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Naughty Excerpt from “Dressing Room Seduction”

“Damn, girl,” Teleisia groaned when I broke the kiss, her dark eyes wide, her hips undulating. The heat of her pussy bled through her pants and mine. “Damn.”

“First time kissing a girl?” I asked, her gum smacking against my teeth. I chewed as she licked her lips.

“No,” she shuddered. “Damn. No guy ever kissed me like that.”

“Like what?”

“With passion. They're just after my booty.”

I laughed and reached around to grasp her ass. “Well, it is a great booty.”

“Tell me about it,” she moaned as I leaned in and then our lips met again.

I shoved my tongue into her mouth, returning her gum. She sighed and groaned, her hips undulating. My heart beat faster. She was so exciting. I really hoped she was the one. Her hands explored me, sliding up and down my side through the polo shirt.

And then they went beneath.

I savored the caress of her hands stroking my skin. I sighed into the kiss as tingles raced across my body. Her fingers were so lithe. The electricity ended at my nipples and my pussy. My clit and nipples ached. Her fingernails scraped along my skin, sliding higher before reaching back down.

Damn, I loved her.

“Aurora,” she breathed, lifting her head, offering me her neck.

I nibbled and sucked, breathing in her musk. I loved everything about women—every curve and inch of their skin. My hands clenched at the top of her ass before I dived beneath her polo, caressing her back. I slid up and down her supple spine, brushing the back of her bra.

Feeling wicked, I unhooked her. She moaned again and shivered in my arm as her bra came lose. She had to know I wasn't messing around. I was here to drive her wild and make love to her ebony body. Right on the counter of the Tahoma Subs restaurant. Her fingernails scratched harder as I sucked on her neck. Her body shook.

“Are we really doing this, girl?” she moaned.

“Oh, yes.”

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

I could fall in love at the drop of a hat. I was just peculiar that way. A butterfly flitting from flower to flower, enjoying the wonderful nectar before the next beautiful set of petals caught my eye. Roses, tulips, geraniums, honeysuckles, bluebells, lilies, daisies, sunflowers, daffodils, orchids, rhododendron, fuchsia, chrysanthemum, and more. Women were like flowers. They came in so many beautiful, wonderful varieties.

And I would fall in love with them all.

Now the back of Tahoma Subs, located in the Tacoma Mall's Food Court, may not be the the most romantic place on earth. No, it definitely was not the most romantic place on earth, but that didn't make Teleisia's lips any less delicious as we kissed, our bodies pressed together as she half-sat on the counter, her legs wrapped about my thighs. Our lips wrestled. Her mouth tasted so sweet from her bubblegum. The excitement rushing down to my itching pussy.

I had fallen in love with Teleisia yesterday. The moment the ebony-skinned woman walked out of the bathroom in the back I had been in love. She wore her uniform well—khaki pants and and green polo shirt—and had a big grin spreading across her lush, plump lips. She eyed me and let out a sassy, “Uh-huh, you look a'ight, girl. I'm Teleisia.”

“Aurora,” I had answered, giving her a smile, loving how her eyes roamed my body. The uniform said khakis and green polo, so I bought the tightest pair I could—with money I borrowed from my good friend Ruth—and a polo easily two sizes too small for me. “I look forward to teaching you everything I know.”

Teleisia had arched an eyebrow. “Girl, I've worked here six months. What could you possibly teach me?”

I had answered with a flick of my tongue, running it around my lips, the hard point of my tongue stud flashing. Then I had winked at her. I could tell the way her eyes widened she had not had a girl flirt with her before.

I could seduce any woman. Yesterday, I laid the foundation and today I pounced.

It was near closing, shopping at the Tacoma Mall winding down. Only a few people were in the food court, of which Tahoma Subs was one of a dozen different restaurants vying for the dollars of the weary shoppers. At times it was busy, but I never relented in my flirting.

Casual touches, smoky smiles, tosses of my fiery curls, licking my lips, and shaking my hips. Teleisia was feisty, chewing her gum, blowing bubbles, and letting out “Girl, you can move those hips. Didn't know a White girl could do that,” or just, “Damn.”

We headed into the back to start closing when I pounced. She didn't fight as I thrust my tongue into her mouth, tasting her bubblegum, fruity and sugary, almost as sweet as she was. My heart beat so fast as I ground against her, a hot, passionate fling.

She would help me forget all about Kylie. Or was her name Kelly? Hailey? I was bad with names. But she was the sexy barista I had fallen hard for. We had one morning two weeks back at the Mugs and Jugs bikini barista stand where we worked. I made her cum hard as we loved each other. But she freaked out and didn't come back to work the next day.

I missed her. The last two girls I was with didn't make me forget. They were hot flings, but didn't soothe my heart. I hoped Teleisia was the one.

“Damn, girl,” Teleisia groaned when I broke the kiss, her dark eyes wide, her hips undulating. The heat of her pussy bled through her pants and mine. “Damn.”

“First time kissing a girl?” I asked, her gum smacking against my teeth. I chewed as she licked her lips.

“No,” she shuddered. “Damn. No guy ever kissed me like that.”

“Like what?”

“With passion. They're just after my booty.”

I laughed and reached around to grasp her ass. “Well, it is a great booty.”

“Tell me about it,” she moaned as I leaned in and then our lips met again.

I shoved my tongue into her mouth, returning her gum. She sighed and groaned, her hips undulating. My heart beat faster. She was so exciting. I really hoped she was the one. Her hands explored me, sliding up and down my side through the polo shirt.

And then they went beneath.

I savored the caress of her hands stroking my skin. I sighed into the kiss as tingles raced across my body. Her fingers were so lithe. The electricity ended at my nipples and my pussy. My clit and nipples ached. Her fingernails scraped along my skin, sliding higher before reaching back down.

Damn, I loved her.

“Aurora,” she breathed, lifting her head, offering me her neck.

I nibbled and sucked, breathing in her musk. I loved everything about women—every curve and inch of their skin. My hands clenched at the top of her ass before I dived beneath her polo, caressing her back. I slid up and down her supple spine, brushing the back of her bra.

Feeling wicked, I unhooked her. She moaned again and shivered in my arm as her bra came lose. She had to know I wasn't messing around. I was here to drive her wild and make love to her ebony body. Right on the counter of the Tahoma Subs restaurant. Her fingernails scratched harder as I sucked on her neck. Her body shook.

“Are we really doing this, girl?” she moaned.

“Oh, yes.” I resisted to urge to blurt out, “I love you.” I had learned not to say that. Most women reacted badly. And those that didn't became clingy.

Like Natalie. Or was her name Natasha?

“I'm going to make you scream.”

“Is this what you planned on teaching me?”

I broke away from her and pulled off her polo shirt, grinning at her breasts barely contained by her bra. One strap slipped off her shoulder. The cup lowered, exposing the top of a nearly black areola. I licked my lips, my ivory hands grasping her ebony tits and pushing her bra off.

“Ooh, these are gorgeous,” I groaned, leaning over and nibbling on a fat nub.

Teleisia groaned, leaning back. The stainless steal of the counter flexed and popped metallically. Her eyes fluttered as I explored her nub with my tongue. I nipped and sucked, teasing her while my pussy grew even wetter between my thighs.

My poor panties must be soaked.

“Damn, Aurora. That's nice. Mmm, yes, keep nibbling on my nipple.”

As I suckled, my hands kept moving. I didn't stop caressing her. I wanted to drive her wild. Every part of a woman's body was an erogenous zone if you knew what you were doing, and I did. I understood a woman's body like a master mechanic understood a high-performance engine. My hands teased her sides and rubbed her stomach. I felt her tremble and sigh as I caressed her flawless body while my lips sucked on her fat nub.

She moaned my name. I loved hearing it. My heart beat for joy. Kelly or Kendra or whatever her name was faded from my heart as I pleased my new lower. My hands moved lower and lower. I found the fastener of her khaki pants.

I popped the metal fastener.

Her eye shot open. She looked down at me. I released her nipple. “Trust me,” I purred as I slid down before her. “I'm going to make you cum like no guy ever has.”

“I've never cum from someone going down on me,” she admitted. “I need something in me.”

“A cock?” I asked, an idea popping into my head.

She nodded her head.

I pulled off her shoes and socks. I caressed her naked feet. She squirmed, her wonderful, dark tits heaving and more delightful sounds escaped her lips. Then I stood up and headed for the walk-in refrigerator. I pulled open the door, a sucking hiss escaped.

“What are you doing?”

“Getting you a dick,” I winked.

I walked into the cool refrigerated room, my eyes scanning. I spotted the cucumbers in their box and grabbed a thick one. I walked out and headed to the sink, turning on the hot water—it would need to warm up.

“You're not?” she gasped.

“Oh, I am.”

“You are fucking nasty, Aurora.” A laugh escaped her lips, jiggling her big breasts. “Fucking nasty. I love it.”

“Good,” I purred, striding to her, my hips undulating. Her eyes went to my crotch. My vulva was aroused and plump. I had a sexy cameltoe.

Teleisia appreciated it.

I worked off her khakis, exposing a racy pair of red panties, a bikini cut, bright against her dark flesh. I loved the contrast. I pulled off her khakis and tossed them to the side. Juices soaked her panties. I grabbed them, rolled them down her hips and off her legs. Then I held them to my face.

I inhaled her tart musk before I slipped her panties into my pocket. They were my proof, the thirty-third straight woman I had seduced since New Years Eve. May was off to a great start. My birthday was coming up. I would complete the bet, seduce a hundred straight women, and win $10,000 from my friend Samir.

I would not lose my motorcycle to him.

I grabbed the cucumber, warmed by the water, and grinned at Teleisia. “Ready to be fucked by my dick?”

“Yes,” Teleisia groaned her hips undulating. Pink winked at me between her thighs, her excited flesh eager to be penetrated.

I fell to my knees before her, breathing in her musk. I couldn't help licking at her slit, letting my tongue slid up and down her silky flesh. Her juices coated my tongue. I groaned, savoring the tart nectar of her pussy while she groaned.

Then I brought the cucumber to her snatch. It was thick. I pressed the tip into her folds. She shuddered as they spread around them. Her fat labia clung to the sides of the cucumber as I pressed it deeper and deeper into her pussy.

“Oh, yes,” Teleisia hissed. “Mmm, that's thick. Oh, wow, I can feel that in me, girl.”

“Good,” I moaned, licking at her clit, letting my tongue stud bump her sensitive nub.

Her legs kicked each time. I gripped the cucumber and worked in and out of her pussy. Her juices frothed on the shaft, milky and delicious. I licked around the edge, batting her clit and teasing her labia, driving her wild. Her moans echoed through the sub shop's back. Such a wicked thrill shot through me.

Another straight girl discovering the joys of womanly love.

“Yes, yes, Aurora,” she groaned. “Damn, girl. Keep reaming me. Oh, fuck, I can't believe I'm doing this at work. Ooh, that's thick. You're better at fucking me than my boyfriend. Damn, yes. Ram that in deep. I love it deep.”

“Slut,” I groaned between licks.

Her breasts heaved as she humped into the cucumber. My pussy clenched. My free hand reached down, rubbing my snatch through my khakis and panties. My hips undulated. I fucked the cucumber faster and faster into Teleisia's depths, reaming her as hard as she wanted.

My hand moved lower, grasping the cucumber's base so I could shove it in real hard. She bucked each time I bottomed out in her, and her moans grew louder. More and more juices flowed out of her cunt into my mouth. I savored them. They coated my chin in sticky delight.

“Oh, damn, oh, yes. I'm gonna cum! Oh, yes!”

“Mmm, do it, slut!” I stared up at my love, eager to see the passion burning in her eyes. “Scream out your bliss.”

“Yes!”

Her body bucked. Her moans echoed through the small kitchen. I loved the bounce of her breasts as my tongue licked at the edges of the cucumber, gathering the tart flood of her passion. I savored her flavor as I jammed the cucumber into her depths. Her face contorted, twisting in orgasmic delight. Her voice choked off as her orgasm peaked.

“Oh, yes,” she groaned through clenched teeth. “Oh, fuck, yes.”

“Hello,” a new voice called. “You're still open, right.”

Teleisia froze, her eyes going wide. “Oh,s hit, we are.” She stared down at the cucumber buried to the hilt in her cunt. “Oh, fuck.”

“Don't worry,” I winked at her as I stood up. I licked my lips. “I'll handle the customer.”

Relief exploded across her face. I pushed back my red hair, straightened my blouse, and walked out around the corner, pussy juices still on my lips and chin. A naughty thrill rushed through me that was entirely forgotten when I saw her.

A new flower.

A new woman to love.


Chapter Two: Ingrid

My heart exploded with new love as I gazed at the young woman waiting to order her sandwich. She wore a sleeveless, bronze blouse that reflected the light as she shifted, her large breasts jiggling beneath. Her blonde eyebrows arched. She had strong cheekbones and a rugged beauty. Her blue eyes flashed.

A Nordic beauty.

“Hi, welcome to Tahoma Subs,” I said, my pussy unleashing a new flood of excitement into my panties. “I'm Aurora. What can I get for you.”

“I was afraid you were closed,” the woman said, her voice a husky alto. “Is Teleisia working tonight?”

“She's in the back,” I smiled, “recovering.”

“Oh, from?”

“I showed her a few of my skills and, well, it left her breathless.”

The woman laughed. She had a nametag pinned to her blouse. Ingrid. What a beautiful name. Strong, powerful, sensual. “It's always a challenge training a new person.” Then she blushed. “Not to say that you are challenging her or causing her problems.”

“No, no. I think she's very happy I work here.” I licked my lips. “Very happy.”

Ingrid's smile slipped for a second. A questioning look entered her eyes. Then she shook her head. “Well, I just need a six inch veggie sub to go. Need to have that last little boost to make it through all the closing work.”

“Oh, yeah, you work in the mall?” I asked as I worked the cash register. While I was new, I had worked many jobs—I never held one for long for some reason—so I picked up new point-of-sale systems fast.

“Yeah, Unmentionables.”

“Ooh, the lingerie store.” Ideas burst in my head. “I should pop in there and treat myself. My birthday's coming up.”

“Oh, yes,” she nodded. “And you'd get your mall employee discount.”

“My what?”

“Didn't you know? Everyone gets 15% off at any store if you work in the mall.”

I blinked and smiled. “That was one perk I wasn't aware of.”

“What are the other perks?”

“Well, I just had a delicious meal. Cucumbers in this special sauce Teleisia whipped up.”

“Sounds good. You should show it to me sometime. Always looking for new ways to spice up my veggies.”

I grinned at her. “I think I will.”

Ingrid. What a beautiful name. Feeling really naughty, I headed into the back after ringing her up and grabbed the cucumber from Teleisia. She lay on the counter, recovering from her orgasm, a dazed smile on her face.

I rushed back to my new love, cucumber in hand. “Here it is,” I said. “I dipped the end in the sauce. I hope you'll be able to taste it. It's tart.”

“Ooh, tart. Yum.”

A wicked thrill ran through me as I cut the cucumber with the sharp knife. I popped one slice into my mouth, moaning in delight at the mix of the cucumber's sweeter taste crashing into Teleisia's tart pussy. Then I added the cucumbers to her sandwich, along with other vegetables, then topped it with oil and vinegar.

“Here you are,” I told her, reaching out and brushing her hand as she took the wrapped sandwich. “I hope you think about me as you eat it.”

“I think I will...” Her eyes flicked down to my nametag. “...Aurora.”

“Good.” A shudder went through my body as she turned away, holding the sandwich. The only way I could be more excited if it was my pussy juices staining the cucumber.

Then that would be very wicked.

Watching her walk away was both sad and delightful. Sad that my new love drifted away from me, but delightful because I got to watch her great ass writhe in her tight skirt. I groaned, enjoying her hips' sway as she strutted in her heels.

And those legs...

“What are you gawking at?” Teleisia asked.

“Ingrid,” I sighed then gave a squeal as I turned around.

“The next girl you gonna seduce?”

I nodded my head.

“And did you really slice the cucumber you shoved into my cooch and put it on her sandwich.”

I nodded again.

Teleisia laughed. “Damn, Aurora, you are one wild slut. You gonna get me fired if I don't watch out.”

“Maybe.” My smile grew. “But you'll have a lot of fun in the process.”

She laughed again and shook her head. “Come on, girl, we need to put everything away and clean. I want to get the fuck out of here.” Then she gave me a direct look. “Besides, I need to return the favor. I like to reciprocate.” She licked her lips. “And,well, I've thought about what it might be like to go down on a girl.”

I grinned at her. I couldn't have Ingrid tonight, but Teleisia would be a lot of fun. And when you couldn't be with the one you loved, then have all the hot, crazy sex you could with whomever was available. It made the time pass by so fast.

“I'll give you quite the ride,” I grinned. “And you should see all the toys I have.”

“Toys?” Then she shuddered. “Oh, toys.”

I winked at her. Lesbians had the best toys.


Chapter Three: Coffee

Ingrid, Ingrid, Ingrid.

What a beautiful name. It sang through my mind as I rode my baby down the streets, the day beautiful and sunny. It was the perfect weather to be in love, and to ride my motorcycle. Her tall, busty figure filled my mind as fantasies of undressing her rushed through me. I was so enraptured, I almost missed navigating through the 705 merging onto I-5 and missed the 38th Street exit. I cut across an SUV and onto the off-ramp, revving my Interceptor's engine and pushing it faster.

I laughed as I raced down the off-ramp. It was a perfect day and not even the terrible traffic around the Tacoma Mall would deaden it. I navigated through the mess and pulled into the parking lot before the Starbucks. I deployed the bike's the kickstand and pulled off my helmet, letting my loose, fiery hair fall about the red leather of my jacket.

Ruth waited inside. She was my best friend and sometimes lover. We were both lesbians and when she was between girlfriends we'd often end up in bed together. She was a busty, if plain, girl with bushy-brown hair. But when the lights were off, it didn't matter that she was a little stocky, her tongue knew how to do its business.

“Hey,” she smiled as I headed to the counter. She already had her drink.

I nodded to her and ordered. It was a male barista. There should be a law to only having hot, female baristas. Like at the bikini barista stands. I really missed that job. It was fun, even if a bunch of guys ogled me.

They also tipped me well.

My latte in hand, I joined Ruth and sank across the table from her. “What are we doing for your birthday?”

“It's tomorrow, right?”

“You forgot,” she accused.

I shrugged and took a sip of my latte. I shuddered, loving the rush of coffee through me. It was barely after noon so I still needed the caffeine. Theresa kept me up all night. My coworker was insatiable once she got a taste for pussy.

No, her name wasn't Theresa. She had a different one. More African-American. Thelesa? Well, it was a pretty name whatever it was.

“I forgot,” I smiled, shaking my head. “And tomorrow I have plans.”

“Really?” Ruth leaned forward. “What's her name?”

“Ingrid,” I sighed, a smile crossing my lips.

“Already through with Teleisia?”

“I met Ingrid,” I sighed. “Teleisia was fun. She kept me up all night, but it was Ingrid I thought about.”

“Another straight girl for Samir's challenge.”

“Number 34.” I took another sip of my drink. “And I can't stay long. I need to do some flirting before I go into work.”

“And how's Teleisia going to take this?” Ruth arched an eyebrow. “I hope you didn't create another Natasha.”

“Natasha?” I frowned.

“That crazy chick who's obsessed with you.”

I blanched. “Oh, her, no. No. Teleisia has a boyfriend. She had a hot fling on the side, but she likes dick to much. Made me fuck her with every strap-on I owned.” I chuckled. “Theresa was insatiable.”

“Teleisia,” Ruth corrected. “Geez, at least try to keep their names straight.”

“And how are things going with Tonya.”

“Fine.” Ruth voice grew tight. “We haven't gotten together. Her husband's making things difficult.”

“When she leaving her husband?”

“It's complicated.”

Which meant never. Ruth didn't want to admit it, but I had a feeling that Tonya's new-found lesbianism wasn't enough for her to throw away her marriage. Maybe the thrill of sneaking around her husband's back was wearing thin or maybe she got her bicurious experimentation out of the way and she didn't know how to end it with Ruth.

Poor Ruth. Well, I would be there for my friend.

“We're trying to get together this weekend. Maybe have dinner.” Ruth sipped her coffee. “It'll be nice.”

“Well, I hope it goes well.” Maybe I was completely wrong. “I got to go. Need to get my flirt on.”

Ruth rolled her eyes. “And what if she's too straight for you.”

“Don't be like Samir,” I said. “No girl is too straight for me. He's gonna have to pay up. I'm ahead of schedule on my seductions.”

“What happens if you stay in love?”

I paused. “Well,that would be wonderful.”

“Even if it means losing your bike.”

I furrowed my eyebrows. I loved the surge of emotions being in love brought, the giddy highs dancing through me. But it never lasted. I loved Ingrid today, but would I love her in a week? Or even by the weekend?

I thought I loved Thelesa and Kelsey and all those other girls. Every time I met one, I hoped she was the one, but I knew she wouldn't be. I would find a new flower to flit to, a new source of nectar to drink from.

“By, Ruth,” I said as I downed the rest of my latte. “We'll get together after my birthday. I'll be busy enjoying my present.”

“Make sure you tell me everything,” Ruth called. “And you owe me details of you and Teleisia.”

Ruth loved my stories.

“I will,” I waved. I strolled out into the sunshine, throwing my cup into the garbage can. I reached my bike and threw my leg over it. I kick-started her.

The engine roared to life between my thighs. That wonderful, roaring chug that hummed through me and left me quaking. Riding a motorcycle was like having your own personal vibrator just waiting for you to enjoy as you hauled ass down the highway.

Not that I would be going far. My eyes looked out towards the Tacoma Mall. Ingrid awaited, and I needed to try on a bra or three.


Chapter Four: Flirting by Bra

“That sandwich was great,” Ingrid said as she stood outside the changing room.

Her voice excited me. My nipples were hard. I brushed the right, flicking the silver barbell piercing it. I shuddered, my pussy growing hot, glad she enjoyed my special treat I gave her. I grabbed the red bra, its cups narrowing down to a thin strip of cloth connecting them, and pulled it on. I pushed up my breasts into a pair of enticing mounds as I reached behind me to fasten it.

“So you enjoyed the special sauce?”

“I think so,” she giggled. “I thought I tasted something tart.”

My pussy itched in my jeans. I adjusted the bra. The cups had diamond patterns made by small holes, allowing my flesh to bleed through along with a hint of my dusky areolas. I smiled, turning to the side, liking how they cupped my breasts.

I stepped out of the changing room. Ingrid awaited, today waring a frilly, cream colored blouse with a ruffled neckline that plunged in a V, showing off her delightfully large breasts. A tight, black skirt clung to her hips and ass while leaving a good swath of her long thighs and beautiful caves bare for my gaze.

“What do you think?” I asked, posing, my tits bouncing.

“Ooh, the sexy tee push up bra is one of my favorites,” she said, reaching out to brush my shoulders.

“So you like how it makes my tits pop up?” I asked, doing a shoulder shake and jiggling before her.

“Oh, yes, they really shape your tits into a magnificent sight, and I can see a good bit of your tattoo.”

“My snake,” I smiled. “He coils around my breast. He's naughty. His tongue flicks at my nipple. Want to see?”

She cleared her throat. “And, um, it gives you great cleavage. Your boyfriend will love it.”

I laughed, “Oh, it's not my boyfriend I hope will love it.” I stepped closer. “It's for my girlfriend. Tomorrow's my birthday, and I wanted the perfect thing to wear.”

A spot of color dotted her cheeks. “Oh, yes, well, she'll love it, right? I mean...do lesbians like...”

“Looking at tits?” I winked at her then flicked down to her exposed cleavage. “Oh, yes, we do. Though I am a leg girl.” My eyes flicked lower. No pantyhose, nothing to hide how sleek and gorgeous her legs were, her heels shaping her calves and making her romp scrumptious.

More color spotted her cheeks. She licked her lips as she tried not to show in reactions. Her thoughts worked about my information. She shifted herself, it was subtle and no doubt unconscious, but she preened beneath my compliments like she would for a sexy guy.

“Well, let's try on the next one,” I said, turning and rushing back inside, closing the door behind me.

“Yes,” she nodded. “You want to find the prefect bra.”

“Definitely,” I nodded as I quickly took it off. It was a great bra, but I needed to wow her.

I grabbed the strapless push up bra next. It was white with two cups that hardly covered all my tits as they lifted them up. I fumbled with the strap in the back and secured the wide band. I adjusted my tits, almost exposing my areolas.

“How about this one?” I asked, stepping out, my right arm thrown up. She could see more of the serpent coiled about my right tit, my favorite tattoo.

She bit her lip as she looked at me, nodding her head. Her breasts rose and fell and I suddenly wondered what bra she wore beneath her blouse. I couldn't see a hint of it in her plunging neckline. It must be a demi bra. Something juicy.

“Well, imagine the tops you can wear with that bra,” gushed Ingrid. “Your shoulders look great with your red hair brushing them.”

“You think so,” I asked, stepping closer. “I'm not sure I have the fit right. Can you help me out. It's pinching a bit.”

Ingrid glanced into the store. “I'm not supposed to touch the customers.”

“I just need a little adjustment,” I laughed. “What's the harm? We're just girls.”

She licked her lips. I knew what she was thinking—I was a girl who liked girls. Confusing thoughts poured through her mind. Her hips shifted, the excitement rushing down between her thighs. Her breasts rose and fell faster, jiggling slightly. Her fingers clenched. She wanted to touch me, curiosity sparked by my conversation. She couldn't take her eyes off my tits.

“The snake won't bite,” I promised, reaching out and touching her wrist with my fingers, just a light stroke, nothing threatening.

I wanted her to get used to my touch.

My fingers stroked down her wrist and brushed the back of her hand. I trailed across her knuckles before I grasped her. I didn't pull but used the slightest pressure to bringing her hand to my bra. Her fingernails were painted a wonderful sky-blue. I smiled as she trembled.

“It'll be real quick,” I winked.

“Okay,” she said, swallowing and glancing in the store again.

Her hands touched the bottoms of the cups, her fingers pressing in, caressing my tits through her bra. My nipples ached. They poked at the front of the thin material. She had to notice. Her fingers trembled as she shifted the material, my tits jiggling, her eyes locked on my undulating flesh.

It was fair, mine were locked on hers. I leaned forward, trying to get a peek of her bra. Was it black? I thought I saw a bit of dark lace sicking out. Black would look wicked on her pale flesh, a stark contrast. Ooh, I hoped she wore black tomorrow when we made love.

Her fingers adjusted the bra again, her fingers spreading out, caressing across my bra. I suppressed the groan when a finger grazed my left nipple. She pulled back, biting her lip, hoping I hadn't noticed. I feigned my ignorance.

“I think that's getting better,” I said as she adjusted again.

“Are you sure?” she asked, her cheeks rosy, her blue eyes almost burning.

“Yes, yes,” I smiled. “Mmm, what do you think: this one or the last one?”

She paused. “I'm not sure. What does your girlfriend like?”

“What do you like?” I asked, arching an eyebrow. “Pretend you're her and you like my tits. Which one makes them like the most scrumptious?”

“Definitely this one.”

My insides exulted. “Okay. I have one more to try on. I'll need your honest opinion when I get out. I want to have the best bra ready for her. I want tomorrow night to be special.”

“It will be,” Ingrid smile.

Oh, yes it would.

I wanted to masturbate so badly. I wanted to kiss Ingrid and take her right now. But it wasn't time. She needed a little more to ease her into it. She had to stew. Tonight as she lies in bed trying to sleep her thoughts will turn to me. She'll remember accidentally touching my nipple, the feel of my tits through the bra, the sight of them. It will burn through her. It'll eat away at her notions of her sexuality.

Maybe, she'll think, I'm a little bit gay. Her tits were nice. More than nice. I wanted to touch them. To play with them. They're smaller than mine. They must feel different.

The art of seduction was patience. It could not be rushed. Every woman was different. Each had different obstacles for me to overcome. I needed to make her own desires work for me, to fan the sparks and let them burn inside of her.

Then it will seem like her idea when she touches my breasts.

I grabbed the final bra, a charcoal demi bra. I slipped on the straps and pulled up the cups. Like the last pair, they only covered half my tits, almost exposing my areolas. Instead of pushing up my tits, this bra cupped them, little shelves my tits rested on, their natural shape revealed. I adjusted the straps and stepped out.

Ingrid sucked in a deep breath. She licked her lips, loving the natural style over the push ups. “So this one, huh?”

“Was my reaction that obvious?” she gasped.

“Just a smidge,” I giggled as I stepped forward. “I like the fit and it does make my girls look delicious. A pair of teardrops, right.”

“Uh-huh.”

I glanced at Ingrid. “And what type of bra are you wearing? What does a woman who works at unmentionables like to wear?”

Ingrid swallowed. “Oh, this, it's nothing special. Just giving me support. I need it sometimes.”

“You are a busty girl,” I giggled. “Makes me wish I was more of a tits girl, but you also have the legs and the ass.” I groaned. “You are a complete package.”

I loved her so much.

“Thanks,” she blushed then sighed.

“What, guy problems?”

“Doesn't every woman have guy problems?” she asked.

“Not every woman.” I leaned in, lowering my voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “I have girl problems.”

Ingrid covered her mouth as she giggled. “I guess you do. I would hope two women could get along better.”

“Naw, we're just like people. It doesn't matter what the sexes. People don't always rub together well, you know? We don't always fit, and when you hit one of those bumps that don't quite line up with your groove it throws everything off.”

She nodded her head.

I stretched my arms, her eyes flitting down to my tits. I giggled. “So this is definitely the one?”

“Definitely,” she nodded. “Unless you have time to try on more of our wonderful bras?”

I hid my smile. She was intrigued by my tits. She wanted the parade of bras to never end. And so did I, but it wasn't time for that. Besides, I had to get to work, and I really needed the paycheck. The tips I made at Mugs and Jugs were running out. I needed a steady paycheck to keep the lights on.

And to pay for this bra. It was $60. She would pick the most expensive of the three.

Oh, well, she was worth it.

“I have to get to work,” I sighed. “The fashion show must end.”

“Oh, work,” she groaned.

“Working at Unmentionables isn't all it's cracked up to be?” I asked, stepping into the changing room door. I hooked it with my foot, keeping it from swinging close as I reached behind me to unfasten the bra.

“No,” she said, her voice suddenly tight. “Why are you keeping the door open?”

“So we can talk,” I said, looking at her over my shoulders as I slid the bra off, exposing my naked back to her. I shifted as I removed the bra, teasing her with the possibility of spotting one of my nipples. “I hate talking through the door. It feels so...impersonal.”

“Uh-huh.”

She was entranced. Good. I bent down, my tits swaying, and grabbed my bra off the table. “I don't have the money to buy this bra until tomorrow. Can you hold it for me?”

“Yes.”

I slipped my pink bra on. It was a comfortable, yet alluring bra, one of my favorites. I threw the straps over my shoulder and reached behind me to fasten it. “You are closing tomorrow?”

“Every weeknight,” she groaned.

“I'll stop by at closing to pick it up.” I gave her a sultry look. “Okay?”

“Sure.” her hips shifted. Her thighs pressed tight.

I had her just where I wanted her.


Chapter Five: Unmentionables

Working on my birthday was the worse. Ingrid waited for me. All that stood between me and her was five hours of drudgery making sandwiches, waiting for the clock to wind down so I could get off work and celebrate right.

Heaving and gasping with Ingrid.

Damn, she was so sexy. Visions of her naked, her bountiful breasts heaving, great gardens of delight for me to romp in. And those legs. So long and sleek and begging to be kissed from her toes all the way up to her pussy. Then I would nuzzle and lick and tongue and tease and please and caress and devour. I would make her explode on my mouth, show her how cunnilingus should be performed.

Only a lesbian knew how to do it right.

And Thelesa or Teleisia only made it worse. She was clingy. Annoying. We had our fling, and I was on to fresher flowers, but she was there, constantly sidling up to me, hinting that she wanted to get together again, gushing over how hard I made her cum.

And her gum...

How did I ever find the grating, smacking noise she made to be endearing? I must have been high on love to find the ear-popping nose attractive. It was the worse. I shuddered every time she came by, her mouth chomping over and over.

But Ingrid awaited. I could be patient for her. I could get through the stupid customers and the sore feet and the condiments. Ingrid.

Finally, closing came. I watched the clock tip as I hurried through the cleaning, taking the food back, praying no last minute customer sidled up and wanting to have a sandwich. My heart thudded. I was minutes away from freedom.

“Damn, girl,” Thelesia said. “What bee stung your ass?”

“Oh, it's my birthday,” I smiled. “And I'm eager to celebrate.”

“Oh, yeah, with who?”

“Someone special,” I winked, my heart fluttering.

“Damn, girl, no wonder you bouncin' 'round here. So I guess there's no me and you hookin' up then?”

I shook my head and couldn't help smiling.

“You look like you're in love. She must be special. You weren't datin' her when we...?”

I shook my head. “I'm not dating her yet. I have to seduce her first.” I licked my lips. “Mmm, it's going to be magical.”

“For a chick with tats and piercings, you are surprisingly girly.”

“Love will do that,” I sighed. I glanced at the clock. “And we are closed.”

“Thank god,” groaned Teleisia as I walked past her for the bathroom, snagging my bag from where I stashed it.

I changed hurriedly in the bathroom. I would not approach my lover dressed in khaki's and a polo shirt even if I rocked the shit out of both. No way in hell. I pulled out a flirty, red dress with a diagonal skirt, longer on my right side then the left. I pulled on a pair of black, thigh-high boots, spritzed on perfume, and ran a comb quickly through my fiery hair. I did a final check on my makeup. My lipstick needed adjustment and then I was ready.

I strolled out, bag over my shoulder, work clothes and my bike helmet stowed, and sauntered my way to the front and my freedom.

“Where you going?” Theresa called out.

“To seduce Ingrid,” I answered. “You can cover for me, right?”

“What?”

“I'll make it up to you,” I promised. “Kay. A hot night. I'll use that strap-on you loved.” That was her, right? Or was she the girl that liked it when I ate her pussy.

“You better,” she muttered. “If it wasn't your birthday, girl, I'd kick your ass for tryin' to dump all the closing work on me.”

“I knew you'd understand,” I waved, walking backwards. Then I turned and strutted to Unmentionables.

My hips swayed as I strutted through the mall, the rolling, metal gates coming down as the last of the shoppers funneled out towards the exits. I made the two turns, my excitement growing with each step, then came to the small spur off the main hall where Unmentionables lay, sandwiched between Lady Footlocker and Gamestop.

The gate was still up, Ingrid waiting at the doors.

“Cute dress,” she smiled as she glanced at me, her eyes lingering on my breasts. Her hips shifted, her breath quickening.

Interest kindled.

“And the bra?” I asked, strutting into the store.

“Behind the counter. I wouldn't let anyone have it.”

The gate dropped behind us. Privacy. My heart quickened. The lighting was soft in the store, romantic. A flowery scent drifted through the air. Ingrid hurried by in her tight, navy-blue skirt and light-blue blouse with a scoop neckline that left a considerable amount of her cleavage on display.

Delicious cleavage.

“Here you are,” she said, plucking it from behind the register, the scrap of charcoal cloth swinging on the hanger. “Let me ring you up.”

“I need to try it on first,” I said. “One last fitting just to be sure.”

She tried to hide her smile, keeping her lips tight. But I saw the corners curl. She was almost there. I needed to do a little more to coax her to bloom so I could drink all her sweet nectar. She strolled from around the counter and handed me the bra.

I slipped into the dressing room and quickly slid out of my dress. I wore no bra beneath so I could change in record time. Before work, I dug through my extensive panties collection and found a matching pair to wear with the bra, a filmy confection that did not so much as hide my rear and pussy as enhance and unveil them.

I slipped the demi bra on, my breasts hanging naturally, supported by the small cups. I adjusted them so the tops of my areolas peeked out. I didn't have to play with my nipples to make them thrust out hard ahead.

They did that all on their own.

Then I slithered back into my dress as fast as I could, brushed my hair hoping everything was in place, and climbed out.

“How does it feel?” Ingrid asked as I walked to her. “Comfortable.”

“Very,” I nodded, twisting my hips and shifting my shoulders. “How does it look with my dress?”

“Scrumptious. Your girlfriend's going to love it.”

“You think so?” I put uncertainty into my tone. “You don't think this dress makes me look a little plump.”

“No way, you have a great figure. Sleek and lovely, and your breasts look amazing in this dress.” She stepped closer. “Okay, trust me.”

“Not just saying that to make a sale.”

“Nope. If I was a lesbian, I would find you breathtaking.”

“If?” I grinned. “You don't already find me breathtaking?”

“I...well...you are beautiful, but I'm straight.”

“So.” I reached behind me and unzipped the back of the dress. It fell loose. With a shimmy of my hips, it plunged off my body and fell to the floor. “You're telling me that my body doesn't take your breath away? Am I too fat?”

“No,” she gasped. “Not at all. You're gorgeous. Beautiful.” She licked her lips. “You really are. If I was a lesbian, I would be all over you.”

I reached behind me and unhooked the bra. I shrugged my shoulders, letting the straps fall off. The cups slipped, my nipples popped out. Her eye fixed on the right and the barbell piercing it. She swallowed.

“Aurora, what are you doing?”

“If you were a lesbian, you would be all over me?” I asked.

She nodded.

“Do you wish you were a lesbian? Just for tonight?”

A slight nod, her cheeks reddening.

I cupped her cheeks. She trembled beneath me as I brought her lips down to mine. She flinched for a heartbeat when our lips brushed, but she didn't pull away. My fingers stroked her lips as I softly kissed her, only the slightest movement of my lips. I didn't want to spook her. I wanted to awaken her.

Ingrid's eyes closed. She let out a soft sigh, her exhalation warm on my cheeks. She cocked her head, her lips moving back. Her body relaxed. The trembles faded. My hands stroked down her cheeks to her neck. I caressed across her blouse and stroked her arms. She moaned and kissed me a little harder, her passion coaxing out of her shell.

Tentative hands seized my bare hips. Ripples of delight shot across my body. She stroked them up and down my body. My heart raced faster. My nipples ached. Her tongue brushed my lips, a slight flutter.

Wonderful.

I opened my lips, inviting her in. Her hands stroked up and down my side as her tongue explored my mouth. Our lips pressed tighter together. She stepped closer, her breasts touching my naked tits. My nipples ached against the silk of her cloth while my skin exulted at the touch of her fingernails.

I moved my hands from her arms to her waist. I wrapped about her, pulling her tight against me. I kept my hands on the small of her back. She was still skittish. She wasn't all the way there yet. If I moved too quickly, she would bolt.

I wouldn't lose her.

We both sighed, both aroused, and I savored our kiss. Her hands, emboldened by mine, moved around to stroked my naked back. I shivered as she traced my spine up and down. But she stayed safe, not dipping lower to the swell of my butt.

I wished she would.

I stroked her back in circles, letting my fingernails scrape across her blouse and tease her. She shivered, her breasts rubbing on mine, exciting my nipples. My pussy burned, begging to be touched and played with.

Not yet.

Her finger traced up my spine to my shoulder blades I shuddered and groaned into her kiss. Then she worked down. I tensed. Her finger moved so slow, agonizing heartbeats passed as she went lower and lower. Would she dip down to my ass this time. Would she be bold.

Her finger past my lower spin. It found the curving swell of my buttocks and brushed the thin cloth of my panties. I shivered as she stroked across them. My ass clenched beneath her touch. My own hands moved down.

I gripped her ass through her dress, pulling her crotch into mine.

Ingrid broke the kiss, her lower lip trembling.

“It's okay,” I told her. “You're a lesbian for tonight. Embrace it.”

“But...but...your girlfriend. The woman you chose the bra for... Isn't she waiting for me?”

“She right in my arms. Why do you think it was so important to find the one you liked?”

I kissed her again. She closed her eyes, tears beading at the edges. She shuddered and both her hands slid down and gripped my ass. Her fingers dug into me through my panties, pulling me tight. Our kiss was frenetic and passionate. She thrust her tongue into my mouth boldly. We moaned and ground together, our hips undulating.

“Aurora,” she moaned when I broke the kiss to nibble on her neck. Her blonde curls brushed my face as I nuzzled and nibbled. “Oh, wow. I...I...”

“Just enjoy it,” I moaned as my fingers drew up her skirt, bit by bit. “Let me love you.”

“C-can I touch them?”

“What?” I asked.

“You're...um...?”

“Remember, you're a lesbian. Don't be afraid to talk about my body. Say the words.”

“Your tits!” She shuddered and took a deep breath. “Can I touch them?”

“You want to know if they feel different than your own?”

She nodded her head.

“Then what are you waiting for?”


Chapter Six: Birthday Treat

I groaned when Ingrid's hands cupped my breasts. She gave them the lightest squeeze, her fingers hardly sinking into my flesh. My nipples both ached as she lifted them. She stared at them, licking her lips.

“Love them,” I purred.

Her head bent down. Her lips latched onto my nipple. I closed my eyes, groaning in absolute delight as she nibbled and sucked on my nub. Her fingers moved, brushing my right nipple, tweaking my piercing. The sensations ran right down to my pussy, teasing me. My flesh clenched as I undulated. Moans escaped my lips.

“Oh, yes, that's it,” I groaned. “Mmm, you know what you're doing. Just love my nipple.”

Ingrid moaned about it. I stroked through her blonde hair. I kissed the top of her head, inhaling the scent of her perfume. Her lips sucked and popped off my nipple. My nub tingled. She kissed it and nipped it. She had had boyfriends play with her tits and she copied them, doing to me what she liked down to hers.

“You're piercing is so hot,” Ingrid groaned. “I've thought of it so many times.” She kissed across to my right breast. “Did it hurt?”

“So worth it,” I groaned as she sucked my nipple and piercing into her mouth.

My tongue piercing clicked on the back of my teeth as she tugged on my piercing. My nipple ached as she stretched it. She couldn't help playing with the nub, teasing me, and driving me wild with her hunger.

My hands roamed her body as she played. I found the hem of her blouse. I pulled on it, rolling the elastic cloth up her stomach and over her breasts. She had to pull her head away from my nipple so I could take her top off. Her blonde hair spilled back down around her shoulders as I dropped the blouse to the floor.

“Mmm, I need to see your tits,” I told her. “I'm normally a leg girl, but I've been thinking of your beauties so much.”

Ingrid lifted her face, smiling. She reached behind her and unhooked her ice-blue bra. Her tits spilled out of the cups, large and soft, the slightest movement sending jiggles racing through them. A hungry growl escaped my lips.

I pounced.

“Aurora,” she gasped as my face buried between her big tits. Both my hands squeezed her big mounds. My fingers sank into her flesh. I loved it. “Oh, wow, you really do like them.”

“Wonderful,” I panted, savoring her perfume lingering on her breasts, heady, flowery scent.

She shuddered when my fingers found her nipples. I tweaked them. She squirmed and moaned again. I kissed up her right tit, summiting her mound, and found a big, fat, pink nipple begging to be sucked and loved.

I engulfed her nipple.

“Oh, yes, Aurora.”

Her hands played with my tits as I nibbled and sucked on hers. I loved her breast so much. I nipped her nipple and tugged on it, playing with it the way she played with mine. She loved it. She squirmed her hips and gasped her delight.

My pussy ached. I had to devour her and finger myself to an orgasm. I couldn't wait any longer to enjoy my birthday treat.

I fell to my knees and shoved up her skirt. She wore a slim, blue thong, her pussy lips engulfing the strip of cloth. I pulled them down and breathed in her sweet musk. Her juices clung to her panties, thin strings of gossamer passion connecting her sex to the cloth for a few heartbeats before they snapped.

I licked up her thigh from her knee, savoring her salty skin. She leaned against the dressing room wall, staring down at me, her tits heaving, her eyes wide. She understood what was a bout to happen.

“Lesbian for tonight,” she whispered when I buried my face into her hot, wet snatch.

I licked her pussy. She shuddered as my tongue slid through her folds. My hungers seized me. I wasn't slow and gentle. I licked faster, digging into her folds and driving her wild with delight. My fingernails stroked lightly up and down the outside of her thighs, adding more delight to the pleasure my tongue churned.

My pussy soaked my panties as I devoured hers. I licked and nuzzled. I didn't let up. I wanted to make her gasp and moan my name forever. I never wanted her to stop. My tongue dug through her wonderful folds as she gasped and moaned.

“So good. Oh, wow. Aurora. I...oh, wow.” Her eyes shot open when my tongue brushed her clit. “That's...that's so nice. But...but...”

“What?” I asked, frowning. What objection could she possibly have right now. Didn't she want this?

“I...I'm a lesbian for the night.”

“Yes,” I smiled, licking her cream from my lips.

“So shouldn't I...pleasure you?” She shifted. “We could...sixty-nine and I could...”

“Say it,” I hissed, my pussy burning.

“I could lick your...pussy.”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Yes, yes, yes.”

I fell back on the floor before her, shuddering, my tits jiggling. She stood naked over me. Then she straddled my face. My eyes were rooted to her lovely snatch as she lowered herself to my hungry lips. I groaned and twitched, breathing in deeply as she settled down on my face.

I licked through her pussy as she squirmed. Her hot flesh rubbed across my lips.

Then she leaned over, her pillowy tits pressing on my stomach, and kissed at my inner thigh. Her fingers rubbed at my pussy as she moved lower and lower. Excitement rippled down my thigh in advance of her kissing.

Ingrid pushed the gusset of my panties to the side. Her breath washed over my pussy. I thrust my tongue deep into her depths as I trembled, waiting for her touch across my excited flesh. I was so ready for it.

She licked.

I groaned.

Her tongue started at my clit then slid down through my folds before dipping into my hole. She let out a pleased, surprised moan. She wiggled atop me, her hard nipples massaging my stomach, and licked again.

And again.

And again.

I moaned into her pussy as her unskilled tongue slid through my folds. It didn't matter that she wasn't skill. I didn't care. I just needed her to keep touching me. I was her first taste of pussy. That was special enough.

Her skill could come later.

I gripped her ass as we ate each other's snatches, our moans filling unmentionables. We squirmed on the floor, bucking and undulating, our passion growing. My toes curled in my boots. My fingernails clenched into her butt-cheeks.

“Aurora,” she moaned. She let out another shuddering gasp. She bucked hard into my mouth. Her juices squirted out of her depths.

I gave Ingrid her first lesbian orgasm.

The excited thrill shot through me. I made the woman I love cum. It was a heady rush. My pussy clenched as she moaned into my sex. Her tongue thrust into my depths. She squirmed more as I drank down her flowing passion. I tensed and shuddered beneath her.

Then ecstasy crashed over me.

I screamed my bliss into her pussy.

Pleasure washed through my body.

It was wonderful. My lover made me cum. She was beautiful and wonderful and mine.

For tonight. She was only a lesbian for the evening.

I shut that out as I trembled on the floor. Her tongue kept stroking me, stirring the bliss through me, keeping my orgasm alive. She drank my flooding juices, groaning her delight. It was wonderful. Amazing.

And then the pleasure faded. She twisted around, staring into my eyes, her breasts rubbing on mine. “So, what do lesbians do at night? There's a lot of hours before dawn.”

I grinned at her and kissed her, sharing our juices. If I only had tonight to love her, then I would make it last as long as I could. I would keep the dawn at bay with every ounce of strength I possessed. I would show her the depths of my emotions.

My birthday would be magical.

Want to read the next part? Click here for Hot Wife in the Sauna!

If you liked this hot read, don't forget to subscribe to Reed James's newsletter to keep up with the latest news, specials, and new releases! You can subscribe here! Read on for previews of other hot reads!


Sneak Preview of “Serviced by the Barista”

When we opened the windows, the first customers were already waiting. I leaned out, smiling at the guy and giving him an eyeful of my tits. “What can I get for you?”

“You're new,” he leered.

I winked at him and licked my lips. It was just like stripping, only he couldn't touch me.

“Fuck, babe, I'll have a triple-shot latte. The 24 oz.”

“Coming up,” laughed Kylie, shaking her tits as she went to work.

I moved behind her, pressing my body against hers, looking at the guy. He had a big grin on his face as I put my hands on Kylie's hips. She giggled, rubbing her butt back as she worked the espresso machine. I knew it was just a game for her, but my pussy was on fire as I humped her bubbly ass, my clit pressing against her soft cheeks.

“You ladies are fucking wild,” the guy grinned, slipping us a ten for his four dollar drink. “No change.”

“Thanks, honey,” I purred, slipping into stripper mode, and gave him a wink; guys were so easy to please.

“Wow, you are a wild one,” Kylie laughed. “The guy really liked it, huh.”

“Yep. This is why she has two girls work the stand.”

Kylie nodded. “Just giving them a harmless thrill.” She let out a giggle as the next guy pulled up. “I bet he thinks were a pair of lesbians that actually enjoy grinding on him.” Then she turned to the window to take the next order.

I pressed up behind her, putting my head on her shoulder and giving her neck a quick kiss as I pressed my crotch into her perfect butt. The guy in the Jeep groaned as he saw my hands on her side, lightly stroking her.

“What can we get for you,” I purred.

“You two look close,” groaned Jeep guy.

“So close,” laughed Kylie. “We love to have fun with each other.”

“Fuck, yeah,” he grinned. “I'll take a 16 oz. Americano.”

I moved to the espresso machine and began working on his drink. Kylie pressed up behind me and I groaned as my skin electrified. She gave me a quick kiss with her dry lips on my neck, her hands stroking my sides like I did her. Every touch of her hands on my flesh sent small shudders through me.

I was feeling so great, I couldn't remember how to make the drink. Kylie whispered the instructions into my ear, her lips just inches away, her breasts pillowing into my back. I'm sure the guy thought she was whispering dirty words.

“Here you go,” Kylie grinned, reaching out to hand him his drink.

“You ladies are hot. I'll be here every morning for this show.” He handed over a credit card and gave us a ten dollar tip.

I've never had so much fun making money.

Customer after customer drove up, enjoying the show we put on. I slowly upped the ante. At first my hands stayed on her side, but then I moved out to her stomach, circling her cute, outie bellybutton, then sliding up to trace the bottoms of her ribs. Of course, she copied what I did when she pressed against my back, tickling my bellybutton with her delicate fingers.

When I would kiss her neck, I would linger a little longer. Her kisses grew wet on my neck and I could feel her excitement building as her breasts pressed into my back—her nipples grown hard after the first hour. She humped my ass from behind, rubbing her hard clit against me as her lips nuzzled at my neck.

“We are making so much money,” she cooed in a lull between cars. “All we have to do is some harmless grinding.”

“Yep, just harmless,” I panted, my pussy on fire. I needed to cum so bad. All this rubbing against her was almost more than I could handle. I laughed and grabbed  her from behind, rubbing against her. “Just harmless and fun,” I groaned.

If you want to read more, click here for Serviced by the Barista!
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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

The World of Erasthay (Fantasy, Magic, Monster)

The Triad and the Innocent Maidens

The Unicorn's Mate

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)
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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.
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