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Story 1: Detention

I leaned back in my chair. Professor Scarlett was pacing back and forth behind me — the lavender perfume fluttering in my nose.

“This is the last straw.” She scoffed, a strand of red hair breaking from her bun and falling over her glasses. “You’ve been a pain in my ass all semester long, Haley.”

I rolled my eyes. “This is first-year English — it’s not that serious.”

Though, perhaps making out with the starting quarterback in the back of the classroom was going too far.

Whatever, I was a freshman in college — I was finally free to live my life — and I wasn’t going to let some stupid professor get in the way of that.

Professor Scarlett circled around, her butt pushing against the edge of her desk as she leaned in.

My eyes couldn’t help but glance down towards her legs. She always accused me of dressing slutty —  but her miniskirt was tiny. The thing barely made its way to the middle of her thigh. Her stockings were tight to her calves, and even her button-up white shirt was snug to her body — leaving no curve to the imagination.

“You need to be punished.” She sneered.

I scoffed, “Lay it on me. What’s another detention on top of the four I’ve already had?”

Her red lips broke into an evil smirk. “No. No more detentions. Your punishment is going to be a lot worse.”

I furrowed my eyebrows — tucking my brown hair behind my ears as I squirmed in the seat. “Wh-what do you mean?”

“I think a call to your parents will suffice — plus a week's suspension.”
I nearly jumped to my feet. “Excuse me? Ma’am, I’m 19 years old. You can’t tattle on my parents.”

“Who says I can’t?”

My heart was racing like a stallion. If my parents knew that I was blowing off classes on their dime — they’d kill me.

Dad was already reluctant to let me go out of state for school — with news that I’ve been too busy partying and hanging out with boys to attend classes, he’d drive down and drag me home himself.

No.

I couldn’t let that happen.

“O-okay. I’m sorry. I’ll pay attention now.” I whimpered in defeat.

She shook her head, another strand of red hair dangling over her face as she pushed up her glasses. “Nope. You messed up this time. Should have listened to my last few warnings. In fact, I think I’ll go and give your parents a call right now…”

As she stood tall, my hand shot forward, gripping her wrist. “Wait!” I panted. “I… I’ll do anything!”

Her eyes lingered on mine as my heartbeat in my throat. My fingers gripped her risk — refusing to let go.

“Too late for that.” She broke her hand free as she circled her desk, her hand reaching for the telephone on the corner.

“WAIT!” I cried out, jumping to my feet. “Fine. Fuck. I get it.”

My black top was snug to my body, Professor Scarlett's eyes fell down to my cleavage as she leaned back in her chair.

“What is it, girl? You aren’t going to change my mind.”

My mind raced. There was a rumor that Professor Scarlett had a relationship with another teacher at the university… Another woman.

I always had a hunch that she liked girls — but they were just rumors after all. Still, I had my back against the wall — I had to give it a go.

My hands clasped behind my back as I arched my chest forward — my tits pressing up against the fabric of my thin shirt. “I do need to be punished… Maybe we can think of something else?” I bit my lip, my heart racing as the woman glanced down towards my chest. “Something dirtier?”

She huffed, her auburn pupils dilating. “Perhaps… We can think of something.”

Perfect.

My body had never failed to lure in men before, and I was glad to see that I had the same effect on women as well.

“I’m down for anything… As long as we keep it between us.” I giggled.

My body shook as her gaze fixated on my peering cleavage. The rumors were true, and now all I had to do was use my sluttiness to get out of this. Should be easy enough for me.

Professor Scarlett licked her lips as she draped one leg over the other. Her miniskirt rode up her thighs — and I could see that she wore no panties underneath. I whimpered, my clit throbbed as the shadowed outline of her tight pussy peered out.

“In that case, why don’t you take your clothes off… I’ll decide on your punishment after that.” She chuckled.

I whimpered, my nipples straining against the fabric of my top. “O-of course~” I purred.

My hands shook as I reached for the bottom of my top, lifting it up just slightly — teasing my fit midriff.

Professor Scarlett smirked, her pupils dilating as she licked her lips. Shivers shot up my spine. I was used to being a slut — but something about being punished by a sexy, older professor made my knees shake.

With that, I threw caution to the wind and yanked my top over my head. The cool air kissed my bare tits, making my nipples stiffen immediately from the sudden exposure. Like confectioner's sugar dusted over ripe peaches, my light freckles adorned the tops of my perky breasts, a tantalizing sight for the woman.

Professor Scarlett's eyes flashed with unmistakable lust as they locked onto my bare flesh. A low growl escaped her throat, an erotic sound that sent waves of pleasure rippling through me. Her tongue darted out to moisten her lips, and I shuddered under her gaze.

“Damn… You do look nice. No wonder all those horny boys go crazy for you.”

She lifted one foot on the edge of her chair, her skirt bundling around her waist. I whimpered, my eyes falling towards her exposed cunt.

Her pussy lips were blooming like a flower after the spring rain. Curly ginger pubes encircled her slit. Each breath she took caused her moist lips to spread that much more.

“Now, shall we move down to the pants?” She smirked.

I whimpered, my breath stuttering as the cool office air hit my nipples. “H-happily…”

As my thumbs hooked under the waistband of my pants, Professor Scarlett’s hands trailed down her body. She panted, her chest heaving as her slender fingers slithered down between her thighs.

Her fingers danced on her slit, teasing herself as she watched me. My heart pounded in my chest, almost loud enough to drown out the sound of my pants sliding down my thighs. A shiver ran through me as they hit the floor, leaving me standing in nothing but the thinnest layer of pink silk.

My pussy ached, throbbing with anticipation. The wet spot on my panties grew, the fabric sticking to my swollen lips. I was so turned on, so ready for her. Professor Scarlett licked her lips again as she eyed me, a hungry look on her face.

"Hmm… look at you…" she husked out.

The woman licked her lips as her fingers rubbed around her clit. As I watched her pleasure herself — I felt my own clit throb in rhythm to her fingers rubs.

My mind raced with a million thoughts as my puffy mound gnawed at the soft fabric of my panties. This was so wrong — so dirty. So was my professor — not to mention another woman!

I had always had dreams of being with another girl. My eyes lingered on my teammates in the changing room — but I never expected for my first time to be like this!

My hands played with the waistband of my panties, pulling them up as the fabric rubbed against the hood of my clit.

“W-what’s next?”

She laughed, “Eager, are we?”

I couldn’t help but nod. “I need to be punished…” My voice was hardly louder than a whisper as I inched forward, drawn to her pussy like a magnet.

“Let’s see…” the woman pondered, her eyes exploring every inch of me. “Sit on your ass, and lean back.”

I nodded, my mind racing as I fell onto my ass. The soft carpet tickled my bare ass as I spread my thighs. My pussy gnawed at my panties as my toes curled against the carpet.

“Good girl.” She continued, her fingers slipping down into her slit. “Mmmh… Now give your pussy a nice slap. Right on the clit.”

I bit my lip. “Y-yes, ma’am.” I lifted my hands, spreading my knees as I slapped my pussy.

“Ahh~” I yelped, my palm slapping right against my pussy. I quivered, my clit throbbing with pain and pleasure.

“Good girl. Again.”

I whimpered, my mind swirling. Her words echoed in my head like a command I couldn’t refuse.

My hand lifted, before slapping down on my cunt. My thin panties did nothing to hide the pain and pleasure of the blow.

“Ohhh!” I gasped, tossing my head back in euphoria.

Professor Scarlet chuckled, a bead of grool running down her thigh as she watched in enjoyment. “Such a good slut. I guess sometimes you can listen to what I say.”

I bit my lip, each neuron in my head firing off as I squirmed on my ass. “Wh-what’s next?”

She smirked, her fingers retreating from her pussy. Ropes of grool dripped off her slender fingertips onto her thighs. “My… Looks like I’m making quite a mess. How about you come and clean me up?”

I nodded emphatically, spinning onto my hands and knees as I crawled over to her.

The woman leaned back in her chair, the air filled with the scent of sweat, grool, and perfume as I nuzzled my face between her thighs.

“Go ahead and lick me clean. It looks like my wetness is getting everywhere…”

“Y-yes, ma’am…”

I moaned, my hands curling under her thighs as I leaned forward. The scent of her powerful cunt knocked the racing thoughts out of my head.

My lips kissed her inner thigh as my tongue lashed against her soft skin.

“Mmmh~” The woman purred, her fingers brushing through my hair. “Good girl…”

I licked up her salty grool, spilling down her thighs as my mouth inched up — ever closer to the source of the sticky and sweet concoction.

Her thighs clamped around my face as I hovered my mouth inches from her wet cunt. My eyes drifted up to meet hers.

The woman was panting, her cheeks a similar shade of red as her hair and her lips smiled. “Go ahead. Have a taste.”

I whimpered, my clit throbbing as my fingers dug into her thighs.

My mouth opened, tongue draped as I leaned all the way in…

And then, I tasted her. The delightful tang of her arousal hit me first, a rush of flavor that made my own body shiver in response. As her juices coated my tongue, the musky undernotes of her scent became more pronounced, filling my senses with every lick.

My mouth grew more eager, tracing up and down her sopping folds, dipping in deeper each time. Her taste was intoxicating, nectar and sweat mingling together in a heady cocktail that had me moaning against her skin.

"Oh god…" I whimpered as my tongue found her clit, swollen and begging for attention. Nuzzling it gently at first, my touch became increasingly brazen as she bucked against me, sighing out my name in a breathless whisper.

“F-fuck! Haley~” She purred, her hips swaying against my face. My nose pushed up against the soft, moist pubes of her pelvis as my entire lashed against her eager clit.

Her moans of delight echoed in my head like an angelic choir. I couldn’t get enough.             

Her fingers tightened in my hair, guiding me to where she needed me most. My tongue moved faster now, swirling and flicking over her sensitive bud as I drank deeply of her pleasure. Each muffled cry from above spurred me on, igniting a spark deep inside me that threatened to consume everything else.

The taste of her pussy was so sweet, with an earthy hinge. It was addictive.

I had never eaten pussy before — but my tongue knew exactly what to do. It buried into her slit, feeling her walls grip it as I lashed it up and down like a whip.

Each movement of my tongue elicited another moan from her lips as I suffocated between her clamped thighs.

My mind turned to smoke — thoughts turning to mush as I lost myself in her slit.

Her thighs clamped tighter around my head, her body trembling as she approached the edge. "Oh god, Haley," she gasped, her voice ragged and breathless. I could feel the vibrations of her voice against my flesh as I continued to lavish her with attention.

"Fuck," she groaned again, louder this time, echoing throughout the room. Her hand clamped down hard on my hair, holding me in place as if she feared I'd stop.

I took one hand off her thigh, my trembling fingers slipping down and pushing against the base of her slit as my tongue focused on her throbbing clit.

I kept my eyes on her. Fuck. She was so hot — her face flushed, sweaty, and squirming as my finger pushed inside her slip. Her walls gripped it like a glove as I smirked.

“Cum for me~” I begged, suckling on her clit. “Cum all over my fucking face…”

“Ohhh!” She gasped, her back arching and slamming down in the chair as her orgasm boiled over.

My tongue doubled its efforts on her clit while my fingers plunged deeper within, hitting that sweet spot inside of her that had her moaning out loud. The sound was like music to my ears — a symphony of pleasure and ecstasy that was beautiful beyond words.

“O-Oh! Fuck! Haley!” The woman wailed, her body tensing.

And then she came.

A long drawn-out moan echoed as she came apart. Her walls clenched tightly around my fingers, soaking them with her orgasmic release. The taste of her climax was intoxicating — sweeter than anything I had ever tasted before.

Her thighs unclenched my face as her body went limp on the chair. “Fuckkk~” She purred, gasping for air.

I fell back on my ass, panting as I squirmed. Spit, grool, and filth rolled down my chin as I glanced down at my own panties.

The fabric was nearly transparent as my wetness seeped out. “God…” I moaned. I had never been so turned on.

I licked up the filth around my mouth — savouring her sweetness as the woman glanced down at me.

“Y-you did so well…”

I giggled, “Thank you~ You taste delicious.” I flashed her a wink as I sucked my fingers dry of her grool and wetness.

“I think you took your punishment perfectly… Misbehave again, and I’ll have to teach you another lesson.” She said with a wide smirk.

I shrugged. “I think I may need another lesson or two anyway. You know, to really learn my lesson.”

The woman reached down, grabbing me under my arms and pulling me up onto her lap.

I whimpered, straddling her as her hands explored my bare naked back. “That can be arranged.”

Her lips met mine. I whimpered, eyes rolling back as my mouth opened, allowing her tongue to slip in and dance with mine.

I had just learned my most important lesson of College. And I couldn’t wait until the next one.

Story 2: The Thief

I reached into my pockets, grabbing the mascara and lipstick before tossing them onto the cold, steel table.

“There. Fuck.” I scoffed, falling back into the steel chair.

The security guard crossed her arms over her chest, her eyebrows furrowed.

“I don’t believe you. I saw you shove a lot of things into your pockets.”

The woman scoffed, her black eyes piercing as she stepped closer. Her shadow engulfed me. She was a foot taller than me — and clearly she was trying to intimidate me — but it wasn’t going to work.

I turned my pockets inside out. “See? Nothing.”

I smiled coyly. “Now am I free to go?”

The woman pursed her lips into a line. Her eyes glaring as I draped one leg over the other, my foot wavering in the air. “Well?”

She paced the back office, her eyes never leaving mine.

I was cool as a cucumber. In truth, this wasn’t my first time in trouble. Usually, the security guards are men, and all I would have to do was bat my eyelashes and show some cleavage and I’d be skipping on my way. Even still, as burly as this woman was — I’m sure I’d be fine.

“Stand.” She said.

I rolled my eyes but stood to my feet. “Okay, now what? You’re free to pat me down.”

“I’ll do just that.”

The woman stormed forward, her hands riding up my sides before slipping down my thighs. “Jesus… I didn’t take anything else.” I scoffed. “You’re not going to find anything.”

She stepped back, still not satisfied.

I tapped my foot anxiously. This was taking forever. “Do you just want me to strip?” I shouted, “I have plans, unlike you.”

The woman smirked. “Well… If you insist.”

I was taken aback. My blue eyes widened as my heart skipped a beat. “R-really?”

She shrugged again. “Well, you have nothing to hide, do you?”

I scrunched my face. “No. I don’t.”

“Then go ahead…”

My hands grabbed the bottom of my shirt as I slowly lifted it up to my bra. My fit stomach peering out into the dingy back office lighting.

My eyes stayed fixed on hers — waiting for her to tell me to stop. She never did.

Her dark black eyes fixated on my body. I huffed. Fine. I wasn’t about to lose this game of chicken.

With a deep breath, I tossed my shirt up and over my dirty blonde hair before crumpling my shirt and tossing it off onto the table.

Her lips pursed, eyes staring right at my cleavage. I’d give her something to look at.

My hands trailed behind me, fiddling with the clasp of my bra. “Should I take this off as well?” I asked, condescendingly.

She smirked. “If you don’t mind. I do need to make sure you aren’t hiding anything in there.”
Her eyes glimmered, making my heart race. She was enjoying this, and deep down so was I.

With a deep breath, I unclipped my bra, letting it flutter to the floor.

My tits bounced free. Nipples already hard under her gaze.

The woman licked her lips. “So far so good.”

Her gaze fell to my pelvis as I shivered. The cool air against my nipples made my entire body shiver.

“I do need to be thorough.” She winked, urging me to take off my pants.

I took a deep breath. I had no idea what was coming over me. Usually, I was the one with the upper hand — toying with the security guards. But now… I was the one being toyed with.

I lifted my fingers to the top button of my denim jeans, pausing for just a moment. Her sly grin only urged me on and, swallowing hard, I popped the button loose. My jeans eased open a little, revealing a sliver of my silky black panties. The tight fabric visibly dug into my skin, hugging my hips like a seductive glove.

"Just the pants," she purred, her voice husky and low. “You can leave the panties on.”

It felt like a command. Like she was in control and I loved it.

Without another word, I slid my jeans off, letting them pool at my ankles before stepping out from them. Standing there in nothing but my enticing black panties and her smoldering gaze upon me was an electrifying moment. I could feel the coolness of the room nipping at certain parts of me, but her appreciative look kept a comfortable heat surging through me.

She took a step closer and I instinctively took one back until I was pressed against the cold wall. Her hands found their way to my waist and she leaned in close. "I suppose we should continue this...search," she said, her breath hot on my neck.

I nodded, swallowing hard as her hands began to roam over my body with purpose.

“Oh~” I purred, feeling her rough, rugged hand exploring my curves.

She reached back, grabbing my ass and massaging it gently as I placed my hands on her shoulders — my mind racing.

“Damn… I guess I was wrong.” She chuckled. “Doesn’t look like you have anything else on you.”

I glanced up at her, our eyes matching. She had the same glimmer of lust that I did.

“W-well…” I began, my heart and clit throbbing. “You haven’t checked everywhere…”

As I spoke, her eyes fell down to my panties. The thin fabric hugged my mound.

She smiled, “You’re right. I should really make sure…”

Her hand trailed off my ass around to my mound.

She touched, lightly at first, her fingers tracing an outline through the fabric. I gasped as electric shocks raced along my nerve endings. My head fell back onto the wall as her hand cradled me, the cold tile cooling my heated skin. Her fingers dove under the elastic band at the top, emerging triumphant and bold.

“Ohh yes~” I moaned, my heart racing as the thoughts in my mind turned to dust. This was so dirty, but felt so good.

"You're so wet," she murmured, her voice husky with desire.

I bit my lip, nodding wordlessly as her fingers dipped further into my panties. My hands reached up to grip her shoulders tightly as I felt her fingers spread me open.

“Ah!” I gasped, feeling her rugged fingers slipping into my cunt. My lips gripped her digits as they slipped inside of me. “Ahhh!”

My cunt pulsated around her fingers, the pleasure surging through me as my hips buckled against her palm.

“You like that.” The woman moaned, pushing me up against the wall. “You little slut?”

“Y-yes!” I gasped, breathlessly as I felt her fingers deep inside me, each twitch made my clit erupt.

This felt so good, and so dirty. I had no idea how we ended up here — but I was loving it.

The woman pulled her hand away, her moist fingers slipping from my cunt. “Good girl. But, you did steal. So you need to be punished.

She slipped her moist, grool covered fingers past my quivering lip.

My eyes rolled back as the salty and sweet grool coated my tongue. 
“Mmmh~” I purred, my lips gripping her knuckles as she shoved them deep.

“Are you ready for your punishment?” She whispered into my ear.

“Mmmh… Yes~” I purred, barely able to breathe let alone speak.

Her sickly smile grew.

Her hand pulled out from my mouth — a bridge of saliva snapping and falling on my panting chest.

She grabbed my hand, guiding me to the cold steel table. “Bend over.” She commanded.

I whimpered, nodding my head as I leaned my hot and sweaty body on the cold steel.

“Ah~” I gasped, feeling the cold metal biting at my skin and sensitive nipples. My entire body shivered as my pelvis dug into the hard edge.

Her fingers traced down my back, tracing the spine and making me squirm. She gripped the sides of my panties, tugging them down with a slow, tantalizing motion. My breath hitched as I felt the cool air meet the wetness between my thighs. My bare ass was now exposed to her.

“P-punish me~” I begged, my hands pressing against the table. Grool ran down my thighs as I spread my stance.

"Wonderful," she cooed, a hint of wickedness tinting her voice. There was a sharp smack against my ass, eliciting an involuntary yelp from me. The sudden sting sent a jolt of pleasure coursing through me. "That's for being naughty."

The smacks continued, each one harder than the last, each one making my clit throb in response. I bit my bottom lip, gripping the edges of the table. Her hand against my skin was electrifying; I could feel the heat radiating from the flushed areas.

“Oh god!” I gasped, my foot kicking back in the air as I felt her last slap leave a red mark. A brand of ownership on my soft skin.

At this point, my pussy was soaking. Begging to be played with.

“Good girl.” She purred, stroking my back as I panted on the table. My mind raced as she leaned down on me, her hand on the nape of my neck — holding my cheek against the biting steel.

“Are you going to steal again?” She whispered in my ear.

“N-never.” I gasped, my clit doing all the thinking.

“Good girl.” She chuckled, planting a soft kiss on my back.

I shivered. For such a hard woman — she had a delicate pair of lips. “Now its time for your release.”

Before I could respond, her hand trailed down between my thighs.

I squirmed, unable to move much as her other hand gripped the back of my throat.

Her fingers feather-light, teasing the wet warmth that had pooled between my legs. A tremor passed through me, my back arching off the table as a low moan escaped my lips. Her fingertips traced the length of my slit, slow, deliberate, making me whimper in anticipation.

"Please," I begged in a breathy whisper. But she only chuckled in response, her fingers continuing their torturous journey.

Then, without warning, she plunged two fingers deep into my pussy. I gasped in surprise and pleasure, my fingers clutching at the edge of the table. She curled her fingers inside me and then began to pump them in and out, her thumb finding my clit and rubbing it in tight circles.

“Oh god!” I gasped, my body melting. Her fingers worked like a paintbrush inside of my cunt. Each thrust of her fingers caused a bolt to shoot up my spine.

“Take it~” She sneered, her hand pistoning in and out of my pussy.

My hips bucked against her hand, desperately seeking more contact. She obliged by sinking her fingers deeper inside me, her thumb quickening on my clit until I was shaking with arousal. The room filled with the sound of my labored breathing and wet sounds from between my thighs.

“Ah! Ahhh!” I gasped, squirming on the table as my orgasm boiled over. “I…I’m going to cum!” I squealed.

She laughed, leaning down and nibbling at my ear as she shoved her fingers deep inside me. “Cum for me. Slut. Come for Mommy…”

“Ah! Ahhhh! FUCK!” I cried out, my entire body shaking. Each neuron in my head exploded like fireworks as the euphoric high flooded me. My pussy was sopping wet as my walls pulsated around her fingers.

My eyes rolled back as my orgasm flooded through me.

The guard pulled her fingers out of me, now dripping with grool.

She laughed, sticking them back into my mouth.

“Mmmh~” I purred, eyes rolling back as I sucked on the filthy fingers like a pacifier.

“You did so well.” She whispered sweet nothings into my ear. “I didn’t think a little slut like you could take your punishment, but you did.”

“Th-thank you…” I gasped, every inch of my mouth covered in the sweet, sticky filth.

“Next time, your punishment will be much, much worse.” She laughed menacingly as I squirmed.

“Yes Mommy… I’ll behave.”

“Good slut.”

She gave my ass one more slap. I yelped, my entire body shaking with delight as her fingers massaged my ass.

I had been naughty, and she delivered my punishment. Though, I hadn’t learned my lesson. I was going to be naughty again, hoping she would catch me.

Story 3: Neighbor’s Pet

I sighed, walking up to the front door. Ms Harper was going to throw a fit. The woman already hated me, and hearing that I hit her mailbox with my car was going to make her lose it.

Whatever. I didn’t care what she thought about me anyway.

I knocked on the door, brushing down my skirt as I glanced over my shoulder. The mailbox was on its side, the pole snapped in half. I was too preoccupied thinking about my date with my boyfriend, I didn’t even notice it. Who had mailboxes these days anyways?
The door swung open, Ms Harper had her bathing gown wrapped around her curvy body — her black hair wet as she glared at me.

“What is it now, girl?” She snapped.

I rolled my eyes. “Hey, Ms Harper… I accidentally hit your mailbox.” I said, stepping to the side.

The woman’s eyes bulged out of her head as a red blush surged through her cheeks.

“YOU WHAT!”

“It’s just a dumb mailbox…”

“My great-grandmother gave me that mailbox!”

I scoffed, “She should have given you something useful.”

She glared at me with sheer hate in her eyes. But I didn’t care. Ever since I was a child, she was a thorn in my side — always tattling on my parents about everything I did. I thought once I moved out to college she would lay off, but now that I was back for the summer, I realized she was the same old bitch as always.

“That’s it. I’m calling the cops!” She stormed into her house towards her phone.

“Excuse me? The cops? For a stupid mailbox??”
I followed her inside, the scent of chocolate chip cookies fluttering in my nose — mixing with the flowery scent of her body wash and shampoo.

“Destruction of property.” She sneered, grabbing the phone. “You need to be taught a lesson.”

“Hold on!” I cried out, grabbing the phone from her hands. “Let’s not go crazy here.”

I held the phone back as she tried to snatch it from my hands — her other hand holding the fabric of her robe across her body.

“No! You have been a spoiled little slut for too long!” She yelled.

“Excuse me? I’m not spoiled, and I’m NOT a slut!”

She tossed her head back and laughed, “You are with another guy every other weekend, and look at that slutty skirt and crop top. You are basically naked.”

My eyes rolled into my head, “Please. Just because you’re jealous of my body doesn’t mean I’m a slut. I don’t want to end up a 40-year-old cat lady like you!”

She pursed her lips, stepping back. Her dark eyes fell to the floor.

I let out a sigh. “Okay. Sorry. That was too far… Can we just forget this? I’ll pay for your dumb mailbox.”

She huffed. “It was an antique… Something tells me a college kid doesn’t have the money for something as rare as that was.”

I was starting to lose my patience. I had a date planned in just a few hours, and by the sounds of it, Ms Harper wasn’t going to let me off the hook.

She tapped her foot, her eyes scanning me up and down. “I think I may have the perfect punishment…”

“What is it?” I asked nervously. Her stare wasn’t the same hateful look I was accustomed to. Ms Harper’s lips curled into a smirk as her gaze fell towards my chest.

“Perhaps you were onto something… Perhaps I have been a bit jealous of your body…” she huffed, inching closer.

I whimpered my heart skipping a beat. “R-really?”

She nodded, her grip on her robe loosened as the fabric slouched. “I used to date girls like you, back when I was in college. Truthfully, I miss it quite a bit.”

I was taken aback. “You used to date… Girls?”

My mind raced. This made so much sense. In truth, Ms Harper was still beautiful — even for her age and her bitter attitude. She shouldn’t have any trouble finding a man. So it made sense that she had an eye for women instead.

She laughed, noticing the pink hue seeping into my cheeks. “Have you never played around with another girl? That’s what college is for.”

I shook my head, my nipples hardening and straining against the fabric at the mere thought of being with another woman. “N-never…”

“Do you want to?” She asked again, stepping forward. Her shampoo fluttered in my nose as the fabric of her gown slipped down her shoulders. Her collarbone peered out — as did her cleavage.

I gulped, my mind racing. Was she… really saying what I think she was?

This was wrong. I had a boyfriend. I should just shell out the money and leave… And yet… I felt compelled to stay. My eyes couldn’t tear away as she showed more and more of her soft skin.

The woman licked her lips, her own gaze falling to my hardened nipples.

“So, what’ll be girl?” She giggled, “You want a more… taboo form of punishment?”

My breath stuttered as I nodded my head — stray hairs plastering my face. “Y-yes~”

I surprised even myself. My clit was doing all the thinking now.

She smirked, her hand running down my shoulder onto my arm. A chill ran up my spine at the contact. "Good girl," she purred, her voice dropping an octave. I felt a shiver run through me. She was playing a dangerous game with my body and I was losing control.

"Strip down," she commanded, taking a step back to give me space.

“Y-yes, ma’am…”

My hands trembled as I unbuttoned my blouse. The room was silent except for the rustling of fabric against skin.

I felt her gaze on me, burning yet cold. I couldn't help but squirm under it, feeling clit overtake the thoughts in my head.

I had never been so turned on before, not with any boy, at least.

The blouse went first, discarded to the floor haphazardly. She smirked, eyeing my bra like a lioness eyeing its kill. “Good girl… Now let me see those little titties of yours.”

I whimpered as I slipped out of my bra, revealing breasts that were petite yet sensitive. I blushed furiously, trying not to look at her as I unzipped my skirt. It dropped to the floor with a soft thud, leaving me in only my panties.

She chuckled softly, her fingers playing with her robe. "You're such a sweet little thing." She said, her voice dripping with desire. “In truth… I’ve had my eyes on you ever since you turned 18…”

“R-really?” I whimpered, feeling my pussy lips gnawing at the fabric of my white panties.

She nodded, eyeing my mound lips as they peered out past the fabric. “How about you show me what I want to see…?”

I bit my lip, pausing before finally taking off my panties and tossing them aside, completely naked in front of her now. There was a moment of silence where I felt her eyes rove over every inch of me.

This was so dirty. I had just shaved and readied myself for my date — I expected him to see my naked body — but instead, it was Ms Harper.

“Alice…” She moaned, stepping forward, letting go of the robe. “You look delicious.”

Her robe fell — puddling by her bare feet.

My jaw dropped along with it.

Her body… Was perfect. Ms Harper was nice and curvy in all the right places. My heart and clit throbbed as I stared at her big, perky tits. Brown nipples hard as wetness lingered on her curly black pubes. Whether it was grool or bathwater — I didn’t know.

My eyes were locked on her body, my breath hitching as she slowly approached me. I was trembling, feeling the heat radiate off her skin. She was so close that I could almost taste her.

"Touch me," she breathed out quietly, her voice thick with desire. Her hand guided mine to one of her round breasts, encouraging me to explore her body.

“Ohh~” I whimpered, feeling my fingers dig into her soft, plump tits.

I stroked her nipple with the pad of my thumb. It was hard and pebbly underneath my touch. She let out a gasp, her eyes fluttering closed. My heart was pounding in my chest as I watched her react to my touch. I never expected Ms Harper to be such a sensual woman.

She whispered my name again, pleading this time. "Alice..." The tone sent shivers racing down my spine. It felt so wrong, yet incredibly arousing.

“T-touch me.” I begged, my own nipples throbbing — needing to be attended to.

She smirked, her black eyes stunning. “Happily.”

Her hands gripped my chest, her fingers digging into my soft tits.

“Ah~” I gasped, arching my back as I felt her tugging at my perky pink nipple. I played with her tit as she did to mine — my hand mimicking her movements.

She chuckled deeply, her scent filling my lungs. “Good girl… Now get down on your knees and get ready for your punishment…”

I bit my lip. “Y-yes, ma’am~”

I fell to my knees, squirming as my face was inches from my moist, wet cunt. The scent of her arousal flooded my senses — turning all the rushing thoughts in my head into smoke.

My hands gripped her thighs as she stroked my frazzled hair. “So, you sure you are ready for your punishment? It’ll be… dirty.” The woman laughed.

I whimpered, her pussy was intoxicating. My eyes fixated on her blooming lips. “Yes. I’m so fucking ready…”

“Good slut. Now lick.”

I pursed my lips together, leaning in. My lips planted a soft kiss on her inner thighs as she spread her stance. Her skin was so soft.

“Mmmh~” the woman moaned, her hands gripping my roots.

I paused before I leaned, my tongue swiping nervously across her slit. She tasted salty and sweet, like ripe peaches, and my mouth watered for more. With each stroke of my tongue, my confidence grew.

"More..." she moaned, pressing my head closer to her dripping cunt. The tenderness of her folds under my tongue sent a shiver down my spine. I began to explore the contours of her pussy, savoring every bit of her.

I whimpered, my fingers gripping her thighs as my nose pressed up against the curly pubes adorning the crest of her clit.

My tongue pushed deeper with each lash as she held me up to her cunt. Her knees shook as the woman gripped my roots. “Fuck! R-right there~”

Her moans fueled my resolve. I groaned, spit and grool filling my cheeks as my tongue worked its magic.

“W-wait!” She gasped. “To the couch.”

She pulled my face away.

I gasped, my eyes rolling back in ecstasy as I panted for air. “Ohhh~”

She strutted to the couch, I crawled on her heels like a dog — following the scent trail of her cunt.

Ms Harper giggled as she fell back into the cushions, her feet lifted in the air as she spread her thighs.

I knelt on the floor between her legs, grabbing her hips and pulling her to the edge of the couch.

The woman purred as she stroked my saliva covered chin. “You’ve been doing so well… Make me cum, and we can forget all about this incident.”

“Y-yes, ma’am.” I moaned, kissing her inner thigh.

She moaned, her legs clamping around my face as she grabbed my hair, pulling me back towards her cunt. “Go ahead, and finish me~”

I didn’t need to be told twice. My mind swirled with euphoria as my eyes fluttered close.

One hand latched on to her hips as my other hand rode down my panting stomach — my fingers pressed against my clit as it throbbed.

My tongue began its dance, swirling around the edges of her petals before diving into the honeyed warmth. I licked and sucked, each time more desperate to collect every drop of her musky essence. Ms Harper's legs tightened around my face, fingers pulling at my hair with growing urgency as I worked.

"Mmmh, so good," she groaned, her voice barely a whisper yet it echoed in my ears like a screaming siren. My fingers slipped into my tight slit. I whimpered, suffocating between her thighs as each labored breath I took filled my lungs with her musk.

Her body was heaving now, her chest rising and falling rapidly as I looked up through half-closed eyes. The sight of Ms. Harper lost in lust spurred me on further. My fingers dug deeper into her hips as I buried my face closer to her cunt—my senses intoxicated by her scent.

“I…I’m going to cum~” She purred, tugging my roots as saliva and grool dripped off my chin. “Oh god! I’m going to cum!”

Her heavy moans made my body shake, my pussy tightening around my fingers as my tongue shoved all the way inside her sopping wet cunt.

“Cum for me~” I gasped, feeling my own clit on the verge of eruption.

Her back arched before slamming back down on the couch. “Ahhhh!” She gasped. Hips rolling all over my face. My soft, panting face was covered in all manners of wetness. I felt so filthy — and so alive.

“Oh!” I yelped, feeling the sloshing wetness spill into my mouth.

Her body shook and went rigid as she let out a wordless moan. “A-Ahhh~”

My tongue scooped up all the wetness, her moans were an angelic choir as my pussy gripped my fingers like a glove.

Her thighs loosened around my face as I tossed my head back, falling onto my ass.

“Ohh!” I gasped, the grool and spit rolling onto my chest as I spread my legs on the floor. My fingers curiously thrusted in and out of my cunt as I glanced up at the woman.

She panted, a smile on her face. “G-go ahead, your turn baby~”

"P-please," I breathed, sliding my fingers all the way inside me. I bucked against my hand, my back arching as I thrust into myself. My breath hitched as I watched her watching me, an excited glint in her eyes.

"Mmm," I whimpered, writhing under her gaze. My body felt hot and humid, each gasping breath sending shivers down my spine. Twisting my wrist, I curled my fingers deep inside, hitting a spot that had me seeing stars.

I felt so full, so dirty. Sticky juices pooled on the floor beneath me as I pounded into myself. Moaning loudly, I loosened my grip on reality and allowed myself to just feel.

“Ahhh! Ahhhh yessss!” I begged like a slut in heat — loosing sense of myself as my clit erupted.

"Ah!" I cried out, a wave of pleasure washing over me. My pussy clenched around my fingers as the erotic energy electrified every nerve in my body. The world blurred around me as a gasp escaped from between my parted lips.

She was watching me the entire time, those gorgeous eyes fixated on the spectacle between my thighs. Her lips were moist and parted ever so slightly as she watched me pleasure myself. The sight of it all pushed me over the edge.

With a final gasp, I fell onto my back. I gasped for air — the entire room spinning as my fingers slipped out of my ruined slit.

The grool oozed out with each gasp as her taste lingered on my lips.

Ms Harper laughed, crawling off the couch. The woman crawled over my body, her tits pressing up against mine.

I clawed at her back, holding her sweaty, ruined body against mine. “Th-that was…”

“Amazing.” She giggled, kissing my neck.

I purred like a cat as I stretched my head, allowing her soft and delicate lips full access to my collar.

“How about you forget about your little boyfriend? After years of mischief, you have a lot of punishment still to take.”

I smirked, biting my lip. “Of course, ma’am. I’ll take it all like a good slut.”

She smiled. “Good. We’ll be up all night.”

Story 4: Excused Absence

I glanced up from the stack of papers on my desk as the office door creaked open.

Sarah peered in, her bright blonde hair dangling past her face as she flashed me a smile. “Hey, Mrs Alice!” She said with a giggle.

I huffed, leaning back in the desk chair. “Sarah. How can I help you?”

I hadn’t seen Sarah in class for the last month. She was a cheerleader and spent more time hanging around the football team than attending classes.

The girl bit her lip as she snuck into the office, closing the door gently behind her. Her miniskirt barely went down past her hips, and each step she took caused her white thong underneath to peer out. Her top wasn’t much better. The tube top across her chest left nothing to the imagination.

“How can I help you?” I said, unamused.

She took a seat across from me, pursing her lips and batting her eyelashes. “Welllllll”

Her finger twirled around her hair. “You may have noticed that I’ve been absent for the last little bit. I only just realized that attendance was also part of my final grade.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You only just realized that?” With a huff, I leaned forward, my hands on my desk. “Sarah. Attendance is worth 30% of your final grade.”

She grimaced, her face scrunching up. “Yeah…” She took an exaggerated deep breath. “You see, I’ve been sooooo busy recently. I made the cheer team as a freshman, which is like, super rare. And I’ve been networking and trying to discover myself.”

I rolled my eyes so much they nearly popped out of my head. “Sarah. Don’t think I haven’t noticed you skipping around campus wrapped around the arms of that quarterback boy. I understand that you’re enjoying College, but you need to start focusing on your academics.”

She pouted, slouching back into her chair. Her miniskirt rode up her thighs, just barely covering her pelvis.

“Yeah, I know…” She took a deep breath as her blue eyes met mine. “But my parents are military strict. Now that I am in college, I can finally spread my wings. I am free.”

My mouth scrunched up. At least now I was getting some honesty out of her. In truth, I knew how she felt. When I moved out of my parent's house all those years ago — I felt like a whole new woman.

Even still. I had to learn the importance of responsibility — and now so did Sarah. She missed almost half of the semester so far, and there was no way she was going to ace the final.

With a deep breath, I tucked away a strand of curly brown hair. “Sorry, Sarah. It doesn’t seem like you are going to pass this class.”

She whimpered. “Fuck…” The girl took a deep breath, her tube top straining. “I figured as much… Dad is going to fucking kill me…”

My lips pursed. Sure, Sarah was a bit of a handful — but she was a nice girl. She reminded me of myself…

Her nipples poked up against the thin fabric of her tube top — snatching my attention. It was easy to tell that she was a cheerleader. Her body was damn perfect. Nice and petite, with nice abs and a sexy collarbone. I couldn’t help it, my auburn eyes traced down to her miniskirt, pupils dilating at the sight of her white thong teased underneath.

I wasn’t very sneaky. Sarah smirked as she sighed. “Like what you see?”

I blushed, “Sorry.”

“Don’t be. I wouldn’t dress like a slut if I didn’t like a little attention.”

The girl huffed, standing to her feet — her tits giving a nice jiggle. “Thanks anyways, professor. I guess I’ll go break the news to my parents…”

As she turned I shouted out, “Wait!”

She glanced back, a puzzled look in her eyes. My heart was racing, I had no idea what I was doing, but fuck — one glance at her body was enough to knock all the rational thoughts from my head.

.“Maybe there is something you can do in exchange for me to forget about your absences.”

She tilted her head, her blonde hair dangling. “Oh? What is it?”

My heart was racing like a stallion under my top, this was so wrong — but once again, just a glance at her nipples pushed those doubts away.

I licked my lips nervously. "Give me a peek," I offered, my voice barely above a whisper, "Of your tits."

My heart was racing. I can’t believe I just said that. But goddamn, it’s been so long since I’ve seen a pair of hot college girl tits.

Her eyes widened momentarily, a blush creeping up her cheeks. But then she grinned, biting her lip seductively. "Really? Professor Alice, I never would have guessed that you like girls…"

I shrugged, feeling my clit throb. “What can I say, I’m an admirer of beautiful women.”

“Then you’ll love me…”

Slowly, teasingly, she pulled her top up over her abundant chest. Her breasts were round and firm, perky nipples standing at attention. My breath hitched in my throat and I felt heat pooling between my legs.

Goddamn. Her nipples were like little gumdrops on the nice, plump curves of her chest. Her tits weren’t the biggest, but they were firm and perky.

Sarah giggled as I salivated over her chest. Her hands held the tube top against her collar. “They feel better than they look…”

“Is that so?” I whimpered. The heat in my pelvis was a searing fire.

She nodded, a strand of blonde hair falling over her face. “Go ahead.”

The girl walked over, her hips strutting with each step. I whimpered, leaning back against my office chair as Sarah climbed on, straddling my lap. The scent of her flowery perfume nearly knocked me out — fuck, she was sexy.

My hand reached up with a mind of its own — I couldn’t help it. I needed a feel.

My fingers sunk into her soft pillows, memorizing the weight and bounce. She gasped, a sweet sound echoing in my quiet office. Her nipples hardened beneath my touch, a contrast to her smooth skin. I groaned as her hips started to grind on me, moving rhythmically.

“Oh wow…” She purred, tossing her head back.

Her breasts were better than they looked—much better. I found myself kneading their firmness, fingers playing with her erect nipples as she moaned at every touch. My other hand trailed up her thigh, feeling the soft skin beneath her skimpy skirt. Her scent mingled with the musky smell of our arousal—it was intoxicating.

Sarah threw her head back, arching her back as she ground harder on me. Her moans grew louder, the sounds driving me crazy with desire. As my thumb brushed across her nipple, Sarah let out a sharp gasp.

“You like that?” I croaked, pleasure making my voice rough.

She nodded vehemently, squirming on my lap as I continued to tease her nipples—a little rub here, a tiny pinch there. My other hand grabbed her thigh — fingers inches from her pussy.

I couldn’t help it. I needed all of her.

Sarah pulled her top off, tossing it to the side as she pulled my face into her chest. “Go ahead and have a taste, professor.” She purred, her voice smooth as butter.

I took her nipple into my mouth, sucking like a newborn babe. Her skin tasted like candy, and her scent filled my nose. She was so fucking soft. My fingers dug into her waist as she purred on my lap.

“Oh god!” She moaned, clawing at my back. “P-professor~”

I glanced up at her, my tongue flicking her perky nipple. Her bottom lip was quivering, pink blush searing her cute face.

I pulled off, a bridge of saliva connecting her nipple and my mouth. “How about I give your pussy some love?” I said with a naughty grin.

She whimpered. “I… I’ve never been with a woman before…”

My smile grew. “Perhaps I can teach you something other than History.”

Sarah bit her lip. “Please. I need you~”

My fingers dug into her waist as I picked her up as if she were weightless.

The petite cheerleader yelped as I slammed her onto my desk — her blonde hair fanning out as she stared up at me, her miniskirt crumpled around her pelvis.

The girl whimpered as my hands pulled her butt to the edge of the desk. Her white thong was drenched in wetness — the sweet, salty scent filling my nostrils.

“Ready to be pleasured unlike anything you’ve ever experienced before?” I said with a smile.

Sarah nodded emphatically as she squirmed on my desk, papers and stationeries falling to the floor. “Y-yes! Please!”

“Good girl.”

I knelt on the floor between her thighs, pulling her ass off the desk as her thighs rested on my shoulders. The blonde reached down, her fingers trembling as she hooked the fabric of her thong, pulling it to the side.

I whimpered. Her cunt was so soft and tight. Her mound lips were puffy and bald, and her lips were moist with wetness. Each eager breath she took caused her lips to part just slightly — teasing the pinkness inside.

My thumbs curled around her thigh, pulling her lips apart. Sarah whimpered, squirming on my desk as her calves pulled my face closer. “Ohh fuck~”

Her moans were music to my ears — and I was eager to make her sing.

I moved closer, my breath on her wetness eliciting a sharp gasp. With gentle hands, I nudged her wider, exposing more of her to me. My eyes roved over her flushed, wet cunt. It was beautiful: slick, shiny, and begging for attention.

Sarah whimpered again as my tongue swept over her slit in a slow lick. The taste of her arousal was intoxicating - sweet and earthy, a flavor that demanded more exploration. Her body jerked as I lingered over the swollen nub of her clit. "Oh fuck!" she cried out again. I couldn't help but smile against her skin.

She was so damn sweet. College pussy was a whole new level.

I dipped my tongue into the sweetness that was Sarah, exploring the depth of her pussy. Her legs wrapped around my head as she gasped out sweet moans of pleasure, each one sending a shiver down my spine.

The girl bit the back of her hand as her hips swayed against my face — smothering me with her cunt. “Ahhh yessss~”

Her thighs clamped around my face as her eager moans filled my ears. I was drowning in sensation.

Holding tightly onto her hips with my hands, I continued to feast on her, lapping at her clit with unrestrained hunger while my fingers explore the plushness of her ass. Her moans were getting louder now, echoing through the empty office.

“Ohh fuck yes! More!” Sarah begged.

I smiled, staring up at her sexy little body. “I bet your football bros don’t eat you out like this.”

“N-never~” She purred.

I planted a soft kiss on her clit. The girl yelped, her fingers massaging her tits allowing her perky nipples to peer past. “God~”

My kisses pulled from her pussy — the salty and sweet taste coating every inch of my tongue as I planted soft and delicate kisses all the way down her thigh.

Sarah tossed her hands up over her head as she purred. “God… Mrs Alice…”

I smiled. “You know… This has been fun, but I think you need to be punished for missing so many classes.”

She stared down at me with wide pupils. “O-oh?”

I nodded, hair sticking to my face. “Get on your knees and bend over my chair.”

Sarah bit her lip, squirming off the desk. She did just as I told her. The girl bend over on my chair, her elbows digging into the cushion as she wiggled her ass towards me. “I do need to be punished.”

I smiled, “Indeed. I think a few spankings will do just fine.”

She bit her lip, the edge of the chair digging into her pelvis as she arched her back. “Go ahead… Mommy.”

The word sent tingles through my spine.

My hand hovered over her exposed ass, fingers twitching with anticipation. The sight of her smooth, round buttocks bent over on my leather office chair was nothing short of divine. The scent of her arousal filled the room, intoxicating me. "Oh, Sarah..." I breathed out, shaking my head in mock disappointment.

With a swift motion, I delivered the first spank. The sound echoed in the small office, followed immediately by Sarah’s squeal of surprise and delight. Her body jolted in response and a flush spread quickly over her cheeks. “Oh… Mommy..."

The second spank landed harder than the first one. The sound was loud and crisp, filling the room with a delicious thrill. Her ass cheeks reddened under my touch and she squirmed, pushing back against me as if begging for more. "You like that?"

Without waiting for a response, I delivered another stinging slap. This time, she let out a longer whine, hips rolling with every hit as she moaned like a slut.

Sarah’s breath hitched when I paused. “I… I’ve been bad… so bad…” The words were barely more than a breathless whimper, muffled by the cushion of the chair.

I smirked, my handprint on her ass was like a brand of ownership. She had taken her punishment so well.

I gave her ass a nice grope before my fingers curled down past her thighs. My slender fingers brushed against her sopping wet cunt as she rolled her hips, tossing her head back as she pushed her ass against my hand.

“Fuckkk! Mommy~”

“Are you ready to cum, slut?” I whispered into her ear.

The girl bit her lip, gripping the edges of the chair as she nodded emphatically.

I didn't wait for further encouragement, my fingers sliding smoothly into her slick folds. Her walls clenched around me, hot and tight, as a rush of wetness greeted my touch. The sensation was deliciously sinful.

“Oh god… Mommy…” Sarah's words were barely coherent, her voice a shaky gasp. Each thrust of my fingers made her squirm, her hips rolling as her cunt gripped my fingers like a glove.

I dug my fingers deeper inside her, the wetness coating my fingers with her arousal. The frantic rhythm of our movements filled the room – our heavy breathing mingled with the lewd squelching noises from between her legs.

“Yes! Yes! M-Mommy, I’m... I'm so close...” She gasped out, gripping the chair until her knuckles turned white.

Taking that as permission, I pumped faster inside of her. The sounds she made as I finger-fucked her became more desperate and high-pitched until suddenly, she let out a high whimper of release. Her inner muscles clenched tightly around my fingers as she came hard all over my hand.

“AHHHHH!” She cried out as my fingers curled against her sensitive G spot deep inside of her cunt.

I moaned, letting her cunt milk my fingers as I held them deep inside of her. The wetness intensified as she squirmed like a fish out of water. God, she was so hot and wet.

"Fuck," she panted heavily as aftershocks rippled through her quivering body. "Mommy..." she whimpered again, sinking into the chair with a satisfied sigh.

As I pulled my fingers out, the wetness spilled out onto the leather chair. The sticky filth coated her inner thigh and her thong as leaned over, planting a kiss on her back. “You did so good.”

“Th-thank you…” She panted, barely able to breathe.

“I think I can excuse those absences of yours. Though, make sure not to miss any more classes.”

She glanced back at me, her smile wide as her sweaty, red face shivered. “Never. I’m sitting front row from now on.”

“Good girl. Make sure to wear this skirt as well… But leave the panties behind.”

She giggled, licking her lips. “Yes Mommy…”

Story 5: Mommy

It was so dark I could barely see where I was walking. My breath was in my lungs as I tried desperately not to make a noise. My boyfriend had snuck me into his house, and his parents were sleeping in just the next room.

We had finished doing the deed. Max, while a nice enough boyfriend, wasn’t very impressive in the bedroom. Oh well. I’d just go home and finish myself off.

My hand reached for the railing as I made my way down the stairs. My brunette hair was in tatters, and my t-shirt and shorts were snug to my body. Max’s dad was old school, and we both knew that he would hate me for dressing so… liberally. That’s why I had to sneak in all the damn time.

Still, for such mediocre sex, this hardly seemed worth it.

I turned the corner as I reached the bottom of the stairs. The front door was just in view. As I crept past the living room, I yelped. Mrs Baker — Max’s mom was lying on the couch. I spun around the corner, my back against the wall as I panted. Did… did she see me?

“You can come out, girl.” Mrs Baker said. I cursed under my breath as I turned the corner into the dimly lit living room. “Hey… Mrs Baker…”

The woman glanced over her book towards me. Her dirty blonde hair tied up into a messy bun as her soft sleeping gown draped over her curvy figure.

“No need to sneak around like a little mouse, Hannah. I could hear you climbing through the window…” The woman said, glancing back down to her book.

The blush in my cheeks could put the sun to shame. “S-sorry… I didn’t mean to be loud.”

She huffed. “Thankfully, despite our rooms being next to one another — I couldn’t hear either of you.”

I pursed my lips, hands behind my back. “Y-yeah, we were quick…”

She smirked. “Too quick, by the sounds of it.”

The blush in my cheeks intensified. “I… I didn’t mean it like that.”

Mrs Baker burst out into laughter. “Don’t worry, girl. Max’s father isn't much better in that regard.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle. She cracked a smile, staring at me. Suddenly, I felt the tightness of my clothing constrict around my slender figure. Normally, I enjoyed wearing tight clothing — but Mrs Baker’s eye scanning me up and down made me quiver.

“I wouldn’t waste my time sneaking in bedrooms of boys that can’t even make you cum.” The woman continued, squirming on her couch. Her night robe was silky white, and the skirt portion barely slipped down past her thighs. My eyes glanced down at her nice and sculpted thighs.

“W-well… I like Max. I don’t mind that he’s still learning how to be with a woman…” My heart was racing as her gaze pierced me.

Mrs Baker huffed, putting her book to the side. The woman sat up, a strand of rebellious hair dangling over her face.

“Fair enough. I enjoy my husband as well, even if I do need to find my pleasure… elsewhere.”

My heart skipped a beat. “E-elsewhere?”

Her smirk turned devious as she nodded. “If I had to rely on my husband's dick to get off, I’d toss myself off the tallest building in the city.”
I laughed louder, inching forward. “Well… Perhaps once I get home I can finish what he started.”

Mrs Baker pursed her lips, her eyes lingering on my top. I glanced down at the white fabric. My nipples were poking out from underneath. Fuck, I didn’t even realize.

My own attention was too fixated on her legs, peering out from her silky nightgown.

“That won’t do…” She began, sitting up. Her toes curled around the carpet as she flashed me a wink. “Perhaps I should… Finish you off.”

“R-really…” I huffed, my pupils dilating. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Why would such a beautiful older woman want me?

Mrs Baker let out a soft chuckle, nodding her head towards the space next to her. "Well well, why don't you come over here?" She patted the couch, the lining of her lips curling into a provocative smirk.

I moved closer, my legs almost shaky as I took a seat beside her. Her eyes dropped down to my chest again, her teeth grazing over her bottom lip subtly.

She shifted closer to me, reaching out one of her manicured fingers to trace over my collarbone. My breath hitched again. Her touch was light but electric against my skin. It sent shivers down my spine. “Don’t worry honey.” She whispered, her hot breath landing on my cheek. “I know how to take care of girls like you~”

Her hand slipped up to my collar as the grizzled woman pushed me onto my back. I whimpered, my heart throbbing and my mind buzzing. Was I actually going to go through with this? This was so wrong — my boyfriend was just upstairs. And yet…

The woman’s slender fingers trailed down to my chest, the thin fabric of my top did nothing to hide her delicate touch.

“Ohh~” I purred as her fingers pushed against my nipples.

Mrs Baker chuckled, her voice rich and husky. "So sensitive," she murmured, her fingers expertly tweaking my stiffening nipples through the material. I bit my lip, trying to suppress my groans but they spilled out anyway.

“Ohh fuck!”

She looked at me, her eyes sparkling with a wicked glint.

"Like that, do you?" She asked as her voice feigned innocence. I could only nod as her thumbs began to rub in slow circles, driving me absolutely crazy.

Slowly she pulled up my shirt, tossing it away somewhere in the room. My exposed chest heaved as my breaths turned ragged. A smirk crept over her lips before she leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to each peak.

I whimpered. The cool air on my exposed pink nipples mixed with her delicate kisses was too much. My back arched as I squirmed on the couch.

“Ohh yes~”

She giggled as she took one nipple in her mouth, her talented tongue flicking my bud. My mind raced with a million thoughts, but I couldn’t focus on a single one of them. I began to grind my hips against hers as my legs wrapped around her pelvis. I needed to be closer to her.

With a smirk, she rose onto her knees, my legs falling on either side of her body as her hands continued to explore my body.

I watched as her fingers trailed down my panting stomach — leaving tingles in their wake.

“Now, what kind of host would I be if I let a pretty college girl like you leave without having some fun first.” The woman said, her fingers teasing the waistband of my shorts.

I whimpered, grabbing my tits and massaging them as I lifted my butt off the couch.

She took the hint and unbuttoned my shorts. Slowly, teasingly, she pulled them off, letting them join my shirt on the floor. The room was filled with a heavy tension. I was left in nothing but a lacy thong.

I whimpered. The cool air hit my moist fabric as my pussy lips devoured the thong. I was already more wet than the entire time I was with Max.

"Oh, aren't you beautiful," she cooed as she traced the delicate lace with her fingers. My breath hitched.

The cool air caressed my trembling thighs as she slowly began to trace her fingers up and down them. Her touch was like an electric current – setting my skin on fire.

I spread my thighs more, one foot planting on the ground as the other lifted onto the headrest of the couch. “Oh god! Mommy~”

She laughed. “Such an eager slut. I can tell it’s been so long since you’ve had an intense orgasm.”

My eyes fluttered as thoughts in my head turned to smoke. “So fucking long…”

“Then allow me.”

Her hand pressed against the small triangle thong fabric. I yelped, feeling my clit throb as the pleasure filled my spine. My fingers dug into the soft, subtle skin of my tits and my nipples pressed up against my palms. “I… I need you.”

“Beg.” She said coldly.

I whimpered even louder, squirming like a fish out of water. “I need you, Mommy! I need you to fuck me!”

She laughed, leaning in. Her back arched as she nestled her face between my thighs. “Happily.” She purred, teasing my panties to the side. I was wet. So embarrassingly wet that it soaked through the thin material of my thong.

My lips were soft and pink and blooming like flower petals. Her hot breath on my slit was enough to make my entire body tingle.

“Damn… You smell sweet as honey. I wonder if you taste as good.” She said with a devious smirk.

I bit my lip, my hands trailing down and slipping into her hair. “H-how about you have a taste and find out?”

“Don’t mind if I do.” She whispered, her tongue draping out.

Her tongue skimmed the edge of my pussy, causing me to gasp sharply. The sensation was intoxicating. The first touch was so light, so teasing, my hips bucked against her face begging for more. But she took her time, oh so slowly tracing the contours of my lower lips, exploring every crevice.

“Ohhhh~” I moaned. Half pleasure — half frustration from her teasing.

Her eyes stayed fixated on mine as she licked my inner thigh.

Then she reached my clit and everything stopped. My heart froze as the tingling pleasure intensified tenfold. She flicked the swollen nub with her tongue and a low moan escaped my lips. My body jerked involuntarily as I tangled my hands in her hair pressing her deeper into me. "Yes... Yes! Right there!" My voice was a husky whisper in the silent room.

Colors I didn’t know existed flooded my mind as my entire being focused on her tongue circling my eager clit.

She listened to my body, every writhing movement told her where to lavish more attention. It was as if she knew me better than I knew myself. Her tongue danced a dance only known by lovers, swirling around before dipping inside, tasting me, feeling me.

My teeth grit as I gripped her hair — barely able to contain myself.

“G-gah fuck!” A guttural moan escaped from somewhere deep within me as she pushed further inside with two of her fingers while her mouth continued its relentless assault on my clit. Her fingers moved in rhythm with the flicking of her tongue; it sent spirals of pleasure radiating up and through me.

I whimpered and squirmed. Her fingers were slender, but they knew exactly how to touch me. I clamped my thighs around her face — suffocating the woman between my soft legs as her two fingers pumped in and out.

I could feel my pussy walls grip them like gloves as her tongue continued to play with my clit.

“Mmmh~” She purred, her tongue riding up and down my slit. “Your cunt is delicious ~”

“I-it’s your!” I panted like a slut. My body writhed and swayed against her face like a ship on stormy seas. I could barely breathe, panting for air as the pleasure and euphoria threatened to drown me.

“You like my fingers inside you?” She whispered into my slit as her tongue flicked my clit.

“Mmh! Y-yes!” I panted, feeling them curl up and scratch my most intimate itch. The woman worked her fingers and tongue like a master artist worked their paintbrush — and my cunt was the canvass.

My thighs gripped her tighter, holding her against my sopping pussy like a vice.

My eyes fluttered as the scent of sweat and my sweet grool filled the air. “I… I need to cum!”

“I know you do, baby. Mommy will make sure that you have the best orgasm of your entire life.” She whispered, pushing her fingers all the way inside of me.

“Ah!” I panted, my lip quivering as my eyes rolled into the back of my head. I tossed my hands over my head as my entire body shivered. The pleasure was all too much — my petite body didn’t know how to take it.

She dug her fingers deeper inside me, exploiting every inch of my inner walls, causing my legs to shake uncontrollably. "You're so sopping wet. Fuck," she purred against my sex. Her voice was a velvet caress, sending thrills of pleasure up my spine.

My feet kicked the air as I felt my clit vibrate wildly. “Ah, ahhh!”

“Are you gonna cum for Mommy?” She whispered.

"Y-yes," I stuttered out. My heart pounded so hard in my chest that I thought it might burst out. My hands clutched at her soft roots as the pressure built up within me, threatening to explode at any moment.

"That's it," she cooed. She increased the pace of her fingers, frantic and feverish inside my slick warmth. Her tongue grazed my clit again and again, sending electric jolts through my veins. Grool oozed out, coating her sexy face as she inhaled my scent.

I couldn't help it anymore; I cried out as the tidal wave of pleasure washed over me. My body convulsed and writhed beneath her touch. I was lost in an ocean of bliss as the orgasm ripped through me, leaving me breathless and boneless. “GOD FUCK!” I cried out before biting down on the back of my head. My purrs and moans echoed in the air — but neither of us cared one bit.

Mrs Baker laughed, pulling herself free from my thighs. My body was limp and exhausted — though my mind was still buzzing. Each neuron was firing off as the most intense orgasm of my life filled each and every inch of my body.

The grool dripped off my fingers. Mrs Baker smiled, sticking her fingers into my mouth. “Your turn. Have a taste, baby.”
I whimpered, sucking deep on the filthy fingers. My eyes rolled back as the intense taste of my sticky, hot grool flooded my tastebuds. My tongue licked the slender fingers dry — coating each inch of my mouth with the sticky wetness.

My cunt was still panting, each breath causing more and more grool to ooze out.

Every inch of my body was covered in sweat as the woman leaned down over me. Her delicate lips kissed up my panting body. Each peck made me squirm.

“You were so good.” She giggled.

I bit my lip, barely able to breathe let alone speak. “Th-thank you… That was amazing.”

“I know it was. How about next time you sneak in, you visit me instead?” I smiled. My hands cupped her face and pulled her up to mine. “Happily.”

I kissed her deeply. Her lips tasted of strawberries and our tongues danced.

My racing heart calmed in her hands as we made out. I just had the most intense orgasm of my entire life — and it came from another woman. One that was more than twice my age. I didn’t care though — Mrs Baker was perfect, and I needed more.

Story 6: Seducing the Landlord

“Oh~” I moaned, my vibrator falling from my hands as I panted on the couch. My entire body shook as the room spun around me.

I had just broken up with my deadbeat boyfriend, but with this new toy — I don’t think I’d miss him one bit.

A knock on the front door caused my attention to jerk. I wasn’t expecting any visitors… Was I?

I gasped. Fuck. My landlord told me she was going to come by to check on the kitchen sink. I had completely forgotten. My landlord was a bitch, and the quicker I could get her out — the quicker I could get back to my vibrator.

Grabbing a robe, I wrapped my body and ran for the door – my brown hair flowing behind me. “I’m coming!”

I swung the door open, my face flushed.

The older woman had her arms crossed over her chest, already a look of disdain crossed her face as her black hair was pulled into a way-too tight ponytail. “Meghan.” She sneered.

I forced a smile. “Hey, Mrs Reinhart. I was just doing some yoga…”

She eyed me, her mouth puckered. “Show me the kitchen.”

I nodded, holding the door open as she walked in. The scent of sweat and sex lingered in the air, but she had her head so far up her ass that I’m sure she didn’t notice a thing.

As she began to walk towards the kitchen, Mrs Reinhart glanced into the living room — her stalking eyes falling to my wet vibrator, right in the middle of the floor as if on display. My heart skipped a beat.

“Slut…” the woman muttered.

My blood began to boil. She was always a bitch, commenting every time she noticed a boy come by my place.

Enough was enough.

“What? I can’t have a little fun by myself?” I shouted. I knew that I should have let it roll off my shoulder, but she had pushed me to the edge. “Besides, how does me masturbating make me a slut?”

She rolled her eyes, but I wasn’t done. “Answer me!”

She huffed, turning around. I was seeing red at this point. Normally, I wasn’t the confrontational type — perhaps it was the lingering high from my orgasm — but my heart was racing like a stallion.

“I’ve noticed you sneaking in boys all the damn time. I live just upstairs. Not to mention you moaning like a whore at all hours of the night.”

The red blush in my cheeks was intense. “I… I didn’t know you could hear me.”

“The whole damn apartment building can probably hear you begging to be fucked.”

I scrunched my face up. I enjoyed sex, sure, but I didn’t know the walls were that thin. Suddenly all my pent up anger boiled down. “L-let’s just move on.”

Mrs Reinhart smirked deviously. “Oh come now, what happened to your fierceness?”

“Whatever…” I whispered sheepishly. “Just because you don’t get any action doesn’t mean that you can call me a slut…”

Now she was the one with the red face. I glanced up at her. I had picked up that she and her husband had been having some marital issues — but I seem to have struck a nerve.

With a deep sigh, I shook my head. “Okay, sorry. I shouldn’t have said that. Let’s just move on.”

Instead, the older woman eyed my vibrator again — the gears turning in her head. “Is it good?”

I tilted my head, “Excuse me?”

“The… Vibrator. Is it good?”

My eyebrows furrowed. Was this a serious question?

“Uhh… Yeah. I enjoy it…”

The woman pursed her lips together. I could tell there was something she wanted to say but was too shy to get it out. Though, the eager look in her eye told me all I needed to know.

“Want me to show you?” I said. I clamped my mouth shut, shocked by the words that had come out.

Instead of snapping at me, the woman glanced my way, her beating heart making the fabric of her shirt flutter. “Show me?”

I shook my head, knocking the naughty thoughts out. “Sorry. I shouldn’t have—”

“Please show me.” She huffed, her eyes trembling. “You’re right… I’ve… been rather lonely recently. Maybe I could use a toy like that.”

My mind was racing. Mrs Reinhart was a bitch — but I couldn’t help but feel bad for her. Besides, perhaps this could be a little fun. “Okay… I can clean the toy and let you borrow it.”

The corners of the older woman’s lips curled into a naughty smirk. “Or I could try using it right here…On you.”

My breath whimpered. I was like a deer in headlights. Mrs Reinhart laughed. “Oh come now, girl. Don’t tell me a naughty thing like you isn’t turned on by the thought of some fun with an older woman.”

My clit throbbed. At first I thought it was the remnants of my previous orgasm — but this was something far deeper and dirtier.

The woman glanced down at my cleavage — the robe slouching off my body. This was so wrong… but then why did I want her so bad? As mean as she was — Mrs Reinhart was sexy. The woman was curvy in all the right places, and looked like a sexy school teacher.

I gulped. “Okay…”

“Good girl.” She walked into the living room, with me right on her heels. She bit her lip as she reached down and grabbed the vibrator, inspecting it in her hands. The knob was rounded and glistening with grool. She flashed me a smirk. “Why don’t we get that robe off… and I can practice using a toy like this on you.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. All the racing thoughts in my head turned to smoke — and my clit came back to life.

Heart pounding, I shed the robe. It slides off my shoulders, slithering down my body to pool around my feet. My skin prickles in the cool room, arousal hardening my nipples and throbbing between my legs.

Mrs Reinhart's eyes roam over me, taking in every inch of my exposed flesh. She doesn't rush, just appreciates the sight of me with a slow, approving smile. The air between us crackles with anticipation.

“Damn…” She huffed, licking her lips. Her eyes fixated on my pussy — nice and wet with my labia lips blooming like a flower. “No wonder all the boys go crazy for you… How about you take a seat?”

She patted the couch cushion. I nodded my head, my tits bouncing as I sat, my thighs nice and spread. I had just had an intense orgasm — but fuck, my clit was begging for even more attention.

Her fingers curl around the vibrator. Her thumb runs along its smooth side until it finds the power button. The hum fills the room, a soft but insistent purr that sends a shiver up my spine.

I bit my lip as the grool on the tip of the toy splattered over both of us. “R-ready?” I huffed.

She flashed me a wink. “Indeed. How about you tell me how to do it? You are the pro after all.”

I squirmed, lifting one foot to the edge of the seat. “Let’s start with tease my lips.”

She nodded, bringing the toy closer.

My heart skipped a beat as she held onto my thigh — holding me nice and spread as she brought the toy down.

Mrs Reinhart brings the toy to my inner thigh, teasing me at first, just running it lightly over my skin. It sends goosebumps racing across my flesh and has me gasping for breath. She grins at my reactions.

“Ohhh~” I purr, my entire body shaking as the familiar pleasure surges through me.

“Fuck. Your pussy is soaked already.”

“C-closer…” I moaned like a prayer.

She laughed. “So eager. I think it might be better if we take our time.” She said.

The older woman circled my pussy with the toy — but refused to touch my parting lips.

Instead, she lifted the vibrator and pushed it against my perky pink nipple.

“Ah!” I gasped, my mind racing. The vibrations shot through my spine as my nipples were stimulated beyond belief.

She smirked. “From my experience… The teasing is the best part.” I bit my lip to suffocate my whimpers and moans as my eyes rolled back. Usually, I would aim straight for the clit — but Mrs Reinhart was experienced — she knew how to please.

She traced the toy down to my navel, humming a low note in satisfaction. "Such a tight little body," she purred, eyes lusty.

The vibrator was now dancing at the base of my belly, the vibrations echoed inside me. "Mrs Reinhart..." I moaned, my voice was getting hoarse from all the panting and moaning.

"Hmm?" She responded with a teasing smile, not moving the toy any lower. She was enjoying it, driving me to the brink of insanity with her control. Her eyes glowed brighter as my pleas increased.

"Please... I can't take this anymore," I whimpered, cheeks flushed in a mix of shame and desire.

Pursing her lips in a satisfied smile, she moved the toy lower, stopping just at the rim of my pussy. My body jerked involuntarily at the anticipation of feeling her touch me there. But she held it there without moving, waiting for my pleading eyes to meet hers.

“Tell me, while I use this thing to pleasure your clit… should I also finger your pussy? Or will that be too much?” She said with a wicked grin.

I panted, my mind racing and my toes curled. “B-both! Do both!”

She laughed, “I figured that would be your answer.”

Without any further hesitation, she slid the vibrating toy along my inner thigh, sparking an electrifying sensation that made me cry out. Then, torturously slow, she moved it to my clit and pressed it there firmly. The vibrations coursed through me in waves of agonizing pleasure.

At the same time, her slender fingers traced a path from my belly button to the wet folds of my pussy. As her fingers roamed, I felt my walls clenching in anticipation. Finally, she plunged one finger inside me and my entire body stiffened with delight.

"Oh God," I gasped as she began stroking me with her finger in rhythm with the vibrator against my clit. The combination of her touch and the pulsating vibrations were an assault on all my senses.             

This felt so fucking good. Boys never took this much care or thought about my pleasure. Hell, even when I masturbated, I dived right into the show. But this… This was something so much more intense.

Her finger curled deep inside me as my pussy walls gripped her like a glove. She scratched my most intimate itch as my back arched and slammed back into the couch. This wasn’t her first time touching a girl — it couldn’t have been.

“Ohhhh~” I moaned out, my feet kicking the air as my hands grabbed my tits, groping them gently to try and relieve some of the pleasure.

“You like that, baby?” She whispered, kissing my leg.

I nodded, my lungs refusing to fill with air.

“Good, then you’ll love this.” She purred.

The woman pulled her finger out, before slipping in another. I gasped, feeling both fingers stretching my tight cunt.

At the same time, she pushed the vibrator harder against my clit. My neurons exploded like fireworks. “OH FUCK!” I cried out. At this point, I didn’t care one bit about being quiet. This pleasure was unlike anything I’ve ever experienced.

Her fingers moved deftly, in and out, hitting places I didn't even know existed. She was setting fire to my nerves with every movement, creating waves of pleasure crashing into me, leaving me breathless and begging for more.

"Yes, YES," I managed to gasp out between moans. My body was aching for release, but she seemed intent on prolonging the sweet torture. Her fingers sped up inside me, the vibrator pressed harder against my clit.

My pussy pulsed and clenched around her fingers. I could feel my release building like a pressure cooker, ready to explode any second now. But she held me back, her fingers slowing down just as I felt like I was about to snap.

"Oh god," I groaned, arching my back off the couch. "Please..."

“Good girl… I can feel how close you are.” She smirked, the vibrator circling my clit. “Go ahead.”

“Ah, ahhhhh~”

She leaned in closer to me then, pressing her body against mine. Hot breath fanned across my ear as she whispered one word that sent an electric jolt through me.

"Cum."

Right on cue, my body unraveled around her fingers, a coil snapping free in a rush of pure ecstasy. My orgasm washed over me in waves as I cried out her name. Her fingers continued their motions through my orgasm before eventually slowing down.

“OHHH FUCK! Y-YES!” I screamed at the top of my lungs as my mind turned to mush.

The pleasure was unlike anything I’d ever experienced.

I gasped for breath as she pulled her fingers out. Grool dripping off the tips. The woman laughed, pulling the vibrator away. I squirmed like a fish out of water — my mind spinning as I whimpered. “H-holy fuck…”

She smirked, “Good girl. That looked… marvelous.” She licked her lips as she stared down at my spilling cunt. “I think you sold me on this little vibrator toy.”

She hooked her hands under my hands — holding my legs up like stirrups as she lowered her face. “I hope you don’t mind if I go in for a taste…”

“AH!” I cried out, another wave of pleasure hitting me as her tongue licked up my cunt.

Her tongue scooped up the wetness as my pussy walls gripped her tongue.

I clamped my thighs around her face, grinding my hips against her face as she cleaned up my filthy little cunt. I tossed my hands over my head, succumbing to the pleasure.

“Oh yesssssss~” I moaned, eyes fluttering.

The pleasure she had shown me was unlike anything I could have ever imagined. I felt like I was on a cloud, and her tongue only filled me with more euphoria.

With Mrs Reinhart and our vibrator… I may never need another man again.

Story 7: Poolside Hotness

“Are we gonna hop in the pool?” Alyssa said with a smile. She sat up on her towel — her bikini hugged her body, leaving nothing to the imagination.

I pursed my lips, tucking my wavy brown hair behind my ear. “Nah… Jason is coming over later, I don’t want to be all wet.”

Alyssa laughed, “You get wet just looking at the guy, let’s just take a quick dip.”

Blush filled my cheeks. Jason was the quarterback of our college football team. Despite him being a senior, and me being a sophomore — he and I had been hanging out quite a bit.

I tried to ignore Alyssa’s crass comment — but the blush in my cheeks and my hardening nipples gave away my real feelings.

“Besides,” Alyssa continued, a sly smirk crossing her freckled face. “I heard that Jason was terrible in bed — Perhaps you being soaking wet will help?”

I shot her a dart of a look. “Shut it.”

The bubbly blonde just laughed, “It’s okay. He has a pretty face… I’m sure he has other ways to compensate for his… small package.”

By now, the blush in my cheeks was enough to put the sun to shame. Sure, Jason wasn’t the most… Talented in bed, but I really liked him. I would happily put up with subpar sex if it meant spending more time with him.

Alyssa's words lingered in my mind as I tried to push the thoughts away. She always had a way of getting under my skin, making me question things I didn't want to admit.

"Come on, when was the last time you actually had a real orgasm?" she prodded, her blue eyes twinkling mischievously. "I bet Jason couldn't find your clit if you drew him a map."

"I don't care about that stuff," I huffed, avoiding her gaze. But even as the words left my mouth, I knew they weren't entirely true. If I was being honest with myself, it had been a long time since I'd felt that toe-curling, mind-numbing pleasure. Jason's clumsy fumbling and jack-rabbit thrusting usually left me feeling unsatisfied and frustrated.

I thought back to our last encounter, how he'd pawed at my breasts and shoved his tongue in my mouth with no finesse. His fingers had probed awkwardly between my legs before he unceremoniously shoved his cock inside me, pumping away until he came with a grunt, leaving me high and dry. I had to finish myself off in the bathroom after he fell asleep.

I could feel Alyssa’s eyes searing a hole into the side of my head. I turned to face her, her bright blue eyes narrowed as the grin lingered on her lips.

“It… It’s been too long.” I huffed, defeated. “But I actually don’t care. I want to date him, he’s a great guy.”

She shrugged, pulling at her bikini strap. Her perky tits bounced as I noticed her nipples hardening underneath the white fabric. “Sure. But remember to take care of your own needs, hun.” She said, flashing me a wink.

I pulled my eyes from her nipples, shaking my head and resting back in my tanning chair. “Whatever…”

Even with my eyes closed, I can feel her staring at me. I open my eyes to see her glancing at my body, her gaze lingering on the curves of my hips and the swell of my breasts straining against my bikini top. Her tongue darts out to wet her lips and I feel a sudden flush of heat between my thighs.

“Wh-what are you looking at?” I muttered, trying to keep my voice confident.

She flashed me a wink. “Nothing. You’re just hot. If I were Jason, I’d do everything I could to try and get you to cum.”

I bit my lip. “He’s smaller than average down there. There’s nothing he can do about it.”

Alyssa tossed her head back laughing, “Oh, honey. Trust me, there are many more ways to get a girl to squirm. You don’t even need a dick to do it.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Is that so?”

She nodded, a tinge of pink blush filling her freckled cheeks as a strand of blonde hair dangled over her face. “Want to find out?”

I was taken aback. “E-excuse me?”

I swallow hard, my mouth suddenly dry. I've always known Alyssa was into girls as well as guys, but she's never been this blatant in her interest before. Part of me wants to look away, to laugh it off and change the subject. But another part, a deeper, darker part, wants to see where this leads.

She nodded. “I bet I can make you cum, and I don’t need a dick to do it.”

My mind was racing. In truth, I had never had a real or genuine orgasm before — but her proposition was ridiculous.

Alyssa always preferred girls to guys, and sure, sometimes I took a glance at the other girls in the changing rooms — I never considered myself interested in women.

Still, a dark and dirty part of my mind was curious as to what she had in mind. Masturbating never resulted in orgasms for me. Does Alyssa know the secrets of pleasure?

I doubted it, she always was one to talk a big talk… And yet… I couldn’t help but wonder…

“Fine.” I said, surprising even myself.

A dirty smile crossed her lips as she rolled onto her side, her tits jiggling in her skimpy bikini top. “Really?”

My heart was racing. This was wrong… But then why was I getting so excited?

Alyssa giggles with delight, her eyes sparkling mischievously. "Alright then, lay back and get comfy," she purrs.

Pulse pounding, I slowly roll onto my back on the pool lounger, my hair falling behind my back as I squirm. I'm acutely aware of how my bikini rides up, barely covering the lips of my tight slit. Alyssa's gaze rakes over my body hungrily, making me shiver despite the warm sun.

She slinks over catlike until she's kneeling beside me. "Just relax," she whispers, trailing a finger lightly down my sternum. "I'm going to make you feel soooo good."

Her touch ignites sparks across my skin. I suck in a breath as her hands skim over the curves of my breasts, teasing but not quite touching my straining nipples through the thin fabric. She maps the dip of my waist, the flare of my hips, inching lower torturously slow.

"Mmm, you have such a hot body," Alyssa murmurs appreciatively. "I've wanted to get my hands on you for ages."

My cheeks flush at her bold admission. This is so wrong, but the ache building between my thighs betrays how turned on I'm getting. When her fingers graze my inner thighs, I can't hold back a little whimper. “Oh~”

Alyssa giggled, her eyes shimmering. I squirmed on the lounging chair like a fish on a hook. Her touch burned me, a feeling that I had never experienced with another boy — not even Jason.

She slowly pulls down my bikini bottoms, revealing my glistening pink folds. I shiver as the warm breeze caresses my bare skin, my nerves on fire with anticipation.

"Look how wet you are already," Alyssa purrs, licking her lips. "Such a pretty little pussy, all for me."

She traces a finger along my slit, barely grazing my sensitive flesh. I whimper and arch my back, silently begging for more. Alyssa obliges, spreading my lips apart to expose my throbbing clit. She circles it with a feather-light touch, making me gasp.

"You like that, don't you?" she coos, increasing the pressure. "I bet Jason never touched you like this."

“N-never~” I purred, eyes fluttering. God, how could someone have such a soft yet fiery touch?”

I kicked the bikini bottoms off my feet as I spread my thighs — giving her full access to my begging cunt.

My hands found their way to my chest, squeezing and groping my tits as the pleasure filled me.

Alyssa crawled onto the chair, her ass wiggling in the air behind her as she leaned down — inhaling the scent of my wetness.

Alyssa hovered over my quivering pussy, her warm breath teasing my swollen lips. "Mmmm, you smell divine," she purred, inhaling deeply. "Like sweet honey. I could just devour you right now."

“D-do it then~” I moaned, trying to keep the desperation out of my voice.

She chuckled darkly, delighting in my desperation. "Patience, my pretty little slut. I'm going to savor every inch of this delectable body first."

Her lips kissed my inner thigh. A gasp escaped my lips as my back arched and slammed down into the chair. My mind was spinning with a million thoughts, but I couldn’t focus on a single one of them.

I gasped again, my fingers digging into my breasts as my hard nipples pushed against my palms — the thin fabric of my top did nothing to hide my diamond hard nipples.

“God~” I moaned, my thighs gripping her face as the blonde ran her tongue up and down. She kissed around my wet, puffy lips — but never touched them.

I moaned, my pussy begging to be played with — yet she refused.

Her eyes glanced up, and her lips curled into a devious grin. “God you are eager. Do you beg Jason like this?”

I bit my trembling lip. “N-never…”

Usually, Jason — or any other boy for that matter would rip off my pants and shove their cocks inside of me. I had never been teased like this before. It was so frustrating — but so fucking hot at the same time.

I tossed my head back, one hand reaching down off my tit towards her head. As Alyssa kissed my thighs, my fingers trailed into her silky soft hair. The scent of her coconut shampoo filled the air as I held her down.

The girl wrapped her hands around my thighs, her mouth hovering over my pussy as her hot breath landed on my exposed, throbbing clit.

I nodded emphatically, stray hairs sticking to my sweaty and panting face. “Y-yes! Fuck me!”

Alyssa smirked up at me with a wicked gleam in her crystal blue eyes. "As you wish," she purred seductively.

Without warning, she dove in, dragging her hot, wet tongue slowly up the entire length of my dripping slit. I cried out, my back arching off the lounger before slamming back down as waves of electrifying pleasure surged through my body.

"Oh fuck, Alyssa!" I moaned loudly, not caring if anyone heard. My fingers tangled in her silky blonde hair, pressing her mouth harder against my aching pussy.

She lapped at me hungrily, swirling her tongue around my throbbing clit before sucking it between her soft lips. Colors exploded behind my eyelids as I squeezed them shut, losing myself to the intense sensations. Her skilled mouth worked me over expertly, alternating between long, slow licks and quick flicks of her tongue.

The million spinning thoughts in my head turned to smoke — leaving me only with euphoric pleasure.

I let out another moan, tugging at her roots.

Alyssa purred as I clamped around her face. She devoured me like a starving animal, my juices licked up into her mouth as she explored every inch and crevasse of my tight cunt.

Alyssa's tongue swirled around my sensitive bundle of nerves as she slowly slid a slender finger inside my dripping entrance. I gasped, my walls clenching around the welcome intrusion. She pumped it in and out, curling to stroke that spongy spot that made stars explode behind my eyes.

"Oh god, r-right there!" I panted, my hips rocking to meet her thrusts. Alyssa added a second finger, stretching me deliciously as she picked up the pace. The wet sounds of her fingers plunging into my soaked pussy mixed with my wanton moans.

Her eyes stayed fixated on me — as if she enjoyed watching me squirm and my face contort to the pleasure. Her fingers weren’t the longest or the thickest, but she knew how to work them masterfully. As her tongue lashed at my eager clit — her fingers scratched my most intimate itch. My pussy was her canvass, and her tongue and fingers were the paintbrushes.

"Fuck, Alyssa, don't stop!" I keened, my hips bucking wildly against her face. She sealed her lips around my throbbing clit and sucked hard, grazing it with her teeth. The sharp spike of pleasure-pain made me see white.

Her other hand slid up my quivering belly to roughly palm my breast, pinching and rolling my nipple through the thin fabric of my bikini top. My pussy clenched like a vice around her pistoning fingers as she worked me higher and higher toward a precipice I had never before reached.

I never knew the human body could produce this much pleasure. Every nerve was firing, and my mind was melting into a puddle as my eyes rolled back.

All I could feel were her fingers and tongue, all I could hear was the sounds of my wet cunt being destroyed, and all I could sense was sheer euphoria.

"Ohhh fuck, I'm gonna cum!" I wailed, my thighs trembling uncontrollably on either side of her head. "Make me cum, Alyssa, please! Ah~!"

She growled against my clit, the vibrations making me whimper and squirm. Her fingers curled just right, rubbing insistently on that perfect spot as she tongue-fucked my entrance. I was completely at her mercy, a slave to the overwhelming sensations she unleashed within me.

“Go ahead, cum for me.” She purred, tongue flicking against my clit. My body was rigid. Oh god — I couldn’t hold back any longer.

With one final suck to my throbbing clit and a deep thrust of her skilled fingers, Alyssa sent me hurtling over the edge into ecstasy. My back arched almost painfully off the lounger as a silent scream tore from my throat.

Waves of mind-shattering pleasure crashed over me, drowning out everything else. My pussy spasmed and clenched rhythmically around her fingers as gush soaked the seat beneath me.

"Oh fuck, oh god, ALYSSA!!" I wailed, my voice hoarse and cracking. Fireworks exploded behind my tightly clenched eyelids, colors swirling in a dizzying kaleidoscope. Every muscle in my body tensed and quivered as the most intense orgasm of my life ripped through me.

“Yes! Give it to me baby!” She moaned, her fingers still thrusting as my sticky grool dripped off her knuckle.

Alyssa continued lapping at my quivering slit, extending my high for what felt like an eternity. Her fingers pumped slowly, drawing out every last tremor and aftershock until I collapsed bonelessly back onto the chair, spent and panting.

“God~” I moaned, air refusing to fill my lungs as the scent of my wetness cut through the air.

Alyssa giggled, tossing her head up as filth dripped from her tongue. “You taste so good.”

“Th-thank you… That was amazing.” I purred, my body still squirming and twitching. The euphoric high lingered,

“I know.” She winked. “I bet Jason has never touched you like that.”

“Never… Not even close.”

“Good. So how about you forget about him…” She began, crawling up my body. Her lips pecked at my abs, causing me to yelp. “And spend your time with me?”

I cupped her face, pulling her up to mine. “God yes. We need to do that again.”

She giggled, “Anytime babe~ Your pussy is like candy.”

I kissed her deep, my tongue pushing into her mouth. Alyssa was right, the remnant grool on my lips tasted like candy. I was so sweet indeed.

Just kissing her was enough to make my clit throb back to life. She had battered it so much — but god, I needed more of her.

Alyssa pulled away from the kiss, her smile wide as a string of saliva connected our lips before snapping. “Let’s go inside. I need another taste right away. This time, I’m going to make you scream for mercy.”

My breath stuttered. I didn’t need to hear any more. I lept up to my feet, grabbing her by the hands and dragging her inside.

Story 8: Naughty Roommate

I groaned, pulling my pillow over my head. This apartment building was so old, and the walls were so thin. I could hear my roommate, Alexa, talking on the phone with her long-distance boyfriend. Not just talking though, it was clear that there was phone sex going on.

Her moans filled the entire apartment. I hated it.

“God yes! I need you inside me, baby~” She moaned, her words ringing in my ears.

Ever since I moved in with her, Alexa spent all of her time chatting with her man. At first, I thought it was cute — but I sure as fuck don’t think that anymore.

“Ooooh!” Her voice moaned.

I had enough. I stormed to my feet. My pajamas snug against my body as I shoved my door open.

I cursed under my breath as I turned towards her room, my fist banging on the frame. “Alexa!” I shouted. “We need to talk!”

Silence on the other end.

I knocked again, “Alexa!” I wasn’t about to lose another night of sleep.

The door swung open, and the frazzled brunette stared at me with disdain in her eyes. “What?” She sneered.

Her booty shorts and tank top were covered in sweat, and her brown hair was frazzled.

“You need to stop!” I shouted.

“Stop what? Hannah, what the fuck are you yapping about?”

“Stop phone sexting your boyfriend every night.”

She rolled her eyes, walking back into her room. I followed in, the scent of salty grool and sweat lingered in the air.

Alexa held her phone up to her face. “Sorry babe, I need to call you back. Hannah is being a bitch again.”

I rolled my eyes as she tossed the phone to the side.

She crossed her arms over her chest, her midriff exposed and the crotch of her booty shorts moist. “Listen. Just because you can’t get laid, doesn’t mean that I’m not allowed to have fun.”

My blood was boiling at this point. “I just want to get some sleep! I don’t want to hear you begging to be fucked all night!”

Alexa’s pink lip curled into a smirk. “Jealous?”

I rolled my eyes again, blowing a strand of hair away from my face. “Oh please… I’d rather be celibate than have such a sex dependant relationship as you do. Do you two even talk about anything else besides fucking?”

She laughed, sitting on her bed. “Sex is the most important part of a relationship. You’ll learn that when you finally get laid.”

Her face lit up. “I have just the thing!”

Alexa scrambled to the floor, reaching down underneath her bed. Her back arched and her ass cheeks ate the fabric of her shorts. I couldn’t help but steal a glance. Alexa’s boyfriend was a loser, and she was stunning. As much as she frustrated me — she could do so much better than that dweeb.

She huffed, pulling out a shoebox and placing it on the sheets. “Here. This will hopefully get that stick out of your ass.”

Alexa flipped open the lid of the shoebox, revealing an assortment of colorful objects nestled inside. My eyes widened as I realized what I was looking at. Sex toys. Lots of them.

"What the hell, Alexa?" I sputtered, taking an involuntary step back.

She rummaged through the box, pushing aside various dildos and butt plugs. "Let's see... ah, perfect!"

With a triumphant grin, she pulled out a sleek purple vibrator. It was about 6 inches long, curved slightly with a bulbous head. Before I could react, she clicked a button on the base. The toy sprang to life with a loud buzz.

I let out a startled yelp, nearly jumping out of my skin. "Jesus Christ, Alexa! Put that thing away!"

She laughed, waving the vibrating toy in my direction. "Oh come on, don't be such a prude. This little guy right here is the key to your sexual awakening. One night with this, and you’ll understand the importance of cumming.”

My cheeks burned hot as I stared at the buzzing vibrator. Despite my embarrassment, I couldn't tear my eyes away from it. The way it pulsed and throbbed was almost hypnotic.

"I don't... I can't..." I stammered, my mouth suddenly dry.

She giggled. “Never used anything like this before?”

My lips pursed as I glanced at her. “N…No…”

“Poor thing.” She jumped to her feet, her tits bouncing in her constraining top. “Want me to show you?”

“Show me?” I gasped. What the hell was she saying?

She giggles, her eyes twinkling mischievously. "This little guy got me through a lot of lonely nights before I met my boyfriend. Trust me, it'll change your life."

I know I should leave, tell her off for being so inappropriate. But something keeps me rooted to the spot. My heart races as I watch the vibrator pulse rhythmically in her hand.

"T-that’s so dirty…" I stammer, unable to tear my eyes away.

Alexa steps closer, her voice low and sultry. "Come on, Hannah. Don't you want to know what real pleasure feels like?"

She trails the vibrator lightly up my arm. Even through my pajamas, I can feel the intense vibrations. It sends a shiver down my spine.

My breath catches in my throat. This is so wrong. But god, I'm getting so turned on. Heat pools between my thighs as Alexa's fingers brush my skin.

"O-okay," I whisper, barely audible. It was so dirty… But fuck — maybe she had a point. I have been on edge recently. Perhaps… Perhaps an orgasm would fix me up just right.

Alexa grins triumphantly. "That's my girl. Now, let's get you out of these pesky pajamas..."

Alexa sets the vibrator down on the bed, her eyes never leaving mine. She reaches out, fingers grazing the hem of my pajama top. "Let's get you more comfortable," she purrs.

I shiver as her hands slide under my shirt, skimming along my bare skin. My breath hitches as she slowly pushes the fabric up, exposing my midriff. I raise my arms, allowing her to pull the top over my head.

Cool air hits my bare breasts, making my nipples harden instantly. Alexa's eyes darken as she drinks in the sight of my naked chest. "Gorgeous," she murmurs.

Blush fills my cheeks as I rub my arms. “I… I’ve never done anything like this before.”

“I know. Don’t worry, just relax and let me take care of you.” Alexa winked, “I’m a pro.”

She pulls my hands away, freeing my tits as she squeezes them gently. I gasp at her touch, my nipples hardening even more under her fingers. Alexa kneads my breasts expertly, rolling my sensitive peaks between her thumbs and forefingers.

"Mmm, so responsive," she purrs. "I bet these pretty tits have never been touched like this before."

I shake my head, unable to form words as pleasure shoots through me. My legs feel weak and shaky. Alexa guides me backwards until I'm sitting on the edge of her bed. She kneels between my legs, hands sliding down to my pajama bottoms.

"Let's get these off too," she says with a wink. I lift my hips, allowing her to tug the soft fabric down my legs. Now I'm completely naked, exposed to her hungry gaze. I instinctively try to cover myself but Alexa gently pushes my hands away.

"Don't hide from me," she murmurs. "You're beautiful."

The blush in my cheeks is searing. This is so dirty, but my pussy was revealing my true feelings. Wetness coated my lips. The short pubes around my crest were glistening as each breath I took caused the bubblegum-pink walls inside to peer out.

Her hands caress my thighs, slowly spreading them apart. I tremble as she leans in close, her hot breath fanning over my exposed pussy. "So wet already," she says approvingly. "Let's see how you like this..."

Alexa reaches for the vibrator, clicking it on to the lowest setting. She trails it teasingly along my inner thigh, inching closer to where I'm aching to be touched. When the tip finally grazes my swollen clit, I cry out, my hips jerking involuntarily.

“Oh!” I yelp, tossing my head back as my feet kicked the air. Even just against my inner thighs, the vibrations were so intense.

My teeth grit, the thoughts swirling in my head. This… This was so wrong — and yet, it felt so damn good.

My thighs spread gently as Alexa nestled her face between my thighs, the bubbly girl kneeling on the floor as she kissed my leg. “Just enjoy it, babe…”

Slowly, she inched the toy closer and closer to my spilling slit. My pupils trembled as I watched the vibrator circle around my puffy pussy lips.

Alexa teases me relentlessly, circling the vibrator around my aching pussy but never quite touching where I need it most. I squirm and whimper, my hips rocking desperately.

"Please," I moan, not even recognizing my own voice. "I need more."

She chuckles darkly. "So impatient. I'm going to make you beg for it."

The vibrator trails up and down my slit, parting my swollen lips but avoiding my throbbing clit. I cry out in frustration, fisting the sheets beneath me.

"Alexa, please!" I whine. "Stop teasing me!"

The words are like sins on my lips. So dirty — and yet, they tasted so good. I had always been the innocent girl — the shy reserved one who stayed home while her friends all slept around. Now it was my turn for some fun.

"Mm, I love hearing you beg," she purrs. "Tell me what you want, Hannah. In detail."

My face burns with embarrassment, but I'm too far gone to care. "I want... I want you to fuck me with that vibrator. Make me cum. Please, I need it so bad!"

"Good girl," Alexa praises. She finally presses the vibrator directly against my clit and I wail, my back arching off the bed.

"Oh fuck!" I cry out, overwhelmed by the intense sensations. Alexa works the toy in slow circles, gradually increasing the pressure and speed. Pleasure builds rapidly, coiling tighter and tighter in my core.

My moans grow louder and more desperate as Alexa expertly plays my body like an instrument. She alternates between teasing my entrance and focusing on my clit until I'm a writhing, sweaty mess.

"That's it, let me hear you," she encourages. "Don't hold back. I want the whole building to hear you scream my name when you cum."

“Oh god!” I moan. The pleasure shoots up my spine — even the lowest setting of the vibrator was enough to make my eyes roll back. It had been so long since I’d been pleasured like this.

I reached down, my trembling fingers gripping her wrist as I stared Alexa in the eyes. “Th-this feels so fucking good~” I purred, unable to keep the euphoria out of my words.

She smiled, licking her lips. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

Alexa's eyes glinted mischievously as she slowly turned up the intensity on the vibrator. The buzzing grew louder, and I gasped as the sensations intensified tenfold.

"Oh fuck!" I cried out, my back arching off the bed and my hands clawing at her arms. “Alexa!”

She teased my entrance with the tip, coating it in my juices before slowly pushing it inside. I whimpered as the vibrating toy stretched me open, sending waves of pleasure through my core.

"That's it, take it all," Alexa purred, working the vibrator deeper.

She started with shallow thrusts, letting me adjust to the new sensations. But soon she was fucking me in earnest, pumping the toy in and out of my dripping pussy. Each thrust sent shockwaves of bliss radiating through me.

"Ah! Ah! Oh god, Alexa!" I wailed, my hips bucking to meet her thrusts. “R-right there!”

Fireworks were exploding in my head — the pleasure was unlike anything I could have ever experienced. My pussy walls gripped the vibrating toy — the tremors shooting through my entire being.

She angled the vibrator to hit my g-spot, making me see stars. My jaw dropped and my entire body shivered. God, the pleasure was so fucking intense. There was no holding back my cries.

“Ohhh fuck!” I screamed, not caring as to who might hear. “FUCK FUCK FUCK!”
Alexa laughed, holding the toy all the way inside of me. “Who’s the loud one now?” She said with a cheeky wink.

Grool and wetness dripped off her knuckles as she thrusted the toy in and out of my tender slit.

Alexa increased her pace, pounding the vibrator into me with relentless intensity. My entire body quaked as waves of pleasure crashed over me. I could feel myself climbing higher and higher, racing towards a peak I'd never reached before.

“Go ahead, cum for me, baby.” She purred, her hot breath landed on my clit as I felt the vibrator push deeper and deeper. All the racing thoughts in my head melted away — leaving only euphoria.

"Oh god, oh fuck, I'm so close!" I wailed, my legs trembling uncontrollably.

"I can tell, you’re so fucking wet." Alexa purred. She pressed her thumb against my throbbing clit, rubbing tight circles as she continued thrusting the toy.

The dual stimulation was too much. My back arched off the bed as fireworks exploded behind my eyes. "ALEXA!" I screamed, my pussy clamping down on the vibrator.

My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, pleasure radiating from my core to the tips of my fingers and toes. My vision went white as I writhed and bucked, completely lost to the sensations.

Alexa didn't let up, working me through my climax and pushing me higher. Just when I thought I couldn't take anymore, a second orgasm slammed into me. I sobbed with pleasure, my body spasming as I gushed around the toy.

"Oh fuck, oh god, I can't... it's too much!" I babbled incoherently, overwhelmed by the intensity.

Finally, Alexa eased off, slowly withdrawing the vibrator. I collapsed back onto the bed, panting heavily as aftershocks rippled through me. My skin tingled all over and my limbs felt like jelly.

Alexa crawled up beside me, a satisfied smirk on her face. "So, how was that for your first time with a toy?"

I couldn't even form words, just whimpering softly as I basked in the afterglow of the most intense orgasms of my life.

She laughed, planting a soft kiss on my lips. “The toy is yours, I have plenty more.”

My trembling eyes met hers as I cupped the woman’s face. “Maybe… Maybe you could show me again? I think I wasn’t really paying a lot of attention to your technique.”

The smile crept on my face as she snickered.

“I’d be happy to show you as many times as you want… Perhaps, every evening before bed?”

I nodded emphatically. “That sounds good,” I said, unable to keep the giddy excitement out of my voice.

She kissed my forehead, the scent of my sweet grool filling the air. “Good girl.”


Story 9: Changing Room Fun

“Are you alright in there?” I said, knocking on the changing room door.

“Oh! Y-yes! I’ll be just one sec~” Meghan said from the other side.

The petite redhead had come into the store looking for a dress. It was hard finding something in her size, but I had found the perfect black silk dress that would make her hair and freckles stand out.

The poor girl was so shy — when I approached her parsing through the dresses we had lined up she nearly fell to the floor.

I waited outside, intent on ensuring she had the perfect dress.

“Ummm… Are you still out there?” She said her timid voice on the verge of breaking.

“Yup! Does the dress fit?” I said, pressing my hand against the wooden door.

“N-not really…” She whimpered.

I pursed my lips together. “No worries. There are plenty of dresses that we can try.”

There was a pause, I could almost hear her heart racing from the other side of the frame. “I… I think I’m stuck…” She whimpered.

I couldn’t help but giggle. “Ah, yeah the zipper is a bit finicky. I should have warned you. Need a hand?”
“I…I…”

I laughed a bit louder, tightening my ponytail. “It’s okay,” I continued. “We’re both girls. I don’t mind.”

She took a deep breath. “Okay. Yes please.”

I glanced around to make sure we were alone before opening the door ajar and slipped in.

“Oh!” I yelped. The poor girl was squirming on the tiny changing room bench, the dress around her thighs. Her sheer white bra and panties were snug to her body, and her cheeks were brighter than the sun.

“S-sorry…” She whimpered, unable to even look me in the eyes. “I shouldn’t have tried to force it on…”

I smirked, stepping forward. “Not a problem. Here, let me try and pull it off…”

I knelt on the floor, grabbing the thin fabric of the dress. I tugged as she lifted her feet in the air, squirming on the bench as I tried to inch the fabric off without ripping it.

With a huff, I pull the dress off, accidentally taking her panties off as well. Meghan lets out a startled squeak as the thin lace slides down her legs, leaving her lower half completely exposed.

My eyes widen as I take in the sight before me. Her milky thighs are dotted with light freckles, leading up to a neatly trimmed patch of fiery red curls. Her pussy lips are delicate and pink, glistening slightly with arousal.

"Oh god, I'm so sorry!" I stammer, averting my eyes. But it's too late - the image is already seared into my brain.

Meghan's face turns an even deeper shade of crimson as she scrambles to cover herself. "It's... it's okay," she mumbles, “I don't mind…”

I stand up quickly, holding out the dress and panties. "Here, let me just..." In my flustered state, I fumble and drop them both. As I bend to pick them up, I catch another glimpse of her exposed pussy. My mouth goes dry.

When I straighten up again, I notice Meghan's nipples have hardened, clearly visible through the sheer fabric of her bra. Her chest rises and falls rapidly with quick, shallow breaths. Despite her embarrassment, there's a hint of something else in her eyes - curiosity? Arousal?

The air in the tiny changing room suddenly feels thick and charged. I lick my lips nervously, very aware of how close we're standing. "I should... I should go," I murmur, but I make no move to leave.

Meghan's gaze flicks down to my lips, then back up to meet my eyes. "Wait," she whispers. "Stay."

“S-stay?” I whimpered. Meghan was so shy I expected that she would pass out from embarrassment at her pussy being exposed — instead, the redhead had a bit of a smirk on her lips.

Her feet planted against the carpet, and her thighs pressed together — though the fuzzy hairs of her pussy peered out.

She nodded, the shyness in her eyes replaced with a fiery gaze. My eyes explored her body — there was no doubt, her nipples were hard and straining against her top. My heart skipped a beat as she bit her lip.

“Sorry… I didn’t mean to be deceitful… But I could have gotten that dress off myself.” She whispered, her voice smooth.

My eyebrow rose. “So you just wanted to get me in here?”

She nodded. “I hope that’s okay…” Gently, her thighs began to part — revealing more and more of her soaked pussy. “I didn’t want to be too forward… but god, you are so hot.”

My breath hitched. Was this whole thing an act? Did she just pretend to be a sheepish college girl?

Though at this point, I didn’t care. All I could focus on was her perfectly sculpted pussy. Her labia lips were blooming like flower petals and her clit peered out from its hood.

She giggled at my flustered stare and gave me a shrug, “Besides… I could tell you like girls.”

“A-actually… I have a boyfriend.” I said. Now I was the one who was stuttering.

She raised an eyebrow, the smirk lingering on her lips. “Is that so? Well… Maybe I was wrong.” She nodded her head. “The door is right there… You are free to go.”

My lips pursed. I was straight, and I had a boyfriend… I should leave. But then why weren’t my legs moving?

My eyes stayed fixed on her cunt as Meghan spread her thighs even more, lifting her feet to the edge of the bench.

She let out a naughty giggle. “I knew it. I taste better than I look…”

I knew it was wrong, but Meghan's alluring scent drew me in like a magnet. My rational thoughts fade away as primal desire takes over. With trembling hands, I step forward and sink to my knees between her spread thighs.

Up close, her pussy is even more captivating. Her pink folds glisten with arousal, a bead of moisture gathering at her entrance. The tuft of fiery curls above frames her cunt perfectly. I inhale deeply, intoxicated by her musky, sweet aroma.

"You smell amazing," I breathe, unable to tear my eyes away.

She smirked, her hands trailing through my hair as she grabbed my ponytail. The scent of my vanilla shampoo filled the air — mixing with her honey-sweet wetness. “I know. But I taste even better.”

That's all the encouragement I need. I lean in and drag my tongue along her slit in one long, slow lick. We both moan at the contact. Her flavor explodes on my tongue - tangy and sweet with a hint of musk. It's intoxicating.

“Mmmh” She purred, squirming on the bench as her toes curled around the edge. “That’s it, baby…”

She wrapped my ponytail around her fist, holding me against her wetness.

I groaned, the intense, hot flavors flooding my senses.

I let out a whimper, my eyes fluttering as my hands curled up around her soft thighs. I held her legs up like stirrups as I devoured her cunt.

“Ohh yes!” She moaned, her breathing picking up as she grinded against my face. All the thoughts in my head turned to dust as my tongue explored deeper inside her tight folds. Her pussy walls gripped my tongue as I pressed my nose up against the small nest of pubes adorning her crest. Her moans were like music to my ears — fueling my resolve.

I can't get enough of Meghan's intoxicating flavor. My tongue delves deeper, exploring every fold and crevice of her dripping pussy. I lap up her sweet juices eagerly, savoring the tangy taste.

Meghan's thighs quiver around my head as I suck her swollen clit between my lips. I flick my tongue rapidly over the sensitive bud, making her cry out in pleasure. Her hips buck against my face, grinding her cunt harder against my mouth.

"Oh fuck, just like that!" she moans, her grip tightening in my hair.

I alternate between teasing her clit and fucking her with my tongue. Her walls clench around me as I thrust in and out. Sticky grool coats my chin and drips down onto my chest. The changing room is filled with obscene wet sounds and Meghan's breathy whimpers.

She hooks her legs over my shoulders, pulling me in impossibly closer. Her thighs clamp around my head, muffling the outside world. All I can focus on is the taste and scent of her pussy engulfing my senses.

I'm starting to feel lightheaded from lack of air, but I don't dare stop. Meghan's pleasure spurs me on. I double my efforts, swirling my tongue in tight circles over her clit as I slide my hands up her squirming body.

My fingers slither up her slender figure like snakes, before digging their fangs into her soft tits. The thin bra did nothing to stop me from groping her.

“Ohhh fuck!” She yelped, breathlessly. 

I shoved my tongue deep inside of her, swirling it around as the filth slathered my face. The scent, the moans, the taste, and the softness of her tits were all too much. My own jeans were soaked.

"Don't stop, please don't stop!" she begs, grinding frantically against my face.

I had no intention to.

I moan into her pussy, the vibrations making her squeal. My hands kneaded her breasts roughly, pinching and tugging at her stiff nipple through the thin bra.

Meghan's back arches off the bench as she nears her peak. Her fingers tangle in my hair, holding me firmly in place. I lap at her feverishly, my chin and cheeks coated in her juices.

With a final flick of my tongue, Meghan comes undone. She lets out a strangled cry as her orgasm crashes over her. Her pussy spasms around my tongue, gushing warm fluid into my eager mouth. I drink it all down greedily as she shakes and writhes in ecstasy.

God, she was like candy. Her grool was almost as sweet as her moans were.

I continue to lick her gently, drawing out every last tremor and aftershock until she collapses back, spent and panting. Only then do I finally pull away, wiping my glistening face on the back of my hand.

I fell back, the entire room reeked of filth and sweat as we both panted. The smile on both of our faces was wide.

“God…” I purred, licking my lips. The filth had covered my top, making the fabrics of my shirt transparent.

Meghan laughed. “See, I knew you were interested in me.”

She was right. I had no idea what had come over me — but I loved it. Even without being touched, my pussy was sopping and the pleasure surged through me.

Each breath she took caused her pussy to part and drip with fluid. I couldn’t prey my eyes away. Her orgasm had only caused her cunt to blossom even more…

“How about we try on some more dresses?” She asks with a dirty wink. “Something tells me we are going to need all day to find the perfect one.”

I smiled. “Of course. It’s my job to make sure you leave completely satisfied…”

“Well… You are off to a great start.”

Story 10: Pillow Fort

“Perfect! It’s done!” Ashley proclaimed, putting the last blanket down onto our makeshift blanket and pillow fort.

Brooke climbed out, stumbling to her feet. “I can’t think of a better way to spend our first night together as roommates.”

I smiled, tucking my hair behind my ears as my new pajamas held snug to my body. Ashley and Brooke were my best friends all throughout high school, and now that we were in college — it was a no-brainer to be roommates.

“I think I have one more blanket in my room. I’ll get it!” I said, rushing to my bedroom. Making a pillow and blanket fort in our living room was childish — sure, but it really was a fun way to spend our first day together. We barely had any furniture, so it just made sense.

I grabbed my big, pink blanket and rushed back to the living room. Brooke and Ashley had already made themselves snug, leaving a space between them for me.

“Lucky me…” I said, tossing my blanket onto them. “I get the middle?”

Brooke giggled. “Well, you are the tiniest.”

“Plus you are the best cuddler, so now Brooke and I can share you, Kyra,” Ashley said with a cheeky wink.

I rolled my eyes, but I didn’t mind.

Crawling over Ashley, I took my spot between them — pulling the pink blanket up over my body. Brooke and Ashley took their own share of the blanket as the three of us got nice and snug.

“Now… Let’s find something to watch.” Ashley said, flipping through some movies. The TV was on the floor, resting against the wall. We’d have to go shopping for a TV stand… and a couch… and a table… and a bunch of other things. But that was tomorrow’s problem.

Brooke whimpered, squirming up to me as the bubbly blonde tossed her leg across my body. “Fuck… The floor is cold.”

I laughed, “Are you telling me all these blankets around us aren’t keeping you warm?”

She shook her head, “No, but your body heat might. Though, you are like a twig.”

I rolled my eyes as Brooke inched in even closer — our bodies smushing together.

Her hand rested on my bare stomach, peering out from my pajama top. Her fingers traced my skin, making my spine tingle.

I glanced over at Brooke, the blonde was staring at the TV — seemingly unaware that her fingers were inching ever closer to my waistband.

“Eh. I’ve seen this movie like a hundred times — but I suppose we can watch it again.” Ashley said, tossing the remote to the side as the opening credits began to roll. The brunette glanced over — noticing Brooke wrapping herself around my body.

A grin crossed Ashley’s lips. Her tank top was tight against her picturesque body as she slid under the blankets, snuggling up to me as well.

Ashley's hands slid under the blanket, her fingers trailing delicately over my skin as she pressed herself against my side. I shivered at her touch, feeling the warmth of her body radiating through the thin fabric of my pajamas. Brooke's hand drifted lower, her fingertips dipping just beneath the waistband of my shorts, and I let out a soft gasp.

"You're so cute when you get all flustered like that," Ashley purred, her lips brushing against my ear. Her hand moved up, caressing my stomach, and I arched into her touch. Brooke's fingers inched further down, tracing tantalizing patterns on my thighs, and I squirmed between them, my heart racing.

In the past, Ashley and Brooke had dated. They both quickly decided that they preferred girls over guys after just a few weeks of dating. Their relationship didn’t last, but I did often catch them flirting.  Now that we all lived together — I figured that I’d catch Brooke sneaking into Ashley’s room

Though… Neither of them really ever showed any interest in me. I was straight — but a part of me always felt left out from the two’s fun.

"Mmm, I think someone's enjoying this," Brooke teased, her voice low and sultry. She pressed a gentle kiss to my neck, her breath warm on my skin, and I shivered again. Ashley's hand slid higher, cupping my breast, and I let out a quiet moan.

“Fuck… She is.” Ashley teased. Her hands sank into my breast. My thin pajama top did nothing to hide her delicate touch as she groped me.

Brooke rose onto one elbow, her free hand gently spreading my thighs as her other hand teased under my waistband.

“You know…” The blonde began, eyeing me like fresh meat. “Ash and I were hoping this would happen.”

“Y-you were?” I whimpered, squirming between them as sweat built on my skin.

Ashley nodded. “Of course…” She pinched my nipple, causing me to gasp. “Brooke and I were thinking it would take a while… But giving by your cute little reaction…”

My mind was spinning as my shaking hands pulled the blanket off me. Was this entire pillowfort idea a ruse to seduce me?

If it was — then it was working.

I pulled the blanket off, noticing the wet spot forming on the crotch of my pajama bottoms.

Brooke giggled, her hand slipping deep down into my pants. I whimpered, biting my lip as I watched her hand disappear to cup my puffy pussy.

I gasped. It had been so long since I’d been touched down there.

Brooke giggled as her middle finger ran up and down my slit. “She’s so wet~” The blonde purred, her blue eyes glimmering with something naughty.

Ashley bit her lip. “Damn… Can I have a taste?”

Brooke nodded, pulling her hand out from my pants. I gasped, watching with trembling eyes as she took her finger and offered it up to Ashley.

Ashley smirked as she leaned forward, taking Brooke’s finger into her lips. She moaned — eyes rolling back as she sucked Brooke’s slender finger.

“God…” Ashley purred as Brooke pulled her fingers out, a string of saliva falling onto her fluttering chest. “She’s so sweet.”

Ashley eyed me, licking her lips as her hand continued to knead my tit. “I bet your boyfriend goes down on you for hours, doesn’t he?” She giggled.

I squirmed, blush filling my cheeks. “H-he doesn’t like eating me out…”

Brooke gasped. “Are you kidding? A pussy this soft and sweet?”

Both girls shared a disappointed look. “That won’t do,” Ashley said. “Hey Brooke… Why don’t you give Kyra a good time?”

“I’d be happy to.” Brooke giggled, lifting to her knees. The blonde circled down to my waist like a lioness about to pounce on her prey.

Brooke's hands deftly hooked into the waistband of my pajama shorts, slowly tugging them down as Ashley's fingers continued to tease and caress my sensitive flesh. I lifted my hips slightly, allowing Brooke to peel the bottoms off and reveal my trembling, aroused pussy.

"Look at that," Brooke breathed, her eyes drinking in the sight of my glistening folds. "You're absolutely dripping, Kyra." Her fingertips traced delicate patterns on my inner thighs, sending tingles of pleasure through my body.

My pussy was tight, but each breath I took caused the pink lips to spread and tease the wetness inside.

Ashley leaned in close, her warm breath tickling my ear. "You've been holding out on us, haven't you?" she whispered. "We're going to take such good care of you." Her lips brushed against my neck, placing soft, sensual kisses along my sensitive skin.

My fingers gripped her arm as I watched Brooke kiss my inner lip. Each peck sent tremors throughout my entire spine.

“God~ She smells ever sweeter down here!” Brooke said with a smile — tucking her blonde hair behind her ears as her hands wrapped around my thighs — holding them up like stirrups.

I leaned back on the pillows, breath shallow as Ashley lifted my top to my collar. I gasped as my tits bounced free — my hard nipples were already perky and begging for attention.

Ashley's hands cupped my breasts, her nimble fingers teasing and caressing the sensitive flesh. She rolled my hardened nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, eliciting soft gasps and whimpers from my parted lips. The warmth of her touch sent tingles of pleasure radiating through my body. “Mmmh, so fucking sensitive. I love that.” She purred, giving my nipple another hard pull.

Brooke's lips trailed delicate kisses along the insides of my thighs, inching closer and closer to my aching pussy. Her breath was warm against my skin, making me shiver in anticipation. When her tongue finally made contact with my slick folds, I let out a strangled moan, my hips bucking upwards.

“God please~” I begged, eyes rolling back. The teasing was too much. “I… I need it!”

Both girls laughed. “Fuck,” Ashley began. “She’s so eager. Stop teasing her Brooke, the poor girl needs a hard release.”

“Fine… Though I do loveee watching her squirm.”

With her fingers gripping my thighs, Brooke leaned down and ran her tongue up my slit.

I gasped, back arching as I felt her hot, wet tongue running laps up and down my pussy. Each lick burying deeper than the last.

“Oh yes! Fuck yes!” I gasped as the euphoria shot into my spine.

Ashley leaned in, capturing my lips in a passionate kiss. Her tongue danced with mine as she continued to knead and squeeze my breasts. The combined sensations were overwhelming, and I felt myself quickly spiraling towards the edge.

Each neuron in my head fired off as I sucked Ashley’s tongue — remnants of my own sweet grool lingering on her breath as we made out passionately.

"P-please," I whimpered against Ashley's lips. "Don't stop..."

Brooke hummed in response, the vibrations sending tremors through my body. She slipped two fingers inside my dripping pussy, curling them upwards to stroke my most sensitive spot. I cried out, my walls clenching around her digits as her tongue flicked against my clit.

My body was squirming like a fish out of water. Ashley leaned up, her brown hair draped over me as she smiled. “So fucking hot. I love listening to you moan.”

“Ohhh~” I whimpered, clamping my thighs around Brooke’s face as the blonde continued to pump her fingers in and out of my cunt.

Her fingers were smaller than my boyfriend's dick, but she knew how to work them. Her finger’s curled up against my Gspot — exploring the depths of my pussy, unlike anything I had ever experienced before.

Ashley's lips latched onto my hardened nipple, her tongue swirling around the sensitive bud as she sucked gently. The combination of her warm, wet mouth on my breast and Brooke's talented fingers pumping in and out of my dripping pussy was utterly overwhelming.

"Ohh, fuck!" I cried out, my back arching as waves of pleasure radiated through my body. Brooke's tongue flicked against my swollen clit, her lips closing around the sensitive nub and sucking firmly. She hummed against my flesh, the vibrations sending tremors of bliss coursing through me.

Both girls moaned as they worked their tongues against my body. I felt like a were on a cloud — the euphoria knocking all rational thoughts from my brain.

"P-please, don't stop!" I begged, my fingers tangling in Ashley's hair as I tried to grind my hips against Brooke's face. The blonde hummed in approval, her fingers curling upwards to stroke that magical spot inside me. White-hot pleasure seared through me with each pass, building steadily towards an explosive climax.

Ashley's hand slid down my trembling body, her nimble fingers joining Brooke's as they teased and stroked my swollen, slick folds. I gasped at the additional contact, my inner walls clenching desperately around Brooke's digits.

"You're so wet, so fucking ready to come," Ashley purred, her lips brushing against mine. "Let go, baby. We've got you."

“Cum for us~” Brooke added, her tongue lashing wildly against my clit.

I couldn’t hold back any longer. My clit was throbbing and my entire body was going numb from the overload of pleasure.

My jaw dropped and eyes rolled back as I gripped my thighs around Brooke’s face, my pussy milking her fingers.

“Ah-ah ahhhhhh!” I cried out, unable to hold back.

My orgasm crashed over me in powerful waves, tearing a long, ecstatic cry from my lips. My hips bucked and trembled as Brooke's fingers stroked my sweet spot relentlessly, coaxing every last drop of my release. Ashley's mouth on my nipple only heightened the sensations, sending tingles of bliss radiating through my body.

"Ohh fuck, yes!" I wailed, my voice cracking with the intensity of my climax. My inner walls clamped down hard around Brooke's digits, pulsing and fluttering as they pulled every ounce of pleasure from my quivering form.

Brooke lapped hungrily at my gushing pussy, drinking down my sweet grool as it flooded from my spasming cunt. Her tongue worked me through the aftershocks, licking and sucking to prolong my euphoria.

“Mmmmh~” She moaned, eyes rolling back as she sucked all the juice from my slit.

Ashley's hand slid down to join Brooke's, her fingers circling my swollen clit and rubbing in firm, sensual strokes. "That's it, baby, let it all out," she murmured against my skin, her breath hot and her voice dripping with lust. "You feel so good."

My back arched off the pile of pillows, my muscles tensing as another powerful wave of bliss crashed through me. It felt like my entire body was on fire, consumed by the white-hot pleasure radiating from my core.

"Oh god, oh fuck!" I cried, my thighs trembling uncontrollably around Brooke's head. The blonde hummed against my flesh, the vibrations only heightening the sensations.

I let out another gasp, collapsing onto the sweaty sheets as hair stuck to my flushed face. “Oh fuck…” I whimpered — feeling the entire room spinning around me.

Brooke tossed her head up, gasping as filth rolled down her chin. “Oh fuck~ That was amazing.”

Ashley giggled, planting another kiss on my tit before her lips worked their way up my neck. I purred, tossing my head to the side as the brunette sucked the skin on my neck. “She was so good for us, wasn’t she?”

Brook nodded, stroking Ashley’s back as she licked her lips. “So fucking good. Her pussy is unbelievable.”

I giggled, biting my lips as the remnants of my intense orgasms caused my back to squirm. “That felt… Unbelievable.”

Ashley pulled herself from my neck, holding her face to mine. “Believe it, honey. Cause we are just getting started with you.”

Story 11: The Beach

I smiled as my toes curled in the sand. The sounds of the public were drowned out the further along the coast I walked. This beach was beautiful — but the main area was way too crowded — though all you had to do was walk a few minutes down the coast and you could find a nice nook all to yourself.

My bikini was tight against my body — the sun was beating and shimmering against the water’s surface.

I ducked under a fallen tree branch, by bikini bottoms wedging between my cheeks. I had found the perfect little nook here a few weeks ago… It was around her somewhere…

“Ohhh~”

A moan filled the air, making me whimper. What was that?

“Yeah… Bailey~” The voice of a woman rang in my ears. “Right there~”

Blush filled my cheeks. Those were definitely moans of pleasure.

I should have walked away… but something about the girls whimpers were drawing me in like a siren’s song.

I peered past the fallen tree, my heart racing as I stepped into the little sandy nook.

The sight before me was absolutely captivating. Two beautiful women were tangled together on the sand, their limbs intertwined as one of them writhed and moaned in pleasure.

The woman on top had long, dark hair that cascaded down her back in soft waves. She was clad in a skimpy pink bikini that left little to the imagination, the fabric straining against her voluptuous curves. Her face was flushed with arousal, her full lips parted as she panted heavily.

Underneath her was a blonde woman, her hair splayed out across the sand. She was equally gorgeous, her toned body glistening with sweat. Her white bikini bottoms were pulled to the side, exposing her glistening pussy as the dark-haired woman's fingers deftly worked her sensitive flesh.

"Oh fuck, Bailey, don't stop!" the blonde cried out, her back arching as she ground her hips against the other woman's hand. "Your fingers feel so good inside me!"

Bailey chuckled lowly, her touch growing more insistent. "You're so wet for me, Sarah. I love how your tight pussy grips my fingers." She leaned down, capturing the blonde's lips in a searing kiss that muffled her desperate moans.

I watched, transfixed, as their bodies moved together in a sensual rhythm. The sounds of their pleasure echoed through the secluded cove, making my heart race and my pelvis throb with desire. I couldn't tear my eyes away, captivated by the erotic display unfolding before me.

Sarah’s eyes fluttered open — meeting mine. I whimpered, staring like a deer in headlights as the blonde yelped. She scrambled, pushing Bailey off her onto the side. The raven haired woman huffed as her fingers slipped out of Sarah’s panting pussy. The blonde clamped her thighs shut, searing blush on her cheeks.

“S-sorry!” I yelped, knees rattling and mind racing. “I… I didn’t mean to pry…”

Bailey laughed, brushing her black hair to the side, as she wiped her grool-laden fingers onto her thigh. “Our bad. We thought we were far enough from the main beach to have some privacy.” She laughed.

Sarah bit her lip, her trembling eyes staring to the side. “I told you someone would walk in on us…” She whimpered.

Bailey laughed louder. “Well, I didn’t expect you to moan so loud.”

Sarah cursed under her breath, playfully shoving her elbow into Bailey’s side.

Bailey tossed her head back, stretching her sculpted legs into the sand. Her eyes fell to me, tracing my body until her dark pupils fell to the crotch of my bottoms. I whimpered, staring down. There was a little wet spot right on the silky blue fabric — I didn’t even notice.

Bailey’s eyes grew, as did her smile. “I think our new friend here may want to join us.”

I pursed my lips, heart racing as I tripped over my words. “Ahh… I…”

Sarah scoffed, “Stop teasing her. Poor girl looks traumatized.”

“N-no, not that.” I muttered. In truth, I was more turned on than I could have imagined. Both these women seemed a few years older than me, but fuck, they were so hot.

Bailey smirked, able to tell exactly how I was feeling. Her hand snaked up Sarah’s thigh, inching closer to her crotch.

“Let’s continue… I’m not done with you yet. If our new friend wants to join, she’s more than welcome.”

Sarah squirmed in the sand. Her body was trembling as her legs spread. I could see that she couldn’t resist Bailey’s touch, her nipples pressed against her white bikini top as the blonde tossed her head back.

“Ohhh~”

I watched, transfixed, as Bailey's fingers slowly drifted back towards Sarah's glistening pussy. The blonde whimpered and squirmed, her hips rocking slightly as Bailey's fingers traced delicate patterns on her inner thighs.

"Please..." Sarah breathed, her voice thick with want. "Bailey, I need you..."

Bailey chuckled lowly, her touch featherlight as she teased the sensitive skin. "Oh, I know you do, baby. But where's the fun in giving you what you want right away?"

Sarah let out a frustrated groan, her back arching as she tried to grind against Bailey's hand. "You're so mean..." she pouted, her full lips quivering.

Unable to resist, I found myself stepping forward, drawn in by the erotic display. My heart pounded in my chest as Bailey's dark eyes flicked up to meet mine, a devious grin spreading across her face.

"Well, well, look who's joining the party," she purred, her fingers inching ever closer to Sarah's throbbing core. "I was wondering if you'd be able to resist."

Sarah's eyes went wide as she noticed my approach, a deep blush spreading across her cheeks. "Wait, you're really going to...?" she began, before trailing off into a gasp as Bailey's fingers dipped between her folds.

"Mmmh, you're soaked, Sarah," Bailey murmured, her touch light and teasing. "I think our new friend here is enjoying the show." She glanced up at me, her gaze smoldering. "Aren't you, sweetheart?"

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. "I... I'm sorry, I didn't mean to intrude," I stammered, even as my body betrayed my true desires. "I can leave if you—"

"Don't you dare," Bailey interrupted, her voice firm. "We want you here." Her fingers dipped lower, drawing a sharp gasp from Sarah. "In fact, I think it's time you joined us."

Sarah bit her lip, her blue eyes meeting mine as I knelt on the sand between her feet. The scent of her vanilla shampoo and her sweet pussy wetness flooded my senses — knocking the thoughts from my head.

Bailey giggled, her fingers holding Sarah’s bikini to the side. My breath stammered as I eyed her sexy slit. Her wet lips parted with each breath she took, teasing the bubblegum pink walls inside. Short blonde hairs adorned the crest of her clit as the sticky grool lathered her inner thighs.

“She tastes better than she looks.” Bailey purred, nestling her face into Sarah’s neck.

“Ohhh~” Sarah moaned, tossing her head back as Bailey sucked her skin.

I couldn’t resist. The scent of her pussy was drawing me in like a lure.

Tentatively, I leaned forward, my lips brushing against the soft skin of her inner thighs. My heart was beating like a drum as I knelt forward, my ass in the air as my hands wrapped around her pillow soft thighs.

She shivered at my touch, her muscles quivering beneath the delicate flesh. Encouraged, I placed a trail of feather-light kisses along the sensitive area, inching closer and closer to her glistening cunt.

Bailey watched with hooded eyes, her fingers still teasing Sarah's swollen folds. "That's it, sweetheart," she murmured, her voice low and sultry. "Get a good taste."

Sarah whimpered, her hips rocking slightly as my breath ghosted over her most intimate area. I could see her juices glistening on her pink, puffy lips, beckoning me to take a deeper sample. Unable to resist, I dipped my tongue between her folds, savoring her sweet, tangy flavor.

"Ohh, fuck!" Sarah cried out, her back arching as pleasure shot through her body. I lapped hungrily at her dripping pussy, moaning at the intoxicating taste. Her juices coated my tongue, flooding my senses with her feminine scent and driving me wild with desire.

Bailey chuckled, her fingers rubbing firm circles around Sarah's sensitive clit. "That's it, baby, let her taste you. She's doing such a good job, isn't she?"

Sarah could only whimper in response, her hips grinding against my eager mouth as her hands gripped my hair, holding me down between her thighs. I licked and sucked at her swollen flesh, delving my tongue as deep as I could to lap up every last drop of her sweet nectar. The sounds of her moans only fueled my resolve.

Bailey moaned, one hand holding her soaked panties to the side as her other hand reached up and pulled her tit out from her bikini top.

“Oh~” Sarah moaned as the cool beach air hit her exposed pink nipple. Though, it wasn’t exposed for long.

Bailey’s finger snagged the eraser nipple – tugging and pinching at it gently as the blonde shook in the sand. Her thighs clamped around my face — suffocating me as my tongue continued to run laps up and down her spilling cunt.

Her pussy lips were so fucking soft, my tongue buried deeper with each pass — flooding my mouth with her sweet grool.

My own pussy was sopping wet. My bikini bottoms were drenched as devoured her slit.

Bailey purred, “Yeah baby… Take it. God, our new friend here is making you moan so loud.”
Sarah was shaking uncontrollably as her hand gripped my roots. “F-fuck! Oh fuck yes!” Her voice boomed off the walls of the nook. “R-right there!”

My hand trailed up her slender body until they found her round tits. Bailey pulled her hand away, allowing me full rein on the blonde's chest.

“Oh god!” She moaned as my finger sank into her pillow-soft tits. Her nipple pushed against my palms as I nearly ripped her top right off her body.

My nose pressed against the hood of her clit as my tongue lashed wildly inside of her slit. Each breath I took filled my lungs with her scent — my mind reeling with euphoria.

“Hmmm, I think she’s about to cum…” Bailey purred, her hand stroking my back. “How about you push her over the edge?”

My eyes glanced up the blonde’s trembling body, her eyes were shaking and filled with euphoria.

I doubled down, my tongue lashing furiously against Sarah's swollen clit as my fingers continued to knead and squeeze her sensitive breasts. The combination of sensations was overwhelming, and I could feel her body tensing beneath me, her inner walls pulsating around my probing tongue.

"Ohh fuck, yes!" Sarah cried out, her back arching off the sand as tremors of pleasure wracked her quivering form. "Don't stop, please don't stop!"

I moaned against her slick flesh, the vibrations sending tingles of bliss radiating through her body. Bailey watched with glimmering eyes, her fingers tracing delicate patterns on Sarah's trembling thighs as she neared the edge.

"That's it, baby, let it all out," Bailey purred, her voice dripping with lust. "Cum for us. Cum all over her pretty face."

Sarah whimpered, her hips grinding desperately against my mouth. "I'm gonna... Ohh, fuck, I'm gonna—"

Her words dissolved into a strangled cry as her orgasm ripped through her. Her inner walls clamped down around my tongue, pulsing and fluttering as her sweet nectar flooded my mouth. I lapped hungrily at her quivering flesh, drinking down every last drop as her body shook with the force of her release.

"Yes, that's it!" Bailey encouraged, her fingers joining mine in teasing and caressing Sarah's sensitive flesh. "Ride it out, baby. Let it all go."

“AHHH FUCK!” Sarah's cries echoed through the secluded cove, her voice cracking with the intensity of her climax. Her thighs trembled around my head, holding me in place as I continued to lavish attention on her throbbing clit. Wave after wave of bliss crashed through her, leaving her shaking and spent.

Finally, her grip on my hair loosened and her hips stilled, her body going limp against the sand. I pulled back, my face glistening with her grool and my spit, and gazed up at the two women in awe.

“That… Was amazing~” I huffed, licking my lips as Sarah tossed her hands over her head — both of us gasping for breath.

Bailey smirked. “You did so well, you are a natural pussy eater.”

I smirked, flashing her a wink. “Maybe… Maybe I can give you a ride as well?”

She giggled, “I’d love that. It’ll give Sarah some time to catch her breath.”

The smile was stapled on the blonde’s flushed face as her eyes fluttered close. Her nipples still rock hard as she squirmed on the moist sand. “G-give me a moment…” She whimpered, her voice still laced with euphoria.

“No worries, babe,” Bailey began, reaching up and grabbing my hand. “Me and our little friend here will get started without ya.”

She pulled me in for a kiss, her legs wrapped around my body as our lips connected.

My mind melted as her tongue slipped into my mouth — her moans filling my throat as I drifted away in pure bliss.

Story 12: Heartbreak

I peered up over my sheets as a knock on my door broke me from my thoughts. I wiped the tears from my eyes as I cleared my throat.

“Y-yes?” I whimpered, trying not to burst into tears.

“Gracie, you’ve been in bed all week!” Emma’s voice called out. I pulled my blanket back over my head.

It had been a week since my boyfriend dumped me, and I’d been cooped up in my room every since. He was my highschool sweetheart, and dumped me the second we got to college.

The door creaked open and Emma peered her head in. Her short wavy hair fluttered as she scrunched up her face at me. “You poor thing. Get up, Gracie!”

I curled under my sheets. Emma, bless her, has been trying to get me out of this rut all week — but every time I so much as stood up on my feet, I felt like I was carrying around boulders with each step.

Emma pushed the door open, and behind her was our other roommate — Kim.

Kim had her long black hair tied up in a high ponytail — her hands behind her back as the two girls walked in.

“Gracie, this is ridiculous.” Kim huffed, her tank top snug to her body. “You’ve been moping around all week while your stupid ex-boyfriend is out enjoying college.”

Just the mere thought of him going to parties and hooking up with random girls made me nauseous.

Kim and Emma sat on the edge of my bed. Kim pulled out a box from behind her, it was neatly wrapped up like a Christmas present.

Emma smirked, taking the box and presenting it to me. “Here. Kim and I put a lot of thought into this. We think it’ll make you forget all about that asshole.”

I sniffled, my stray brown hair plastered on my face as I tugged at my oversized T-shirt.

I forced myself to sit up, taking the box onto my lap.

“Wh-what is it?” I whimpered, shaking the box. There seemed to be something loose and hefty inside.

Emma and Kim exchanged a look, sharing a giggle between the two of them. “Just open it. You’ll love it.” Kim said biting her lip.

I huffed. This was a nice gesture, but there wasn’t a gift in the world that would make me feel better.

I peeled back the wrapping paper, my fingers trembling slightly. What kind of gift could Kim and Emma possibly have for me that would help me get over my heartbreak? I braced myself as the paper fell away, revealing a plain cardboard box underneath.

Curiosity getting the better of me, I lifted the lid and peered inside. My eyes went wide as I caught a glimpse of the contents –- a large, jet-black dildo nestled amidst the tissue paper, its size and girth quite impressive. I felt my cheeks flush as I looked up at my two roommates, both of them wearing matching grins.

“Wh-what the fuck?” I whimpered, knocking the box off my lap. It hit the floor, the black dildo rolling out onto my carpet.

Emma burst into laughter as she leaned down and picked up the filthy toy. Her fingers barely wrapped around the silicone shaft.

“It’s your new best friend.” She said with a wink, presenting me with the toy.

I whimpered, my body shaking. This was so dirty — even for these two. Emma and Kim are much more… Sexually liberated than I am, but I never expected this.

“How about you try it,” Kim added, inching onto my bed. Both girls eyed me like prey, with wide grins across their lips.

“I… I don’t know. This isn’t really my kind of thing.” I whimpered.

Emma rolled her eyes, “Yeah, we know. We are trying to get you to try new things and finally get over that dumb guy.”

“I think a few more days in bed will do the trick,” I added.

Both of them stared at each other, unamused.

“You know…” Emma said, her devious grin growing again. “If you wanted… We could show you.”

Kim giggled, “Oh come on. I think that is going too far.”

“Why? She’s been with one loser her entire life. I don’t think Gracie’s ever had a real orgasm before.” Emma said.

I pursed my lips together. Emma was blunt as always, though, in truth my sex life with my ex was anything but spectacular.

Emma pushed the toy onto my lap, I could feel the weight of it through my blanket as I eyed it like an alien device, my heart pounding in my chest. The smooth silicone shaft was thick and substantial, easily the largest toy I had ever seen and it was shaped like a real human cock.

Emma and Kim watched me intently, their eyes glimmering with mischief. "Well, go on," Emma urged, giving the dildo an encouraging nudge. "Give it a touch."

I swallowed hard, my fingers trembling as I wrapped them around the base of the toy. It was heavy in my hand, the heft of it reminding me just how large and imposing it was. A part of me was terrified, but another part — the part that had been starved of physical pleasure for so long — was intrigued.

Kim giggled, “Perhaps she does need some help.”

The dark haired girl grabbed my blanket, slowly taking it off my body. I squirmed on my sheets as the warm air bit my bare skin. My booty shorts were tight against my body as Kim tossed the blanket to the side.

“Now you’re talking.” Emma purred, crawling onto my bed like a lioness. The mattress creaked as Emma crawled up beside me, Kim staying down by my feet as both girls eyed me like fresh meat.

My mind was racing. This was so dirty… but…

The old Gracie would squeal and run… but now that I was single and in college — it was time to reinvent myself.

I looked up at Emma — fire replacing the nervousness in my eyes. “Alright. Show me then.”

A mischievous smirk crossed her lips as Emma nodded her head. “Good girl. Now lay back.”

My heart raced as Emma and Kim moved in, their hands reaching for the waistband of my shorts. I felt a tingle of anticipation and nervousness as they slowly peeled the fabric down, exposing my trembling legs. When the shorts were finally discarded, I lay there in nothing but my thin panties, my bare pussy barely concealed by the delicate lace.

Emma's eyes gleamed with desire as she drank in the sight of my exposed flesh. "Look at you, all spread out for us," she purred, her fingertips tracing tantalizing patterns on my inner thighs. I shivered at her touch, my muscles quivering under the feather-light caress.

Kim giggled, her own hands joining Emma's as they teased the sensitive skin. "So soft and smooth. I bet you taste divine." Her breath was hot against my thighs, sending tingles of pleasure down my spine.

My mind was racing — a million thoughts spinning around, yet I was unable to focus on a single one.

Emma's fingers hooked into the waistband of my panties, slowly peeling them down to reveal my glistening pussy. I felt my face flush with heat as the cool air hit my bare flesh, my swollen folds parting to expose my slick, sensitive entrance.

"Mmm, look at that," Emma murmured, her voice dripping with lust. "You're so wet for us, Gracie." Her thumb brushed over my throbbing clit, drawing a sharp gasp from my lips.

“I bet it’s been forever since your dumb ex got you this excited.”

My breath skipped a beat as I watched Emma’s thumb play with my excited clit. My toes curling as both girls drank up the sight of my tight cunt.

Kim hummed in approval, her own hand joining Emma's as they teased and stroked my most intimate areas. "I told you she'd be delicious." She dipped her head, her warm breath caressing my inner thigh. "Let's have a taste, shall we?"

I trembled, my fingers gripping the sheets as Kim's tongue made first contact with my quivering flesh. The sensation was electric, a jolt of pleasure shooting through me as she lapped at my slick folds. Emma's thumb continued to circle my clit, the dual sensations quickly driving me wild.

"Ohh, fuck..." I whimpered, my back arching slightly off the bed. The girls' touches were setting my nerves alight, igniting a fire within me that had been dormant for far too long.

 My nipples pushed up against my top as I spread my thighs — allowing Kim full access to my slit. Her tongue worked magic against my pussy, each lash of her tongue made my breath gasp as my eyes fluttered.

Emma purred as my moans filled the air. She took the big black dildo, her eyes locked on mine as her tongue draped out of her mouth. She whimpered, licking up the silicone shaft as if it were a popsicle.

I watched her slick spit lathering the black shaft, dripping down onto her fingers as my hands gripped her thigh.

“F-fuck~” I moaned, eyes fluttering.

Emma giggled, taking the dirty dildo and slapping it against my hard nipple. I whimpered, feeling the moist, heavy shaft slapping against my delicate skin. Even through my thin top, I could feel the girth of it.

“Are you ready to be fucked?” Emma said in an innocent voice, licking her lips.

I nodded, stray hairs sticking to my face as I bucked against Kim’s face. “P-please~”

Emma giggled, “Good. You are going to love this.”

Kim gasped, tossing her head back. Her thin black eyes glimmering as she licked her lips. “Her pussy is like candy.”

The girl spat on my clit. I quivered as the warm saliva dripped down my panting, blooming slit.

Emma rose on her knees, her butt on her heels as her hand spread my thighs.

She grinned as she dragged the thick, slick dildo up and down my glistening folds, the cool silicone sending tingles of anticipation through my body. Emma traced tantalizing patterns around my swollen clit, the tip dipping teasingly into my entrance before pulling back again.

"Mmm, look how wet you are for us, Gracie," Emma purred, her eyes dark with lust. "I bet you're just aching to be filled up, aren't you?"

I whimpered, my hips rocking instinctively as I tried to grind against the toy. "Please..." I breathed, my voice thick with want. "I need it, I need you to fuck me."

Kim laughed, her hands slipped under my shirt. “Fuck. You’re so hot.” She purred.

I whimpered as her slender fingers grabbed at my tit, massaging them as my perky nipples pressed against her palm.

Emma positioned the tip of the dildo at my entrance, the thick head parting my glistening folds. I held my breath in anticipation, every nerve ending alight with desire. Slowly, achingly slowly, she began to push it inside, the unyielding silicone stretching and filling me up.

"Ohh, fuck!" I cried out, my back arching as wave after wave of pleasure radiated through my body. It was so much bigger than anything I'd ever had inside me before, the sensation almost overwhelming.

My eyes rolled back as my cunt milked the wet shaft. I whimpered, feeling each ridged and fake vein on the shaft filling my pussy. Fuck… It was so big.
Emma gripped the base of the thick dildo, slowly sliding it deeper inside me. I cried out, my voice cracking with the intensity of the sensation as my inner walls stretched to accommodate its impressive girth. It felt like I was being split in two, the ache bordering on pain but quickly morphing into pure, unadulterated pleasure.

Kim's fingers deftly tugged at the hem of my shirt, her nails grazing my sensitive skin as she slowly peeled the fabric up and over my head. I lifted my arms, allowing her to discard the garment and expose my bare torso. Her eyes gleamed hungrily as they drank in the sight of my perky breasts, the cool air causing my nipples to harden into tight peaks.

Kim giggled, crawling up my body, leaving a trail of kisses up my trembling skin until her lips locked around my perky nipple.

“Ahhh~” I moaned like a whore, feeling the grool spilling out of my slit as Emma picked up the pace of her thrusting.

The roughness of Emma’s dildo fucking me mixed with the softness of Kim’s lips and tongue dancing with my nipple made my entire body flood with euphoria.

My hips bucked as each thrust of the dildo pushed deeper than the last. I moaned like a whore, tossing my head back as my nails clawed at Kim’s back. The shaft brushed against my clit with each thrust, sending pulsating waves of pleasure up my spine.

Kim pulled her face off my chest, staring into my eyes as I flopped like a fish. “She’s so close to cumming — fuck~” Kim giggled, kissing up my neck.

Emma smirked, “Cum for us, baby.”

The huge silicone shaft pounded in and out of my dripping pussy, each thrust filling me up completely. Emma gripped the base firmly, her wrist moving in a steady rhythm as she fucked me relentlessly. The thick head slammed against my sensitive g-spot with every stroke, sending shockwaves of bliss radiating through my body.

Kim's warm, soft lips trailed delicate kisses along my neck, her tongue occasionally flicking out to tease my flushed skin. One of her hands cupped my breast, her thumb and forefinger rolling and pinching my aching nipple. The dual sensations were overwhelming, causing my back to arch and my hips to buck helplessly against the pounding toy.

"Oh god, it feels so good!" I cried out, my voice cracking with desperation. "Don't stop, please don't stop!"

“We’re not gonna stop until you cum for us, isn’t that right, Kim?” Emma said.

Kim nodded, her body grinding against mine. “Of course~”

The room was filled with the obscene sounds of the toy plunging in and out of my sopping pussy, accompanied by my desperate moans and whimpers. I felt completely overwhelmed, my senses overloaded by the intense sensations radiating through my body.

Kim's lips captured mine in a searing kiss, her tongue plunging into my mouth as she swallowed my cries of pleasure. I kissed her back hungrily, my fingers tangling in her silky hair as I clung to her for dear life.

“Ahhhh! AHHHH~” I gasped, moaning into Kim’s mouth as she sucked on my tongue. I couldn’t hold back anymore, Emma pushed the toy up against my sensitive Gspot — my clit throbbing and erupting with sheer ecstasy as a bolt of electricity shot through my entire spine.

I broke the kiss with Kim, my mouth falling open in a silent scream as the first powerful waves of my climax crashed over me. My body went rigid, every muscle tensing as pure bliss ripped through me. My walls clamped down hard around the thrusting dildo, pulsing and fluttering as my juices gushed out around the unyielding silicone.

"Ahhhh fuck!" I wailed, my voice echoing off the walls. "Oh god, it's so good!"

Emma growled in approval, her hips snapping as she drove the toy in deep. "Yes, that's it! Cum for us, you dirty girl."

Kim stroked my body as she watched me unravel.

Colors erupted in my mind as the orgasm flooded my entire being. “AHHHH YESSSS!”

With a gasp, I collapsed on the bed, panting and gasping for air as the entire room spun around me.

Emma laughed, pulling the dildo from my cunt. I gasped, feeling the pressure relieved from my stomach.

Each labored breath I took caused more grool and filth to ooze from my slit. I tossed my arms over my head as both girls nestled on either side of me.

“Well, I think that was a successful session,” Emma said with a smirk.

“Absolutely,” Kim added, “I’m sure Gracie forgot all about that dumb boy…”

“Wh-what dumb boy?” I whimpered, my mind still flooded with euphoria.

Both girls laughed, “That's the spirit.”

Emma rose to her elbow, brushing my hair behind my ear. “You know… If you ever needed another hand with the toy, I’m sure Kim and I would be happy to be of assistance. Isn’t that right Kim?”

Kim nodded, nesting her face into my neck as her lips caressed my flushed skin. “Of course~ You were such a good girl for us, we’d be happy to help again.”

My lips curled into a smirk as I pulled both girls into my panting, sweaty body. “Well… Perhaps I could use a bit more help. I was so lost in the sensation I couldn’t really focus much on learning how to use the toy.”

Emma smirked, her hands reaching down and cupping my sopping wet slit. “Don’t worry. I’m sure after a few more sessions with us, you’ll have it down.”

I looked her in the eyes, nodding my head as I felt her finger dip into my cunt. “Good. I can’t wait.”

Story 13: Cheerleader’s Extra Credit

My eyes fell to the door as Rachel peered in, a strand of her brown hair breaking from her ponytail and fluttering over her chestnut eyes.

I grinned, waving her in.

The door creaked open as the petite college girl poked her head in.

“Hey professor, you emailed me to come and see you?”

I nodded, “Please, have a seat.” I said, motioning to the chair across my desk.

The brunette pursed her lips, cheeks flushed pink as she walked in.

My eyes fell to her body. Rachel was a freshman, the only one on the cheerleading team. It was clear how she made it — her figure was exquisite.

I leaned back in my chair, my chest pressing up against my white button-up as I kept my gaze on the timid girl.

She squirmed nervously in her chair — avoiding eye contact as my gaze burned a hole into her face.

“Rachel…” I began, leaning forward, tucking my blonde hair behind my ear. “Do you want to explain your essay?”

She took a whimpered breath. “Wh-what do you mean?”

I pursed my lips, unamused. “It is eerily similar to the one that Jason submitted — down to the typo in the title.”

The girl cursed under her breath. Her foot tapped anxiously against the tile floor as she gripped the armrest.

I stood, circling the desk. My shadow dwarfed the girl — I almost felt bad for her as I leaned against the edge of my desk, my black skirt tight against my legs. “Care to explain?”
Rachel's eyes welled with tears. She stammered, "I-I'm so sorry Professor. Jason... he said he was desperate. He begged me to let him see my essay."

I crossed my arms, frowning. "Go on."

"He promised he'd just use it for ideas. I didn't think he'd copy it word for word." Rachel's voice cracked. "I was stupid. I know that's no excuse."

She looked up at me, her brown eyes pleading. "Please, I'll do anything. I can't fail this class. My scholarship..."

I sighed, uncrossing my arms. "Rachel, this is very serious. Academic dishonesty can get you expelled."

"No, please!" She lurched forward, grabbing my hand. "I'll rewrite the essay. I'll do extra credit. Anything!"

Her touch sent a jolt through me. I looked down at her trembling fingers on mine.

My lips pursed. Rachel was a good girl. She was always quiet and respectful in class and had a good head on her shoulders. It was a shame that Jason and the rest of the stupid jocks in college were digging their nails into her.

Perhaps she needed to be saved from their clutches.

I stood up straight, staring down at the doe girl. She was so innocent, I couldn’t be harsh on her — though, perhaps I’d have a little fun before letting her off with a warning.

“I don’t know… This is serious, Rachel. I never expected anything like this from you.” I said, arms crossed against my chest.

Rachel whimpered, staring at the floor as her hands clenched her lap. “I…I’m sorry! I’m so stupid… It’s… It’s just Jason asked… And I really like him…”

I rolled my eyes. College love was sickening. “Jason had to retake my class twice. He is a fool, I’d stay away from him if I were you.”

My eyes lingered on her chest, heaving with each deep breath she took. Her body was petite — but her bust was nice and perky.

She glanced up at me, nodding her head. “O-okay…” She whimpered, wiping her tears. “But if I get into any trouble, I’ll lose my scholarship.”

The girl squeezed her thighs together, her pants tight against her toned legs. She bit her lip as she took a deep breath. “Y-you know… Professor Madison,” The girl began, her racing heart making her top flutter. “I know that you and your wife recently split up… Perhaps there is an arrangement we can work out.”

I furrowed my eyebrows, the corner of my lip curling into a smirk. My, my… Was the innocent little Rachel suggesting what I thought she was?

“Go on…” I said, nipples hardening. It would be wrong to do anything with a student, but I wanted to hear her proposal.

The girl pursed her lips, squirming in her chair. I could see the giddy smile forming on her pink lips. “I’ve… I’ve never been with a woman before… I’ve always wanted — but…”

With a deep breath, Rachel tossed her nerves to the side. “I want to try being with a woman. Particularly one that can teach me how to please.”

I laughed, “Who better to teach you than your professor?”

“Exactly.” She said with a dirty smirk — it was a lustful look that I’d never seen on the innocent brunette. “So…? Do you want to teach me, professor?”

Now it was my heart that was racing. I hadn’t been with a college girl in ages — but damn did I miss it.

It was wrong, I was her teacher — but that made it that much hotter. “Alright, if you insist,” I said, surprising even myself.

She nodded, another strand of brown hair breaking from her ponytail. “Most definitely.”

I licked my lips, heart pounding. "Well then, let's begin your first lesson." I walked to the door, locking it with a soft click.

Turning back to Rachel, I saw her eyes widen with anticipation. My gaze raked over her body hungrily. Her tight outfit was snug to her body as the girl stood, her midriff exposed and her tits pressed up against the thin top.

Was this her plan the entire time? She must have known that she was in trouble — and she knew I liked women. So maybe she planned to seduce me from the start.

If it was — then she pulled it off without a hitch.

I circled her slowly, drinking in the sight. My fingers trailed along her arm, feeling goosebumps rise on her skin.

“Your clothes are so cute… We can’t get them dirty, can we?”

She shook her head.

I smirked, “So how about you strip for me, baby?’

“Y-yes, ma’am.” She whimpered, reaching for the bottom of her top.

I stopped her. “Call me Mommy…” I said with an evil grin.

Her breath stammered. “Y-yes… Mommy~”

“Good. Now go on…” I said, eyeing her like a lioness as I leaned back against the edge of my desk.

Rachel paused for a moment, then slowly pulled her top up and over her head. She wasn't wearing a bra underneath. Her breasts were small but perky, with rosy pink nipples that were already hard. She crossed her arms shyly, covering herself.

"Don't hide from me," I purred. "Come here."

“Sorry… I’m just shy.” She giggled.

She walked over, arms still crossed. I gently pulled her hands away, exposing her chest to my hungry gaze. My fingers traced along the curve of her breasts, feeling her shiver at my touch.

I cupped her tits in my hands, squeezing softly. They fit perfectly in my palms. I brushed my thumbs over her nipples, watching them stiffen even more. Rachel let out a quiet moan. “Ah~”

Her eyes fluttered as she pushed out her chest, giving her body to me.

"You like that, baby?" I asked, pinching her nipples lightly.

"Y-yes, Mommy," she whimpered.

I rolled her nipples between my fingers, tugging gently. Her breathing quickened as I played with her sensitive buds.

Her soft, eager moans were like music to my ears. Rachel’s body shook as she let out whimpered breaths.

I smiled, god it had been so long since I’d played with such an innocent girl.

My fingers moved from her nipples, grabbing her tit and squeezing. She took it like a good girl, letting out another hard moan as my fingers dug into her soft chest like viper fangs.

“Mmmh, so soft.” I purred, feeling my clit throbbing.

My hand trails down her stomach to the waistline of her pants. Rachel's abs tense under my touch as I trace patterns on her soft skin. I can feel the heat radiating from between her legs.

"I can feel your pussy throbbing from here," I purr, tugging at her waistband. “Naughty girl.”

She bit her lip, her hands gripping my arm. “I'm so wet… Fuck.”

My smirk grew. “I bet your dumb college boys don’t get you this wet.”

Her eyes fluttered, barely open, as my fingertips slipped into her waistband. Her hips pushed forward — begging my hand to dig deeper. Instead, to her chagrin, I pulled my hand out.

She whimpered as my hand curled to her waist instead. “How about you get on your knees, and we can begin?”
The brunette fell like a ton of bricks — her tits bounced as her hands gripped my thighs. My thin skirt did nothing to hide her soft, tender touch.

Rachel looked up at me with wide, eager eyes. Her hands trembled slightly on my thighs as she knelt before me. I ran my fingers through her silky hair, savoring the anticipation.

"Have you ever seen another woman's pussy before, Rachel?" I asked in a husky voice.

She shook her head slowly. "N-no, Mommy."

I smiled, feeling a rush of excitement. "Good, you're about to see one up close. Take off my skirt."

Rachel's breath hitched as she nodded eagerly. Her fingers fumbled with the zipper on my skirt. I helped guide her hands, and soon the fabric pooled at my feet. I stepped out of it, now standing before her in just my white blouse and lacy black panties.

Her eyes were glued to the damp spot on my underwear. I could see her chest rising and falling rapidly.

"Go ahead," I purred. "Take them off."

With shaky hands, Rachel grasped the sides of my panties. She slowly pulled them down my legs, revealing my glistening pussy. A thin strand of grool stretched between my folds as she removed the fabric completely.

“F-fuck~” she moaned, pupils dilating.

I spread my stance — the edge of the desk digging into my ass as the scent of my sweet and salty pussy fills the air.

"What do you think?" I asked, running a finger along my slit.

"It's... beautiful," Rachel breathed. Her cheeks were flushed pink. "Can I... touch it?"

I nodded, guiding her hand to my aching center. "Gently at first. Feel how wet I am for you."

Rachel's fingers tentatively explored my folds. I shivered at her soft touch. Her eyes were full of wonder as she traced my labia and circled my clit.

"That's it," I encouraged. "You're doing so well, baby girl. Your first lesson… The importance of teasing. How about we start with some gentle kisses — all around my pussy?”

Rachel nodded eagerly, spreading my thighs wider. She planted soft kisses along my inner thighs, her lips warm and gentle against my skin. I sighed with pleasure as she worked her way closer to my center.

Her kisses trailed up one thigh, then the other, teasing me. When she finally reached my pussy lips, she placed feather-light kisses all around them. My hips twitched, craving more contact. Each kiss sent a bolt of electricity up my entire spine. God, for a rookie, she knew exactly what she was doing.

"Good girl," I purred. "Keep going."

Rachel's tongue darted out, tracing along my outer labia. I moaned softly, tangling my fingers in her hair before wrapping her ponytail around my fist. She explored every fold and crease, her inexperienced touches sending shivers through me.

“Mmmh…” She purred, her tongue exploring each part of me.

I bit my lip, knees shaking as I held her face against my body. “Your next lesson… let’s run that tongue of yours up and down my slit.”

Rachel eagerly obeyed, flattening her tongue and dragging it slowly up my slit. I gasped at the sensation, my grip tightening in her hair. She repeated the motion, lapping at my folds with long, deliberate strokes.

"Fuck, that feels good," I moaned. "Keep going, baby."

“Mmh, you taste so fucking good Mommy~” She moaned, saliva and grool dripping off her chin. The filth coated her chest, making her nipples glisten as her hands gripped my thighs hard enough to leave marks.

Her tongue spread my lips as her nose pushed against the hair on my pelvis, her tongue dug deeper with each pass — drawing the moans from my lips. “Ohh yes, baby! R-right there!”

My head tossed back — fuck — she was so talented.

Rachel’s moans filled the air as I bucked my hips against her pretty face. The girl devoured me like a starving animal — sucking and licking my cunt.

Rachel's inexperience showed in her enthusiastic but uncoordinated movements. But what she lacked in skill, she made up for in eagerness. Her tongue swirled and flicked, searching for the spots that made me gasp and shudder.

“You’re doing so good, Mommy is proud,” I said with an evil smirk. My hand around her ponytail kept her head in place as I swayed my hips — coating her face in filth.

“Th-thank you, Mommy. God, I love your sweet pussy.” She said, barely able to keep the pleasure out of her words.

“How about you slip a finger in?” I said, biting my lip. “And focus your tongue on Mommy’s clit.”

I reached down with my free hand, pulling back the hood of my clit. The pink, glistening bulb was already quivering as Rachel pulled her face back — saliva and filth coating her face.

She glanced up at me, nodding as stray brown hairs stuck to her face. “O-of course…”

Rachel's finger traced along my inner thigh like a curious snake. She bit her lip as her tip pushed against my cunt.

“Ahhh~” I groaned, feeling her slender finger push in. I was so wet, that it slipped in effortlessly.

“Mmmh… So tight.” She purred, pushing the finger down to the knuckle.

I saw stars. Rachel pumped her finger in and out, causing my juices to run down my trembling thighs as I lifted on leg up onto the desk, spreading myself completely for the cheerleader. 
“J-just like that. Oh!” I gasped as she curled the finger up inside me, teasing my G-spot.

I could barely believe that she had never fingered a woman before. Fuck, she was good.

Rachel's tongue darted out, flicking against my swollen clit as her finger pumped in and out of my dripping pussy. The dual sensations sent shockwaves of pleasure through my body. I gripped the edge of the desk with my free hand, my knuckles turning white as I fought to stay upright.

My thighs clamped around her face like a vice as my pussy pulsated around her finger. Rachel pushed another finger in, stretching me even further as her pink lips pulled and tugged at my throbbing clit.

Waves of pleasure surged through me, I couldn’t hold back any longer.

Rachel's fingers pumped faster as her tongue lashed my clit. My hips bucked wildly against her face. I was so close.

“Cum for me, Mommy~” She begged, her hot breath landing on my sopping slit. “Cum all over my face!”

She sucked my clit between her lips, flicking it rapidly with her tongue. Her fingers curled inside me, hitting that perfect spot. The pressure built and built until I couldn't take it anymore.

“Oh! Oh fuck!” I cried out, my body going rigid as my spine shivered.

My orgasm crashed over me in intense waves. My pussy clenched around her fingers as I gushed all over her face. Rachel moaned, lapping up my juices eagerly.

"Fuck! Rachel!" I screamed, not caring who heard.

My legs shook uncontrollably as the pleasure coursed through my body. Rachel didn't let up, drawing out every last tremor. When I finally came down, I was panting heavily. My fingers unclenched from her hair as I slumped back against the desk.

Rachel pulled away, her face glistening with my cum. She looked up at me with hooded eyes, licking her lips.

“Holy fuck…” She moaned, her tongue licking up all the filthy grool and spit. “That was amazing~”

“Y-you did so fucking good, baby.” I gasped, barely able to breathe. I stared down at the once-innocent girl — her smile wide as her eyes stared fixed on my blooming cunt.

I hadn’t cum like that in so long — and it was an innocent college girl that pushed me there.

I pulled her to her feet, holding her body close to mine as our hands explored one another’s bodies. “You were fucking amazing…” I continued, “I’ll tell you what — if you stay away from those dumb football bros and spend your time with me, I’ll guarantee you pass with an A+. You’ll never have to worry about a scholarship ever again.”

Her brown eyes lit up as she held her body close to mine. “Of course! I’d love that, Mommy.”

“Good girl,” I praised. “I have plenty more lessons to teach you.”

“Thank you, Mommy. I’m ready to learn.”

Story 14: Sex Store

I walked through the aisles, feeling as though I were on a whole new planet. Never had I imagined myself in a sex toy store, but after my break-up, I was desperate for a release. I hadn’t had sex since me and my ex-boyfriend split, and that was months ago. It was time to take matters into my own hands.

Though, as a young blonde college girl, I stuck out like a sore thumb. Thankfully I was alone — besides the older, gothic store attendant. The woman was curvy in all the right places, with void black hair and plenty of tattoos and piercings. She had a kind smile though, which put me at ease.

“Need a hand, hun?” She said, staring at me as I inspected one of the toys. It looked like a gag of some kind, something totally out of my element.

I smiled back at her, pulling my jacket across my chest as I shook my head. “Just looking… Thanks…”

I sighed, defeated. Just stepping into the store took all my courage — and there was no way I was going to buy one of these intense toys. I guess my fingers would have to do.

As I made my way to the exit, the store attendant called out to me. “Hey, doll.”

I spun on my heels, “Y-yes?”

She smiled. “We have an enormous store. I’m surprised you’re going home empty-handed.”

I pursed my lips. “Y-yeah… I’m rather new at all this… I don’t think I’m ready for a toy yet.”

She chuckled to herself, her black bangs wavering over her face as her dark eyes paralyzed me on the spot.

“I think I have just the thing for you…” she said, circling around the desk. Her black outfit was snug to her curvy figure. Her skirt barely covered her thighs and her fishnet leggings were intoxicating. “Come with me…”

My heart raced as I hesitantly followed the gothic beauty to the back of the store. Her hips swayed hypnotically with each step, the short skirt barely covering her curves. The click of her heels on the tile floor echoed in my ears.

As we walked, I caught whiffs of her intoxicating lavender perfume. The scent made my head spin. I felt like I was in a trance, drawn to her like a moth to a flame.

She glanced over her shoulder, a dark and mischievous glimmer in her eyes. “You in college?”

I nodded, “Yeah… Just started.”

“Good… I remember experimenting with toys when I was your age. First time in a place like this, huh?" she asked.

I nodded shyly. "Is it that obvious?"

She chuckled. "Don't worry, we all start somewhere. I'll take good care of you."

Something about the way she said that made me shiver. We reached the back wall, which was covered in dildos of every shape, size, and color imaginable.

I couldn’t keep the blush off my pale cheeks. Even a glance at a phallic object was enough to make my entire body quiver.

“Ah, perfect.” The woman said, reaching out and pulling out a small clit vibrator. 
My breath hitched. The thing was small, discrete, and pretty pink — but even then it was intimidating.

“I… I don’t know.” I muttered, pressing my thighs together as the woman presented me with the box.

She smiled, “Don’t know how to use it?”
I shook my head. I wouldn’t even know where to start with a thing like that. The devious glimmer in her eyes flickered with a fiery passion.

She bit her lip, staring up over the aisles. “Since we’re alone… Perhaps I can show you?”
My eyes widened. “E-excuse me?”

She laughed, “I like to go above and beyond for my clients. Besides, the mall is about to close — no one will be bothering us.”

My mind was racing. Was this woman actually suggesting what I thought she was?

Slowly, she opened the box, reaching in and discarding the plastic as she held the vibrator in her hand. It looked even more intimidating up close. The silicon shaft led to a rounded tip. With an evil smirk, she flicked the toy on.

I gasped as the small vibrations filled the air. The toy shook wildly as she gripped it with her hands.

“Mmmh,” She moaned, “This thing will be sure to get you where you need to be…”

I bit my lip, feeling my clit throbbing. The mere thought of using that toy seemed so dirty.

“Well?” She said, turning it off and holding it up to her face. “Want me to show you?”

It is so wrong, but a curiosity takes hold of me. I nod slowly, my heart pounding. "O-okay," I whisper.

I could hardly believe that I had said that. I was always an innocent girl — and this was anything but. Though, something about this sexy, confident, older woman made me feel safe and ready to take the plunge.

She grins wickedly. "Good girl. Now, take your pants off for me."

My hands shake as I unbutton my jeans. I pause for a moment, then slide them down my legs, stepping out of them. I stand there in just my panties and t-shirt, feeling exposed.

"Those too," she purrs, gesturing at my underwear.

My heart throbbed and my nipple pushed up against my bra. My thighs pressed together as I nodded — I mean, I had already made it this far, right?

I hook my thumbs in the waistband of my pink cotton panties. With a deep breath, I pull them down, exposing my bare pussy to this stranger.

My mind races with a million thoughts as she eyed my slit. Each breath I took caused my puffy lips to bloom — teasing the bubblegum pink walls inside.

“Mmmh… Perfect.” She moaned. “How about you lay down on the floor for me?”

I nodded, her words echoing in my head like a command that I dared not to disobey.

I lowered myself to the carpet, my bare skin tingling as it made contact with the rough fibers. Leaning back, I slowly spread my legs, exposing my most intimate parts to this alluring stranger. My heart pounded in my chest as I watched her eyes roam over my body hungrily.

I had never exposed myself to anyone besides my ex — and yet the thrill rushing through me was unlike anything I had ever experienced — even with him.

She chuckled softly, a deep and sensual sound that sent shivers down my spine. Kneeling between my parted thighs, she admired my exposed pussy with an appreciative gaze. Her dark eyes sparkled with desire as they took in every detail.

My labia lips bloomed like flower petals, glistening with wetness as my clit peered out from the hood.

"My, my," she purred. "What a pretty little flower you have."

She reached out, trailing a single finger along my inner thigh. Her touch was electric, leaving goosebumps in its wake. I gasped softly as she inched closer to my center.

"Let's get you warmed up first, shall we?" she murmured.

Without warning, she leaned down and placed a gentle kiss right on my clit. I cried out in surprise and pleasure, my hips jerking upwards instinctively. She chuckled against me, the vibrations sending waves of sensation through my body.

“God you taste even better than you look…”

Her tongue traced around my bald lips. I squirmed on the floor, spreading myself even more as I watched her explore my pussy. Her ass perked in the air. The woman’s skirt fell around her waist as her ass pushed up — revealing her bare ass, covered by a thin little thong with a black bow.

I bit my lip as her ass wiggled in the air. Her hands wrapped around my thighs, holding her face up to my cunt as her tongue and lips continued bringing me to the brink of pleasure.

“Ohhh~” I purred, unable to hold back how good this felt.

I had been eaten out by my ex, but he was nowhere near as good as she was. Her tongue explored with purpose, tasting each ridge and curve of my pussy and inner thigh before circling around my clit.

I bit my lip, pleasure surging through my spine as I tossed my head back. “O-oh… That feels so good!”

“I know it does, baby. Let yourself go. Enjoy it.” She whispered into my slit.

The thoughts in my mind turned to smoke. I felt as though I were on a cloud — and not in the back aisle of a dingy, dirty sex store.

Her tongue darted out, tracing lazy circles around my sensitive bud. I moaned loudly, beyond caring if anyone heard. She lapped at me slowly, savoring my taste as she explored every fold and crease.

Just as I was starting to lose myself in the sensations, she pulled away. I whimpered at the loss of contact. She grinned wickedly, holding up the vibrator.

"Ready for the main event?" she asked, her voice husky with arousal.

I nodded eagerly, beyond words at this point. She clicked the toy on, the low hum filling the air between us. Slowly, teasingly, she lowered it to my waiting pussy.

“Watch what I do…” She purred, tracing my inner thigh with the toy. The vibrations sent shivers up my entire body. The toy inched closer and closer to my slit — making me squirm like a fish out of water.

She traced the vibrator along my inner thigh, sending tingles through my body. I gasped as it neared my center, only for her to pull away at the last second. She repeated this teasing pattern, circling closer and closer to where I needed it most.

"Please," I whimpered, my hips lifting off the floor.

She tsked softly. "Patience, girl. Good things come to those who wait."

The vibrator skimmed over my outer lips, making me shudder. But she refused to touch my throbbing clit or dip inside. I squirmed desperately, trying to angle my hips to make contact.

I panted, bucking my hips to try and make contact with the vibrator. Just the toy along my lips was enough to make me see stars — but my clit was begging for some relief.

"So eager," she purred. "But I'm in control here."

She ran the toy up and down my slit, coating it in my wetness. The vibrations felt incredible, but it wasn't enough. I needed more.

“Ohhh fuck!” I panted, blonde hairs sticking to my face as I watched her with trembling eyes. Her face was stoic and grinning — her eyes admiring my pussy and my squirming as she bit her lip.

“Such a good girl. Are you ready for me to play with your clit?” She asked, dark eyes meeting mine.

I nodded emphatically, “P-please!”

She giggled innocently. “Well… Since you asked so nicely.”

She smiled wickedly, her dark eyes glinting. With her free hand, she gently pulled back my clit hood, exposing the sensitive pink bud. I shivered at the cool air hitting my most intimate spot.

"There it is," she purred. "Such a pretty little thing."

Slowly, teasingly, she lowered the vibrator. I held my breath in anticipation. When the toy finally made contact with my clit, I cried out in ecstasy.

"Oh god!" I gasped, my back arching off the floor. “Mommy!”

She laughed, “Mommy? I like that. Keep calling me that, baby.”

She began moving the vibrator in small circles, varying the pressure. Sometimes she'd pull away slightly, only to press it firmly against me again. The sensations were overwhelming.

“Ahhh! R-right there, Mommy! Oh fuck!” My shrill voice bounced off the walls as my feet kicked the air. I didn’t care about how loud I was. All I could focus on was keeping conscious of the overload of sheer ecstasy.

I writhed on the floor, panting and moaning shamelessly. My hands grasped desperately at the carpet as waves of pleasure crashed over me. I could feel my pussy clenching and unclenching, desperate to be filled.

My hips grinded against the vibrator as I let myself drown in the pleasure.

The feeling was so intense, I didn’t even realize that her fingers were playing with the entrance of my slit.

“Mmmmh, god your pussy is fucking amazing.” She groaned. “Can I feel it?”

I nodded emphatically, “Yes! Please, Mommy, finger me!”

She smirked, slowly sliding a finger inside me while keeping the vibrator pressed against my clit. I gasped at the dual sensations. Her finger curled upwards, finding that perfect spot inside me.

"Fuck, you're so tight," she purred. "And so wet for me."

She pumped her finger in and out slowly, building a rhythm. My hips rocked to meet her thrusts as pleasure coursed through my body. Soon she added a second finger, stretching me deliciously.

"M-mommy!" I cried out. "Oh god, that feels amazing!"

Her fingers moved faster, fucking me in earnest now. The vibrator on my clit never let up, sending constant waves of ecstasy through me. I was trembling, right on the edge of orgasm.

"That's it baby, cum for Mommy," she cooed. "Let me feel that tight little pussy squeeze my fingers."

Her words pushed me over the edge. My back arched as intense pleasure exploded through my body. I screamed in ecstasy, my pussy clenching rhythmically around her fingers as I came hard.

Each neuron in my head fired off rapidly as my back arched. I felt as though I were hit by a bolt of lightning as my eyes rolled back. My clit flooded my body with sheer euphoria as I let out a moan.

“OHHHHH! YES YES YES!”

I gasped as if surfacing from the ocean. “Oh god!”

My body went limp, collapsing on the floor. My body was coated in sweat and all manners of filth.

The woman laughed, sitting on her heels as she pulled her finger from my slit. She pulled her vibrator away, smirking devilishly as she held the glistening toy to her face. “Well, what do you think?”

I tossed my arms over my head — my chest heaving as my lungs filled with air. “Th-that was… Something else.” I purred.

She giggled, “I think you and this toy are made for one another.”

My lips curled into a smirk. “I think so as well… You are a great saleswoman…”

“I know. Maybe when you’re done with this, I can show you some new toys?”

I giggled, “Of course. I’d love that… Mommy.”

“Good girl. This toy is on the house. I hope to see you soon, baby.”

“You will…” I huffed. My eyes fluttered closed as the lingering euphoria filled my spine.

I had walked into this store an innocent, vanilla, college girl — and now I would leave a brand new woman. And it was all thanks to my new Mommy.

Store 15: The Job

“This is not worth the money…” I groaned, pulling up weeds. Even through the gardening gloves, I could feel my hands all scratched up and blistered.

The sun was scorching, and my entire top was coated in sweat. I had offered to help Mrs Helen with her yardwork for some extra money. Being a college student was expensive — especially if you spent every weekend at the mall.

I figured doing some odd jobs would be a nice way to spend the summer — but with all my friends at the beach, I was regretting my decisions immensely.

My hands gripped the last weed, my feet planted in the dirt as I grit my teeth. This one was buried deep — but I wasn’t a quitter.

With all my strength, I pulled. My muscles tensed as I groaned, “C-come on!”

The dirt pulled as I yanked. I was a smaller girl — but I was feisty, and I wasn’t about to be beaten by some damn weed.

With one final heave, the weed suddenly gave way. I tumbled backward, landing hard on my ass in the dirt. My legs flew up in the air as I let out a surprised yelp. Dirt and grass stained my shorts and tank top.

"Damn it," I muttered, spitting out some soil that had gotten in my mouth. I sat up, brushing myself off as best I could. My blonde ponytail was a mess, wisps of hair sticking to my sweaty forehead.

Just then, I heard the screen door slam. Mrs Helen came hurrying out onto the porch, concern etched on her face.

"Oh my goodness! Are you alright, dear?" she called, rushing down the steps. Her flowery sundress fluttered as she moved, exposing tanned legs that belied her 50-something years.

I waved, embarrassed. "I'm fine, Mrs Helen. Just a tumble!"

"You poor thing, you're filthy," Mrs Helen tsked, brushing dirt off my shoulders. Her touch sent little shivers through me. "Why don't you come inside and get cleaned up? I've got some lemonade waiting."

Most of the garden work was done, and I’d be lying if I were to say that some lemonade didn’t sound heavenly.

I nodded, accepting the woman’s help to my feet. My shorts and the side of my tank were coated in dirt. The fabric nearly tearing.

I tossed the gloves off, following her wavering sundress into the big house.

Her husband was off on yet another business trip — leaving her alone for months on end. The woman was so nice, but she barely ever left the house. I wondered if she was lonely. Maybe that was why she was so happy when I offered my assistance with her lawn — it gave her somebody to talk to.

I followed Mrs Helen into her home, feeling relief wash over me as the cool air conditioning hit my skin. The house was spacious and airy, with high ceilings and large windows that let in plenty of natural light. It had a cozy, cottage-like feel despite its size.

Potted plants lined every windowsill, their lush green leaves adding life to the space. Delicate lace curtains fluttered in the breeze from a nearby open window. The hardwood floors creaked pleasantly under our feet as we walked.

In the living room, overstuffed floral armchairs and a plush sofa surrounded a rustic coffee table. Bookshelves lined the walls, filled with well-worn novels and knick-knacks. Family photos in mismatched frames covered nearly every surface.

It was so cute in here!

“I’m afraid I don’t have anything in your size.” She laughed, brushing down her sundress. “But we can’t leave you in those dirty clothes.”

I chuckled. “Honestly, the lemonade will do just fine.”

She smiled, circling to the kitchen. Her hips swayed with each step, and the frill of her sundress lifted with each movement.

Mrs Helen had the elegance of a model, and the figure of one as well. If I were her husband, I would quit any job that kept me away from her.

I took a seat at her dinner table, trying to keep the dirt off her chair.

She offered me a glass, I chugged it down as she sat next to me, a smile on her lips. The cool lemonade was heavenly against my parched throat. I can taste hints of fresh mint and honey mixed with the tart citrus.

Mrs Helen watched me with amusement, her hazel eyes twinkling. Up close, I notice the faint laugh lines around her eyes and mouth. Her chestnut hair falls in soft waves around her shoulders, a few strands of silver catching the light.

"My goodness, you were thirsty," she chuckles. Her voice is warm and rich, like honey.

I blush, setting down the now-empty glass. "Sorry, I guess I worked up quite a thirst out there."

"No need to apologize, dear. Would you like another?"

I nod eagerly and she refills my glass. As she leans over, I catch a whiff of her perfume - something floral and delicate. The neckline of her sundress dips slightly, offering a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage. I quickly avert my eyes, feeling my cheeks grow warm.

Mrs Helen settles back in her chair, crossing her long, tanned legs. The hem of her dress rides up slightly, exposing more of her thigh. I find myself staring before I catch myself.

"So tell me," she says, leaning in conspiratorially. "Any summer romances I should know about? A pretty young thing like you must have the boys lining up."

I laugh nervously, tucking a stray hair behind my ear. "No, nothing like that. I've been too busy with work and school to date much."

"What a shame," she tuts. Her fingers brush my arm lightly. "Youth is wasted on the young, as they say. You should be out having fun, not cooped up here with an old lady like me."

"You're hardly old," I blurt out before I can stop myself.

Mrs Helen raises an eyebrow, a coy smile playing on her lips. "Why thank you, dear. You're very sweet. Though, I feel bad. Especially since I’ve made you roll around in the dirt.”

I chuckled, “It’s no problem. I could use the money.”

She pursed her lips, her eyes scanning me up and down. My heart beat faster as her gaze froze me in my seat. “That’s fair… Though, maybe there is another job you are more suited for.”

“Oh? What would that be?”

In truth, I would prefer anything other than gardening work. I did not work well in the sun, and I could feel the sweat lingering on my skin even after scrubbing myself raw in the shower.

The woman huffed, tucking her long hair behind her ears as her eyes glimmered. She shimmied in her seat; her dress lifting even more, exposing more and more of her legs to me. It took every ounce of my self-control not to oggle over them.

“Actually, never mind.” She said, crossing her arms over her chest. “I don’t know what I was thinking.”

The soft, rosy blush in her cheeks flared as she bit her lip to suppress a smirk. But at this point, my curiosity was peaked.

“What is it?”

“It’s inappropriate — I have no idea why I opened my mouth.” She said, shaking her head.

I shimmied to the edge of my seat. “No really. I want to hear it.”

The look on the woman’s face made me even more eager to hear what she had planned. Her cheeks were rosy and her pink lips were trying their best to keep a giddy smile off her face. She could barely even look at me.

Mrs Helen sighed deeply, her eyes downcast. "It's just... with my husband away so much, I get terribly lonely in this big empty house." She paused, fidgeting with the hem of her dress. "Don't get me wrong, I love him dearly. But these long business trips... they take their toll."

She looked up at me, vulnerability shining in her hazel eyes. "I'm starved for connection - both emotional and physical. A simple touch, a meaningful conversation... I miss it all so much." Her voice grew husky. "Sometimes I ache for affection, for someone to hold me close."

Mrs Helen reached out, her fingers ghosting over my arm. Goosebumps erupted on my skin at her feather-light touch. "You're so young and vibrant. Full of life." She bit her lip. "I envy that. Being around you makes me feel alive again."

Her hand lingered on my arm, her thumb tracing small circles. Heat bloomed in my cheeks as my heart raced. Was she suggesting what I thought she was?

“I…I…” I tripped over my words. The glimmer in her eyes was full of lust.

The woman shook her head, “Nevermind, this was—”

I grabbed her recoiling arm. “Wait!” I shouted, a bit too eagerly. “I… I think I know what you are asking…”

Her face softened, “Really?”

I nodded, a strand of hair sticking to my face as I smiled. Our shared look told me exactly what I needed to hear.

The silence must have lasted a few seconds — but it felt like a lifetime.

My body moved as if with a mind of its own. I leaned over, my heart racing and my mind a jumbled blur of thoughts.

I leaned in. Our lips met softly at first, tentative and exploring. But as Mrs Helen responded, the kiss deepened. Her lips were soft and tasted faintly of lemonade.

My mind went blank as she kissed me back eagerly. Her hands cupped my face, pulling me closer. I felt lightheaded, intoxicated by her scent and touch.

This was so wrong… She was my neighbor, and like twice my age. Not to mention another woman! Still, it felt so right.

Slowly, I let my hand trail along her thigh. Her skin was smooth and warm under my fingertips. I inched higher, pushing the hem of her sundress up. Mrs. Helen let out a soft gasp against my lips.

My fingers traced patterns on her inner thigh, moving ever closer to her pelvis. The heat radiating from between her legs was intoxicating. I could feel her trembling slightly under my touch.

Mrs Helen deepened the kiss, her tongue teasing mine as her hands tangled in my hair. Soft moans escaped her throat. I squeezed her thigh gently, relishing how firm yet supple it felt.

“Mmmh~” She purred, pulling me up onto her lap. At this moment, neither of us cared about how dirty I was.

I straddled the woman. Our lips connected as her hands clawed at my hair and my back. Our tongues fought violently as our passionate kiss turned wild.

“Oh, Lily~” She moaned as I sucked her lip. “Th-this is so dirty.”

“I know.” I purred back, grinding my hips on her lap. “But it feels so right, doesn’t it?”

Her eyelids fluttered as she nodded her head. “I’ve dreamed of this for so long.”

I giggled. In truth — so had I.

For years I’d grown more and more attracted to women — especially older ones. Something about their grace and elegance made me weak in the knees — and Mrs Helen was the definition of all of that.

Mrs Helen looked at me, her eyes dark with desire. "Please," she whispered, "touch me."

I was all too happy to oblige. I slipped off her lap, my hands stroking her legs as I knelt on the floor before her. Her sundress had ridden up, exposing her creamy thighs. I ran my palms up and down her smooth skin, marveling at how soft she felt.

Slowly, I pushed her dress higher, revealing more of her legs. Mrs Helen bit her lip, watching me intently. I could see the rapid rise and fall of her chest as her breathing quickened.

My fingers danced along her inner thighs, inching closer to her upper thigh. I could feel the heat radiating from her core. The woman spread her thighs — revealing her sun-yellow panties — hugging her pussy perfectly.

She nodded eagerly, lifting her hips slightly. I hooked my fingers in the waistband of her underwear and slowly pulled them down her legs. Mrs Helen kicked them off, spreading her thighs wider for me.

With her panties off, the woman leaned back in the chair, her legs spread far as I leaned forward. Her lips were nice and bloomed. Brown-tinged edges lined her labia lips, with short, glistening pubes encircling her slit.

Each breath she took caused her lips to part just slightly, teasing the treasure inside. My lips watered as I gripped her thighs — the scent of her salty wetness and sweet perfume created an intoxicating cocktail in my mind.

“Mmmh…” I purred, pupils dilating as I gripped her thighs. “Your pussy looks so tasty… Mommy.”

She smirked, her fingers running through my hair. “You look even cuter between my legs. Fuck.”

I couldn’t hold back any longer —- I needed a taste of her. Leaning in, I placed soft kisses along her inner thighs. Mrs. Helen gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the chair. I worked my way higher, kissing and nipping at her sensitive skin.

My mouth hovered less than an inch of her wet slit — the scent of her grool was intense as I stared at her.

Her pink cheeks were scorching red at this point as she panted. “P-please…Lily…”

I giggled. Watching such an older, experienced woman squirming and begging me for more was so sexy. Of course, I had to give her what she wanted.

My wet tongue draped out. With a racing mind, I pressed it against the base of her slit.

“Oh fuck!” The woman yelped, her fingers gripping my roots.

I purred, running my tongue up her blossoming cunt. The sticky, salty grool lathered my tastebuds as my eyes rolled back. My god — she was divine.

I savored her taste as my tongue explored every fold and crease of her pussy. Mrs. Helen's hips rocked gently against my face as soft moans escaped her lips. Her fingers tangled in my hair, holding me close.

I groaned as my tongue dug deeper with each lap — coating my mouth with filthy wetness.

“Ohhh~” She moaned, her hips rocking against my face. My nose pressed up against her hair pelvis, causing each breath I took to fill my lungs with her aroma.

"Oh god, Lily," she panted. "That feels amazing."

Her praise only fueled my resolve. My tongue picked up past, lashing like a whip up and down her sopping cunt. My fingers dug into her thighs hard enough to leave marks as she clamped them around my face — suffocating me between her strong, sculpted legs.

“Oh yes yes!” She begged, tossing her head back as her wetness flooded my mouth. The grool and spit rolled down my chin — soaking my already ruined top. But I didn’t care about that — all I cared about was bringing Mrs Helen to the brink of ecstasy.

I focused my attention on her swollen clit, which was peeking out from beneath its hood. Gently, I used my fingers to pull back the hood, fully exposing the sensitive pink bud. Mrs. Helen gasped at the sensation.

I circled my tongue around her bud, teasing the edges before flicking across the tip. Her hips bucked in response. I alternated between broad, flat strokes and quick flicks, gauging her reactions to find what she liked best.

"Oh god, right there!" she cried as I sucked her clit between my lips.

“Mmmh, Mommy~” I moaned, feeling my own pussy drenching my pants.

“You’re doing so well, baby! Mommy loves it!”

I lavished attention on her most sensitive spot, swirling my tongue in tight circles as I sucked gently. Her clit swelled and throbbed against my tongue. I could feel her pulse racing through the engorged bud.

Mrs. Helen's thighs trembled as I built her pleasure higher and higher. Her cries grew louder and more desperate. I doubled my efforts, lashing her clit with quick flicks of my tongue.

"Don't stop, please don't stop!" she begged.

I had no intention of stopping. I lapped at her clit relentlessly, my tongue a blur of motion. Mrs. Helen's back arched as she neared her peak. Her fingers tightened in my hair, holding me firmly in place.

“Mmmh!” I gasped, barely able to breathe. All of my senses were drowned out by her scent, taste, and moans. My mind was ringing. I couldn’t focus on a single thought besides making her cum — I was desperate for it.

“C-cum for me, Mommy~” I moaned, my tongue lashing against her slit. “Cum all over my fucking face.”

Her hips bucked again as she tugged at my messy roots. Mrs Helen’s face was red as a beat and covered in sweat as her eyes rolled back. “L-Lily! I’m g-going to cum. Oh fuck!”

I redoubled my efforts, sucking her clit as my tongue flicked rapidly. Her thighs clamped around my head, muffling her screams of ecstasy. I felt her pussy pulse against my mouth as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

“AHHH OH FUCK!” She screamed at the top of her lungs as her body went rigid.

Hot wetness gushed onto my face as Mrs. Helen climaxed hard. Her hips bucked wildly, grinding against me. I lapped eagerly at her flowing juices, savoring her taste. My chin and cheeks were drenched in her release.

Mrs. Helen's body shuddered as aftershocks rippled through her. I gentled my motions, placing soft kisses on her inner thighs as she came down from her high. Her legs finally relaxed their vice-like grip on my head.

I looked up at her, panting. Mrs. Helen's chest heaved as she caught her breath. Her hair was tousled, cheeks flushed pink. She gazed down at me with hooded eyes full of satisfaction.

"That was... incredible," she breathed.

I grinned, wiping my glistening face with the back of my hand. "I'm glad you enjoyed it, Mommy."

I licked my lips, her intense taste lingering on my tongue. In truth — I probably enjoyed it more than she did. I had never been with a woman before — and making someone like Mrs Helen cum was an amazing feeling.

She took a deep breath, caressing my face tenderly. “You were amazing. I think we found the perfect job for you if you’re up for it.”

My face lit up. “Happily! I think I finally found something that I’m good at.”

She winked, “Good girl. I am going to need your services much more than before.”

“Can’t wait… Mommy.”

Story 16: The Dungeon

“The kids are all tucked in,” I said with a smile.

Babysitting for Mrs Walter was a dream — her kids were so well behaved and the pay was amazing.

Mrs Walter smiled, her red dress tight against her body. “That’s good to hear. Sorry I was so late. The speeches at the end of the Gala just kept going and going.” She said, rolling her eyes.

I chuckled. “I hope it was a good night otherwise.”

She pursed her lips — scarlet red which matched her dress. “I suppose it was fine…”

I grabbed my coat off the hanger, my blonde hair wavering as I held it to my chest. “Well, I should be going now.”

Mrs Walter nodded. “I suppose it is rather late…”

She looked longingly out the window — the fall winds were blowing and the moonlight flooded the dark streets.

I paused, staring at the woman’s face. She had a strange somber look in her eyes. Her husband had been away for work for weeks now — which left Mrs Walter alone with the kids.

“Is everything alright?” I asked, stepping closer — her cinnamon perfume fluttered in my nose — making my heart race.

She forced a smile. “Of course…”

That didn’t sound convincing. I shouldn’t pry — but Mrs Walter was always so nice to me, and I hated seeing her down.

“Really, if there is anything I can help with I’d love to however I can.”

Mrs Walter laughed, looking down at her heels — a wavy strand of ginger hair fluttered over her face. “You’re sweet — unfortunately this isn’t anything you can help with.”

“I’m more capable than you think,” I said, a smile crossing my lips. “I think you’ll find.”

She nodded, “I suppose. Caring for my kids does require a resilient type of girl.”

I laughed, “That it does.”

She eyed me, a glimmer in her brown pupils. A shiver shot down my spine — I had worked with the woman for so long — but I never saw a look like this. It was devious and sinister but with a hint of tenderness. The corners of her lips curled into a smirk.

“Okay…Follow me” She began, stepping away from the door. Her heels tapped against the tile — echoing up into the high ceilings.

I followed the trail of her perfume, my legs moving as if with a mind of their own.

“Come down to the basement with me… There is something I want to show you.”

Her voice was low, secretive. My heart was racing — I had been her babysitter for ages, and I knew this house like the back of my hand. What could she possibly want to show me?

I nodded and followed Mrs Walter down the stairs to the basement. My pulse quickened with each step. At the bottom, she led me to a storage closet I'd seen many times before.

"I've never shown anyone this," she whispered, her eyes glinting in the dim light.

She pushed aside some boxes, revealing a small locked door at the back. I gasped softly. How had I never noticed it before?

Mrs Walter reached for a key hanging from a delicate chain around her neck. The lock clicked open. She glanced at me, biting her lip.

The woman turned around, her face mixed with anxiety and anticipation. “Ready…?”

I nodded, a strange excitement bubbling up in my stomach. I thought I knew Mrs Walter — but now I realized there was something deeper and darker within her that I never knew about.

Her hand pushed the door open. My neck stretched out as I peered inside the.

The room was small and dimly lit. I inched closer, poking my head in as Mrs Walter touched my back. “What do you think?”

I gasped, my jaw dropping.

This… This looked like some kind of sex dungeon. The ceiling and floor were leather, with chains, gags, and rope hanging from the walls.

My heart was racing like a stallion, my gaze falling to the big leather bench in the middle of the room. Stirrups were at the bottom of the bench, like it were a gynecologist's office.

Mrs Walter laughed. “It is rather… Intense, isn’t it?”

Intense didn’t even begin to describe it.

“This… Woah…” I whimpered, finding myself ducking into the door and walking into the dungeon. Mrs Walter followed, closing the door behind her. The air was hot and smelt of clean leather.

“I should explain.” She said, walking to the bench in the middle of the room. I followed her, my mind racing as I tried to make sense of this all.

“My husband and I have… a strong sex life. We spend as much time in here as we can. Though, with him being gone for so long… I’ve missed the rush.”

I pursed my lips as her fingers ghosted over the leather bench.

“I never would have guessed…” I said, feeling a strange heat overtake me.

She nodded, smiling as her eyes trailed up and down my body.

“I was hesitant at first, of course. But my god… the pleasure of it all.” She shivered. “Well, dear? Want to indulge?”

My mind reeled at her proposition. Was Mrs Walter really suggesting what I thought she was? My pulse quickened as I took in her dirty gaze.

"I... I've never done anything like this before," I stammered, feeling my cheeks flush.

She stepped closer, her perfume enveloping me. "There's a first time for everything, darling." Her fingers trailed down my arm, leaving goosebumps in their wake.

I shivered at her touch. This was so wrong, yet I felt an undeniable spark of excitement. My sex life had been painfully vanilla –- a few awkward fumblings with college boys. But this... this was thrilling.

"What exactly did you have in mind?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Mrs Walter's eyes gleamed as she moved behind me. I gasped as I felt her hands on my hips, her breath hot on my neck.

"Why don't we start by getting you more comfortable?" she purred.

My heart raced as her fingers grabbed the bottom of my shirt — lifting it up to the bottom of my tits. I gasped, feeling the hot air hit my exposed stomach.

I leaned back against her. Mrs Walter wrapped her arms around me, protecting me — nurturing me.

Slowly, she lifted the shirt even more, revealing my white bra.

“Mmmh…” She purred. “I didn’t realize what a cute little body you had.”

I bit my lip, staring up at her. “Th-thank you…”

This was so dirty. I had always been a rather conservative girl — but now that I was in college, perhaps it was time to explore. And who better to teach me than Mrs Walter?

She pulled the top over my head. I stepped forward, reaching back and unclipping my bra. With a deep breath, I let the fabric flutter to the floor — letting my perky tits bounce free.

Mrs Walter licked her lips, her brown pupils dilating as she eyed my tits. “Perfect…”

Her eyes fell on my jeans, “How about those next?”

I nodded, unable to resist her ask.

My hands trembled as I reached for the button of my jeans. I fumbled with it for a moment, suddenly feeling clumsy under Mrs Walter's intense gaze. ‘It’s okay, honey. Relax…”

Finally, I managed to pop it open and slowly pulled down the zipper.

The sound seemed impossibly loud in the quiet room. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband, pausing for just a moment before pushing the denim down over my hips. The fabric clung to my thighs as I wiggled out of the tight jeans.

I stepped out of them, kicking them aside. The warm air caused sweat to build on my newly exposed skin. I stood there in just my pink cotton panties, feeling more exposed than I ever had before. My nipples hardened, whether from the chill in my spine or my growing arousal, I wasn't sure.

Mrs Walter's eyes roamed hungrily over my body. I resisted the urge to cover myself, instead forcing my arms to stay at my sides. My heart pounded in my chest as I waited to see what she would do next.

"Turn around slowly," she instructed, her voice low and husky. "Let me see all of you."

As I spun on my heels, my bubbly, round ass gnawed at the fabric of my panties. The thin fabric barely covered my two holes as I arched my back, presenting my ass to the woman.

Suddenly, I yelped. Mrs Walter slapped me hard against the ass. I could feel her handprint on my cheek like a brand of ownership. “Oh fuck!”

She laughed, “Damn, your ass is so soft.:

The woman kneaded my ass cheek like dough, her fingers gripping my soft skin as I pushed back against her hand.

“Mmmh, fuck~” I purred, unable to keep the lust from my voice.

“Good girl. Now lay down on your back for me.” She whispered.

I nodded, a million thoughts spinning in my head as I crawled onto the sturdy leather bench. The leather was cold against my skin, I bit my lip, turning and laying on my back.

She circled around me like a shark. Her hand ghosted over my skin — leaving goosebumps in their wake.

“God, you’re so fucking hot.” The woman purred, licking her lips. “Such a cute little thing.”

She grasped my ankles firmly and guided my feet into the cool metal stirrups at the end of the bench. I gasped as she spread my legs wide, exposing me completely. Leather bindings wrapped around my heel, holding my feet in the stirrups as if I were at a doctor's appointment.

My thighs were nice and spread, my pussy lips peering out past the fabric of my pink thong. God, I was already so wet.

"There we go," she purred, her eyes raking over my pelvis. "So pretty and pink."

Mrs. Walter hooked her fingers in the waistband of my panties. "Let's get these off, shall we?" In one smooth motion, she pulled them down to the middle of my thighs. I gasped, toes curling as the warm air hit my exposed clit.

I shivered and squirmed on the bench, my sweat gluing me to the leather as I gripped the edge.

“M-mommy~” I purred as her hands stroked my inner thigh — her fingers inches from my tight cunt.

She licked her lips. I squirmed but the bindings around my heels kept me in place.

Her other hand rode up my body like a snake, her fingers grabbed my tit and massaged it gently.

I moaned, my head slamming against the bench as my hair draped over the edge. She massaged my chest, my nipple pressing against her palm as the racing thoughts in my head turned to smoke.

“P-please~” I begged, “Touch me.”

Each breath I took caused my tight slit to bloom like a flower after spring rain. My clit throbbed wildly — begging for attention.

She laughed, stepping back. I squirmed as the woman took her hands off me. “If you insist… Though, I need to find the perfect toy.”

I watched eagerly as she walked to the wall, her eyes scanning all the dirty toys and binding that aligned it.

I bit my lip, mind racing about what dirty toy she would choose.

“This will do… I think your nipples need some fun.”

Mrs Walter chose a pair of nipple clamps, connected by a metal chain.

My mind raced as she walked back, hips strutting as her own nipples poked up against the red dress.

Mrs Walter approached with the nipple clamps, a devious glint in her eye. My breath quickened as she leaned over me, her perfume intoxicating.

"These might pinch a bit at first," she warned, her warm breath tickling my ear.

I nodded, biting my lip in anticipation. She took one of my nipples between her fingers, rolling and teasing it until it was hard and aching. Then in one swift motion, she attached the clamp.

“Ah!” I gasped at the sharp bite of pain, which quickly melted into a deep, throbbing pleasure. Mrs Walter repeated the process on my other nipple. The metal chain connecting the clamps draped coolly across my flushed chest.

"How does that feel, sweetheart?" she purred.

"Oh god," I moaned, squirming against my restraints. The clamps sent jolts of electricity straight to my core with each movement. "It hurts but... it feels so good."

Mrs Walter smiled, clearly pleased. She gave the chain a playful tug, making me cry out as waves of sensation washed over me. My hips bucked involuntarily, seeking friction.

“Oh fuck! Mommy!”

My voice boomed off the leather walls, my body was on fire. Pain and pleasure mixed into a devious cocktail as her free hands rode down my shaking stomach towards my pelvis.               “Don’t worry baby… Mommy will make you feel much, much better.”

Mrs Walter's eyes gleamed as she tugged gently on the chain connecting my nipple clamps. Another jolt of electric pleasure-pain shot through me, making my back arch off the leather bench. At the same time, her other hand drifted lower, fingertips dancing over my stomach.

"Such a sensitive little thing," she purred. Her fingers finally reached my aching pussy, circling my clit hood with feather-light touches. I gasped and squirmed, desperate for more pressure.

"Please, I need..." I whimpered, unable to finish my thought as she gave another sharp tug on the clamps.

I moaned loudly, my hips rolling against her hand. Mrs Walter chuckled, clearly enjoying my desperation. She alternated between gentle tugs on the nipple clamps and teasing circles around my clit, keeping me on edge.

My pink, hard nipples were pulled, making my mind race as her other hand soothed me — circling my clit. The dual sensations were intense — making my entire mind turn to mush.

I was nothing more than a canvas for her to play with. My feet kicked, but the binding kept them locked in the stirrups. I wailed, tossing my head back as I began to drown in the euphoria.

“Ohh yes! R-right there!” I gasped, breathlessly as my body shook.

She pressed the butt of her palm against the hood of my clit as her devious fingers slipped further down, cupping my slit.

My jaw quivered as my senses all dulled. Even the clamps on my nipples faded to the background as my focus fell solely on her fingers teasing and spreading my pussy lips.

Slowly, torturously, she slid one finger inside me. I gasped at the intrusion, my inner walls clenching around her. She pumped in and out slowly, curling her finger to hit my G-spot.

“Oh god!” I gasped, my back arching before slamming back down against the dirty bench. “Fuck!”

She laughed, “So wet, and yet so fucking tight. My god, you are perfect!~”

A second finger joined, spreading me open as my teeth grit.

She scissored them inside me, stretching me open. Her thumb found my clit, rubbing tight circles as she fucked me with her fingers.

I writhed on the bench, lost in sensation. The dual stimulation of her fingers inside me and on my clit had me climbing higher and higher. Each thrust sent sparks of pleasure through my body.

Her fingers worked masterfully inside me. I’ve had bigger dicks inside me, but none of those dumb boys could compare to the skill that Mrs Walter had. Her fingers were like paintbrushes, and my cunt was the canvass.

“Does that feel good, baby? Does it feel good having Mommy inside of your tight, college teen pussy?” She moaned, her other hand playing with the nipple clamps.

My toes curled as all thoughts turned to mush in my head. The pleasure and pain combined into a cocktail of euphoria.

All I could do was nod, stray hairs sticking to my flushed face as my baby blue eyes rolled back. “Ooooh… I-I’m going… I’m going to cum!” I yelled, body and clit shaking.

The waves of euphoria slammed against me. There was no fighting it any longer.

"Then cum for me, baby girl," Mrs Walter purred, her fingers working even faster. "Be a good girl and cum for Mommy.”

Her fingers curled inside me, hitting that perfect spot over and over. Her thumb circled my clit relentlessly as her other hand tugged on the nipple clamps. The sensations overwhelmed me completely.

"Oh god, oh fuck!" I cried out, my hips bucking wildly against her hand. "I'm cumming!"

My orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave. My pussy clenched rhythmically around her fingers as waves of pleasure radiated through my body. My back arched off the bench, held in place only by the stirrups. “Ooooh yes!”

Mrs Walter didn't let up, drawing out my climax with skilled movements. "That's it, sweetie. Cum for me. Let it all out," she cooed.

I writhed and moaned, lost in ecstasy as she milked every last drop of pleasure from my body. My juices coated her hand and dripped down onto the leather bench.

Finally, as the last aftershocks subsided, she slowly withdrew her fingers. I whimpered at the loss, my body twitching with oversensitivity.

The woman laughed as my grool dripped off her fingers. “That was amazing. Thank you for playing with me, baby~”

Mrs Walter brought her glistening fingers to her lips and sucked them clean, maintaining eye contact with me the whole time. "Mmm, you taste divine, darling," she purred.

I lay there panting, completely spent and in awe of what had just happened. Mrs Walter smiled down at me, a predatory glint still in her eye.

“I…I…” I panted, unable to settle my gaze as the entire room spun around me. I had never had an orgasm that intense before. My god… It was magical.

She ran her hand over my stomach, the chain of the nipple clamps rattle as Mrs Walter leaned over me. “Believe me… I know how you feel. It only gets better, baby. If you’re interested, we could have plenty more fun while my husband is away.”

“Yes!” I yelped eagerly. “P-please~ I’d love that.”

She laughed, “Good girl. As you can see, we have plenty of toys to try out.”

Story 17: The Actress

“Yes, ma’am?” I said, poking my head into Brooklyn Starrs trailer. The celebrity actress glanced my way as she lounged on the couch, scrolling on her phone.

“There you are, I called for you like an hour ago.” The woman said.

“S-sorry — the director needed my help,” I said timidly walking in.

The trailer was rather spacious, though, of course, a megastar like Brooklyn would demand nothing but the best.

The blonde huffed, “Whatever. Can you get the bath running?” She said, not even glancing up from her phone.
I nodded, huffing under my breath. Being an intern on a movie set was not as glamorous as I imagined. It was basically being the servant of all the actors and staff.

I tucked my brown hair behind my ear as I walked past her to the bathroom. Brooklyn glanced my way, her green tinted eyes scanning me up and down.

The bathroom of the trailer was nice, though on the smaller side. The tub would barely fit her body, but I filled it all the same.             

As the water ran, Brooklyn walked in behind me. Her luscious pink robe hugged her body like a cloud. “This will do. I don’t want the water too high.”

Before I could react, she untied her waist tie and shrugged her shoulders, letting the robe fall to the ground.

Pink blush rushed to my cheeks as I glanced away.

Brooklyn laughed, “What, never seen another girl naked before?”

My lips pursed. I was on the college soccer team, so I had seen my teammates in the changing room — but those college girls were nothing compared to the full, luscious body of an older celebrity.

She laughed again at my silence, stepping past me as she lowered her foot into the water. God, it was like her leg was chiseled from marble. Her skin was flawless. I knew she had a full team of trainers and dieticians — but it didn’t seem possible for her to look so amazing.

Slowly, she lowered herself into the water, her naked body glistening.

“Mmmh~” She purred, leaning back against the porcelain as her tits bobbed up and down against the water’s surface.

“It’s a bit too warm,” She commented, her eyes fluttering close. Brooklyn stretched her legs — her feet resting up on the edge of the small tub.

I shook my head, trying to clear the dirty thoughts swirling through my mind. Brooklyn's perfect body glistening in the bathwater was almost too much to handle.

"I-if there’s nothing else. I’ll be going," I stammered, turning towards the door. "Let you enjoy your bath in peace."

"Wait," Brooklyn called out, her voice softer than usual. "Where are you going? Stay with me."

I paused, my hand on the doorknob. "You...want me to stay?"

She smiled, her green eyes paralyzing me in place.

Slowly, Brooklyn nodded. “Yeah. It’s been a long day. My feet are sore. Rub them, if you would.”

I pursed my lips. Normally, that would be a degrading task for a film assistant — but the mere prospect of me getting to touch her filled me with an unexplainable excitement.

My knees shook as I circled around to the foot of the tub — her eyes fixated on me the entire way as her soft, pink lips curled into a smirk.

Her toes stretched out as I knelt down — trying my best not to stare at her chest. Her nipples poked up against the surface of the water, like pink little bulbs.

My mouth watered as I reached up, hands shaking. The pink blush in my freckled cheeks gave away my embarrassment — and Brooklyn knew it.

“Don’t worry. I don’t bite… Well, not hard, anyway.”

The pink in my cheeks turned into a fiery red sear. Brooklyn giggled, shaking her head as she leaned her head back — eyes fluttering close.

I gently grasped Brooklyn's foot, marveling at how soft and delicate it felt in my hands. I began massaging the sole with my thumbs, working out the tension. Brooklyn let out a low moan of pleasure.

"Mmm, that feels divine," she purred. "You have magic hands."

Encouraged, I worked my way up to her ankles and calves, kneading the toned muscles. Droplets of water clung to her skin, making it glisten in the light. As I massaged higher up her leg, Brooklyn's thighs parted slightly.

My breath caught in my throat as I caught a glimpse of her pussy beneath the water's surface. Her pink folds peeked out, looking soft and inviting. I quickly averted my eyes, but not before noticing how swollen and aroused she looked.

“I-is this okay?” I muttered, unsure of where to look. Her tits, pussy, legs, and especially her face were all so fucking beautiful.

She nodded, smiling. “More than okay… I’ve been so stressed… This is exactly what I needed.”

In truth, this is what I needed as well. Ever since coming to college, I had noticed my gaze lingering on women more often. I wasn’t sure if it was just a passing phase — but now that I was up close and personal with Brooklyn — I knew my feelings were genuine.

My thumb kneaded the curve of her sole — making her moan in pleasure.

“Oooh yeah, right there…” She purred.

My clit throbbed as she moaned and whimpered. I squeezed my thighs close as I squirmed on my knees.

My god, was this even real?

Brooklyn Starr was a famous celebrity — many people would give up their life savings to be in my position — giving her a massage while she was naked in her bath.

“Y-you know…” She began, her eyes opening and peering at me. “You really are good with your fingers… I wonder if you’re anywhere near as good with your tongue.”

She flashed me a wink, making my mind go blank. Did she… really ask that?

Brooklyn laughed. “My god, you are so cute. Like a deer in headlight.” Her lips curled, “I was just joking… Unless…”

I whimpered. “I…I’ve never…”

Brooklyn sat up, her body lifting from the ocean blue water — creating ripples that splashed out onto the floor. Her tits were dripping wet as her hair teased the waterline.

“You’ve never what — used your tongue on a woman? Want to try? It's been such a long week… I could use a nice release.”

Her voice was soft — but I knew that it was a serious request.

My mind was racing. I couldn’t believe it, this was a dream — one I never wanted to end.

“I… I don’t… I’ve never.” I muttered, tripping over my words as I tried to sort out the racing thoughts in my head.

“Shhh. Don’t overthink it. Just answer what your heart wants to.” She whispered.

With a deep breath — I nodded, “O-okay…”

Her face lit up, “good girl.”

Brooklyn stood up in the tub, the water cascading off her body. I gasped, eye level to her pussy. The lips were nice and blooming, and so wet. Though, whether it was from the bathwater or her own arousal, I couldn’t be sure.

She giggled, grabbing her towel and drying herself off as she walked out. I followed her like a dog, panting at her heels.

My mind was racing with a million thoughts, but as Brooklyn sat back on the couch and spread her thighs — all those thoughts turned to smoke.

“Come here, dear. Help me relieve my stress.”

I swallowed hard as I fell to my knees, crawling between her thighs as the woman’s pussy drew me like a moth to a flame. “O-okay… Mommy~”

She giggled. “Mommy? I like that.”

She leaned back, biting her lip as her pussy hovered over the edge of the couch cushion. “Now let’s see if that cute little mouth is as talented as your fingers are.”

I nodded, my hands curling around her thighs as I nestled my face between her thighs. God, her pussy smelt so good. Sweet and salty like taffy, and her pink lips were so inviting. The little curl of blonde pubic hair on her clit hood was nice and wet, begging for my tongue to run across it.

I took a deep breath, inhaling Brooklyn's intoxicating scent. My heart raced as I inched closer to her glistening folds. Tentatively, I extended my tongue and gave a soft lick along her slit.

Brooklyn shivered, her thighs tensing around my head. “Mmmh, that’s it baby~” She purred, tossing her head back and her hands through her hair. Her tits bounced as she arched her back, pushing her pelvis into my face.

Encouraged by her reaction, I licked again, this time pressing my tongue more firmly against her. Her taste exploded across my taste buds - tangy and sweet.

“F-fuck!” She moaned, thighs clamping around my face like a vice. “Th-this is your first time!?”

I giggled, my lips pulling at her moist pussy lips. I nodded, eyes meeting hers.

“You’re perfect…” She smirked, “Now keep eating Mommy’s pussy.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I explored her folds with my tongue, tracing every curve and crevice. Her clit peeked out from its hood, swollen and begging for attention. I circled it gently, eliciting a gasp from the sexy older blonde. “Ahhh!”

My own arousal grew as I pleasured her. I could feel my panties growing damp as I worked. Brooklyn's hips began to roll against my face, grinding herself against my eager mouth.

My tongue lashed her slit like a whip. Up and down — up and down. The spit and grool lathered my face, coating my tastebuds as her scent filled my lungs. Brooklyn’s hot moans filled the trailer as she placed her hand on the back of my head. Biting her lip, she bucked her hips, swaying them to grind her pussy against my face.

I moaned, fingers digging into her soft skin as a suffocated between her thighs. She tasted amazing, like honey.

I doubled my efforts against her clit, making her squeal.

“Ah! Yes! Baby!”

The woman’s body shook as she gripped my roots. My tongue lashed wildly, no rhythm or pattern to my movements — just pure lust.

Her hot and heavy moans fueled my resolve. I was inexperienced, but somehow, my body knew how to please her. Keeping my tongue working on her clit, I slowly slid my index finger along her slick folds. She was so wet, my finger glided easily inside her tight cunt.

“Ahhh!” The woman gasped, her back arching and going rigid as my finger pushed all the way inside of her body — down to the knuckle.

God, she was so tight and wet. Her pink walls pulsated around my finger like a glove.

I curled my finger, searching for that special spot. When I found it, Brooklyn's whole body jerked. "Right there! Oh god, don't stop!"

“Mmmh, cum for me, Mommy…” I purred, barely able to speak as the spit and grool filled my cheeks. “Cum all over my face.”

Her face was beat red as she stared down at me — shaking. “I — Oh! Fuck!”

Her pussy pulsated, quivering and throbbing. I smiled as I sucked on her clit. She was close — I just had to push her off the edge.

I focused my attention on her Gspot, rubbing it in tight circles as I sucked her clit. Brooklyn writhed on the couch, her moans growing louder. I could feel her getting close.

I slipped a second finger inside her, stretching her pussy wider. The wet sounds of my fingers pumping in and out filled the trailer. Brooklyn's thighs trembled around my head as I finger-fucked her faster, my tongue never leaving her clit.

Brooklyn's back arched sharply off the couch, her tits bouncing as a guttural moan tore from her throat. "Ahhhhh! Yesssss! I'm cumming!"

I felt a sudden gush of warm fluid against my fingers and chin as Brooklyn's pussy spasmed powerfully. She was sopping wet! I didn't even know that was possible outside of porn. I continued licking and fingering her through her intense orgasm, lapping up her sweet nectar as it flooded my mouth.

"Oh my god, oh my god," Brooklyn panted, her body trembling and twitching with aftershocks.

She gasped as if surfacing from the ocean. Her body went limp as her feet fell off my shoulders.

I whimpered, pulling back. I panted, filth coating my face, throat, and top. The sticky substances glazed me like a donut — my tongue licking up all it could.

"Mmm, you taste so good, Mommy," I purred, savoring her essence.

Brooklyn laughed breathlessly. "And you, my dear, have a very talented tongue. Are you sure that was your first time eating pussy?"

I blushed, nodding shyly. "I've never done anything like that before. But I'm glad you enjoyed it."

Brooklyn sat up, cupping my face with both hands. "Oh, I more than enjoyed it, sweetheart. That was incredible." She pulled me in for a deep, sensual kiss, tasting herself on my lips.

Her tongue lashed against my lips as she moaned — enjoying her own grool.

I smiled, letting her tongue scoop up the filthy mess.

“You know…” She began, pulling her face back. A strand of spit connected our lips. “I think I want to hire you.”

I lifted an eyebrow. “H-hire me?”

She nodded, cheeks still pink. “As my personal assistant. My god, you really worked wonders to relieve my stress. I need you around all the time.”

I smiled, being the personal assistant to an A-list actress would be a dream… Especially if it meant I could play with her pussy some more.

“O-of course! I’d be honored.”

“Good girl.” She purred, huffing as she curled into the cushions. “Something tells me I’m going to need you a lot during this film… you and your tongue.”

I flashed her a wink, “It’s all yours.”

Story 18: Mommy Nurse

“You really did a number on yourself, didn’t you?” The nurse said, chuckling.

I huffed, lying in the hospital bed. My hospital gown fluttered as I adjusted myself on the less-than-comfy mattress.

“Yeah… I should have guessed that a first date at the roller skating rink was a bad idea.”

I frowned at my cast. My arm would be broken for months, thankfully the college year had just ended, but this would be a damper on my summer plans.

The nurse smiled, “Well, I hope there will be a second date at least.”

I huffed, my wavy hair fluttering over my face as I glanced down. “I don’t think so… He hasn’t called me back since rushing me here.”

The nurse frowned, brushing down her baby blue scrubs. “He should be sitting here by your side. At the very least a phone call. If you ask me, you dodged a bullet.”
I laughed, though, I did really like him. It's too bad I was like Bambi when it came to roller skating.

I laid back on the bed, my gown fluttering up to my knees. “How long until I can go home?” I asked her as she took notes on the clipboard by my feet.

The nurse pursed her lips, tucking back her long brown hair and pushing up her glasses. “You should be free to go come morning, we just want to make sure that it’s only your arm that was hurt.”

I nodded, huffing audible.

The nurse looked up at me from over the clipboard. “What’s the matter? Big plans tonight.”

I chuckled to myself, “Well… Not anymore. I expected things to… Actually, never mind.” I stopped myself, shaking my head.

The nurse put down the notepad, circled around, and sat on the edge of the bed. “You can tell me, I won’t spill the beans.” She flashed me a wink, causing my cheeks to flush pink.

“It’s… It's just that I expected my date to end a little better. I cleaned my bedroom and got myself ready to finally bring a boy back home. So much for that.”

The nurse giggled, “Ah. Too bad.”

The woman leaned back, her brown hair falling like a waterfall. “Though, if you ask me, this guy doesn’t deserve the honor of sleeping with you. Any guy who abandons a cutie like you at the hospital without staying by her side isn’t worth sleeping with.”

She was right, I knew that deep down. “I suppose… But honestly, it’s been too long since I’ve had a good dick.”

My lips slammed shut as soon as the words escaped, but it was too late. “I’m so sorry. That was so dirty of me.”
The nurse tossed her head back as she laughed. “Don’t be. I remember having the same issue back when I was in college.”

I smiled. It was nice to have someone to keep me company, but man, I wish I was getting laid right now.

The nurse noticed the distress on my face, “I can tell you are uncomfortable. Well, it’s my job to ease that discomfort.”

I forced another smile. “That’s kind of you. But I don’t think there is anything you can do. I’m going to spend my entire summer in this cast, and if I couldn’t keep a cute boy before — I sure as hell won’t be able to now.”

Her lips curled into a dirty grin, and a strand of brown hair fell over her glasses as the woman leaned in closer.

“A cute boy, huh? I suppose I can’t help in that regard… Though, I may have something a little better.”

“Oh?” I asked, tilting my head.

The nurse’s smile was wide as she glanced at the door. It was shut, with the blinds down on the windows.

“Like I said… It’s my job to make you nice and comfy while you get all better…” She stood, her hands running up the sides of her scrubs.

I watched — half curious — half engrossed as she strutted forward.

“I’m not a boy… And I don’t have a dick — but perhaps I can pleasure you in other ways.”

The woman placed her hands on the mattress, climbing on right next to me.

I leaned back into the pillow — eyes wide. “P-pleasure me?”

My mind was racing as my eyes darted down to her cleavage — poking out from her scrubs.

She laughed, “Like what you see? How about a closer look? Want to help me take this off?” She bit her soft pink lip, arching her back and pushing her chest towards me.

My mind was racing. Was this actually happening? She had been rather flirty all night — but I never expected her to do something like this. Despite being unable to formulate a coherent thought, I nodded, my hair sticking to my flushed face. “O-okay…”

“Good girl.” She said with a wink.

My non-injured hand trembled as I reached out. My body moved as if with a mind of its own. It had been so long since I’d been with anybody, at this point, my clit was doing all the thinking.

My trembling fingers grasped the hem of her baby blue scrubs, right above her hips. I could feel the warmth radiating from her body as I slowly inched the fabric up, revealing more and more of her smooth, tanned skin.

My heart raced as the scrubs rose higher, exposing her taut stomach — a cute little belly button piercing glimmered under the fluorescent lighting. She wasn't wearing anything underneath. Just endless expanses of flawless flesh. I swallowed hard, desire pooling between my thighs as I continued lifting the garment.

Finally, I reached just below her breasts. I paused, looking up at her face for permission. She smiled seductively and nodded. In one swift motion, I pulled the scrubs all the way up.

Her perky tits bounced free, nipples already hardening in the cool hospital air. They were absolutely perfect - round and full, tipped with rosy peaks. I couldn't tear my eyes away.

“Mmh, that’s it, baby.” The woman purred, holding her top up to her collar as my hand curled down to her soft pillows. “Go ahead, touch me.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. My mind went blank as I cupped her soft, perky tit.

I brushed my thumb over her nipple, eliciting a soft gasp. “Ohhh~”

Her nipple pushed into my palm as I groped her chest, my fingers digging into the soft skin as her moans made my hair stand on edge. My god… She was so sexy.

My pussy was soaked at this point — seeping through my panties underneath the hospital gown. It had been so long since I’d been with someone — and I’d never experienced a woman as sexy as her…
She bit her lip, staring at me as her rosy pink cheeks flushed red. “I can tell you’re getting wet down there…”

I pressed my thighs together — embarrassed as the scent of my sweet grool fluttered into the air.

She laughed, pulling her body back. I whimpered as my hand left her soft tit. The nurse tossed her top off, her hair fluttering back into place as she threw it off to the side.

“Like I said, it’s my job to make you nice and comfy…”

The woman crawled onto the bed like a cougar — her tits bouncing beneath her as her ass wiggled in the air. She licked her lips, running her hands up and down my thighs. I shivered — the thin fabric of my gown did nothing to hide her soft touch.

“So?” She purred, sitting up on her heels as her hands tugged my gown slightly up. “How about it?”

A tornado spun through my mind. This was so dirty. I was straight, and while this woman looked amazing — she must have been close to a decade older than me. But then… why was my clit throbbing?

I bit my lip, my nipples hardening as her fingers massaged my upper thigh. “P-please… Touch me.” I said, breathlessly.

Her grin grew across her face as her eyes glimmered. “Good girl. Let Mommy take it from here.”

“Y-yes… Mommy~” The word was like a sin on my lips — but it tasted so good.

She grabbed the gown – slowly lifting it up my thighs as I wiggled my hips. My fingers gripped the sheets as I watched her — the anticipation was almost unbearable.

She pushed the gown up to my waist, bunching it around my hips. I lay there, panting softly, clad only in my soaked white cotton panties. The fabric was practically transparent, clinging to my swollen pussy lips and leaving nothing to the imagination.

"My, my, you really are excited, aren't you sweetheart?" the nurse purred, eyeing the obvious wet spot. "Don't worry, Mommy's going to take good care of you."

I whimpered needily as she ran a finger along the damp crotch of my panties, barely grazing my aching slit through the fabric. My hips twitched, seeking more pressure, more friction, anything to relieve the throbbing ache between my legs.

“Oh~”

The nurse chuckled at my desperation. She hooked her fingers in the waistband and slowly peeled my underwear down, letting the cool air hit my dripping pussy. I lifted my hips to help her slide them off, blushing furiously as I was fully exposed to her hungry gaze.

"Absolutely beautiful," she breathed, spreading my thighs wider. "So pink and wet. Since you got yourself nice and ready for your date — It would be a shame if nobody got to enjoy your cute little cunt, wouldn’t it?”
I nodded “Y-yes… It’s all yours… Mommy.”

“Good girl. Now lay back and let Mommy take care of you.”

She whispered, her hot breath landed on my clit — sending a shiver up my spine.

I spread myself for her, my bald, wet pussy lips blooming — ready for her.

Mommy planted a kiss on my inner thigh. I gasped, god, her lips were so soft.

My trembling hand reached down, tucking her brown locks behind her ears. “G-god… That feels so good.”

“Oh, my dear. You haven’t felt anything yet…”

Her hands curled under my soft thighs, holding them up on her shoulders like stirrups. I bit my lip, my hand finding its way through her soft hair — gripping her roots. “L-lick me… Please.”

She giggled. “I can tell how wet you are. It would be rude not to lick you, wouldn’t it?”

“So rude…” I smiled. My ankles locked around her back as I pulled her closer to my college girl pussy.

Just her hot breath on my slit was enough to make me gasp. But I needed more.

I watched eagerly as Mommy draped her tongue out, the pink muscle glistening with saliva. She started at my inner thigh, licking and kissing the sensitive skin. I shivered and gasped, the anticipation building as she worked her way higher.

"Mmm, you taste divine," she purred against my flesh. "I can't wait to really dig in."

Her mouth moved to the crease where my thigh met my pelvis, so close to where I needed her most. I squirmed impatiently, my pussy throbbing and aching for her touch. She chuckled, obviously enjoying teasing me.

“G-god!” I gasped, my eyes fluttering. “Please!”

She laughed, “Fuck, you are soooo cute when you beg.”

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, I felt the first tentative swipe of her tongue along my slit. I moaned loudly, my back arching off the bed. She licked again, more firmly this time, parting my slick folds.

"Oh fuck, Mommy!" I cried out, my fingers tightening in her hair.

She hummed in approval, the vibrations sending sparks of pleasure through my core. Her tongue explored every inch of my dripping cunt, circling my entrance before flicking upwards to tease my swollen clit.

“Mmmh. You taste so fucking yummy. College girls are the sweetest.” She laughed, sucking the wetness from my lips.

This was amazing. The nurse used her tongue like a paintbrush — painting my pussy with ecstasy.

I saw stars behind my eyelids, lost in the incredible sensations. She alternated between broad strokes with the flat of her tongue and more targeted flicks and swirls. It was heaven.

She brought a hand up, index finger circling my entrance, coating it in my juices. Slowly, torturously, she pushed it inside me as her lips closed around my clit and sucked.

“Ahhh~” I moaned, not caring as to who might hear. I watched as my thighs clamped around her face like a vice — her button nose pushed against my inner pelvis as her tongue worked magic against my slit.

My hips swayed against her face like a ship on rocky waves — trying desperately to push her tongue and finger in deeper.

Her eyes fluttered open — meeting mine as she devoured my slit. Her finger pistoned in and out of my cunt as her tongue caressed my little clit.

I had been with a few boys — but none of them brought me to the edge of ecstasy like she did… and I didn’t even know her name. Everything about this was so dirty — so wrong. Perhaps that was why it was so hot.

“M-mommy~ I’m close…” I whimpered, tossing my head back.

“Go ahead. Cum for me then.” She whispered into my slit, her lips pulling at my clit. “Cum for Mommy.”

I nodded — my thighs squeezing as my back arched off the sheets.

I panted frantically, my entire body tensing as I teetered on the precipice of orgasm. Mommy redoubled her efforts, pumping her finger faster while her tongue flicked rapidly over my sensitive clit.

"Oh god, oh fuck, I'm gonna... I'm cumming!" I cried out, my voice echoing off the hospital room walls.

An explosion of pleasure rocked through me, radiating from my core to the tips of my fingers and toes. My pussy clenched rhythmically around her finger as gush after gush of my juices flooded her eager mouth. Mommy moaned in delight, lapping up every drop like it was the finest nectar. “Oh yes, baby! Cum for Mommy!” She begged, panting for breath.

Wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me, each one more intense than the last. My good hand fisted the sheets while my casted arm lay uselessly at my side. My legs shook uncontrollably, heels digging into Mommy's back as I rode out the most powerful orgasm of my young life.

"Mmmm, yesssss!" I hissed through clenched teeth, eyes rolling back. Bright colors burst behind my eyelids, my skin felt electrified. Every nerve ending was alight with rapture.

Mommy continued licking and fingering me through the aftershocks, coaxing out every last ounce of pleasure. My body jolted and twitched, almost overstimulated by her relentless ministrations. Finally, I collapsed bonelessly against the mattress, chest heaving.

She placed one last soft kiss on my still quivering pussy before sitting up. Her face glistened with my essence, a satisfied smirk on her lips.

"Now that's what I call quality patient care," she purred, licking her fingers clean.

I could only whimper in response, absolutely spent. My mind was blissfully fuzzy, limbs heavy with post-orgasmic bliss. I had never cum so hard in my life. This woman had ruined me for anyone else.

Mommy chuckled, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She crawled up my body until we were face to face. I could smell myself on her, musky and sweet.

"You did so well, baby girl," she cooed, brushing damp strands of hair from my face. "Such a good little patient, cumming so hard for Mommy."

I preened at the praise, nuzzling into her gentle touch. She leaned down and captured my lips in a searing kiss, letting me taste myself on her talented tongue. I moaned into her mouth, my tongue licking all the filth off hers.

When she pulled back, I was left dazed and panting. Mommy smiled warmly at me, genuine affection shining in her eyes.

"Feeling more comfortable now, sweetie?" she asked with a wink.

“Y-yes… Much better.” I said, cheeks flushed. I panted, each breath causing more filth to ooze out of my slit.

“Though… I’d feel a lot better if you stay in here tonight.”

She smiled. “I could do that. It is a slow night — and I do need to assure your comfort, after all.” She flashed me a wink, making my heart skip a beat.

She did more than comfort me — she made me feel like I was on a cloud — and I never wanted to return back to the ground.
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