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Chapter One: The Reprimand

Is there any sound more annoying than my alarm clock?

I shot my hand out, slapping around on the nightstand, barely conscious, trying to find the blessed snooze button. My fumbling hand found my phone, the lamp, my keys, my phone again, and a glass of water. And the alarm just kept beeping and beeping. Was I going to have to open my eyes to find the darn thing? Fingers brushed plastic, vibrating as it buzzed.

Success! Snooze button pressed.

I could go back to wonderful, blissful sleep, and forget all about having to wake up at six in the morning. I was a week into my new job, and I wasn't sure if I was ever going to get used to waking up at the crack of dawn. Of course, it was January in Tacoma, so the sun didn't bother to rise for a while longer. Lucky sun.

Well, my new job wasn't all that bad. There were a few nice perks. First, there were the cars I was selling. Gorgeous, high-performance, Italian sports cars. And the second perk was even nicer—Rosa, the gorgeous Latina secretary at Ferrari of Puyallup. She had a pair of dusky legs that just wouldn't quit, leading up to a perfect rear made to be squeezed and spanked. Yesterday, I had cornered the beautiful woman in the ladies room, and we made quite a loving memory. It had been so passionate. I had loved her so much.

But those loving feelings had quickly faded; I never stayed in love long. I would fall in love at the drop of the hat, but fall out even faster. I just loved being in love; I only wished it would stick once. When we had finished our tryst, I had enjoyed smirking at her boyfriend—a fellow salesperson, and consummate asshole, named Victor—with his girlfriend's panties tucked into my purse.

Rosa had been number eight.

Two weeks ago, I had made a drunken bet on New Years Eve with my good friend Samir. If I could seduce one hundred straight women by next New Years Eve, he'd pay me $10,000. It didn't seem that hard since I was confident in my seduction technique. After all, there wasn't a woman I couldn't seduce. That night I proved it by taking home a beautiful, straight gal from the bar named...Sally? I think. I'm terrible with names. I had seduced Sally, or maybe it was Ursula, right out from under the nose of her boyfriend, and took her home to my place for a night of wonderful passion.

But if I lost the bet, Samir would get my beautiful Honda Interceptor motorcycle. I had poured every cent I could into my pride and joy. She was cherry red, with a 782 cc V-4 engine that purred like a passionate tigress. She was a work of art, and there was no way in hell I was going to lose this bet. Besides, $10,000 would go a long way, and I knew he was good for it. His dad was some rich Saudi oil baron or something, but I didn't hold that against him.

The alarm went off again, stirring me from my pleasant doze. Bastard! I slapped the snooze button. I could afford ten more minutes of sleep. That turned into twenty minutes, and, finally, I had to surrender to semi-consciousness, and crawl out of my warm covers. My flesh pimpled. It was cold in my loft. I always slept naked, which may not be the best idea in winter, but I just hated the feel of clothes about my body as I slept. So...restricting.

I stumbled to the kitchen, my mind barely working. I was a night owl, but my new job demanded I be at work by nine AM. And to top it off, I had to take the bus, which took about forty-five minutes. I couldn't take my Interceptor; I had to be 'professional', and that was hard to achieve while riding a motorcycle. Which was fine; I was selling high-end Ferraris, but I did miss the freedom of my bike. It would all be worth it if I could just make my first sale. The commission would let me finish paying off my bike. One less bill to worry about.

I spilled coffee grinds on my counter trying to dump them into the machine. Great. While it percolated, I luxuriated beneath the spray of my shower, just leaning against the wall and letting all the wonderful water splash about my body. It felt great to be warm. I had to rush to get ready when I finished. I applied make-up, styled my hair, and dressed, all while trying to wolf down a bagel lathered with cream cheese. And I mean lathered. I loved cream cheese almost as much as my ass did. I'd be hitting the gym after work again.

I dug through my panties drawer for a few minutes, searching for the perfect pair. I was hoping to have another tryst with Rosa today, and I wanted to be wearing my best. I found a black thong, and pulled the scrap of cloth up my shaved legs. It nestled tight against my pussy, giving me a nice cameltoe, and disappeared between my round butt-cheeks. So sexy. I hoped Rosa would love them.

Finally ready, I glanced at the floor mirror next to my bed, and saw that my red hair fell in a voluminous mass, the tips slightly curled, about my shoulders. I straightened my gray business jacket, and smoothed my matching pencil miniskirt. There were no runs in my stockings—dark-tan thigh-highs held up by a garter belt, not pantyhose; I liked to feel a little sexy at work—so I grabbed my purse and a thick, winter jacket, and raced to catch the bus.

I texted my best friend, and sometimes lover, Ruth, the entire bus trip. I hated riding public transportation. It was a prison, and the inmates were all somnambulists that didn't bathe. I missed the freedom of my bike, the wind rushing past as I rocketed down the highway. The bus plodded along, stopping every few blocks. I had to freeze in the wind for ten minutes at the Tacoma Dome Station, waiting for the bus to Puyallup. At least it wasn't raining. It was supposed to be a clear day for once. I don't think I've seen the sun since December. That was Western Washington in winter—gray, gloomy, and rainy.

The moment I walked onto the showroom floor—full of gorgeous Ferraris waxed to a shining gleam—my boss screamed my name. “Aurora, get your butt into my office! Now!”

“Yes, Mr. Newman,” I answered. What did I do now? He's probably going to chew me out for not selling anything. Again.

Victor, Rosa's boyfriend and the top salesperson at the dealership, had a smirk a mile-wide plastered on his handsome face. With customers he had a kind, friendly, and helpful face. When he was in salesperson mode, even I could almost believe his trustworthy facade, and I knew just how much of a giant douchebag he really was. Anger bubbled inside me, so I smiled back at him, remembering how delicious his girlfriend's pussy had tasted. I had a feeling the asshole was behind my impending ass-chewing.

“Victor.” I nodded at him, acting as calmly as if I expected to be hauled into our boss's office.

I walked into the back area where there were a few offices and a conference room. Rosa wasn't manning the desk in front of Mr. Newman's office, though her coat hung from a nearby rack. I sighed; she would have given me a heads-up on the shitstorm I was walking into.

“Well, Aurora, let's see how you've fucked up this time,” I whispered to myself. I had almost as bad a track record with jobs as I did with love.

Mr. Newman sat behind his desk, forehead sweaty, face ruddy, and his beady, brown eyes fixed on me. His girth strained the light-blue, silk shirt he wore, and his graying, dark-brown hair had been combed over to hide his growing bald spot. It didn't help. I grabbed the back of a chair sitting before his desk when I noticed Rosa. She sat in the other chair, staring down at the floor. She was gorgeous. Thick, black hair that fell in waves down her face and shoulders, her dusky cheeks flushed, and her lush lips pursed.

“What's going on?” I asked.

“Ms. Fuentes has brought some serious allegations,” Mr. Newman stated. “She alleges that you sexually harassed her.”

I glanced at Rosa, betrayal churning my insides. She turned her face away. “I didn't,” I protested. Yesterday had been very mutual.

“You didn't kiss her in the restroom yesterday?”

I did. Ever since I had started working here, I had my eyes set on the gorgeous Latina. Her legs were long and sleek, leading up to a perfect rear, just plump enough to be attractive. Her skin was a rich, dusky brown, and her lips were irresistible. When she went into the restroom during my lunch break, I had made my move.

“Well, Ms. Hayes?” Mr. Newman pressed.

“I kissed her,” I admitted. Wait. Only a kiss. We did far more than that.

It had been wonderful. We were the only two female employees, so there was no chance of being interrupted. Rosa had been standing at the sink, touching up her lipstick. I didn't say a word. I could feel the attraction between us, this pull that couldn't be denied. She had turned, looking startled to see me.

~~   ~~   ~~~   ~~   ~~

“Aurora,” Rosa gasped, her dark eyes wide like a deer in headlights.

She slipped her lipstick into her purse. I met her dark eyes, so beautiful. I couldn't resist her anymore. Every day I came to work and fell in love with her all over again. I had to have her. She deserved better than that douchebag Victor.

“You are so beautiful,” I purred, moving closer. My heels clicked on the floor, echoing through the bathroom. Her cheeks flushed, and she gave a panicked glance towards the door.

“I'm flattered,” she whispered, pressing against the sink. “But I have a boyfriend. I'm not into...”

I kissed her.

Rosa stood frozen. I tilted my head, working my mouth gently, coaxing her lips to kiss me back. My hand reached out, stroking her delicate neck; her blood raced through her veins. Her nostrils flared, breath warm against my cheek. Her lips moved against mine; her eyes closed. I pressed my tongue against her soft lips, teasing her. She surrendered, opening up.

The Latina moaned, full of awakened lust.

I had pegged Rosa for a submissive woman, ready to be taken if you just had the courage to seize her. I bet Victor had sensed it, too. He may be a douchebag, but he could read people like a picture book.

My hand drifted down her shoulder and arm. Her blouse was red satin, smooth and cool beneath my touch. I reached her hand, stroked her fingers, then brought them up to my hip. She squeezed my side, moaning again. So soft, stirring my passions. Her other hand also found my hip. Her touch was electric even through my green skirt. I squirmed my thighs; the heat built inside me, leaking passion into my thong.

I withdrew my tongue from her lips; her tongue followed into my mouth. She was a great kisser once she relaxed, and her lips and tongue burned with passion. When my hand slid up her side and cupped her breast through her blouse and bra, she groaned. Her nipple felt fat through her clothing; I rubbed the hard nub. She shuddered.

“We have to stop,” she protested when my lips left hers to nibble on her delicate throat. “I love Victor.”

“I love you,” I answered. “Love me back. Just for this one afternoon.”

I squeezed her tit. She groaned. Her hand slipped down to paw my rear. “It's wrong. Being with a woman is a sin.”

“Then why are you groping my ass?”

Her hand froze for a second, then she gave me another, quite deliberate, squeeze. “Because I'm a sinful woman. Please, stop before this goes any farther.”

“Why should I?” My fingers unbuttoned her blouse with skill, then I reached in and felt her warm flesh through her lacy bra. “Doesn't this feel so good?”

“God help me,” she prayed. “Why am I so weak?”

“Because you were made to be loved,” I whispered. “So let me love you.”

“I...” she swallowed. “I want you to love me.”

She kissed me, thrusting her agile tongue deep into my mouth. Joy burst inside me, that wonderful, drunken feeling that I craved to experience. She was amazing, exciting, wonderful. I loved to find a woman and share my passion with her. This was living! And I wanted nothing more than to show Rosa just how great she was making me feel.

I knelt, reaching beneath her skirt. She looked down, lipstick smeared, eyes burning with desire. I found her panties, and pulled them down. They were black, french cut; the front and back triangles led up to a narrow waistband that would leave the sides of her legs completely exposed. She stepped out of them. Moisture beaded on the panties' gusset. I inhaled pure tang that made me almost swoon.

“Love me!” Rosa moaned, voice hoarse with passion.

I buried my face between her thighs and loved her. Her bush was neatly trimmed, and tickled my lips and cheeks. Her clit was fat; I sucked on it, then nuzzled her tight folds and discovered her tangy passion. I feasted on her, licked her, sucked her. I used my mouth in every way I knew how to make a woman blossom with rapture. She moaned with passion, cursing and calling the Virgin Mary's name; the soundtrack of our love making.

When she came, she shrieked like a boiling kettle, gripping my fiery hair and rubbing her wonderful flower into my face. I drank her nectar, enjoying it as much as a butterfly enjoys feasting on a real flower. Thick as honey, and even more tasty.

“Thank you,” she panted. Her black hair was plastered to her sweaty forehead, and her smile...it was as beautiful as a rose in bloom. “My God, that was amazing!”

“Shame lunch is almost over,” I sighed, slipping her panties into my purse. “I could use a nice cum.”

“Maybe...tomorrow,” she shyly smiled. “I could...love you.”

~~   ~~   ~~~   ~~   ~~

“That sort of behavior is unacceptable,” Mr. Newman continued, snapping me out of my memories.

“She didn't protest!” I gasped. “Tell him, Rosa. It was completely consensual.”

“I...I...” she muttered. “You walked up and...”

“We're a family here at Ferrari of Puyallup,” Mr. Newman lectured. “And we have a very strict policy on sexual harassment. Kissing another employee is completely out of line on the premise, regardless of relationship. And it's even worse when it's unwanted affection.”

That damned Victor must have ferreted something out of Rosa. She probably couldn't hide her guilt. I guess there won't be another tryst in the bathroom today. Damn, I wore a sexy thong for nothing!

“You signed paperwork when you were hired that clearly outlined our stance on employee fraternization at work and inappropriate sexual contact. I could have you fired.” My stomach sank. “But Rosa asked for a lesser punishment. She seems to think it was just a misunderstanding, and that it won't happen again.”

“No, sir,” I mumbled. “It won't.”

He set a piece of paper before me. “This is a written reprimand. Any more mess-ups for six months, for anything, and you will be terminated. In addition, you have to agree to attend a sexual harassment seminar at your own expense within the next month. There's a list of approved courses on the back. Please sign at the bottom.”

“Fine,” I sighed, reading over the form. It was pretty straightforward. I signed on the bottom, then he produced a second copy for myself.

“Good,” he nodded. “I think an apology is also in order.”

I turned to Rosa. “I'm sorry for the kiss. It won't happen again.”

“It's fine,” she whispered. “It was just a misunderstanding. Victor insisted that I...”

“I understand.”

“I'm glad that's settled,” Mr. Newman said. “I hope you take this opportunity we're giving you, and make the most of your second chance, Aurora. Now get out there and sell something.”

“Yes, sir.”

Victor still had that smirk when I walked to my desk. But it melted away when I booted my computer up. I arched my eyebrows at him and licked my lips suggestively. I very much doubt he ever made his girlfriend cum as hard as I had.

“Stay away from Rosa,” he growled. “She's not a dyke.”

“You sure?” I asked. “Because she loved my lips!” And not just on her mouth!

He opened his mouth, face twisted with anger, when a soft bell tinkled announcing that someone, hopefully a paying customer, had entered the showroom. Victor turned, and his face became...friendly, mimicking a normal human like a chameleon blending into a bush. He sauntered over, shaking hands with a short, Asian man accompanied by a—

Oh, my!

My breath caught. The woman with the Asian man was drop-dead gorgeous. Golden curls framed an angel's face, gray eyes, strong cheekbones, lush lips. My heart picked up a rapid, staccato beat, sending warmth flushing through my body.

“I think I'm in love.”


Chapter Two: The Bored Wife

I closed my lips, not wanting to look like a complete mouth breather. But she was just so...stunning. She wore a stylish, plum jacket over a dark-purple sweater that clung to a very nice, and very sizable, pair of breasts. A black miniskirt hugged her curvy rear, and purple leggings wrapped tight about sleek legs. She clung to the arm of a short, Asian man with thick glasses and a big grin on his face. He was dressed in khaki pants and a buttoned down, plaid shirt.

Thanks to Amazon and Microsoft, Seattle was transforming into a second Silicon Valley, and newly rich software engineers were buying themselves expensive toys. It's why Ferrari of Puyallup existed. All these newly rich were buying expensive houses in the foothills that had stunning views of Mount Rainier.

Douchebag Victor led the couple to a metallic, light-blue California T convertible. The blonde looked around, sighing as her boyfriend or husband started peppering Victor with question after question. My eyes kept falling to her tight tush as she shifted her weight. That black skirt hugged her as tight as a lover.

My hands itched to hold her so intimately.

My phone rang and rang. I reached out robotically. “Ferrari of Puyallup, I'm Aurora, how can I help you?”

The man on the line said something. I was too entranced by the blonde to really pay attention. So I just made an affirmative sound. The guy starting talking about some problem with his Ferrari, and I kept saying, “Uh huh,” and “I'm sorry to hear that,” at what felt like the appropriate times. I wondered what the blonde's lips would taste like. What type of a kisser was she? Would she nibble on my lips, or would she be aggressive and thrust her tongue into my mouth? My nipples hardened, and I squirmed in my seat, trying to covertly scratch the itch between my thighs.

The blonde wandered away from her husband—he was still pestering Victor—and made a languorous circuit through the showroom, trying to find something interesting amidst the various Ferraris. She stopped in front of the F12berlinetta, a sleek, high-powered sports car. An absolutely gorgeous creature, bright red, with a beast of a V12 engine. The F12's grill reminded me of a lioness grinning at her prey, and it's low slung curves made the car seem tense, ready to pounce.

“Just bring it in,” I told the guy on the phone. An idea had popped into my head. “Our repair department will figure out what's wrong. Okay. I hope you have a great day.”

“Are you even listening...” I hung up on the customer.

I pulled my compact out of my purse, and quickly checked my makeup and hair. I looked gorgeous; my makeup light, just enhancing my natural beauty, though my lipstick looked a bit dun. I pulled out a vibrant red, and carefully applied it. The red transformed my face from pretty to vivacious, and set off my green eyes. I stood up, undoing the first button on my sky-blue, silk blouse, then a second. I quickly adjusted my bra, pushing my breasts up to increase my cleavage, then I strolled with confidence across the showroom.

“Hi, I'm Aurora,” I greeted as bubbly as possible. “Can I help you with anything, miss?”

“Hmm,” the blonde blinked; her eyes were a deep blue-gray that I could get lost, in like a ship at sea in a deep fog bank. “Oh, hi. It's missus, actually. I'm Ashley, and that's my husband Hideki.”

“Nice to meet you.” Ashley. What a great name. Ashley and Aurora. We would sound so cute together. “So you're interested in the F12berlinetta?”

“Oh, no. Just browsing. My husband's going to take forever to make up his mind. He has to know every last variable before he can make a decision. I expect to be here a few hours.” She sighed, a look of resignation on her face. “But he just got a huge bonus, and he deserves this reward after all his hard work.”

Hours, huh. Perfect. “That has to suck for you though.”

She shrugged. “He's a great guy. He's just...”

“Boring?”

“Well, no.” She blushed. “He can be...interesting, in the right circumstances. But he's not very, um, spontaneous. He has to plan out everything. And...”

“And what girl doesn't like a pleasant surprise?”

Ashley nodded. “Is that too much to ask? To have a little excitement in my life.”

“Nope.” I grinned at her. “Why don't we go for a test drive? Trust me, driving a Ferrari is as exciting as life can get. Well, outside of sex anyways.”

She gave me a weird look, and slowly said, “I don't know.” She glanced back at her husband.

“Come on, isn't this a gorgeous car?” I asked her. “Wouldn't you love to drive her?”

“I guess,” she shrugged, only sparing a glance for the F12.

“Oh, come on,” I smiled, grasping her shoulders, and turned her to face the side. She wore a light perfume, very flowery and very enchanting. “Look at how magnificent this creature is. She's a lioness, full of power. Ready to roar and show the world how amazing she is.”

“Well...” She shrugged again.

I took Ashley's hand, and placed it on the hood, guiding her over to the windshield. “Feel these gentle curves. As shapely as any supermodel. And she has power. She can go from 0 to 120 miles-per-hour in eight-and-a-half seconds. 740 horsepower purrs inside her, just waiting for you to make her come to life.”

Her hand was soft, her fingers delicate. I leaned against her, letting my breast press against her arm. Color spotted her cheeks. Her body shifted, my groin brushing against her hip; pleasure trembled through my clit.

“Don't you just want to make her respond to your touch,” I cooed in her ear, so close her perfume was almost overwhelming me with its loveliness. “Trust me, she's as responsive as a lover.”

“You're really...passionate,” Ashley whispered.

“I love to rev a beautiful car's engine.” I leaned in and whispered, “Almost as much as I love revving a beautiful woman.”

“Oh my, you are wicked,” she giggled and blushed, a pleased smile on her face.

I led her around the car. “And look at her rear. Just perfect. Not too slim. Just enough curves to give her some real character.”

“It is a beautiful car,” Ashley admitted, turning a bit to glance at me; her breast brushed my arm, so soft beneath her sweater. “I take it your a...rear girl, Aurora?”

“I do love a great rear end,” I laughed, brushing almost accidentally against her shapely ass as I walked around her. “But I also love a great pair of wheels, and the F12 has a gorgeous set. Look at how flashy these rims are.”

“They do give her some character,” Ashley smiled, her eyes flicking down to my stocking-clad legs. Then she peered in through the window at the two seats. Like any great, high-performance car, there was no rear seat. Who wants to ruin the intimacy of an exciting drive with company?

“The F12 comes with all the most modern safety features, so you have nothing to be afraid of when you're inside her.”

“That's always a plus!”

“I love to make my customers feel safe and relaxed,” I whispered, stroking her arm. “I want you to be perfectly comfortable with all the things I'm going to show you.”

She shivered, licking her red lips. “Like what?”

“These seats!” I exclaimed. “They're made of the softest, Corinthian leather to cup your body in comfort.”

She blushed. “I thought you meant... Never mind.”

I opened the driver door. “Why don't you slide in her, and experience just how amazing she is?”

Ashley's large breasts jiggled wonderfully beneath her sweater as she gracefully climbed into the car. The interior was black leather, and she smiled, gripping the steering wheel with one hand and placing the other on the stick.

I leaned in. She glanced at me and flushed, getting a great view down my blouse. “Isn't that just a heavenly sight?” I asked her.

“Yeah,” she whispered, eyes still glued to my cleavage. “It's, um, a great dashboard.”

“I've always thought so!” I cooed, shifting my shoulders to let my tits sway.

She gave a nervous cough. “I've never felt this way about a...car before.” Ashley shifted in the seat. “My, it is comfortable.”

“Wait until you fire this bad girl up,” I purred. “She's brimming with passion that will make your heart burst with excitement!”

“I can't wait.” Her voice was breathless, her large chest heaving.

“Let me get the keys.”

I let myself walk slowly towards the office, rolling my hips. I wanted to run, to let my excitement boil over. I had her! I didn't look back, but I could feel her eyes glued to my ass. There was nothing like awakening a straight woman to the passion only a lesbian could share with her.

“I'm taking the F12 out,” I told Mr. Newman, grabbing the keys off a peg board in the break room. My boss sat at a table, sipping his coffee. He liked to be here, watching the showroom through a one-way mirror. “Got a live one on the hook.”

“Who?” he asked. “Did someone else walk in? I thought the only customers were the couple Victor's assisting.”

“The wife,” I answered.

“That's Victor's commission.”

I grinned, “He's helping the husband, so I'll take care of the wife.”


Chapter Three: The Test Drive

I slid into the passenger seat. Ashley was still clutching the black steering wheel with her delicate fingers. The inside had that great, new leather smell mixed with her flowery perfume. This was going to be a great drive! I held up the key, and her trembling hand grabbed it.

“Excited?” I asked her.

“Yeah.”

“I can't wait for you to turn this car on and make her purr.”

A smile spread across her lips as she inserted the key. The engine roared to life, vibrating through our seats as intense as the passion I felt for this gorgeous blonde. She shivered, blue-gray eyes widening. That vibration was stirring up my own pussy, too—I loved powerful engines.

“Feel that power?” I asked. She nodded, a flush creeping across her cheeks. “That's 740 horsepower. Intoxicating, isn't it?”

“I can't believe we're doing this!” She shifted into reverse, eased off the clutch, and backed the car up. I hit the remote, opening the showroom's large doors, kept closed during the winter. “Here we go,” she whispered, swallowing.

“The car's going to have a lot of power, so press lightly on the gas pedal until you're used to it,” I smiled, resting my hand on her upper arm, giving her a light squeeze. “Take a right on River Road towards Meridian. Let's get out onto the Valley Highway so you can let this thing really roar!”

“We're really going to do this?” She glanced at her wedding ring, diamond glinting in the weak sunlight.

“It's just a harmless way to pass the time,” I smiled. “Have some fun while your husband gets all his data to make his informed decision. It's not like you have to buy the car. It's only a test drive.”

Ashley's eyes glanced down at my cleavage, and whispered. “Just a harmless test drive.”

“Right. So let's have some fun!”

The engine revved like a roaring lioness; she put it into first. Laughing, we pulled out into traffic. It didn't take her long to adjust to the clutch, and she made the left onto Meridian, crossed the Puyallup River, and merged onto Highway 167, nicknamed the Valley Highway.

She let it rip on the on-ramp.

I was pressed back into my seat as we rocketed up to sixty miles-per-hour in just a few heartbeats. She whooped in exhilaration. We kept accelerating, smoothly passing a semi-truck. I slipped my hand down from her arm to rest on her warm thigh. I gave her a squeeze, gently rubbing up and down on her lilac tights. She didn't seem to notice, caught up by the power of the Ferrari.

“Merge onto 410,” I told her. Highway 410 was the next exit. “I know this great spot with an amazing view. You'll love it!”

“More than driving this car?” she asked. “This is... I don't even know how to describe it.”

“Power,” I answered, pushing my hand down between her thighs. “It's intoxicating, isn't it?”

“You have no idea! My heart's beating as fast as we're going!”

I could feel her excitement radiating out from deeper beneath her thighs. I inched slowly closer, reaching the hem of her black skirt. “Just let yourself go,” I whispered. “Push yourself right to the edge. Let's see what she can do!”

We flew down Highway 410, racing through the small city of Sumner at nearly a hundred miles-per-hour, approaching the steep hill that led up to Bonney Lake. Traffic was light as everyone headed to work, going down 410 towards 167 and their jobs in Seattle or Tacoma.

“This is insane!” she gasped. “I can't believe how fast we're going!”

“You wanted to do something exciting,” I grinned. My hand disappeared beneath her skirt, nearer to her heat.

“I've never done this before.”

Another inch closer to her furnace. “Done what?”

Her eyes flicked down. “Been so bad. I'm not a...speeder.”

“But it's so fun to speed!”

“Maybe,” she whispered. Another inch; so warm.

Traffic slowed as 410 transformed from a limited access highway into a regular street at the top of the hill. We entered Bonney Lake. “Take the next right.” I guided her through a couple of side streets to this great overlook of the Puyallup Valley. When I was growing up in Orting, I would take my girlfriends here to make out. I showed more than one supposedly straight gal how much fun my side could be.

“Wow,” Ashley whispered as she pulled up to the edge of the vista.

Below us stretched the Puyallup Valley, the Puyallup River winding through the farms and the town of Orting, before disappearing to the right towards the city of Puyallup. The valley was green, even in winter, flanked by hills covered in evergreens. To the left, the river disappeared towards Mount Rainier. The peak reared like a majestic cone in the midst of the Cascade Mountains, the top frosted white by glaciers and flanked by its smaller cousins that looked like mere hills in comparison. A dome of clouds covered the beautiful mountain's summit, the only one in the clear, blue January sky.

“I can't believe how...amazing this is!” Ashley gasped.

“I know, it's gorgeous,” I whispered, staring at the profile of her face. Her lush lips were slightly open and gray-blue eyes were wide. My hand slid another inch closer to her pussy. I leaned over, brushing a strand of her golden hair from her flushed cheek. “Almost as gorgeous as you are.”

She turned, lips quivering. “Oh, god,” she whispered, then leaned in and kissed me.

She tasted like tangerines, sweet and delicious. I moved my hand another inch up her warm thigh, almost to her treasure, while my other hand cupped her cheek. Her kiss was aggressive, full of awakened passion. I leaned my head, closed my eyes, and cooed into her lips.

It was wonderful.

My heart burst with joy, and fireworks of love erupted into my soul. I had captured this gorgeous creature. She was mine for the morning. We'd make this wonderful memory, before we'd have to return to the reality of the dealership and her awaiting husband. But I could pretend that the world only existed in this wonderful moment.

Later didn't matter, only now. Only her.

My hand found that wonderful place where her thighs joined, her passion's heat radiating through her panties and tights. I rubbed. She froze for a moment, then grabbed my hand and slid it down her thigh. She's fended off a guy before, but I could be just as persistent. I crept forward, still savoring the feel of her lips on mine.

She pushed my hand away a second time. I pressed forward again, persistent as a lioness after her prey. She would be mine! She countered; her thighs shifted, squeezing together and pinning my hand. She was strong, her muscles toned from working out.

I needed a new tactic.

I wormed my hand out, her thighs relaxing enough to free me, and put my hand on her waist. Sliding up her side, the sweater's weave made a rough pattern on my palm as I drew closer to her wonderfully large breast. She inhaled sharply, then sighed softly as my hand cupped her wonderful mountain of flesh. She didn't push my hand away from her pliant tit.

“Oh, God,” Ashley moaned, breaking the kiss and panting. “I can't believe I'm doing this.”

I stroked her cheek, still kneading her breast with my other hand. “You wanted excitement.”

“Umm, I did,” she laughed throatily.

I stared into her sea-gray eyes, moving my hand down her side. I lifted the hem of her sweater. She stiffened, grabbing my hand and bringing it back to her breast above her clothing. Then she leaned in and thrust that nimble tongue back into my lips.

I moved my left hand from her cheek down to her shoulder, then slid down her right arm. I found her hand, stroked her, then brought her hand up to my breast. She gave a squeeze, and I sighed into her lips as her fingers rubbed my hard nipple through my blouse and bra. I let go of her hand, letting Ashley enjoy the feel of my perky flesh, and shoved my hand beneath her sweater.

Ashley didn't stop me this time.

I grasped her other tit through her bra, lacy and delicate, her nipple hard and pressing against the fabric. I rubbed the sensitive nub, enjoying her moans. The more I played with her nipple, the hotter she would become, until her lust would boil over. Then she'll let me do whatever I want to her.

My right arm bumped the horn as I groped her, loud, blaring, and startling. She jumped, breaking the kiss. We both were flushed and panting. Her lower lip trembled, her tongue running across them. I thumbed both her nipples, and a shudder raced through her.

It was time. I moved my right hand down to her thighs; she didn't resist as I squeezed between them and reached her heat. I rubbed right down her vulva, pressing tights and panties into her groove; a soft, mewling gasp escaped hers lips, and another delicate tremble ran through her.

“I can't,” she protested.

I leaned in and gave her a kiss.

Ashley pulled away. “No, I'm married.”

My fingers found the waistband of her leggings, hooking into them and sliding inside. “I don't see your husband around.”

I gave her another kiss, letting my tongue lightly flick across her lips as my fingers found the lacy waistband of her panties. She tried to grab my hand, stopping me from penetrating the last barrier between us.

“I love him,” Ashley protested.

“Love him later,” I whispered into her ear, then licked her lobe; she shuddered. “He'll be waiting.”

“It's wrong.” Her grip lessened, my fingers slid into her panties, brushing the silk of her pubic hair.

My left hand pinched her nipple through her thin bra. She gasped and shuddered. “Feeling good is never wrong,” I cooed.

“I've never done anything like this.”

“That's what make it so exciting!” I hissed, shoving my hand all the way into her panties, finally touching the wet warmth of her flower.

“Yes!” she moaned, my finger grazing her hard clit. “Oh, yes! It's so exciting! Do it! I need it so bad!”

“What?” I asked, stroking her vulva. Her pussy lips were long and thick, and I enjoyed the silky feel against my fingertips. “What do you want me to do?” I wanted her to surrender fully to me.

“Make me cum!” she groaned, her hand squeezing hard on my breast. “Finger me!”

“Take your sweater off,” I ordered, still teasing her labia. “I want to see those magnificent tits! Then I'll make you scream in passion!”

Oh, god, yes!”

Her hands grabbed the hem of her sweater, and practically ripped it over her head. Her bra was lilac and lacy, the pattern letting her ivory skin peak through. Her nipples were dark red shadows and, to my delight, the bra clasped in the front. My left hand released the catch, and those large, heavy tits jiggled as they spilled out. My hand squeezed one, all natural, then pinched her small nipples. Most women with tits her size had fat nipples, but not hers. They were so cute and dainty, like little beads.

“Finger me!” she moaned. “Please, please! I can't stand it any longer!”

I shoved my finger inside her. She squealed, throwing her head back and thrusting those wonderful breasts forward. She was so wet inside, and silky, and spongy, and wonderful. I moved my finger slowly inside her, the wall constricting as she squirmed and moaned. Our eyes locked, passion surging between us. We were—

Her phone rang.

“Oh, no! That's my husband.”


Chapter Four: Eden

“Let it ring,” I moaned, slipping a second finger inside her wet depths.

Ashley groaned, then whimpered, “I can't! It's my hus...ohh, yes...my husband!”

“Forget about your husband.” My thumb found her hard clit; her hips jerked and her pussy squeezed on my probing fingers. I licked her ear lobe. “Just be mine for now.”

She grabbed her purse, pulling out her phone. A picture of herself and her husband hugging and smiling filled the screen behind flashing words: 'Call from Hideki'.

I pumped into her pussy a little faster with my fingers. “Be mine.”

She touched the screen, answering the phone and putting it on speaker. “Hey, dear.”

“Oh, hi, Ashley,” her husband's voice, thick with his Japanese accent, answered. “Um... You seem to have disappeared?”

“Oh, I'm just...ohh...” She shot me a dirty look. I grinned, and leaned in and quietly licked her tiny nipple. “Aurora, one of the salespersons, took me on a test...umm...drive.”

“Oh, okay. How is it, dear?”

“Its...um...amazing! I've never...ohhh...experienced anything like...uhh...this before!” Ashley breathed harder, my lips engulfing her red nipple. It was so tiny, like a pea. But she seemed so sensitive, moaning and squirming every time I sucked lightly or let my teeth gently nibble.

“Are you okay, honey?” Hideki asked. “You sound...um...I don't know. Out of breath?”

I released her nipple, and licked up her chest and neck to her ear. “Tell him how you're my lesbian lover,” I whispered softly.

“I've just never driven a sports car, dear,” she answered. I ground my thumb hard against her clit, her pussy tightening about my pumping fingers. “It's...ohhh...so exciting! I've never felt this alive before! Aurora's showing me all sorts of new, and...umm...interesting things.”

“I am,” I chimed in. “Your wife's in my capable hands!” I added a third finger; another soft sigh escaped her lips. “I'll make sure your pretty wife is well taken care of!”

I grabbed her free hand, and shoved it between my aching thighs so she could feel just how wet I was. I had fooled around with married women before—poor, closeted lesbians not willing to admit what they really were—but never a straight, married woman, and never while her husband was on the phone. I was a thief, stealing his wife right out from under his nose.

Her fingers pressed my thong into my vulva. “We're having a great time,” Ashley continued. “You take...ohh...all the time you need in finding the right car.”

“That's great, honey. Glad you found a way to amuse yourself.”

I suppressed a laugh. He was completely clueless to just how I was amusing his wife.

“I know I take awhile to make up my mind, but these sort of decisions are important. I'm so lucky to have you, Ashley.”

“Me, too,” she panted, my fingers churning up her pussy. She shuddered, heavy tits quivering. She was about to cum, and desperately trying to hold back. I furiously rubbed her hard clit. “We'll be back...ahhh...back in a little while. I love you, Hideki.”

“I love you, too. See you soon.”

She hung up the phone, then screamed loudly, bucking in the seat. The phone fell from her hands, landing on the floorboards as she came hard. Her pussy clenched about my invading fingers, and her hot juices flooded my hand. Her lower lip quivered, eyelashes fluttered, and her moans were so sweet as she thrashed about. Her knees bumped into the steering wheel, horn blaring, while her back thrashed into the seat, rocking the car.

She gave one last moan, then slumped into the chair, blonde curls plastered to her face like gold foil. I pulled my fingers out; her gray eyes languorously glanced at me, a smile on her lips as she watched me taste her spicy passion.

“You have no idea how delicious you taste,” I purred, then held my fingers up.

She licked her lips, then tasted herself. Her tongue was wet and pink and swirled about my fingers; pleasure tickled through me. “Umm, I do taste good.”

Ashley pushed the gusset of my thong aside, and shoved two fingers inside me. I gasped; a delicious spasm shuddered through my body as she pumped deep into my pussy. Then she pulled out, my juices thick. Her tongue slowly licked her finger, then she smacked her lips.

“Wow, you taste even better.” Ashley sucked her fingers all the way into her lips, cleaning every last drop.

I grabbed her hand, and shoved her back between my thighs. “It's your turn to make me squeal.”

“Gladly,” she smiled.

Her lips met mine as her fingers thrust into my pussy. My hands found those heavy, wonderful tits, playing with her button nipples as pleasure burst inside me. The heel of her palm ground on my clit, shudders shooting through me. I moaned and sighed into her wonderful lips, humping her hand on the seat.

She broke the kiss, licking her way to my ear. “Do you like that?” she hissed.

“Yes!”

“You love seducing married women, don't you?”

“Love it!” I pulled on her hard nipple. Passion built and built inside me. “There's nothing more exciting than making a straight woman mine!”

“Until we get back, I'm all yours,” she purred. “Do what you want. I want to be your lesbian lover!”

My lover!

I grabbed her blonde hair, pulled her lips to mine, and thrust my tongue deep into her hungry mouth. My lover! What a wonderful thing to say. The pleasure doubled inside me, then tripled, threatening to overwhelm me with a shuddering climax. Her fingers pumped faster and faster, filling my depths up. I kissed her with as much love and passion as I could. I was so very close to my release. Her other hand reached up, finger stroking my cheek, so soft and loving.

I exploded.

Rapture rushed out of my pussy, filling every last atom of my body. I gasped, shuddered, and moaned. My thighs squeezed her probing hand as I let myself be swept away by her wonderful love. Another orgasm burst through me, and a third. Her fingers kept stirring me up. Juices flooded my thighs, soaking my thong. I could smell my tart passion thick in the air.

The pleasure receded, her fingers withdrew. I panted in my seat, her lips gently nibbling at my chin and neck. I held her, and savored the lingering passion. “Thank you,” I whispered.

“You're welcome.” She leaned back, her heavy tits jiggling, sweat running down those impressive mountains. She giggled, “We've ruined the view.”

I looked at the windshield, completely fogged up by our heavy passion, then glanced back at her breasts. “I'd say the view inside is even better.”

She blushed, glancing down at her bare tits, then she looked at me. “You're quite the looker, too.” Her fingers reached out, playing with the buttons of my blue silk blouse. “Shame my view's obstructed.”

Ashley fumbled at the buttons, then she slid the blouse off my shoulders. I wore a white demi bra, accented by cream lace, that cupped my round breasts up into two lush mounds. She touched the snake tattoo that wrapped around my right tit, then tugged down the bra's cup, exposing my pierced nipple and the head of the serpent, its tongue flicking at my dusky nipple.

“That's pretty naughty,” she giggled, playing with my nipple piercing, a silver barbell stabbed horizontally through my hard nub. “Did it hurt?”

“Yeah,” I admitted. New pleasure tingled through me. I loved having my pierced nipple played with. “If you keep doing that, I'm going to have to ravish you.”

“Ohh,” she cooed, pursing her lips. She pinched harder at my nipple, curiosity burning in her gray eyes. “How would you do that?”

“I have a surprise in my purse.”

Ashley grinned like a cat about to feast on a saucer of milk. “I think you know how much I love exciting surprises.”

I grabbed my purse and opened the door. Cold air rushed in, sending an exhilarating thrill through me. I climbed out of the Ferrari and shut the door. The windows were so fogged up, I couldn't see her at all. Perfect. I pulled down my thong, opened my purse and pulled out my surprise. It took only a minute for my practiced hands to get it ready, then I walked around to her side of the car.

“Oh, my!” she gasped when I opened her door. “You had that in your purse?”

“Always be prepared,” I giggled, brandishing the short, purple dildo strapped to my groin. I had it adjusted perfectly so the base would press against my clit.

I knelt, and pulled off her gray UGG boots. She bit her lip, looking nervously around. “Outside?”

“There's not enough room inside,” I grinned. “Trust me. No one comes back here. Besides, you promised I could do whatever I wanted to you!”

“I did.” She swallowed, breath quickening.

I reached under her skirt, and pulled her purple leggings and lilac panties off. I threw the tights into the car, then held up her panties soaked with her juices. They were lacy, and had the same pattern as her bra. “These are mine now.” I dropped them into my purse.

“A trophy? Proof you've nailed a married woman?” Ashley asked.

“A souvenir of our passion,” I answered. It wasn't really a lie, though she was also right. Samir wanted proof of my seductions, and this would make the ninth pair of panties I had won. “I want to remember you forever.”

She smiled at that, then her eyes dropped to the dildo. “You're going to fuck me?”

“Bent over the hood,” I grinned. “With the majesty of nature laid out before you, and the majesty of your delicious ass laid out before me!”

I grabbed her hand, helping her step out of the Ferrari. She shivered, and I hugged her, rubbing my hands up and down her naked back. January's weak sun fell on us. It was a warm day, for winter, nearly fifty degrees. She hugged me and rubbed me back, her hands warm and her tits pillowy.

I leaned in to her ear. “I know just how to warm us up, Ashley. Bend over the hood, and let me ravish you!”

Her hand slid down and grasped the dildo jutting from beneath my bunched up pencil skirt. She stroked it like a real cock, pushing it back into my clit. A sharp tinge of pleasure knifed through me. She pushed me back gently, then walked to the hood, holding my dildo like a leash and pulling me along with her. She bent over the Ferrari, her red nipples brushing the red hood.

“Umm, that's nice,” she sighed, savoring the warmth from the engine block, then reached behind her to hike up her skirt.

Her ass was perfectly sculpted, tight from exercising, but with just enough plumpness to give it a pleasant curve. And nestled between her thighs was her vulva surrounded by damp, gold silk, neatly trimmed. Her lips were engorged, flushed, and slightly spread open to reveal pink depths.

I knelt down, spread her lips wide. Whitish fluid dripped out, and my every inhalation was full of her tangy scent. I took one long, slow, lick up her lips, enjoying her shudders. She tasted wonderful. Like a butterfly gently suckling a flower's nectar, I probed her pussy.

“Oh, wow!” she gasped as my tongue wiggled deep inside her. “Keep doing that!”

“First time having someone go down on you?”

“No,” she admitted. “But it's the first time someone's been so...gentle.”

“No one licks pussy better than I do!” I grinned, full of pride. I pushed two fingers deep inside her, kissing her taint, my lips moving higher and higher between her cheeks. “Have you ever had someone eat out your asshole?”

“Oh, god! That's so dirty!”

“You'll love it!” I spread her firm cheeks, and licked Ashley's puckered asshole.

She tasted sour as I forced my tongue past her tight sphincter. My fingers slid faster and faster inside her silky-wet sheath, gathering a nice coating of her pussy juices. I savored the dirty thrill as I ate her ass out. She moaned appreciatively as my tongue swirled inside her, wiggling her hips.

“Oh, fuck!” she gasped. “Oh, my god! I've never... Oh, wow!”

“You like it?”

“I love it! I'm going to have Hideki do this to me!”

Jealousy stabbed me. Why did she have to go and talk about him? She was my lover right now, not her husband's. I jerked out my fingers, standing up. She moaned her disappointment, then sighed as I shoved the dildo roughly into her pussy.

“Fuck me!” she grunted. “Make me cum!”

My tits bounced, one still covered by my bra, the other flapping about in the cold air. I took my two fingers, lubed with her juices, and shoved them into her tight ass. She gasped and moaned. I could feel the dildo spearing inside her through the thin membranes. Her bowels were so tight, and gripped my fingers like a sucking mouth when I pulled them out. Her asshole gaped open a second, before snapping shut. I gathered more juices leaking around my sex toy, and shoved my relubed fingers back inside.

“Have you ever been fucked up the ass, Ashley?”

“No!” she moaned. “Hideki's always wanted to, but...” She threw a horrified look over her shoulder. “Oh, no! No, you don't!”

I worked my fingers faster in her ass, my hips pumping the dildo away in her pussy. “You promised!” I hissed. “Whatever I want. And I want to fuck your tight ass, and make you cum!”

“Oh, God!” she moaned.

“Doesn’t that feel nice? Don't you wish it was something thicker reaming your ass than my two fingers?”

She whimpered.

“Tell me that doesn't feel wonderful?”

“Please, Aurora.” There was a pleading catch to her voice that made me want to violate her even more. I could claim something about her that no one, no man, had ever experienced.

“Tell me you hate these fingers reaming your tight, virgin ass!” I hissed. “Just say you hate it. That you can't stand the feel of something large and long and hard reaming in and out of your bowels. Say it, and it stops.”

“I... I...”

“Just say it!”

“I...don't!” she screamed. “I love it! Fuck my ass!”

I pulled out the dildo, a line of juice momentarily connected phallus and pussy, then it snapped like a string pulled too taut. I spread her asscheeks, lined up, and buried into her. My fake cock pressed wonderfully hard against my clit, sending waves of tingling pleasure through my pussy as I took her anal cherry.

“Oh, fuck! Oh, my god, yes!” Ashley grunted as I sank deeper and deeper into her bowels. “Fuck me! Yes, yes, oh yes!”

She thrashed on the hood as she came; I kept fucking her ass. I loved watching her sphincter cling to my reaming sex toy when I pulled out, and savored the new burst of pleasure every time I buried into her bowels. I wasn't going to stop fucking my lover's ass until we'd both had our cums.

“You like that?” I moaned, driving into her until her firm ass pressed against my hips. Then I pulled back. “You like my hard cock fucking your ass?”

“Yes!” she moaned. “Oh, fuck!”

“You're my little anal slut!”

“I am!” Another low moan filled her throat. “I never...ohhh, yes...been fucked...umm...so hard before!”

Her passionate cries spurred me on, and I pounded her ass even faster. “I love to fuck hot women!” I moaned. “You're mine! All mine. My little, straight lover!”

“I am yours, Aurora!” she gasped. “Oh, fuck! I'm cumming again!”

My own explosion neared. I slapped her asscheek, savoring the stinging clap. The car rocked with the strength of my thrusts. Passion boiled inside me. “I love it! I love fucking straight women!” My climax neared and neared. “I love you, Ashley!” I screamed as it crashed through me. My body writhed in passion, and I collapsed onto her back. “I love you,” I murmured into her ear.

I nuzzled her neck, savoring the warmth of her body. She turned her head, smiling softly, and I kissed my test-drive lover over her shoulder. I wanted to stay like this forever, right here on this bluff with the beauty of Washington laid out before us. Our very own Eden. For as long as she was mine, I would love her with every ounce of my being. It would be so wonderful to remain frozen in this wonderful moment, high on my love for Ashley.

I would never lose her then. I would finally love a woman for longer than a brief tryst.

“We should go back now,” Ashley whispered, destroying Eden. “My husband should be ready soon.”


Chapter Five: Bittersweet Souvenirs

Ashley turned off Highway 167 onto Meridian. She didn't speed on the way back to the dealership, and neither of us had spoken a word. The spell had been broken; she was returning to her husband. I was returning alone. What could I say? I may have fallen in love, but it had only been an exciting thrill for Ashley. Something for her to whisper to her girlfriends about over Cosmos: “This one time, I let a lesbian ravish me on the hood of a Ferrari.”

That was life—unfair.

We both had done what we could to make ourselves look presentable. Combs were run through our hair, and our makeup, particularly our lipstick, was touched up. Finally, we both spritzed some perfume to cover the odor of our passion and drove with the windows cracked.

“Aurora.”

I jumped, broken out of my morose reverie.

We were stopped at the light at Meridian and River Road; pained concern written across her face. “You know I love my husband, right?”

“Yeah,” I answered, trying to hide my pain. I didn't want her to go back to him. I wanted to love her forever. I knew it would fade; my loves always did. Some new woman would catch my interest, and I'd forget all about her. But I didn't want that. I wanted to find that right woman I could always love. And what if it had been Ashley?

“You're not going to be...attached to me, are you? This won't happen again.”

I laughed, hoping it sounded light instead of bittersweet. “I just got caught up in the moment. This was just a fun morning. No strings attached. I promise.”

She relaxed. “Good. I'm not sorry we did this, but I love him, and...”

“You don't want to hurt him.” I put my hand on her knee. “He sounds like a great guy.”

“He is,” she answered with a radiant smile. That hurt a little bit.

We turned into the showroom. My boss was waiting. “Can I see you in my office, Aurora,” he said with a smile, like I wasn't in any trouble.

Oh, well, it was worth it. I had lived this morning. I had taken another stab at love. I dipped into my purse, touching her panties; I would always have my souvenir. I had no regrets about what I did. It didn't make watching her walk over to her husband and kissing him on the lips any less painful though.

“Did you get some lunch?” her husband asked.

“Just a snack,” Ashley answered, then gave a wicked laugh. “I have an idea where we can take your new car to. I know this great view that we can enjoy.”

Do you have to take him to our spot? I wanted to cry, but Victor smirked at me across the showroom. Nope. I wasn't about to break down in front of that asshole.

“So have you decided yet, dear?” Ashley asked.

“Almost,” her husband answered. “Though I'm not sure I'll even buy a Ferrari. Maybe I should get a Lamborghini instead.”

Steeling myself, I followed Mr. Newman. The moment we entered his office his friendly expression vanished. I swallowed; this was going to be bad. He slammed the door, his bald spot turning bright red.

“I...”

“Sit down!”

I did.

“Aurora, where the hell were you?” he demanded once he sat in his comfortable, leather chair.

“On a test drive with...”

“For two-and-a-half fucking hours?”

“Well, we took our time...”

“I don't pay you to take your fucking time! I pay you to be here and fucking sell cars!” He peered at me critically. “What the fuck were you two doing for two-and-a-half hours? Besides putting needless mileage on my show car!”

“Talking,” I muttered, shrinking away from his gaze.

“Right, talking. That's why your hair's so mussed and your lipstick's smeared? Is there going to be another sexual harassment complaint? From a customer this...”

Someone knocked at the door. The door opened and Victor came on in. Great. Now I have to deal with the douchebag on top of getting chewed out and fired.

“This is a private meeting!” snapped my boss.

“Sorry, sir, but I need Aurora,” Victor muttered, sounding sheepish.

“Why?” Newman demanded.

I wondered if my ears were stopped up with wax. I couldn’t have heard that right. Victor wouldn't have asked for my help before I fucked his girlfriend, so why was he asking now?

“That Japanese guy's wife is demanding that I split the commission with her,” he grunted.

I blinked.

“What?” my boss asked.

“Yeah, he was about to walk out when the wife insisted he buy the F12. Aurora apparently did a helluva sales pitch to the wife. So I need to borrow her to finish the paperwork, or we're going to lose the sell.”

I glanced at Mr. Newman. “Don't do it again,” he said, then smiled. “Sold an F12, huh. And the floor model?”

“Yeah,” Victor admitted, lip curling in resentment.

I beamed. Every time she would ride in that car, she'd remember the passion we had shared, the Eden we had created. Her very own souvenir. I stood up, and brushed passed the douchebag. “Let's go sign some papers.”

END


Sample of 'The Bride at the Shower (Seducing Straight Women 3)

It took another fifteen minutes of rush-hour traffic to reach the West End, the part of Tacoma that bordered the Narrows, the skinniest part of the Puget Sound. The bridal shower was being held at the bride-to-be's tiny, brown house near Point Defiance just off Pearl Street. A group of cars already crowded her small driveway and the curb out front.

“We're late,” huffed Ruth.

“Well, someone wanted to make a pit stop.”

She giggled wickedly, “And what a fun pit stop it was.”

The rain had let up to a mere drizzle, which I barely felt since my red hair was still a damp mess. Ruth gave a shriek like it was the monsoon rains that had soaked me. Baby. She raced around her car, popped open her trunk, and pulled out two presents covered in cream wrapping paper tied with lilac ribbons.

“I didn't know I needed to bring a gift,” I groaned.

“You've never done a bridal shower before?”

“It's like a bachelorette party, right?”

“Kinda. But without the male strippers, and you have to give gifts. You know, the shower part of the name.”

“Right, like a baby shower.” I felt like an idiot. “Well, now I'm going to look like an asshole.”

Ruth shoved one of the presents into my hands “Yours is a toaster. I know you're hard on cash, so don't worry about it. Only twenty bucks at Walmart.”

“Thanks!” I beamed. “You're the best!”

“I know,” she sighed. “It's a burden that all Jewish lesbians are forced to bear.”

“I thought that just made you good with money and woodworking.”

Ruth laughed and slapped my shoulder. “What's an Irish lesbian good at?”

“Getting drunk,” I shouted, spreading my arms wide. “And woodworking. You know how much I love hardwood floors!”

“Dirty ho,” Ruth giggled. “C'mon, let's get inside. I'm tired of getting soaked.”

“Ruth, it's barely misting. You'd have to stand out here for an hour just to feel anything.”

“Fine. It's cold. So stop stalling and let's go have some fun.”

Nervous flutters went through me; I wasn't going to know anyone here, and that was putting me a little on edge. Hopefully, there wouldn't be any uptight, religious women who had a hard-on against homosexuals.

Ruth rang the doorbell. I could hear laughs and giggles coming from inside. The front door opened and a bubbly brunette was there, champagne flute in one hand, and exclaimed, “Ruthie!” and caught my friend around the neck and pulled her in for a hug.

“Hey, Issy,” Ruth answered, struggling to free herself; it seemed a losing battle. “This is my friend, Aurora.”

“Right, your 'friend',” Issy snickered. “We don't care that you're gay, Ruthie. You know that, right?”

“Yeah,” my friend answered, rolling her eyes.

“So, how long have you two been dating?”

“No, she's really my friend,” Ruth grunted, finally wiggling out from her friend's embrace, her bushy hair even more mussed. “I can have female friends, Issy! Seeing as I'm friends with you.”

“Right,” Issy nodded, then she threw that arm around me and pulled me to her, smashing my face against the crook of her neck. “Happy to meet you, Aurora.”

“The same,” I croaked.

“Let's go say hi to everyone else, Issy,” Ruth said, prying her arm up so I could escape and catch my breath.

“Right, right,” Issy nodded. “Follow moi.”

I gave Ruth a look and she shrugged.

Issy led us into a crowded living room. There were three women crowded on the couch, each holding champagne flutes, another two squeezed into a love seat, two others sat on folding chairs, and a beautiful woman with a porcelain face framed by blonde hair and set with two sapphire eyes as deep blue as the sea, sat quietly on a recliner; a small, white veil perched on her head.

My heart stopped; I was in love.

She was so beautiful. I wanted her for my wife. I could just pop down on one knee and grab her hand, and propose to her right then and there. I bet it would brighten her day. Everyone else was having fun, laughing and shouting, but she sat quietly, a little uncomfortable about all the noise, like a frightened faun. If I could get her alone, I could make her beg to be my girl for the night.

She was definitely the submissive type.

“Everyone, Ruthie's here!” Issy exclaimed. “And she brought a friend, Aurora. And no, Tonya, she's not that sort of 'friend'. Which is a shame since you two are so cute together.”

I actually blushed. “No. Just good friends,” I said.

“Stop being playing matchmaker, Issy” Ruth groused.

“I'll get more chairs,” the bride-to-be said quietly, standing up.

“Nonsense,” Issy said, waving her back down. “It's your night, let me go get them.” She paused. “Oh, before I go, Aurora, that's Tonya, Britney, and Velma on the couch, Mindy and Georgina on the love seat, and that's Zelda and Natty sitting on the chairs. Oh, and of course, Samantha's our bride-to-be.”

Issy walked out; it was like the passing of a thunderstorm.

“Wow, she's intense,” I breathed.

“I know,” Zelda, a Hispanic woman, sighed. “She kinda does what she wants, and you either get in line or get out of the way.”

“She put this entire thing together,” Britney added, adjusting her glasses.

The bride, Samantha, nodded.

“She's the maid of honor because the rest of us were too scared to tell her no,” giggled stocky Velma, her face dusted with freckles.

“I heard that, Velma,” Issy said, walking in with a pair of folding chairs. “I'm the maid of honor because Samantha and I have known each other forever. Right?”

“Yes, Issy,” Samantha squeaked. I couldn't wait to hear what she would sound like when my mouth was feasting on her treasures.

Issy planted me and Ruth in the chairs, mine next to the recliner Samantha sat in. She wore a long, dark skirt, her ankles and calves peaking out delectably. She had dainty feet. Champagne was poured and a flute shoved in my hand.

“Let's get this party started,” Issy exclaimed.

“Yes, lets,” Mindy, a tall and curvy girl who was gorgeous, but I sensed a vapidness about her; she'd be too oblivious to my attempts at seduction.

“It's time for charades!” cheered Issy.

I shot Ruth a glance and she just shrugged helplessly.

Issy divided us up into teams for charades. I was paired up Ruth, Samantha, Mindy, and a fourth woman whose name I kept forgetting. I had never played before, but it turned out to be a lot of fun watching Ruth try and mime what turned out to be 'Shawshank Redemption'.

“Why did you say dildo?” Ruth wailed at me when the time ran up.

“Well, what else was I supposed to think?” I giggled, a little tipsy with champagne. “You kept making motions like you were working a dildo in and out of a woman.”

Samantha went crimson. “Y-you've done that, Ruthie?”

“Of course I have,” Ruth answered. “Aurora can tell you all about it.”

The bride's eyes widened. “Are you gay, too?”

“Yep,” I smiled. “So what were you doing, Ruth?”

“I was stabbing someone,” she sighed, “with a shank.”

“Oh. Yeah, okay, I get that.”

Ruth narrowed her eyes at me.

Issy was up for her team, and they were like a well-oiled machine, guessing 'The Grapes of Wrath' with half the time remaining. A certain suspicion dawned on me—Issy had selected the teams, and she did seem like the ultra-competitive type.

I was up next, and I drew out the card and read, 'I Kissed A Girl and I Liked It'. Well, at least I knew the song. Taking a deep breath, I stepped up and held up eight fingers, then I mouthed singing.

“It's a song,” Ruth called out.

Now that I had the preliminaries out of the way—Book, Movie, Song—I could start miming out the rest of it. I wasn't sure how. Well, I guess I should start at the beginning. I held up one finger.

“First word,” a dusky woman—Georgina, I think—called out.

I nodded, then pointed at myself.

“Woman!”

“Boobs!” I gave Ruth a look. “Tits?” I shook my head at her.

“Human!”

“Skin!”

Really? This was getting annoying. I tapped my chest.

“Heart?”

“Chest!”

“Ribs!”

“I?” a quiet voice asked.

I looked at Samantha, gave her the biggest smile I had, and nodded. She perked up a bit.

I held two fingers up. “Two!” Georgina—well, that's what I'm calling her in my head—yelled. Then I puckered my lips.

“Kissing!” Ruth yelled. At least that one was easy.

Three fingers. “Third word!” Georgina again.

How was I going to get 'a' across? I tried making a pyramid with my fingers.

“Triangle!”

“Pyramid!”

“Diamond!” Really, how did Mindy get that? Was she really that much of an airhead?

“Illuminati!” Ruth giggled. “I kissed Illuminati?”

Fuck it! I held up four fingers; Georgina shouted, “Fourth Word!”

I pointed at myself.

“I!” Of course, now that's their first guess.

I kept pointing at my chest.

“Chest.”

“Boobs!” Ruth laughed.

I pointed at my boobs, then at my crotch, and made a sort of circular motion around my entire form. “Woman?” Mindy asked. I snapped my finger, pointing excitedly at her.

“Female!”

“Girl!”

I nodded vigorously.

“I Kissed a Girl and I liked It?” Samantha asked, barely heard over the others ladies.

“Yes!” I exclaimed. And before the night is through, Samantha, you'll learn just how much you like kissing girls.

Our team lost charades in the end. Not surprising.

“Wasn't that fun,” Issy clapped as her team celebrated their victory. “Next up is a spicy version of truth or dare!”

What was this, a sleepover?

“I have two bowls, one full of truths you have to answer, the other full of dares you have to perform. I'll go first and take a truth.” Issy fished into the bowl. “Let's see. 'Who was your first kiss?' Ohh, Trevor Yates, behind the gym. He was dreamy...”

Some of the girls giggled.

“See it's easy. Now I'll pick...Tonya.”

The plain-faced woman froze. “Eh, truth.”

“Chicken,” giggled Issy as if she hadn't chosen the same.

Issy proffered the bowl to Tonya, who blushed after reading the scrap of paper. “I can't answer that.”

“Then it's a dare,” Issy said, holding up the other bowl.

“Fine. 'When did you last get laid?' Well, uh, last week.”

“Weren't you on vacation last week?”

“Yes,” she stiffly answered.

“And didn't you and your husband take separate vacations?” Issy grinned slyly.

She nodded, flushing.

“Oh, you naughty woman. You have to dish,” Issy giggled.

“The slip didn't say that,” Tonya huffed. “So I choose, uh, Zelda to be humiliated next.”

“Oh, don't be like that,” Issy smiled. “So you had a little fun without your hubby. We won't tell, right ladies?”

“Right!” chimed a few of them.

This was like High School all over again as some of the women were really getting into it and others, like Samantha, weren't. The poor bride was burrowed in her chair, almost afraid she'd get chosen. I was really starting to hate Issy; couldn't she see how uncomfortable she was making her friend? Whose party was this supposed to be for?

Zelda took the dare, and blushed when she realized that she had to flash her breasts out the window for thirty seconds. They were a nice pair, round and creamy-brown, topped with dark nipples. She stood at the window, her eyes squeezed shut while everyone in the room laughed and giggled, well, everyone except Samantha.

“Is it time?” Zelda demanded, her voice tight. She flinched; a car drove by, its headlights shining through the window.

“Not yet,” Issy said, staring at her watch. “Okay, time.”

Zelda yanked her bra and shirt back down. “Ruthie, how about you.”

“Yeah,” Tonya slurred, a glass of champagne in her hand. “Let's watch you get humiliated.” Tonya downed her drink then poured another.

“I'll take truth,” Ruth smiled. “I'm not afraid to confess.” She dug in the bowl, pulled out her slip, and laughed wickedly. “All right, 'what's the wildest sexual thing you've done.' Hmm, let me see... There was this cheerleader in college, a real, stuck-up bitch. Well, she got drunk and wanted to experiment, so I fucked her with a beer bottle up the ass while I went down on her pussy.”

Half the women blushed, the other half laughed raucously—Issy was the loudest. I knew the Cheerleader, Veronica, but I hadn't heard that story before. How very naughty. I wish I had tumbled Veronica into bed...unless I had? I searched my memory, but I had so many conquests in college it was hard to remember them all.

“I bet she didn't walk normally for a week,” Britney giggled, pushing up her glasses.

“Nope. But she loved it. I dated her for half my Junior year before she went back to loving guys. Anyways, I choose Aurora.”

“Thanks,” I muttered. “I'll take a dare. I'm not sure you ladies could handle my wildest sexual experience.” It involved three other women and a garden hose. Issy proffered the dare bowl. I fished around. 'Choose someone to kiss for thirty seconds.' I laughed, and held the card up. “Who wants to be the lucky lady.”

Tonya blushed, licking her lips, and Issy tittered nervously, explaining, “I didn't think we'd have two lesbians here. Maybe you should redraw.”

“No!” Zelda laughed. “It's just a harmless kiss. Don't be such a prude, Issy!”

“I'm not a prude! Well, Aurora, who's it gonna be.”

“Why I think this is the bride's party, so she should get the kiss.”

Samantha's blue eyes widened as I walked over to her chair, and her pale cheeks colored. “I've never...”

“Shh, I'll be gentle,” I promised, sitting on her lap, and putting my arms around her neck. “Ready to time me?”

“Yep. Five, four, three, two, one.”

Samantha licked her lips as I leaned in and gently captured her mouth. She didn't know what to do as Issy and Ruth led the girls in clapping and cheering. I ignored them and concentrated on making this the best, sweetest kiss she had ever experienced. I nibbled on her lower lip, and used my tongue to tease her, while my fingers gently caressed her cheeks. Her head tilted, her blue eyes closed, then she shyly kissed me back.

Heavenly.

Her lips worked against mine, and her tongue carefully, almost experimentally, pressed forward and flicked against my lips. I met it, caressing her tongue with mine. Then I pushed into her mouth, exploring her thoroughly as a heat flushed through my body, ending at the itch between my thighs. I wanted to kiss her—

“Time!” Issy shouted.

I didn't want to stop; my heart soared. She was the one. I had to have her.

“Time!”

Sighing, I pulled away, Samantha a flushed mess, and giggled, “Sorry, I just love kissing a pretty girl.”

“I bet you do,” Zelda snickered.

“Let's see, how about Samantha,” I smiled, getting off her lap.

“I...okay,” she whispered, her chest still heaving.

“I think someone liked it,” giggled Velma.

“She's a very good kisser,” Samantha answered as Issy held up the two bowls to her. She reached into the truth bowl and fished out a piece of paper. She blushed, holding up the slip, and laughed. “Yeah, I've kissed a woman. Just a minute ago.”
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