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“Committing crime gets me seriously wet,” Scarlett said. “So what are you gonna do about it?”

Shotgun in one hand, a box of bullets in the other, Lucas paused. He looked at Scarlett who had just came out of the shower wrapped in a towel. She flopped onto the squeaky hotel bed, dark wet hair sticking to her bare shoulders. 

“Can't, babe,” he said. “No time. You know that don't you?” He sat on the corner of the bed and started to load rounds into the shotgun. Each one done with a methodical sense of purpose.

Scarlett managed a pout, sliding one hand up under the back of his shirt. His flesh was wonderfully warm to the touch; hard and muscular. “We have a little extra time. The manager always arrives at the same exact time. We've seen him.”

Lucas tried to focus on his task but found it difficult as her caress stoked his inner flame. Hitting this particular bank had been Scarlett's idea. He could tell she was excited about it and needed to let some of that out. He pretended to consider her request. “I dunno,” he said.

She smiled. He caved to her desires so easily. She watched for a few moments as he loaded the weapon.

His muscular forearms seriously turned her on. Both with sleeved tattoos right down to the wrists. Images of coiled serpents, pillars of colourful fire and leering demonic skulls. She could gaze at them all day.

Better yet, she preferred if they were wrapped around her all day. Holding her close. “You like that gun more than me?” she teased.

“Never,” he said. “But to keep us flush with cash we need to focus on the job.” He offered her a commiserating smile. “After we're finished, babe. I promise.”

Lucas loaded the last shell and stood, pulling away from her. It made her unhappy. “I'll give you something to point that at,” Scarlett said.

With that she pushed herself to a kneeling on the bed, and slowly removed the towel. With a flourish, she cast the towel away. 

His eyes took her in. Her incredible form, still glowing slightly from the shower, beckoned to him even more so than any bank vault could.

A detailed tattoo of a black panther was on one shoulder; it's feline form extended down the supple slope of her breast, its jaws opened, as if ready to bite the perky nipple.

Smiling, she put her hands on her hips, the motion causing her ample tits to jiggle pleasantly. “Care for some pre-robbery fun?”

Damn! He thought. What a fine piece of ass!

Lucas jammed the last round into the shotgun. “Hell, yeah. Why not? We can make time.”

He was about to put the shotgun down onto the nightstand when Scarlett motioned for him not to.

“No, I wanna do something,” she said.

“What?”

“Something different.” Scarlett laid on her back, her knees pointed towards Lucas. With a wicked grin she open her legs, the angle of her muscular thighs made is crotch ache.

Exposed to him in all its beautiful, wet glory was her pussy.

Curious, he asked, “What did you have in mind, girl?”

She grinned. “Got a holster for that gun of yours, mister.”

Lucas was perplexed. “Shotguns don't need holsters.” He held it up giving it a comical look of confusion.

Scarlett giggled. “That one does.” Her hands moved down her belly, past the small triangle thatch of pubic hair, and down to her pussy. She spread her pussy lips with her fingers, exposing the wet pink within. “Right here,” she said.

Lucas laughed. “Think it's to big.” He arched an eyebrow at her. “Won't fit.”

“Then that's your problem,” she said. She started to gently play with her clit as she looked up at him with hooded eyes. “You have experience jamming big things into tight, wet spaces.”

Lucas' eyes went wide. “God. You are a wild one, aren't you, babe?” He put one knee up on the mattress so he was between her open legs, her feet hooking around his waist.

“You know it,” she said.

He eased the shotgun forward finding himself getting aroused with the image of the shotgun between beautiful naked legs, and inches away from her hot pussy.

Scarlett grabbed at the shotgun with both hands. For a moment Lucas thought she was going to thrust it inside her. Instead, she started to slowly run her hands up and down the barrel. She jerked the shotgun like this for long moments, pretending it was his cock.

Gradually she jerked at it faster and faster. One hand cupped and explored the barrel opening, her fingers probing inside.

She gave him a half smile. “Don't blow your load just yet.” She placed one foot on his wide shoulder. Toyed his ear with her toes.

Lucas was positively salivating at that point. He wanted to cast the shotgun aside and fuck her right then and there.

As if sensing his intentions, Scarlett stopped masturbating the long barrel and slowly drew it closer to her.

As if hypnotized Lucas could only watch.

She gently ran the edge of the barrel up the length of her pussy. The soft wet lips parted slightly to this intrusion. When she reached her clit, she circled the barrel around it. First clockwise for several slow strokes, then the other way. Her head pushed back against the mattress, succulent tits quivering. Her nipples her hard and incredibly erect.

Then she slowly ran the barrel edge down her pussy, this time pressing against her flesh a little harder. Again, her lips parted, but exposed more.

Lucas could see pussy juice sticking to the barrel. He wanted very much to suck it all up, but resisted. He concentrated on holding the gun steady and enjoyed the show.

There barrel seemed to catch at the wider bottom edge of her wet cunt, but Scarlett continued downward. She angled her legs back until her ankles were up near her own ears. Her little brown asshole presented itself to Lucas. It puckered slightly, as if winking at him.

Flexible girl, Lucas thought.

She then firmly pressed the double barrels against her bare taint. When she removed it he could see the indelible impression of the double barrel openings in her skin, like a figure eight.

Further down she moved it.

Lucas started to sweat. The shotgun quivered a little in his grasp.

“Don't lose your cool now, big boy,” Scarlett breathed.

Lucas strengthened his resolve. The gun stopped shaking.

Past the taint, Scarlett eased the barrel edge over her asshole. Its exploration continuing over this lustful landscape.

She circled her asshole with it, over and over. Occasionally, she would flex her anus, open and closed, with ever complete circle. Her breathing was getting heavier.

Unable to help himself, Lucas guided the barrel until it was directly on the opening.

Scarlett smiled. “Spit!” she commanded.

Happy to oblige, Lucas leaned forward over the gun barrel until his nose touched the bottom fleshy part of her pussy. With his mouth, he slowly let out a long gob of saliva. It landed on the gun barrel and slide down over Scarlett's asshole. Unsatisfied, he spit some more. He used the barrel to spread the spit around her anus until it gleamed in the hotel room's ruddy lighting.

“Now stick it in,” Scarlett whispered.

Slowly, with almost glacial like movements, Lucas helped her push the barrel edge into her ass. At first it seemed to resist the foreign object outright, but Lucas knew Scarlett loved anal sex, and he had loosened her up that way on many occasions.

With some gentle prodding the edge of the barrel slipped in. Her anus clasped its smooth metal almost hungrily.

Lucas chuckled. “Fuck yeah!” This was impressive. Scarlett always could get her freak on.

With the help of his spit, the barrel slide into her. Just a few centimetres. Then he pulled it back, but not enough to pop out. Then back in again. The firm grasp of her asshole clung to the barrel almost possessively.

Several times they did this. Then, almost without warning, Scarlett pushed the barrel further inside her, several inches. She paused. Lucas was beside himself with amazement. Her was this little sex goddess, naked in front of him, with a gun stuffed her bung hole.

“I am one lucky fucker,” he said aloud.

Scarlett didn't respond. Her concentration was on getting the barrel further into her pliable flesh. In and out she moved it. Long lengths it slid. Her asshole now fully accepting the barrel's form; enveloping it completely with its movements.

Lost in concentration, Lucas didn't hear Scarlett speak to him. He shook his head, snapping out of his trance. “Sorry, babe. What was that?”

––––––––
[image: ]


“I said stick it in my cunt. I know that will make me cum.” She smiled at him. “You want me to cum don't you?”

Lucas grinned. “Damn straight.” Gently, he pulled the barrel out
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