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Naughty Excerpt from “A Dinner Affair”

I pressed into her from behind, grinding my crotch into her ass as my arms went around her waist. I nuzzled against her ear and licked. “I bet you have a hot cunt from the ride.”

“So hot,” she moaned. “That and the champagne. It's my weakness.” She giggled again. “The bubbly makes my pussy bubble.”

“Good,” I purred.

I gripped the dildo tight in my left hand as my right went wandering. I nuzzled at her neck, nibbling, teasing. I breathed in her perfume. I didn't recognize the brand, but it made every inhalation nirvana. My hand reached the hem of her dress. I stroked the tight fabric and pulled it up.

She shivered. “Aurora?”

“Shhh, keep browsing. Find a hot toy you want to use on me.” I nipped her neck. “And just enjoy while I play with you.”

My right hand dipped between her thighs, pushing her skirt up with my wrist as I stroked to her panties. I brushed the lacy edge. The heat of her pussy bled through. I smiled, loving the feel of her through her panties. I pressed her panties' gusset into her folds, letting her excitement bleed through.

Her moans were heavenly. They pushed me to keep up my naughty exploration. To press into her depths and make her squirm on my fingers. I probed deeper and deeper. Her hot flesh clung to me. She squirmed again and ground against me, loving my touch.

I undulated against her ass, wishing we were naked so I could feel her skin directly. No barriers. I sucked harder on her neck, bringing another soft moan from her lips while my fingers pushed aside the gusset of her panties. I brushed her shaved lips.

“Naughty? Did you do that for your husband.”

“A surprise for him,” she moaned. “I hate shaving.”

“Well, I'm so glad I get to enjoy,” I moaned as I stroked a finger through the plump, hot wetness of her pussy.

“I think you'll appreciate it,” she moaned.

“And I think you'll appreciate this.” I brought the dildo to the lips of her pussy. She stiffened in my arms as I rubbed the tip of the toy up and down her folds. I pictured her swollen labia gripping the tip, her juices coating it.

I quested and probed, found her hole. She rose in her heels as I slid the dildo deeper and deeper into the velvety grip of her pussy. She shuddered in my arms and let out the cutest moan. My pussy clenched in sympathy, glad I could share such a wicked delight with her.

I pulled the dildo out and slid it back in. Slowly. I teased her with it. I loved how she trembled and sucked in her breath. My right hand slid up her body, rubbing her stomach through the fabric of her dress before I went higher and higher.

“So, how do you like it?” I whispered into her ear.

“It's exciting. I can feel all the bumps and ridges. Mmm, I love how it caresses me.” She gave a little squeal as I thrust the toy into her depths. “Yes, Aurora. I can't believe were doing this. In a sex shop. Someone could spot us.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned. “Wicked, right?”

“So wicked.” She bit her lip, worrying it. “Damn, Aurora. I can't believe how wild you are. You're just amazing.”

“I know,” I giggled. “Mmm, your juices are dripping out. I can feel how wet you are.”

I slid the dildo faster and faster. I loved how she squirmed. My nipples ached as they rubbed on her back and my clit tingled in my jeans. Her ass writhed, rubbing into the crotch of my pants. My right hand found her breasts, squeezing and playing with both, going back and fort between them, feeling how hard her nipples were.

I tweaked them.

She shuddered, her ass pushing back into my crotch. My wrist pumped the dildo faster and faster. My pussy flooded my panties as I drove my lover closer and closer to cumming. The door opened. A new customer walked in, stomping through the store, heading for the DVD's.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Chapter One: Dinner Shift

Someone kept calling me.

Almost from the moment I hopped onto my bike and left my apartment, my smart phone in my back pocket began vibrating. Over. And over. And over. But I was riding my motorcycle, my helmet down, the visor on. There was no way I was answering my phone as I roared down the hill towards the freeway.

I would be late for work if I pulled over.

So I had to put up with it. It wasn't a long ride to my work at Gamahuche, a fine dining restaurant on the waterfront along Ruston Way. I just drove down the hill, got on Highway 705 and and roared down it. The freeway turned into Schuster Parkway which became Ruston Way, running along the coast out towards the small town of Ruston while passing the waterfront full of beaches, piers, and restaurants.

And my phone buzzed the entire way there. It was like I had a vibrator in my back pocket, only this wasn't nearly as fun.

I pulled my bike into the narrow lanes of the parking lot of Gamahuche, the salt of the sea filling my nose. I found a place to park, ripped off my helmet, and grabbed the phone out of my back pocket.

Ruth had called. And called. And called.

She was my best friend, and sometimes lover. A cute, if on the plain side, Jewish lesbian. My anger vanished. It must be important for her to call me. Before I could navigate my phone to call her back, it buzzed in my hand.

Ruth.

I swiped the phone. “Hey.”

“A-Aurora,” sobbed my friend.

“What's wrong?” I asked, walking to the side door of the restaurant. “I'm heading in to work. I can't talk long.”

“It's...it's...Theresa.”

“She broke up with you?” For a few months, Ruth had been dating a married woman named Theresa. The pair were having fun running around behind the back of the woman's husband. But the last few weeks had seemed rocky to me.

“Yes!” Ruth sobbed again, her broken wails echoing through the phone. My heart broke for her.

I had my own married woman problems. A few week ago, I had seduced Linda at my gym. She was a beautiful woman. I awakened her to the joys of lesbian sex, and she had embraced it. She loved it. She couldn't get enough of it.

She just didn't embrace me.

I could still see her writhing on Becky's—or was her name Britney?—mouth in the sauna at Body Design, the gym I still had a membership at. I had really loved Linda, not surprising, I did fall in love easily. I still thought about her. Even my fling with a my oral hygienist two days ago had done little to make me forget about Linda.

Usually, seducing any one made me forget my last lover. And if she was straight, like Mandy the oral hygienist, then I would hardly remember Linda's name right. But Mandy, or was her name Mindy, hardly left an impression on me.

“She's staying with her husband,” Ruth sobbed. “She loves him. Can you believe that? I thought she loved me.”

“I'm so sorry,” I sighed as I stepped into the employee bathroom. “I'm at work. My shift is about to start.”

“I'm sorry to bother you.” Ruth sniffed.

“No, no. I can call out.”

“No!”

I flinched from Ruth's outburst. “It's not a biggie.”

“And have you lose another job? How many have you had this year?”

“Um, there was the cars sales job, and the auto part store, the bikini barista, the sub shop, oh, and I worked for the library.”

“So you will not lose this job.” Ruth took a deep breath. “I'll be fine.”

“Listen, come to my place. I get off in six hours. We'll eat ice cream, watch horror movies, and bitch about Tammy's husband.”

“Theresa,” she corrected. “Her name's Theresa. And thank you.”

“You have a key, right?”

“I do. I'll let you go. Love you.”

I smiled. “Love you, Ruth. We'll get you through this.”

The phone went dead. I turned it off and slipped it into my backpack—no phones aloud while on the clock. Then I quickly changed into a black skirt and white blouse. I ran a comb through my red hair, taming the worse damage riding my motorcycle did. Luckily, I had fine hair and it tended to cooperate. I tied it back with a black scrunchy and stepped out ready to face work.

I clocked on three minutes late. I hoped no one noticed.

Working at Gamahuche provided interesting possibilities. There were ten other waitresses, three who had never been with a girl until I got my hands on them, but the other seven had dabbled with bisexuality or were gay.

One spicy lesbian waitress, Clarissa, almost made me forget Linda when I fucked her with a strap-on beneath the pier. Almost.

I worked my shift. I started just as dinner got going. Customers were flowing in and out. I moved from table to table, pouring drinks, recommending wines, taking orders, bringing out food, buttering up my customers. Being good a seduction also made me good at getting tips.

The wad of cash in my back pocket grew as the night went on. It was four hours into my shift when she walked in.

My heart stopped. I was taking another table's orders when my eyes caught movement. My head turned automatically and my gaze landed on her—black, slinky dress; dark nylons on lush legs; a scoop blouse showing off an impressive cleavage that bounced and jiggled as she walked; a diamond pendant nestled between her lush tits. Mid-thirties, great shape, lush lips.

And with a man.

He was tall, in a gray suit, a smile on his face. The maitre d' lead them to a small table with a mauve candle burning in the center. The restaurant did that for couples on anniversaries. A wedding ring glinted on her finger.

I was in love.

Linda or Laura or Lisa or whatever that woman's name was could fuck all the other women she wanted. I had found a new love.

“Did you get that?” a man asked.

“I'm sorry,” I said, peeling my eyes away from my future conquest. A woman that gorgeous was wasted on a man. I looked back at the couple I was supposed to be waiting on. “I'm having one of those nights. I'm so sorry for spacing on you.”

His date, a pretty blonde, looked out the side of the table and saw the man. She smiled. “Oh, I totally get that, honey.”

I doubt you did.

The man repeated his order. I gathered up the menus, took the order back to the kitchen, and headed to my next table to wait on, my head turning. How could I seduce a woman on her wedding anniversary? It was an impossible challenge. Gamahuche was darkly romantic, she was dressed to the nines, and her husband, I had to admit, was a handsome enough fellow.

Seducing her couldn't be done, but I was compelled to go over there and flirt to the best of my ability.


Chapter Two: Nine Years

“How're you doing tonight?” I asked when I came over. “I'm Aurora, and I'll be your server tonight.”

“We're doing amazing,” the woman said.

“How many years?”

“Is it that obvious?” The woman reached across the table and took her husband's hand. The ring glinted, mocking me. This woman belongs to him. I'm the proof.

I hated the ring.

“Nine wonderful years.”

The man smiled, stroking her hand. “Yes, it has.”

They leaned over and kissed. I wanted to barf. It was so hard keeping a straight face as a jealous urge shot through me to strangle the guy. The Puget Sound was just behind the restaurant. No one would find the body...

Killing for love was justified. Right?

“I am so happy for you,” I said instead, letting my hand touch the woman's shoulders. “And is that an anniversary gift?”

The woman looked down at her pendant, her smile growing wider. “Christmas present our first year together. My favorite.”

“And I have something—” The man's cell phone rang, cutting off his words. “Sorry.” He flashed a smile at his wife.

She took in a deep breath, her lips pursing.

Hope beat in my heart.

The man took out a rose-gold iPhone 6. It looked like the latest model, and he would choose the flashiest case. As he brought the phone to his ear, his sleeve rolled back to reveal a large, gold Rolex. And then he began talking in the phone.

“Honey, no work,” the wife huffed. “It's our anniversary.”

“Just a sec, hun,” he smiled.

The wife took a deep breath, which did interesting things to her cleavage, and leaned back in the chair. She looked up at me and I rolled my eyes. A smile played on her lips for a moment, then the frown returned and she focused on her husband.

What an absolute boor. He didn't deserve to have this woman. Or any woman.

“Okay, that's not too bad. Just have Johnson come in. he can handle it, okay. I'm out a dinner with my wife—” He flashed his wife a smile. “—and you guys need to handle it without me. Okay. Good.” He lowered his phone. “Sorry, honey. Just a minor problem at work.” He picked up his menu. “Hmm, let's get a bottle of Dom Pérignon since we're celebrating.”

The smile returned to his wife's lips. “That sounds lovely.”

“Only the best, Penelope.”

“And any appetizers?” I asked, keeping my smile. So she could be bribed with champagne. I had no idea how that would help me. I could hardly afford a bottle of the good stuff. Well, I could, but I also had to make rent. I was a week late on it.

“Do you still have the Cajun calamari?” the husband asked.

“We do.” I wrote that down. “I'll go get the bottle of champagne while you look at the menu.”

I put my pad into my half apron and walked away with a forced smile. Already, Penelope held her husband's hands again, her face lighting up as they talked. One little phone call wouldn't ruin their perfect night.

Why didn't Ruth agree to let me call out? We could be on my couch right now getting fat with double fudge ice cream and watching bad horror movies. Instead, I'm stuck here at work watching the woman of my dreams having the night of her life with her husband.

Life sucked.

I put in the order for the appetizers, took out the plates for table 37, then went to the sommelier to have him fetch a bottle of Dom Pérignon. He returned with it chilling in a ice bucket. I grabbed a stand for the bucket and walked back out to the table.

The husband was on the phone. Penelope did not look happy. Her arms crossed, pressing up her magnificent breasts even more. Did she wear a bra or did the dress have its own built-in support. So much of her tits were exposed. A little more and the pinks of her areolas would peek out.

That would be so hot.

I arrived at the table, the husband speaking quickly and quietly into his phone. I didn't say a word. I merely caught Penelope's gaze and shook my head. She gave me the slightest nod back. I set up the bucket on the stand, popped the cork and poured them each two glasses.

Penelope snatched hers and downed half the drink before her husband even hung up. He gave his wife an apologetic smile. “It's getting bad at work. Complete meltdown. But Johnson's on it.”

“So you can turn off your cell phone?” Penelope arched an eyebrow plucked to a thin, black line.

He froze. “I...I can't. You understand. If it wasn't such a complete mess, I wouldn't even take the phone. You understand, right?”

“I understand it is our ninth wedding anniversary.”

He snatched up his glass, putting on his best smile, and held it up. “And here's to many more happy anniversaries.”

She raised her glass and tinked it to his before she downed the rest of her champagne. Her lipstick stained the rim of her glass. She held it before me. I grabbed the bottle and poured her another glass of champagne while her husband grabbed the menu. “Well, let's order. Look, they have the sea bass you always love.” He glanced at me. “I took her here on our first date. I lied my way past the maitre d' claiming I had a reservation and he messed it up. Then I could barely afford to pay for the meal. Almost lost my apartment.” He glanced at his wife. “But it was worth it.”

She didn't answer. She flashed me a, “We'll see,” look, still angry.

I gave her a supporting smile. They both ordered, Penelope the sea bass and her husband the surf and turf. I took the orders to the kitchen, waited on a few more tables, then brought out their calamari horderves.

I was said to see the wife smiling again. He had managed to mollify her. The woman was passionate, quick to anger and quick to forgive, oscillating between the two states. And he seemed to know how to get her back to forgiveness.

Damn.

I didn't linger. Another table called for me. As much as I wanted to seduce Penelope, it didn't look like it was happening. I was back to suffering in silence. It twisted my guts to see her happy with him. It wasn't that he was a man, which I did find a little unfair, but that he wasn't me. I could make her so much happier.

Okay, maybe I couldn't afford to eat at Gamahuche—the dinner plates averaged $60—but I could give her other things. I wouldn't take phone calls during our anniversary dinner. I would make it the best anniversary dinner ever.

It would be my first.

My longest girlfriend was two weeks. I think her name was Marcy. Or maybe it was Mercy? Maria?

It was hard not to take my bad mood out on the other customers. They all were so happy, enjoying their dinners. Many were on dates, sharing kisses. I should be sharing kisses. Penelope had the most kissable lips.

Our kiss would start out slow, little nibbles on her lower lip while the excitement between us built and built. Then I would put my hand on her thigh, stroking her through her nylons. It would stimulate us both so much. There was nothing like stroking a woman's thigh covered in nylon. It created an erotic electricity.

I would slid higher and higher, slipping beneath her skirt. Our kiss would become heated. Our tongues would flash and—

“Table 38's up,” Clarissa said, snapping me out of my daze. “Daydreaming about Missy?”

“Huh?” I asked.

“The new girl. She's delicious. I wouldn't mind tag-teaming her. You're good at seducing the panties off the straight girls.”

“No, no, Penelope over at table 30.”

“Oh, the woman who's crying?” Clarissa asked. “Mmm, that's really making her cleavage jiggle.”

“She's crying?” What had happened? I had just dropped off their dinner plates. They seemed so happy.

And then I saw him on the phone, standing up, putting on his jacket. Penelope glared at him, saying something. He waved his arm. I walked away from Clarissa. I had to go to her, comfort her. I can't believe her husband was leaving in the middle of their anniversary dinner.

Clarissa caught my hand. “Table 38?”

“Can you take it?”

“Only because you're so wild, Aurora.”

I headed to the table and stopped. “What's wrong? Is there a problem with the food?”

“No, no, I just have to take care of something,” the man said. “At work. Won't take long, honey. Don't cry. Listen, they're sending a car, okay. If I don't get back—”

“It's our anniversary, Burt. Fuck the problem at work.”

He winced. People glanced at the table.

“I'm so sorry. It's an emergency. It's my job. You understand.”

“That your job's more important than me.”

He grit his teeth. “Don't say it like that. If I didn't have a job, we'd be out on the street. I work for us.” He pulled out his wallet and set a gold credit card on the table. “Here. Pay for the meal. Order yourself a nice dessert. I will make this up to you. I promise. I love you.”

“Then stay.”

“I want to.” He leaned down to kiss her on the lips, but she turned away so he kissed her cheek again. He sighed. “If I can get it taken care of quickly, I'll come back. The night may not be ruined. I am sorry honey.”

“Just go and save your boss's ass,” she sneered. “I don't care. Not the first time you've had to work on our anniversary. I'll be fine.”

He sighed again then walked out of the restaurant.

More tears beaded in her eyes and clung to her long, lush lashes. My heart broke for her. No one should make my Penelope cry. I sat down across from her, reached over the table, and took her hand. She looked up at me.

Even crying she was beautiful.

“I have an idea that will make this all better,” I purred.


Chapter Three: Wild Ride

Penelope looked at me. Her eyes were bleary. She pulled her hand away, downed her champagne, then poured herself another glass. The bottle was almost empty. She looked away from me and drank deep. She shuddered, fighting to gain control.

I moved my chair, shifting it around the table to sit closer to her. Beneath the table, our feet brushed. I took her free hand, caressing the diamond on her wedding ring. I gave her a smile as I stroked her hand.

“There's a way to get back at him.”

“How?”

“To have fun without him.” I reached out with my free hand and took his credit card. “And do it with his money.”

“What kind of fun?”

“The naughty kind,” I smiled, my fingers stroking the card. “I'll go get you another bottle of champagne for the road, then we'll take a ride on my motorcycle. I'll show you amazing sights.”

She looked down at my hand on hers. She shifted and finished off her drink. Her cheeks were flushed, but I wasn't sure if it was from the champagne or my touch. I licked my lips and slipped my right foot out of my heels then slid my bare foot up and down her leg.

“It'll be a night you'll never remember. It'll be wicked. And it will serve your husband right for abandoning you while you wear that gorgeous dress.” I let out a purring moan, stroking her nylons. They felt wonderful on the side of my foot. “That dress is too perfect for you not to have fun.”

“You have a motorcycle?”

I nodded my head. “It is wild to ride.” I leaned in. “I've cum from the motor a few times. It can really purr.”

“Damn champagne,” she muttered, taking a deep breath. “Always makes me horny.”

“Horny enough to have fun with a lesbian?”

“Yeah, why not? Nine years of marriage and he leaves me to go to work. Fuck him. I want to have fun. I expected to have fun. And if you can deliver, Aurora. Then I say lets do it.”

“Just let me change.”

I rushed to the back and grabbed Clarissa. “Bring table 30 another bottle of Dom Pérignon and cash her out.”

“Why don't you do it?” Clarissa asked.

“Got to go. Something came up.” I glanced at Penelope, my heart bursting for joy. “I hope you understand.”

“You're ditching work to go fuck a customer?” gaped Clarissa.

“Don't make it sound so dirty,” I grinned. “But it's going to be. Mmm, yes, I'll show her a dirty, wild night.”

“But...” Clarissa blinked as I headed to the bathroom to change.

No one was happy with my decision to walk out on the job to make love with Penelope. None of them understood, especially not my boss. The asshole seized me by the arm as I walked out of the bathroom changed into my jeans and halter top.

“What the fuck are you doing, Aurora?”

“Got a hot date with my lady love,” I smiled. “Later.”

“I can't fucking believe this. We're slammed and you're walking out?”

“Love calls.” A giddy laughter escaped my lips. “I'm a butterfly. I have to go.”

“A butterfly?” He shook his head. “What the fuck does that mean?”

I turned around, walked backwards, and winked at him, then I spun and headed for the doors that led out to the restaurant.

“If you walk out of here, you're fired!”

I shrugged. “More important things than a job.”

People did not have their priorities straight. When you had a chance to seduce a woman like Penelope, you couldn't let anything stand between you and her. Especially nothing as petty as a job.

I shoved through the swinging doors into the busy restaurant. Clarissa strode past me, holding the ticket from table 30. “I'm not splitting the tip with you.”

I shrugged again. My eyes were on Penelope. She had her champagne glass in hand, polishing off the last of the first bottle. She downed it and took a deep breath before standing up. She smoothed her scrumptious, black dress, making sure it fell perfectly about her body.

“Ready to have a night you'll remember until the day you die?”

“Quite a boast,” she answered with a grin, her hips swaying.

“I never boast.” I hooked my arm around her waist, my freehand snagging the new bottle of champagne and swept the pair of us out of the restaurant.

The sun still shone. The days were so long in June. The breeze caressed my cheeks as it blew off the Puget Sound. I breathed in the air and guided her to my pride and joy—my Honda Interceptor motorcycle. She had a 782cc V4 engine. I loved her.

“You weren't kidding about a motorcycle,” Penelope said.

“Nope.” I pressed my helmet into her hands and slipped the bottle of champagne into my backpack. “You hold onto that, too.” I handed her my backpack then straddled my motorcycle. I glanced at her. “Well?”

She hopped on the back and let out a giggle. “I can't believe I'm doing this.” She wrapped her arms around my waist and pressed her breasts into my back. They were so soft. A hot thrill ran through me. “You're not going to drive fast?”

“It's only fun when you drive fast,” I laughed and kick-started the engine.

My baby purred to life. The deep, primal growl roared through the bike. I squirmed, loving the vibrations against my pussy. My nipples hardened. Her hands tightened on me and I heard her let out a moan of delight.

“Every girl needs to ride a motorcycle,” I laughed. “Nothing like all that power between your legs.”

“No,” she gasped.

I revved the engine, twisting the accelerator. Her hands tightened about my waist, clinging to me. I loved it. She would be wet and ready for anything. I kicked the bike into gear, revved the motor again while holding the brakes. The bike tire squealed and smoke. I leaned over, my right foot on the ground, and let my back tire burn a half circle to turn us around.

Then we were off.

She shrieked in my ear, holding on so tight, as I roared my bike out onto Ruston Way. The engine snarled as I shifted through the gears, pushing her faster and faster, weaving in and out of the slower cars as the road bent and turned into Highway 705.

The air screamed past us. I felt so alive. Me and my girl blazing through the evening. No one could stop us. We were naughty girls on the prowl tonight. And we would have so much wicked fun. If her husband didn't want to treat this woman right, then I would.

I pushed my bike faster and faster. The sights blazed past us. In a minute, we were screaming past downtown. I zoomed around a slower truck and cut over to the off-ramp. The truck honked. I flipped him off while Penelope laughed. I slowed the bike as we hurtled towards the bend. I controlled my bike, leaning into the curve. She pressed against me, holding on so tight. I loved the feel of her against me. Then I straightened and roared down the off-ramp.

The light was green. Then yellow.

I floored it, hurtling towards the intersection.

The light went red.

We zoomed through the intersection and then raced up the hill. My bike slowed on the climb. So I twisted the accelerator and downshifted. We reached the top of the hill and I ran another red light, turning hard onto Commerce Street. I slowed the bike and pulled into the street corner before a sleazy shop.

“Why are we stopping?” she asked in a breathless purr.

“Our first stop,” I grinned as I deployed the kickstand.


Chapter Four: Testing the Merchandise

“Here?” she asked, glancing at the street. And then she caught the flashing red sign reading, “Adult Entertainment” on the outside of a blacked out window.

“Larry's Bookshop?” Penelope's arms tightened around me. “Is this...?”

“A sex shop? Yep.” I grinned at her. “One of the sleaziest you'll ever find. Come on.”

“Why?”

“To buy some toys to play with. Courtesy of your husband.”

Penelope let out a gigglish laugh. “Oh, you are wicked. I've always ordered my toys off the Internet.”

“Then how could you try them out before hand?” I winked as I climbed off my bike, my pussy dripping with excitement.

“What?”

“Yeah, how else do you know if it's the one for you unless you give it a test drive. Buying a dildo or a vibrator's like buying a car. You got to test it out first.”

“And they'll let us?”

“Nope. That's half the fun.”

“Oh, you are so wicked,” she groaned, her hips shifting. She took off my helmet and hung off the handlebar.

I took her hand and pulled her to me. I stroked her face then kissed her right there on the street. She melted against me. Her arms were tight around my waist. I tasted the champagne on her lips, loving the flavor. I slid my tongue into my mouth as her hands slid lower, cupping my ass. Her fingernails bit into the jeans, pulling me against her.

I loved this woman so much.

“Come on,” I purred, breaking the kiss and pulling away from her.

She took my hand and followed. The flavor of her lips lingered on mine. I savored it as I yanked open the store and led my married lover into the sex shop. It was as sleazy as you'd expect. Right up front were the racks of magazines, the covers showing off naked models, orange or pink dots over their nipples and pussies.

A bored man lounged at the counter. He glanced up at us once, then flicked down to the comic book he read. He turned the page, not caring what we were up to. He didn't even take a moment to ogle a pair of women.

Especially considering how gorgeous Penelope looked.

Maybe he was gay. I was so bad at figuring out if a guy was straight or not. I could tell with a woman in a flash. And while there were the camp gay who loved over the top dramas and looking fierce, others dressed like everyone else. Like lesbians, there was no one category every gay man fit into.

Or maybe the clerk was desensitized to hot women by spending all his time in a sex shop.

I really didn't care. The less he paid attention to us the better. I pulled my lover down the aisle, past the magazines. She giggled, snagging one up and presenting it to me. “Lesbian Anal Delights.”

I grinned at her. “Mmm, I love anal. Nothing like licking a woman's ass out then fucking her with a strap-on.”

“Really.” She giggled again. The champagne made her bubbly. I loved it.

“Uh-huh,” I said and stopped before the sex toys.

“Wow,” she said, her eyes flicking about to the various toys. “Damn, they have a lot.”

“Yep, from the realistic to the oversized. “I grabbed a box that was fourteen inches long with a picture of a rubbery, ebony cock on the side.

“No way,” she laughed. “That's too big.”

“Some girls like to be stretched.” I set the box down and snagged one that had a picture of a dildo covered in bumps and ridges. I always like those types. Nothing like feeling all those extra bits sliding in and out of your pussy.

I glanced at Penelope as she stared enraptured by the many sex toys, her eyes flicking from each one, studying it. Her hips shifted. I bet she had a hot cunt beneath her skirt. My fingers found the end of the box and opened it. I pulled out the purple shaft. I smiled at its girth, not too slim, but not one of the monsters. I licked it, the plastic flavor lingering in my mouth. I swirled my tongue around the tip as I moved behind Penelope.

I pressed into her from behind, grinding my crotch into her ass as my arms went around her waist. I nuzzled against her ear and licked. “I bet you have a hot cunt from the ride.”

“So hot,” she moaned. “That and the champagne. It's my weakness.” She giggled again. “The bubbly makes my pussy bubble.”

“Good,” I purred.

I gripped the dildo tight in my left hand as my right went wandering. I nuzzled at her neck, nibbling, teasing. I breathed in her perfume. I didn't recognize the brand, but it made every inhalation nirvana. My hand reached the hem of her dress. I stroked the tight fabric and pulled it up.

She shivered. “Aurora?”

“Shhh, keep browsing. Find a hot toy you want to use on me.” I nipped her neck. “And just enjoy while I play with you.”

My right hand dipped between her thighs, pushing her skirt up with my wrist as I stroked to her panties. I brushed the lacy edge. The heat of her pussy bled through. I smiled, loving the feel of her through her panties. I pressed her panties' gusset into her folds, letting her excitement bleed through.

Her moans were heavenly. They pushed me to keep up my naughty exploration. To press into her depths and make her squirm on my fingers. I probed deeper and deeper. Her hot flesh clung to me. She squirmed again and ground against me, loving my touch.

I undulated against her ass, wishing we were naked so I could feel her skin directly. No barriers. I sucked harder on her neck, bringing another soft moan from her lips while my fingers pushed aside the gusset of her panties. I brushed her shaved lips.

“Naughty? Did you do that for your husband.”

“A surprise for him,” she moaned. “I hate shaving.”

“Well, I'm so glad I get to enjoy,” I moaned as I stroked a finger through the plump, hot wetness of her pussy.

“I think you'll appreciate it,” she moaned.

“And I think you'll appreciate this.” I brought the dildo to the lips of her pussy. She stiffened in my arms as I rubbed the tip of the toy up and down her folds. I pictured her swollen labia gripping the tip, her juices coating it.

I quested and probed, found her hole. She rose in her heels as I slid the dildo deeper and deeper into the velvety grip of her pussy. She shuddered in my arms and let out the cutest moan. My pussy clenched in sympathy, glad I could share such a wicked delight with her.

I pulled the dildo out and slid it back in. Slowly. I teased her with it. I loved how she trembled and sucked in her breath. My right hand slid up her body, rubbing her stomach through the fabric of her dress before I went higher and higher.

“So, how do you like it?” I whispered into her ear.

“It's exciting. I can feel all the bumps and ridges. Mmm, I love how it caresses me.” She gave a little squeal as I thrust the toy into her depths. “Yes, Aurora. I can't believe were doing this. In a sex shop. Someone could spot us.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned. “Wicked, right?”

“So wicked.” She bit her lip, worrying it. “Damn, Aurora. I can't believe how wild you are. You're just amazing.”

“I know,” I giggled. “Mmm, your juices are dripping out. I can feel how wet you are.”

I slid the dildo faster and faster. I loved how she squirmed. My nipples ached as they rubbed on her back and my clit tingled in my jeans. Her ass writhed, rubbing into the crotch of my pants. My right hand found her breasts, squeezing and playing with both, going back and fort between them, feeling how hard her nipples were.

I tweaked them.

She shuddered, her ass pushing back into my crotch. My wrist pumped the dildo faster and faster. My pussy flooded my panties as I drove my lover closer and closer to cumming. The door opened. A new customer walked in, stomping through the store, heading for the DVD's.

“If he looks down his this aisle, he's going to get one helluva surprise,” I moaned into her ear. “He's going to see you grinding on me while I fuck your married pussy with my dildo.”

“Aurora,” she panted, shivering again.

“Are you going to cum? Is the prospect of getting caught with your lesbian lover turning you on?”

“So on.” She turned her head, her dark eyes burning into mine. “Keep fucking me with the dildo.” Her voice was low, husky. “Keep doing it. I want to cum in the middle of the store. This is the wildest thing I've ever done.”

I grinned at her. We kissed over her shoulder, our tongues sliding together. She trembled and shuddered as I slammed the dildo in and out of her pussy. So fast I could hear the wet squelch of every thrust.

My pussy was on fire. I ground harder into her ass, teasing my clit as I drove my married lover closer and closer to exploding. Her tongue thrust into my mouth. She half turned in my arms. I squeezed her large breast then slipped my hand into her bodice.

I cupped her breast, her nipple rubbing into the palm of my hand. Her heart thudded beneath. Her eyes rolled. She sighed into the kiss.

And came.

I kept my lips pressed tight to hers, muffling the sounds of her moans as she quivered and quaked in my arm. Her body spasmed. Her moans were so sweet and wonderful. I held her as she writhed. Juices warmed my hand as they flooded out of her.

I made my lover cum in the middle of the store. The guy browsing in the back moved around, his feet shuffling, unaware a live sex show hotter than anything he would find in those videos happened only fifteen feet away.

She gave one final hump then slumped and relaxed.

I broke the kiss, grinning at her. “Good, huh?”

“The best,” she panted.

She turned in my arms and held up a box. I grinned at the picture on the side—a stainless steel butt plug. I nuzzled against her neck, giving her a quick nip, as I pulled the dildo out of the depths of her pussy.

“You want to try that next?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I want to stick it in you.”

“You know what that's for?”

She nodded her head.

“You wicked slut,” I laughed. I loved her so much. “Get it nice and wet for me.”

I pulled away from her and licked her dildo clean of her spicy juices as she ripped open the box. The stainless steel butt plug tumbled out into her hand, a long, tapered cone with a handle. My sphincter clenched as she stared at it.

“Will this really fit into your ass?” she asked.

“I've had bigger,? I winked at her then sucked the dildo into my mouth. I moaned as my tongue swirled around the bumpy shaft, savoring her juices.

“So I need to get this wet, huh?” she asked. She froze, glancing towards the DVD's. The customer had found his purchase and made his way up to counter. He still had no idea about the naughty fun going on back here.

Grinning, Penelope lifted her skirts, flashing me her pussy, her panties still pushed to the side exposing her shaved lips. Juices glistened. More ran down her thighs. She rubbed the butt plug through her pussy lips, coating it with her natural lube.

I nodded my head in full agreement. I popped the dildo out of my mouth and set it on the box. I unsnapped my jeans and turned, pointing my ass at her. I wiggled out of them while looking over my shoulder at her.

She moaned and pushed the butt plug into her wet pussy's depths.

“Mmm, yes,” I purred. “That's how you get a toy lubed and ready for my ass.”

“I can't believe I'm doing this,” she moaned, her wedding ring glinting on her finger. “I'm such a wicked wife.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, shaking my panty covered ass at her.

She pulled the butt plug out of her pussy. It glistened. She reached out with her left hand, the diamond of her wedding ring brushing my flesh as she yanked my panties down. Then she brought the butt plug between my cheeks, rubbing it on my sphincter.

The customer left the store.

“Stop teasing me and shove it in,” I moaned, my hips undulating.

“But it's fun to tease you.” Her smile dazzled. I loved her so much. I wanted her to be mine forever.

A shadow moved. A man growled, “What the fuck is going on?”


Chapter Five: Champagne Delight

The store clerk stood at the end of the aisle. Penelope squeaked and jumped, her hand shoving the butt plug deep into my asshole. I groaned as the pussy-lubed toy spread my sphincter open and burning joy radiated through my bowels.

“Fucking dykes,” the clerk growled. “This isn't a fucking bordello. You can't fucking use the merchandise on each other.”

“We're just testing out the toys we're buying,” I moaned, shifting my hips, loving the feel of the butt plug in me.

“Get your fucking pants and panties pulled up, pay, and get the fuck out of here or I'm calling the police on your skank asses.”

“Sure, sure,” I grinned, snagging the dildo as Penelope pulled my panties up. “I'm keeping the butt plug in.”

“Whatever. So long as you pay.” He shook his head. “Fucking dykes.”

“I know, we're the best,” I laughed.

We took the boxes up, Penelope giggling and clinging to me the whole time. Especially when she produced her husbands credit card to pay for the toys. My asshole clenched about the butt plug as a naughty thrill shot through me.

The clerk rang it up. Penelope signed the slip, then we were out of there, the clerk growling at us to never come back. I flipped him off as I backed out of the door.

Outside, Penelope laughed so loud. She grabbed me and held on as she doubled over. She kept laughing and laughing, her face growing red as she struggled to catch her breath. “Aurora...we...oh, my god...we...in there...oh, wow...so hot.”

“And we're just getting started,” I purred. “I know the perfect spot to enjoy the champagne.”

“Good.”

We climbed onto my bike. I squirmed, feeling the butt plug press deeper into my ass. I was not accustomed to have a butt plug, or anything else, shoved into my ass when riding my motorcycle. I gasped when the engine roared to life. The plug vibrated inside of me.

It felt nice.

Penelope hugged me sight, her breasts pressing on my back. “Let's fucking ride.”

“That's right! We're a pair of wicked sluts tonight!”

Penelope screamed in my ear as I burned out and took off, leaving a cloud of smoke behind.

It was intoxicating riding with her, the butt plug in my ass, the air rushing past. The sun set. Night descended on Tacoma. I wove through the traffic, running red lights, cutting off cars. I didn't care. There were no rules tonight.

Only passion.

The stars twinkled above us as we drove into Point Defiance, the large nature preserve at the tip of the peninsula Tacoma was built on. The dark trees rushed by us as we passed the cars leaving. There were several beaches, including one deep into the park that not a lot of people knew about.

The perfect place to take my love.

I slowed as we descended the winding road down to the beach. I parked my bike and hopped off, the Puget Sound rippling silver as it caught the moonlight. With the thick trees behind us, screening the beech, it felt like our own world. Just me and her.

I grabbed the champagne bottle and popped the cork as we stepped out onto the sand.

“We didn't bring any glasses,” she giggled.

I took a swig from the bottle, the bubbly liquid pouring down my throat.

She snagged the bottle from me and drank, spilling it down her neck. The liquid ran down to her breasts. I groaned and yanked the bodice of her dress down. Her round breast popped out, glistening with champagne. The wonderful delight beaded on her nipple.

I leaned over and sucked on it.

She groaned and sighed. Bubbly champagne mixed with her nipple in my lips. She giggled and tilted the bottle. A sheet of champagne spilled down her breasts to my lips. I groaned, clutching her ass, my bowels clenching on the butt plug. My tongue licked, gathering the juices, the alcohol warming my stomach.

“We don't need glasses,” she giggled.

“Nope,” I grinned and peeled off my shirt, tossing it to the sands.

“Ooh, you are wicked,” she purred, spotting the snake tattoo coiled about my right breast, its tongue flicking at my nipple. My only pierced nipple.

Penelope poured champagne onto my chest. I shuddered as the frothy liquid ran across my breasts. Her mouth and tongue licked up and down my stomach and breasts. She moaned, gathering the wonderful delight beading on my skin. Her mouth licked around my right breast, following the coil of my snake.

Her lips found my pierced, right nipple. I groaned and shuddered. We sank together into the sand as she sucked. She set the bottle upright then her hands went to my sticky sides, rubbing the champagne into my flesh as she nibbled and sucked on my nipple.

“That's it,” I purred as I kneaded her tits. “Mmm, love my nipple. Keep sucking. That feels wonderful.”

The pleasure shot down to my pussy. I squirmed my thighs together.

Her hands found the snaps of my jeans. I gasped when they popped and her hand darted in. So bold. Many straight women were timid about touching a woman for the first time. But not Penelope. She dove right in.

My bowels clenched on the butt plug as her hand rubbed on the wet folds of my pussy. I moaned, my hips undulating as she stroked my folds. Her teeth nipped at my nipple, the pleasure shooting down to my cunt.

“Fuck, yes,” I gasped when she penetrated my pussy with three fingers. Bold. “You wicked slut. Finger my twat. Make me cum. I need it. I was so wet on the ride over.”

“I can tell,” she giggled. “Ooh, your other tit needs to be licked clean.”

“It's all sticky.”

My hips undulated as her three fingers reamed in and out of my cunt. Her mouth licked over to my breast. I groaned as she engulfed my pierced nipple. Her teeth snagged the barbell. She let out a purring growl as she tugged on it.

“Yes,” I gasped, the sharp pain knifing down to my pussy. “Ooh, just do that. I love that.”

My pussy clenched on her fingers and my bowels on my butt plug. Pleasure rippled through me. Her left hand reached around my waist and shoved down the back of my panties. Fingernails bit into the cheek of my ass as she moaned around my nipple.

Her fingers quested and found the butt plug. She fucked it in and out of my ass.

I gasped and squirmed, loving the sensation of the tapered toy reaming in and out of my bowels. I ground on her fingers and the butt plug. The pleasure swelled through me, mixing with the delight of her sucking mouth on my nipple.

“Penelope, yes,” I gasped. “Oh, fuck. Keep doing that. I'm going to cum so hard.”

She tugged on my piercing again, purring again. She was eager to make me cum. Her eyes sparkled in the moonlight as she stared up at me. I ran one hand through her dark hair as the other played with her sticky nipple. I pinched it.

She moaned and shoved the butt plug deep into me.

I squirmed and thrashed. My eyes rolled back into my head. I humped and undulated, my holes clenching down. The burning pleasure in my ass met the wonderful delight in my pussy. I sucked in a deep breath.

And came.

“Penelope!” I screamed to the Puget Sound. “I love you so much. Yes, yes, yes. Keep fucking my ass and fingering my cunt. Oh, sweet god, that's good.”

The pleasure radiated out of both my bowels and pussy. They mixed and merged as they traveled to my mind. I groaned, my toes curling as I embraced the wonderful delight. My eyes rolled back into my head. I trembled as I knelt on the sand.

Ecstasy carried me to my heights.

“I made a woman cum!” Penelope shouted. She pulled her fingers out of my pussy but left the butt plug being. “I made her cum so hard. Yes!” She fell back on the sand, laughing and giggling, her skirt riding up her thighs exposing her panties.

I licked my lips then lunged. I seized her panties and yanked the down her hips. I pocketed them, number forty-one. Almost halfway to winning my bet with Samir. But that didn't matter right now. I had a sexy woman to make love to.

“Roll onto your hands and knees.”

“Ooh, you want to fuck me like I'm your bitch,” Penelope gasped. She let out a growling bark.

“I'm just that wicked,” I giggled. “Mmm, yes.” I admired her ass wiggling at me, her pussy peaking out of the shadows between her thighs.

I snagged the bottle of champagne and brought the tip to her pussy. My mouth licked her clit as I shoved the neck of the bottle into her pussy. Champagne washed out of her cunt and poured into my mouth.

“Oh, shit, that's wonderful,” groaned Penelope. “A champagne douche.”

“And it's so delicious,” I groaned, tasting her spicy musk amid the bubbly delight.

I nibbled on her clit as I fucked the bottle in and out of her pussy. More champagne gushed out into my eager mouth. It was so hot. The frothy drink poured across my cheeks and ran down to my breasts. It dripped from my nipples as I shoved the bottle deeper into her pussy, spreading her lips apart.

“Oh, yes,” she gasped, her hips shaking. “Fuck my pussy. Ooh, this is so hot. Aurora, yes!”

I sucked on her clit, cleaning off the champagne and pussy juices as I pulled the bottle back out. Another flood of champagne gushed out, spilling about my mouth washing down to my breasts. I opened wide, drinking it down. My head swam from the excitement and booze.

I shoved the bottle back into her pussy. I fucked her over and over, driving her more and more wild as I tongued her clit and savored her champagne. My hips shook, my bowels savoring the delight of the butt plug.

The last of the champagne poured out into my mouth as she gasped and moaned. I groaned in disappointment and pulled the bottle out of her pussy. My tongue licked up through her folds and shoved into her cunt.

Bubbly delight sloshed in her.

“Squeeze your pussy,” I moaned. “Clench your kegels.”

“Yes,” panted Penelope.

Her pussy contracted, forcing out frothy, spicy champagne. I loved the pussy-infused drink. My excitement only grew. I fucked my tongue deep into her pussy while my hand still clenched the empty bottle.

Lubed by her pussy.

I smiled as I brought the bottle's mouth between the cheeks of her ass. “Time for you to get fucked up the ass.”

“Yes,” Penelope hissed as I pressed the bottle against her tight sphincter.

She moaned and gasped as I worked the bottle against her asshole. She moaned when it popped it. I licked and tongued her pussy, gathering the last of the champagne as the bottle's neck sank deeper and deeper into her asshole.

It was so wild. I shoved my free hand between my thighs and frigged my clit hard. I was so excited. My juices coated my fingers. Pleasure rippled out of my clit. I moaned into Penelope's pussy, licking and tonguing her faster and faster, driving her wild with lust.

“Oh, god, Aurora,” she panted. “That's so hot. Fuck my ass. Oh, yes. I love it.”

“So do I,” I moaned.

My clit throbbed beneath my fingers. I shoved the bottle deep into her asshole. She screamed out. A new flood of juices gushed from her pussy into my hungry mouth. Only the smallest traces of champagne scented her musk as it flowed into my mouth.

I didn't care.

I made her cum.

“Aurora!” she screamed out into the night as her orgasm consumed her. “Yes, yes, yes.”

I thrust my tongue deep into her pussy. I rubbed my clit hard. The excitement burst through me. My head spun. My orgasm sent rapture through me. I drank down her juices as she moaned and quivered, then she collapsed onto the sand, the bottle waving as it thrust up from her asshole.

I collapsed beside her, trembling in bliss. Her hand seized mine. She rolled onto her side. We kissed. We embraced.

Our lips tasted of champagne and pussy. We moaned as we held each other and loved each other beneath the stars. The gentle lap of waves on our private beach, our universe, serenaded us. I never wanted to let her go.

I knew it would end when we did.


Chapter Six: Love's Lost

I sat astride my bike and watched Penelope back her car out of the parking lot of Gamahuche It was late, past three in the morning. We had made love on the beach for hours, exploring each other's bodies and giving each other's sweet cums. But as we sobered, it became clear Penelope's thoughts returned to her husband.

She waved as she drove past me. Then her car turned onto Ruston Way and drove off into the night.

I would never see her again. I leaned forward on the handlebars of my bike. I had a few hours of passion with her. I loved her as fiercely. She was my whole world for those wonderful hours. Tears burned in my eyes.

I wiped them away. Another lost love.

I pulled on my helmet. I didn't race back to my apartment even though I had the roads all to myself. I took my time, holding onto every bit of Penelope: her scent, her feel, her moans, her touch, her lips, her pussy, her fingers. I replayed our night over and over as I navigated the streets of Tacoma.

I reached my house, apartment building. I parked in my spot and turned off my bike. I groaned as I climbed off my bike. It as late. I yawned as I marched up the stairs to my loft apartment, my keys jingling.

I unlocked the door.

My TV was on.

I blinked in shock as the light from the ever changing screen danced across my apartment, painting strange designs on the triptych that hid my bed from the rest of the open room. A head popped over the back of my couch.

“Ruth?” I blinked.

“Aurora,” she yawned. “Where have you been?”

I flushed with guilt. “Sorry. I...forgot you were coming over.”

“It's okay,” she sighed. “But I ate all your ice cream.”

I walked around the couch. There on my coffee table was a large, empty carton of Rocky Road ice cream. Ruth lay spread out on my couch, a blanket over her legs, her bushy hair spilling over the pillow she laid on.

“So, who was she?” asked Ruth

I smiled. The pain of losing Penelope couldn't stop the joy of the night we had. I slipped onto the couch, cuddling up behind my friend beneath the blanket. I pressed against her and kissed her on the cheek.

“Her name was Penelope and she was celebrating her 9th wedding anniversary.”

Ruth smiled at me. “So we both had our hearts broken today by married women.”

“Looks like it.”

“So, tell me about the night.” Ruth grinned. “I'm feeling so horny right now, and your stories are the best.”

I laughed. My right hand slid down her stomach. She wore a shirt and panties. I dipped into the panties and found her hot and wet. She shuddered as I whispered into her ear all about my wild night.

I was glad I had Ruth for a friend. The benefits were always wonderful.

Want to read the next part? Click here for Passion's Pose!
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Sneak Preview of “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.

If you want to read more, click here for Hot Wife in the Sauna!
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Librarian's Naughty Game

Angelic Wicked Passion

Angelic Innocent Domination

Angel's Naughty Wife

Angelic Domination

Angelic Convent Submission

Angelic Beauty's Seduction

Angelic Hot Wife's Submission

Creamy Angel Menage

Submissive Angel's Desire

Angelic Hot Wives Menage

The Angel's Passion

The World of Erasthay (Fantasy, Magic, Monster)

The Triad and the Innocent Maidens

The 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)

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

Innocent Lesbian Surprise
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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!”
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