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Naughty Excerpt from “Hot Wife in the Sauna”

Showered and wrapped up in towels, we headed to the sauna. I spotted Britney—or was it Becky?—and winked at her. She blinked in shock as I opened the sauna door for Linda and swept her into the steam.

“Get the sign,” I mouthed at Becky.

The pink-haired woman nodded, her eyes wide in shock. I winked at her. I could seduce anyone.

“So, how do we do this?” Linda said, looking around the sauna wrapped up in her white towel. She took a deep breath, savoring the warmth. “Mmm, it is nice in here.”

“Just sit on the bench and I'll start with your shoulders.”

“But it's not my shoulders that are sore,” she sighed, sitting down.

“Massages always start at the shoulders. It's the rules.” She wasn't ready for me touching her thighs yet. She needed to be relaxed. “Trust me. Remember, I dabble.”

A smile cracked her lips. “So we'll be here for three weeks.”

“Yep.” I gave her a wink then moved through the steam.

It weighed on me, wrapping me in wet warmth. After the exercise, I wanted to sink down into oblivious slumber. It would be so easy. It was so warm and relaxing in here. But I had a seduction to perform. I needed to stay alert.

I sat beside Linda. She twisted, giving me access to her back. I gripped her shoulders. She tensed at my touch. “Relax. Don't think of me as a lesbian but as the woman who's going to make you feel wonderful.”

“Right.” She gave a laugh. “I was thinking about your words all night, wondering if you would really try something.”

“Oh, I am. That's a promise.”

Linda shook her head—she still didn't take my words seriously. “You are one of a kind.”

“I know.”

My fingers dug into the meat of her neck and back. She sighed, shifting, relaxing into my touch, breathing in the steam. We talked about nothing, idle words that Linda felt necessary, scared of forming any intimacy with me.

But I was patient. I chatted with her as her words grew softer, her breathing slower. The tension faded from her shoulders. She sighed, her head lolling to the side as she relaxed to my touch, letting me caress her and love her.

My fingers worked down her back, massaging the parts exposed by the towel, digging into her supple flesh with my thumbs. I brushed the terry cloth wrapped about her. My fingers dug beneath the hem, wiggling, working at the loose knot keeping the towel closed.

It loosened with every second I worked. My heart thudded beneath mine as I watched the towel slip a half-inch down her back, exposing more and more of her flesh. Her breaths were deep. Her buxom chest swelled with each one, putting more strain on the poor knot until it failed.

It slid down her body and piled around her on the bench, part of it thrown over her lap. The top of her ass and all of her back was exposed to my sight. I sucked in a deep breath, massaging lower, not commenting on the towel. Her hand reached out, grasping the hem.

I tensed. It was so hard to stay calm as she squeezed the edge, debating whether she should pull it up while my fingers massaged down, working on her muscles. She had knots. She groaned when I attacked one.

Her hand released the hem.

She was mine.

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

It was with a sense of satisfaction that I strolled into Body Design, a women's only gym. The sliding, tinted-glass doors opened with a whisking hiss and I stepped into the brightly light gym. To my right and left, gym equipment stretched in both sides while women sweated and heaved to keep themselves fit and slim.

For a long time I considered sex more than enough exorcise until Ruth told me all about this new gym she joined. “The women... just gorgeous,” my best friend, and sometimes lover, had cooed a week ago over drinks at the Tavern on the Ave. “I love Theresa, but it doesn't hurt a girl to look.'

“No it doesn't,” I had grinned while gazing at a gorgeous, leggy Latina playing pool. The Latina, I think her name was Rosalita or Rosemary or maybe just Rosa, had been a hot lay. I ate her out in the restroom, giving the girl her first taste of lesbian passion.

And her panties made number 38 in my bet with Samir. He didn't believe that I could seduce 100 straight women in a year. I had until New Years Eve to complete the bet. Plenty of time. It was still May, though only a few days were left in the month.

Between my domination of the bet and my acquisition of a new job, I was celebrating. I had landed a waitress job at the prestigious Gamahuche, a five star restaurant on the waterfront along Ruston Way. French cuisine, beautiful atmosphere, and the customers' tips.

Such great tips.

I kissed my shitty job at Tahoma Subs in the Tacoma Mall goodbye and jumped in feet first into my new job. So yesterday, I applied for membership at Body Design, getting two months worth for the price of one and had a fun time working out on the machines, getting my body into shape, and ogling the women in their lycra shorts or yoga pants.

I would kiss whoever invented yoga pants, even if he were a man. They were the best. Watching a woman's ass writhe, clutched by those delicious pants, made me glad to be a lesbian.

The doors closed behind me as I came up to the counter. A perky, pink-haired girl—petite and athletic, her body toned and tanned—smiled at me, her eyes kindling with interest. I recognized that look, my gaydar tingling.

Like me, she was here for the ladies.

“Welcome to Body Design,” she said. “I'm Britney. Are you a member?”

“New one,” I smiled, shifting my tote bag—complimentary with my membership—and handed over my membership card. “You weren't here yesterday. I would have noticed.”

Britney was pretty, the type of girl I could easily fall in love with. And easy was the word. I fell in love at the drop of a pin. My eye was always catching a new beautiful flower for me to flit over to and sample their nectar. But every time I thought I found the flower, another blossomed and attracted my attention.

I was a fickle butterfly.

“Well, Aurora, I was off work. I definitely would have noticed you.” Her smile grew smoky, promising. “If you need anything, let me know and I would gladly help you out.”

I leaned over her. “How often do you pick up a girl here?”

She licked her lips. “It's been known to happen. A little massage, alone in the sauna... Magic can happen.”

I nodded my head. That was what I liked to hear.

I crossed the gym to the showers and lockers. I changed out of my riding clothes—red leather pants and a tight tank top—and pulled out my gym ware. My eyes roamed, checking out other women changing or showering, smiling at the sights I beheld, an excited tingling forming in my pussy. I grabbed a pair of panties, pulled them on followed by a pair of black, Lycra jogging shorts. They gripped my flesh like a lover's tight hands. My nipples were hard, standing out against my crimson sport's bra, my piercing dimpling around my right nipple. Last, I grabbed a scrunchy and pulled my fiery hair back into a ponytail.

Simple, efficient, and out of the way.

I put my tote bag into the locker and closed it. The key came out of the lock and I slipped it into the pockets of my shorts. With a sway to my hips, I walked out of the locker room to find my next true love.

My eyes scanned the room as I drifted around, no purpose, just letting my senses guide me to a likely conquest. Keeping in shape was great, but I was on the prowl for love and fun. Hopefully with a straight women. There must be plenty in here, women sweating to make sure they looked good for their boyfriends or husbands. Or lovers. Nothing motivates a woman to the gym than new love and wanting to look their best.

Even if their hubby had no idea that was why they were getting into shape.

It was like they were all getting in shape for me and didn't know it. I spotted more than a few attractive women—toned legs, curving hips, bountiful breasts, gorgeous faces. The itch swelled between my thighs as I moved between them. Looking. Searching. My new love was here. I could feel it.

Yoga pants. Gray. Hugging a plump, writhing ass.

My pussy melted. My heart hammered at the sight of her. Older, earlier forties, jogging on the treadmill. Her ass was amazing. I could see the outline of her panties beneath her yoga pants as I watched her, my tongue flicking over my lips. I savored the hard point of my tongue stud.

It would make her squeal on my lips when I went down on her.

Ringlets of black hair bounced about her shoulders as she jogged. I made my way to her. The treadmill on her left was empty, beckoning me. I hurried to it, fighting the urge to moan. As I moved closer, the profile of her buxom breasts came into view, bouncing in her purple sports bra. Up and down. Heaving.

I wanted to bury my face between them.

My heart beat so fast. My love. And she had no idea the passion we would share.

I mounted the treadmill, giving her a friendly smile, a confident nod of my head. I wasn't intimidated or scared. I had seduced so many women. I was in my element flirting with her. The wedding ring glinting on her finger didn't daunt me.

Only excited me.

I could show her true delights.

She gave me a polite smile back. She had earbuds in her ears, the wires spilling down around her left breast to an iPod in her yoga pants' pocket. First, I had to get her to take out her earbuds. How could I flirt if she couldn't hear me?

“It's a great day,” I said as I hit the power button.

She gave me a polite nod.

I frowned at the controls, hitting buttons, shaking my head. I furrowed my brow and bit my lower lip as I studied the machine, feigning ignorance on how it worked. My new love hit a button on her own treadmill, slowing to a walk and then to a stop. She pulled the earbuds from her ears.

“Would you like some help?” she asked, her voice motherly. I bet she was a MILF. The things I would show her.

“Would you?” I asked. “I'm such an idiot with machines.” Another lie, but there were no rules in seduction. You did what you had to get your love to drop her panties.

“Sure. First day?”

I nodded. “I'm Aurora.”

“Aurora. Pretty. Like the lights dancing in the sky.”

“My mother must have known something,” I laughed as she reached over to my controls.

“Well, I'm Linda. Nice to meet you.”

“Good to meet you, too,” I smiled then frowned at her fingers pressing buttons. “What did you just do?”

“I put in the speed,” she said. “And then this controls the tilt.”

“Tilt?”

“You know, it angles it. Makes it even harder and really makes your calves burn.”

“Oh, to pretend I'm going uphill.” I shook my head. “I'm not sure what I should put in. What were you doing?”

“Well, you look in shape.” She hit the buttons, changing the setting. “Okay, then just pressed that one and you'll get started. It builds slow until it hits your speed. When you need a break, hit it again and it'll slow to a stop.”

“Thanks, you are such a life savor.” My eyes flicked down at her body. “You must be coming in every day to look as amazing as you are.”

“It seems like it,” she laughed. “Got to keep the cookies from settling in my hips. It seems like I'm always baking for some event at my son's school and, of course, I have to sample.”

I winked at her. “Of course you do. I bet your husband must love all the work you do to keep fit.”

She grunted. “When he's around. Work, work, work.”

“Oh, that's a shame to put all that effort in and no one to appreciate it.”

“Well, there are a few teachers at my son's school that notice.” She leaned. “Real studs. Such cute asses.”

“I do like cute asses,” I nodded in agreement. And yours was the cutest.

“Well, shall we enjoy our jog?”

“Absolutely.”

We both pressed the buttons and our treadmills came to life. Soon I was jogging, my feet slapping on the moving treads, my eyes watching her breasts' lovely bounce. We didn't do much talking. It was hard to jog and speak. I thought I was in shape, but I was soon sucking in breaths. My body may look hot and toned, but I definitely needed more cardio.

I guess sex wasn't enough of a workout. What a pity.


Chapter Two: Steaming up the Sauna

Linda showered. The warm water sprayed over her body. I tried not to make it too obvious that I studied her as I slowly stripped off my clothing. I watched her out of the corner of my eyes, her body glistening, so lush and beautiful. I didn't mind the little imperfections of age and motherhood. They only swelled her beauty to me.

She was a woman who needed to be loved by me.

There was only so long I could pretend to undress. Taking off a sports bra, jogging shoes, socks, jogging shorts, and panties did not take long, even when you were trying. Then I wrapped myself in a towel and sauntered across the room, my hips undulating, my pussy on fire. I so wanted to masturbate.

Britney, or was it Becky, popped in front of me, stepping out from around the corner, a wild twinkle in her brown eyes. I paused, looking down at the elfin girl and arched an eyebrow. I wanted to slip into the stall and maybe ogle Linda little longer.

“After Mrs. Donovan, huh?” Britney asked, her grin spreading. “I don't blame you. Great looking woman. But you'll be wasting time with her.”

“Oh, yeah?” I asked, my eyes flicking up to stare at Linda's great ass as she washed her legs. The shadowed promise of her pussy beckoned as she shifted her hips. “I think I can attract her interest.”

“Just trying to save you time and heartache.” Britney stepped closer. “Trust me. There are more...amicable girls here.”

“Like you.”

Becky arched an eyebrow. “Well, I am here to do anything to make your enjoyment of our gym that much greater. Like I could give you a private tour of our sauna. Hot, steamy, and completely private.”

I glanced at Linda as she turned off her water and reached for her towel. I wouldn't make any more progress on her today. And I was so horny. “A private tour, huh?” I asked. If I couldn't be with the woman I loved, I might as well find some way to scratch my itch.

And Becky, or was it Britney, would do just fine.

“Follow me,” she answered, her lips rolling around the vowels. I bet she knew how to devour pussy.

My bare feet smacked on the wet concrete as we walked through the locker room. I noticed her head turning, drinking in the sight of the women casually stripping naked and changing around us, unaware a pair of horny lesbians were in their midst. Britney led me to the saunas. There were three doors, all wooden, their windows fogged up with condensation.

Britney opened the first one. It must have been occupied because she asked, “Is everything all right?”

“Fine,” a woman answered.

Then Britney moved on and opened the next sauna's door. Steam rolled out. She ducked her head in and looked about. “Bingo. Slip in and I'll put up the cleaning sign so we won't be disturbed.”

“Wicked,” I smiled before striding into the steam.

It. Felt. Amazing.

The warm steam kissed my body. I slipped off my towel and let it embrace me like a lover. I groaned, the heat almost stifling. I turned around, each breath full of damp warmth. Condensation beaded across my body, my hard nipples gathering drops before they fell to the wooden floor.

The door opened and Britney slipped in. She peeled out of her clothing in a flash, leaving them lying on the floor, exposing a petite body. She floated to me, her small breasts bouncing, and pushed me back to the bench.

“Just sit down and let me love you,” she moaned, licking her lips.

I sank down, closing my eyes. It was so comfortable. A lazy lassitude fell over me. I would let Britney do anything to me. It was so relaxing. I took in deep breaths, my breasts rising and falling, beading with moisture.

Britney's hands found my breasts. She squeezed them. Her fingers sank into my mound before brushing the bottoms of my areolas. I groaned, shifting, loving her touch. Her fingers on my right hand traced the snake tattoo that wounded about my tit, its head pointed at my pierced nipple, the tongue flicking out.

He was a naughty snake.

“Mmm, I love how you only have one nipple pierced,” Britney purred, her fingers reaching the barbell piercing. She pulled on it. “Sexy.”

“Thanks,” I sighed. In the sauna it was hard to have the energy to do anything else. It was so relaxing.

If Britney didn't have all that peppy energy, I wasn't sure how she could make love in here.

But she did. Which was wonderful because she attacked my nipples like a ferocious kitten. I groaned, loving her hungry mouth bouncing back and forth from each nub. She sucked and nibbled, her teeth nipping just hard enough for a hot stab of pain that made me twitch and shudder on the seat. My moans echoed through the sauna.

Her hands massaged my tits the entire time, cupping them, holding them up to her hungry lips. Her pink hair swept across them, damp curtains tingling the nipple not being nibbled on. I squirmed, my pussy on fire, my thighs brushing her sides.

“Ooh, that's nice. Mmm, you're a nipple girl.”

“Pussy,” she answered. “I love pussy. Every woman is different and delicious. I love prying labia apart and staring at the succulent, pink flesh. Every woman is pink down there. Skin color doesn't matter. And the tastes... Ooh, so many different flavors.”

I squirmed. “Well, you're getting my pussy nice and wet.”

“That's the point.” She flashed me a wicked grin. “I can tell by how you're squirming and humping. You got a hot little twat down there begging to be licked, nuzzled, and teased.”

“Begging so much,” I panted, squeezing my eyes shut as she sucked on my right nipple.

I pictured it was Linda sucking and pleasing. My heart thudded faster. It was a hard fantasy to maintain. Linda wouldn't be the aggressive sex fiend Britney was, but I held onto the image. I squirmed, my pussy growing far hotter than the sauna, my moans growing louder and louder.

Britney giggled as she nuzzled over to my left nipple. “Someone's getting molten hot.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Thinking about your married crush? Huh? Wish it was Mrs. Donovan sucking and nibbling on your nipples.”

“So badly.”

“I don't mind one bit. You can pretend I'm whoever you want. Just so long as you let me eat that hot snatch.” Britney latched onto my left nipple. She sucked hard, drawing as much of my tit into her mouth as she could. The sensations shot right to my hot pussy. I bucked and let out another moan, my back arching, my head rubbing into the wall.

My red hair clung to my face and neck. Beads of moisture ran across my face. “God, this is so relaxing.”

“Yep,” groaned Britney about my nipple.

“I bet you could...” My voice trailed off. I had to get Linda in here. She would be putty in my hand, drowsed by the steam, lulled into comfort by the warmth. And then I would be there to play with her body. To tease her.

To drive her wild.

“Bet I could what?” Britney asked, looking up at me.

“Eat my pussy until I fell into a sex coma,” I moaned. “Mmm, yes. It's so relaxing in here. I bet I'll pass out.”

“Probably,” grinned Britney. “I'm more than willing to try.”

“Then what are you waiting for? My cunt is on fire. I need you to eat it. That's your job, right? Making sure I'm having a wonderful experience.”

Britney purred her agreement. She sank lower. Her hands stroked my thighs, pushing them farther apart. My labia parted. My pussy open and blossomed before the perky woman. She let out a groan of delight as she licked her lips.

The slut was so eager for my hot cunt. I couldn't blame her. Mine was amazing.

With a feral moan, she buried her face between my legs. She rubbed her cheeks and lips against my pussy, not licking me, but caressing me. Her nose bumped my clit and her chin slid along my folds, a hard pressure that made me buck. She smeared my juices around her face. The glistened with a milky tinge, thicker than the water dripping down her face.

“Yes,” I groaned, my eyes fluttering.

The steam billowed thick through the air. The door was only a haze. The steam swallowed us up, giving us such privacy. Its warmth caressed my tits as they heaved. I groaned and undulated, my body bouncing and heaving.

Such wonderful delight surging through me.

And then she finally licked me. Quick. Fast. Darting up my slit from my hole to my clit. I gasped when she flicked the tip. I bit my lip, moaning in delight as I squirmed again. My butt flexed and wiggled, my toes curled in the steam.

“Ooh, yes, that's it,” I panted, closing my eyes and picturing Linda's black ringlets between my thighs, her tongue sliding between my folds, delighting in her first taste of pussy ever. “Mmm, you know how to please.”

“Uh-huh,” Britney groaned. Her tongue flicked at my clit.

My toes curled at the stimulation. My hands caressed my slick sides, my fingers brushing the bottoms of my breasts. I sluiced the accumulated water off my body, loving the feel on my skin as Britney's tongue flicked and batted my clit. It was fast, rapid strikes. My body bucked. My pussy clenched.

The pleasure swelled fast through me. Her tongue sparked wicked delight as it struck my clit. My little bud ached. I loved it. I fought the urge to hump. I wanted to stay still so she could keep up her rapid-fire flicking.

Her mouth was the sweetest torture. Agony. Blissful, wonderful agony. I savored it. I embraced it. I pulled it into me and hugged it. I wanted the burst of delight to exploded through me. My hands slid up, squeezing my breasts, my fingers digging in hard, fingernails biting.

Pain.

“Yes,” I moaned, bucking. The steam caressed my face. “Yes, yes, yes.”

Her eyes caught mine, expectant, eager for the flood. Her fingernails dug into my thighs, gripping me, clinging to me. Her enthusiasm was intoxicating, sparking such wonderful delight through me. I had to surrender to it.

I had to give her what she craved.

My orgasm started deep in me. Powerful waves flowed through my body. My flesh spasmed. My moans echoed through the sauna, stirring the steam. My ass rose from the wooden bench, my feet planted on the damp floor.

Her mouth never lost contact with my pussy.

“Becky!” I cried out as the passion crashed through me. “Oh, fuck, yes. You know how to eat pussy. You need to teach these skills. Damn, damn, damn.”

The pleasure peaked. I rode the waves, trying to stay on the crest for as long as possible, and then I crashed back to reality. I slumped into the the sauna's walls, Her tongue licking and nuzzling at my folds. I groaned, my eyes fluttering.

“Damn, you're good, Becky.”

“Britney.”

“Hmm?” I asked, blinking through sleepy eyes.

“My name's Britney, not Becky.”

I smiled at her. “I don't care what you're called. You are amazing.”


Chapter Three: No Pain, No Gain

My legs burned as I kept pace with Linda on the treadmill. How did she do it? She was almost twice my age but she had such stamina. I thought I did. I could make love all night long while drunk and then still go to work hungover.

But spending twenty minutes on the damned treadmill was killing me.

I fought through the pain. I had to keep jogging. I had to keep talking to her. It was my third day spending time with Linda at the gym. Becky kept watching, shaking her head, thinking I wasted my time, but I wasn't. I was befriending Linda.

Friends made the best lovers. Maybe Linda was my one. Maybe she would leave her husband, Bill, for me. My relationship didn't have to be doomed like Ruth and her married lover. Once Linda was seduced, I would love her forever and she would love me.

I knew it wasn't true, I knew next week another pretty flower would attract my attention and I would flit over to it. But right now I was in love. That was all that counted. I was in love with a married housewife and mother, with her great legs, her bouncing breasts, her wonderful hair, her tanned face. Like age improved wine, it had also improved Linda.

“You sure you don't have time to visit the saunas today?” I asked. “They are so relaxing. You have no idea, Linda.”

“It sounds great,” she said, biting her lip.

How could she do that on the treadmill? Wasn't she afraid of biting through her lip. I knew I was.

“My legs are killing me? Don't yours hurt? I have even been known to give a massage.”

“A massage?”

I nodded my head. “I dabble.”

Linda laughed. “Like my husband dabbles at being a plumber which is why it took three weeks for a sink to get unclogged.”

“Well, it would be three weeks of bliss for you,” I winked.

She let out a long sigh. “You are so tempting. But I have to pick up my son.”

“Doesn't he have friends he can visit instead?”

“Maybe tomorrow.” She glanced at her exercise watch velcroed to her wrist. “But tonight he has soccer practice.”

“Tomorrow.” I gave her a firm look. “I'm holding you to it. Tomorrow, in the saunas, and I will massage away all the aches and pains, and then you can return the favor.” I groaned as my treadmill slowed. “Because I could use a nice, relaxing massage.”

“Fine, fine.” Linda smiled. “It's an enticing bargain.”

“So enticing. I'll even give you a happy ending.”

Linda's cheeks blushed. “You are so wicked. Girls your age will joke about anything.”

“Never did any experimenting in college? No trysts with your roommate?”

“Nope.” Linda grabbed her towel and dabbed at her sweaty face. “I was pretty boring in college. Met my first husband early on.” She shrugged. “I knew other girls who did it but...I didn't see the appeal. You?”

“Oh, yes. Big time.” I licked my lips. “And not only in college.”

“Oh, so you're a lesbian?”

“Yep. I know, I don't have short, blue hair; I'm not overweight; and I don't wear flannel. I'm a poor excuse for a lesbian. How were you to know?”

“I didn't mean it like that,” she gasped.

I shook my head. “I'm fucking with you. Don't worry about. Lesbians come in all shapes and sizes. Some of us even know how to wear lipstick and look feminine.”

“With that tattoo?” Her eyes flicked down.

I laughed. “He is a naughty snake. Maybe I'll show him to you.”

She gave me a suspicious look. “You're not inviting me into the sauna to massage me in a transparent attempt to have your way with my body.”

“You got me. I'm just a predatory lesbian looking to enjoy your fine, straight body.” I let out a purring moan. “And it is fine.”

She laughed again. “You are a bad one, Aurora. I bet you drive all the other lesbians wild when you're at the club.”

“I try.” I stretched as we entered the locker room. “Life isn't worth it if you don't have fun.”

“I do like having fun.” She bent over and then froze as she started undressing. She glanced at me, shifting. She was suddenly conscious that I might want to see her naked. I did. I loved staring at her body while she showered. Then, her cheeks red, she forced herself to pull off her sports bra.

My heart pounded. Tomorrow. All that sweating and jogging and exercise was paying off. She was mine. I tried not to ogle her all while knowing the thought wormed in her head. She would wonder if we would do something in the sauna. A tiny worm nibbling a the back of her mind.

I loved planting thoughts in women's head and watching them crystallize and metamorphosis into something beautiful.

She would be number 39. And I would love her with every beat of my heart.


Chapter Four: The Towel

I looked around for Linda. It was almost 2 PM, time for her daily appointment at the gym. She was usually early. And she wasn't here. I bit my lip and furrowed my brow. I strolled through the gym, eyes scanning for her black ringlets framing her beautiful face. I reached the front desk.

“Did Linda Donovan come in yet?”

“No,” answered the familiar-looking, pink-haired woman manning the gym's front desk. “Still pining after her, Aurora?”

“Yes, Becky,” I said, remembering our hot tryst from yesterday. Becky could eat pussy.

“Britney.”

“Hmm?”

“It's Britney. Are you an airhead?”

I shrugged. “Bad with names. And I am scoring with her in the sauna.” I leaned over. “I'll let you lick my pussy again if you give us privacy when we slip in.”

“Sure,” Britney smiled. It was such a mocking smile. She didn't believe that I would seduce Linda.

“Now she just has to arrive.” I turned around, peering out the tinted window. Why hadn't she arrived? I called out a shift at work to be here today. My heart ached in my chest. Had I been too bold? Had I scared her off with the potential something naughty might happen? I had only hoped to intrigue her. She would dismiss it as nothing more than a wicked fantasy, not thinking I would be so blatant in admitting I would seduce her.

So why wasn't she here?

I never misstepped in my seduction. Sure after we had done the nasty I often made mistakes. Like the blonde woman, Natasha or Natalie, who liked to stalk me. She thought we had a relationship instead of a one night stand.

The tinges of panic were just settling in when I spotted Linda climbing out of a minivan, her black hair bouncing about her face as she hurried into the gym. She was already changed, her breasts bouncing in her violet sports bra, wearing those delicious yoga pants that had caught my attention.

“She's hurrying because she's eager for her massage,” I told Becky. “Mmm, I am going to make such sweet love to her.”

“Right.” I heard her eye roll.

She would eat crow.

Linda burst in, a huge smile on my face. “I hope you weren't waiting long. Ooh, I was held up forever at Starbucks. The car in front of me at the drive through just did not want to move. But I'm here.”

“Then let's get sweaty,” I grinned. “We need to be nice and sore so the sauna and my massage can take away all the pain.”

Linda laughed.

An hour later, we were sweaty and aching. Linda wanted a quick shower before hitting the sauna. “I can't have you touching my body when I'm all icky,” she grinned at me. “I have standards.”

She quickly stripped. I watched, smiling, as I took off my own clothing. She noticed, her body shifting. She dropped her clothing into her bag, her panties on top, then hurried to the shower with her towel wrapped around her. I snagged her panties, the crotch damp.

I dropped her panties into my bag and put it in the locker. Then I put her bag away, too. I took a quick shower, racing to wash off the grime, eager to get into the sauna and make love to my sweet Linda. It would be magical.

Showered and wrapped up in towels, we headed to the sauna. I spotted Britney—or was it Becky?—and winked at her. She blinked in shock as I opened the sauna door for Linda and swept her into the steam.

“Get the sign,” I mouthed at Becky.

The pink-haired woman nodded, her eyes wide in shock. I winked at her. I could seduce anyone.

“So, how do we do this?” Linda said, looking around the sauna wrapped up in her white towel. She took a deep breath, savoring the warmth. “Mmm, it is nice in here.”

“Just sit on the bench and I'll start with your shoulders.”

“But it's not my shoulders that are sore,” she sighed, sitting down.

“Massages always start at the shoulders. It's the rules.” She wasn't ready for me touching her thighs yet. She needed to be relaxed. “Trust me. Remember, I dabble.”

A smile cracked her lips. “So we'll be here for three weeks.”

“Yep.” I gave her a wink then moved through the steam.

It weighed on me, wrapping me in wet warmth. After the exercise, I wanted to sink down into oblivious slumber. It would be so easy. It was so warm and relaxing in here. But I had a seduction to perform. I needed to stay alert.

I sat beside Linda. She twisted, giving me access to her back. I gripped her shoulders. She tensed at my touch. “Relax. Don't think of me as a lesbian but as the woman who's going to make you feel wonderful.”

“Right.” She gave a laugh. “I was thinking about your words all night, wondering if you would really try something.”

“Oh, I am. That's a promise.”

Linda shook her head—she still didn't take my words seriously. “You are one of a kind.”

“I know.”

My fingers dug into the meat of her neck and back. She sighed, shifting, relaxing into my touch, breathing in the steam. We talked about nothing, idle words that Linda felt necessary, scared of forming any intimacy with me.

But I was patient. I chatted with her as her words grew softer, her breathing slower. The tension faded from her shoulders. She sighed, her head lolling to the side as she relaxed to my touch, letting me caress her and love her.

My fingers worked down her back, massaging the parts exposed by the towel, digging into her supple flesh with my thumbs. I brushed the terry cloth wrapped about her. My fingers dug beneath the hem, wiggling, working at the loose knot keeping the towel closed.

It loosened with every second I worked. My heart thudded beneath mine as I watched the towel slip a half-inch down her back, exposing more and more of her flesh. Her breaths were deep. Her buxom chest swelled with each one, putting more strain on the poor knot until it failed.

It slid down her body and piled around her on the bench, part of it thrown over her lap. The top of her ass and all of her back was exposed to my sight. I sucked in a deep breath, massaging lower, not commenting on the towel. Her hand reached out, grasping the hem.

I tensed. It was so hard to stay calm as she squeezed the edge, debating whether she should pull it up while my fingers massaged down, working on her muscles. She had knots. She groaned when I attacked one.

Her hand released the hem.

She was mine.


Chapter Five: Sensual Massage

I didn't relent on my massaging. I kept working down her back. I loved the water beading her skin. My fingers slid across her flesh. She shivered. I could just see the side profile of her left breast jiggling as she shifted. I leaned out ever so slightly.

Her dark-red nipple was puckered hard, thrusting from the tip. Droplets of water beaded on the nub. I fought the urge to lean around her and latch on. To suck and nibble and drive her wild with my passion.

But not yet. She needed more relaxing. She had to be eased into our love. Some straight women were rearing for their first lesbian experience or merely to have intimacy they found lacking with boyfriends or husbands. But other women never thought of themselves as adventurous, would never dream of cheating on their spouses.

Especially not with a lesbian.

Care had to be taken. She was a nervous mare, and I had to soothe her with my gentle strokes. Only when she was ready could I move. Seduction was the art of patience, of coaxing, earning trust and comfort.

I would be a great horse trainer.

My thumbs worked circles over her kidneys. Then I moved inward to her spine. She shivered as I stroked my finger up and down, giving her a taste of the type of pleasures I could give her. She shifted, her butt clenching, beckoning.

Not yet.

I resumed my massaging, moving out to her sides, caressing her right above her hips. I worked up beneath her arms. She pulled them away from her body, exposing herself to my touch. I kept my fingers away from her breasts. Then I came back down to her hips, rubbing at them before sliding back, touching just the top of her ass, where it swelled from her back.

“Mmm,” she sighed, “...nice...”

Her words were relaxed.. Perfect.

I worked harder on the tops of her ass. Pulled the towel away, exposing more of her butt. I dug into her flesh, staying on the outside. Just a friendly massage, nothing she had to be afraid of. My pussy burned to pounce on her. I groaned, rubbing it into the wood of the seat. I was so hot. On fire. My towel constrained too much of the heat.

I wanted to rip it off. But it was too soon.

She leaned forward, giving me access to a few more inches of her ass. I dug my fingers in deep, bringing more sighs as I worked on the areas of her body actually sore from our cardio. She shifted, her breast dangling, a drop of water falling from her nipple.

My pussy clenched. I wanted to suck on that nub.

“I think we're about ready for your legs,” I whispered. “What do you think?”

“Uh-huh,” she nodded.

“Just turn and lean back against the walls. I'll kneel before you and work on them, okay.”

“Sure. Sounds good.”

She turned on the seat, the towel still piled over her lap, both her tits unveiled to me. They weren't as firm as they had been, sagging slightly, but they were still beautiful. Wonderful handfuls to hold and cup and love.

Not yet.

I sank to the floor before her. I didn't pull the towel from her lap, letting her have her last trace of modesty. Besides, I could see right down her thighs and glimpse her shadowy promise, a dark bush adorning her pudenda. It was time to turn her on. The back massage relaxed her.

The foot massage would arouse her.

I lifted her left foot with my right hand, the left supporting her leg behind the knee, my fingers stroking. I extended her leg while pulling it subtly to the outside, giving me an even better view between her thighs.

The promise I would soon enjoy.


Chapter Six: Wild Lust

My heart pounded like it never had before. My fingers worked into the pads of her feet. Her soft moan, her face transforming into relaxed bliss, made my own heart ache. My own pussy throb. It took all my self-control not to thrusts my hands between my thighs and frig myself to an orgasm.

Patience.

I massaged her feet. I relaxed away the strain, I brought her to the moment of trust. It was a wonderful process. The steam billowed around us. Her breasts rose and fell a little faster. Her nipples were hard, begging to be sucked.

And color burned in her cheeks.

When I abandoned her foot to work up her thighs, she didn't say a word. Her smile grew as my fingers massaged at her calves, feeling the wonder of her sleek muscles. My lips were wet from the steam, but I licked them anyways as I savored the feel of her. My nipples ached beneath my towel. The knot, which had held for so long, failed.

The towel fell off my naked body.

Linda's eyes flickered down. She didn't say a word, but her smile grew a little broader as she stared at my naked tits. I hoped she enjoyed her full sight of my snake tattoo wound about my right breast. I knew I loved the sight of her black pubic hair adorning her pussy. Droplets beaded her curls, probably from the steam, but I hoped some where her own excitement.

And then I smelled her. Spicy. Her musk. I breathed deeply, savoring the flavor as my head swam.

My hands worked higher, massaging her thighs. My right hand was on the outside, my left the inside. My fingers worked in circles as I pushed up her sleek, shaved legs. The moisture on her skin lubricated the way. Her legs parted wider. The towel slipped, fell away.

Her pussy was exposed.

Linda stroked her stomach, her right hand moving in lazy circles. She sighed again as my hands reached mid-thigh. I worked into her muscles, relaxing her, stroking her, teasing her. Linda's hips undulated. Her excitement grew.

I caught hints of pink through her thick bush. Her clit peeked out, waiting for me. I licked my lips again. My tongue ached to press against it. She would discover the joys of my tongue stud. Her husband didn't have one.

Linda's hand stroked her stomach higher, moving towards her large breasts. Her fingers twitched. She fought the urge to play with her breasts as her excitement built in her nethers. My hands moved higher, reaching her pussy. Both massaged her inner thighs now. I didn't hide my destination.

She watched me. Her smile broad now. She knew it was coming. My fingers were inches away. The heat radiated from her pussy. My knuckles brushed her vulva, sliding through her silky hair. An accidental contact. Just part of my massage.

Neither of us were fooled.

I brushed her again. She sucked in her breath. Her hand brushed the bottoms of her breasts.

I leaned in and licked her clit.

Her moan exploded through the sauna. My tongue circled her clit, rubbing the hard end of my stud against her flesh. Her body heaved and shook. Her breasts jiggled above me. I stared up at her face, watching the pleasure transform her, the widening of her eyes, the broadening of her smile.

I gave her joy.

“Aurora,” she moaned. “Aurora.”

I didn't answer. I kept licking, tonguing, circling. My fingers played with her pussy, caressing her wet folds, toying with her. She shuddered again. I loved her so much. My heart thudded for joy as I nibbled on her clit.

Then I moved my lips down. My fingers pried her labia apart. Her silky pubic hairs tickled my lips. My tongue slid through her folds, slowly, teasing her. She shuddered and bucked. Her right hand shot up, grasping her breasts, her fingers sinking into her flesh.

“Aurora, yes.”

My tongue grew vigorous. No more playing around. It was time to love her with passion. I took long, hard swipes, pressing my tongue stud into her silky flesh. Her juices poured into her mouth as her body shook, humping against me.

Her thighs tightened on my cheeks. Now both her hands gripped her tits. She massaged them, her thumbs swiping across the bottoms of her areolas, almost touching her nipples. Her tongue protrudes through her lips as she sighs. Her eyes flutter.

And she moves. She can't stay still. My tongue pleases her too much. She shudders again, her thighs clamping on my cheeks. More moans escaped her lips as I worked her to her first lesbian orgasm.

I shuddered in anticipation. I wanted to play with myself, but my pleasures could wait. She needed this more than I did.

“Aurora.”

Every time she moaned my name I licked her harder. I shoved my tongue into the depths of her pussy before sliding through her folds. I sucked and nibbled on her fat labia and sensitive clit. Her fingers clenched into her breasts whenever I teased her.

And her juices flowed.

A spicy nectar. I feasted. Sticky fluids covered my face. I exulted in them, rubbing my cheeks and chin into her flesh. My every breath perfumed by my love. My fingers massaged at her thighs, my fingernails scraping at her skin, teasing her, driving her wild.

Taking her to her orgasm.

Her fingers found her nipples. They pinched them. Pulled them. Fat, pink nubs stretched. Her hips humped harder, grinding her pussy into my mouth. Her moans poured from her mouth, a never ending stream of gasps and sighs.

“Aurora,” she gasped when her orgasm crashed through her.

I watched her as she bucked, guiding her through her first lesbian climax. Her body convulsed. Her face twisted with beautiful passion. And those wonderful breasts heaved over me. They slapped together as she bucked. I held on, my tongue flicking at her clit.

And then I added my fingers.

I shoved a pair into her spasming pussy as I tongued her clit. I fucked them in and out. I savored her hot, tight flesh convulsing around my fingers. Her moans grew louder. She gasped and bucked, her orgasm intensifying.

“Fuck, Aurora! Oh, fuck! You really did it! You seduce me! You wicked lesbian.”

“So wicked,” I moaned, fingering her hard and fast. My thumb rubbed on her clit. I rose, her juices dripping from her face. My left hand seized her by the back of the head and pulled her to me. “I'm going to show you how women fuck.”

“Yes!” Lust burned in her face.

Then she kissed me hard. She didn't balk at her spicy musk staining my skin. Her pussy clamped on my fingers plunging in and out of her pussy. Her hands found my breasts. She squeezed hard, excited. Her fingers found my nipples.

Pleasure shot down to my pussy.

Her fingers caressed them, loved them. She twisted my nipple piercing. I groaned into the kiss. Our tongues wrestled. My thumb rub harder on her clit. My fingers made obscene sounds as they pumped in and out of her cunt. She was wet and juicy.

She pulled on my nipples, stretching them out like she had her own. My pussy clenched. The pleasure shot from my nipples. They ached. I moaned into the kiss, loving it. My hips shook. My fingers tightened in her hair. My other fingers pumped faster in her cunt.

“Yes,” she hissed, breaking the kiss. “Oh, yes. More fingers. I need more. Stretch my cunt out. I need to cum again.”

I grinned at her. I had unleashed a slumbering creature lurking in her soul. She had the first true pleasure in a decade or more, and now she feasted. I pushed a third finger into her pussy. She shuddered, loving the feel. Her fingers pulled hard on my nipples. It hurt as she stretched my breasts out.

“Yes, yes, that's it,” I groaned. “Do you love my fingers in your married cunt?”

“Yes,” my love moaned. “Oh, god, it's good. Mmm, yes. Ream my cunt. Oh, fuck. I need to cum again and again. I don't want to stop.”

She kissed me hard, her tongue licking, caressing my lips, savoring her pussy. Her right hand shot from my left breast between my hands, bold. She shoved it between my thighs. I gasped as her fingers shoved into my pussy.

No hesitation.

I groaned into the kiss, our tongues fencing again. Our fingers pumped into each other's pussies at the same frantic, hungry rate. She kept pulling on my piercing. Every time she did, my pussy squeezed hard on her thrusting fingers.

I broke the kiss, staring into her eyes. “Yes, yes, let's finger each other to explosive climaxes.”

“Yes, harder!” Her lips pursed. “Mmm, I wish there was more of my pussy juices on your lips. I taste great. Do you taste as good?”

“Yes,” I hissed. “Make me cum and you'll find out just how wonderful I do.”

“Good.”

Our fingers pumped in and out of each other's slippery cunts. My pussy clenched and relaxed on her fingers. I swayed and gasped as the pleurae built and built in my core. I groaned and she moaned. Our voices echoed through the room.

“Give me more,” she moaned. “More, Aurora.”

I shoved a fourth finger into her cunt. She was so tight. She gasped. Her head lolled back. The heel of her hand ground on my clit as she fucked her fingers so fast inside my pussy. I worked my four fingers in and out of hers. Juices coated my palms, trickling out to of her depths.

“Are you going to cum as hard as I am?” she asked me. Her body heaved. “Huh? Are you going to explode with me?”

I nodded my head. “I'm going to cum so hard, Linda. Oh, yes.”

“You've been planning this. You wanted to seduce me. You were honest. I can't believe it.”

“I love you,” I groaned.

Her eyebrows furrowed. “Whatever. I don't care. Just finger me. Make me explode. Make me cum so fucking hard.”

“Yes!”

My pussy clenched on her fingers. My clit ached beneath her rubbing palm. Her left hand stretched out my right nipple again. Burst of pleasure shot from my nipple down to my dripping pussy. I groaned. My walls clenched.

I came hard.

“Linda, yes!” I screamed tossing back my head. My red hair clung to my face as I shuddered. Steam billowed around me as my pussy spasmed on her fingers.

The pleasure washed through my body. So wonderful. I bucked and groaned. I jammed my four fingers deep into her cunt. They curled instinctively, brushing her G-spot. Even through the bliss of my orgasm, I realized where I touched her.

Linda sucked in her breaths. A huge smile crossed her face as I massaged. I trembled, my mind swimming in bliss, but I still groaned, “That's right. I found it. Your G-spot. It exists. And you're going to cum so hard.”

“Do it! Make me explode!”

she kept fingering me, prolonging my orgasm. My clit ached beneath her palm, growing sensitive as my orgasm intensified. I focused on rubbing with my fingers. I massaged the bundle of nerves in her pussy. She shuddered. Tensed.

Explode.

“Aurora!”

Linda's ass flew off the bench. She bucked and writhed. Her pussy spasmed so hard it almost hurt my hands. She crushed my four fingers together as she bucked and moaned. Her juices flowed out, coating my hand. They dripped with her excitement.

“That's it,” I groaned. “That's what a lesbian gives you. This is how a lesbian makes you cum.”

“It's amazing!” she screamed. Her eyes squeezed shut. “Holy shit...I...oh, god...oh, fuck! Yes!”

She kept moaning and bucking. She squirmed and gasped. It was such a beautiful thing to behold. I loved it. I loved her. I kissed her, drinking in her moans, her passion, as her pussy spasmed about me. She let go of my breast to seize me by the back of my neck, holding her tight to her lips.

Her thighs clamped on my wrist. Her body bucked. She moaned so loudly into my lips. My heart raced. I loved giving her this joy. It made me so happy. She shuddered a final time, and then she slid away, lying on her side on the bench, a huge smile on her face.

“That was the best, Aurora,” she panted. She brought her sticky fingers to her lips. They were covered in my juices. “Mmm, I get to taste you again.”

She sucked them into her mouth one by one. I did the same with my fingers. Her cheeks hollowed as she cleaned my juices off. Her eyelids fluttered. She tasted ambrosia. Her large breasts rose and fell as I cleaned off her spicy juices adorning my fingers. I cleaned them thoroughly. Her eyes were lidded, staring at me as she enjoyed my fingers.

“Wow,” she groaned. “Wow, wow, wow.”

I smiled and climbed onto her body. Her arms wrapped about me. My head lay on her pillowy breasts. My lover stroked my back, sucking in deep breaths as we both came down from our orgasmic highs.

My eyes closed. It was so warm inside the sauna. I could fall asleep for eternity in her arms.

I never wanted to lift my head. I wanted to stay with my cheek resting on her soft flesh, her hard nipple right in front of my lips. My right hand gripped her breast. I brought her nipple to my mouth and sucked on it. Not hard, just letting it fill my mouth.

Linda sighed again as she stroked my damp hair. I had never been happier.


Chapter Seven: Slumbering Beast

My heart beat with excitement when I entered Body Design the next day. Linda and I made such sweet love yesterday. I was eager to see her, to exercise with her, and then to make love with her in the shower.

My heart raced. I was so in love with her. I burst with the excitement to see her.

Becky wasn't manning the desk when I walked in. My eyes scanned around. I didn't see Linda anywhere. That didn't matter. She was probably running late again. I took a deep breath and went to the locker room. I put my clothes in the locker, pocketed the keys in my gym shorts.

I bit my lip, craning my head, hoping to see her walking into the locker room. The half-undressed women didn't attract my attention. I was too excited to see my lover. Maybe Linda was the one? Had I finally found a woman to stay in love with? To have a true relationship? Fantasies of me and her running off together on my motorcycle, her abandoning her husband and son to be mine, burned through my thoughts.

We would be perfect together. She was wild. She had fingered me to such an orgasm.

But I didn't see her. I sighed. I stood up, my gaze sweeping around one last time just to make sure. I noticed the cleaning sign on one of the sauna doors. A smile played on my lips. I bet pink-haired Britney, or was her name Becky, was playing in there.

Feeling a naughty surge, I walked to the saunas. I wished Linda was here to share it with me. I paused at the door. A woman's feminine moan issued through the door. The sounds of true passion. I grinned.

And opened the door.

My Linda's tits were heaving as she humped into Becky's face. The pink-haired slut knelt, vigorously tonguing Linda's pussy. My love didn't notice me. Her eyes were clenched shut. She screamed and gasped, lost to her orgasm.

“Yes, yes, yes, you filthy lesbian, lick my twat! Damn, Britney, you're better than Aurora! Shit, yes!”

I closed the door. I walked to my locker. Tears burned in my eyes. My relationships never lasted. Especially with straight women. I shouldn't be shocked that this one was over. I shouldn't be hurt.

But I was. My bruised heart beat fast. I pulled out the key. Unlocked the locker. Grabbed my bag. I walked out of Body Design to my motorcycle. I knew I would never go back.

Only when I put on my red helmet and flipped down the visor did I cry. Tears ran down my cheeks as I kick-started my bike. The engine purred to life.

It would have ended soon anyways, I reminded myself. They always do. There'll be another woman to...

A flash of black hair. A graceful stride. A woman walked into the nearby dry cleaners in a tight business skirt.

What a gorgeous ass.

My heart beat faster. I smiled, sniffing, my tears drying up. Did I need to have anything dry cleaned?

Want to read the next part? Click here for A Dinner Affair!
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Sneak Preview of “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.”

If you want to read more, click here for Dressing Room Seduction!
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