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Naughty Excerpt from “Pregnant Comfort”

“See, isn't that nice?” I told her, staring into her eyes, not watching my fingers as they crept higher and higher, inches from her pussy. “Doesn't that just relax away all the stress?”

“Yeah,” she said, biting her lip. “It really does and... Oh!”

“Oops,” I giggled, pulling my knuckles away from her wet pussy. “I should pay attention. I didn't mean to touch you there.”

“No, no, it's fine,” she said.

“Well, that leg's done.” I moved around the table to her calf. I wanted to lick my knuckle and taste her juices. I could feel their heat cooling. She had felt so silky for that brief moment.

And the way she twitched and gasped. She was getting closer and closer to surrender. Number 100.

I worked up her next leg, my fingers gliding, savoring the feel of her, the heat of her. She shivered as I climbed higher and higher, her legs parting. It was an unconscious gesture, her pussy on fire. She yearned for me to touch her. This time, she didn't tense as I neared, but breathed heavily, waiting, aching to see if I would accidentally brush her again.

I smiled at her, so innocent, like I had no idea that her pussy dripped juices.

It was so hard not to rub my hand on her pussy, to feel her flesh again as I reached the top of her thigh. I rubbed down her inner thigh, just inches away. She twitched, her pussy clenching with her excitement.

“Okay, the stomach,” I smiled. I grabbed the baby oil, drizzling a spiral up to her bellybutton.

I rubbed her stomach, sliding my fingers across her swollen belly. The ultimate proof that she was straight, that she had been with men. And now I would seduce her into the heady pleasures of lesbian sex. I loved giving straight women that delight, to be their guide on the road to sapphic pleasures that they didn't know existed.

Or had been too afraid to try.

I massaged her stomach, staring into her slanted eyes as she squirmed. They fluttered, the softest sighs escaping her lips. She licked them, wetting them. They begged to be kissed. Her nipples were so hard, her breasts jiggling.

“Oh, you feel just ready to pop,” I smiled. “So ripe and inviting.”

“Uh-huh,” she nodded, legs squirming. “Ready to pop.”

I smiled at her, sliding my hands down her belly to beneath those large boobs, smearing oil as I went. I grasped her breasts, massaging them. “And I bet your tits must be so sore. I remember puberty and my growing tits.”

“Yes,” she moaned as my fingers dug into her flesh.

I massaged at the base of the lovely, large tits. I loved the olive shade tinging her pale flesh, her brown nipples thrusting above. My fingers squeezed up her tits and milk beaded her nipples. My eyes widened. White, creamy breast milk trickled down her right nub to my baby-oil soaked fingers.

She groaned, undulating. Heat shot through me as my hands slid higher and higher up her tits, milking them now. Milk squired into the air, multiple, thin streamers firing from each nipple. One splattered my lips, the milk hot.

I licked, savoring the sweet cream. It had a fruity after taste, like cantaloupe.

“Oh, god,” Kimiko moaned. “You're making my milk squirt.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned and leaned over, latching onto her nipple.

“Aurora!” Her voice was so thick, so throaty, as I suckled from her teat, my hand squeezing.

The milk squirted hot into my mouth. It coated the back and roof before sliding down to my tongue. Flavor burst to life in my mouth. My body shuddered. I suckled harder, gulping down all the delicious flavor. Her body squirmed on the table, hands spasming, brushing my naked stomach.

Her moans were so delicious as I suckled again. I couldn't help myself. It was sooooo good. Far better than cow's milk. My eyes squeezed shut as I suckled. I gulped down her milk. The creamy treat made my pussy so hot.

I shoved a free hand into my panties and frigged my clit hard.

“Oh, Aurora, stop,” she moaned. “What are you doing? This is... Oh, god... This feels so good. But... But...”

I flicked my gaze up to her slanted, glossy eyes. I suckled again, deliberate, my cheeks hollowing as her creamy treat squirted into my mouth. She shuddered, licking her lips, pleasure cascading across her face.

My fingers plunged into my sopping pussy. I frigged myself hard, fast as I suckled again and again. Her hand on my stomach slid up, brushing the cups of my bra. Her fingers played with the edge as she squirmed.

“Oh, my god, Aurora. This is... Oh, wow... This is nice. Your mouth is so hungry. So wicked. I can't believe we're doing this.”

I only moaned about her nipple.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Chapter One: Alone on New Years Eve

“Hey,” smiled a round-faced, plump nurse. “Aurora. You didn't call.”

“Huh?” I asked, stopping as I walked through the hallways of St. Jo—short for St. Joseph—Hospital. I wore my unflattering green jumpsuit, my name embroidered in blue on the nametag. I had just received the nametag, commemorating my two week probation as a janitor was over.

I was permanent.

It wasn't the most glamorous job, but I wasn't feeling all that glamorous the last few weeks. Not since I messed every thing up with Lucy. I could still picture my ex-girlfriend's tight, ebony body, strong from being a cop yet still sensual and soft with feminine curves. We had dated for two months before she found out I was cheating on her.

And then it all blew apart.

“Call?” I asked the nurse. She reminded me of Ruth, my Jewish lesbian friend and sometime lover, at least when we were between girls. And Ruth wasn't. She was getting pretty serious about the oral hygienist she met a while back. They were talking about moving in together.

Lucky.

“Yeah, you said you would call,” the nurse smiled. I thought her name was Mary or Martha; I was bad with names. “After our fun in the supply closet.”

“Sorry,” I said. “It's been a hectic few days.”

She pouted. “Please, I want another go. I never knew being with a woman was so...exhilarating.”

She was number 98. A year ago today, last New Years Eve, I had made a bet with my good friend Samir that I could seduce a hundred straight women before midnight tonight. The first one was a girl at the bar I spotted that very night, with butterfly earrings dangling. She had captivated me, and Samir laughed saying that I couldn't seduce her.

So I did. And 98 more since. Only one more to go and six hours to do it in.

“I will,” I promised her.

I hoped she wasn't clingy. There was only one woman I wanted to be clingy with, and she hated me. Only once had Lucy called me since our breakup, and that was two weeks ago on a rainy afternoon. I ended up seducing a MILF and her eighteen-year-old step-daughter after that phone call, realizing I had to move on with my life.

Seducing women, having flings, that was my life. Moments of passion, moments I could forget how much I had fucked it up, were all I had left. And I was so young, only in my early twenties. I could have had a long life with Lucy.

“You okay?” Mary asked. Was that her name? Her nametag was no help. It said M. Stevens on it. Maybe it was Maria? Melissa?

“Fine,” I said. “Just the holidays.”

“Being alone sucks.” She arched an eyebrow. “What are you doing tonight?”

“Going to hang out with my friends at our favorite bar.”

“Oh, which one? Maybe I'll show up.”

I hesitated. Why not? She was fun. “Tavern on the Ave. It's over on Sixth Ave.”

She nodded her head. “Okay, see you tonight. Happy New Years.”

I gave her a smile that faded as she turned her back. I sighed, and walked down the hallway. It was almost time for me to punch out. And then I had one more straight woman to find and seduce. My stomach whirled. $10,000 was on the line.

And if I failed to seduce her, I would lose my bike.

My baby. I cared more about it than Lucy. It was why I kept cheating on her, wanting to win the bet. Serves me right for abusing her trust. She had every right to leave me. It took me awhile to accept that.

I rounded the corner and heard crying. A woman sniffling, her sobs quiet, muffled. I frowned, peering around. There was a small alcove where a bank of pay phones used to be, or so I was told by another janitor. Now it just held some potted ferns. I peered in and found a very pregnant Asian woman in the corner, one hand hugging her swollen belly, the other wiping at her eyes. She had light-olive skin, her face delicate like a doll, slanted eyes red from crying.

“Oh, excuse me,” she said, sniffing, wiping away tears. “Do you need to...clean or something? I...”

“What's wrong?” I asked, a wave of heat washing through me. I was always lusting after women, and even crying, she glowed. She was so vibrant and sexy. Short and petite, her breasts large, stretching her sweater before it molded to her round stomach. She looked so tiny to have such big tits and a large stomach.

I had never been with a pregnant woman before. I squeezed my thighs together. “Huh, honey, what's wrong?”

I moved in, putting a sweet smile on my lips. I had a gorgeous face, framed by red curls, and soft, green eyes. I clicked my tongue stud on the back of my teeth as I sidled close to her, slipping an arm around her shoulders, pulling her to me.

“What did your boyfriend do to you?”

“Boyfriend?” she asked, looking at me.

“No wedding ring, so I bet it was your boyfriend that knocked you up. And now he's making you cry.”

“He... he... He's breaking up with me,” she moaned. “By a text. On New Years Eve. He just can't handle being a father. He's freaking out, flying home to live with his parents back in Tennessee or somewhere.”

“Wow,” I said. “What an asshole.”

“And I'm ugly, just so fat, and that's why he ran. He hasn't been interested in me in months.”

“Oh, sweetie, you are not ugly.” I looked down at her, my pussy clenching. “You are a gorgeous flower that every butterfly would love to drink nectar from.”

“What?” I asked.

“Sorry, bad metaphor.” I liked to think of myself as a butterfly flitting from flower to flower, woman to woman. They were all beautiful in their own way, just like flowers. Especially when you were between their thighs, prying their petals open, and tasting their nectar. “But you're gorgeous. I mean, I think you're hot.”

“You do?” she asked, sniffing.

“Yeah,” I nodded. “Just gorgeous. If I was you boyfriend, I wouldn't leave you. I would make you feel like a million bucks. I would massage that pretty, pregnant body of yours and make you purr.”

She smiled. “Thanks.”

“That's what you need,” I decided, pulling her out of the alcove. “A massage. Something to relax you, to make you feel better. To forget about that asshole. If he loved you, he wouldn't have left you. He would have worshiped you. You don't need him.”

Just like Lucy doesn't need me. She needs a woman that would love her and cherish her. No, stop thinking about her. You fucked that chance up.

“Really, a massage?” she asked. “Now? I have to go my mom's. It's New Years Eve, and she needs help with dip.”

“After,” I told her. “I want you to feel good about starting a new year. Like a million bucks. Okay?”

“A massage.” She bit her lip. “Here? We're at a hospital.”

“And all the rooms have baby oil in them,” I told her. I pulled out my key. “I'm a janitor, okay? I know a few rooms that are closed right now that we can slip into and make you feel better.”

“I don't even know your name?” she said as I pulled her down the hallway with me. She stumbled after holding her belly as I gripped her hand.

“Aurora,” I smiled at her. I licked my lips, my tongue stud pressing on them. “You are?”

“Kimiko.”

“Oh, what a gorgeous name. Korean?”

“Japanese,” she said. “My parents moved here for work. My father has a job at a Japanese company called Toray. They have a factory out in Spanaway. They make composite materials, like for Boeing's planes and such.”

“Oh, how wonderful,” I smiled at her.

“And I was born here, so I'm a citizen and... I like it here. I hardly know Japan.”

“Never been. But the women are so elegant and graceful. Maybe I should?” I could seduce my way across Japan. I wonder what Samir would bet me for that?

We reached the locked room. It was down for maintenance, something inside needed fixing. But it being a holiday, it wouldn't get done until January 2nd at the earliest. I pulled out my keys, metal jangling as I searched for the right one.

“I can't believe you're doing this. I can't believe I'm doing this.” She bit her lip. “You're just so...”

“Sexy,” I grinned. “I know, it's hard to tell in this ugly jumpsuit, but I'm just so sexy you are helpless against my beauty and will let me do whatever I want to you.”

She giggled. She thought I was joking. Oh, she would learn. “Thank you, Aurora. It's been so stressful.”

“You're welcome,” I told her, opening the door and ushering her inside.

It was a standard hospital room, two medical beds, cabinets, many locked with keys I didn't possess, a small bathroom, curtains that could surround both beds for privacy. I went to the cabinet for the supplies that weren't locked up, simple things that couldn't get you high or were dangerous. Like baby oil. It was the janitor's jobs to keep these supplies stocked up.

“Now, let's get you out of that sweatshirt,” I told her, walking back. I grabbed the hem. “Need to get at your body to massage you.”

“Oh, yes,” she blushed as she lifted her hands up. She had a tank top on underneath, stretched over a dark bra and her belly. I took that off, too.

Her belly was so round and gorgeous, her bellybutton protruding out. I stroked her up to her black bra holding back her big tits. “Wow, I bet your tits have really grown since your pregnancy. They look huge on your small body.”

“Yeah,” she nodded. “Two whole cup sizes. And my nipples are so big now. They get so sore now that my milk's come in.”

“So you must be due at any day,” I told her, falling to my knees and hooking my hands in her sweatpants.

She blinked at me. I winked back and drew them down. She had gorgeous legs, sleek and that same olive color. I wanted to stroke them, to lick them up her thighs to her black thong covering her pussy. She stepped out of them, turning, the thong vanishing between her cute butt.

“Okay, bra and panties off, and we'll be ready to start,” I told her, unzipping my jumpsuit.

“What?” she asked.

“Honey, those are cute underwear. Let's not get baby oil all over them.” I gave an innocent laugh. “We're both girls.”

She turned around, frowning as I stepped out of my jumpsuit, eyebrows arching.

“I don't want to get my uniform dirty,” I laughed. “Then I would be in so much trouble.”

She didn't make the connection that a janitor's coveralls were meant to get dirty. She nodded as I peeled off the top I wore, revealing a lime-green bra covering my tits. You could just make out parts of the snake tattoo about my right nipple.

“Love this top, don't want to stain it,” I sad, standing in a pair of skinny jeans.

“Oh, yes,” she said, licking her lips.

“And you still have your bra and panties on.” I moved to her, pressing my body against hers as I reached around. Her round belly pressed into my stomach, swollen with new life. A hot flutter ran through me as I found the clasp of her bra, our tits pressed together.

“Aurora,” she said, stiffening.

“Relax,” I told her, unhooking her bra and pulling it off, revealing pillowy mounds and fat, brown nipples thrusting from wide areolas. Her nipples were twice as big as mine. I wanted to suck them so hard. “Just us girls. I've seen boobs before. I have a pair myself.”

She gave a nervous giggle, nodding her head.

Then I fell to my knees and hooked the waistband of her panties. She shivered, staring down at me. I winked at her and rolled off her thong. I smiled as her shaved pudenda came into view. Lower and lower, revealing more and more flesh. The start of her labia and her clitoral hood, a pink clit just peeking out, her pussy lips glistening with moisture.

“Someone's excited,” I giggled, smelling her spicy musk.

“Oh, god, it's being pregnant,” she said. “Everything makes me horny. I'm so sorry.”

“Don't be,” I winked as she stepped out of her thong. I slipped those into my pocket. “Now lie down on your back and let's get started.”


Chapter Two: Pregnant Massage

I poured baby oil across my hands, rubbing them together as Kimiko stretched out on the bed, one arm covering those fat nipples, or trying to—her right one kept peeking out—the other hand cover her pussy. I rolled my eyes.

“Come on, relax. Arms at your side, Kimiko, and close your eyes.” I moved to her. “Deep breaths. I'm going to start with your legs. Then we'll work upward.”

“Okay,” she said. She pulled her arms away, putting them at her side, her breasts jiggling as she breathed, those fat, suckable nipples waving.

Oh, damn, I wanted to suck on them so badly. And she said her milk had come in. What would that taste like? A shiver ran through me as I imagined. I had only had cow milk from the grocery store. Would it taste like that? Or different?

She gasped as I grabbed her feet, my oily fingers stroking her before my thumbs went to work on her sole. I lifted her left leg, pulling it slightly to the side so I had a lovely view of her tight slit. Her labia just parted, showing a hint of pink and her clit glistening, eager for my mouth.

“See, just relax,” I purred, working on her heels. “You'll glow after we're done.” I giggled. “Well, more than you are.”

“Yeah, everyone says I glow. That being pregnant makes me look radiant. Just makes me look fat.”

I shook my head. “No, you are glorious. Radiant. Mmm, you are not fat. You are sexy. You're making me a bit wet.”

“Oh,” she blushed. “It's weird that were both making each other a little excited. I mean, we're both straight.”

“Are we?” I asked, arching an eyebrow. “I like to think I'm a lesbian.”

“Oh,” she said in a neutral tone.

“Does that make you uncomfortable?”

“Well...” She bit her lip as I switched feet, pulling her right leg a little more apart, opening her pussy like a flower unfurling before the sun. “No, no. It doesn't.”

“Good,” I told her. “So just relax. Mmm, you'll enjoy my touch. I'm good at touching women.”

“Oh, god, Aurora, you make the naughtiest jokes.”

“And you love them,” I purred, working on her foot, her toes wiggling. I wanted to suck them.

Not yet.

I knew the nerves in her feet were transmitting tingles right to her pussy. That every moment she was getting a little bit wetter, a little bit more excited. She shifted, making her boobs jiggle and her round stomach sway. I smiled, loving how it rounded down to right above her pudenda, then it was flat to that tight slit.

I licked my lips again as she let out a soft moan, relaxing into my massage. I grabbed the baby oil, dribbling it down her calf, working on her legs next. My eyes flicked along her body, noting the smile, the color in her cheeks, the flutter of her eyelashes. Her hands clenched and unclenched, small twitches shot through her.

Every moment made her more and more excited. Which was exactly what I wanted.

I licked my lips, working higher and higher to her thighs. Her legs were toned and delicious. I slid oil up and down them, making them gleam. I slid down into her inner thighs, working up them. She tensed as I neared her pussy. Her breathing quickened. She sat up, watching me.

“See, isn't that nice?” I told her, staring into her eyes, not watching my fingers as they crept higher and higher, inches from her pussy. “Doesn't that just relax away all the stress?”

“Yeah,” she said, biting her lip. “It really does and... Oh!”

“Oops,” I giggled, pulling my knuckles away from her wet pussy. “I should pay attention. I didn't mean to touch you there.”

“No, no, it's fine,” she said.

“Well, that leg's done.” I moved around the table to her calf. I wanted to lick my knuckle and taste her juices. I could feel their heat cooling. She had felt so silky for that brief moment.

And the way she twitched and gasped. She was getting closer and closer to surrender. Number 100.

I worked up her next leg, my fingers gliding, savoring the feel of her, the heat of her. She shivered as I climbed higher and higher, her legs parting. It was an unconscious gesture, her pussy on fire. She yearned for me to touch her. This time, she didn't tense as I neared, but breathed heavily, waiting, aching to see if I would accidentally brush her again.

I smiled at her, so innocent, like I had no idea that her pussy dripped juices.

It was so hard not to rub my hand on her pussy, to feel her flesh again as I reached the top of her thigh. I rubbed down her inner thigh, just inches away. She twitched, her pussy clenching with her excitement.

“Okay, the stomach,” I smiled. I grabbed the baby oil, drizzling a spiral up to her bellybutton.

I rubbed her stomach, sliding my fingers across her swollen belly. The ultimate proof that she was straight, that she had been with men. And now I would seduce her into the heady pleasures of lesbian sex. I loved giving straight women that delight, to be their guide on the road to sapphic pleasures that they didn't know existed.

Or had been too afraid to try.

I massaged her stomach, staring into her slanted eyes as she squirmed. They fluttered, the softest sighs escaping her lips. She licked them, wetting them. They begged to be kissed. Her nipples were so hard, her breasts jiggling.

“Oh, you feel just ready to pop,” I smiled. “So ripe and inviting.”

“Uh-huh,” she nodded, legs squirming. “Ready to pop.”

I smiled at her, sliding my hands down her belly to beneath those large boobs, smearing oil as I went. I grasped her breasts, massaging them. “And I bet your tits must be so sore. I remember puberty and my growing tits.”

“Yes,” she moaned as my fingers dug into her flesh.

I massaged at the base of the lovely, large tits. I loved the olive shade tinging her pale flesh, her brown nipples thrusting above. My fingers squeezed up her tits and milk beaded her nipples. My eyes widened. White, creamy breast milk trickled down her right nub to my baby-oil soaked fingers.

She groaned, undulating. Heat shot through me as my hands slid higher and higher up her tits, milking them now. Milk squired into the air, multiple, thin streamers firing from each nipple. One splattered my lips, the milk hot.

I licked, savoring the sweet cream. It had a fruity after taste, like cantaloupe.

“Oh, god,” Kimiko moaned. “You're making my milk squirt.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned and leaned over, latching onto her nipple.

“Aurora!” Her voice was so thick, so throaty, as I suckled from her teat, my hand squeezing.

The milk squirted hot into my mouth. It coated the back and roof before sliding down to my tongue. Flavor burst to life in my mouth. My body shuddered. I suckled harder, gulping down all the delicious flavor. Her body squirmed on the table, hands spasming, brushing my naked stomach.

Her moans were so delicious as I suckled again. I couldn't help myself. It was sooooo good. Far better than cow's milk. My eyes squeezed shut as I suckled. I gulped down her milk. The creamy treat made my pussy so hot.

I shoved a free hand into my panties and frigged my clit hard.

“Oh, Aurora, stop,” she moaned. “What are you doing? This is... Oh, god... This feels so good. But... But...”

I flicked my gaze up to her slanted, glossy eyes. I suckled again, deliberate, my cheeks hollowing as her creamy treat squirted into my mouth. She shuddered, licking her lips, pleasure cascading across her face.

My fingers plunged into my sopping pussy. I frigged myself hard, fast as I suckled again and again. Her hand on my stomach slid up, brushing the cups of my bra. Her fingers played with the edge as she squirmed.

“Oh, my god, Aurora. This is... Oh, wow... This is nice. Your mouth is so hungry. So wicked. I can't believe we're doing this.”

I only moaned about her nipple.

“You weren't joking. You brought me in here to seduce me. Oh, you wicked lesbian. Oh, wow, this is so hot.”

Her fingers pushed up the bra cup covering my right breast. I groaned as she squeezed it. My pierced nipple throbbed as her fingers stroked around my flesh. My fingers frigged my pussy hard, deep, shudders racing through my body.

“Your tits are so firm. They're so different from mine. Oh, I've never touched another woman like this, Aurora.”

My lips popped off her nipple. “Oh, you'll be touching plenty of me.”

“Yes,” she gasped as I leaned across her body to suckle from her other breast.

The milk tasted just as good from that one. Her right tit pressed between mine as I suckled on the left. Cream filled my mouth. I suckled a few times before swallowing, savoring the milk swimming in my mouth as her fingers found my pierced nipple.

She gasped, twisting it, a naughty smile on her lips. “You are a wild one, Aurora.”

I only moaned and suckled, filling my mouth with more milk. I shivered, my body on fire. Her body heaved and squirmed as I pleasured her nipple. She twisted my pierced nub, shooting delight down to my pussy, my snatch clenching on my fingers.

She let out a throaty moan. “Aurora. I'm... I'm... Oh, god, I'm cumming!”

Her body heaved as she came solely from nipple play. It was hard to do with a woman, but possible. I had experienced it once. There was something so delightful about making your lover cum just by playing with her nipples and breasts.

“Been so long,” she groaned, “since someone made me cum. Sick of my fingers. Oh, yes, Aurora. Oh, wow. That's... Yes.”

Her heaving body yanked her nipple from my mouth, full of her milk. I looked at her sweet lips open, moaning out her passion. My pussy clenched on my fingers again, my clit aching beneath my massaging palm, my orgasm roaring closer and closer.

This was so hot.

I leaned over her and kissed her hard. I shoveled her own breast milk into her mouth as I came on my fingers. Pleasure rushed through me. Effervescent joy made me tremble. My eyes rolled back into my head as we passed breast milk back and forth. Our tongues met, caressed, sharing our passion. My body heaved.

Her body squirmed.

I stroked her pregnant belly as I broke the kiss, her lips stained with her milk. “Oh, wow, that taste good.”

“Almost as good as pussy.”

Her eyes sparkled. “I've never tried pussy.”

“Not even your own?”

She shook her head.

I gave her a wicked wink. Then I pulled my fingers out of my snatch, groaning as they caressed my inner flesh before leaving me empty. My digits glistened. I smelled my tart musk on them. I brought it to her lips, smearing my cream on them before she opened wide and swallowed my fingers.

Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked on my fingers. She let out a moan, tasting the flavor of my pussy. Her slanted eyes sparkled as I pulled them out with a wet pop. She licked her lips, savoring the lingering traces.

“More?” I asked.

She nodded her head eagerly.

I peeled off my bra and panties while grinning at her. “Then let's sixty-nine.”

It took us a few tries to find a position for us to sixty-nine. I first tried straddling her face and stretching over her, but I was so afraid of putting pressure on her belly. The reverse was equally out of the question. Finally, we squeezed onto the hospital bed lying on our sides, our butts shoved against the plastic railings.

Thanks to her shorter height, I was able to bend my body around her stomach and reach her pussy without putting pressure on her belly. Her head nestled between my thighs, and I pressed between hers, nuzzling at her thick bush.

And took my first taste of pregnant pussy.

“Aurora,” she moaned as my tongue stud slid through her folds, gathering her spicy musk. “Oh, wow, that feels wicked with your tongue stud.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned. “Now don't forget to lick me back. Take your first lick of my snatch.”

I shivered as the straight, pregnant woman took her first lick. Kimiko's tongue slid across my shaved pussy, gathering my juices without any fear, so aroused from the massage and orgasm. I nuzzled at her pussy, her thighs slippery on my cheeks, still coated in baby oil.

I slid my tongue in deep. It was so hot nuzzling at a pregnant woman's snatch. To tease a pussy that a man had so obviously been in, showing her a better form of pleasure all at the same time. She moaned, humping against me as I swirled my tongue around her walls.

“Oh, yes, Aurora,” she moaned between licks. “Oh, that's soooo good.”

“Uh-huh,” I gasped. “Don't be afraid to dive into my petals. Really lick my pussy. Enjoy my nectar.”

“Okay.”

I shivered as her tongue buried into my folds, licking hard. She nuzzled at my clit then dived into my pussy. She ate me with an enthusiasm, squirming, pressing her pregnant belly against my breasts. My nipples ached as my tongue dived through her folds. I nuzzled, licked, devoured her. There was so much wonderful juices flooding out of her.

My hands gripped her ass as we nuzzled and licked and devoured each other to moaning orgasms. We bucked on the hospital bed. It creaked and swayed, rolling slightly. I loved it. My tongue fluttered through her folds, drinking down her juices.

“Aurora,” she moaned over and over between licks. “Yes, yes, yes.”

I kept licking her pregnant pussy. We ate each other, our cunts spasming. Her fingers dived into mine, pumping fast while she tongued my clit. I savored her creativity as I fucked my tongue in and out of her pregnant snatch, my body shuddering.

“You naughty delight,” I moaned. “Oh, Kimiko, yes, finger me. I'm going to cum again.”

More pleasure burst inside of me. I shoved two fingers deep into her pregnant snatch, loving the experience of her hot flesh wrapped about them. It was so wonderful. I was lost in the pleasure of this wonderful, pregnant woman.

I didn't want it to end. I just wanted to stay with her, licking, nuzzling, devouring her. She came over and over, her pussy spasming on my fingers, moaning into my snatch. Her teeth nipped my clit, sending rapture shooting through my mind.

“Oh, Aurora,” she groaned, pulling her lips away. “Oh, I can't take any more. I'm so sensitive. Please, please, stop.”

“Yeah,” I panted, pulling my lips away.

“That was so beautiful,” Kimiko purred. “Thank you. I really needed to end the year on a positive one.”

I sighed. “I'm glad.”

Number 100 down.


Chapter Three: The Bet

“Thank you, Aurora,” Kimiko said, kissing me on the lips. I tasted my tart musk. “I hope you have a Happy New Year.”

“You, too,” I said, faking the smile. How could I have a happy new year?

Maybe I could fine someone tonight. Someone to kiss at midnight, to take home and devour, to forget about Lucy for a few hours. Kimiko slipped out of the hospital room while I dressed. Her panties were in my pocket. I headed to the janitor's break room to punch out and change. My coworkers were already there, some joking, laughing.

“What you doing tonight, Aurora?” John asked, kicked back on a ratty recliner. He had a bottle of Jack Daniels in hand, shaking it, amber liquor sloshing back and forth. “You can hangout with the night crew. We're going to get loaded and play cards.”

“I have friends,” I told him. “I'd rather get drunk with them. They don't smell so bad.”

John laughed and nodded. “Happy New Year, Aurora.”

“Happy New Year.”

I was already getting sick of saying it. Dressed in tight jeans, a sweater, and my leather jacket, I headed outside, helmet in hand. I found my bike waiting for me in the darkening parking lot. The temperature was already dropping, the sun sinking early. I raced home.

I showered, savoring the warmth, washing the day's work off my body. I savored the memory of Kimmie's—or was it Kimiko? maybe Kattie?—body against mine, the swell of her stomach, as I showered, my pussy getting hot.

Then I shaved, making sure I was smooth and bare on my legs, pussy, and armpits. I didn't bother doing anything special with my hair. My helmet would ruin anything fancy. So I just let it have its natural bounce. A spritz of perfume followed my makeup, nothing too overboard, just accentuating my beauty. I went with a hot-pink thong and no bra beneath my belly shirt. The stretchy fabric clung to my tits. My jeans were low-riding and hip-hugging. Over my top, I pulled on a thick sweater for the cold, then grabbed my leather jacket.

Last, I pulled out the box of panties from beneath my bed. I dumped them onto my bed, grabbing them and pulling them into a backpack. A year of memories soared through me: posing nude while seducing an art student, the two friends with car trouble, giving that hot wife a test drive, the girl at the bar who started it all, the girl at the lingerie shop on my birthday, my fling with a fellow jailbird and a prison guard, teaching hot yoga. One thong was ripped, torn off a sexy masseuse's waist. So many women. All straight until I gave them a taste of lesbian passion.

I wondered if that cute, innocent bride was happy in her marriage? Did the husband make it up to his wife after leaving her along at their anniversary dinner? Was the dominating trophy wife finding new women to make into her submissive pussy lickers? Or was she back to cheating on her fat husband with men? Did that stylist who waxed my pussy ever have the courage to lick another woman's snatch?

There was one panty missing. I seduced 101 straight women this year. I didn't included Lucy's in the collection. After we made love that first time on the side of the road, and I panicked realizing that I actually loved her, I didn't take her panties. It never felt right.

I almost ruined my makeup by crying.

I bundled up all the panties into a backpack. It bulged with them. I slung it over my shoulder and headed out into the night. The sun had already set even though it was only 5 o'clock. I rushed down the stairs, my red, leather boots thudding. I reached my bike, threw my leg over and settled down my helmet.

I raced through the cold night to Tavern on the Ave, passing my work at St. Jo as I took 19th Street up to Sprague. I took a right there and raced down to the five-way intersection were Sprague, Division, and 6th Ave crossed, the latter two streets merging together. I turned left onto 6th Ave, puttering through the dense traffic around the small shops, bars, and clubs that lined this section of the street.

I found a place to park my bike and headed into my favorite bar. The Tavern had a dark interior fostering a cozy atmosphere. There were pool tables in the back, and small tables in the front, each with its own hanging light, illuminating the table, but keeping it dark everywhere else.

“Hi, Aurora,” smiled the blue-haired barmaid, a gold stud in her nose piercing. “How's it going?”

“Good, Lyssa,” I nodded. Her panties were in my backpack. She had gone completely gay since I seduced her in the bar's bathroom. She now dated a butch garbage truck driver. “Pitcher of beer.”

“Sure,” she smiled.

Goldie, another barmaid, gave me a dirty look. I had seduced her, I think, over a year ago and never called her back or something. I couldn't remember. I was with a lot of women, their names all fading together. Only one ever stood out.

I sat down at a table, the pitcher brought around.

“Hey,” Ruth, my friend said, walking in with a slender, Asian girl on her arms. Her oral hygienist lover named Lacey—I think that was her name.

I nodded to her as she sat down and pulled Lacey into her lap. The two shared a hot, passionate kiss. Ruth's plump face was flushed when they broke, her arm cradling her lover. My friend gave me a smile, nodding her head.

“You remember Lacey.”

“Yeah,” I nodded, happy I had her name right. “So you two are moving in together?”

“Yes,” Lacey giggled. “And we're getting a dog.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Ruth? With a dog?”

“A cute Pomeranian,” my friend grinned and then kissed Lacey again.

“Damn,” Samir groaned. “Didn't know I was getting a show.”

The tall Arab man walked in, his Black girlfriend, Deshawna, on his arm. He leered at Ruth, who gave him a glare back. Samir sat down opposite me, his girlfriend to my right. She gave me an expectant look.

“Well?” she asked. “Does Samir have to pay up. He's been dreading today for a month.”

“Can't believe I made this bet with you,” he groaned. Then he stared at me. “Where's your gloating smile? You didn't do it. Ruth told me you were at 99 this morning. Didn't find anyone?”

“Oh, I found her. Kimiko. Pregnant and crying. I made her feel better.”

He said something in Arabic, his thumb rubbing on his soul patch. “Well, let's see the proof.”

I shrugged and opened the backpack, dumping panties on the table. Lacey raised an eyebrow, glancing at me. “You really seduced a hundred women in a year?”

“More,” I said. “These are just the straight ones.”

Her jaw dropped.

“Aurora is one of a kind,” Ruth said. “You got to watch out around her. If you make her pussy itch, you'll be in her bed by the end of the night.”

“Sometimes it takes longer than one night,” I shrugged, trying to get into the joking spirit. “But don't worry, Lacey, Kimiko took care of my Asian fetish for a while.”

“Good. I'm not cheating on my Ruthie.” She kissed my friend again.

My heart ached. I should be on Lucy's lap right now, getting ready to celebrate the ending of one year and the start of another. My eyes misted. I grabbed my beer and took a gulp as Samir counted out the panties.

“Ninety-seven, ninety-eight, ninety-nine...” He paused, grabbing a blue thong, the last one. “Fuck, one hundred. You really did it, Aurora.”

I nodded. “Yep.”

“Fuck.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a cashier's check, my name printed out on it, the amount, $10,000. I took it, glancing at it.

I had been so eager to win this once. I folded it, put it in my jacket's inner pocket.

“What are you going to do with Samir's money?” Deshawna grinned.

“Hey,” Samir complained. “You're my girl. Don't gloat for her.”

I shrugged.

“You could pay me back the money you owe me,” Ruth said.

“Why not,” I said, downing the rest of my beer. I looked around the bar, my friends. Everyone was in such a good mood, even Samir. He was loaded. $10,000 wasn't a big deal to him. Not really. His father was a Saudi oil baron. He just liked slumming with us. He pulled Deshawna onto his lap, kissing her like Ruth kissed Lacey.

And it hit me. I was the odd one out. The outsider. My friends had their girlfriends. They didn't need me here moping. I sighed, pushing back from the table, my chair scraping. I adjusted my jacket, looking around the bar.

A girl was there, leaning on the bar, her jeans hugging her ass. Her hair was black, framing a round face. Her nose dainty as it twitched. I cocked my head, flashes of kissing a green-eyed, dark-haired girl burst in my mind. She was...Ursula.

Was she waiting for me? Eager to have another magical New Years Eve with a lesbian? A man came up to her, his hand resting on her ass. Was that the same asshole she dated last year? Or was it someone new?

Her head turned, eyes meeting mine. Her smile was...inviting.

A night of passion with Ursula.

I turned away and headed into the night.

“Aurora?” Ruth called after me.


Chapter Four: Craigslist

I dropped my keys onto the little dish by the front door of my loft when I got home, metal clinking on glass. Lucy had bought it. She didn't like my method of “leave keys wherever I found convenient.” I sighed, shrugging out of my leather jacket and pulling off my top. It was chilly in my loft, but I didn't mind. In my kitchen, I grabbed a cheap bottle of white wine, a spoon, and a tub of mint chocolate ice cream.

Then I plopped on my couch, put on the sappiest romance I could find, and took a long drink of wine. My phone rang, Ruth's name flashing. I ignored it, letting it vibrate on the coffee table as I dug into the ice cream. I took a big, thick bite.

And regretted it.

“Fuck,” I groaned as the brain freeze rippled across my mind. I shivered, glaring at the ice cream. “Traitor.”

I took another bite, not as big, and thought as I stared at the TV. It was all noise to me, my mind drifting. I saw a life that I had lost, at the bar with my friends, Lucy with me, cheering, drinking, having a blast, the pair of us sneaking kisses. The countdown would begin, Lucy's arms wrapped about me.

I blinked back tears, shaking my head. I set aside the carton of ice cream, already a third missing. I took another drink of my wine and grabbed my old laptop. I set it on my lap, booted it up, and went on Craigslist.

For sale, 2014 Honda Interceptor, Red. Like new condition, 33,767 miles, $5,000 OBO.

I stared at it, tagged with a few photos I downloaded off my phone. I worked my lips and took another swig of my wine. I loved this bike. I had made sure I made its payments over other bills, even over food. I had loved her so much.

But she couldn't love me back. I should have just given the bike to Samir the day I went out for coffee with Lucy after she bailed me out of jail, told him the bet was over. Tears falling down my eyes, I hit the button and posted my ad.

Then I turned off the TV and waddled to bed with my bottle of wine. I fell back on it, wiggling out of my leather pants, and sipped the wine, staring at the ceiling. It tasted better and better with every pull until it was gone.

I was warm and sleepy.

So I rolled over, wrapping my blankets about me, and fell asleep far too early. The last thing I remember was the clunk of the bottle hitting the cement floor. Then darkness fell on me and dreams embraced me.

They were weird dreams. I knew that much when I woke up groggily the next morning. They faded from my mind. It was something about giant gum drops and people counting down from ten over and over but never quite reaching one.

I grimaced, my mouth tasting like old leather. The sun already shone through the windows, sunrise several hours ago. I couldn't believe how long I slept. At least twelve hours. I groaned, shaking my head, and realized I had to pee.

Badly.

“Fuck,” I groaned, bare feet hitting the cold, cement floor of my loft. Hopping, I rushed around my bed and—

Stepped on a wine bottle. My arms cartwheeled. I fell over onto my bed, rolling on it, my hips wiggling, my thong buried far too deep between my butt-cheeks. “Well, 2015 is off to an amazing start.”

I let out a giggle, rolling onto my back, shaking my head. Almost broke my neck. Yep, this would be a great year. I sighed, my bladder dampening my mirth. This time, I made it to the bathroom without dying.

Bladder empty and fresh clothes put on—ratty sweatpants and a baggy sweatshirt, I did not feel like dressing up today—I surveyed my loft, wondering what to do. It was my day off. It was New Years and... I just felt like ice cream for breakfast and...

“Fuck!”

I rushed to my living room. I had left out the ice cream on my old coffee table. It was a soupy mess now, the carton warped. Beside it, my phone screen lit up with a new email. Grabbing the cartoon of soupy ice cream and taking it to the garbage can in the kitchen, I checked my email.

“Would love to buy your bike,” it read, coming from sassygirl93. “Could I come by today?”

I blinked, my stomach churning. I loved that bike, but... I answered, “Yes. Come by whenever. Not going anywhere.” I ended the email with my address.

Ice cream disposed of, I settled on a breakfast of champions—fruit loops. I watched trashy morning television and ate my cereal. This was my new life. Just disgusting sweatpants and sugary cereals. I liked it. No more effort. No more trying. No more caring. No more dumb bets I had to win. Seducing straight women didn't bring me happiness. It was time for something new.

I liked my new years resolution. It was so simple to follow.

I had just finished my cereal when someone knocked at my door.

“Coming,” I said, padding in slippers to the kitchen and setting the bowl in there. I plucked an errant fruit loop off my sweatshirt and popped it into my mouth. “You here to buy the bike?”

“Yeah,” a woman answered, her voice tight, like she was nervous.

I opened the door. My heart almost stopped beating. My jaw dropped.

Lucy stood there. My Lucy. She wore a pair of old jeans that still looked amazing on her, clinging to those curves, and a tight, V necked sweater beneath her leather jacket. Her hair curly, falling about the coffee-cream brown of her face. She licked her lush lips.

Embarrassment shot through me. My hair was a mess, I had no makeup on, wearing my ratty sweats, and there was a milk stain right over my breasts. My cheeks burned as I shivered, wanting to reach up and comb my hair.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey,” I said back. What was going on? Why was she here?

“So, you won the bet.”

“Yeah,” I said, flinching. “I...” Tears burned in my eyes. I wanted to just blurt out how it wasn't worth it. That she was more important to me than my bike, but it was all caught up in my throat, tangled by choking fear. My heart hammered as I stared at her.

God, she was so beautiful. So lovely. The leather of her jacket mixing with her perfume, always so light. I missed that smell.

“I called,” she said. “A few weeks ago.”

I nodded, remembering standing in the rain, getting soaked while waiting for her to speak.

“I just... I thought... I missed you.”

My lips trembled. What was going on here?

“But I was still so...so...angry!” Her eyes flared. “I thought we had this special thing, and you were going around behind my back, fucking other women, having orgies at your yoga shop.”

“You know about that?” I winced.

“I made a few calls after our fight.” Her hands clenched. “God, the way those girls fawned over you, I should have realized it earlier.”

“I just wanted to win that bet.”

“Well, congratulations, you won it.”

Tears fell down my cheeks.

“I was so curious last night, fighting my urge to call you, to find out if you had won or if you couldn't do it. I was at home, getting drunker and drunker, hating myself for caring, for wanting to know. I hoped you hadn't won.”

“I almost didn't. But then you called... And I realized I lost you. It was over.” I shook my head. “Then I met this woman selling vacuum cleaners, and... It just happened. And the pain went away while we were... But then it came back. I kept hoping that I found a way to forget you, Lucy. But... It was just so meaningless. So pointless. There was no love just...”

“Cumming.”

“Yeah.” I sighed.

“Then I ended up on Craigslist,” Lucy continued. “I have a bad habit of drunk shopping. I was scrolling through the bikes, looking for something to buy, and there was something so familiar. A red Honda Interceptor.” She shook her head, her face growing hard, her next words rough, angry. “You won the bet and you're selling it? You threw away our relationship for that damned bike, and now you're selling it? What the fuck, Aurora!”

“Because I threw away our relationship.” My body shook, tears falling. “Every time I ride it, every time I look at it, the damned thing reminds me that I chose it over you. I thought I could have you both, that I didn't have to choose, but I did. I had a choice, and I picked that stupid bike. God, it's just a dumb object. I let myself think it was my baby, cared for it like it was real, but it was only when you were gone that I realized that I wasn't the same. It didn't hold me when I was sad, rub my shoulders when I was tired, kiss me when I was horny. It just sat there. It gives nothing back.

“Fuck the damned thing. You want it. Have it. Free. I don't care. I want it gone.”

“God, you really do regret it,” Lucy said. “What you did.”

“Yes. I love you, Lucy. You are the greatest thing that ever happened to me, even better than me becoming best friends with Ruth.”

“And you would be lost without her.” A smile touched her lips.

“Yes! I was so stupid, Lucy. So take it.” I grabbed my keys out of the dish, fumbled to thread the bike's key off the ring. It came off, and I thrust it at her. “It's yours. Keep it, destroy it, I don't care. I need to start over. 2015's a new year, a new beginning. I'm going to be a better person.” I closed her hands around the key. “I hope you find someone that makes you happy, Lucy. I love you so much.”

“Aurora,” she whispered. “Dammit.”

And then her arms were around me. Her lips were on me. Kissing me, holding me. Hot, lush. Tears fell down my cheeks, joining hers. Our kiss grew salty as we both cried. My arms, trembling, went around her waist, holding her.

She was real. She was in my arms. She was forgiving me.

I broke the kiss, burying myself into her neck, and sobbed as I clung to her. Lucy's hand slid up my back to my messed up, red hair. She stroked it, rocking me, holding me. Her voice was a pleasant, soothing whisper.

“I love you, too, Aurora.”


Chapter Five: New Year, New Beginning

Lucy held me until my tears ran their course. And then I began to notice just how nice she felt in my arms. How delicious and warm. My lips nuzzled at her neck while my hands stroked up and down her back, savoring the feel of her leather jacket.

“Mmm, Aurora,” she purred, “what are you wearing? Sweats?”

“Oh, god,” I blushed. “I hid them from you while we were dating. I rarely wear them unless I'm feeling real down.”

“You just gave up,” she said, stepping back. “Oh, and your face is all mess, and your hair...” She laughed, sliding through my fiery curls. “Well, I've seen neater birds nests.”

My cheeks reddened more.

“And the fruit loops...” She plucked one off my sweatshirt I had missed. “Well, that's new, too.”

I wanted to melt through the floor. But Lucy had a happy grin on her face. She cupped my cheeks and kissed me, hot and wicked. A hot shudder ran through my body, my nipples tingling and my pussy growing wet.

She broke the kiss, leaving me shivering, and said, “You need a shower. You are hopeless without someone to take care of you, and I don't see Ruth around.”

“Ruth only showers me when we're...” I blushed. “Well, she's got Lacey and I have you, so I don't think that's happening again.”

“Better not,” Lucy grinned. “I want to be the only one that gets to wash your fine, White body. Mmm, you really turned me on to White girls.”

“I turned you onto girls, remember,” I giggled. “You were so shocked that first time I flirted with you.”

“Flabbergasted,” she laughed. “I saw you adjusting your blouse, making sure your titties were all nice and perky, expecting me to be a male cop so you could flirt your way out of that traffic ticket.”

“And then you turned out to be a sexy, female cop,” I groaned, pulling her to the bathroom. “Trust me, I wasn't disappointed one bit. And you did reduce how fast I was going on the ticket. So it worked.”

Her cheeks darkened. “It did. Couldn't get you out of my mind. Never masturbated thinking about a woman before, but I did that night. Thought it was a fluke. Even made a date with a guy the next night but...”

“I tracked you down!” We reached my bathroom. “God, I was so scared I wouldn't find you. And when I did... I had to drive all the way up to Canyon, fight through traffic, just to get back. And the entire time, I was terrified you would have left.”

“Never, baby,” she said, pressing me against the counter in my bathroom. Her hips undulated, rubbing against me. I shivered and grinned.

“Never,” I smiled. “It's New Years, so I hope that's your resolution.”

“Maybe. What's yours?”

“To never let you go,” I smiled.

“No more seducing straight women.”

I gave her a big grin. “Not unless you want to do it with me.”

Something shivered in her eyes. “We'll see. Right now, I just want to enjoy you.”

“That's a promise,” I squealed, arms going around her neck.

“Damn, Aurora, you are infectious.”

I know.

I pulled her in for another kiss, my ass pressed against the counter. My hips shook back and forth as our tongues danced. I didn't want to let her go, but she pulled away to turn on the shower. Then she came right back, lips hot, tongue dancing with mine. We only had to break the kiss once so she could rip off my milk-stained sweatshirt.

God, I was glad to have that gone.

Her dark hands found my ivory breasts, squeezing them. I moaned into her kiss, my nipples throbbing. I had missed her touch so much. Shivers ran down to my pussy as my hips undulated against her. Shiver and sighs escaped me as our tongues danced, my tongue stud pressing on hers.

“Lucy,” I squealed when she found my nipple piercing, a silver barbell, and twisted. “Oh, yes, I missed that.”

“I missed you,” she groaned. “I haven't gotten laid since we broke up, and meanwhile, you've fucked like fifty women.”

“Just ten,” I groaned. “Though two were at the same time. A mother and her step-daughter.”

“Shit,” Lucy groaned. “What other things have you been up to?”

“Yesterday, I made it with a pregnant woman. Her milk had come in. Such a creamy treat.” Her finger twisted my nipple piercing while her other hand shoved down my sweatpants and plain panties, pushing them off my hips and ass. “It was so hot drinking her milk. And then I licked out her pregnant pussy.”

“And there was an entire yoga class you fucked, right?”

“The night of the storm. It was so intimate. And it wasn't the whole class. Just four sexy women. I wished you were there.”

Her hand shoved between my thighs, rubbing at my pussy. “I kinda wish I was, too. I should be pissed. I remember that night. I was so worried about you riding your bike around in that storm. So while I was getting soaked, you were having a lesbian orgy.”

“God, I was so terrible,” I moaned, my excitement falling. “I'm so sorry, Lucy.”

“And I've already forgiven you,” she said, giving me a kiss, her fingers rubbing at my shaved pussy. “Okay. I want to hear about it. Now get your cute ass in the shower.”

“Yes,” I moaned, slipping past her, kicking off my panties and sweatpants from around my ankles. I hopped in, the warm water splashing on me. “I should tell you about the time I worked as a bikini barista last spring. The customers loved watching me lick whip cream off the other girl's tits.”

“What was her name?”

I shrugged. “I forget most of their names. You were the only one that ever stuck out. Why I freaked out with you. I wasn't used to being in love. Not real love.”

Lucy peeled off her clothing as the water cascaded across me. Her round breasts appeared, nipples coal dark and hard. Her tits bounced as she wiggled out of her jeans and the green thong she wore, the crotch soaked with her juices. I loved the dark landing strip leading to her shaved lips.

Just how I remembered her.

Then she slipped in, pressing her body against mine, our tits slippery and wet. I shivered, her eyes burning. She grabbed my loofah and body wash, eyes hungry. “So, you worked as a bikini barista and were performing sex acts for the customers.”

“Yeah.”

“Oh, god, Aurora, you know that's illegal, right? It's like prostitution.”

“But it was so hot.”

Lucy shivered. “You're lucky I'm off-duty, Aurora. Or I would have to arrest you.”

“Mmm, arrest me, Officer,” I moaned, “I'm so naughty. Just clamp those handcuffs on me and search me so thoroughly.”

“Tempting,” she said before sliding the loofah up my side and hip, washing me. “Any other crimes you've committed, besides fucking that married woman in the bathroom at the Seahawks game.”

“I may have bribed a prosecutor,” I said.

Lucy's eyes widened. “That's how you got your strap-on back and only probation! While I was waiting for you, you were banging the prosecutor?”

“She banged me,” I moaned, the loofah reaching my tits, washing over them. “Hard. Rammed the strap-on deep into me.”

“Oh, you have been naughty. I'm going to have to arrest you after I search every last inch of your body.”

“Mmm, yes,” I moaned.

I shivered, leaning against the wall as she washed the loofah across my body. She stepped back, our breasts parting so she could rub at my stomach. The soft, feathery feel of the spongy loofah left soap suds behind and sent shivers through my body. My pussy clenched every time she circled down, brushing the tops of my pudenda, a naughty smile on her lips.

Then she went up, brushing the bottoms of my breasts, sometimes the edge of the loofah grazing my nipple. I groaned and squirmed when that happened, my tits rising and falling as I breathed deeper and deeper. She teased me, had me aching, trembling. She knew what I liked. How to please me.

I didn't have to teach her.

“Mmm, you use these naughty tits to seduce women,” groaned Lucy, bringing the loofah up to my left breast. She swirled around it, brushing nipple and areola. My pussy clenched as delight race down to it.

“I do,” I moaned. “When I worked as a nude model, I seduced this cute student as she painted me.”

“So bad,” she groaned, rubbing harder directly over my nipple.

I groaned, shuddering and wiggling my hips. The hot pleasure shot through me. My eyes rolled back into my head. Wicked tingles shot through me. I shivered, my breasts rising and falling as the pleasure quickened through me.

Then she moved to my right breast, washing harder, her face leaning in, eyes boring into mine. My barbell piercing caught in the feathery fabric of the loofah, twisting. I groaned, licking my lips as I stared into her dark eyes.

“Just so bad,” she moaned. “Mmm, you are so naughty, Aurora.”

“The naughtiest,” I purred, hips wiggling. More than water trickled down my inner thighs. “I seduced a salesgirl at a lingerie shop on my birthday. I tried on bras and panties until I drove her wild for me. We did it right there in the store.”

“You bad girl.”

“When I worked at a sandwich shop, I fucked a cucumber into my coworker's pussy then we cut it up and served it to customers.”

“Oh, you need to be punished for that.” Lucy spun me around, pinning my tits to the wall. She pressed against me, her wiry landing strip rubbing on my ass.

“Punish me,” I moaned as she pulled away. She washed the loofah up and down my spine, making me tingle.

“After I search your wicked body,” she grinned, licking her lips.

“I took a married woman for a ride on my motorcycle on her wedding anniversary,” I panted. “Then I fucked her with a champagne bottle on the beach.”

The loofah went lower.

“When I was in jail, I turned the other girl into my cell into my prison bitch. Oh, god, she devoured my pussy while the female correction officer watched on the security monitor. I was soooo bad she had to perform a cavity search on me.”

“Mmm, I bet she did,” Lucy purred, sliding the sponge down my back as she knelt behind me.

I shivered as she washed my butt-cheeks, my pussy growing hotter and hotter. And then she parted my butt-cheeks and licked through my crack to my asshole. I shook as she rimmed me. Her fingers slid in, brushing my asshole as her tongue swirled.

I groaned as her fingers sank into my sphincter. She pulled me open, wiggling her tongue in deep as she searched my asshole. I gasped, head arching, my nipples throbbing against the smooth surface of the wall.

“Yes, yes, search my asshole. Be so thorough, Officer Lucy,” I groaned. “Once, I was arrested and this sexy, Black cop handcuffed me and searched me so thoroughly!”

“Oh, yeah,” she moaned between licks.

“She was the sexiest cop ever. Made me so wet for her. Oh, damn, how she made me cum. Officer Greene was her name.”

“Mmm, what a coincidence. I remember a fiery redhead I had to arrest and search. I fingered her ass and licked her pussy.”

Her lips moved lower. I gasped as her tongue slid through my folds. She licked and nuzzled, stirring pleasure through my petals. I gasped, my hips wiggling, grinding my pussy on her lips. I savored her tongue, such joy shooting through me.

“Of all the straight women I seduced last year, she was the one I remember. Lucy Greene. Sexy, vivacious. The only one whose panties didn't end up in the box.”

Lucy squeezed my ass, her tongue wiggling so deep into me. I gasped, squirming, grinding on her face, her tongue stirring excitement through all my folds. I shivered in delight, eyes rolling back into my head as I wiggled on her.

My juices flowed into her mouth. Her tongue made such wet sounds as she lapped at me. I loved it. Her fingernails bit into my butt-cheeks, squeezing, clenching, driving me wild. My moans echoed through the bathroom.

“She was special. I couldn't forget about her ever.” I groaned, my pussy clenching on her tongue. “Oh, yes. Oh, Officer Greene, yes, you're searching so deep into my pussy.”

“Uh-huh,” she moaned. “Ooh, I have to be thorough. Such a naughty pussy. Gets you into all sorts of trouble.”

“I promise I won't be bad ever again.” I wiggled. “At least, not without you around, Officer.”

She smacked my ass. The wet sound echoed through the bathroom. I shuddered, the stinging warming down to my pussy. I trembled, nipples throbbing. My lover devoured my pussy, licking, nibbling, sucking on my labia.

Shivers raced through my body after she spanked me again. My head tossed back. My eyes squeezed shut.

“Lucy!”

I exploded.

My pussy spasmed.

I moaned out my bliss.

Waves of ecstasy washed out of my pussy. They inundated my mind. I savored them, gasping, moaning, grinding on this wonderful woman's mouth. She forgave me. As I came, tears fell down my cheeks.

She forgave me and loved me after what I did. How did I get so lucky?


Chapter Six: Aurora's Punishment

“Mmm,” Lucy moaned, lifting her lips. “I didn't find anything.” She rose, nipples brushing my back. She shut off the water. “You're under arrest, Aurora Hayes.”

“Yes,” I moaned.

She grabbed a towel, rubbing it across my body. I sighed, savoring the swipe of the terrycloth on my skin. My eyes fluttered as she swiftly dried me. Then she pulled me out of the shower, drying herself. Out of her discarded jacket's pocket, she pulled out a pair of handcuffs.

I groaned as they latched onto my wrists, binding them behind me. I shivered, my breasts jiggling. I loved it. She grabbed my nipple piercing and tugged, pulling me out of the bathroom. My pussy grew so hot as she led me to the bed.

She pushed me down on it. I knelt, my face buried in the sheets. Her hands gripped my ass. And then they cracked down hard. I gasped, loving the feel, the stinging heat shooting straight to my pussy. She rubbed my cheeks.

“Mmm, you have a gorgeous ass, Aurora.”

“Not as gorgeous as yours.”

Lucy laughed. “Oh, we're not doing that again.”

I smiled, remembering the early times in our relationship when we tried to one-up the other in compliments. She crawled past me, and stretched out against the pillows, her dark legs parting, her pussy shaved, pink lips clinging between dark folds. She beckoned with her fingers.

“You've been so bad. Time to pay the price for seducing all those women.”

“Yes,” I moaned, crawling forward. It was hard with my hands cuffed behind my back.

She seized my red hair and yanked my head down to her pussy. I groaned, feeling her pussy lips against my lips, tasting her tangy musk once more. I knew this pussy so well. I had licked it, eaten it, more than any other pussy in my life, Ruth's included. I knew every fold, every crevasse, every place to lick her to make her squeal.

Tears beaded my eyes. I was so happy to have one more chance to love her pussy. This time, I wouldn't fuck it up.

I accepted my punishment and devoured her. I licked through Lucy's folds, savoring the hot flesh on my lips. She bucked, humping her hips as she writhed and ground against my hungry lips. My tongue flicked and lapped. I nuzzled my nose into her clit.

She gasped and squealed, squirming every time I did that.

“Oh, you naughty girl,” she moaned. “Oh, yes, take your punishment.”

“Such a delicious woman.” Juices coated my lips, making them so sticky. I stared up at her, past her dark, jiggling breasts, to her smoldering-dark eyes. “I could do this every day for the rest of my life.”

“Good,” moaned Lucy as I dragged my tongue stud through her folds. “If you hadn't noticed, I've come to like having a pretty redhead lick my pussy.”

“Such a dyke cop now,” I giggled.

“Mmm-hmm.” She closed her eyes, savored my licking.

I pressed my tongue stud on her clit, circling it just the way she liked. Her body twitched and moaned. I wanted to reach up and play with her tits, but my hands were bound. My fingers twitched, aching to touch her as I licked and nuzzled.

Her juices flowed. I gathered them, swallowed them. The tangy flavor lingered in my mouth. I breathed it in with every inhalation. I latched onto her pink clit, sucking hard. Her body jerked and twitched, thighs clenching on my cheeks. She shot her hands down, grabbing my red hair, holding me in place.

She was close to erupting.

I flicked and fluttered my tongue on her clit, staring at her face. Her pink tongue licked those lush lips. Her eyes fluttered as she ground against me. Her moans came quicker, breathier. I loved it. Her thighs clamped on my face.

“Aurora!”

She came.

I drank the juices flooding out. I let them wash over me. They spilled across my face. I kept licking her, nuzzling at her. I wouldn't let her orgasm die. I had so much time to make up for. My tongue flailed through her pussy, licking hard now, driving my tongue stud through her folds while she bucked and moaned.

“Oh, my god, Aurora!”

Her fingers pulled so hard at my hair. Her thighs squeezed my head. She ground her hot pussy against my mouth as the pleasure exploded over and over through her. I loved it, her thighs were so silky on my cheeks. She bucked, heaved, breasts bouncing.

And I kept licking. I kept devouring.

My hands pulled at the cuffs, wanting to touch her as I gave her such pleasure. She pulled at a dark nipple, twisting it, eyes fluttering. She groaned, heaving. I made her cum again, more juices pouring into my mouth.

“You are so much, Aurora. Oh, god, yes!”

Her voice sang through my loft. The bed creaked as she writhed. I found her clit again, nipping it with my teeth. She bucked hard, thighs spasming wide apart. She arched her back, thrusting those delicious tits into the air.

And then she seized my hair, lifting my head. “No more. God, Aurora, I can't take any more.”

“Good,” I grinned as she pulled me up her body.

I draped over her, our breasts touching, our lips meeting in a soft kiss. Our tongues played in between smacks of our lips. I sighed, relaxing on her, savoring the rise and fall of her breasts beneath mine, her thighs entwined with my legs.

“Mmm, what should we do next?” I asked. “After you uncuff me, that is.”

She grinned and glanced at my window. You could see the giant, orange cranes at the Port of Tacoma. Sunlight poured through. It hardly looked like a winter day out there. “Let's go for a bike ride. Me and you.”

“Oh, where?”

“Wherever,” she shrugged. “I just want to hold you tight as we ride your bike around.”

“My bike?”

“I don't want it. It's yours, Aurora. But I do want to ride bitch with you.”

I grinned. “Ooh, we are going to get into trouble.”

“Probably,” she sighed and kissed me again.

I shivered, eager to spend the rest of my life with Lucy. I was so lucky to have a second chance.

I broke the kiss. “We could find a straight woman to seduce together.”

She licked her lips. “Maybe we will. You never know, Aurora.”

The END
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Sneak Preview of “Selling Taboo Passion”

I didn't mean to kiss her. I didn't mean to plant my lips on hers, to seize the back of her head, to hold her mouth against mine. It was a hard kiss, a passionate kiss. Three weeks of no sex drive suddenly evaporated. Heat burst to life between my thighs as I kissed this MILF hard, my tongue pressing on her lips. My nipples ached. Molten passion leaked out of my pussy, staining my panties. I leaned against her, devouring her mouth.

Her dark eyes were wide with shock. She shivered then froze. My mouth worked against her hard. My other hand went for her leg, pushing up her skirt and feeling the sleek nylons she wore. This woman had loved her husband so much, and he had ripped out her heart.

Asshole. Bitch.

I would make it right. I would let her get payback on that philandering bastard. On that cheating cunt. My lips moved hard, aggressive. I moaned into the kiss, my hand sliding higher and higher up her skirt, reaching for her pussy. I slid between her thighs, rubbing at the hot satin of her panties. It made her buck and shiver. Her entire body trembled as I kissed her so hard.

My tongue pushed into her mouth. She stiffened even more. My tongue swirled through her mouth, tasting her. I felt her heat bleeding through her panties. I rubbed the crotch into her pussy, making her squirm and shiver.

And then her hands pushed on my shoulders. I broke the kiss, blinking in shock. My finger froze on her panties, the satin half pressed into her pussy lips, feeling her heat and juices soak through her panties. She blinked, staring at me in shock.

“Aurora, what are you doing?”

Embarrassment flooded through me. I was doing it again. Seducing a straight woman. And it felt soooo good. It was so much fun to bring a woman pleasure, to make her gasp and moan. Especially when she was a straight woman. There was such a wicked thrill in it. Something that made me shiver and shudder.

And made me so wet.

“You need this,” I purred, my finger stroking up her panties to rub at her clit through the satin. She shuddered as I massaged the bud. “This is what you're aching for. Revenge on your husband. To get back at him for being the worst person in the world. Only a complete, selfish bitch would cheat on their wife. It's heartless. A betrayal.”

“Yes,” she moaned, her face twisting. “But...but... What are you doing? Why are you kissing me? I'm not gay.”

“You don't have to be gay to enjoy this,” I smiled at her. “You've sacrificed so much for him, and how has he repaid you?”

“He fucked that home-wrecking skank!” Evelyn snarled, her face growing red with anger.

And anger was passion. My finger rubbed harder, moving in circles on her nub.

“That's right. He fucked that home-wrecking skank. And he thinks he still has you, his hot wife waiting for him, loving him, taking care of his household while he fucks someone younger. Someone he thinks is even hotter.

“Which makes him blind. Because, Evelyn, you are one sexy MILF. Mmm, yes.”

“MILF?” she blinked.

“Mother I'd love to fuck.” I licked my lips. It felt weird without my tongue stud. I hadn't bothered with it or my nipple piercing. Now I wish I had. I felt sexy again. I had a beautiful woman to seduce, to love. Another pair of panties to collect.

I still had two weeks to win my bet. I had wallowed enough. Lucy... wasn't coming back. I didn't deserve her to come back.

Just like Evelyn's husband didn't deserve her. “You've suffered enough,” I moaned, rubbing on her clit, loving how she shuddered, how her lovely face contorted. Even puffy from crying, she was still so sexy. So vulnerable and desirable. “You deserve to have fun. To have your own fling. To prove to yourself that you are attractive.

“Desirable.” I licked my lips. “Mmm, you are so desirable, Evelyn.”

“I don't know,” she groaned. “I don't even know you. You're just some girl that came to my door to sale vacuum cleaners and...” Her eyes widened. My fingers stroked her pussy directly, having pushed aside her panties. “Oh, my god.”

“What does it matter why I was at your door. Or that we just met.” I licked my lips again. “Trust me. Sex between strangers is some of the hottest sex you'll ever experience. And your first time with me... I'll have you exploding. I'll do things to your body that your husband, and no other man, ever has. Just relax and be gay for the afternoon.”

“Oh, god, I really don't know,” she moaned. “This feels so wrong. I'm still married. And... You're a woman. I know it's the twenty-first century, but...”

“But it feels naughty to have another woman rub at your pussy. Something you just shouldn't do.”

She nodded her head.

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


Other Works by Reed James

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

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

Roleplay Gone Wrong

Naughty Wife's Surprise

Cuckolding the Cheat

Swinging at the Keys

Bored Wife's Fun

Naughty Wife's Plan

Seducing Straight Women Series (Lesbian, Seduction)

The The Girl at the Bar

My Test-Drive Lover

The Bride At the Shower

The Librarian In the Stacks

Two Best Friends

Serviced by the Barista

Dressing Room Seduction

Hot Wife in the Sauna

A Dinner Affair

Passion's Pose

The Boss's Wife

Arrested Passion

Happy Ending Massage

Barmaid Delight

Scoring at the Game

Jailhouse Passion

Intimate Negotiations

Hot Yoga

Naughty Therapy

Selling Taboo Passion

BDSM Love (BDSM, Domestic Discipline, Public Sex)

A Submissive Bride

Disciplining the Bride

Bound for Marriage

Cheating Wives, Oblivious Husbands (Cheating, Cuckolding)

Fingered Next to My Husband

Under His Boss's Desk

Hot Tub Romp

The Bride Possessed (Succubus, Virgin, Supernatural)

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

The Girls of My Dreams

White-Feathered Angel

Wings of Gray

My Familiar Succuba

Light's Redemption

Succubus Cafe (Supernatural, Succubus)

My Submissive Desire (BDSM Cafe 1)

Submissive Exhibitionism (BDSM Cafe 2)

Princess Submissive (BDSM Cafe 3)

My Secret Lesbian Desire (Lesbian Cafe 1)

Lesbian Seduction Delight (Lesbian Cafe 2)

Lesbian Sinful Temptation (Lesbian Cafe 3)

Magical Girl Chronicle (Tentacle, Magical Girl, Supernatural)

Shadowy Tentacle Passion

Tentacles of Lust

Innocent Magical Passion

Magical Tentacle Surprise

Innocent Passion Transformed

Dark Queen's Passion

Bimbo Wife Surprise (Bimbo, Hot Wife, Transformation)

Hot Wife Injection

Bimbo Menage

Bimbo Modeling Fun

Bimbo Wife's Cuckolding

Bimbo Wife's Naughty Plan

Bimbo Wife's Interracial Party

Bimbo Wife's Spanking

Bimbo Wives Wild Party

Bimbo Wife's Domination

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

Taken by the Futa Genie

Taking the Innocent Futa Genie

Gender Swap Wish

Futa Witch Menage

Gender Swap Magic

Futa Magic Delight

Naughty Futa Magic

The Futa Genie's Bottle

Naughty Futa Ritual

Futa Witch's Spanking

Futa Witch's Wicked Spell

Gender-Swapped Magical Domination

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

The Angel & the Naughty Librarian

Angel's Demonic Lover

Innocent Angelic Passion

Angel HuCow Passion

Angel's Innocent Bride

Librarian's Naughty Game

Angelic Wicked Passion

Angelic Innocent Domination

Angel's Naughty Wife

Angelic Domination

Angelic Convent Submission

Angelic Beauty's Seduction

Angelic Hot Wife's Submission

Creamy Angel Menage

Submissive Angel's Desire

Angelic Hot Wives Menage

The Angel's Passion

The World of Erasthay (Fantasy, Magic, Monster)

The Triad and the Innocent Maidens

The Triad and the Gorgon's Seduction

The Unicorn's Mate

The Nubile Mermaid's Courtship

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

Hot Genie Surprise (Master of the Harem 1)

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

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

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

Innocent Lesbian Surprise

Passionate Lesbian Dream

Naughty Lesbian Tentacles

Teacher's Teasing Tentacles

Lesbian Headmistress Surprise

Spanked Before the Class

Lesbian Tentacle Demonstration

Vibrating Tentacle Passion

Passionate Tentacle Explosion


About the Author

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

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

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

OEBPS/image_8.jpg
Gomiozt

(A Lesbian, EirstiTimedSpankingslnterraciallErotica)
3 PP — - . m






