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Synopsis

A girl submits to her lover's plans to deck her out
in latex for a hot all-girl rubber party--until the prep turns into
a very sexy treatment that makes her beg to be done.

Previously published in Radical Encounters
(Bold Strokes Books, 2009)


Acclaim for Radclyffe’s Fiction

In Prescription for Love “Radclyffe
populates her small town with colorful characters, among the most
memorable being Flann’s little sister, Margie, and Abby’s
15-year-old trans son, Blake…This romantic drama has plenty of
heart and soul.”—Publishers Weekly

2013 RWA/New England Bean Pot award winner for
contemporary romance Crossroads “will draw
the reader in and make her heart ache, willing the two main
characters to find love and a life together. It’s a story that
lingers long after coming to ‘the end.’”—Lambda Literary

In 2012 RWA/FTHRW Lories and RWA HODRW Aspen Gold
award winner Firestorm “Radclyffe brings
another hot lesbian romance for her readers.”—The Lesbrary

Foreword Review Book of the Year finalist and IPPY
silver medalist Trauma Alert “is hard to put
down and it will sizzle in the reader’s hands. The characters are
hot, the sex scenes explicit and explosive, and the book is moved
along by an interesting plot with well drawn secondary characters.
The real star of this show is the attraction between the two
characters, both of whom resist and then fall head over
heels.”—Lambda Literary Reviews

Lambda Literary Award Finalist Best Lesbian Romance 2010 features “stories [that] are
diverse in tone, style, and subject, making for more variety than
in many, similar anthologies…well written, each containing a
satisfying, surprising twist. Best Lesbian Romance series editor
Radclyffe has assembled a respectable crop of 17 authors for this
year’s offering.”—Curve Magazine

2010 Prism award winner and ForeWord Review Book
of the Year Award finalist Secrets in the
Stone is “so powerfully [written] that the worlds of these
three women shimmer between reality and dreams…A strong, must read
novel that will linger in the minds of readers long after the last
page is turned.”—Just About Write

In Benjamin Franklin Award finalist Desire by Starlight “Radclyffe writes romance with such
heart and her down-to-earth characters not only come to life but
leap off the page until you feel like you know them. What Jenna and
Gard feel for each other is not only a spark but an inferno and, as
a reader, you will be washed away in this tumultuous romance until
you can do nothing but succumb to it.”—Queer Magazine
Online

Lambda Literary Award winner Stolen Moments “is a collection of steamy stories about
women who just couldn’t wait. It’s sex when desire overrides
reason, and it’s incredibly hot!”—On Our Backs

Lambda Literary Award winner Distant Shores, Silent Thunder “weaves an intricate
tapestry about passion and commitment between lovers. The story
explores the fragile nature of trust and the sanctuary provided by
loving relationships.”—Sapphic Reader

Lambda Literary Award Finalist Justice Served delivers a “crisply written, fast-paced
story with twists and turns and keeps us guessing until the final
explosive ending.”—Independent Gay Writer

Lambda Literary Award finalist Turn Back Time “is filled with wonderful love scenes,
which are both tender and hot.”—MegaScene
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Slicker Than Slik

“I promise it won’t hurt, baby,” Tina said as she
leaned in the doorway of the bathroom, her hips cocked and a razor
dangling seductively between her fingers. It helped that she didn’t
have any clothes on, but not all that much. If I could have kept my
attention on her tits, round and firm and just right for squeezing,
or her sleek belly and high tight ass, I would have been fine. But
the little steel blades of the razor glinted and I couldn’t take my
eyes off it.

“I’ll suck you off when we’re done,” she coaxed.

“You better do more than that,” I muttered. I did
not shave my cunt. That was a girl thing. Trim, maybe, sure. Tina
liked it when I trimmed. She said it was easier to find my clit,
and believe me, anything that got her hot mouth cinched around my
stiff clit worked for me. She gives the best head of any femme I’ve
ever met.

“And after that, I’ve got a surprise for you.” Tina
showed me a tiny bit of tongue.

“If it involves you strapping it on and fucking me,
forget it.” But I was grinning, too. She’d been wanting to flip me
forever, and to tell you the truth, the idea had its appeal.
Whenever I let her top me she got this intense look on her face,
like every move was the most important thing she’d ever done. When
she pushed her fingers inside me, her eyes got big like she’d just
discovered the secret to the universe. And when she made me come,
as much of her hand crammed into me as she could get and her thumb
beating my hard-on and me yelling my head off, she’d laugh out loud
as if she’d just been given the best present of her life. So let’s
just say I could be persuaded. Pretty easily. But she didn’t need
to know that.

“What sort of surprise?” I was still playing
unconvinced.

“As soon as we finish, I’ll show you,” Tina said.
“I’ve got this incredibly cool outfit for you to wear to the
party.”

“Explain why that requires shaving.” I crossed my
arms and pretended to resist. The fact is, anything she wants from
me, she gets. And not just because of the sex, but that’s another
story.

“You’ll see. Come on, Dannie, you promised I could
dress you up for my birthday.”

Yeah, sure I promised, when she had her little
finger tickling the inside of my asshole and her tongue making fast
figure eights around the head of my clit. I’d needed to come so bad
I’d have agreed to march down Market Street in a frilly apron and
nothing else at that point. I sighed.

“Okay, but be careful. No nicks. And, Jesus, watch
my clit.”

She perched me on the edge of the tub and lathered
me up with warm water and shaving cream, and she was careful. The
biggest problem was that she couldn’t shave me without touching
me—stretching my lips out to get in the crevices, pressing down on
my shaft to get that little cleft right at the base, and generally
tugging and pushing and pulling all the parts that are hotwired
right to my clit. By the time she was done washing the soap off and
patting me dry, my cunt was smooth and my clit stood straight up
like a fat, red thumb.

“Suck it, baby,” I whispered, looking down as she
knelt on the floor between my spread legs, her face just inches
from my crotch.

She smiled sweetly, pursed her lips, and sucked my
clit all the way in to the root. My legs shot out straight when the
tip of her tongue poked underneath the hood. I mumbled a lot of
“lick, suck, oh Jesus that’s good, and please, baby, do me there”
while trying not to come. Watching her suck on my clit like it was
a Tootsie Pop usually makes me shoot off right away, and I was
already making those girlie sounds I can’t help making when I’m
about to come. She was stretching it out like plump taffy, her red
lips sliding around the purple head, tugging at the crown with her
teeth, and I felt the tight coiling in my cunt break loose and
whisper down along my thighs. My clit went rock hard like it does
just before it hops and pops.

“Ooh, I’m gonna shoot,” I whined.

My clit flew out of her mouth a second before I went
off. She sat back on her heels and gazed up at me with her big
brown eyes.

“Not yet.” She knows me well and made a quick grab
for my hands before I could get my fingers on my clit. A couple of
good jerks and I would have come in her face.

“God damn it, Tina, I need to get off.” I was
growling, but I kinda liked it when she made me wait. Sometimes my
stomach hurt the next morning from being clenched so tight for so
long until she finally let me come.

“Let’s go in the bedroom first.” She kissed the tip
of my clit and I let out a pathetic whimper. “It’s time for your
outfit. Come on.”

Like I could walk. But I got up on shaky legs, my
clit a hot coal in the center of my cunt, and trailed after her
into the bedroom like an eager puppy. What can I say. I had a
wicked hard-on and she was my salvation.

I didn’t see any clothes in the bedroom, and what I
did see made me almost forget about my clit. The bed was covered
with some kind of plastic sheet. Now I’m up for almost anything,
especially on Tina’s
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