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Naughty Excerpt from “Intimate Negotiations”

“Aurora, this really isn't what I need to hear,” she said, her cheeks burning so hot now. Her pussy was molten from picturing what I said.

It was time to touch her. To make her tremble

Beneath the table, I planted my left foot against the heel of my right boot, pushing hard, wiggling my right foot out of the red leather boot. It was difficult, but I didn't show it. I kept smiling at her as the boot slipped off more and more, watching her dark eyes smolder as the thoughts wormed through her mind. Her hands fumbled at the papers before her, shifting them around.

My foot popped out. Next, I carefully pinned the tip of my sock with the heel of my left boot and pulled it off, baring my right foot. I flexed my toes as she pulled out a piece of paper and smoothed it before her.

“So, since you admit that you've committed the misdemeanors,” she said, shifting her hips on the desk, “and in light of no prior convictions on your record beyond traffic tickets, I can offer you three years probation and fifty hours of community service. Or you can pay a fine of $3000 in lieu of community service.”

“$3000 for an act of love?”

“In public.”

“For showing a woman what her husband and all her boyfriends before never gave her? For treating her like a woman should be treated?” I reached out my foot beneath the table, searching, questing, and brushed her nylon-clad ankle. I stroked up her calf, watching her eyes shudder. “For awakening passions in her she didn't know about. Tina, can you really say that is a crime? Something that I should be punished for?”

“Yes,” she groaned as I stroked her foot, my eyes looking into hers.

“Mmm, but how do you know? You've never been loved by a woman before. You've never experienced it. You shouldn't judge something that you've never tried.”

“Aurora,” she said. “What are you doing?”

“What do you think I'm doing? I'm negotiating. I don't think I should be punished at all. Not without you understanding what I did in that bathroom. How I loved her.” My foot stroked higher, brushing her knee, feeling the warmth of her inner thigh. I scooted my chair closer. She stared down at her lap. “Aren't you curious?”

“Of course not,” she said, my foot stroking her. She was confused, paralyzed. She didn't understand why I was doing this and why it made her shiver. Tremble. Her chair creaked as ripples of heat washed up her thighs to her pussy, making her sex grow wetter and wetter. A look of panic entered her eyes. “Aurora...”

“Shhh,” I told her, my foot sliding up her thigh. “Just listen to my offer. Let me show you what I gave that woman, and then you can decide if I deserve any punishment.”

“You can't...bribe me,” she moaned, my foot sliding higher and higher. “That'll just get you in more...”

My foot slid beneath her skirt. Her silky nylons felt wonderful in my bare foot. Such wicked delight rippled up my leg to my own pussy. The heat burned in my jeans, soaking my panties as I moved higher. The whisk of nylon made me tremble. The heat swelled the deeper I pressed. I leaned lower and lower in my chair to reach farther down her thighs.

She picked up a fancy pen, a thick, black body with gold filigree, her name printed on the side. She held it in her trembling hand and pushed the paper forward. “Please, Aurora, just sign it before you do something stupid.”

“Before you give in to that hot, wet, aching pussy between your thighs?” I purred. “You are just so curious. How did I seduce that straight woman? How did I make her cum? Why are you so turned on by a woman?”

She groaned as I reached her crotch. I felt the heat of her pussy through panties and nylons. I rubbed her crotch, pressing the sole of my foot against her, making her tremble. She leaned back, blinking her almond-shaped eyes, her small breasts rising and falling.

“Just let me demonstrate to you what I did.” I twisted my foot, grinding against her. “No one will know. It'll be our little secret. You can have a hot, lesbian fling then go back to being the prim-and-proper attorney. Mmm, just be wild.”

She closed her eyes, breasts rising and falling. More than heat bled through her pantyhose. I felt the dew of her passion. I groaned, pressing harder, feeling the bump of her clit against the bottom of my foot. My pussy clenched.

“Just let me satiate that hot pussy,” I moaned, licking my lips. “Let me love you, and then you can decide on my punishment. I won't fight it. Deal?”

She licked her lips. “I could get in so much trouble.”

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

“Hey, Rainbow,” Lucy said when I opened the door of my loft.

I blushed at my girlfriend's nickname for me. Since my name was Aurora, a burst of beautiful light, she had called me Rainbow. And because I had a sex toy in every color. It was our fifth day of dating since she bailed me out of jail on Sunday—I had been arrested for having a romp in the bathroom at a Seahawk's game. We had met earlier when she pulled me over for speeding.

Lucy was a sexy, African-American motorcycle cop. And just seeing her coffee-brown beauty on my porch made me smile and sent a shivering heat through me. I loved her. For the first time in my life, I had real feelings for a woman.

I had thought I loved a lot of women. I mean, a lot. Like sometimes I fell in love with a new woman every day. Sometimes two. I would seduce them, love them, and then get distracted by the next beautiful flower, flitting away like a delicate butterfly to drink another woman's nectar.

But it was only lust. I realized that when I met Lucy. The strength of my emotions for her had scared me. They were so deep. Far more than a flush across my skin and a tingle in my nipples. It reached all the way to my core. And I had run away from them.

But Lucy hadn't let me get away. Even though this was her first lesbian relationship, she pursued me. She didn't want to give me up. I took a leap of faith when she bailed me out of jail. I decided to try something new.

I hadn't been with any other woman in five days. It was unthinkable. But I was so wrapped up in Lucy. We had spent every night in my loft or her apartment. I had used every single toy I owned on her body.

“You are just so sexy, Officer,” I purred, staring at her body in her tight jeans and a v-neck t-shirt that clung to her round breast, the hint of her black bra bleeding through the almost sheer, pink fabric made my pussy tingle and my nipples harden.

“I try to be,” Lucy grinned. “There's this horny redhead I know. If I don't look hot, she'll hit on every girl she sees.” She said it as a joke, but it was probably true.

Five days without being with another woman but Lucy. Five days without seducing another straight woman for my bet with Samir. I didn't want to lose the bet—I would hate to lose my baby, my Honda Interceptor motorcycle—but I also didn't want to lose Lucy.

If I cheated on her and she found out...

I did not like those thoughts. So I grabbed my girlfriend's shoulders, pushed her against the wall outside my door, and kissed her right there on the landing. The cool, September morning air wafted about us as her lips worked against mine, her body so lithe as I pressed against her.

I loved how she felt, how she wiggled, how she moaned. I loved how she tasted. I loved my pale hand on her brown cheek. I loved her hand reaching down to squeeze my ass through my jeans, making my pussy clench, my clit throb.

I broke the kiss, staring into her dark eyes. “Mmm, I just want to fall to my knees and devour you.”

“Right here?” Lucy panted, her pupils dilated, her breath quickened, which pressed those breasts into mine. My nipples tingled so wonderfully.

“Right here,” I agreed.

“Aren't you in enough trouble for fucking around in public, Rainbow?” Aurora arched an eyebrow. “I mean, that's what landed you in this mess.”

“I know,” I giggled. “I'm just so wicked, aren't I?”

“Yes, you are.” Lucy shuddered as my hands slid around, pressing between us. I rubbed at her crotch, sliding down, feeling the heat of her pussy through panties and denim. “You really are serious.”

“So serious,” I groaned.

“And your appointment?” She arched an eyebrow. “It's not usually wise to be late to see a prosecutor.”

“A city prosecutor,” I told her.

“That just gives them worse egos.” Lucy licked her lips as I rubbed at her. She was so beautiful. My sexy, Black cop. “We have to go.”

“Fine,” I pouted, pulling away. “You are spoiling all my fun.”

“We can have fun later,” Lucy said. “You took the day off from work, right? The whole day.”

“Well...” I said. “Actually, they fired me.”

“Because they found out you were arrested?”

“Yes,” I lied. I had been working at McClintock & Associates as the receptionist for a while. It was one of the longest jobs I ever held down. Most of the time was spent pleasuring Hope McClintock, the domineering trophy wife of my boss. I was her pussy slave. The straight woman loved making me lick her snatch or bend over so she could fuck me with her strap-on. Not once did she ever go down on me.

It was strange. I wasn't used to being so submissive. I was usually aggressive, pursing women, seducing them, ravishing them. But Hope just had me off-balanced. On Monday, I told her we were through, that I had a girlfriend and couldn't fuck around on her.

“I was growing bored of you anyways,” Hope had told me. “My new housekeeper has a better tongue.”

I thought that was that, even if it meant I actually had to be the receptionist at the accounting firm instead of spending most of my time as Hope's “assistant.” But then this morning I got a call from my boss firing me.

“My wife said you tried to come on to her,” he had growled. “That you shoved your hand up her skirt to rub her...well, there.”

I almost told him the truth about his wife, but he was such an asshole.

“Sorry,” Lucy told me, rubbing my arm.

I shrugged. “The job was growing annoying anyways The boss's wife was a real cunt.” I pulled my hand from Lucy's crotch. “Fine, if you won't let me lick you to an orgasm, we should go.”

“Sorry,” Lucy said.

Lucy was kind enough to drive me. I didn't need her to, I had my bike, but I wasn't about to say no. It was wonderful just having her company. And she looked so sexy with the seatbelt strap crossing her breasts, pulling the shirt tight, emphasizing those round mounds even more as she backed her Toyota out of the parking lot before my apartment

“Mmm, I love these jeans,” I told her, my hand stroking her pants. The denim felt wonderful beneath my hand.

“Thanks,” Lucy said. “Are you a leg woman?”

“Oh, yes,” I nodded, my tongue stud flicking at the back of my teeth. My hand slid higher. “Such lovely legs. They look amazing in leather.”

“So are yours.” She reached out and gave me a quick stroke as she slowed to a stop at the light as we headed down hill to Pacific Avenue.

A hot thrill went up my leg. “If you do that, it forces me to do this,” I told her, sliding higher. I pushed my hand between her thighs, rubbing at her crotch again. “I don't think you want that.”

She shuddered, shifting in her seat. Her hand squeezed my thigh through my jeans. “Rainbow, I do want it, but I'm driving.” The light changed. She pushed on the accelerator. “You can't touch me there.”

“I can't?” I pouted, rubbing into her jeans, loving the heat bleeding through the denim. “Are you sure about that?”

“It's not safe driving,” she said, slowing again at the bottom of the hill, her blinker clicking.

“You are such a cop,” I smiled, pressing my finger along the seam of her crotch, shoving it tight against her pussy. She shuddered and swallowed.

“I'm not just a cop,” she groaned. “I'm a State Trooper.”

“The lamest cops,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“Maybe,” she groaned as I rubbed harder. “But we also see bad accidents and... Rainbow!”

“Found your clit,” I grinned. “And the light's green. Better make your turn. We don't want to be late.”

“Oh, you can be such a brat.”

“And you love it,” I told her.

“Which makes me the fool for letting you do this,” she panted, her nipples pressing hard against her top.

“My beautiful, sexy fool.” I rubbed hard circles on her clit, loving making her shift as she navigated us to the on-ramp onto I-5 North. In moments we were off, heading to Seattle, my finger strumming her clit.

I couldn't help myself. She was just so delightful. My thighs pressed together, rubbing on my clit as she accelerated to speed, merging smoothly onto I-5. She made the cutest moans over the purr of the Toyota's engine, her hands so tight on the steering wheel.

Her heat bled through and then her juices. I grinned at that. I pulled my fingers up, bringing them to my lips, tasting the faint musk of her tangy cream. I loved it. I shoved my fingers back down, rubbing harder, gathering more of her juices.

“You are soaking through your jeans,” I grinned.

“Try having a sexy redhead rub at your pussy while driving,” Lucy muttered. She glanced at her side view mirror and then looked behind her before merging. “Good thing I'm a cop. Trained to drive with distractions.”

“Good thing,” I told her, “because I'm such a distraction.”

I brought my fingers to her lips, rubbing her juices on them. She licked them, groaning, her eyes fluttering. She was so cute. I shoved my hand back down to her crotch. But this time I didn't rub her through her clothing

No, I unsnapped her jeans.

“Rainbow,” she groaned, her zipper rasping down. Her bright-red panties peeked out. “This is going too far.”

“You'll have to arrest me to stop me, Officer,” I purred, my fingers sliding into the waistband of her panties, feeling her warm skin. I brushed her silky landing strip. It guided me down to her delightful treasure.

“Rainbow!” she gasped as I brushed her hard clit directly.

I gave her a wicked grin, loving the feel of her slippery nub beneath my fingers. Her juices had drenched her panties and coated every bit of her flesh, making her so wonderfully slick and hot. I massaged hard, loving how she squirmed and groaned.

“I could tease you all the way to Seattle,” I grinned at her.

“Oh, you would,” she panted. “You're going to get us killed.”

“At least you'll die screaming out your pleasure,” I told her, my own pussy growing juicy. “Want to make it real fun? You can reach over and diddle me.”

“No!” Her voice echoed through the car. “Rainbow, I'm going to cuff you to the bed tonight and spank your ass.”

“Promise,” I grinned. That actually sounded like a lot of fun.

“Yes,” she groaned, hips undulating. “Mmm, that's good. You keep rubbing me right there and I'll explode.”

“Good.”

I was about to continue my massage, when my phone rang. I groaned, still rubbing her flesh, as I tried to fish my phone out of my pocket. It was a tight fit thanks to the seatbelt. I squirmed, my fingers grabbing the edge of the plastic. I pulled hard and, with a grunt, produced my phone.

“It's Ruth,” I said and gave my girlfriend's clit another stroke.

“You're taking a phone call while diddling me?”

“Yep,” I said, swiping my phone. I quickly hit the speaker button. “Hey, Ruth, what's up?”

“You driving?” she asked.

“No, that's Lucy driving. You're on speaker phone.”

“Hey, Lucy,” Ruth said. “I can't wait to get to meet you. Aurora wouldn't stop talking about you. She pined after you so badly.”

“Hi, Ruth,” said Lucy, her voice strained.

“She okay?”

“I'm fingering her,” I said and slid my fingers down lower, caressing Lucy's wet folds. I parted them and slipped two digits into my girlfriend's pussy.

“Fuck,” she groaned. “Rainbow, this is going to far.”

“I got two fingers shoved right into her juicy twat as she drives,” I purred, “and my heel is grinding on her clit.” I gave a little wiggle with my hand, massaging her bud.

Lucy's pussy clenched on my digits.

“You are so bad,” laughed Ruth. “Isn't she just incorrigible, Lucy? She did this to me once. We almost died.”

“Uh-huh,” groaned Lucy. This was the second time they had talked on the phone. I told Lucy about Ruth, how we were sometimes lovers when Ruth was between girlfriends. And since we both have girlfriends, Ruth was all ga-ga over her oral hygienist who really put the oral into her job, we were just friends right now. “She's going to kill us.”

“You'll die screaming in pleasure,” Ruth giggled. “That's what Aurora said to me.”

“She used the same line, too.”

“So predictable.”

“Sorry,” I said, then slid my fingers deeper into my girlfriend's snatch. “You need something, Ruth? Kinda got my hands full.”

“Yes,” Lucy moaned, shifting more. Her pussy was so hot on my fingers. I pressed my thighs tight, massaging my clit against my panties.

“Just wishing you good luck on meeting the prosecutor.”

“It'll go fine,” I said. “I'll get probation or something. No biggie. It was just a misdemeanor.”

“Well, still, good luck. Love you, Aurora.”

“Love you, Ruth.” I swiped my phone and put it away. I turned to Lucy. “Mmm, where were we?”

“You were trying to kill us.”

“Right,” I groaned and slid my fingers across the top of her pussy's walls, searching for the right spot. That wonderful, explosive spot. Every woman had it, and they all loved it when I attacked it.

Lucy's eyes widened Her back arched, pressing her breasts into the seatbelt shoulder strap. She groaned as I found the bundle of nerves—her G-spot. I massaged it, griding the heel of my hand on her clit.

The pleasure bursting from her mouth made me purr. I wiggled in my seat, staring at her face, loving how she fought against it, struggling to keep driving despite the distraction. I wanted to lean over and kiss her.

But that would get us killed.

“Fuck, Rainbow,” she groaned. “Oh, fuck. I'm going to cum.”

“That's the idea.” I rubbed harder. “Explode.”

“Rainbow!”

Her voice echoed through the Toyota as her flesh spasmed and writhed about my fingers. I licked my lips, my tongue stud brushing them, as I shuddered. It was so hot to pleasure her. To tease her. To make her cum. She was my lover.

My girlfriend.

“Oh, you're so hot when you cum,” I purred, her pussy clenching hard, her juices gushing around my fingers. “Don't you just love it?”

“I do,” she hissed. “Oh, you know I do. That's why you do this to me. That's why you drive me nuts. Oh, god, so good. Don't stop.”

“I won't,” I told her.

The steering wheel creaked as she bucked. I smiled, loving the pleasure crossing her face. I was so glad she pulled me over. I was so glad to seduce her into lesbian delight. She was the only straight woman I had seduced this year whose panties hadn't ended up in my box for the bet. She would have been 54.

But she was too special to include in the bet.

Her pleasure peaked. A huge grin crossed her face. And then she leaned back into the seat. I pulled my fingers out as her eyes fluttered. She gasped for breath, floating as she drove us north towards Seattle.

“Good cum?” I asked her as I brought her fingers to my lips. I licked them, savoring her tangy flavor.

“They're always good from you.”

My cheeks warmed. I let out a squeal. “Damn, I love you, Lucy. You know that?”

“I do.” She glanced at me, just for a moment, and a lovely smile crossed her lips. She was my girlfriend. That was so amazing. Five days. This was officially my longest lasting relationship. I wouldn't mess this up.


Chapter Two: The Itch Needs Scratching

I had that hot, horny itch in the depths of my pussy. It wouldn't go away as we drove north. “Please,” I cajoled. “Just finger me. You don't need both hands while driving.”

“I do,” she said.

“You cops are always driving one-handed,” I pouted. “Come on, Lucy. I'm so horny. I need your fingers in me.”

“Rainbow, go ahead, masturbate. I doubt anyone will notice. I won't tell on you.”

“But,” I said, fluttering my eyes at her. I had beautiful, green eyes. “It feels better when you do it.”

“I know,” she said, flashing me a grin. “But it's not safe. You're lucky I let you finger me to an orgasm.”

“It was fun,” I said, sighing as I settled back into my seat. “Damn, but I could really use a nice cum.”

“Once you're done meeting with the prosecutor, I'll make you cum. Okay?”

“In a restroom,” I said with an arched smile.

“So we both can get arrested?” she asked, arching an eyebrow back.

“Please. I'll be quiet.”

She bit her lip. “Fine, fine. Besides, we'll probably be early. Then I'll make you cum.”

“Thanks.”

She shook her head. “You're like a child sometimes, Aurora. You want something and you won't stop asking until you get it.”

“I know. I'm the best,” I grinned, stretching my back. Seduction was my number-one skill. And getting Lucy to finger me in a bathroom was a type of seduction. She was buzzing from her orgasm, eager to reciprocate out of love and desire. A few pouts to help disarm her, to help melt her pussy even more, and she would do anything for me.

Well, almost anything. She wouldn't finger me in the car while driving. I never thought I would love a cop, but Lucy was special. And maybe, just maybe, I could corrupt her a teeny-tiny bit. That would be so much fun.

My pussy grew hotter and hotter as we approached Seattle. Traffic grew sluggish as we passed Boeing Field and headed into downtown. I kept fighting my desires, biting my lip, my clit throbbing, begging to be touched. I almost masturbated.

Almost.

But had I more self-control than people think. Not much more, but enough.

“Are you trying to make me feel sorry for you?” Lucy asked, glancing at me as she drove off the highway and into downtown. “To just reach over and rub at your hot pussy through your jeans.” She slowed to a stop at the light at the end of the off-ramp.

“Maybe,” I said. “But I'm also just itching for release. Fingering you while you were driving was so hot. I love giving you pleasure. It makes me sooooo wet.” I ran my tongue across my lips.

“Yep, pity,” she grinned, reaching over and rubbing at my pussy through my jeans. I squirmed and let out a moan.

Then she yanked her hand away.

“Oh, that was so mean,” I purred, my body trembling from the touch. “I'm going to ravish you in the bathroom at city hall.”

Lucy gave me a smoky look. “Mmm, yes.”

The drive through traffic to City Hall was soooo long and terrible. My pussy was molten with heat. Worse, it was eating into our time to have a hot romp before my meeting with the prosecutor as we crawled down the streets surrounded by the tall buildings. I bit my lip, glancing at my phone for the time.

I was starting to get worried that we would be late.

The City Hall sat on James and Cherry Street. And there was no place to park. We had finally arrived, and I couldn't see anything. I glanced at my watch again. I had ten minutes before my meeting. I shuddered, my pussy still hot as my stomach roiled.

“Just hop out,” Lucy said. “I'll find a place to park and head on up to wait for you.”

“But...the romp,” I whined.

“You'll just have to wait,” she said, leaning over and giving me a hot kiss on the lips.

Which was nice, but did nothing for my pussy. Especially when she rubbed my thigh as we kissed. Her hand was so nice. Tingles raced up my body. I groaned, my tongue brushing hers, my cunt clenching, remembering how wonderful her tongue felt sliding through my folds.

She broke the kiss. “Afterward, okay. I will love you. I will make you scream.”

“You are the best,” I sighed. “Love you.”

“Love you, too.” She squeezed my thigh. “Now go. You'll be in so much trouble if you're late.”

I nodded and opened her car door. A car honked behind us. I flipped the driver off as I strode to the curb. Lucy pulled away, and I headed up the stairs to city hall's glass doors. I went inside and found the directory. Tina Nakamaura's office was on the third floor. I rode the elevator up and reached the city attorney's area, a small lounge that several offices shared. A single receptionist manned a desk, a young man who was very camp.

“She'll be with you in a moment,” he said with an affected lisp, his dark hair styled to fall over his face.

“Thanks,” I said, sitting down and crossing my legs. He glanced at my boots and rolled his eyes.

I settled down, trying to ignore the itch in my pussy, hoping it would fade away as I waited. I took a few, deep breaths. And then one of the office doors opened and a sexy, petite Asian woman stepped out, pursing small lips. She had cute, slanted eyes, a sharp nose, and a delicate structure to her cheekbones. Her skin had that creamy, olive tone of the Far East. She wore a sleeveless, gray blouse that was tight and the top few buttons undone to let her ruffled neckline show off just the hint of her cleavage. A dark-red skirt clung to her slim hips and dark nylons clad her legs.

My pussy boiled to life. A hot surge of lust shot through me. Before I realized I loved Lucy, I would have just thought I found my next flower, the next woman I had fallen in love with. That surge of infatuated desire burned in me and the fluttering urge to seduce this woman hit me.

“Aurora Hayes?” the woman asked.

“Yeah,” I said, my mouth growing dry. My pussy clenched. She was gorgeous. I just had to seduce her. I had to love her.

But what about Lucy?

What about my bet? I still had twenty-five women to seduce before New Years Eve. Three-and-a-half months. I loved Lucy, but I loved my bike. I didn't want to lose either of them. My heart beat faster and faster, my pussy burning and itching.

Could I seduce her? Would Lucy ever know? How could she? I wasn't cheating on her to be unfaithful, just...to win a bet. I wouldn't love Lucy any less. Twenty-five more seductions, and then I would be the most faithful girlfriend ever.

My hands clenched and relaxed as I rose. I trembled. My body shuddered. I was so hot. So burning with desire. I had to seduce this woman. I would be so careful. I wouldn't ever let Lucy know. Just my little secret

And then I would win my bet and have Lucy for the rest of my life. I could be faithful for her. I could do that? Right?

Yes. Probably. Hopefully.

“Well?” the city attorney said. “I know this can be nerve wracking, but I promise I won't bite.”

I gave her a grin. “I think you'd be more worried about me biting,” I purred, striding to her, licking my lips. “It's Tina, right?”

Her smile grew a little stiff. “Bite?”

“Well, you read the police file,” I said, sauntering in. “You know what I did, right? I just might gobble you up.”

Her cheeks colored as she closed the door to her office behind me. “Yes, I know you are accused of performing a lewd act in a public restroom, caught still wearing the, um...”

“Strap-on dildo,” I told her. “Do I get it back? It's one of my favorites. I love using it on a beautiful woman, making her quiver and moan.”

“Once this is settled,” she said, her cheeks burned. She reached her desk, sitting down. Two hard dimples had appeared pressing on her blouse.

Wonderful. My seduction plan built in my mind.

Seduction was an art. It was something subtle, something almost instinctual. It flowed through me, a muse whispering in my ear, telling me what I needed to do and say to pique a woman's interest, to stir her arousal, and finally to get her to relax into my touch. Every woman was different. But if I could find the right path, I could touch her core, turn her on, and satisfy her with fingers, lips, tongue, and toys.

“First,” she said, pulling out a piece a paper covered in typed text. “You understand that you have the right to have counsel present in this plea negotiation,” she said, sliding over the paper, “and that by signing this piece of paper, you are waiving said right and choosing to represent yourself. If you wish, we can reschedule for another day so you can have a lawyer present.”

“Naw,” I said, glancing at the paper. I read through it quickly, it wasn't long, stating what she said. I signed and dated it, sliding it back over. “Okay, let's begin,” I purred, licking my lips, my pussy on fire. On, Tina was a beautiful flower. I couldn't wait to seduce this straight woman into lesbian delight.

“So, you are accused of violating City Code 114-5 and City Code 211-3, committing a lewd acting in public and disturbing the peace.”

“Mmm, and it was such a lewd act,” I purred.

“So you admit it?” she asked.

“Admit what?” I asked back. “What exactly is the 'lewd act' I committed.”

“That you and an unknown female had intercourse in a unisex bathroom at Century Link Field on the date of...” She looked at her papers and read off the date from last Sunday. “That you and the unknown female were observed spending an inordinate amount of time in the bathroom by stadium security who also observed sounds indicative of a lewd act.”

“You make it sound so cold and clinical,” I sighed. “It was anything but cold. We made love in there. I showed her passion she had never known.”

“That may be,” Tina said. “I don't need specifics about...”

“Aren't you even curious, though? Why two women had sex at a football game?”

“Not particularly.” Her blush deepened, darkening those cheeks and highlighting her cheekbones. She licked her lips, squirming.

“Sure you are. Would it surprise you that we had only met a few minutes before we had sex?”

“I understand that anonymous sex is common in the LGBTQ community,” she said. Her lips were so red and shiny. She licked them again, making them glisten.

“But she was straight and attending the game with her husband. She had never been with a woman before, and I seduced her. I took her into the bathroom after her husband spilled his bear on her, stripped her naked, and showed her passion that every woman should enjoy.”

She arched an eyebrow. “You claim that you seduced a straight woman who was at the game with her husband.”

I nodded my head. “She was such a beauty.” I couldn't remember her name—it was Margie or Margarete or Madison; I was terrible with names—but I could remember what she looked like. Brown hair cut short, wearing mom jeans that did not do justice for how beautiful she was, her cute face, her trimmed pussy, how sweet she tasted, how she moaned. “When I took off her pink jersey and saw her breasts in her bra, I almost lost it. I had her alone, aroused. I pressed her against the wall. Oh, how she trembled.

“New passion awakened in her. An itch that just had to be scratched.” I licked my lips. “And I scratched it, Tina. I gave her something that every woman, straight or gay, needs to experience. To be loved. To be worshiped. To explode with rapture.”

“I really don't kneed to hear this,” Tina said. “We're here to negotiate what your punishment is. And since you admit to it—”

“Oh, I'm proud of it, Tina. Proud.” I leaned forward on her desk. I could smell her perfume. She shifted, crossing her legs beneath the table. “What we did was beautiful. Have you ever had a man take the time to worship your body? I mean every inch of it. To lick, to nuzzle, to caress every spot, to make you quiver and shudder and then explode on his lips.”

“This isn't about me,” she said, her back arching.

I leaned back. “I'll take that as a no. You are missing out. I worshiped her body. I lifted her bra and held those beautiful breasts. I loved them, my fingers clenching, relaxing, kneading her flesh before I leaned down and sucked on her nipples.

“The way she moaned and gasped as I loved her nub, swirled my tongue around them, was breathtaking. I made her tremble.”

“Aurora,” she said. “I don't need to know details.”

“The feel of her hard nipple between my lips. The way she moaned when I sucked. I gave her such pleasure. I fell to my knees before her. I took off her mom jeans and panties. I spread her thighs. I devoured her, Tina. Devoured her.” I said the last devour slowly, dragging out every syllable.

She squirmed.

“Have you ever had a man devour your pussy?”

“Men have gone down on me.”

“That's not what I asked.” I squirmed, my cunt so hot and juicy. “Have you ever had a man spread your labia apart and dig his tongue so deep into your pussy? To bury his tongue in you, to flick and nuzzle, to touch every part of your sex. To make you cum so hard you squirted juices and flooded his mouth.”

“I guess not.”

“That's what I did to her. I licked and nuzzled her pussy until she erupted. I worshiped her. I loved her pussy the way no guy ever had. And she responded. She was overcome with desire. She made me cum. She had to return the gift I gave her.

“And then I strapped on my dildo,and I fucked her harder than any man had. I pounded her. Has a man ever done that to you? Fucked you so hard you couldn't stop cumming?”

“No,” she said, her voice hoarse.

I smiled.


Chapter Three: Silky Negotiations

“Aurora, this really isn't what I need to hear,” she said, her cheeks burning so hot now. Her pussy was molten from picturing what I said.

It was time to touch her. To make her tremble

Beneath the table, I planted my left foot against the heel of my right boot, pushing hard, wiggling my right foot out of the red leather boot. It was difficult, but I didn't show it. I kept smiling at her as the boot slipped off more and more, watching her dark eyes smolder as the thoughts wormed through her mind. Her hands fumbled at the papers before her, shifting them around.

My foot popped out. Next, I carefully pinned the tip of my sock with the heel of my left boot and pulled it off, baring my right foot. I flexed my toes as she pulled out a piece of paper and smoothed it before her.

“So, since you admit that you've committed the misdemeanors,” she said, shifting her hips on the desk, “and in light of no prior convictions on your record beyond traffic tickets, I can offer you three years probation and fifty hours of community service. Or you can pay a fine of $3000 in lieu of community service.”

“$3000 for an act of love?”

“In public.”

“For showing a woman what her husband and all her boyfriends before never gave her? For treating her like a woman should be treated?” I reached out my foot beneath the table, searching, questing, and brushed her nylon-clad ankle. I stroked up her calf, watching her eyes shudder. “For awakening passions in her she didn't know about. Tina, can you really say that is a crime? Something that I should be punished for?”

“Yes,” she groaned as I stroked her foot, my eyes looking into hers.

“Mmm, but how do you know? You've never been loved by a woman before. You've never experienced it. You shouldn't judge something that you've never tried.”

“Aurora,” she said. “What are you doing?”

“What do you think I'm doing? I'm negotiating. I don't think I should be punished at all. Not without you understanding what I did in that bathroom. How I loved her.” My foot stroked higher, brushing her knee, feeling the warmth of her inner thigh. I scooted my chair closer. She stared down at her lap. “Aren't you curious?”

“Of course not,” she said, my foot stroking her. She was confused, paralyzed. She didn't understand why I was doing this and why it made her shiver. Tremble. Her chair creaked as ripples of heat washed up her thighs to her pussy, making her sex grow wetter and wetter. A look of panic entered her eyes. “Aurora...”

“Shhh,” I told her, my foot sliding up her thigh. “Just listen to my offer. Let me show you what I gave that woman, and then you can decide if I deserve any punishment.”

“You can't...bribe me,” she moaned, my foot sliding higher and higher. “That'll just get you in more...”

My foot slid beneath her skirt. Her silky nylons felt wonderful in my bare foot. Such wicked delight rippled up my leg to my own pussy. The heat burned in my jeans, soaking my panties as I moved higher. The whisk of nylon made me tremble. The heat swelled the deeper I pressed. I leaned lower and lower in my chair to reach farther down her thighs.

She picked up a fancy pen, a thick, black body with gold filigree, her name printed on the side. She held it in her trembling hand and pushed the paper forward. “Please, Aurora, just sign it before you do something stupid.”

“Before you give in to that hot, wet, aching pussy between your thighs?” I purred. “You are just so curious. How did I seduce that straight woman? How did I make her cum? Why are you so turned on by a woman?”

She groaned as I reached her crotch. I felt the heat of her pussy through panties and nylons. I rubbed her crotch, pressing the sole of my foot against her, making her tremble. She leaned back, blinking her almond-shaped eyes, her small breasts rising and falling.

“Just let me demonstrate to you what I did.” I twisted my foot, grinding against her. “No one will know. It'll be our little secret. You can have a hot, lesbian fling then go back to being the prim-and-proper attorney. Mmm, just be wild.”

She closed her eyes, breasts rising and falling. More than heat bled through her pantyhose. I felt the dew of her passion. I groaned, pressing harder, feeling the bump of her clit against the bottom of my foot. My pussy clenched.

“Just let me satiate that hot pussy,” I moaned, licking my lips. “Let me love you, and then you can decide on my punishment. I won't fight it. Deal?”

She licked her lips. “I could get in so much trouble.”

“Doesn't that just make it more exciting? Like in a public restroom. The same thrill she felt when I parted her pussy lips and took a long, slow lick.”

Her body shuddered. A small ripple ran through her. The heat swelled. More juices leaked through her undergarments. Her thighs clamped about my foot as her chair creaked. She let out the cutest little whimper as a small orgasm washed through her body.

She was mine.

“Yes,” she groaned. “We have a deal.”


Chapter Four: Oral Arguments

I moved in a flash, not caring how awkward it was to walk wearing one heeled boot. I was around her desk in a heartbeat. She turned in her comfortable chair, face flushed, a smile on her lips, partly in disbelief and partly in anticipation. I seized her, pulling her up to her feet and my body. Her form was so warm against mine as my arms slid behind her, cupping her ass.

I squeezed her through her skirt, my fingers digging into her flesh. She moaned as I kissed her hard, thrusting my tongue into her mouth, claiming her. I turned her as our tongues dueled. I pressed her against the desk. She sat on it, trembling, my tongue writhing with hers, the hard point of the stud brushing around inside her mouth. Her hands grasped my hip, moving, stroking me.

My hands found the buttons of her blouse.

As I kissed her, savoring the sweetness of her lips, my nose full of her perfume, I worked open the buttons of her blouse. One by one, they fell away, and I reached in, cupping her silky flesh, sliding my hands up her sides to the lace of her bra.

I broke the kiss. She trembled, her skirt riding up her thighs, her nylon-clad legs spread wide around my hips. She licked her lips, eyes wide as I cupped her breasts through her bra, feeling her nipples.

“Do you feel it?” I whispered, squeezing her breast, not hard, but enough to claim those handfuls. To own them.

“Yes,” she trembled. “I can't believe I'm doing this.”

I smiled. “You've been bottling up your passion. It needed a release.” I squeezed her breast again. “Ready to explode.”

She nodded her head, eager for what I would give her.

I kissed her hard as my hands pushed up her bra. Her small, firm breasts spilled into my hand. Her nipples were hard, fat, pressing on my palms. I massaged them as our tongues danced. Her fingers dug into my hips, pulling me closer to her. Her nylons rasped on my jeans as she tightened her thighs about me. Her hips humped, grinding her pussy against my crotch like she would for her male lover.

But she didn't feel a bulge. Did that confuse her or excite her?

Her hands moved up my side, sliding beneath my tight shirt.

Excited her.

I broke the kiss and she moaned my name. I nuzzled at her neck, her perfume's spice growing stronger. I tasted it on her skin as I licked and sucked. My fingers rolled her nipples as my pussy clenched. Her fingers stroked up my sides, lifting my top higher and higher. I squirmed, rubbing my thighs together.

“Oh, Aurora,” she cooed again. “I never done this... With someone I just met.”

“Hot, right?” I purred as I nibbled down to her shoulders and clavicle. Then I moved lower. “Mmm, you have two perfect breasts. Just lovely handfuls.”

I pushed her back. Her hands pulled away from me so she could brace herself with her arms. Her breasts thrust up like firm cones from her olive-tone flesh. Her nipples were dark brown, hard, thrusting from puckered areolas. My mouth watered.

I leaned down and pressed my tongue stud against one, circling it, letting the nub throb against the stud's hard point. She shuddered, sighing so beautifully, her thighs tightening about my hips. I sucked on her nipples, going back and forth, worshiping them, loving how she trembled. Her nipples felt wonderful in my mouth

My hands weren't idle. I stroked her thighs, pushing up her skirt even higher. She lifted her ass, letting her skirt roll over her hips. Her panties were a white shadow beneath her nylons, a shadow needing to come off.

“Damn,” she whispered. “Oh, wow, the way you sucked on my nipples, Aurora.”

I smiled at her as I popped my lips off the right one. “See. What I did was loving and beautiful. What crime was committed?”

She didn't answer but shuddered as I sucked on her nipple. My hands tightened on her stocking-clad thighs. I loved how they felt beneath my palms. The sensual whisk as I stroked up and down them as I loved her nipple. Her thighs tightened on my hips, hips writhing, grinding, massaging her clit against my crotch.

My pussy was on fire, but I had to love her, show her all my persuasive oral arguments. My cheeks hollowed as I sucked and nibbled. My fingernails scratched at her nylons. She moaned again, her breath quickening.

I had to worship more of her. “Mmm, you are driving me wild, Tina. I have to lick you.”

“Yes,” she moaned. “Convince me.”

I pushed her thighs away from me so I could slide down. She trembled as my tongue dragged down from her breasts leaving a wet line across her skin. Her stomach quivered as I licked and kissed at it. And I loved how she squealed as I brushed her cute, outie bellybutton. I sucked on it, making her writhe, her desk creaking.

And then I was on my knees before her. I could smell the tangy musk of her pussy. A dark stain had bled through panties and nylon. I rubbed my cheek against her inner thigh, the silky caress of her pantyhose making me shudder. I moved closer to her pussy, nuzzling, licking, tonguing at her through the cloth, tasting her musk as it bled through

“Oh, god,” she moaned, her breasts jiggling as she shifted. She stared her hungry, almond-shaped eyes at me and licked those small lips. “Oh, wow, that's...nice.”

“Wait until I'm directly licking your pussy,” I purred, arching an eyebrow.

She gasped as I dug my tongue into her groove, pressing her panties and nylons into her pussy with the hard point of my tongue stud. She trembled, leaning back farther onto her elbows. Her hips humped, grinding against me.

I savored the flavor and feel of her nylons on my lips, loved the warmth of her pussy bleeding through. The tangy deliciousness of her pussy. My cunt clenched as I nuzzled and licked and devoured her. My tongue flicked up and down on her sex, making her groan and gasp.

And then I found her clit.

“Aurora,” she said, her voice so loud.

Loud enough to be heard outside her office. My stomach clenched. Lucy had to be out there by now. I couldn't let her hear this. She couldn't know I was cheating on her. I loved her too much to hurt her.

“Let's get these nylons and panties off,” I purred to Tina.

“Yes,” she panted, lost to the lust.

I peeled off nylons and panties, rolling the cloth down her skin. Her legs were smooth, hairless. I kissed my way down as I took them off, smooching her knees then down her calves. Her heels fell off as I nuzzled at her ankles, then I kissed at her dainty toes, my hands separating her panties from the nylons.

I pocketed the panties then rose, stretching the nylons between my hands. “We can't have you screaming your head off and have the receptionist hear.”

“Oh, god, he's such a gossip,” she moaned before I shoved the nylons into her mouth. The crotch made a bunched up ball stretching her mouth open. I tied her improvised gag behind her head, cinching it tight.

“Mmm, can you taste your tangy pussy through them?” I purred as she let out a muffled moan.

She nodded her head, eyes fluttering.

I winked at her and fell to my knees before her. “Good. Because you taste delicious.”

She had a trimmed, black bush dripping with her juices. I smiled, nuzzling at the hairs, loving the feel on my face. My tongue licked through her folds, loving how she shuddered and moaned, her hips grinding on my face. The nylons did their job.

And she looked so sexy, her mouth wide open, gagged by her pantyhose. The straight woman completely surrendered to deviant, lesbian desires.

I spread open her pussy lips, gazing at her pink petals. I leaned in and let my tongue stroke through her flesh. I licked and nuzzled. My tongue flailed on her folds, making her shudder in absolute delight. Her desk quivered as she humped and shuddered against my tonguing mouth. Her silky hair tossed about her face as her thighs clamped about my cheeks, holding me in place.

I couldn't hear her words, but her actions showed how much she loved my licking. Her muffled moans burst through the nylons. Her breasts quivered as her body undulated. She humped against me, grinding that tangy pussy on my mouth, my tongue diving through her flesh.

“Mmm, you just love it. You love a lesbian tonguing your straight snatch,” I moaned, my hands sliding up and down her thighs.

She moaned and shuddered, humping hard against me. Something rolled on the table as it rocked. The flashing gold at the corner of my eyes drew my attention to her pen as my tongue probed deep into her pussy, my tongue stud massaging her walls.

The fat pen was just in reach of my arms. I shot my hand out, grabbing it as I kept fucking my tongue in and out of her depths, loving the drip of her juices down my chin. She was so wet. So hot. She moaned again, her body shuddering as she saw me grab her pen.

“Mmm, that's right. Lesbians have so many fun toys. I didn't bring any with me, my mistake. But we can improvise.” I licked my pussy-stained lips as I stared up at her eyes. “You want that?”

She moaned emphatically and nodded her head, her hair dancing.

“That's what I thought.”

I brought the capped pen to her vulva, stroking the end up and down her pussy lips. I parted them, brushing her folds while she trembled. I loved how her black curls brushed against the plastic as I played with her.

Then I slid it into her pussy.

She groaned, shuddering as the pen, thicker than any one of my fingers, worked into her. I leaned in, flicking at her clit with my tongue, brushing the hard point of the tongue stud on her sensitive nub. She shivered, groaning long and low through her nylon gag.

“You like that?” I purred between licks. “My little toy sliding in and out of your wet pussy?”

She nodded her head.

I sucked on her clit. She moaned. I could tell her pussy was clenching on the pen, gripping it as I fucked her. “Mmm, but this toy is too small for this hole.” I pulled her pen out. “But it's perfect for somewhere else.”

She blinded at me. I licked at her clit, staring up at her as my free hand pulled her ass closer to the edge. I trailed the pussy-soaked pen down through her taint and between the cheeks of her ass. Her eyes widened.

“Uh-huh. Ever had a guy play with your asshole?” I nudged the pen against her sphincter, feeling it give way against the slick pen.

I savored her long, low moan through her nylons as I pushed the pen into the depths of her asshole. I latched my lips onto her clit, sucking on it so hard as I reamed her asshole. Her back arched, her conical breasts thrusting forward. Her thighs spasmed.

“Yes, you like that, don't you? Mmm, nothing like having your ass played with while your pussy is devoured, huh?”

She shook her head hard, trembling. I slowly fucked her asshole with the thick pen and buried my tongue back into her pussy. My left arm wrapped about her right thigh, reaching down past her stomach to frig her clit. She bucked as I massaged her hot, spongy nub, her pussy clenching on my probing tongue.

I fucked my tongue in and out of her pussy as fast as the pen. I stirred her up as my fingers rubbed back and forth on her clit, sliding in a diagonal fashion, faster and faster, massaging her little bud. I drove her wild as I licked and lapped at the depths of her pussy, drinking down the flood of her tangy juices.

She moaned loudly. I could almost hear my name moaned through her nylon gag. Her face was so beautiful like that. I rubbed harder and harder at her clit, faster and faster, my fingers blurring as I caressed the inner depths of her cunt with my tongue.

That did it. She came.

“Yes,” I moaned as her juices gushed out of her pussy, splattering my lips. I rammed the pen deep into her asshole. “That's it. That's what I gave her. It's beautiful.”

Her hair danced around her flush face as I licked and nuzzled and made her cum. Her body heaved and thrashed. Those delicious handfuls of tits jiggled, nipples waving. Her stomach muscles contracted as she writhed. Her thighs clamped tight about my face, holding me in place.

And I didn't stop. I kept massaging her bud, loving the feel of her clit beneath my fingers. I kept licking, lapping, drinking her fluids. I fucked the pen in and out of her asshole, making her spasm and moan while my pussy grew hotter and hotter.

I couldn't wait for her to return the favor. She would be so eager to please me after this gift. She would understand the passion two women could enjoy. It wasn't love, but pure, feminine lust. And it was still so beautiful.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I hissed. “That's it. Keep cumming. Feed me your delicious nectar as you blossom.”

She fell back on her desk, papers crinkling beneath her body as she writhed. Her blouse spread open around her as her arms shoved over her head, reaching for eternity. She moaned into her gag so loud as she came over and over. I loved her. I drove her to the depths of ecstasy. My tongue and fingers kept pleasing her, the pen kept fucking her.

Tina heaved and thrashed. And then she humped a final time into my mouth and fell back on the desk. She panted, breasts coated in a sheen of sweat. I licked my lips, rising, my fingers going to the fastener of my jeans.

“You understand, don't you?”

She nodded her head, sucking in breaths through her mouth.

“And you need to go wild. You need to make me cum!”

She nodded again. My oral arguments had persuaded her.


Chapter Five: Strapped-On Dictation

Tina slid off her desk as I shoved my jeans and panties down my hips, my pussy dripping with juices. I need to cum fast and hard. After teasing Lucy on the drive in and then pleasing this beautiful woman, it wouldn't take much to make me explode.

Tina kept her gag in, the Asian woman looking so sexy and sensual with it bound about her face, her mouth open wide, the nylons soaked with her saliva. She bent down, opening a drawer. I trembled, wondering what she was pulling out.

An improvised toy?

She pulled out an evidence bag, my case number written on the side, a thick, black dildo inside complete with a the harness. The strap-on that I had fucked Margie—or was it Margarete, or Maggie?—with in the bathroom at the Seahawks game.

“Yes,” I moaned, bending over her desk, wiggling my ass at her, juices trickling down my thighs. My shaved pussy was so wet right now.

She turned, her pen still buried in her asshole, wiggling as it protruded from the olive curves of her butt-cheeks. Her blouse rode up as she moved, flashing a tramp stamp that read “Wild Flower” and adorned with green, thorned vines. She reached back, pulling the pen out with a groan. Then she moved, pushing it between my butt-cheeks, nudging my sphincter.

“Tina,” I moaned as she shoved it into my asshole. The hot, burning friction melted to my pussy. I groaned through clenched teeth.

I had to be quiet. I had no gag.

She figured out the strap-on quickly as I wiggled my hips, feeling the pen shift as it waggled back and forth. She pulled the harness up her thighs, tightening the strap, the thick dildo thrusting black and rubbery before her.

“Make sure the base presses on your clit,” I moaned as she turned to me. “Then you'll really love this.”

She adjusted the dildo and moaned, her eyes fluttering.

“Mmm, you're welcome.” She moved to me. “I bet you've always wanted to fuck like a man, huh? Had that naughty thought in the back of your mind. Here's your chance. Fuck me. Let's dick-tate our plea agreement!”

She thrust the dildo into my pussy.

I clamped my hand over my mouth and moaned loudly as the thick shaft sank deep into my pussy. My flesh clenched on the rubbery delight, the friction rippling through me. I trembled, my eyes fluttering as I groaned. This dildo was amazing. It filled me to the very brink. It made me ache and shudder.

Her groin smacked into my ass. She let out a muffled moan as she drew back and rammed it in hard. My stomach drove into the sharp edge of her desk, a pinch of pain engulfed by the flood of pleasure radiating out of my pussy.

“Yes,” I moaned into my hand. “Fuck me, Tina. Show me how you punish bad girls. Oh, yes! You naughty lawyer! Fuck me hard!”

She did. Oh, how she pounded me. Her small breasts bounced and jiggled as she plowed the dildo over and over into my pussy. Our flesh slapped together. I humped back into her thrusts, my fingernails scratching at her desk. My nipples ached in my bra as I squirmed on her table.

Her hand grasped the pen, shoving it deep into my asshole, adding more burning friction to the heat churned in my cunt. I trembled, the pleasure swelling in me. Finally, the itch so deep in my cunt was scratched.

And Tina scratched it well.

The Asian lawyer plowed me, groaning and cursing into the nylons, her words muffled by her gag. I panted, shuddering, the pleasure swelling in me every time she thrust the dildo into the depths of my cunt.

She reamed the pen in over and over. That little bit of stimulation, my bowels clenching and relaxing on the pen, rippled through me. I thrashed as my orgasm burst in the depths of my pussy. Satisfaction screamed through me.

“Yes,” I hissed, trying not to scream at the top of my lungs. “Oh, yes, you drive such a hard bargain. Oh, damn, Tina. Yes!”

She slammed into me hard as my pussy convulsed about her flesh. She leaned over me, reaming me, keeping me cumming as she pounded me. Wave after wave of delight sloshed through my body and into my mind. I clamped my hand over my mouth and screamed.

Ecstasy bathed my thoughts.

Rapture churned by her thrusting hips.

She groaned over me as she fucked me through orgasm after orgasm, slamming my toy over and over into my pussy. My flesh spasmed and groaned about the dildo. Stars danced before my eyes. She was merciless.

I loved it.

Then she moaned, slamming the dildo deep into me. She trembled over me. I looked over my shoulder, seeing the rapture in her eyes. She was cumming hard from fucking me. From living out her fantasy.

“Yes,” I moaned as my pleasure peaked in me, my mind swimming in bliss. “That's it. That's the passion I gave her. How is this wrong?”


Chapter Six: Guilty Thoughts

“How'd it go?” Lucy asked, looking up from a newspaper when I walked out of the prosecutor's office. She sat in the reception area, staring at me with big eyes.

I trembled. Would she figure out I just had wild sex with my prosecutor? That Toni's—or was her name Tina?—panties in my pocket? I had wiped my mouth clean with wet wipes and spritzed myself with my favorite body spray. Tina was inside recovering.

“Six months probation,” I grinned, the absolute minimum she could offer me.

“That's it?” Lucy asked, arching an eyebrow.

“It was tough negotiation,” I said. “But my oral arguments won out.” My stomach clenched as she came closer.

“That's wonderful,” she said, hugging me and giving me a kiss on the mouth. Would she taste pussy on my lips?

Oh, god, had I ruined everything?

And then she broke away, a big grin on her lips. She hadn't. I had gotten away with it. I could do this. I could have Lucy and still win my bet with Samir. I licked my lips, a hot wave shuddering through me. I just had to be careful.

She would never find out.

“I bet your pussy is on fire,” she whispered in my ear. Her hand slid down, brushing the evidence bag I held with my dildo in it. “I can strap this on and fuck you hard in the bathroom. I found one in the building.”

“Yes,” I whispered back, feeling the receptionist eyes on us. I gave him a big grin, feeling like a million bucks. “I love you, Lucy.”

The way she smiled made my heart soar. It was just sex between me and Toni or Tina or whatever her name was. Not love. And I just had twenty-four more to go, and then I would be done. Finished. It would just be Lucy from then on.

I was such a lucky woman to have her.
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Sneak Preview of “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.

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