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Naughty Excerpt from “Naughty Therapy”

Waiting for the twenty minutes to be up was an eternity. She was hiding in her office, fleeing the arousal plaguing her body. She couldn't stop looking at my pussy, admiring it, wondering what it would be like to lick it, to be a lesbian. Those bicurious desires from her younger years surged through her. Regret at not kissing her friend at a slumber party, or stopping herself before having a drunken romp with a sorority sister dominated her thoughts.

Now she wondered what she had missed out on as she squirmed in her office trying to work.

But her hot, naughty pussy wouldn't let her. Oh, no it wouldn't. It would keep her on the edge the entire time, her thoughts burning with the memory of my shaved snatch. She would look up at the clock, dreading as it moved closer and closer to the twenty minutes.

Closer and closer to facing temptation.

My foot buzzed. Naughty ideas for how to proceed already swirled through my thoughts. I licked my lips, trembling with the ideas bouncing around in my head. I grinned at one. I wanted to try that out. I bet it would feel amazing.

I leaned back on the cheap pillow, covered in a disposable paper cover, and stared at the ceiling, waiting for time to finally pass. It was so hard to resist the urge to pull my phone out and stare at the time.

I kept my legs spread wide, my jean skirts on the verge of slipping over my pubic mound. I wanted to stroke myself so badly, my wet flesh begging for my fingers' caress. So I folded my hands behind my head, pinning them into the pillow.

Patience. Seduction was all about patience.

The door opened. My pussy clenched. My heart raced. My nipples throbbed.

Lola appeared, her cheeks still dark with arousal, her clothing a little disheveled. My eyes widened as she went to the sink to wash her hands. She had masturbated in there. I had her even more turned on then I thought. Her head kept looking over her shoulder at me as she washed her hands, staring at my pussy from across the room.

“How are you doing, Aurora?”

“Just curious,” I said as she shut off the water and dried her hands with brown paper towels.

“About?” she asked, walking to me, staring at my pussy.

“Have you ever tried out the electrodes on naughty parts of your body?”

She blinked. “What?”

I reached down, ripping them off. I brought one up my thigh and put it directly onto my clit. I gasped, shuddering, tingles raced through my nub. My back arched and the table creaked beneath me. “Jesus, that's amazing.” I stared at her. “Have you ever done that?”

She shook her head, jaw dropping. “What are you doing?”

“You have got to feel this,” I groaned. “It's better than masturbating with your fingers.”

She froze. “What?”

“I know you were masturbating in there, Lola,” I groaned. “To my pussy. Mmm, you can't stop looking at it. I know. But... Oh, you have to feel this. Come over here. Let me attach one to you. This is outstanding.”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Chapter One: High on Love (And Painkillers)

“Wow, you just have the cutest ass in those scrubs,” I said, the pain in my ankle fading as I squirmed. “Doesn't she, honey?”

“Aurora,” Lucy, my girlfriend, groaned as she sat beside my hospital bed, dressed in her motorcycle cop uniform. It was such a sexy look—tight leather pants, that bulky jacket making her look so strong, her face beautiful even when she wore her mirrored sunglasses, her skin that wonderful shade of dark cream. “Don't say stuff like that.”

“But she does,” I said, staring at the Hispanic nurse as she turned. She wore pink scrubs that absolutely flattered her body, her skin a lovely shade of nut-brown, her black hair short, framing her cute face. “You have to know, Nurse, that your ass is great.”

“I'm so sorry,” Lucy said, standing up, her leather pants creaking.

“That would be the Vicodin kicking in,” laughed the nurse. “It's okay. Better than a guy saying it. I don't mind.”

“You have a great ass, too, babe,” I grinned at Lucy. “We should have ourselves a hot threesome. Me, you, and the nurse.”

Lucy rolled her eyes. “You always want threesomes. I'm not enough woman for you?”

“You're plenty woman for me,” I grinned. “I love my sexy cop so much.” I did. For the longest time, I had mistaken that first surge of lust I felt when I saw a pretty girl as love, which explained why I didn't stay in love long. Another pretty face was always turning my head. And then I met Officer Lucy Greene.

And she took my breath away when she pulled me over. I fell in love hard. The real stuff. The heart-thudding, yummy, wanting-to-spend-every-waking-moment-with-her kind of love. I could just hang out with her.

“But it would be fun. You would enjoy it. She's soooo sexy.” I giggled, feeling so warm and loose right now. My ankle hardly hurt at all.

Lucy shook her head. “We're dating, Aurora. Remember. That means exclusivity. No threesomes.”

“Oh, don't be like that,” I pouted. “Come on, Nurse, what do you say?”

“Straight and married,” she said, holding up her left hand with a simple gold band around it.

“Oh, but you can still have a threesome with us.” I giggled. “I love seducing straight women. I made a bet with Samir and everything.”

“What's that?” Lucy asked.

I blinked. I wasn't supposed to talk about the bet in front of Lucy. I had to remember that. It was so hard. The bet was still going. Since we started dating two months ago, I had still been seducing women behind her back. Straight women for my bet with Samir. If I seduced a hundred by New Years Eve, I would win $10,000 from my rich friend.

But if I didn't, I would lose my baby—my Honda Interceptor Motorcycle. I couldn't do that. I just had to be careful. I needed twelve more women and had a month-and-a-half to do it. Then I wouldn't ever cheat on Lucy again. I would be a good girl.

But if she were up for threesomes, this would be so much easier. No running around behind her back.

“Oh, just something we did...awhile ago.” I giggled. “So hard to remember right now. I'm so hot.” I pulled open my hospital gown, flashing my pale, round, perky tits. My right nipple pierced by a silver barbell and tattooed with a snake coiled around it. The snake was so naughty, its tongue flicking at my nipple. “See!”

“Yes, I know you're hot,” Lucy groaned. “I really am sorry, Guadalupe.”

Right, that was the nurse's name. I was so bad with names at the best of times. And I was high!

“It's okay,” the nurse said, waving her hand. Were her eyes staring at my tits? Had my words gotten through to her? Was there a little bi curiousness in them?

“What do you think of my tits?” I asked Guadalupe. “Even a straight woman has to admit they're hot.”

Color spotted her cheeks. “They're very nice, but you have to stay covered. This is a hospital, Aurora.”

“Oh, right.” I giggled again. I closed my gown. “Mmm, it is so hot in here.”

“Are you going to be all right?” Lucy asked.

“I'll be fine.”

“I was talking to the nurse.”

Guadalupe nodded. “I can handle a high patient. Don't worry. And don't feel like this is normal for her. The painkillers can make people pretty loopy.”

“Yeah, I know.” Lucy leaned over and gave me a kiss on the mouth, hard, hot, making my pussy itch more. “Love you.”

I blinked. “Are you leaving?”

“I have to get to work. I'm sorry. Ruth will be here to pick you up soon. You're ready to go home. And when I get off, I'll help take care of you. I can't believe you tripped and fell selling vacuum cleaners.

It was my new job. Being a part time yoga instructor wasn't paying enough, even though I had hot times with my students. I had added seven panties to my collection thanks to Hot Tantra Yoga. Now I sold Lucky Suck Vacuums, which was a terrible name. But it had netted me another pair of panties.

And then I hurt my ankle. The doctor was saying it might be two weeks before I could get back to work.

“Okay, I love you,” I smiled at Lucy. “I'll try to be good.”

“You can never be good,” she whispered and kissed me again. “It's one of the things I like about you.”

Her nose nuzzled mine, and then she straightened and walked out. I let out purring moan. “Doesn't she have a great ass, Guadalupe?”

“She has a great ass,” the nurse agreed. “Now, you need to just get some rest.” She moved closer to me. “And don't flash any more nurses. Not all of them are as cool as me.”

“You are pretty cool,” I giggled. “And sexy. Do people tell you that enough? Like your husband?”

“No,” she sighed and fluffed my pillows, leaning over me. Her pink scrub top stretched over her round breast.

“So they don't tell you how great these tits are?” I asked, reaching out and seizing the round breasts as they dangled over me. I squeezed, loving how they felt beneath my hands. They had a firm perkiness I liked.

“Oh, you are a bad one,” she groaned.

“Sorry, I'm high,” I giggled, squeezing again.

“You're like the old men that come in from the assisted living homes. They like to pretend to have dementia so they can grope us.”

“Mmm, but do you let them do this?” I asked, running my thumbs over her nipples. They were hard.

“No,” she admitted and pulled away. She grabbed my wrists and pried them from her tits. “Now you play nice, Aurora. Your girlfriend wouldn't want you to do anything you'd regret.”

“I never regret making love to a sexy woman,” I moaned, my tongue flashing. I savored the hard feel of my tongue stud on my lips. “Trust me. You won't regret it either.”

“Oh, I won't?” She gave me a smile. “You make it sound like sleeping with me is a fait accompli.”

“A what?” I giggled at her big word. “A fate accomplish? Are we destined to make love?”

“Fait accompli means something that has already been determined to happen.”

“Then yes it has,” I grinned. “You need it. You need to be loved and pampered by a sexy lesbian. How long has it been since you've had a good, hard cum?”

“Awhile,” she admitted.

“What has your husband been up to? Not giving it to you?”

“Just life,” she shrugged and a hint of weariness entered her voice. “I work weird hours at the hospital. He works during the day. It's hard.”

“You poor thing.” I reached out, hooking the waistband of her scrubs bottom and pulled her closer. She didn't fight me. “You mean no one's caused this sweet body, built for sex, to cum in awhile.”

She grasped my wrists, her grip firm. “That's not a reason to cheat on my husband and to let you cheat on you girlfriend.”

“It's fine,” I purred. “It's just sex. They'll never know. It won't change how we feel about them. I'll still love Lucy after fingering you.”

And then I shoved my hand down into her scrubs, feeling her panties. They felt sexy, the fabric exciting, ruffles on the edges. It was a thin cut, maybe bikini or even a thong. I pressed lower, finding the heat, rubbing at her pussy lips through the gusset.

Her eyes widened in absolute shock. Her hands froze for a moment. She couldn't believe I had done it, thrust my hand down her panties, been so bold with her. That gave me the opening I needed to rub at her clit swelling beneath my fingers, to send pleasure through her body. I leaned forward, nuzzling at the exposed skin above her purple panties and below the hem of her scrub top. I licked at it, nuzzling, kissing.

“Aurora,” she gasped. “This isn't appropriate. You have to stop.”

I rubbed harder, her pussy growing hotter and hotter. I looked up at her, my tongue sliding up her flesh to the hem of her shirt. She shivered, feeling the tongue stud pressing on her. Her hips shook. A soft moan escaped her lips before she could stop it.

“But you don't want me to stop,” I purred. “You want me to take you, to ravish you, to finally give you an orgasm that didn't come from your own fingers or the dildo you hide from your husband.”

Her eyes widened. I was so good at reading women, even when high. I giggled. “That's right. I know. You need this. So just relax and let's fuck!”

I was so bold with this seduction. No holding back, just going all in. My other hand shoved up beneath her top, pushing it up until I unveiled her bra. It was sexy, purple, matching her panties. Her nipples poked at the thin fabric.

“It's why you're wearing sexy underwear. You want to feel sexy again, even if no one knows it because you're wearing these scrubs. You hope it will spark your husband's interest when you get home from work while he's getting ready to leave.

“Well, it's sparked mine.”

“Aurora,” she panted as my fingers pushed beneath her bra cup.

I pushed aside the gusset of her panties and stroked her hot flesh. At that moment, I knew I had her. I could see it in her eyes.


Chapter Two: Naughty Nurse

The straight, married nurse moaned as my finger touched her clit directly at the same moment I wiggled a finger from my other hand beneath her bra to brush her nipple. The duel sensations rippled through her body. With a moan, she bent down and kissed me on the mouth with a frantic hunger.

The weeks of no real passion, of stolen moments of unsatisfying masturbation, the yearning to be loved and fucked, to cum hard, surged through her. I felt in the passion of her kiss. In her tongue thrusting into my mouth.

My body trembled beneath her. It was such a wonderful kiss. My tongue dueled with hers. They battled back and forth as I stroked her wet pussy lips and fingered her nipples. We both moaned our excitement.

Her eager hands ripped open my hospital gown. Her hands seized my breasts, squeezing them so hard. Her fingers pinched my nipples, rolling one and twisting the other's nipple piercing. I shuddered, the pleasure rushing down to my pussy.

“We have to be fast,” she moaned, breaking the kiss. “Can we be fast?”

“Strip out of those bottoms and panties,” I groaned. “We'll sixty-nine. Ever thought you'd eat pussy?”

“No,” she moaned as I stroked her lips. “But I need some passion. So desperately. I miss it.”

“Strip and give me your panties,” I grinned. “Then we'll have a hot time.”

“Panties?”

“It's my price,” I purred, stroking her clit, “for making you cum. It's an easy one to pay.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned, pinching my nipples hard, twisting my piercing.

Damn, that was nice.

She ripped her scrubs off, not even bothering to take off her comfortable shoes she wore, little ankle socks clinging to her nut-brown flesh. Then she turned around, presenting me that ass. It was a thong she wore, the lacy ends vanishing between those perfect cheeks. She yanked it down, her brown curls trimmed and soaked, peeking between her thighs as she stepped out of them.

Then she handed them over.

I clutched her panties as she climbed onto the bed. “I can't believe I'm doing this with a patient,” she moaned. “Doesn't your ankle hurt?”

“Not right now,” I groaned as she settled her weight on my body. She straddled my face. My hands, the right clutching her panties, pulled her ass down, bringing her pussy to my lips. “I am flying high right now. And you are a sexy flower I just want to feast on.”

I was such a naughty butterfly. I was always looking for new flowers to drink delicious nectar from.

And she was one delicious flower.

I could smell her tart musk. And then I savored the ticklish feel of her pubic hair on my lips and nose. I breathed in again, savoring her excitement as her hot flesh smeared on my lips, outer labia parting so her pink petals brushed me.

And then I licked hard.

“Oh, god,” she moaned, my tongue stud sliding through her pussy. “Oh, god, that's nice.”

“Lick me, too,” I moaned before tonguing her again, savoring her tart passion, the fingers of my left hand clutching her round ass.

“I can't believe I'm doing this,” she moaned. “I don't normally like women, but...”

“But you're horny. I'm hot. You're hot. Let's make each other cum. You'll still be straight afterward. Mostly.”

She shivered, her ass clenching beneath my hands, her pussy grinding on my lips. Then she took her first lick of pussy. There was something special about a straight woman tasting snatch for the first time, truly experiencing another woman's passion. Something beautiful. She would never have her first time with a woman again. A once-in-a-lifetime experience.

And I was here to experience it with her.

Her tongue slid down my shaved slit, gathering my musk. She moaned, savoring the flavor, squirming more as I tongued her. Then she licked again and again, wild, her lusts unleashed. This wasn't a time for slow foreplay but hot, fast pussy licking, to devour each other as quickly as possible.

“Oh, god, you taste good,” she moaned between licks, her tongue sliding fast through my folds. She had no real skill, just licking where she pleased, but that was hot. “Oh, this is so hot. I can feel it.”

“You're so hot,” I moaned. “Your pussy is molten. You're just dripping.”

“Mmm, yes. Your tongue... Oh, is my tongue as good as yours?”

“Yes! Keep licking my pussy, my clit! Just let your passions go!”

Her tongue fluttered across my clit. I moaned into her snatch, swirling my tongue into her pussy's depths, making her squirm and shudder. I nuzzled, licked, driving her wild with passion, making her buck and grind on my face. Her tongue slid through my folds and then fucked into my depths.

I groaned, the heat building and building inside me. Inside us both. We gasped and writhed, the hospital creaking as we squirmed. Her fingers stroked my pussy, finding my clit, rubbing it as she tongued my hole.

“Just like that,” I moaned. “Oh, yes, you're going to make me explode if you keep licking me just like that.”

“You taste so good,” she moaned. “So good. And, oh, god, Aurora... Your tongue. You're stirring me up.”

“Going to cum!”

“Explode!”

She humped against my face. She ground that tart pussy on my lips as her excitement built and built. She moaned into my cunt, nuzzling deep, her tongue stroking around my pussy lips. She flicked up to my clit and then sucked on it.

That was amazing.

My pussy clenched. My body trembled. My pleasure built and built in me. A huge explosion about to burst out of me. I shivered, my head tossing. I couldn't believe how amazing this was. How good she was. We were driving each other wild.

“Aurora!” she panted.

“Nurse,” I moaned, my passion-filled, painkiller-addled mind unable to remember her name. “Let's cum! Shower me in your passion! Explode!”

I sucked on her clit.

She bucked atop me. She moaned and gasped. Her tart juices flooded my mouth. They gushed out of her. I drank them down. I gulped them. I gripped her ass tight as she squirmed on me, screaming into my pussy.

Her tongue jammed into my flesh as she squirmed atop me. She bucked and gasped, grinding on my face, driving me wild. I made this straight, married woman cum. I made her explode. And it was wonderful. It was exciting.

I exploded. I drenched her face in passion. I soaked the naughty nurse. We gasped and heaved and trembled in pleasure. We held each other. I clutched her panties. Number eighty-nine screamed through my mind.

One more closer. Then I wouldn't have to cheat on Lucy any longer.

But could I give this thrill up? Seducing straight women was so addictive. So hot. So amazing. I gave these women experienced they never dreamed they could have. It was such a beautiful gift I gave them.

What would I do if when I finished the bet I still cheated on Lucy? When I didn't have the excuse of the bet any longer?

“Oh, damn,” the nurse moaned. “Oh, damn, that was good. But, shit. I have to go. I have rounds to make.”


Chapter Three: No Pain, No Gain

My past self would have thought she was in love with my physical therapist. But present me knew differently. This was pure lust. And why not? Lola was a sexy, Native American beauty with that red-brown skin and straight, silky-black hair pulled back into a ponytail. She was young with a perky smile that lit up her face, producing such delicious dimples.

The wedding ring glinted on her fingers somehow made her more attractive. Seducing married, straight women was so hot. It was a rush, a drug I just couldn't avoid. I would have to. Only eleven more to go.

And I think after today, Lola would leave only ten more.

It was my third appointment at her physical therapy clinic. The first two times, frankly, my ankle just hurt too much for me to do more than have a friendly flirt with the woman, just easing her into being seduced by a lesbian. It also didn't help that Lucy had taken me to my first two appointments, sitting beside the bed as I pumped my foot up and down and then traced the letters of the alphabet in the air.

It hurt so bad doing that.

Today, Ruth brought me. She sat out in the lobby texting her new girlfriend, the oral hygienist. From the sounds of it, the girl really knew how to put oral into her job title. Ruth was abuzz over her skill. She even claimed her girlfriend was better than me.

Which was just love talking. I understood. But it was a concrete fact that I was the best cunnilinguist in the world.

The oral hygienist didn't even have a tongue stud.

I wore a short jean skirt despite the terrible weather today. It was cold and raining. There was even talk of snow coming down. I hated snow. It was the worst weather to ride a motorcycle in. No amount of thick clothing could make that enjoyable.

Not that I could even ride my motorcycle right now. Stupid foot.

“Ah, Aurora,” Lola smiled as I hobbled into the back, an open room with several therapy beds and plenty of strange equipment some that almost resembled exercise equipment. “It's good to see you.”

“Thanks,” I smiled at her. I had the last slot in the evening. All alone with Lola. Just how I wanted it. “It must suck having to work this late.”

“Oh, no, it's fine,” she smiled.

“Must make it hard to see your husband.”

She shook her head. “He works late, too. We've adjusted our schedules. But we're like any other couple.”

“Oh,” I said. That sucked. It was easier to seduce a married woman when she had lost regular intimacy with her husband.

But that wouldn't stop me. I would persevere. She would be number ninety. I had a month-and-a-half to get my panties and win the bet. I wouldn't let something as trivial as my injured ankle stop me.

“Okay, hop up on the table,” she said, “and let's get that walking boot off.”

I smiled at her, hopping up. I pulled on the Velcro straps and hauled off the bulky thing. Then I peeled off my sock. My ankle was still swollen, the bruise working up my calf. But the swelling had gone down a lot. I had to pump my foot up and down to reduce it three times a day.

“That's looking much better,” Lola said, sitting down on the edge of the table. She arched an eyebrow at my skirt. “Not afraid of the weather, huh?”

“Got to compensate for that ugly monstrosity on my feet,” I grinned at her.

“You look cold.” She brushed the goose pimples on my calf.

“No pain, no gain,” I shrugged. I would suffer a little cold to seduce her. To make her howl. She was gorgeous. I was so horny for this sweet flower. “How else am I supposed to look hot for the ladies wearing a bulky, ugly walking boot?”

“Right,” she said, her smile staying on. “No girlfriend holding your hand today?”

“She's at work. Perils of dating a cop. Sometimes, she just can't be around when you need her.”

“I hope you didn't drive yourself.” She pressed at my ankle, a little pain flaring.

“No, no, a friend brought me.”

“That's nice.”

I spread my legs just enough. The movement caught her eyes. They looked up, staring into the shadowed V beneath my skirt. I studied her face. She looked away without any shock, not noticing that I wasn't wearing panties.

But she would.

I licked my lips, the hot itch growing between my thighs. Her every touch on my foot made me shudder, my pussy growing juicier. I spread my legs a little wider, wanting her to see my shaved snatch, to catch a flash of my hot flesh.

How would she react? Mmm, this seduction would be so much fun and—

“Oh, I felt that,” I groaned as she pumped my foot up and down.

“Tenderness is to be expected,” she nodded. “You've been doing your exercise?”

I nodded my head. “Three times a day. I had to relearn my ABC's.”

She gave a smile and then turned around, snagging a ribbon of green, stretchy rubber from a group hanging on a wall peg. “Well, today we're going to add some resistance and start strengthening the muscles. If you don't use them they wither pretty fast.”

Lola turned around, reaching to hand me the ribbon when she froze. Her widening eyes stared right between my legs. My pussy clenched. A hot wave washed through me along with an electric tingle. Fresh goose pimples broke out across my body.

And not from the cold.

I could feel her eyes locked on my naked pussy. I parted my legs farther apart, making sure to give her a great look at it. Her breath quickened. She moistened her lips. Then her eyes flicked up. I gave her the most innocent smile, like I wasn't aware that she had seen anything intimate.

“Something wrong, Lola?”

“Nothing,” she said, shaking her head. Like I suspected, she thought seeing my pussy was accidental and didn't want to embarrass me. She was so polite. “Here, take the ends of the ribbon.”

I did, gripping both.

She stretched it over my injured ankle and placed it against the ball of my foot. At the same time, she glanced between my thighs again, staring right at my snatch. What was passing through her mind? Was she picturing Lucy nestled between my legs, running her tongue over and over through my pussy? Was she wondering why Lucy would eat my cunt? Did she wonder if pussy tasted great? She remembered the time she tasted her own—every girl did at least once—and now she wondered if I tasted the same. Different.

Better.

She released her end of the band. It dug into the sole of my foot. Her voice strained, she said, “Now Aurora, just flex your foot up and down like you're pumping the accelerator in a car. Twenty times.”

“Kay,” I said, keeping my legs spread wide.

She kept staring at my pussy as I worked my foot. The burning pain built, the strain of muscles, the tenderness of the tendons. I ignored it. The pain was worth the gain of her seduction. She kept taking covert glances of my snatch. And I grew juicier and juicier.

Could she see the juices glistening on my shaved flesh?

I spread my legs wider, groaning from the strain. “Fifteen.”

“Doing good,” she said absently. “Keep it up.”

“Sixteen.”

Her head nodded, eyes so wide. She licked her lips.

It grew harder and harder to pump my foot, my muscles growing tired. But I grit my teeth, knowing the prize was her devouring my pussy. My back arched as I groaned. The rubber dug into my fingers.

“Nineteen.”

“Almost there,” she whispered, her thoughts whirling with strange ideas, fantasies she had never experienced before. Things she wanted to act out with me. “Keep going.”

“Twenty,” I groaned, panting, my face flushed. I let go of the band and leaned back on the table. I lifted up my left leg, bending it into a triangle, sliding my skirt even higher in the process, my leg spread out. I could feel my pussy lips part.

She had to see my pink, inner depths.

She licked her lips. “Okay, take a short rest,” she said. “Then you'll do it again, but pulling from the right and the then left side as you pump your foot. Then you'll do your alphabet with it on.”

“Okay,” I nodded. “Mmm, I could definitely feel the difference.”

“Yeah.” Her eyes were transfixed. I clenched my pussy and relax it, leaning my left leg over farther. My pussy lips parted more. I had to be totally exposed to her, aroused, juices dripping down to my ass. She shook her head, ripping her gaze away. “Ready for the side-to-side. We'll do ten each pulling from each direction.”

“Yeah,” I grinned at her. “I'm more than ready for more pain.”

“Need it for the gain,” she nodded her head.

“You have no idea,” I purred, loving exposing myself. My nipples were so hard. I wanted to play with them.

Even when I was doing the next exorcise, I was so turned on. The pain was almost wholly consumed by my lust. My desire to rip off her clothing and pull her head by her ponytail into my snatch. To feel her tongue licking and tonguing.

I almost came just thinking about it, my body so aroused. Her eyes kept glancing at it as I did the ABC exercise, my right leg waving in the air, my legs opening and closing in the process, my skirt almost riding up above my pubic mound.

“Okay,” she panted, shivering. “We'll put on the electrodes for twenty minuets, and I'll work on some paperwork.”

“Sure,” I smiled as she grabbed the small device that stimulated the muscles of my foot with electricity.

She attached the electrodes, pulling them from a bag with my name on it—only I used those pads for sanitary reasons. She attached them and turned the machine on. Immediately, my muscle tensed and relaxed as a fuzzy sensation rippled through them.

And then she fled the room to her office. I knew I had her.


Chapter Four: Buzzing Delight

Waiting for the twenty minutes to be up was an eternity. She was hiding in her office, fleeing the arousal plaguing her body. She couldn't stop looking at my pussy, admiring it, wondering what it would be like to lick it, to be a lesbian. Those bicurious desires from her younger years surged through her. Regret at not kissing her friend at a slumber party, or stopping herself before having a drunken romp with a sorority sister dominated her thoughts.

Now she wondered what she had missed out on as she squirmed in her office trying to work.

But her hot, naughty pussy wouldn't let her. Oh, no it wouldn't. It would keep her on the edge the entire time, her thoughts burning with the memory of my shaved snatch. She would look up at the clock, dreading as it moved closer and closer to the twenty minutes.

Closer and closer to facing temptation.

My foot buzzed. Naughty ideas for how to proceed already swirled through my thoughts. I licked my lips, trembling with the ideas bouncing around in my head. I grinned at one. I wanted to try that out. I bet it would feel amazing.

I leaned back on the cheap pillow, covered in a disposable paper cover, and stared at the ceiling, waiting for time to finally pass. It was so hard to resist the urge to pull my phone out and stare at the time.

I kept my legs spread wide, my jean skirts on the verge of slipping over my pubic mound. I wanted to stroke myself so badly, my wet flesh begging for my fingers' caress. So I folded my hands behind my head, pinning them into the pillow.

Patience. Seduction was all about patience.

The door opened. My pussy clenched. My heart raced. My nipples throbbed.

Lola appeared, her cheeks still dark with arousal, her clothing a little disheveled. My eyes widened as she went to the sink to wash her hands. She had masturbated in there. I had her even more turned on then I thought. Her head kept looking over her shoulder at me as she washed her hands, staring at my pussy from across the room.

“How are you doing, Aurora?”

“Just curious,” I said as she shut off the water and dried her hands with brown paper towels.

“About?” she asked, walking to me, staring at my pussy.

“Have you ever tried out the electrodes on naughty parts of your body?”

She blinked. “What?”

I reached down, ripping them off. I brought one up my thigh and put it directly onto my clit. I gasped, shuddering, tingles raced through my nub. My back arched and the table creaked beneath me. “Jesus, that's amazing.” I stared at her. “Have you ever done that?”

She shook her head, jaw dropping. “What are you doing?”

“You have got to feel this,” I groaned. “It's better than masturbating with your fingers.”

She froze. “What?”

“I know you were masturbating in there, Lola,” I groaned. “To my pussy. Mmm, you can't stop looking at it. I know. But... Oh, you have to feel this. Come over here. Let me attach one to you. This is outstanding.”

“Aurora,” she panted, but she drifted towards me. “You deliberately flashed your pussy at me?”

“Yes! Your so sexy. Oh, Lola, I want you so badly. And you want me. It's why you were rubbing yourself in there.” I held up an electrode. “Now put this on your clit and experience rapture. I'm about to cum already.”

That was the truth. The numbing, almost pins and needles effect of the electrode had my clit throbbing, my pussy clenching. My toes curled and my legs twitched. I couldn't help myself. I had never felt its like before. The tingling electrified my pussy.

Lola swallowed, staring at my pussy as she moved closer, almost in a trance. Her hands played with the ties for the blue scrub bottoms she wore. She then just pushed them down over her hips, exposing a pair of white panties, the crotch stained dark.

“That's it,” I moaned. “Feel this rapture with me, Lola. Oh, god, let's experience it together. It'll be so hot.”

“I...I...” She pushed her panties down as she stopped next to me on the table. “What is wrong with me?”

“You're horny and curious about being with a woman,” I grinned at her. “You've always wondered in the back of your mind what it would be like. Mmm, your straight pussy yearns for something a little different every now and then.”

A trimmed, black bush came into sight. She was buzzed short, her pussy not hidden at all by her black curls. I smiled, her clit throbbing pink out of its little hood. I reached out, stroking up her body, making her shiver as I nudged her nub.

She groaned.

Then I placed the electrode right over her clit.

“Holy crap,” she groaned, her body shuddering as the electricity surged into her sexy. Her hand reached out, grasping mine. She squeezed hard. “That's... Oh, god, I don't even know what this is.”

“But it's good, right?”

“Yes!”

“Good,” I smiled, snagging her ponytail and pulling her lips down. She didn't fight as I kissed her.

And came.

My body shuddered on the bed, the buzzing joy electrifying me. I thrust my tongue into her mouth, kissing her hard as she moaned into my lips. My pussy spasmed. Juices flooded out of me as the rapture washed through my body.

The numbing tingles intensified on my clit. I thrashed, my pussy spasming over and over as I kissed her hard. My entire body convulsed. The ecstasy reached my mind, engulfing me. My eyes fluttered. My grip tightened on her ponytail.

And then she quivered. Lola moaned into my mouth. Her tongue brushed mine as we both came from the electrodes' stimulation. Over and over, waves of bliss burst out of me, racing through me, keeping me buzzing with delight.

She broke the kiss, moaning, “Oh, my god, Aurora. This is amazing. I never even thought about this.”

“Because you're not naughty like me,” I grinned, grabbing another electrode. I pushed up her scrubs top. She ripped it off, throwing it to the floor then unhooked her bra for me, realizing where I meant to place the next one. She thrust her red-brown tits at me, her nipples hard and dark.

“Do it,” she moaned.

I sucked on one and placed the electrode on the other. The effect was instantaneous. She moaned my name, shuddering as the two electrodes stimulated her body. I could smell hot pussy in the air as she squirmed, gasping, loving it.

Her own hands shot out, ripping off the fourth and final electrode from my leg. The tingling ended there, but it was still growing strong on my clit, my body wracked by orgasm after orgasm. Lola shoved up my shirt, exposing my tits.

“Pierced and tattooed,” she moaned in awe as I sucked on her nipple

I moaned a yes around her nub. It was so hot sucking on it as I came.

Then the pleasure increased twofold. The electrode covered my left nipple. My eyes widened. I sucked so hard on her nub as the numbing tingles shot straight to my pussy. My next orgasm exploded through me, a hurricane slamming through my body, leaving me gasping and moaning.

Her nipple popped out of my lips. “Holy shit!” I gasped. “Holy fucking shit!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned, shuddering, licking her lips. “Oh, wow, that's great. I keep cumming. How much can I orgasm?”

“I don't know!”

“Aurora,” Lola moaned, shuddering. “It just won't stop. My pussy keeps clenching.”

I knew what she meant, my body spasming, my left nipple and clit numbed with the pleasure of the electricity. I had to feel her. My hand lashed out, shoving between her thighs. I felt the wet folds of her pussy. I stroked along them then thrust into her depths.

Her pussy spasmed wildly. I had never felt a woman constricting so much as she came. Over and over. Her depths milked my fingers with a wet passion. Was my pussy convulsing so much? I shuddered, moaning, the pleasure swelling larger and larger through me.

I couldn't move even my fingers buried in her snatch. It was all too much. The numbing pleasure gripped me, left me shuddering. Pleasure danced through my mind as I kept cumming and cumming. It wouldn't stop.

“Oh, god, this is intense,” Lola moaned. Her pussy spasmed wildly. “I can feel your fingers in me. But...but...”

Her hand reached out and grabbed the machine. She flipped the off switch.

Instantly, my orgasm stopped. Her pussy's convulsions ended. She shuddered, shifting her hips, her naked tits bouncing, the electrode clinging to her hard nipple. I sucked in deep breaths, struggling to recover from the bliss that had been crashing through my body. My eyes were so wide. It had been so intense. Overwhelming.

“Damn,” I muttered. “Damn, damn, damn.”

“Uh-huh,” she panted, sucking in her breaths. “Wow. That was... Wow.” And then a smile crossed her lips. “Your fingers are still in me.”

My smile grinned. “And?”

“They feel nice.” She looked around. “What other toys can we play with in here?”


Chapter Five: Physical Therapy

“Open my purse and I'll show you,” I grinned at her, shifting on the bed.

She did, stepping out of her pants and panties in the process, her red-brown ass peeking at me from below her top as she bent over. Her pussy covered in that thick forest of black hair was so juicy. I sucked on my fingers, enjoying her spicy musk.

She set her panties nearby. I snagged them and pocketed them into my skirt when she wasn't looking. She opened my purse and her eyes widened. She pulled out a thick, black dildo attached to a vinyl harness. It was one of my favorite dildos. I had even gotten into trouble in Seattle thanks to it.

But the yummy prosecutor who had negotiated my punishment had returned it. But not before we both played with it.

“Wow,” Lola said. “You have a strap-on in there.”

“Uh-huh,” I grinned. I shimmied out of my skirt, only wincing as I brushed my ankle. I didn't mind the pain. Then I hopped off onto my good foot, balancing, and turning around. I bent over the bed and wiggled my ass at her. “Ever wanted to fuck like a man?”

“Oh, my god, really?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “I need hard, passionate physical therapy from you, Lola. You have to help with my recovery. Being fucked from behind, bent over, is one of my favorites. But I need to get strong so I can do it right. Help me.”

“Oh, yes,” she moaned and fumbled with the toy. “I just step into it?” she asked, doing just that.

“Yeah, but it helps if the dildo isn't thrusting from your ass,” I giggled as she pulled it up her legs, the dildo wagging behind her.

Her swarthy cheeks darkened. Mmm, she was such a sexy, Native American princess. “It does.”

She adjusted it, then pulled it up and secured it to her hips. The dildo dangled before her, thrusting and bouncing with her every movement as she cinched it tight, her tits jiggling. They were such yummy tits. She stroked her dildo, staring at me.

“You're shaved,” she whispered. “I kept staring at that beautiful pussy while examining you. I couldn't believe it. I was so turned on.”

“Reminded you of all those bicurious desires from younger days?” I smiled. “All those ones you fought to repress.”

“Stupid me,” she moaned.

And then to my delight, she fell to her knees behind me. Her hands stroked the back of my thighs as her breath warmed across my pussy. I shivered, clenching, savoring this moment as the married woman leaned in and licked at my shaved snatch.

I groaned, shifting on my left foot, being careful not to put my weight on my right, and shuddered at the pleasure rippling through me. I groaned, my hips undulating, grinding my hot flesh on her face. Her tongue licked through my pussy, pressing through my folds, tasting my nectar.

“Mmm, do you like that?” I purred, wiggling my hips, my body surging with endorphins that helped mask the ache in my ankle.

“Yes,” she panted. “Oh, this is so unorthodox method of healing my patient.”

“Everyone knows that orgasms do wonders for the body,” I moaned. “So give me more of them.”

“You didn't get enough from the electrodes?”

“I never get enough orgasms,” I laughed. My hips wiggled, humping back into the physical therapist's delicious tongue.

She licked long and slow, taking her time, savoring the texture and flavor, exploring her first pussy. I loved it. Her hands kept stroking my thighs and legs, moving up to squeeze my ass before sliding back down again, teasing me. Her caresses sent silky delight washing to my pussy, making me tremble and shudder.

I couldn't wait for her to devour me. To make me cum. She was driving me so wild with her licking and nuzzling. Her tongue grew bolder and bolder. I groaned as she probed into my pussy's depths, swirling around.

“Oh, yes, that's how you heal your patients,” I moaned, my pussy clenching on her tongue. “That's it. Mmm, yes. Just keep doing that to me. Keep licking and nuzzling. Make me cum so hard on your mouth. Oh, yes. Oh, I love it. I absolutely love it.”

Her tongue licked harder, faster. She slid through my folds. She made me groan. My eyes fluttered in my head. Hot, wicked shivers ran through my flesh. Her every lick and nuzzle brought me closer and closer to another wonderful orgasm.

“You taste so good,” she moaned, her hands finding my ass again. “And this tush... So firm. I'm so envious of your body.”

She licked again as I moaned, “Why? You are so sexy with that red-brown skin. Mmm, a hot, Native American beauty.”

“You're making me blush.” Her tongue licked again.

“You're eating my pussy,” I giggled. “Aren't we beyond blushing?”

“I thought so.” Her fingers tightened on my ass as she nuzzled again. “Mmm, you really do taste delicious.”

“So do you.”

I groaned, her tongue diving into my folds, licking, swirling, exploring. I could not complain. Not with such delicious pleasure shuddering through my body. My eyes rolled back into my head as I squirmed and humped against my physical therapist's mouth.

She was so good, her skill growing with every moment. Her tongue swirling through my sheath before she nuzzled down to my clit. Her nose pressed into my folds as she sucked on my nub. My ass clenched beneath her fingers.

And those fingers were exploring, dipping into my ass. She found my sphincter, swirling around it.

“Oh, you are getting naughty,” I moaned.

“I love a finger up my ass when I'm having sex,” she moaned. “I bet you do, too.”

Before I could moan my enthusiastic “Yes!” she shoved her finger into my bowels. I groaned, her digits reaching deeper and deeper, sinking past the first knuckle to the second. I gasped, the heat racing to my pussy.

I came on her hungry lips.

My body thrashed. My head danced wild. I glanced over my shoulder as the pleasure burned through me. And smiled. Ruth watched. My plump, brunette, Jewish friend had her hands in her jeans, fingering her twat as she spied on us from the hallway that lead to the waiting room. She shook her head at me.

I winked at her.

“Oh, yes, you're making me cum so hard,” I moaned. “Oh, I can't believe it's your first time eating pussy. You're a natural.”

“I just did what I would enjoy,” she moaned between licks. “Oh, yes, you taste good.”

She took a long lick up my pussy, and then she rose. My snatch still convulsed, my orgasm still racing through me, as she slammed the thick, black dildo into my cunt. My flesh engulfed the rubber dick, my back arching.

I hoped Ruth loved the show.

“Yes, yes, yes, pound me, Lola. Oh, I need it. Give me the hardest physical therapy ever.”

“I will!”

I watched the married, Native American beauty over my shoulder as she rammed the strap-on over and over into my cunt. She fucked me with a hot intensity. My bowels clenched on her finger still buried in my asshole. Her red-brown breasts bounced and jiggled.

And Ruth watched beyond her, squirming, shuddering, pumping her fingers in and out of her pussy. I loved the audience. I was glad my best friend was having some fun since she was waiting on me while I was being plowed hard by the sexy physical therapist.

“Oh, yes. Oh, god, yes. Fuck me, Lola. Pound me! I need it so badly. I need to cum! Help me recover! Heal me!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned, her face twisting with pleasure. “I'm fucking you! I'm fucking you so hard!”

I loved the almost surprise bursting in her voice. She was shocked that she was fucking me. She had never thought she would experience this joy, the thrill of ramming a dildo into a woman's body, the slap of flesh as you thrust. The heat you churned in her cunt.

My back arched as I bucked back into her thrusts. My pussy gripped the dildo, savoring the hot, burning pleasure roaring between us. I gasped and groaned. My eyes fluttered as I slammed back into her. The pleasure built and built in me, driving me to the heights of my orgasm. I would explode on her dildo.

Cream it.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped. “Fuck me! Make me cum so hard!”

I rested my head on the bed, my nipples rasping on the cheap sheet covering it. The pleasure built and built in me. I balanced on one foot, almost clutching the bed to keep from falling as rapture soared through me.

Every stroke drove me closer and closer to an other wonderful explosion. I craved it. Stars danced before my eyes. My vision fuzzed from the intensity of her strokes. She fucked me with such wonderful passion, her tits bouncing and slapping together, joining the staccato clap of her groin and my ass.

“Aurora,” she moaned. “Oh, my god. My clit! I'm going to cum! I didn't think I would!”

“Yes, yes, yes, let's cum!” I screamed. “Let's explode!”

My eyes rolled back into my head. The pleasure burst and burst through me. Wave after wave of bliss shot through my body. Rapture inundated me. Ecstasy. Bliss. I buzzed in delight. And she kept fucking me, driving that dildo into me.

I moaned out my wordless pleasure. I felt Ruth eyes on me, drinking in the pleasure. I hoped she was cumming, too, as she watched us. Lola's finger jammed deeper into my bowels, reminding me of its presence. Then she ripped it out.

I gasped, “Lola!”

The married woman grasped my hips with both hands. She drove the dildo into me. “Aurora! I'm cumming!”

Our pleasure sang through the empty physical therapy clinic. I shuddered on the bed, my pussy spasming about the dildo. I savored it feeling me. I loved its girth, its length. I felt so wonderfully full as my lover leaned over me, gasping, panting.

“That was the best physical therapy session ever,” groaned Lola.

“You should fuck more of your patients,” I giggled. “Mmm, yes, I feel so zesty and alive.”

She nodded her head and drew back. I gasped as the dildo plopped out of my wet cunt. I shuddered, pushing on my left foot and climbing onto the bed. She fell back into a chair, heaving, the dildo glistening with my juices.

“Damn,” she groaned.

I only nodded my head in agreement.


Chapter Six: Box of Panties

I buzzed with excitement as I walked out of the physical therapy clinic. My next appointment with Lola was set, and her panties were safely stowed in my skirt pocket. Lola was still looking for them when I left her, on her knees peering beneath the bed, her ass looking so cute.

Ruth waited in the lobby, arms folded across her tits. “What are you doing, Aurora?”

“Heading home,” I said. “Right?”

“I mean with that woman. You were fucking her.”

“Uh-huh.”

Ruth's hand latched out, snagging the panties out of my skirt pocket. “Oh, so that's why. You're still doing the bet?”

“My bike and $10,000 are on the line. Of course I am.” I snagged the panties back. They were destined for the box under my bed. Number ninety. Only ten more to go, and I would win. And I still had the rest of November and all of December.

“What about Lucy? I thought you loved her.”

“I do,” I smiled, pushing the panties back into my skirt's pocket. “I love her so much. So you can't tell her. It's just for the bet, honest.”

“Aurora, you're the horniest woman I know.” She bit her lip. “But you have something special with Lucy. You've been dating her two months. For you, that's years.”

“I know.” I let out a girlish giggle, unable to contain my excitement. “I love her so much.”

“So why are you risking it for your damned bike?” Ruth hissed.

“Because it's my bike.”

“So it's more important to you than Lucy?”

“Well, no.” I blinked. “Lucy doesn't have to know. This is something I started before we even met.” She was the only straight woman I had seduced in the last year whose panties weren't in the box. “She won't find out. I'm almost done. Just ten more to go.”

Ruth shook her head. “Come on. Let me drive you home.”

She seethed as we walked to her car. She opened her door, climbed in, and slammed it. I sighed as I slid in. I knew I was taking a risk, but for two months I had done this. I had seduced the women when Lucy was working, when she wasn't around. I wouldn't risk losing her.

It was a quiet, awkward drive back to my loft apartment. Ruth didn't say a word, just gripped the steering wheel like she strangled it. I swallowed. She was my best friend, and I had never seen her so angry with me. She had bailed me out of so many problems, she had helped me when money was tight. She was always there for me.

“Ruth...” I started to say when she pulled into the driveway before my apartment, her headlights shining on my baby, her body polished cherry red. I loved my motorcycle.

Ruth gave me a hard look. “Samir will call off the bet. He's worried you'll finish.”

I licked my lips. “I'll think about it.”

“Do more than that.” Ruth shook her head. “I mean it. Do it. Don't fuck this up, Aurora.”

I nodded and slipped out, my thick, protective boot onto the ground. I had to swivel to the side so I could put my weight on my left foot to stand. It was awkward, but I managed. Then I hobbled away, feeling terrible. I hadn't felt this bad in a while.

And it turned out I could feel worse.

Lucy was sitting on my bed when I walked in. She had pulled the panty box out from beneath my bed, full of all the underwear I had collected for the bet. She was digging through it, holding a pair of green panties in one hand as she did it. I swallowed, a nervous chill shooting through me.

“Hey,” I said.

“How was physical therapy?” she asked me, her voice tight.

“Fine.”

She glanced at this box. “What's this? Many of these panties are not your style or even your size.”

“Just...mementos,” I said, my stomach twisting. “You know, from past conquests. I haven't lied about how...”

“Promiscuous you are? How you sleep with any woman you can?”

I shrank. “Yeah, that's all. I guess I should have gotten rid of them when we started dating.”

“I found this box a month ago. There are new panties on top.” She held up the green pair. “These look like the pair Nurse Guadeloupe wore.”

“Who?” I blinked.

“The Hispanic nurse from Allenmore Hospital.”

I hardly remembered making love to her. I was so out of it on painkillers.

“You're cheating on me, Aurora.”

“I...I...”

She hopped to her feet, striding across the room, and ripped the pair of panties from my skirt pocket. I froze. I hadn't stuffed them in all the way after Ruth pulled them out. I squirmed as I stared into Lucy's angry eyes.

“Your physical therapist?” Lucy asked, smelling them. “That's not your pussy I smell. And Lola is an attractive woman. Married, straight.

“Your kind of woman, Aurora.”

“Let me explain,” I said, tears beading my eyes. “I made a bet.”

“A bet,” sneered Lucy.

I nodded my head. She had to understand. “With Samir last New Years Eve. My bike for $10,000. I would win if I seduced a hundred straight women in a year. That's... That's what those panties are for.”

“And that's why you were so eager to get in mine?” snarled Lucy. She turned around, dumping out the box, creating a mound of lacy garments on my bed. “I'm I going to find a pair of mine in there.”

“I didn't take one from you.” Tears fell faster. “I... I couldn't. I was going to, but then... I felt something real with you.”

“Oh, yes, it was so real.” she threw the scattered pile of panties across my bed. “Look at it. There must be almost a hundred.”

“Eighty-nine,” I muttered.

“And here's number ninety, huh?” Lucy threw Lola's panties at me. “Congratulations, you're about to win $10,000.”

And then she shouldered me out of the way and stalked to my door.

I turned, staring at my cop, my love. “Please, Lucy,” I begged, stumbling after her on my hurt ankle. “Listen. I love you. I do. I just didn't want to lose my bike. Those women meant nothing. They never have. You're the only woman that I ever loved, Lucy. Don't leave me.”

She paused at the door, her shoulders trembling. I could feel her struggle. She wanted to stay. I just had to seduce her. I was good at that. I just had to find the right words to say to win her back. I could do it. I had to do it.

I couldn't lose her.

“Lucy,” I said, lowering my voice. “I know what I did was wrong, I do. I didn't know what to do. I was too scared to tell you about the bet. I was afraid you would hate me. I couldn't lose you.”

Her hand clenched on the door.

I came closer. I would do this. I would not lose her. “What we have is real. You know it. That's why you pursued me. That's why you came after me. I was so scared, but you showed me I had nothing to fear. That true love, what we have, was amazing.”

Her shoulders tensed. She started to turn around and then stopped herself. I caught a glimpse of a tear running down her ebony cheek.

I had her.

And then she marched out of my apartment and slammed the door behind her.

I collapsed onto the floor, sobbing. I lost her. I had her, and I fucked it up. All so I could keep a stupid bike.

Want to read the next part? Click here for Selling Taboo Passion!
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Sneak Preview of “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'?”

If you want to read more, click here for Hot Yoga!
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