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Naughty Excerpt from “Hot Yoga”

“This is a special night. Something wholly feminine. Something spiritual and intimate. Just the five of us.” I licked my lips. “No one is coming. I've locked the doors. And those windows are so darkly tinted no one can see inside.”

“And?” Sophie asked, frowning.

I grabbed my sports bra and peeled it up over my breasts. “Since it's just us, I thought we could practice yoga at its most pure. Unclothed by the trappings of our modern world. Nothing between our bodies and the spiritual energies swirling through the storm.”

“Wow,” Denny said as I peeled down my yoga pants. “That's so deep, Aurora.” Then she took of her tank top, her small breasts appearing, nipples mauve and cute.

Isabella arched an eyebrow as Kamala shrugged. “There is something sacred about nudity. Something uniquely feminine that we can share.”

“Exactly,” I said, peeling down my thong.

“That's quite the tattoo you have,” Isabella said, staring at my right breast and my serpent coiling about it.

“Thank you,” I said with a smile, taking in a deep breath. It was a hot studio, so already a glisten of sweat had formed on my body. Kamala and Denny were likewise naked, the candlelight flickering on their pale and dark flesh.

Such contrast.

“Well, when in Rome,” Isabella said and peeled off her sports bra. Her large, pillowy breasts bounced out, her nipples fat and pink, perfect for suckling.

“I guess,” Sophie sighed and peeled out of her tank top and sports bra. Her breasts were almost as big as Isabella's, but her nipples were a darker red, her areolas larger. She wiggled out of her yoga pants and panties in one go, a bright, red bush appearing.

My pussy clenched. Four naked women before me. I drank in the sight as I stood before them, feeling their eyes upon me. “Now, isn't this just wonderful?” I said. “Sharing our feminine energy with each other, unencumbered by our clothing. The way we were created.”

“Born,” Kamala said, standing in the tree position, hands clasped before her round breasts, her nipples brown and succulent.

“Yeah, I guess,” Sophie said.

I drank in the way their breasts jiggled and moved as they adopted the tree position, breathing deeply as I led them through the exercises. We raised our arms above our bodies, thrusting our breasts forward. I praised them as my eyes drank in all their beauty. Denny's cheeks were pink as she kept glancing at me.

I winked at her.

“Now let's move into eagle,” I told them, watching their bodies twist.

We went into twisting triangle, their feet spread far apart. I faced away from them, staring at them through my open thighs, feeling my pussy lips spread as wide apart as my legs, pointed at them. I hoped they could see my excitement.

I hoped it made them excited.

We moved through the warm ups, our bodies growing more and more limber. I gave out my compliments, “That's it, Sophie.” “You just need to hold it like that for another few seconds, Denny.” “Oh, Kamala, your form is exquisite tonight.” “Isabella, just bend a little more. I don't care how big your tits are, you can do it.”

I broke away from doing the poses, moving among to them as they sat in forward fold pose, their bodies bent almost in half as they pressed their faces into their legs stretched out before them. I walked around, admiring their asses.

“Oh, yes, Kamala, your form is delicious tonight,” I said, kneeling behind the Indian girl. I stroked my finger down her spine, stopping just before her ass. “Can you feel the tension melting out of you as I touch you?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“That's our feminine energy transferring,” I told her, my pussy aching.

“Can I feel it?” Denny asked.

“Yes.” I smiled, shifting on my knees behind her. I pressed my groin into her ass as I leaned over her, my hands sliding up and down her naked back, massaging her muscles. My hips undulated, grinding on her. “Mmm, you feel that?”

“Yes,” she whispered. “Aurora? You're..”

“Hmm?” I asked, feeling the shaved folds of her pussy rub on my clit. “That's our feminine energy transferring.”

“Looks more like you're grinding on her,” Sophie said, sitting up, staring at me, her big tits jiggling. “Is that what you meant by 'intimate'?”

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

“I can't believe you're going to teach your yoga class with a storm this bad,” my girlfriend, Lucy, said. I spoke with her on my phone as I walked around my loft apartment in a sports bra and a thong. I glanced at the large windows that faced out at Tacoma's Commencement Bay, the waters gray and choppy.

“Is it really supposed to be that bad?” I asked, grabbing my gray yoga pants and pulling on the stretchy material, using my shoulder to pin my cellphone to my ear.

“Yeah,” Lucy said. I could hear the wind causing static in our connection along with cars zooming by in the background. She was out on I-5 working as a motorcycle cop. We had been dating for just over a month, ever since she bailed me out in mid September after I was arrested at a Seahawks' game.

“Well, I have a class to teach,” I said. It was my new job, started just last week after being unemployed since the arrest and mooching off both Lucy and Ruth, my best friend.

“You work ten hours a week,” she complained. “This isn't a job but a hobby.”

“Well, at least I'm making something,” I said, turning my hips and admiring how the yoga pants hugged my ass. The amazing material clung to both cheeks, sliding into my crack. It was like being naked but not.

God bless the maker of yoga pants.

“I'm just worried,” she said. “I'd rather you were home safe instead of riding your motorcycle around in the middle of a nasty windstorm.”

“You are such a cop,” I said, rolling my eyes. “You're driving your motorcycle around all evening long.”

“Well, I am a cop. That's my job.”

“And it's my job to teach a yoga class this evening,” I said. “I'll be fine. I promise.”

“Fine. Call me when you get home.”

“I promise,” I said. I loved Lucy, but she could be a worrier. That was the cop part of her. I was thrilled that I had her, and I never thought that I would ever date a cop. But she stole my heart.

“Okay, I love you. Got to go.”

“Love you, too,” I said and hung up.

Teaching yoga was the best job I had all year. So many beautiful women came into class. And I did my best not to sleep with any of them, but I had slipped up a few times. I have such a desire for busty, older women. Married women. Straight women. Since we had started dating, I had claimed six pair of panties for my bet with Samir: the prosecutor who handled my arrest, this eighteen-year-old coed I met at the laundry mat, the woman I met at the unemployment office, and three of my students from my yoga class.

I should have become a yoga teacher before. If I wasn't dating Lucy, I would have really indulged. But I had to keep my antics to a minimum. I was cheating on her, and that made me feel really bad. But if I didn't get a hundred straight women's panties by New Years Eve, my friend Samir would win my motorcycle. But if I succeeded, he would owe me $10,000.

And while the money didn't seem that important now that I had Lucy, I would not lose my bike. So what my girlfriend didn't know, wouldn't hurt her. I just had another nineteen to go, and I would be done.

Monogamous.

I could be monogamous for Lucy. Even if there were so many beautiful women out there that I ached to enjoy. So many delicious flowers all brimming with sweet nectar. I liked to think of myself as a butterfly flitting from one woman to the next, sampling, loving, and then spotting the next bright petals to attract my interest.

I used to think I loved these women. Now that I had Lucy, I knew what love was. This was pure, carnal desire.

Lucy would be enough. Nineteen more and that was it.

I pulled on a pair of leather riding pants over my yoga pants followed by a wool sweater over my sports bra. Then I zipped up a red leather jacket. Gloves came on next. The storm looked bad. It would be a cold night riding a bike. But that didn't stop me. When you owned a bike, and it was your only vehicle, you committed to the lifestyle. You rode rain or shine, winter or summer.

And it was definitely turning into winter out there.

The wind gusted as I climbed down the stairs. An empty garbage can tumbled down the alley. I climbed onto my beautiful, cherry-red, Honda Interceptor. I shuddered as her 782cc liquid cooled V4 engine growled to life, the vibrations racing through the frame to the seat, exciting my pussy.

I hoped the hotties braved the storm tonight. The class tonight usually had plenty of gorgeous women in it.

I revved the engine then took off, howling out of the alleyway and onto the surface streets. Dark clouds boiled to the south, driven north by the winds. It would be a bad storm. From fall to spring, Western Washington was lashed by windstorms. Not hurricanes, but close. They would send tree branches crashing, knock out power, and make your walls shake. Sometimes they'd come with only a days between them.

Other times it would be weeks without a windstorm.

I felt the wind blowing at me as I rode my bike south. Hot Tantra Yoga was located in a strip mall by the Tacoma Mall, in the same parking lot as Videos Only. Rain pelted my helmet's visor as I drove into the storm's fury. Trees and traffic lights swayed in the wind. You could see the gusts sweeping down the road, rippling the falling rain into waves before striking the concrete. The drops drummed on my leather coat and pants.

I shivered as a drop ran down the back of my neck.

But I pressed on. I wasn't calling off the class. Any woman brave enough to come out deserved to have the best yoga class ever. Maybe it would only be a few. Or one. Me and her, alone. I would light the candles and whisper such an innocent suggestion.

Yoga's best done naked. Since it's just me and you...

The rumbling of the bike's engine and the naughty idea made my pussy wet. My clit throbbed. I ground against the seat as I sat at the light at Center Street. I revved the engine, letting out a shuddering moan as the storm whipped rain at my bike.

I didn't care. I was immune to it. I was going to have a hot time tonight. I would get another pair of panties for my collection, come closer to ending my bet with Samir and devoting myself one hundred percent to Lucy.

And when she came home tonight, exhausted after a day spent in this shit, I would warm her up in my bed.

I ground harder on the seat as I roared through the intersection. The cold couldn't stop me from my fantasy and the desire in my pussy. The heat soared through me. I burned, soaking my thong. I drove faster, racing through traffic, and turned onto 38th Street, heading to the strip mall. Traffic was light for this time of day, people staying out of the storm's path.

It would be a small class. Oh, the fun we would have.

I stopped at the last light, shuddering, my pussy clenching. A small shiver ran through me. The light went green. I was so close to erupting. I gunned my bike, spraying water behind me as I raced towards the studio, my legs hugging my bike. My clit tingled, wonderful waves of rapture washed through me.

I turned into the parking lot, trembling, groaning, every chug of my engine bringing me closer and closer to erupting. I pictured the class tonight. My student and I naked, going through the poises, our bodies heaving, getting sweaty, excited. Touches. Kisses.

Passion.

My head snapped back as I stopped my bike in the parking space. I stared up at the growling clouds above as my orgasm rippled through me. The rain drummed on the visor as the small wave of rapture warmed through my whole body.

Oh, yes, I would have a hot time tonight.


Chapter Two: An Intimate Class

I had the studio set up fifteen minutes before the class was supposed to start. I showed up thirty minutes early to setup up and stayed thirty minutes later to tear down. My boss did the morning and afternoon classes, but she didn't want to live at the studio, so she hired me to handle the weekday evening classes. Which was fine with me.

I had the jasmine-scented candles burning. The heater had the studio hot. I walked through the studio in my gray yoga pants and matching sports bra, loving the heat as the studios heavily tinted windows rattled and flexed. I stared out at the near empty parking lot, several small pine tree branches dragging through puddles, driven by the fierce winds.

“Damn,” I said, admiring the power of the storm. So much energy coursed out there. The wide windows of the studio gave me an impressive view of the storm raging over the mall. The world grew darker and darker as the sun set.

“Such majesty,” I said.

I was so enraptured, I didn't notice the woman scurrying to the door, holding a newspaper to shield her hair. She yanked the studio's glass door open with a violent heave. I gasped as the sudden swirl of cold air howling into the room.

“Oh, wow, that's bad,” Denny said, the wide-eyed girl, maybe eighteen, shook her head. She shook the newspaper and then threw the sodden mess into a garbage can. “I'm so glad you're here, Aurora.”

I nodded my head to her. Her name was Denny, right? Or was it Denise? I was so bad with names. “Yeah, probably just you and me tonight.”

“Oh,” Denny said, blinking. Her eyes were so blue, contrasting with her black hair. She was a petite girl, so innocent. The type of girl just begging for a naughty lesbian to seduce into passion.

“But that's okay. I have a way to make this a yoga night to remember. Something so intimate and spiritual.”

“Oh, good,” Denny smiled, unzipping her hoodie and shrugging out of it. She wore a gray tank top beneath. Then off came her wet sweatpants. She had darker gray yoga pants on beneath, the space-age cloth hugging to her cute tush and slender legs.

A car pulled into a parking space before the studio, its headlights flooding through the windows. They turned off and a redheaded woman with an umbrella dashed out of the vehicle, her trench coat whipping about her legs as she scurried to the studio. Sophie breathed when she entered, her wedding ring glinting on her finger. She was a busty, pale-skin beauty, her hair almost the same shade of fire as mine.

Two students would be twice as much fun as one.

“Hey, Aurora,” she said, taking off her jacket. “Let me get changed. I need this. My husband is driving me nuts. He didn't want me to come because of this little storm.”

“Men,” I said, rolling my eye as she headed to the bathroom, leaving out that my girlfriend was just as protective.

And on her heels, Kamala entered, a golden-brown Indian goddess. My pussy clenched. She had been my next target to seduce. That rich skin, her sensual grace. She folded her hands together before her, bowing as she saw me. “Namaste, Aurora.”

“Namaste,” I replied, copying her bow. She had such yummy legs. She pulled off her sweatpants, revealing a pair of tight, Lycra shorts cut so high up her thighs they might as well be panties.

And that cameltoe. Yum.

“Glad you made it,” I told her. Three. This would be fun. “I have an idea to really make this a spiritual class since there are so few of us.”

And then the doors open again. Kamala shivered so deliciously as blonde Isabella walked in dripping, her blonde hair matted down by the rain. “Oh, my gosh, it is coming down out there,” she said. She unzipped her puffy jacket. “I almost drowned getting from my car to here.”

“It is a bad one,” I agreed. Four. Could I do four? Seduce all of them at once into a passionate, lesbian delight? It would be such a challenge. One I was more than interested in attempting.

I held my breath, fearing any more students arriving. Four would be a challenge, five impossible. But as the time to start neared, I realized no more would brave the storm. It was dark and nasty out there. The door rattled. I moved to it, surreptitiously locking it as the ladies unrolled their yoga mats near the front where mine was already spread out.

Then I turned down the light until our only illumination were candles flickering, painting their beautiful body in dancing gold. Isabella's large breasts stretched her sports bra as the divorcee stretched her gorgeous body. All four were delicious in their own ways, Kamala so tall and limber, Denny so innocent, and Sophie so wonderfully married.

And they were all straight.

“No lights?” Denny asked.

“Tonight is special,” I told them. “Can you feel the energy howling out there? That raw, primal force?”

Kamala and Sophie nodded as they stretched out their bodies.

“This is a special night. Something wholly feminine. Something spiritual and intimate. Just the five of us.” I licked my lips. “No one is coming. I've locked the doors. And those windows are so darkly tinted no one can see inside.”

“And?” Sophie asked, frowning.

I grabbed my sports bra and peeled it up over my breasts. “Since it's just us, I thought we could practice yoga at its most pure. Unclothed by the trappings of our modern world. Nothing between our bodies and the spiritual energies swirling through the storm.”

“Wow,” Denny said as I peeled down my yoga pants. “That's so deep, Aurora.” Then she took of her tank top, her small breasts appearing, nipples mauve and cute.

Isabella arched an eyebrow as Kamala shrugged. “There is something sacred about nudity. Something uniquely feminine that we can share.”

“Exactly,” I said, peeling down my thong.

“That's quite the tattoo you have,” Isabella said, staring at my right breast and my serpent coiling about it.

“Thank you,” I said with a smile, taking in a deep breath. It was a hot studio, so already a glisten of sweat had formed on my body. Kamala and Denny were likewise naked, the candlelight flickering on their pale and dark flesh.

Such contrast.

“Well, when in Rome,” Isabella said and peeled off her sports bra. Her large, pillowy breasts bounced out, her nipples fat and pink, perfect for suckling.

“I guess,” Sophie sighed and peeled out of her tank top and sports bra. Her breasts were almost as big as Isabella's, but her nipples were a darker red, her areolas larger. She wiggled out of her yoga pants and panties in one go, a bright, red bush appearing.

My pussy clenched. Four naked women before me. I drank in the sight as I stood before them, feeling their eyes upon me. “Now, isn't this just wonderful?” I said. “Sharing our feminine energy with each other, unencumbered by our clothing. The way we were created.”

“Born,” Kamala said, standing in the tree position, hands clasped before her round breasts, her nipples brown and succulent.

“Yeah, I guess,” Sophie said.

I drank in the way their breasts jiggled and moved as they adopted the tree position, breathing deeply as I led them through the exercises. We raised our arms above our bodies, thrusting our breasts forward. I praised them as my eyes drank in all their beauty. Denny's cheeks were pink as she kept glancing at me.

I winked at her.

“Now let's move into eagle,” I told them, watching their bodies twist.

We went into twisting triangle, their feet spread far apart. I faced away from them, staring at them through my open thighs, feeling my pussy lips spread as wide apart as my legs, pointed at them. I hoped they could see my excitement.

I hoped it made them excited.

We moved through the warm ups, our bodies growing more and more limber. I gave out my compliments, “That's it, Sophie.” “You just need to hold it like that for another few seconds, Denny.” “Oh, Kamala, your form is exquisite tonight.” “Isabella, just bend a little more. I don't care how big your tits are, you can do it.”

I broke away from doing the poses, moving among to them as they sat in forward fold pose, their bodies bent almost in half as they pressed their faces into their legs stretched out before them. I walked around, admiring their asses.

“Oh, yes, Kamala, your form is delicious tonight,” I said, kneeling behind the Indian girl. I stroked my finger down her spine, stopping just before her ass. “Can you feel the tension melting out of you as I touch you?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“That's our feminine energy transferring,” I told her, my pussy aching.

“Can I feel it?” Denny asked.

“Yes.” I smiled, shifting on my knees behind her. I pressed my groin into her ass as I leaned over her, my hands sliding up and down her naked back, massaging her muscles. My hips undulated, grinding on her. “Mmm, you feel that?”

“Yes,” she whispered. “Aurora? You're..”

“Hmm?” I asked, feeling the shaved folds of her pussy rub on my clit. “That's our feminine energy transferring.”

“Looks more like you're grinding on her,” Sophie said, sitting up, staring at me, her big tits jiggling. “Is that what you meant by 'intimate'?”

“Haven't you wondered about the tantra in Hot Tantra Yoga?” I asked her with a smile. “Such energy can be shared between two people.” I moved to her, passing Kamala. I stopped behind Sophie, pressing into her back, my nipples so hard, my right pierced. “Can't you feel that energy flowing between us?”

The windows rattled. She sucked in a breath, pressing back into me. My groin rubbed on her curvy rear as I pushed her down. She didn't fight me. Our bodies glistened in the candlelight. A sheen covered all of us. She bent lower as I pushed her down, my clit throbbing on her.

“Just relax and enjoy what I have to show you,” I whispered. “I told you this would be a special class.”

“I don't think my husband would agree with this,” Sophie said.

“Shh. This is a feminine place No talking about men.”

“Especially husbands,” Isabella said, her blue eyes watching me as I bent Sophie over. I smiled a the blonde divorcee as my clit brushed Sophie's fiery bush. I rubbed my hands on Sophie's back, massaging her as I humped against her. Isabella licked her lips and shuddered. “I've heard of tantric yoga. I've always wanted to try it.”

“Mmm, yes,” Kamala purred, glancing at me. She was straight, but tonight, with jasmine in the air, the five us alone in our own warm womb, anything was possible.

Sophie shuddered as my fingernails scratched down her back. I leaned over her, my clit throbbing as I rubbed it into her bush, her silky hairs tickling it. Strands of my fiery locks brushed her back as she let out contented moans, the tension melting out of her body as she held the pose. I glanced over at Isabella, her blue eyes smoldering in the candlelight.

I shuddered, loving the interest kindling in her eyes. She released her pose, stretching her back, those large, pillowy tits bouncing before her. Nipples were hard, prominent, the flickering candlelight dancing shadows across her lush mounds.

I wanted to bury my face in them.

“You feel that energy between us?” I whispered to Sophie as I stared with open hunger at Isabella. I humped harder against the married, straight woman, rubbing my clit up and down her hot flesh, her curving ass pressed into my stomach.

“Yes,” Sophie shuddered. “This is... I'm not sure... But it's nice.”

“So nice,” I moaned in agreement, my heart fluttering faster and faster. I rubbed up and down her back, my juices flowing. New scents perfumed the air.

Kamala also straightened, her arms rising above her back, her golden breasts bouncing. Denny still held her pose, her heart-shaped ass looking so cute as I gazed at her supple back. Her eyes were wide as she watched me, head cocked to the side.

I winked at her.

“Kamala, maybe you should massage Deny,” I told her, curious how far Kamala would go on her own. Was she as caught up in this feminine lust as I hoped.

“Yes,” the Indian beauty purred. She moved with a languors grace, her long legs folding beneath her as she scooted behind Denny. She pressed into the young girl's ass, fingers stroking up and down pale flesh.

“Oh, wow,” Denny moaned as Kamala had no problem pressing tight against her, their pussies brushing like mine and Sophie's. “Oh, that's so nice, Kamala.”

“And no one gets to massage me,” pouted Isabella. She leaned back on her arms, staring at me with ravenous hunger.

“Oh, I will in a moment,” I purred, grinding a little harder against Sophie. My clit throbbed. My body trembled. The excitement rippled through me as I kept massaging Sophie's back. My body burned in the hot room while the storm raged outside.

The windows rattled again. It was so dark and cold outside, but warm and lusty inside. My clit throbbed as I brushed Sophie's folds. I leaned back, pressing in harder, stroking the married woman's pussy.

Sophie let out a purring moan as my fingernails scratched lightly at her back. I humped against her, sliding up and down her wet slit. Her juices coated my clit and pudenda I licked my lips, tongue piercing hard.

“Aurora,” groaned Sophie, a sound of pure lust.

I came.

“Yes,” I moaned. “Feel the energy transfer between us. That's feminine purity!”

“I can,” Sophie moaned, trembling beneath me, feeling my climax rippled through my body.

The orgasm wasn't hard. But a soft, gentle wave of rapture rippling through my body. I shuddered, breasts jiggling before me. I glanced at the others, Kamala grinding her pussy against Denny, panting as she gave into her lesbian desires while Isabella watched me with hungry, envious eyes.

“I want to feel that energy transfer,” the MILF moaned.


Chapter Three: Petals kissing Petals

I moved to Isabella, my pussy still tingling from my orgasm. Kamala let out a moan a she humped Denny, massaging the girl's back. Isabella smiled as I sat before her, my legs extending, sliding past her.

“Now, this is tantric yoga,” I purred. “Two bodies sharing their energy.” I slid forward, our legs scissoring together. Her flesh felt silky on mine as our thighs slid past each other, our pussies coming closer and closer together.

“Tantric yoga?” Isabella purred as our pussies touched. “Oh, yes, I can feel that energy. It's so hot and wet.”

“Uh-huh,” I told her, looking into her eyes. Her large breasts shuddered as as I folded my legs around her, sitting cross-legged, leaning back on my hands. She did the same, the calves of her legs brushing the cheeks of my ass as our pussies rubbed together.

I savored the hot, sensual feel of her hot flesh rubbing on mine. Our clits were both hard, nudging each other as we adjusted our form. Her large breasts jiggled, the tips of her nipples just grazing my hard nubs. She licked her lips, smiling.

“Mmm, now we move,” I told her, undulating my hips, rubbing my hot flesh against hers, my clit touching hers. “Now we love each other and share our feminine energy.”

“Oh, yes,” she moaned, her large tits heaving. “Mmm, I can feel it.”

“Wow,” Denny said. “You're both so beautiful.”

“Uh-huh,” Kamala moaned, her breasts jiggling as she humped harder and harder, tribbing Denny the way I tribbed Isabella.

Sophie rose, sliding into twisting sage pose, one leg extended, the other bent and held by her arm, her body twisted to the side so she could stare at us. I grinned at her as I humped against Isabella. Sophie's hand buried between her legs, frigging her pussy, was not a part of the pose.

“Yes, yes, churn those feminine energies, Sophie,” I moaned, licking my lips. “I can't wait to taste them.”

“Oh, god,” she panted, rubbing harder. I could hear her fingers slide into her wet, married depths as she watched me trib Isabella. “This is so wild. I can't believe this is happening”

“No,” Isabella moaned, her hips moving with mine as we ground together. “It's so good.”

“So good,” Denny echoed. “Oh, Kamala, keep massaging me. I could just melt right here.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” moaned Kamala, her voice throaty, her hips humping harder, her clit most be bursting with pleasure as she drove herself closer and closer to sharing her feminine energy.

I stared into Isabella's blue eyes. Half her face was shadowed by the flickering candlelight, the other half painted. She licked her lips, her blonde hair flying as she humped hard against me. I used my arms braced behind to hump so hard against her griding our clits together.

The pleasure tremble through my body. My pussy lips and clit savored the friction of our grinding flesh. My butt clenched over and over as I humped against her. My breasts jiggled as the passion built inside of me.

“I'm going to share so much energy with you,” I moaned, the pleasure swelling in my depths. Every undulation of our hips brought us closer and closer to our orgasms. “Oh, yes, I'm going to share so much.”

“Yes,” Isabella panted. “Oh, yes. You're going to make me cum so hard. Damn, Aurora. Oh, damn, I heard you were out to seduce us all. You are such a minx.”

“Yes,” I gasped, my pussy clenching. Her cunt was so hot against me. “Cum with me, Isabella. Let's share our energy.”

“Do it,” Sophie hissed.

“Uh-huh,” panted Kamala. “Oh, yes. I...I...”

Her head snapped back, silky, black hair dancing about her head as those delicious, golden-brown breasts bounced and jiggled. She thrashed and moaned and came so hard on Denny. The young girl trembled.

“She's sharing her wet energy with me,” groaned Denny. “Oh, wow. I...I need something more. Something else.”

Kamala shuddered and blinked her eyes, then her hand shoved down. Denny moaned as Kamala savored fingering her first pussy, descending into lesbian desire. I had brought all four of these straight women into the heights of lesbian pleasure. I had them panting and groaning, eager to experience every single thing I had to show them.

I humped harder against Isabella. The divorced MILF groaned, grinding back. Our flesh slid and caressed. I felt her pussy lips, so thick, against mine. I trembled, my breasts jiggling while hers heaved and slapped together.

“Aurora,” she moaned, her eyes widening. A huge smile crossed those lush lips.

And then her juices flooded hot across my cunt. She shuddered as she came. She thrashed and spasmed. Her tits jiggled before me. So inviting while she savored her orgasm. Her head tossed back and she moaned out her feminine lusts.

I ground harder on her, biting my lip. My clit slid through her hot flesh and rubbed her petal. Sparks flew. I came.

I thrashed as my body orgasmed. I fell back onto the mats covering the floor. I humped against her as my pussy spasmed. Rapture flooded out of my cunt as my juices squirted. My clit ached as I kept grinding against her, my thighs wrapped tight about her hips, holding me in place.

“Oh, my god, Aurora,” Sophie moaned as she watched, frigging herself harder. “That's so hot. Your tits...”

I kept humping against Isabella. I couldn't stop myself. I wanted this pleasure to keep rippling through my body. I sang out my joy. Denny and Sophie moaned with me. They were both shuddering, the redhead on her own fingers and the young girl on Kamala's plunging digits. Sophie's breasts heaved as she shuddered, losing her pose.

She came hard.

“Oh, yes,” she gasped. “Oh, my god. That's so good. Oh, wow.”

“Uh-huh,” I purred, licking my lips as she pulled out her fingers. “Let me taste you,” I moaned. “Let me taste your femininity.”

Sophie nodded, the straight woman wholly lost like the others, not afraid of cheating on her husband right now. She pulled out her left hand, her wedding ring glinting in the candlelight, smeared with her pussy cream. She had drenched her hand. She crawled to me as I sat up, my orgasm fading.

“Wow,” Isabella panted as we separated. I left the blonde MILF to recover as I rose onto my knees.

Sophie reached me, her green eyes wide, cheeks flushed. She held out her hand to me. I seized her wrists and licked up the back of her hand, gathering her tart juices on my way up to her pointer finger. She shuddered as I licked up it, her eyes fixed on my tongue. I reached the top and sucked her finger into my mouth.

She shuddered as I savored the flavor of her pussy. My cheeks hollowed as I sucked, my body tingling with heady lust. She tasted so good. Married, straight cunt. I slid my lips back up her finger and popped it off.

“Oh, you taste delicious,” I panted.

“Do I?” she said, eyes wide. “My husband always said...”

I shook my head. “You are delicious. One of the best pussies I have tasted.” I pushed her hand towards her lips. “Come on, have a taste.”

Her eyes widened.

“Surely you've been curious what you taste like,” I purred. “Mmm, just lick your fingers.”

“Do it,” moaned Denny. “Oh, yes, do it! Then I'll lick your fingers clean, Kamala.”

“Oh, yes,” the Indian girl moaned.

Sophie's hand trembled in my grip as she leaned her head forward. She took a quick, fast lick, hardly touching her flesh. I shook my head, leaning in, and took a long lick up her middle finger, savoring her juices. Then I arched my eyebrows.

She took a deep breath and nodded. Her eyes closed. She leaned forward. I watched her pink tongue drag up the back of her hand to her ring finger. She licked up it, gathering her pussy juices, until she brushed her ring. She swirled around the diamond, cleaning it of her juices, moaning her delight.

“Good, right?” I purred.

She nodded her head, letting out a purring moan of satisfaction.

I leaned in and captured her lips in a kiss. She froze for just a moment, and then her lips kissed me back. Isabella groaned behind us as my tongue pressed into Sophie's mouth. I savored kissing the married woman, my hands finding her soft breasts.

Oh, those were delicious.

My fingers sank into her flesh, loving how they felt in my grip. My thumbs swiped across her fat nipples as her tongue brushed mine. A moment later, her hands shot out and cupped my breasts. Her fingernails bit into my sensitive tits as her enthusiasm rippled through her. She squeezed hard.

I loved it. I kissed her harder, massaging her fat thumbs and wide areolas as I kneaded her mounds. Denny moaned and gasped behind us, screaming out her orgasm, cumming on Kamala's plunging fingers. My head swam with the heady lusts.

“Oh, wow, she exploded,” Isabella gasped. “You made her explode, Kamala.”

“She did!” squeaked Denny. “Oh, my god. So good.”

I trembled, loving the lust billowing through the room as I pushed Sophie back. She broke the kiss, her green eyes dazed. She stretched out, her breasts pillowing into delicious mounds, her stomach so flat. I stroked down her flesh and pushed her thighs apart.

Her red bush glistened with her dew.

“Time for a more direct sharing of energy,” I told her, leaning down. Her spicy musk filled my nose.

“Oh, yes,” she groaned “It's been so long since anyone went down on me.”

“That is a crime.” I stroked a finger through her curls, brushing her pussy lips. “This snatch deserves to be loved.”

“Yes,” she moaned in agreement as my tongue took its first lick through her folds, my tongue stud sliding through her flesh.


Chapter Four: Tantric Passion

I wrapped my hands around Sophie's thighs, stroking them as I pressed my lips deep into her fiery bush. My tongue slid through her silky petals. I loved drinking nectar from a woman. My tongue slid up and down through her folds until I reached her clit. I nibbled and sucked on her bud, my fingers reaching around her legs to stroke through her bush, to twine her silky hairs about my fingers.

“Aurora,” she moaned, humping against me. “Oh, yes, that's so nice. And your tongue stud... Mmm, can you feel my feminine energy?”

“I'm devouring it,” I moaned. “So spicy.”

My hips wiggled as I knelt between her thighs. Juices trickled down my legs. My pussy clenched, itching to be touched again. I felt eyes watching me. Isabella, Denny, or Kamala were looking me. Maybe all three were staring at my flower, aching to share in tantric delights with me.

I buried my tongue deep into Sophie's pussy, swirling around her folds as my nose nuzzled at her clit. I wiggled my hips, fucking my tongue over and over into her depths. I pressed the stud into her pussy walls, making her gasp and moan. Making those delicious breasts jiggle.

I reached out with my right hand, sliding up her smooth stomach, and grasped her left breast. I squeezed her mound, loving her flesh sliding through my folds as I licked and nuzzled and devoured her pussy. I drank her juices as they flooded out. They coated my lips and chin.

“Mmm, Aurora,” Kamala purred behind me. Her fingers touched my ass. “You have such a beautiful body. I need to taste your energies. I've always wanted to. But I've been so afraid. I like men, but...”

“But sometimes you think about other delights,” Isabella moaned.

“Yes,” Kamala purred, her finger stroking down my ass and between my thighs. I moaned into Sophie's pussy as she found my cunt, stroking my petals. Her finger parted them, pushing into my sheath.

I groaned, my pussy clenching on her finger wiggling into me. She pumped it in and out. I felt her silky hair caress my ass. Her breath was warm on my snatch. And then her tongue took its first lick of a woman's pussy.

My pussy.

A shudder rippled through me. I clenched hard on Sophie's breast. My tongue probed deeper into her spicy snatch. The married woman shuddered, her hips undulating, smearing her hot pussy against my lips.

“Aurora,” she purred as I savored Kamala's licking tongue. “Oh, yes, you're so good. Oh, god, I'm going to cum on your mouth. I'm being so bad today.”

“So bad,” Isabella panted. “Oh, Denny, you wicked thing, suck on my clit. Mmm. Turn around. Straddle my face. Yes, yes, like that.”

I savored the sounds of the older woman and the younger slipping into their sixty-nine, licking and nuzzling each other as I devoured Sophie's pussy. My hips wiggled, rubbing my snatch on Kamala's face, her finger probing deeper and deeper into me.

I bet Sophie would love that.

I shoved two fingers from my left hand into Sophie's hot snatch. My tongue flicked at her clit as I pumped my digits in and out of her silky flesh. Her body shuddered, breast jiggling in my right hand. I thumbed her nipple as I savored the pleasure washing over her face.

“You like that?” I asked, pumping my fingers faster and faster.

“Oh, yes,” she panted. “But more. More fingers. I like my cunt to be stretched open.”

I grinned at her and slipped a third finger into her depths. Her back arched and she let out a long, purring moan of delight. She humped against me as my three fingers stretched her cunt, her pussy walls so silky tight on them. I flicked at her clit, batting the pink nub with my tongue stud, making her shudder and her pussy clench on my digits.

“I bet you like being stretched out, too, Aurora,” Kamala purred.

“Yes,” I moaned.

Her tongue licked around my pussy lips as she went from one to three fingers reaming my cunt. I groaned, my snatch clenching down on her as I wiggled my hips. The pleasure rippled through my body, my thumb rubbing hard on Sophie's nipple.

I pumped my three fingers in and out of Sophie's cunt while Kamala reamed mine with her three digits. My pussy clenched on her, the friction rippling through me. I massaged Sophie's clit faster, staring into the redheaded, married woman's eyes as her tits heaved.

“You like that?” I moaned. “You like it when we do tantric yoga? Hmm, does your married pussy like my fingers?”

“So much,” she panted, humping against them. “Oh, it's so nice. I love having my pussy stretched open. Oh, god, you're making me feel amazing.”

“Stretched open, huh? So three's not enough? What about four?”

I shoved my pinky into her pussy on the next thrust, her pussy lips engulfing my digits. They stretched across them, clinging tight as I pumped them in and out faster and faster, driving her wild with moans and gasps.

“Oh, I like that,” she panted. “And your thumb on my clit. Oh, wow, Aurora. That's amazing.”

Her juices poured out of her cunt across my fingers. I licked at the tart flood, gathering her juices as my hips rocked into Kamala's three fingers. She frigged me fast and hard, jamming her fingers into my depths.

And then she added a fourth finger.

I trembled, clenching down on her thrusting fingers as her four digits stretched my pussy wide. I shuddered, moaning into Sophie's pussy. I humped back into Kamala, my juices dripping down my thighs as she churned my pussy to a froth.

“Oh, you like that even more,” giggled Kamala. Her tongue licked up my pussy around her fingers and to my taint. “Mmm, yes, Aurora, you're going to love what I do next.”

“Fist me?” I asked as her tongue dragged up between my butt-cheeks. “Oh, Kamala, fist me and lick my asshole at the same time.”

“Asshole,” Deny gasped from her sixty-nine with Isabella.

“Asshole,” I moaned as Kamala's tongue circled my puckered sphincter. “Oh, yes, that's perfect. Oh, you naughty slut, yes. Lick my asshole. I love it.”

Kamala's tongue swirled around my sphincter as my pussy clenched on her four thrusting digits. I moaned, lapping at Sophie's tongue, teasing the redhead. I pumped my fingers over and over into her cunt, loving how hot she was, my body shuddering.

Kamala's tongue pressed into my asshole. I groaned about Sophie's clit. I sucked hard on the throbbing bud as Kamala invaded my sphincter. She wiggled it in as she jammed all four of her fingers deep into my pussy. They wiggled and curled them in me. I gasped, my cunt stretching as she made a fist and rammed into my depths.

“She's fisting me,” I moaned. “Kamala, you nasty slut. Yes, yes, lick my ass and fist my cunt.”

“Fisting?” panted Sophie, her eyes so wide. “You mean... She's really stretching your cunt open.”

“Yes,” I panted, Kamala's fist pushing in and out of my cunt. “Oh, my god, Kamala, where did you learn that?”

“I had a boyfriend with small hands,” she moaned between licks of my asshole. “He drove me wild. I would cum so hard I would squirt.”

“Oh, my god,” panted Sophie, her pussy clenching on my four fingers.

I lifted my lips and grinned at her. “Someone wants to be fisted.”

She nodded her head.

As Kamala fisted me, I curled my fingers into a fist inside the depths of Sophie's pussy. I shoved my balled-up hand forward, loving her flesh engulfing up my wrist and forearm. I sank as deep as I could, spreading her cunt's depths wide open.

She threw back her head, her large tits heaving as I drew back and fucked in again. I wiggled my hips, pleasure bursting in my cunt as Kamala fisted me. When she slammed her fist into my depths, I fucked forward into Sophie's. I stretched her out, making her gasp and shudder, her hips undulating as I reamed over and over into her depths.

“Oh, my god,” panted Sophie. “Aurora. Oh, my god.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned as Kamala fisted me. “Oh, yes. I know. Trust me. Oh, god, Kamala, fist me so hard. Make me cum, slut.”

“Make me cum, slut!” repeated Sophie, staring down at me.

I loved it. This straight woman was so lost to lesbian delight. She humped against my fist. I licked and lapped at her clit as I rocked back and forth between both of my lovers. My pussy clung to Kamala's fist as she rammed it so deep in me. Every thrust massaged my pussy walls, driving me wild, bringing me closer and closer to erupting.

Sophie bucked harder and harder. She rose on her elbows, her hips humping into my pumping fist. She moaned as her tits bounced, her green eyes smoldering as she looked at me. She was so beautiful, as wild as the storm raging outside.

“That's it, fuck me with that fist, slut. Make me cum. Oh, my god. Yes, yes. That's soooo good. Ream me. Make me explode.”

“You're going to love this,” I snarled, fucking my hand in her faster and faster, Kamala fisting me with the same intensity. “Let's cum together, slut.”

“Yes,” she hissed, her hips shaking.

Kamala buried her face between my butt-cheeks again. Her tongue swirled about my asshole. I gasped and shuddered, bucking hard into her fist. She stretched me open so wide. The pressure built in me.

Sophie fell back on the mats. Her hands shot out, seizing my red hair, pulling my lips to her clit. I sucked on it as the pressure built in my depths, pumping my fist in and out of her tight, sopping cunt, her juices staining my arms.

“Aurora!” she screamed as she came. Her entire body heaved. Her pussy spasmed about my thrusting fist. “Feel my feminine energy, slut.”

“I feel it,” I moaned as her juices squirted around my arm. They splashed across my tits, the hot cream dripping down to my nipples. I shuddered, feeling the passion of her orgasm, savoring her married cunt spasming about my fist and forearm.

My pussy clenched about Kamala's reaming fist. Her tongue wiggled into my asshole. She swirled, teasing me. The pleasure raced to my cunt. I shuddered and moaned about Sophie's clit as my orgasm exploded through me.

My cunt spasmed on Kamala's fist.

My juices squirted up her arm.

Her tongue shoved so deep into my bowels. She swirled it around as I screamed out wordless pleasure. So much feminine passion burned in the studio. We all gasped and moaned and heaved out our delight as we savored loving each other.

“Oh, my god,” I panted. “Kamala, you wild slut. You are amazing. You fisted me so well.”

“It was so hot,” she moaned, pulling out her arm. “Oh, my god. I need to cum so hard.”

“I'll fist you,” Sophie panted, her pussy clenching on my hand. I pulled it out, bringing a loud groan from her. “I'll fist you so hard, slut.”

I grinned, loving all four of these straight women embracing their lesbian desires. I turned, my body trembling, my pussy feeling so empty without Kamala's fist in it any longer. I watched Denny and Isabella writhe, the older blonde on bottom, their tongues licking and lapping.

“That's it, sluts,” I moaned at them. “Make each other cum. Share your feminine energy.”

I shuddered when they did. Around me, the four women loved each other. I had instructed them on such hot, feminine passion. It brought such a wicked smile to my lips.


Chapter Five: Lesbian Wheel Position

“I can't believe you're doing this,” Denny moaned as she knelt before me, her asshole glistening with Isabella's pussy juices and spit, the black dildo strapped to my crotch slicked with Denny's cream.

“You're going to love this,” I told the young girl. She looked at me over her shoulder, her blue eyes wide. It was growing darker in here as the candles burned down.

“Fuck her ass,” Kamala moaned as she tribbed with Sophie, the pair's bodies heaving together.

“Do it,” Isabella moaned. “Anal is amazing, Denny. You have to try it once in your life.”

“Uh-huh,” Sophie panted, her huge tits bounced, Kamala's golden-brown leg buried between them.

“You'll love it,” I told her, rubbing my dildo against her asshole. I liked to carry this black toy and the harness with me in my purse. It was the same dildo I had used on that woman in the restroom at the Seahawks game. What was her name?

I couldn't remember. It was a month ago.

“Okay,” Denny moaned. “Do it before I chicken out.”

I thrust forward, the base of the dildo pressing on my clit. I groaned from the stimulation as her asshole widened to swallow the tip of my dildo. I buried into her lubed asshole, my groin smacking all the way into her.

“Oh, this is a strange yoga position,” Denny groaned, her voice thick. “It's so deep in me. It feels so weird?”

“And good?” I asked as I drew back.

“Yes.” She looked over her shoulder again, black hair dancing. “Oh, my god, it feels fucking weird, Aurora. So different from my pussy being fucked.”

“Just enjoy,” I told her and slammed in again.

Our flesh slapped together. I savored that sound, my clit throbbing as the dildo pressed into me, my tits bouncing before me. I drew back and slammed in again and again. I loved fucking with a strap-on. There was something so hot about plowing into a girl's ass or pussy, to give her the same pleasure she could get from a man.

But better.

Her back arched. I traced her supple spine as I fucked her, my tits bouncing. Isabella leaned over and latched onto my left nipple, the unpierced one. She sucked, shooting more pleasure down to my pussy and clit, her mouth hungry

“Oh, god, Aurora. Oh, yes, it's getting better and better.”

“Uh-huh,” moaned Kamala, her voice throaty with pleasure. “Damn, Sophie. Oh, damn, I feel your hot, feminine energy.”

“Do you feel mine, slut?” I asked Denny, running my fingernail down her back.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned, humping back. “Oh, wow, every time you thrust, it feels soooo good. Oh, I think I like anal.”

Isabella giggled about my nipple, adding a delightful stimulation. I groaned, my hips swiveling as I fucked faster and faster, driving my dildo deep into her bowels. My clit throbbed every time, my pussy clenching.

It was so hot fucking her straight asshole, to give her this delicious thrill. The first person to ever give her anal pleasure. I had taught all four of my students so much tonight. I guided them on this journey of lesbian discovery.

None of us would be the same.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned. “You're going to cum so hard on my girl-dick.”

“I am,” moaned Denny. “Keep fucking my asshole, Aurora. Harder. Oh, yes, I can take it. I like to be pounded.”

“Oh, you naughty slut,” I panted, my pussy clenching as I stroked faster, increasing the wicked pressure on my clit.

Isabella sucked so hard on my clit. She licked and nibbled on it, driving me wild as I plowed Denny's asshole I pumped my hips, my nipple throbbing as much as my clit. The pleasure, the excitement of the night, all gathered in the depths of my cunt.

My strokes grew erratic as it swelled. I groaned, loving Denny's pale butt-cheeks dancing every time I slammed into her. I stared at her asshole wrapped about the black shaft, swallowing it with my every stroke.

“You're taking every inch of my toy,” I panted. “Oh, damn, Denny! Yes!”

My heat threw back as my orgasms exploded in my depths. My pussy convulsed. Juices flooded down my thighs. My strokes pounded into her. My clit throbbed each time I thrust, sending new waves of delight flooding through me. My eyes rolled back into my head. Stars danced before my eyes.

Behind me, Sophie and Kamala moaned their orgasms, cumming on each other's pussies. I kept fucking Denny, keeping my orgasm alive, my arm cradling Isabella's mouth to my nipple. I stroked her blonde hair.

“Denny,” I panted.

“Aurora,” she moaned back. “I'm going to cum.”

“Do it,” I moaned. “Cum on my toy. Let yourself go. Embrace these pleasures. Be free.”

Denny howled her delight. The young girl slammed her ass back into me as she shuddered and came. I smelled her spicy musk grow stronger as her pussy spasmed. I stroked her sides as she trembled, feeling her muscles spasm as her pleasure shot through her.

And then she peaked.

“Mmm, what next,” Isabella moaned.

I grinned at her. “I think we have time for one last exercise. A group one. It's called daisy chain pose.”

“Like with computers?” Denny asked.

“Oh, this is far naughtier,” I told her. “We make a chain of licking, tonguing, loving mouths, a circle of pussy licking.”

“Oh, yes,” Kamala panted.

“Can I lick yours?” Denny asked, her eyes eager.

“Yes,” I told her, pulling the dildo out of her asshole. It plopped out and she gaped open for a moment. “Let me get this off, and we'll love each other.

Denny spun around and pulled on the straps, loosening them. She was so eager to lick my pussy. She ripped the harness down my thighs, tossing it to the side. Then she pushed me down. I lay on my side, opening wide my leg. Her head buried between them.

The young girl licked with eager enthusiasm.

“Mmm, I want you to lick my pussy,” moaned Kamala, moving to me, her juices glistening on her shaved snatch.

“Namaste,” I moaned, licking my lips.

She laughed and fell on her side, spreading her legs wide. I breathed in her sweet musk mixed with Sophie's tart pussy. I pulled Kamala to me as Denny's tongue lathed across my shaved folds, starting at my clit.

Sophie and Isabella joined us, Sophie nuzzling at Denny's cunt while Isabella closed the chain, Kamala's mouth buried into the MILF's cunt, Isabella licking Sophie's tart delight. Denny squealed as Sophie lapped at her pussy.

The five of us loved each other. There were no words, just moans and gasps as we licked each other's pussies. My tongue danced through the shaved folds of Kamala. At first, I could taste Sophie's tart musk, but soon I licked that away and it was all Kamala's sweet cream.

Delicious.

Denny ate me with a vigor, almost attacking my pussy with her desire to devour me. She made me tremble and heave. I pressed my mouth tighter into Kamala's pussy, tonguing her twat hard as I shuddered and writhed, humping against Denny's mouth.

The moans were so loud, so wonderful. We were all just pleasing each other, licking and lapping, sharing our feminine energy. I shivered with each lick and nuzzle. My fingers spread Kamala's dark vulva open so I could lick and nuzzle at all her pink, juicy goodness.

Her sweet nectar covered my mouth.

The orgasm rippled through us. One of us would cum, moaning loudly into her lover's cunt, which would set her off. The climaxes would race around the circle, each of us moaning and shuddering when our turn came, our juices gushing into our lover's mouth. Denny drank my flood as I gulped down Kamala's sweet musk.

Over and over. We licked and sucked, cumming so hard. We shared so much. The candles burned out around us, leaving us in the warm dark. The storm howled its fury, windows rattling, waves of rain washing against the glass, the primal beat accompanying our love-making.

At one point, we all switched, and I found my face pressed into Denny's spicy cunt, licking her hard as Kamala flailed her tongue through my pussy, stirring me to another orgasm. I came quickly, sending the rippling climax racing through all my students.

It was so good. So passionate

And then, finally, the five us were exhausted. We collapsed into a puddle of feminine bodies, nuzzling and licking and kissing each other. We had all shared something special this night. Something we would all remember for the rest of our lives.

“Oh, wow,” groaned Sophie. “I bet my husband is so worried. Class ended two hours ago.”

“Yeah,” I groaned, falling on my back. “My girlfriend made me promise to call her.”

The spell was broken as we all broke apart and dressed. I gave Lucy a call. It went to her voice mail. “Leaving Yoga now. There were only five of us, so we just ended up hanging out and watching the storm, and I lost track of time. I'll give you another call when I'm home.”

I did take my souvenirs. None of my lovers objected as I pocketed their panties. The storm had begun to quiet down as we exited. The rain had stopped while the wind only blustered instead of howled. There were blown pine needles and fallen branches all across the parking lot.

I wiped off the seat of my bike and roared home, buzzing from the wonderful experience I had. Four straight women seduced in a single night. I couldn't believe I pulled it off. This storm was magical.

When I got home, shivering from the cold ride, I pulled out my phone and called Lucy again. It rang three times and she picked up. “Hey. You home?”

“I am,” I told her. “We even how power on here.”

“Good,” Lucy groaned. “It's been a long night. But it sounded like your yoga class went well.”

Guilt rippled through my stomach. I reached my bed, pulling out the panty box from beneath it. “Yeah,” I said, dropping in the four new pairs of panties. That brought me up to 85. Just fifteen more straight women to seduce and I wouldn't have to cheat on my girlfriend any longer. “It was a lot of fun. An intimate session.”

I winced. Why did I say that?

“That's good,” she said. “I'm glad you're home safe. I'll be off in an hour assuming something bad doesn't happen.”

“Try and stay dry.”

She laughed. “That's impossible. I'm soaked.”

“Then I'll have a nice bubble bath ready for you when you get home,” I told her, pulling off my boots. “I'll show you tantric yoga when you're done. It's wicked.”

“Mmm, you are the best, Aurora.”

“I'm not,” I said, glancing down at the panty box. I pushed it beneath my bed with the back of my foot. “Love you so much.”

“Love you, too.” Her radio squawked. “I got to go. Sounds like another accident. Bye.”

The phone went dead. I fell back on my bed. Just fifteen more to go, and then I wouldn't have to risk losing her.
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Sneak Preview of “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.”

If you want to read more, click here for Intimate Negotiations!


Other Works by Reed James

Check out Reed James's catalog of hot, sexy erotica on Amazon! If you like cheating wives, swinging couples, futanari, or sexy lesbians, the there is a steamy erotica for you!

Naughty Wives Series (Swinging, Interracial, BDSM, Spanking)

Roleplay Gone Wrong

Naughty Wife's Surprise

Cuckolding the Cheat

Swinging at the Keys

Bored Wife's Fun

Naughty Wife's Plan

Seducing Straight Women Series (Lesbian, Seduction)

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

Jailhouse Passion

Intimate Negotiations

BDSM Love (BDSM, Domestic Discipline, Public Sex)

A Submissive Bride

Disciplining the Bride

Bound for Marriage

Cheating Wives, Oblivious Husbands (Cheating, Cuckolding)

Fingered Next to My Husband

Under His Boss's Desk

Hot Tub Romp

The Bride Possessed (Succubus, Virgin, Supernatural)

My Fallen Angel Series (Harem, Angel, Demon, Supernatural)

The Girls of My Dreams

White-Feathered Angel

Wings of Gray

My Familiar Succuba

Light's Redemption

Succubus Cafe (Supernatural, Succubus)

My Submissive Desire (BDSM Cafe 1)

Submissive Exhibitionism (BDSM Cafe 2)

Princess Submissive (BDSM Cafe 3)

My Secret Lesbian Desire (Lesbian Cafe 1)

Lesbian Seduction Delight (Lesbian Cafe 2)

Lesbian Sinful Temptation (Lesbian Cafe 3)

Magical Girl Chronicle (Tentacle, Magical Girl, Supernatural)

Shadowy Tentacle Passion

Tentacles of Lust

Innocent Magical Passion

Magical Tentacle Surprise

Innocent Passion Transformed

Dark Queen's Passion

Bimbo Wife Surprise (Bimbo, Hot Wife, Transformation)

Hot Wife Injection

Bimbo Menage

Bimbo Modeling Fun

Bimbo Wife's Cuckolding

Bimbo Wife's Naughty Plan

Bimbo Wife's Interracial Party

Bimbo Wife's Spanking

Bimbo Wives Wild Party

Bimbo Wife's Domination

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

Taken by the Futa Genie

Taking the Innocent Futa Genie

Gender Swap Wish

Futa Witch Menage

Gender Swap Magic

Futa Magic Delight

Naughty Futa Magic

The Futa Genie's Bottle

Naughty Futa Ritual

Futa Witch's Spanking

Futa Witch's Wicked Spell

Gender-Swapped Magical Domination

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

The Angel & the Naughty Librarian

Angel's Demonic Lover

Innocent Angelic Passion

Angel HuCow Passion

Angel's Innocent Bride

Librarian's Naughty Game

Angelic Wicked Passion

Angelic Innocent Domination

Angel's Naughty Wife

Angelic Domination

Angelic Convent Submission

Angelic Beauty's Seduction

Angelic Hot Wife's Submission

Creamy Angel Menage

Submissive Angel's Desire

Angelic Hot Wives Menage

The Angel's Passion

The World of Erasthay (Fantasy, Magic, Monster)

The Triad and the Innocent Maidens

The Triad and the Gorgon's Seduction

The Unicorn's Mate

The Nubile Mermaid's Courtship

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

Hot Genie Surprise (Master of the Harem 1)

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

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

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

Innocent Lesbian Surprise

Passionate Lesbian Dream

Naughty Lesbian Tentacles

Teacher's Teasing Tentacles

Lesbian Headmistress Surprise

Spanked Before the Class

Lesbian Tentacle Demonstration

Vibrating Tentacle Passion

Passionate Tentacle Explosion


About the Author

Reed James is a thirty year-old guy living in Tacoma, WA. “I love to write, I find it freeing to immerse myself in a world and tell its stories and then share them with others.” He's been writing naughty stories since high school, furiously polishing his craft, and finally feels ready to share his fantasies with the world.

“I love writing about women who want to be a little (or a lot) naughty, people expressing their love for each other as physically and kinkily as possible, and women loving other women. Whether it's a virgin experiencing her/his first time or a long-term couple exploring the bounds of their relationships, it will be a hot, erotic story!”

Check out his Amazon Author Page, follow him on twitter @NLPublications, like him on Facebook, and visit his blog where you can sign up for his newsletter and receive two free ebooks.

OEBPS/image_8.jpg
SE

DUCINGSTRAIGHT,WOMENKIS

¥
‘,ﬁ‘ »¢< :






