Holy shit,” she gasped. “You're fucking my asshole.”

“How is it?” I asked, drawing back the dildo, loving the way her puckered, brown sphincter clung to the shaft.

“It's...different.” her voice was strained. She grunted as I thrust in again. “And...I think different...is nice.”

“Of course you do, sexy.” I undulated my hips, stirring the toy around in her asshole before drawing it back. “That's the best part of sex when you discover something new. Something you've never tried before.”

“Like being with a woman?”

“Exactly.” I thrust forward hard, our flesh smacking together. I shuddered. “Now isn't that wonderful?”

“Yes,” she nodded her head. “Oh, yes, that is. Fuck my ass, Aurora. Pound me. Make me cum again. This is the best football game I've ever been to.”

“Uh-huh,”

I drew back and slammed in again and again, the lubed toy working in and out of her asshole. I pumped hard, savoring the thrill of moving my hips, of driving the dildo into her. We both gasped and moaned, her voice growing louder and throatier as both our orgasms built inside of us. My clit throbbed, shooting pleasure through me.

But most of my excitement came from the thrill of fucking her asshole for the first time. Of being her first lesbian lover. I groaned, ramming hard, loving her with every thrust of my hips. My breasts bounced before me as my hands stroked her supple back. Her hips bucked back, pressing the dildo even harder into my clit.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she snarled, voice rough with bliss. “Fuck my ass, Aurora!”

“Keep moaning. Keep moving those pretty hips. Oh, yes. Your ass loves my girl-dick.”

“Uh-huh!”

Her brown hair danced about her shoulders and back. I traced her spine, making her back arched. Her head tossed back, moans growing louder. They echoed over and over through the bathroom, joining the slap of our flesh.

The doorknob twisted, rattled.

“Occupied,” I gasped, still fucking.

It was hot knowing someone was out there. Could they hear our moans over the roar of the crowd? The slap of flesh. Did they know two women were fucking in here. My pussy clenched, my pleasure building swiftly.

My thrusts were frantic. I gripped her hips, ramming the sex toy as hard and fast as I could. She trembled, leaning low over the sink. She was close to exploding. To screaming out her bliss and shouting at the top of her lungs how much she loved this.

“Gonna cum,” she hissed, her back straightening. “I'm going to explode, Aurora.”

“Do it,” I hissed. “Don't hold back.”

The doorknob rattled again. “Is someone in there?”

“Yes,” I moaned, thrusting in deep. My orgasm exploded through me.

My body bucked and moaned, driving the dildo into her asshole as the pleasure moaned from my lips. I tossed back my head, thrusting my tits before me, and screamed out as the rapture flooded through my body.

“I'm cumming,” gasped Margarette. “I'm cumming so hard, Aurora! Yes, yes, yes, yes!”

Her passion exploded through the room. It was almost deafening. She screamed her head off just like I had promised. She bucked back into the thrust. The pair of us heaved together, burning with rapture.

Her head tossed over her shoulder. I leaned in, rubbing my breasts on her back, eager to kiss her and share our passion. To cuddle with her as our pleasure peaked and we descended into the wonderful, buzzing after bliss.

A loud knock boomed against the door.

“Security! Is everything all right in there? It sounded like screams.”


Chapter Five: Flight

“Oh, no,” groaned Margarete as the security guard knocked again.

“Just a moment,” I said, ripping the sex toy out of her asshole. Then, in a low voice, I hissed, “Get dressed right now. Pants, jersey. Don't worry about shoes or bra.”

“What?”

“I'll distract them. You slip out.”

“We're going to open the door right now,” the security guard said. “We heard your shouts.”

“Just a moment,” I snarled, snagging my jersey off the floor as Margarete struggled to get into her pants. I pulled it on over my head and then yanked up my jeans. I didn't have time to take off the strap-on.

So I buttoned up around it, the toy thrusting through my open fly.

I reached the door. I heard the jangle of metal. It sounded like someone was searching through a key ring. My stomach churned. I would have to be fast to get away. I visualized the stadium and tried to remember where my bike was.

An excited thrill shot through me. I glanced at Margarete as I grabbed the door handle. The frightened wife had her jeans up and buttoned, and she fumbled with her jersey, trying to pull it on as she trembled.

“Here it is,” the security guard said on the other side. “Too many keys.”

“I know,” a second said, a younger voice.

I tensed.

The key inserted into the lock. Margarete pulled on her jersey. I yanked open the door.

The security guard, a heavyset man wearing a yellow reflective vest over his blue security uniform, blinked in shock as I threw my shoulder into him. He stumbled back into the other guard and tripped, falling on his ass.

“Fuck,” the guard cursed.

I shoved the younger guard back, a skinny kid who must be straight out of high school. He stumbled, arms windmilling. I took off running, pushing through the crowd while the guards shouted behind me.

I threw a look over my shoulder. They followed me, dashing after, the skinny guard in the lead, the heavyset, older man, hitching up his belt as he followed, face already ruddy from the exertion. I grinned, Margarete slipping out, her shoes held in hand, her bra balled up in a fist.

She would get away. And so would I if I just ran fast.

“Move, move,” I shouted as I pounded down the concourse, heading for the nearest exit. There would be guards there, too. But I hoped I would catch them by surprise.

“Stop her,” the skinny guard shouted.

I kept running, the dildo thrust before me. I laughed, drinking in the excitement of today. I seduced another straight woman, I fucked her hard, showed her how much I loved her, and now I was sacrificing myself to let her escape.

That had to be love. Not lust. Whatever I felt for Officer Lucy couldn't be love. Because this was love.

Right?

“Someone trip the bitch,” the heavyset guard snarled.

I laughed again, rounding the corner for the exit. There were the turnstiles, the metal detectors, and the cops who manned them. They were both young, fit men, not like the guards chasing me. They had a dangerous look about them.

And they reacted.

My boots squeaked as I tried to stop my momentum and shift directions. I turned around, coming face-to-face with the skinny guard. He had a wild look on his face. I lowered my shoulder, planting it into him.

He bounced off me and crashed to the ground. I raced towards the heavyset guard and—

Was tackled from behind. I grunted as I hit the ground, one of the cops on me. I groaned, coughing. He already had my hands, ripping them behind my back. I laid with my cheek pressed on the cement as cuffs ratcheted on.

I think I was fucked.

I was rolled over onto my back, the dildo thrust through my jeans, waving, still glistening with lube. The cop arched an eyebrow above his sunglasses as he stared at me. Then he looked at the security guards.

“What did she do?”

“Made love in the bathroom,” I answered. “Is that a crime?”

“Yes, ma'am, it is.”

Yep, I was fucked. It had been a few years since my last arrest. I was under eighteen then. Damn. As the cop hauled me to my feet, I spotted a pink jersey walking outside, dragging a burly man. Margarete got away, at least.

I gave her such passion. It was worth it even if I was arrested. I lived life to its fullest. I loved fiercely. I smiled as the cop read my rights. Maybe I would have a cute cell mate.

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

If you want to read more, click here for Barmaid Delight!
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Magical Tentacle Surprise

Innocent Passion Transformed

Dark Queen's Passion

Bimbo Wife Surprise (Bimbo, Hot Wife, Transformation)

Hot Wife Injection

Bimbo Menage

Bimbo Modeling Fun

Bimbo Wife's Cuckolding

Bimbo Wife's Naughty Plan

Bimbo Wife's Interracial Party

Bimbo Wife's Spanking

Bimbo Wives Wild Party

Bimbo Wife's Domination

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

Taken by the Futa Genie

Taking the Innocent Futa Genie

Gender Swap Wish

Futa Witch Menage

Gender Swap Magic

Futa Magic Delight

Naughty Futa Magic

The Futa Genie's Bottle

Naughty Futa Ritual

Futa Witch's Spanking

Futa Witch's Wicked Spell

Gender-Swapped Magical Domination

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

The Angel & the Naughty Librarian

Angel's Demonic Lover

Innocent Angelic Passion

Angel HuCow Passion

Angel's Innocent Bride

Librarian's Naughty Game

Angelic Wicked Passion

Angelic Innocent Domination

Angel's Naughty Wife

Angelic Domination

Angelic Convent Submission

Angelic Beauty's Seduction

Angelic Hot Wife's Submission

Creamy Angel Menage

Submissive Angel's Desire

Angelic Hot Wives Menage

The Angel's Passion

The World of Erasthay (Fantasy, Magic, Monster)

The Triad and the Innocent Maidens

The Triad and the Gorgon's Seduction

The Unicorn's Mate

The Nubile Mermaid's Courtship

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

Hot Genie Surprise (Master of the Harem 1)

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

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

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

Innocent Lesbian Surprise

Passionate Lesbian Dream

Naughty Lesbian Tentacles

Teacher's Teasing Tentacles

Lesbian Headmistress Surprise

Spanked Before the Class

Lesbian Tentacle Demonstration

Vibrating Tentacle Passion

Passionate Tentacle Explosion
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