

Jailhouse Passion

Seducing Straight Women 16

by

Reed James


Copyright © 2017 by Reed James

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the expressed written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. Published in the United States of America, 2017

All characters depicted in this work of fiction are over the age of eighteen (18).

Cover Photo © alexhalay | Depositphotos.com

Logo © Anton Brand | Dreamstime.com

Naughty Ladies Publications

www.NaughtyLadiesPublications.com

If you liked what you read, you can sign up for Reed James's newsletter. Every subscriber gets two FREE erotica ebooks as well as updates on new releases, coupons, sells, and upcoming projects. Your contact information will not be shared with anyone!

Like Reed on Facebook and follow him on Twitter @NLPublications!

Check out Reed James's Catalog of steamy erotica on Amazon.

Reviews at the retailer are appreciated. Honest feedback is very important to Reed.


Table of Contents

Jailhouse Passion

Naughty Excerpt from “Jailhouse Passion”

The Seducing Straight Women Series

Chapter One: Booked by the Hottie

Chapter Two: Dominating with a Hot Tongue

Chapter Three: Security Camera Seduction

Chapter Four: Prison Guard's Bitch

Chapter Five: Surprise Visitor


Naughty Excerpt from “Jailhouse Passion”

“Why, yes they have,” I beamed, facing the only other woman in my cell, an African-American lounging on the bench, her long, ebony legs thrust before her. She wore a tight jean short, the edges frayed deliberately, several holes worn through the fabric to show dark flesh. She had on a belly shirt, the red fringe swaying over her stomach as she stood up. She was tall, her face fierce and beautiful

I bet she was a screamer.

Her hair was a straight weave, the ends frosted. Long, red fingernails adorned her fingers. She put her hands on her hips, cocked to the right, and looked at me, shaking her head while making a sound in her throat that sounded like, “Hell, no,they didn't straddle me with a dyke.”

“I'm Aurora,” I said, walking to her, my boots thudding on the cement floor.

“Names Jaynie,” she said, pronouncing both the I and the E in her name. “You listen to me, dyke, I don't want you talking to me, bothering me, or sitting too close to me. You can go stand in the corner panting after that cop. I don't need any of it. I don't want to hear any comments about my legs.”

“But they're scrumptious,” I said, folding my arms before me.

“Or my do,” she said.

“I like it. Makes your face just delicious.” Licked my lips, meeting the fire in her eyes. I didn't back down to no one. Especially when they call me a dyke in that tone of voice.

“Or my ass.”

“Haven't seen it yet,” I said. “Turn around for me and let me get a good luck.”

“See, dyke, that's what I'm talkin' 'bout,” she said, stepping closer. “I'll fuck you up. I'll snag that nappy, red hair and yank you to your knees.”

“Mmm,” I purred. “Interested in getting your pussy licked? Is that it?” I stepped up closer to her. “Want me to plunge my tongue in your sweet snatch and make you scream.”

“What the hell,” she said, eyes narrowing. “Do you know what you're saying? I'll make you eat my asshole out, girl. You'll toss my salad.”

“Yum.”

“You are fucked up, dyke. I don't put up with this sort of shit.”

I seized her chin, my pale fingers standing out against the ebony of her skin. I stared into her eyes, my hips shifting. My pussy was so juicy. I wanted Officer Shade so badly, and she was playing so hard to get.

How could I seduce her stuck in here?

Jaynie trembled, her eyes so wide, frozen in shock.

“Come on, Jaynie,” I purred, moving closer. “You're the one that said you'd force me to eat your pussy and lick your ass. Why are you getting so uncomfortable now. You don't want me licking your sweet snatch? I would love you so hard.”

“Girl, what is wrong with you?”

“You're the one telling me not to look at those gorgeous legs, attracting my attention.” My free hand reached out, stroking her thigh beneath her skirt. “Mmm, just so smooth and silky.”

Her eyes looked wild. I loved it. My hand slid higher, brushing the bottom of her skirt. “What choo doin', girl.”

“Doing?” I asked, my hand sliding higher. “Giving you what you want. A dyke eager to lick your pussy. You want to be the top bitch in here, right? You want to dominate me. Mmm, what are you waiting for? Seize my nappy hair and make me eat your snatch.”

“I will,” she said, trembling as my hand slid higher and higher, pushing up her skirt as I went. Her skin was soft and I loved the way she trembled.

“Then what are you waiting on?” I asked her, my fingers brushing the edge of her panties. I stroked the material, tracing the legband down across her thighs. “Huh? Scared you'll like it? Scared I'll turn you into a dyke?”

Her eyes widened as my fingers dipped down between her thighs. I pressed in deep, feeling the heat bleeding through her panties. I rubbed at the folds of her pussy separated by only the cotton. My eyes bored into hers.

“Someone's growing wet,” I purred. “Someone likes the dyke's fingers rubbing at their pussy lips. Mmm, don't you, Jaynie?” I pronounced the name long, slow, stretching out all the vowels, savoring the name like it was a fine dining. My fingers pressed her cloth into her flesh, her juices leaking through, coating my fingers.

To find out what happens next, read on!


The Seducing Straight Women Series

The The Girl at the Bar

My Test-Drive Lover

The Bride At the Shower

The Librarian In the Stacks

Two Best Friends

Serviced by the Barista

Dressing Room Seduction

Hot Wife in the Sauna

A Dinner Affair

Passion's Pose

The Boss's Wife

Arrested Passion

Happy Ending Massage

Barmaid Delight

Scoring at the Game

73 of 100

Chapter One: Booked by the Hottie

September was a gorgeous month in Washington State. The weather was still wonderful, warm and sunny but not hot like in the summer. The dreary, endless rain didn't usually start until October. For six months, the Puget Sound region had gray skies and so much rain. Most days it would just be a drizzle, enough to remind you how terrible the weather is. So right now was the perfect time to ride my motorcycle.

Which, sadly, was back at Century Link Field. I wasn't riding my motorcycle because I was in the back of a Seattle PD patrol car, arrested for indecent behavior at the Seahawks game.

A smile crossed my lips. I didn't mind getting arrested because I had lived today. I had a fun romp in the unisex bathroom with a married woman. Her name was Maggie or Margarete or Martha—I was terrible with names—and we had made such sweet love while her husband was too caught up in the football game to notice our absence. I had used my strap-on, fucking her so hard.

Sadly, our behavior caught the attention of the stadium's security. They were suspicious why two women were in a bathroom for a half-hour. And probably heard us orgasming. We weren't quiet. We were passionate. Since I didn't want to get my lover in trouble, I had bolted, racing away with my strap-on still thrusting from the crotch of my jeans. I led the security guards on a marry chase. But they had caught me.

But my lover slipped out with her husband. I saw her as I was being arrested.

I chortled, my cheek pressed against the window, my hands cuffed behind me. What a wonderful day. I had seduced my seventy-third woman for my bet with my friend Samir—I had to seduce a hundred straight women in a year, my deadline New Years Eve. Nothing could dampen my spirits after my romp with Martha.

Or was it Maggy?

Margarete?

I tossed my head to throw back my red hair from my cheek and leaned back in the seat. I wore a pair of tight jeans and my 12th Man shirt, a baby tee in Seahawk blue with neon green markings, the number 12 stretched across my tits.

The police car pulled into the Seattle City Jail's parking lot. It was my second visit to the jail. I got a little too drunk at Bumbershoot two years ago and may have taken off my top and ran through the streets naked on a dare.

It was hard to tell if the brick building had changed or was the same. I couldn't remember much of that day. The Seattle PD came around in their light-blue uniforms. They helped me out of the backseat, and I gave them friendly nods. The two officers, both males, said nothing to me as they led me inside. Doors were buzzed and barred gates slid open. They brought me to booking.

“What she in for?” a bored, female corrections officer said from behind a desk. She looked up and my breath caught.

I fell in love really easily. Or, well, I thought I did. Officer Lucy was kind of the exception. Whatever I felt for her—it couldn't be love, right?—was so deep, so frighteningly scary that I had run away from it. But this corrections officer, with her pale skin and black hair pulled back into a bun, making her look older than her clearly youthful face should. Her makeup was subdued, just highlighting her natural beauty: soft lips, delicate cheekbones, ears I would love to nibble on. She wore a khaki blouse and dark pants, her breasts filling out her uniform, her hips curving.

I swallowed, my mouth going dry. This was love. This rush of tinging sensations through me. The flutter of my heart, the hardening of my nipples. Not what I felt for Lucy. Right? I shook my head. No, I fell in love with...Margarete, and now I had moved on to Officer Shade like a butterfly who had sucked all the nectar from one flower and flitted onto another.

“She was running around Century Link Field wearing a strap-on,” one of the arresting officers said. He pulled out an evidence bag with my dildo and harness. “She had just used it on another female in the bathroom.”

“What?” I asked with a grin at the corrections officer. “Just enjoying the game with a friend.”

Officer Shade kept her poker face, but collar tinged her cheeks.

“You never played with your girlfriends, Officer Shade?” I asked.

“Quiet,” she said, her voice stern. She shifted, cheeks blushing redder as the male cops laughed.

“You are a piece of work, Aurora,” the second cop said. “Next time, take off the dildo before you run through the stadium. Wouldn't have had much to arrest you on then.”

“But I was having fun,” I said as they pushed me to the desk. “Nothing illegal about wearing a dildo, right?”

“But it proves you were having sex in a public restroom,” the cop said.

“And you haven't?” I asked, winking at the cops. They laughed again then signed some paperwork on a clipboard. They snagged my dildo and harness, in a plastic evidence bag, off the correction officer's desk and walked away.

I hoped I would get that back. It was my favorite toy to carry in my purse. At least they were kind enough to leave my purse on the desk of the correction's officer. I turned back to her and gave her a leering smile, loving the way she blushed and shifted her hips.

Straight women made me so wet.

“Well, Officer Shade, you going to frisk me?” I arched an eyebrow. “I consent to a full cavity search if you're doing it.”

“Jesus,” she groaned. “You're going to be a handful.”

“I try to keep things fun, Officer.”

“Which is why you're here?”

I shrugged, which was awkward with my hands cuffed behind me.

“Come on,” she said, standing up and snagging my purse. She took me by the hand and led me into booking. She set my purse down and then frisked me, digging into my pockets and pulling out the contents, a few scraps of paper and a pair of plain, boring panties.

“Yours?”

“No,” I answered with a smile. “My friend gave them to me. A parting souvenir.”

“And your friend is?”

I smiled broadly. “Oh, names weren't necessary for the sort of friendship we had. It was pure passion. Heaving, gasping, screaming passion.” Officer Shade shivered slightly. “When was the last time you had a good cum, officer?”

“Quiet,” she barked, her face hardening.

“That's what I thought. None of the men in your life are delivering.” I shook my head. “It's a real shame, Officer. A real shame. You should be loved. You should be pampered. You should get such pleasure.” I licked my lips.

“Quiet,” she said again, her voice faltering.

She sat down at the table and begin cataloging my belongings before putting them in a bag and dropping them into a filing box. She counted the money in my wallet and inventoried every single thing in my purse, including a small vibrator.

“That's a clit rocket,” I told her. “You put that baby on your clit, and I promise you that you'll blast off into space.”

She put my purse and its contents into a bag and dropped that into the filing cabinet as she squirmed in her chair. I hoped I had a chance to use the vibrator on her. This woman needed something. She needed to be loved so badly. I could tell. She was aching for it. Whoever she was dating, or maybe she was married and didn't wear her wedding ring on the job, was not taking care of her. She was such a lovely thing, a sexy car in her prime, needing to be revered, her engine needing proper maintenance. She needed to be driven hard, but her man was just letting her rot on the driveway, the gasoline going bad, the oil congealing in the cylinders.

But she just needed that engine started, to be revved and remind her that she was a woman.

After my stuff was cataloged, I was fingerprinted, using a scanner instead of actual ink, and had my mugshot taken. I smiled as I held up my little plate with my name and a long string of meaningless numbers.

That done, I was taken to a holding cell. There were three for women, two half-full with bored looking gals, some snoring like they were passed out drunk, others pacing back and forth itching at their wrists. Officer Shade took me to the last cell.

“Listen, officer,” I told her. “if you ever need any assistance in blasting off, trust me, I am an expert. I would love you so hard, show you what that useless man of yours at home should be doing to your body.”

“Quiet,” she said, her eyes harden. Oh, I would love to melt those eyes and soften them. She would make such wonderful noises.

She jammed her thick key into the holding cell door and twisted it. She pushed me through and closed it. Then she reached through the bars, pulling me to her, and undid my handcuffs. I flexed my wrist and turned around to the guard.

I licked my lips. “Believe me,” I whispered. “You need a nice cum.”

Officer Shade bustled off.

“Great,” a sassy voice behind me said. “They got me locked up with a dyke.”


Chapter Two: Dominating with a Hot Tongue

“Why, yes they have,” I beamed, facing the only other woman in my cell, an African-American lounging on the bench, her long, ebony legs thrust before her. She wore a tight jean short, the edges frayed deliberately, several holes worn through the fabric to show dark flesh. She had on a belly shirt, the red fringe swaying over her stomach as she stood up. She was tall, her face fierce and beautiful

I bet she was a screamer.

Her hair was a straight weave, the ends frosted. Long, red fingernails adorned her fingers. She put her hands on her hips, cocked to the right, and looked at me, shaking her head while making a sound in her throat that sounded like, “Hell, no,they didn't straddle me with a dyke.”

“I'm Aurora,” I said, walking to her, my boots thudding on the cement floor.

“Names Jaynie,” she said, pronouncing both the I and the E in her name. “You listen to me, dyke, I don't want you talking to me, bothering me, or sitting too close to me. You can go stand in the corner panting after that cop. I don't need any of it. I don't want to hear any comments about my legs.”

“But they're scrumptious,” I said, folding my arms before me.

“Or my do,” she said.

“I like it. Makes your face just delicious.” Licked my lips, meeting the fire in her eyes. I didn't back down to no one. Especially when they call me a dyke in that tone of voice.

“Or my ass.”

“Haven't seen it yet,” I said. “Turn around for me and let me get a good luck.”

“See, dyke, that's what I'm talkin' 'bout,” she said, stepping closer. “I'll fuck you up. I'll snag that nappy, red hair and yank you to your knees.”

“Mmm,” I purred. “Interested in getting your pussy licked? Is that it?” I stepped up closer to her. “Want me to plunge my tongue in your sweet snatch and make you scream.”

“What the hell,” she said, eyes narrowing. “Do you know what you're saying? I'll make you eat my asshole out, girl. You'll toss my salad.”

“Yum.”

“You are fucked up, dyke. I don't put up with this sort of shit.”

I seized her chin, my pale fingers standing out against the ebony of her skin. I stared into her eyes, my hips shifting. My pussy was so juicy. I wanted Officer Shade so badly, and she was playing so hard to get.

How could I seduce her stuck in here?

Jaynie trembled, her eyes so wide, frozen in shock.

“Come on, Jaynie,” I purred, moving closer. “You're the one that said you'd force me to eat your pussy and lick your ass. Why are you getting so uncomfortable now. You don't want me licking your sweet snatch? I would love you so hard.”

“Girl, what is wrong with you?”

“You're the one telling me not to look at those gorgeous legs, attracting my attention.” My free hand reached out, stroking her thigh beneath her skirt. “Mmm, just so smooth and silky.”

Her eyes looked wild. I loved it. My hand slid higher, brushing the bottom of her skirt. “What choo doin', girl.”

“Doing?” I asked, my hand sliding higher. “Giving you what you want. A dyke eager to lick your pussy. You want to be the top bitch in here, right? You want to dominate me. Mmm, what are you waiting for? Seize my nappy hair and make me eat your snatch.”

“I will,” she said, trembling as my hand slid higher and higher, pushing up her skirt as I went. Her skin was soft and I loved the way she trembled.

“Then what are you waiting on?” I asked her, my fingers brushing the edge of her panties. I stroked the material, tracing the legband down across her thighs. “Huh? Scared you'll like it? Scared I'll turn you into a dyke?”

Her eyes widened as my fingers dipped down between her thighs. I pressed in deep, feeling the heat bleeding through her panties. I rubbed at the folds of her pussy separated by only the cotton. My eyes bored into hers.

“Someone's growing wet,” I purred. “Someone likes the dyke's fingers rubbing at their pussy lips. Mmm, don't you, Jaynie?” I pronounced the name long, slow, stretching out all the vowels, savoring the name like it was a fine dining. My fingers pressed her cloth into her flesh, her juices leaking through, coating my fingers.

A hot thrill shot through me. I couldn't seduce Officer Shade, but here was a straight woman just aching to be dominated. I had been schooled in the art recently. Hope McClintock, the aggressive wife of my boss, had made me into her lesbian slave over the summer. It was...a strange thing. I was so helpless around her, just wanting to please her.

It wasn't me.

But I had learned. Mmm, she knew how to make a woman bark like a dog when she wanted.

“Huh, Jaynie. Where'd that tough, street-smart bitch go? The one who was gonna make me eat this hot, yummy snatch.” My middle finger wiggled her panties into her pussy, heat bleeding through. My finger sank in to the first knuckle. Damn, she was hot and juicy. “I'm waiting.”

“You are crazy,” she groaned, shifting, almost wrenching her face from mine. “The guards could see us.”

“Oh, so you don't want them seeing you cumming like a dyke on my finger?” I slid it through her folds. She shuddered, eyes widening. I found her clit, poking at it through her panties.

I diddled it.

“Mmm, then you better be quiet because this dyke owns your cunt. I'm going to love it, devour it, and make you scream.”

“Shit,” she gasped as my fingers pushed her panties to the side. I touched her bare, shaved flesh directly. I pressed two fingers into her. She rose on her toes as my digits entered her hot snatch. Her juices coated my fingers. “Damn, you are a crazy dyke. You're gonna get us both in so much trouble.”

“I like being in trouble,” I purred. “Now you better pay attention, because you're licking my cunt once I'm done.”

I slid down her body, licking my lips. It was time to show this bitch how a dyke ate cunt. My nipples ached beneath my 12th Fan t-shirt, my nipples two hard points. My right was pierced and throbbed harder as I reached my knees, the cold, hard concrete bleeding through my jeans. My hands reached beneath her skirt and pulled down her panties.

Her head looked around. She shivered, swallowed, ears straining for any noise as I rolled her pink, cute panties down her lush, ebony thighs and past her knees. I kissed at her calf as she lifted her foot and stepped out of them. I brought her panties to my face, inhaling them, loving her tangy musk. I breathed it in, shuddering.

“Mmm, you smell good,” I moaned. “These are mine now. Understand?”

“Yes,” she moaned.

“Yes, Miss Dyke,” I smiled, leaning in, kissing at her thigh. My tongue licked up her flesh, savoring the salt of her skin. I would whip her into shape.

“Yes, Miss Dyke,” she shuddered as my head dipped beneath her jean skirt. The material stretched, riding partly up as my tongue climbed higher. Her tangy musk perfumed the air.

And then my nose brushed her folds. She shuddered, stiffening. My tongue flicked, brushing her petals. I loved her nectar. I dragged my tongue across her pussy folds, gathering a thick mouthful of her cream. I loved how she coated my tongue.

Just absolutely delicious.

I shuddered, groaning, my tongue dragging through her pussy until I found her clit. She had a hard bud, and I attacked it.

I wanted this to be a quick, hard cum. No taking my time, no loving her. I wanted to fuck her with my tongue, to ravish her cunt. I flicked at her clit then sucked it hard into my mouth. She gasped, hands seizing my red hair as she swayed.

“Miss Dyke,” she groaned.

“Better be quiet. Unless you want to get caught.”

“Fuck,” she moaned as my tongue licked again. “There's a camera. Someone's probably recording this. We're so fucked.”

“Mmm, yes we are.” I licked again, savoring her tangy juices.

More and more leaked out of her pussy as my tongue dug through her folds. I gripped her ass, hands clenching, massaging, pulling her tight against my mouth. My fingers dug into her ass as I flailed my tongue, lashing her, making her tremble and moan.

She sucked in her breaths, trying to fight the sounds she wanted to make as her hips ground on my face. She smeared her hot pussy across my lips, trembling, moaning. My lips found her clit again. My teeth nipped.

She bucked like a wild filly.

“Miss Dyke,” she gasped.

“You loved it,” I laughed. “Mmm, I can tell. It made you hot.”

I dug my tongue deep through her pussy. I fucked into Jaynie's snatch, my hips wiggling. Maybe Officer Shade was watching us. The football game was on. I bet everyone else was slacking, enjoying it while that poor, repressed woman was watching the joy cross Jaynie's face.

I fucked my tongue into my cellmate's snatch, hoping Officer Shade was watching. I was inspired. I swirling my tongue through her folds as I dipped the fingers of my right hand between the cheeks of her asshole. I teased it.

“Oh, no,” she groaned. “No, not there, Miss Dyke.”

“Mmm, that,” I purred, my finger stroking a circle around her puckered sphincter. I jammed my tongue into her pussy at the same time as my digit reamed into her asshole.

Her tight, hot bowels engulfed my finger as her pussy clenched on my tongue. Her juices dripped out, coating my cheeks while I fingered her and slid my tongue over and over through her folds, loving her taste. Loving how she shuddered.

I just loved drinking her nectar.

My tongue lashed her. I owned this pussy. It was mine. I claimed it, and I would prove it to her by making her cum so hard on my lips. I pumped my finger slowly in and out of her asshole, loving the hot texture, how she squirmed and whimpered, trying not to make too much noise. Her face contorted, her dark eyes squeezing shut.

“Oh, God,” she groaned. “I can't...” Her bowels clenched hard on my finger. “What are you doing to me?”

“Showing you how I own this pussy,” I purred, her juices coating my lips. I took another long, slow lick, making her shiver and quiver.

“Damn,” she groaned. “Oh, damn, that's nice when you do that. Oh, that is really nice. Oh, yes, own my pussy.”

I purred my delight and dipped my tongue back into her tangy petals. My tongue stroked and licked as she squirmed, her hips grinding, her moans echoing through the jail cell. My pussy burned in my jeans, soaking into my panties.

But I ignored it. My orgasm would be all the sweeter on Jaynie's tongue.

I slipped a second finger into her asshole, pushing slow, loving her long groan, almost an exhalation of fulfilled desire. The digits of my other hand parted her dark pussy lips, exposing that pink treasure. She was so juicy and glistening.

I licked and nuzzled. I teased her. She squirmed and groaned, her breasts jiggling beneath her top as she squirmed more. The frost tips of her weave danced around her shoulders as she squirmed, her body moving to my tongue's commands.

“You are going to cum so hard on my tongue, aren't you?”

“So hard,” she panted. “I can't believe this. What have you done to me? You're a witch. A dyke witch.”

“And I've enchanted you with my sweet tongue,” I giggled and then licked through her folds.

Her asshole clenched on my fingers.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Oh, god, yes, you have. Damn, this is good. Girl, I'm going to cum on your mouth.”

“Yum,” I moaned and licked my tongue up to her clit.

As I sucked on her throbbing bud, I slipped two fingers into her pussy. I sank digits into both her holes, loving the different textures. Her cunt was so much wetter, so much silkier. She gasped, clenching down on both as I pumped them in and out, giving her such wicked pleasure.

My tongue flailed on her clit. I licked and nuzzled and made her squirm in absolute delight. I had her shuddering and groaning. I had her swaying her hips and rubbing her pussy all across my face as she squeaked out her delight. She was such a ravishing creature.

She made me so wet.

I bet I had soaked through my jeans. It was good thing both hands were occupied reaming her asshole and pussy, or I would be rubbing myself hard through my jeans. I concentrated on her clit, ignoring my delight as I dominated her pussy.

I made her cum.

“Yes,” she hissed, back arching, weave flying. She thrashed as her orgasm shot through her body.

Jaynie's tangy juices flooded through my mouth. I hoped Officer Shade was watching. I hoped she was so dewy between her thighs, so envious of Jaynie thrashing on my mouth. I drank the flood of cream pouring into my mouth. It poured over me. The flood of juices was intense. An absolute delight.

I savored them. I loved them. They dribbled down my neck to the top of my baby doll jersey. The fabric grew wet, clinging to my throat as she kept gushing. Her orgasm kept rippling through her, my fingers pumping faster and faster.

“Say it,” I hissed between licks of her clit. “Say it.”

“You own my pussy, Miss Dyke,” she hissed.

My pussy clenched. I hoped Officer Shade heard that.

I ripped my fingers out of her cunt and ass. I shoved my left fingers into my mouth, sucking clean her pussy as I rose. The right rammed into her mouth, covered in the sour musk of her asshole. Her eyes widened as she sucked, her tongue licking.

I popped my fingers out of my mouth. “Mmm, that's right, Jaynie. It's time you pay the price for that hot orgasm. I need to cum.”


Chapter Three: Security Camera Seduction

Fear and lust warred in Jaynie's dark eyes as I ripped my fingers out of her mouth. I walked past her and planted myself on the hard, metal bench bolted to the concrete floor. I unsnapped my jeans and licked at the fingers that had been in her asshole, tasting her sour musk. Her eyes fell on my fly, the zipper rasping as it slowly worked down from the tension of my jeans relaxing.

“Well,” I purred, popping her fingers out of my mouth. “You're my pussy. I own you. I let you cum. Now you have to pay me back.”

“I'm not a dyke,” she whispered, stepping closer.

“And?” I asked. “You're my straight pussy licker. Get to it.”

Damn, it was so hot being so dominate. No wonder Hope had such fun forcing me to my knees and seizing my hair, yanking my face to her pussy so I could devour her. This was exciting. Watching Jaynie tremble, licking her lips, fighting against her desires, telling herself she was straight. That she had to do this. We were in jail. She was my prison bitch.

As she fell to her knees, my eyes flicked up to the watching security camera. I smiled, hoping Officer Shade was watching. I licked my lips when Jaynie reached me. She grabbed my jeans, pulling them down my hips.

“That's it,” I groaned. “You had your cum, now it's time to pay. You'll love my pussy. Every straight woman secretly craves to eat snatch. And I have the best. Just devour it.”

“Damn,” groaned Jaynie as she peeled my jeans down to my knees, the air cool on my bare thighs. I could feel the cold metal of the bench bleeding through my thin panties. “You're soaked.”

“You made me wet, bitch,” I groaned. “Now get to licking. I need that mouth devouring me.”

“Yes,” she groaned, leaning her head in. Her breath washed across my pussy.

I seized her weave and yanked her face down to my pussy, grinding her face against my hot flesh as I stared at the camera. It had to be Officer Shade watching. Her pussy growing so hot and wet between her thighs. If not, they would have stopped us.

I licked my lips, coated in Jaynie's tangy juices, and moaned as the Black woman took her first lick of pussy. That was always a wonderful moment. A woman's first plunge into lesbian desire, tasting femininity at its most pure. My hips rose as her tongue slid through my folds. I groaned, my breath exploding out of me as she brushed my clit.

“Just like that,” I groaned. “Mmm, you are turning into such a budding dyke. Every straight woman craves this. Don't be afraid. Give in.” I licked my lips again. “Yes, just give in, Officer Shade.”

Jaynie didn't hear those words. She was so focused on her pussy licking, on exploring her first taste of a woman's cunt. Her weave brushed my inner thighs as her tongue licked and nuzzled through my flesh. She teased me. She made me feel delicious.

My free hand slid up, push my babydoll jersey up high, exposing the bra I wore beneath. I pushed that up, too, my breasts spilling out for the camera to record. I used to be an “exotic dancer.” There was always something exhilarating about stripping naked before a group of people, even if they were men, feeling their eyes lust after me. And even though the camera appeared to be cold and dead, I could almost feel Officer Shade on the other side.

I imagined her thighs pressed together, her face flushed. The chair she sat on groaning as she shifted. She would lick her lips as she stared at my newly revealed breasts, wanting to grab my round tits, squeeze them, see if they felt like her own.

I traced the snake tattooed in a circle around my breast, my finger climbing to its mouth. Its tongue flicked at my right nipple, a silver barbell twisting it. I flicked the nub, hoping she noticed the glinting metal as I writhed on Jaynie's lips.

“Oh, yes, you want me so badly,” I moaned, Jaynie's tongue flicking faster and faster through my folds, the Black woman growing more and more comfortable in devouring my cunt. “You want me so badly. I can feel it. You're watching me. You want this pussy.”

“I have it,” Jaynie groaned. “Lord forgive me, but it's so good. I can't believe this. So hot and juicy and creamy.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned. “Keep licking me, bitch. Make me cum.”

I twisted my nipple piercing, loving the twinge of excited pain shooting down to my pussy. My snatch clenched on her exploring tongue as I groaned again. I couldn't peel my eyes away from the camera. I wanted to look through them at Officer Shade.

Maybe she had her hand between her thighs now, rubbing softly on her pussy through her khaki pants and panties, her flesh on fire. Her nipples were so hard, straining against her blouse. A sheen of sweet across her flushed forehead, her cheeks burning. She would lick her lips just like I was, wishing my fingers played with her nipples.

Wishing my tongue licked through her pussy.

It was so exciting. My toes curled in my boots. Trembles raced through me from Jaynie's licking tongue. Her fingers got involved, stroking me, touching me, driving me wild. She moaned as she devoured me, gulping down my cream, savoring it.

“Oh, you just love pussy now,” I groaned. “Don't you, bitch?”

“I love it, Miss Dyke,” Jaynie moaned. Her words were so exciting. Officer Shade, hear those words. Don't fight your desires. Let me love you. I wanted to shout out so loudly that I loved Officer Shade. She was so beautiful.

“Louder,” I hissed. “Tell everyone how much you loved your first taste of cunt.”

“I love it so much,” Jaynie moaned. “Oh, it's sooooo good. It's hot and juicy. Her pussy feels wonderful on my lips.”

“Yes,” I shuddered as her fingers slid into my cunt. I clenched down on them, my eyes rolling back into my head as I humped against her pumping digits. I groaned, my heart fluttering in my chest as I savored each slide of her fingers.

She pumped them in and out of me, making me gasp and shudder. My flesh clenched down on her digits, my eyes rolling back into my head. I groaned, shuddering, loving every lick and slide of her tongue as I stared at the camera.

Maybe she had her fly open now. Maybe Officer Shade was masturbating. She would run her fingers through her black pubic hair—she wouldn't be shaved, not at her age. No, she had a trimmed bush with soft curls that would feel wonderful on my flesh. Her fingers were stroking her pussy lips, teasing her, making her quiver.

Her fears were relaxing as her lusts and desires for me swelled. I knew it. I groaned and sighed as Jaynie's two fingers pumped faster and faster in and out of my pussy. She licked around them, moaning in delight, drinking my juices that came out.

“This is what you want,” I groaned. “This is what you need. Let me give it to you.”

“Yes, yes, give it to me,” moaned Jaynie. Her tongue licked lower. My eyes widened as she dragged down my taint, reaching between my butt-cheeks. I let her pull me closer to the edge of the bench, her tongue brushing my asshole. “Oh, god, yes.”

I groaned, savoring the wicked delight of her tongue licking at my sphincter. I loved being rimmed. I shuddered wickedly. Her tongue swirled and danced. My asshole tingled, my pussy clenching on her probing fingers.

“I've driven her wild,” I moaned. “I can do it to you, Officer Shade. I can make you cum so hard. Just surrender.”

Now I imagined the correction officer with two fingers buried into her pussy, frigging away hard. She would keep glancing at the door to the security room, hoping no one would catch her as she watched the sapphic delight in this cell while the other officers watched the Seahawks dominate our rivals, the 49ers.

Jaynie's tongue probed into my asshole. I groaned, my neck snapping back up. It was such a wicked delight. I moaned, humping against her hungry mouth as her tongue kept licking and nuzzling, driving me closer and closer to my orgasm.

I would cream her mouth so hard.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned, my head leaning back against the cinder blocks, my fingers pulling at both my nipples. “This is what I want to give you. Just be free. Don't be afraid. Enjoy.”

“I am,” groaned Jaynie not realizing I wasn't talking to her.

My pussy clenched on her fingers as her tongue reamed my asshole. It was so wicked. So wonderful. I tugged so hard on my nipples, stretching both out, loving the flare of sharp pain shooting through me. And then I let them go, my breasts jiggling.

Jaynie added her thumb to the fun, her fingers twisting around in my pussy as she turned her hand so she could rub my clit. I gasped, fire shooting through me. My asshole clenched on her tongue as she devoured me.

“Oh, god,” I groaned. “Watch me cum! Watch me cum on her lips. Savor this!”

As my body trembled on the verge of my orgasm, I pictured Officer shade frantically fingering her twat, working her fingers in and out as fast as possible, eyes locked on the screen. She was eager to see my explosion, to shudder and cum on her fingers as she watched me be naughty. My hips bucked, grinding my sphincter against Jaynie's wonderful lips, my clit throbbing.

And I came.

It was a hard one. A powerful spasm shot through my pussy. My flesh convulsed about her digits. I bucked and shuddered. Jaynie wiggled her tongue into my asshole. Juices gushed from my snatch around her fingers. They ran down my taint to her face as I gasped and groaned.

“So good. Let me love you! Let me give you this treat, Officer Shade! Don't be afraid!”

My body spasmed a final time as my orgasm reached its heights in me. I groaned, my head smacking back into the cinder block. I ignore the ache as I floated on bliss. My eyes fluttered as a hot ripple ran through me.

“Damn, that was hot,” Jaynie moaned, pulling her fingers out of my cunt.


Chapter Four: Prison Guard's Bitch

The sex between Jaynie and me was hot. But was it hot enough to attract Officer Shade's attention? Would she march down the hallway and come ravage me? I shuddered on the bench, feeling just how cold it was on my naked skin as I stared at the camera.

“Come and get me,” I groaned. “Don't be afraid.”

“What?” Jaynie asked, then she snapped a look over her shoulder, spotting the camera just outside the cell. “Oh, shit. I forgot 'bout those.”

“You didn't forget,” I told her, seizing her weave and pulling her face to mine. “You loved knowing your first lesbian experience was being recorded.”

Then I kissed her hard, loving the flavor of my sour ass and tart juices, the two musks mixed together. They made me heart beat so fast. I felt so alive right now, my juices trickling out and coating the metal seat.

I pushed her away. I felt like a million dollars. I loved cumming. Jaynie stumbled and sat down in a daze. She looked at me, licking her lips, shuddering. I grinned at her, fluttering my green eyes at her as I adjusted my red hair.

She loved every second of it and that scared her. Now she would question just who she was. Maybe she was gay or just bi. Or maybe she had a one time walk on the other side of the road, a journey she would remember every day.

I stood up, pulling my panties and jeans up in a single go. I zipped up, moving to the bars. I could hear other women shouting from the other holding cells. They must have heard us. They were clambering to know what was going on.

I ignored them, staring at the camera. “What are you waiting on? I'm right here. Let me love you.”

“Are you talking to that dyke pig who brought you in?”

“She's not a dyke or a pig,” I snapped at Jaynie. “She's just as straight as you.”

Before Jaynie could snap a response, keys jangled. Boots thudded. One of the guards walked down the corridor. The other women in the cells let out oohs. “Someone's gonna get beat for fuckin',” laughed a woman. “Just beat.”

“Maybe the pig wants in on the action. Little sow looking to root around.”

Sow? I trembled. It was her. She was coming. It had worked. I had seduced her through the camera. My pussy clenched in absolute delight. My heart thudded in my chest. The boots came closer and closer.

And then Officer Shade appeared, her face flushed, errant strands of black hair stuck to her sweaty forehead. I glanced at her fingers. Had they been in her pussy only moments ago? I stepped up to the bars, inhaling.

I could smell just a hint of pussy. And not my own tart musk, but something sweet. Something different.

Something all Officer Shade.

“Did you enjoy the show?” I asked in a low, throaty voice as she produced her thick key from the belt.

“Yes,” she hissed. “What is wrong with you? That camera records. Someone could have seen you.”

“Like you?” I purred. “Did you cum?”

She glanced past me, probably at Jaynie. She jammed the key into the lock. “Come with me. You need to be searched again. Someone claims you're smuggling contraband in your cootch.”

“I am,” I moaned as she twisted the key and reached in, seizing my arm and yanking me out. She slammed the cell door shut. It boomed, locking.

“Let's go,” she said, her voice straightened her hand gripping my arm so hard. But she didn't handcuff me. That was against protocol.

“Look at that,” the girls in the next cell said, hands gripping the bars. “Officer Sow needs to get her snatch licked.”

“We heard you, dyke,” a Hispanic girl said. “Put her in our cell. We're all so wet. We could use a pussy licker rooting around.”

“See,” I whispered to Officer Shade. “Every woman wants to have her pussy licked. Nothing to be ashamed of.”

She grit her teeth.

“Don't be like that,” I told her. “I know you enjoined the show. I can smell your pussy. You smell so sweet. I'm going to love you. So relax.”

“I”m going to get fired,” she groaned when we reached a room marked: “Body Search, Full Screening.”

“A place to have some privacy,” I grinned, licking my lips, my pussy still so wet. She was so beautiful. “Oh, Officer Shade, I love you so much.”

She gave me a strange look as she unlocked the door and pushed me inside. She closed it behind her, breasts rising and falling in her chest. The door was locked behind her. She licked her lips, her cheeks going pale.

“So, do the male officers bring the female prisoners in here and fuck them?”

“Supposedly,” she said. “Oh, god, what am I doing?”

I moved to her, my hands cupping her cheeks. I stared into her dark eyes, my fingers gentle, stroking the trembling corrections officer. She was bursting with lust but so ashamed of herself all at the same time, the poor thing.

“What's your name, Officer?” I smiled at her. “I'm Aurora.”

“I know that,” she said, trying to look away and back up. “This was a mistake.”

I followed her until she brushed against the door. I kept stroking her. “What's your name, sweetie?”

“Francesca.”

“How beautiful,” I told her, leaning closer. “I'm going to kiss you, Francesca, and love you the way you deserved to be loved. I'm going to give you the passion you've been missing in your life. I'm going to love you. Okay?”

“Okay,” she groaned, her eyes fluttering.

Oh, she was so beautiful.

My lips met hers. Not an aggressive kiss. But something soft, with little nibbles. Something to put her at ease. My hands stroked her sides through her blouse, my body pressed tight against hers. My pussy clenched. She was so curvy and soft. My head tilted, my kiss growing a little stronger.

Her tongue brushed mine. I parted my lips as she relaxed and kissed me back. We caressed tongues. She sighed, shifting. My hands slid up, brushing the sides of her large breasts, our kissing growing hotter.

Her hands touched my side. They held there for a moment before sliding behind me, stroking my back. I wiggled my hips, our tongues dueling. My heart raced. Oh, it was so wonderful to kiss her. To love her. To finally have her in my arms.

Her hands moved lower, squeezing my ass. I broke the kiss. “Mmm, see, women are so nice and soft.”

“Yeah,” she said, licking her lips.

“And that was Jaynie's pussy on my lips. Did you like her tangy flavor?”

Francesca's cheeks grew bright red. Her hands squeezed my ass harder through my jeans. “I did.”

“Good.” My hands moved between us, finding the buttons of her blouse. “I want to play with your tits. Can I? Will you let me love them?”

She nodded her head, almost afraid to speak. She trembled, savoring her first lesbian experience. God, I loved giving women this wonderful gift. I kissed her again as I worked the buttons down her blouse. I was skilled, deft, and swift. Her blouse hung open, and I pushed it off her shoulders, touching bare skin beneath.

She shuddered as I stroked up her sides to her bra. Her kiss was hard, as aggressive as my fingers teased her. Her tongue thrust deep into my mouth. I loved that. I let it play with mine as I brushed the bottom of her sports bra. I pushed up the stretchy material over her breasts, her tits spilling out.

I broke the kiss, stepping back so I could see those wonderful tits. They were big and soft, her nipples hard, thrusting from wide areolas. She peeled her gray sports bra over her head, dropping it on the floor.

“Oh, these are just beautiful,” I groaned. “What a lush pair of tits.” My hands seized them. “Oh, they have to be worshiped.”

“Yes,” she agreed.

I squeezed both of them, holding them up as I leaned down. My red curls brushed her breasts as I brought both of her nipples as close together as possible. I rubbed my cheeks against both hard nubs, loving how she shuddered.

And then I licked them.

My tongue flicked back and forth between her two nubs, loving how they wiggled, my hands gripping her plump tits. I loved the sweet sounds my love made even more. She groaned, her hips shifting, her pussy growing hotter and hotter.

“Aurora,” she groaned, her ass polishing the door as she wiggled. “Oh, my god, that's nice.”

“These tits were made to be loved,” I told her. “And I'm just glad to be the girl to do it.” I wanted to stay in jail forever. I could be her lover. She could sneak me out of the cells and we could just pleasure each other.

I knew it was an unrealistic fantasy, but it was my unrealistic fantasy.

I sucked on her pink nipples now. One hard suck then my lips popped off and I engulfed the other one. Back and forth, loving her, savoring her sighs, showing her how her body deserved to be treated. She was a curvy goddess. The man in her life was a fool not to shower her in delight.

His loss. My gain.

I nibbled, biting gently then I would suck as much of her nipple and areola into my mouth as I could. I varied everything I did, using all my tricks to love these two nubs, getting her pussy hotter and hotter.

My pussy did, too.

“Aurora,” she groaned. “You're so sweet. Oh, I know this is wrong. I'll get in so much trouble and—”

“Shhh,” I told her. “There is nothing that we are doing that is wrong. This is so right. Just relax and let me love you. Okay?”

She nodded her head, biting her lip.

“Good.” I gave her a quick kiss, my fingers digging into her wonderful tits. “Now I need to perform a cavity search on you, Officer. I hear you've been naughty.”

“I have,” she moaned. “I masturbated while watching you. I wished I was Jaynie the entire time you were licking her pussy and...and...”

“When she devoured mine?” I arched an eyebrow.

She nodded her head.

“Then get naked and bend over that table, Officer,” I moaned. “I'll search all your cavities.”

She shuddered and shoved a hand into her pocket. She pulled out a small vibrator. I grinned. “My clit rocket. Mmm, it is the perfect tool to use.”

She nodded her head and then pushed past me, heading to the table. Her utility belt came off. She set it down on the table with a clunk. Then she bent down, unlacing her comfortable, black boots. I shifted my hips, licking my lips as I watched her shove down her khaki pants, facing away from me.

Her rear was so curvy, covered in a plain of boring granny panties. But on her, my newest love, they were perfect. Gorgeous. I let out a groan, my pussy clenching. I wanted to fall to my knees and worship her. She deserved all my love and devotion. She had earned me devouring her and making her explode.

“Damn, you are fine,” I groaned. “Show me that big, beautiful ass.”

“You make me feel so sexy,” Francesca moaned as she shoved down her panties.

“Because you are,” I told her. “Even plump girls are gorgeous. And, damn, you are delicious.”

Those smooth, ivory, curvy butt-cheeks appeared. Each one was perfect. They jiggled as she wiggled out of her panties, dropping them on the floor. She wore only her white socks. Between her svelte thighs peeked the black bush of her pussy. I licked my lips in delight. Her juices adorned the curls.

I fell to my knees behind her, grabbing her panties and shoving them into my pocket with Jaynie's. Or was her name Jamie? Jessie? Didn't matter. I breathed in Francesca's musk. So tangy. So wonderful. I twisted on the small vibrator, the end humming away, and nuzzled my lips between the cheeks of her ass.

“Oh, god,” she groaned as I slid the vibrator up and down her wet slit, stirring through her pussy folds, making her tremble and gasp. “Oh, and my asshole. You're going to lick me there?”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, my tongue swabbing around her sphincter. I savored the sour musk of her asshole as her curvy butt-cheeks clenched, sliding the vibrator faster and faster up her slit.

She gasped when I found her clit. Her body shuddering, even her sphincter clenching as I rimmed her. I pushed my tongue against it as I worked the vibrator on her clit, making her tremble and groan. My tongue pressed into her bowels, swirling around, probing her cavity.

It was so much fun to search the correction's officer's asshole with my tongue. I pushed it in as deep as I could. Her musk was wonderful. She groaned and grunted, her hips swirling as she experienced new pleasures.

I loved giving women new delights.

“Oh, god, Aurora. I can't believe you're licking my asshole. This is so wrong. You're a prisoner.”

“And you're just taking advantage of me, right?” I giggled. “Relax, Officer, and let me love you. This is what I live for.”

I jammed my tongue deep into her bowels. The way she gasped and bucked made my heart thud faster. I loved this. I loved licking her ass and sliding the vibrator up and down her clit. Her juices coated the plastic, reaching my fingers as her excitement swelled.

I swirled my tongue through her asshole, loving her sour musk. Her asscheeks clenched over and over as she humped her hips. Her juices coated the vibrator. My fingers were sticky with them. My pussy burned. It was so hot to make her feel this pleasure.

To lover her.

“Oh, your ass taste delicious,” I groaned.

“Really,” she said, panting in disbelief. “That's so dirty.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned. “Dirty and sexy.” I licked her asshole again and rubbed the clit rocket harder on her nub.

She bucked and gasped, the clit rocket slipping into her pussy. Her hot flesh engulfed my fingers. She clenched down on them. I licked at her asshole, churning up her pussy. My free hand clenched on her plump butt-cheek. I loved how she felt beneath my hand.

“Aurora,” she groaned. “Oh, you are so wild.”

“So wild,” I agreed. “And you, Francesca, are wild, too. Let yourself go. Don't be tame. Be a woman.”

“Yes,” she groaned.

I moved the clit rocket back where it belong. She bucked and shuddered, her body trembling. She moaned out, her words echoing through the stark room, bouncing off the cinder blocks. Her butt-cheeks clenched as my tongue plunged so deep into her asshole.

Her body quivered. And then her sphincter tightened on my tongue. Her juices gushed out of her pussy, splashing my hand as she gasped and screamed. I kept the clit rocket humming away on her bud as she came so hard.

“That's it,” I purred. “That's how a woman should sound when she cums.”

“Oh, god, yes,” she groaned. “Oh, that's so hot. Damn, Aurora. Oh, damn, this is wonderful.”

“Yep,” I told her. “Mmm, one hole searched, one more to go.”

I nuzzled down her taint as she trembled, the vibrator pressed on her clit. My lips brushed the humming shaft as I nuzzled into her pussy. Her tangy musk filled my nose. I breathed in so deeply, savoring her scent. My body trembled. My tongue licked out, caressing through her folds, loving how she tasted on my lips. Her juices dripped down my chin as I nuzzled again.

Her wiry pubic hair caressed my lips as I shoved my tongue deep into her hole. Her pussy clenched on me. I loved how hot she felt. Her pussy rippled and convulsed. Orgasm after orgasm shuddered through her body.

“Aurora,” she groaned. “I didn't know.”

“That you could keep cumming?” I grinned at her, rubbing the clit rocket in slow circles around her nub.

“Yes!”

I plunged my tongue back into her tangy snatch, pressing my face as tight as I could. I lapped at her hole, savoring her juices pouring out. I had so much fun today. I had lived and loved three different women. Getting arrested only made this day better.

It wasn't everyday you got to probe the pussy cavity of a big, beautiful corrections officer.

I loved Francesca with all my ounce. I didn't want this to end. I couldn't wait to feel her tongue on my pussy, licking me, nuzzling at my flesh, driving me wild with pleasure. She would be consumed with the need to devour me once I was done. She would make me cum so hard on her.

I squeezed my thighs together, eager for this beautiful woman to search my cavities.

“Aurora,” she howled again as another orgasm swept over her. The table groaned as she thrashed, her ass clenching before my eyes.

I drank the flood of gushing juices, almost drunk on them as they poured over my lips and chin. I held the clit rocket tight on her nub. She gasped and moaned, bucking so hard as her little bud was assaulted by the vibrations.

“Oh, god, it's so much. Too much. I can't... It's becoming torture, Aurora. Just the sweetest torture.”

I pulled the vibrator away, turning off the buzzing. I lifted my lips from her pussy. They dripped down my chin. Francesca looked at me, her eyes lidded, a huge smile on her lips. She had experienced pleasure she had never imagined were possible.

“Wow,” she groaned. “That was the best.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, fastening my jeans. “Ready to search my cavities?”

She opened her mouth to say yes when a loud, booming knock shook the door.


Chapter Five: Surprise Visitor

“Francesca, you done giving the prisoner a cavity search because she's made bail,” a man said from outside the door.

“Almost,” Francesca gasped, her face going pale. “She's still undressed. Don't come in.”

“Kay,” the man said.

“Shit, shit, shit,” Francesca muttered. “Oh, god, it smells like pussy in here.”

“I bet that happens,” I said, picking up the hem of my shirt to wipe at my mouth, clearing off Francesca's pussy juices. “Let's get you dressed.”

My heart hammered. Who made bail for me? There was no way my two closest friends, Samir or Ruth, even knew I had been arrested. I had made no phone call. If I had, yes, they would bail me out. Samir was loaded—which is why he could bet me $10,000 that I couldn't seduce a hundred straight women in a year—and Ruth was my best friend, and sometimes lover.

She had bailed me out before.

Who could know I was here? No way Hope would care. That rich bitch liked me eating her snatch, but she wouldn't give a rat's ass about getting me out of jail. I suspected she had already dominated her maid anyways and was growing bored of me.

While I thought, my new love scrambled to get dressed. She glared at me when she couldn't find her panties, but then pulled on her khaki pants without them. Next, she pulled on her bra and blouse. She tucked in her shirt and buckled on her utility belt.

“Are you keeping my panties for the same reason I found a pair in your pocket?” she asked. “A trophy.”

“A memento,” I told her, giving her a quick kiss on the lips. “To remember you by.” It wasn't much of a lie. I would forget about Francesco in a few days, distracted by the next woman to make my heart flutter.

She put cuffs on my hands this time, to make it look real—I didn't mind—and marched me out. Paper work was filled out. I was given back all my possessions, including the pair of panties confiscated from me. Three more to add to the box for the bet. Numbers 73, 74, and 75. I was almost there. And I still had most of September and all of October, November, and December.

This bet was mine.

I managed to wash my face off before I had to step out and find out who bailed me out. I liked pussy juices, but there came a point when they made you feel a little dirty once they dried. I buzzed with curiosity as I stepped into the lobby.

It was Officer Lucy Greene, wearing civilian clothing, a pair of cute jeans and a tight t-shirt. She gave me a shy smile, her coffee-brown face looking at once both hopeful and desirable. A shudder ran through me. My stomach sank while my heart beat faster. It was...wonderful to see her.

I smiled back, hesitant.

“So,” I said, moving to her. “You bailed me out.”

“I thought you might...get in trouble one day. So...I've got friends in a few departments and one tipped me off.” She swallowed. “You had sex with a woman at the Seahawks game?”

“Yeah,” I said, squirming.

“Because of me?”

I shrugged. “I needed to...to live. To love. And she was beautiful and...” I swallowed, staring at her. “Damn, I don't know what to say. This is...new for me.”

“Me, too.” She took my hand, her ebony skin contrasting with my ivory. “I've never dated a woman.”

“I've never been in love,” I whispered. And I knew it right there. I loved her. I didn't desire her—well, I did—but I yearned for her in a way all the other women I had loved over the years never inspired. Was that why none had ever captured my attention for longer than a few days?

Was it only ever lust? That surge of exhilaration at seeing a pretty woman was just...desire. Something wonderful at first, but without any substance, like I had scratched the surface and realized it was only gold foil hiding lead.

“So, you want to get a cup of coffee?” Lucy said. “You don't have to feel obligated because—”

“No,” I said, giving her smile. “I think I'd like that. Coffee and maybe we could go to my place and enjoy it.”

“I'd like that,” Lucy smiled and it was the most beautiful thing in the world. Damn, I really did love her. “I bet you're horny after being trapped with all those other women, unable to prey on them.”

She was joking. But I was horny. Francine and I—or was it Francesca—hadn't finished our romp. “I am horny. I bet you can do something about it.”

I walked out of the police station, holding my girlfriend's hand. What a wonderful thing to think. My girlfriend.

How would this effect my bet with Samir? I didn't know. I wasn't about to lose my bike, but I didn't want to lose Lucy either. I was taking a plunge into something new. It was all so scary and wonderful.

I guess I would just see what would happen.
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Sneak Preview of “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.

If you want to read more, click here for Scoring at the Game!
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